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  Foreword by Jared Taylor


  In November 1990, with the first issue of a monthly magazine called American Renaissance, I started my career as a public defender of our people — white people. Since that time, except for a brief period of optimism in 2016, when Donald Trump was first elected president, it all seemed like work wasted. White people kept sleepwalking towards the cliff, no matter how hard I shouted at them to wake up. 


  And it got only worse. On May 25, 2020, George Floyd ascended into heaven and the entire white race — not just in America but around the world — erupted in an orgy of self-hatred that went on for months. By then, I had grown numb to lickspittle Southerners who thought liberals would like them if they took down Confederate monuments, and that summer more Confederates came down than ever before. But do you know who was the single man most frequently destroyed and desecrated? Not Robert E. Lee — Christopher Columbus.


  American blacks have been rioting since March 13, 1935, when thousands went wild in Harlem over a completely false rumor that white storekeepers had beaten a young black shoplifter to death. Mobs opened a new chapter in the “civil rights struggle” by looting stores and fighting the police. Three blacks were killed and 100 arrested. Since then, we’ve had hundreds of race riots — more than 150 in 1967 alone, during that year’s “long, hot summer.” But never, until the BLM mayhem of 2020, had it occurred to anyone that the right response to “black grievances” was to tear Columbus off his pedestal, cut him in pieces, cover him with red paint, burn him, or throw him into the ocean (as happened in Baltimore). That summer, no fewer than 38 statues and memorials to Columbus were destroyed, defaced, or pulled down — by white mobs.


  This was a new and terrible phase in the degradation of the white man. In 1966, the Jewish writer Susan Sontag had written, “The white race is the cancer of human history.” That kicked up a fuss, but not even many lefties would admit they agreed with her. By 2020, millions agreed. Columbus brought cancer to the entire beautiful and pristine Western Hemisphere! He was patient zero, to use the language of COVID-19. BLM wasn’t about George Floyd or doing right by black people anymore. It was about hating white people.


  By then, I had been an SPLC-certified hatemonger for 30 years. Every New Year’s Day, I had made a resolution never again to be surprised by yet another act of white degeneracy — and every year, I broke that resolution. In 2020, that resolution crumbled into 100 pieces. For three decades, I had kept my fingers on the pulse of the slowly expiring white man, but I had never seen the like of this or even imagined it. Surely, I thought, this must be the blackest year in the history of my race. And for once, I was right. It was the blackest year, and since then we have moved steadily towards the light.


  Now, 36 years of haranguing the white man no longer feel wasted. Thirty-six years after I started, I don’t just have hope; I have confidence. And it is because of men like the author of this book. I have never met Joey Oliver, but I feel as though I have met him 100 times, maybe 500 times. I have met him in America, in France, in Britain, in Italy, in Slovenia, in Finland, in Portugal: men of his generation — not yet 30 — who not only understand what is at stake but who will give their lives to reclaim our race, our greatness, our honor from the wreckage my generation has so shamefully left to them. 


  This book is a riveting account of how one white man, speaking for his generation, threw off the illusions he was suckled on and learned that “our democracy” is a farce; feminism could drive us to extinction; Jewish power is a force we must reckon with; the freedom most freely granted is the freedom to wallow in vice. And, most important, that we white people — whom I call the World Brotherhood of Europeans — truly are the heirs to a magnificent legacy, and that there could be no greater treachery than to let that legacy flicker out.


  And yet, even though our destinations were much the same, I was struck over and over by how different the paths Mr. Oliver and I have taken. In my case, it was Wilmot Robertson, Arthur Jensen, Richard Lynn, Guillaume Faye, Philippe Rushton, Joe Sobran, Sam Francis, John Baker, Carleton Putnam, and even ancients such as Madison Grant and Lothrop Stoddard who stripped me of illusions. Not one of these names appears in this book. Instead, I found Jordan Peterson, Andrew Tate, the so-called Intellectual Dark Web, Joe Rogan, Alex Jones. Artful dodgers, all of them. The only exceptions were Sam Hyde, who hits hard, and Nick Fuentes, whom I first met in 2017, and is a force of nature. Agree with him or not, Mr. Fuentes is afraid of nothing.


  Alas, if Joey Oliver and Gen Z had to work their way through dead ends like libertarianism and Ben Shapiro, it must have been because Greg Johnson, Kevin DeAnna, Peter Brimelow, James Edwards, Kevin MacDonald and I never broke through the fog. Now, the fog has lifted, and the Left can never bring it back. A new generation of white men is on our side, and the next one will be, too.


  Finally — and I mean this as a compliment — this is not a book I would have written. When I write as a white man, I am careful and logical, relentlessly serious. I craft arguments, cite statistics, and try to win over our deluded brothers and sisters. Sometimes it works; mostly it doesn’t. Mr. Oliver writes with humor, bravado, and artful exaggeration. He will make you laugh. And in the rush of his gaudy commentary, he may carry along more people than I do with my patient arguments. 


  But what matters most is this. In the first article in the first issue of American Renaissance, I reminded my readers — all 800 of them — that the men who built America “pledged to their cause their lives, their fortunes, and their sacred honor,” and that we must do no less. 


  Mr. Oliver ends his book where I began: “If we do not succeed, we will certainly die trying.”


  It is an honor to stand shoulder to shoulder with men like him.


  Jared Taylor 


  March 20, 2026




  “If the rule you followed brought 

you to this, of what use was the rule?”


  — Cormac McCarthy, 

No Country for Old Men 




  1. The Men of the New Right


  This isn’t my story. This is the story of the Zoomers. More specifically, this is the history of the American men of Generation Z and their journey across the political spectrum. These boys, once default liberals, have moved all the way over to the far right, and apparently everyone wants to know how we got here.


  Not too long ago, we were fairly indifferent to what our government was up to. We were way more interested in hanging out with our friends, playing video games and sports. Our eventual involvement in politics wasn’t spurred by deep passion. It came out of necessity. We’ve been forced into the arena, and most of us aren’t happy about it.


  Even now, almost no one in Gen Z can articulate much political theory. They can’t identify the flaws in The Communist Manifesto. There isn’t a strong grasp of Machiavelli. We don’t all understand liberalism’s structural failures and how it incorrectly assesses the nature of man.


  All we have is a feeling. But the feeling is all we need.


  We know that our nation’s in trouble, even if we can’t recognize the root causes of every problem we see. It’s an instinct. It’s that same feeling we had as children when things weren’t quite right. Maybe it was a stranger with an insincere smile or a pit bull paying us too much attention. We may not have been able to do anything about stuff like that back then, but we aren’t children anymore.


  It looks like it’s time to finally do something about these predators surrounding us. They won’t be going away any time soon, but neither will we.


  This is the tale of my generation’s political transformation. It’s the path that led so many of us to our awakening. It isn’t a study on politics. It’s not a manifesto. It’s simply the recounting of the actions and reactions which have brought us to where we now find ourselves in 2026.


  The older generations have heard the calls to strip voting rights from certain demographic groups. They’ve listened to passionate demands for total remigration and the denaturalization of current citizens. They’ve seen support for gay rights fall in recent years. They’ve witnessed an unapologetic promotion of the White race as well as White culture, which would’ve been unthinkable just a few years ago. They’ve heard serious claims that racial disparities are due to genetics, not socioeconomic factors.


  The elder generations have even been forced to watch as podcast clips circulating the internet questioned the World War II narrative, criticized the Constitution, and doubted the legitimacy of democracy.


  The slaughtering of sacred cows repulses just about anyone experiencing it for the very first time. Naturally, the Zoomers have been freaking a lot of people out. For someone who isn’t plugged into the culture, the supposedly extreme political views of Gen Z men probably look like they’ve come out of absolutely nowhere. It seems like it might be a crude attempt to piss off the Boomers. Maybe it’s shock humor or teenage angst. These explanations are all wrong.


  Lots of prominent commentators keep trying to dismiss this budding right wing energy outright. It’s usually written off as some sort of sexual frustration manifesting in the form of politics. They’ll typically insist that anyone who holds these views must be a loser that’s obsessed with having a victim complex. They’ll claim it’s pure fanaticism.


  One thing the establishment will never do is engage with our arguments. If they did try and answer the questions posed by the far right, they’d be forced into exposing themselves as the constructors of a world which simply does not exist. They’d reveal the very thing that is genuinely fanatical: their own worldview.


  Gen Z’s political views are a result of our revelation that this world we live in, and nearly every single thing which it claims to cherish, is fraudulent. Our zealotry isn’t driven by some naive pursuit of a world that ought to be. It’s a response. It is a reaction to a world that shouldn’t be.


  We aren’t utopian like them. We reject the mythical liberal proposition that everyone is identical on the inside. That is our true crime. But their crimes are immeasurably worse.


  As all the things that they’ve done to try and manufacture this illusory world have been revealed, we’ve discovered exactly what’s been stolen from us: our communities, our culture, our opportunities, our money, our peace, our God, our nation. Everything has been ripped away. The men of Gen Z are now rebelling against this plundering and betrayal. Believe me when I say that our response is significantly tamer than what it could be.


  Those of us on the tip of the Gen Z spear are lucky enough to remember the world of the past. We remember what things were like before we started this societal suicide mission. We remember neighborhoods full of White, American families. We remember the fact that our parents could afford to buy the house we grew up in when they were in their late twenties. We remember being able to walk to school safely as kids. We remember knowing our neighbors. We remember being part of a community.


  We can recall a time when every single movie didn’t try to demonize White people and our history. We can remember when our cultural entertainment wasn’t some broad scheme to promote social contagions. We remember when homosexuality wasn’t a staple of every fictional character, and the pinnacle of heroism wasn’t outing yourself as a sexual deviant. We can somehow think back to a time when black actors weren’t cast as our American Founding Fathers.


  We also remember a financial world that made a little bit of sense. A couple of bucks could actually buy you something back in the day. Subway used to sell $5 footlongs. A working-class job didn’t always damn you to a life of misery.


  We once had cashiers that knew how to speak English. We remember only hearing one language as we walked through the park or sat in a cafe. Our playgrounds didn’t always have hordes of foreign, military-age men huddled together under every shadow.


  We miss the days when there weren’t any towns in America that broadcasted the Muslim call to prayer. There hasn’t always been such a cucked deference to every single ethnic enclave that’s managed to weasel its way into the country. The celebration of Christmas didn’t used to be a controversial topic in our Christian nation.


  American metropolises were pretty nice at one point. Our streets weren’t always covered in trash. The stench of weed didn’t used to linger everywhere we went. We can remember cities that didn’t have dangerous, drug-addled zombies lurking in each alleyway. It wasn’t normal to hear about working-class girls getting stabbed or burned alive on public transit when we were young.


  Perhaps most importantly, we remember a time when conservatives weren’t murdered for acknowledging basic facts about reality.


  We remember America, and that’s the problem.


  The main issue for the demons in charge is that so many of us do remember what’s been taken away. We also happen to know that it’s possible to get it back. The people in power can’t fool us into accepting that this is just the way it’s always been, because we’ve seen otherwise.


  The men truly responsible for the theft of our nation have admittedly been hard to pin down. Although lots of us originally decided to solely blame the left, we’ve come to find out that the destroyers of our land aren’t exclusively from the other side of the political divide. The initial disgust we felt for liberals led most of us to assume that the very vocal conservative opposition was the answer to this destruction we were witnessing. We thought that the mainstream right surely understood the dangers facing us. So, we naively followed the siren song that softly whispered the promise that these people wanted to help.


  After joining up with the conservative clowns, all we continued to find was impotence and deceit. It would take a few years of confusion before we discovered something. It was this crucial revelation which explained at least some of what had been unfolding around us. We realized that the two parties in American politics weren’t really competing ideologies at all. Conservatism and liberalism appeared to both be operating under the same fundamental prior assumptions. It seemed to just be the pace of motion which distinguished the two ideologies, nothing more.


  This became obvious once we realized just how many modern conservatives would be considered far more liberal than almost any ‘90s Democrat. We heard old Bill Clinton speeches that sounded way more right wing than anything Donald Trump was saying. This left us totally puzzled. We were starting to wonder what these conservatives had actually been able to conserve over the years.


  After our investigations, we officially concluded that each part of the American political dichotomy must only differ in degree, but not in kind. Michael Malice managed to summarize this concept most succinctly with his famous quote: “Conservatism is progressivism driving the speed limit.”


  We thought that right wing principles were supposed to be based on definitions and distinctions, not context. They shouldn’t be subject to change merely because of how the popular vote shakes out. But we could see very plainly from the previously steady increase in the right’s support for gay marriage that American conservatism couldn’t be founded on strict principles. We knew this because it had never once been constrained by any of its alleged principles.


  American conservatism has always been subject to the mood of the day because it’s thoroughly captured by liberal relativism. This isn’t an impressive discovery — it’s long been understood. Many influential right wing thinkers of the past have pointed out that the American right has never been able to effectively divorce itself from its foundational liberalism. That is, until now.


  Gen Z men have broken free. We’ve discarded the absurd, Ben Shapiro-style of conservatism that’s long overstayed its welcome in our political discourse. We’ve come to reject any type of supposed right wing opposition that those in power find acceptable. We know that anything that’s allowed a seat at the table must be serving the larger, unified machine. They wouldn’t permit something that was an actual threat.


  Unfortunately for them, our politics aren’t so predictable anymore. They’re not derived from any of the political theorists commonly taught in the universities. We’ve shunned the approved paradigm. We aren’t dedicated to an ideology. We’re seeking actual solutions and outcomes. We don’t care about processes and procedures. We certainly don’t care about any formalities that all seem to perpetually end in failure. We won’t be beautiful losers any longer. Our politics are whatever fixes the nonsense going on around us.


  We’re done with the platitudes. We know that debauchery isn’t the price we pay for our freedom. We don’t view this fake definition of liberty to be the highest political virtue. An 18-year-old’s right to mutilate their genitals doesn’t exactly register as a priority for us. The calls to protect pornography because somebody, at some point, argued that it’s a form of free speech, are not convincing. We don’t define an American to be anyone with a U.S. passport and Social Security number. We aren’t concerned with guaranteeing some illegal immigrant’s right to due process because a piece of paper vaguely implies it. We aren’t going to give up on our political objectives just because a court decided something ridiculous over 100 years ago.


  You won’t see us handing over our country because of a few technicalities.


  We want order for our society. Order is our highest political virtue. It’s our pursuit of order that’s led us to view ourselves as men of the right. Not conservatives, not constitutionalists, not classical liberals, but men of the right.


  We aren’t restrained by any of the magic spells that have held so many conservative American men back for so long. We don’t care what document, group of people, or historical event needs to be studied and criticized. We wholly reject the mythology that’s been protecting these sacred relics from ever getting an honest review. Nothing is off limits for us.


  We’re singularly focused on gaining a proper understanding of how our systems are functioning. After we drop the myths and conduct a real analysis, we can then start devising an effective solution. Once we understand what’s going on, we’ll figure out how to bring order to our society’s chaos.


  A doctor that doesn’t properly test his patient shouldn’t be arbitrarily dishing out medication based on a hunch. Yet our society has been handed endless poisonous prescriptions without ever getting a proper diagnosis. Somehow, the failure of our civilization’s medicine hasn’t led to any new attempt to assess what’s wrong with us. Instead, we’ve been told to shut up and deal with it. While we watch our systems continue to produce these undeniably disastrous results, we’re being commanded to accept that things just are the way they are. “At least we aren’t speaking German.”


  Nobody appears to even want to identify what’s causing all this. Whenever someone does look like they’re getting close to finding some real answers for what we’re seeing, they generally get mysteriously shut down and silenced. Why is that? We thought we could bring anything up in our free marketplace of ideas.


  The refusal to give our world an honest analysis is actually the very thing that has freed Gen Z men from the deafening, constrictive propaganda of liberalism. The obvious lies and discontinuity have slowly broken the witchcraft that once kept so many societal guardrails in place. As we continued to face the many failures of Western civilization, young men were systematically pushed further toward all the ideas which have been off limits for so long.


  We dug through every approved resource in our search for truth. But it all amounted to nothing. We found the same lies, just repurposed and resold, over and over again. Young men were eventually left with no other choice but to venture into the unknown. We were finally forced into taking a bite out of our society’s forbidden fruits.


  With our steps into the unknown, we’ve come to see through the lies of the liberal illusion. They know we can see past it, too. They’re scared. We’ve discovered the extent of their treachery, and we’re now opening our minds to what could be possible without them. We don’t buy the excuses anymore. We won’t accept the pathetic shrug and lecture about how things are the way they are and there’s nothing that can be done about it.


  We won’t quietly submit like the generations before us. At least their society functioned somewhat well. It’s a lot easier to ignore the mystical nonsense when the financial system operates, crime is relatively low, the nation is made up of its native inhabitants, and it’s possible to have a family and own a home. It’s much harder when the opposite is true. The Zoomers have nothing to lose. Everything’s already been stolen from us.


  After experiencing the unequivocal failures of our system, we won’t force ourselves to keep swallowing the lies. We refuse to put up with horrific outcomes. We have to find solutions. If Bukele can do it in El Salvador, we can do it here. Just as we won’t be convinced that a world we once had can no longer exist, we won’t accept ineffectual weakness from our politicians when we can see the brutal effectiveness of others.


  The people in power know that our generation understands the depth of their great con. They recognize that if men who hold our views take power, the illusory world they’ve constructed will ultimately fall. When their world does crumble, we can be sure that it won’t ever return. It’ll have been exposed as fraudulent once and for all.


  Our society’s foundation is finally cracking under the colossal weight of its own contradictions. There’s nothing that can stop it now. The lies that Western civilization has been built upon won’t hold up for very much longer. For the first time, the magic spells protecting the liberal illusion are starting to waver.




  2. The Illusion


  To maintain the mirage, the people in charge had to lie to us. They managed to keep it subtle, though. The indoctrination process was hardly explicit. We were rarely reciting pledges or creeds. We didn’t have to literally bow down to anyone or anything, but there was an implication to it all. The implication was that we’d essentially figured out society. Our system was hailed as the magic key which had unlocked human prosperity. We’d finally solved the eternal question of how to best govern man.


  This new world wasn’t subject to all the things that had plagued the past. The realities of the human condition weren’t a threat to us anymore. We had resolved every issue that once kept our ancestors perpetually dumb and ignorant. We didn’t know how we’d done any of this, but we apparently had.


  In school, we learned of Alexander the Great’s conquests, but we were also assured that the borders we saw etched into our classroom map wouldn’t be changing any time soon. There wouldn’t be any men pursuing imperialistic greatness under their watch. Desiring glory was a vain, anti-civilizational act. No one could ever speak of that impulse. It was said to be deranged to even want to be a king at all.


  We read about the conspiracy against and eventual assassination of Julius Caesar, but we were quickly reminded that this sort of thing couldn’t happen in our society. Nobody conspired because our leaders did everything with honesty and transparency. Thankfully, there weren’t political assassinations anymore, either. Violence was an archaic defect that had been thoroughly ironed out of us through our liberal democracy.


  We saw how the Catholic Church had once sold indulgences and enriched themselves off the backs of a fraudulent promise. When we wondered if maybe our leaders could be involved in something like that, we were guaranteed that they couldn’t imagine engaging in financial corruption. Our civilizational morality and systems were far too robust. We didn’t have to worry about that in the West.


  We studied the Enlightenment thinkers and agreed that if we hadn’t divorced the church from the state, we’d be living under some theocratic lunatic. Our secularism was the only thing that allowed us to keep such a clear mind. It alone was responsible for creating our modern, technological world. Everything we’d accomplished was because of rational science. Without it, we’d be nothing. God had to be swiftly removed from any of our serious discussions and decisions. You could say your prayers in your free time.


  The Three-Fifths Compromise, which recorded each black person in the population count of pre-Civil War America as a fraction of a human rather than as one, was thought to be the most objectively disgusting thing to have ever been conceived of. To value one type of person more than another was absolutely unacceptable.


  The very idea that White, land-owning men had once been the sole demographic with a say in society was laughed at as genuinely ridiculous. We balked at the nonsensical concept of letting the most competent men within a civilization, who also have an ownership stake, be the ones to decide on the direction of things.


  Women’s suffrage was heralded as another monumental victory in our battle to establish a world where everyone had an equal say. We couldn’t believe that a society that made distinctions between groups of people had previously existed at all. Those men must’ve been heartless monsters to ever settle for anything but pure egalitarian freedom.


  We studied the civilizational victory of the Civil Rights movement, and how it had finally fulfilled the true promise of America: racial equality. Even though the activists had failed in their attempt to get some of Martin Luther King Jr.’s letters literally added to the Bible, they did succeed in making a god out of him. Thanks to the life and words of this prophet, America had redeemed itself.


  With all these narratives, liberal democracy had been slyly turned into our default theology. No one thought to rebel against this secular religion. It was portrayed as so painfully self-evident that liberalism was the best possible system, that nobody knew there were arguments against it. We were assured that this form of government was inevitable, and the democratization of power would come for all. We were now waiting around for everybody else to catch up.


  As the concept of a king was slandered as an abomination to the human spirit, the god of democracy was anointed as the rightful ruler of man. We had finally become civilized. Everyone had an equal say. One vote meant one whole human with every bit of their dignity intact. We voted for what we wanted, we created our own change, we raised ourselves. We became our own gods.


  Though we’d heroically solved the problem of government, that still didn’t manage to exonerate us from what we had done in the past.


  “Can you imagine hating someone for the color of their skin!?”


  “How could any person be considered better than another!?”


  “The thought of putting someone in chains just because they’re more resistant to sun burns!”


  Despite any of our supposed progress, the world we grew up in made sure that the sins of our ancestors wouldn’t ever be forgotten. Racism had been unanimously declared to be the gravest possible offense, and our past was full of it.


  While we were continually told that slavery was our society’s original sin, we were also made aware that we’d be responsible for repenting for it. Even if White nations had been the first ones to end slavery, that certainly didn’t excuse our history of racism. We could hardly go a day without seeing a photo of an old water fountain with a sign that said ‘Whites only’ on it. Videos from the 1960s that showed fire hoses getting sprayed on blacks were played on a perpetual loop. Martin Luther King Jr.’s face was plastered everywhere we looked. We always had to be reminded of the savior who so bravely rescued us from our evil past.


  To our surprise, the triumph of this equality that our society so pathetically lusted after didn’t quench anyone’s thirst for justice. Regardless of the supposed victory of the Civil Rights Movement, we were still forced to feel shame for everything White people had done throughout all of time and on every continent — indeed, it wasn’t even constrained to America anymore. Any topic, no matter how niche, allowed for a dig at White people to be shoehorned in. We had either directly or indirectly caused every single problem.


  We were taught that for thousands of years, Whites were so vile that it only took the sight of a slightly darker skin tone to transform us into rabid, violent animals. If our ancestors saw a poor black man fetching water from the creek, it was time to knot up the noose and find the nearest tree. There was something cathartic about admitting to this stuff, too. We truly wanted to make things right and rectify our supposedly sinister past. They were preying on our good spirits.


  It was our good will that allowed them to embed their ideology. We became willing participants in their sanctification process. We tore through the pages of To Kill a Mockingbird to see Atticus Finch bravely defend an innocent black man in the deep south. What a hero! We cheered as we watched the old footage of the triumphant anti-segregation march in Selma. We bowed to the many posters of the righteously defiant Rosa Parks. We admired the immense courage it took for her to refuse going to the back of the bus at the direction of evil White men in the 1950s.


  It became too much for us. The evidence was overwhelming. We were clearly an awful group of people. Something had to be done to make it right.


  So, we confessed. “Yes, we were bad, but what can we do about it!?”


  But atonement wouldn’t be as simple as we’d hoped.


  While the left continued to march and chant for a world built on fairness, there were some hidden caveats to their mantra. Even though they constantly invoked the commandments of America’s new god, Martin Luther King Jr., the originally proposed society of judgment based on character needed a little revising.


  It turned out that up to this very day, it still wasn’t technically possible to evaluate non-Whites based on their objective skills and achievements. Our society was so entrenched in racism that these people never had a chance to succeed from within it. Merit just wasn’t possible for them yet.


  We were told that there was only one way to get these people to be on our same level. We would have to willingly step down. So, we did. Everybody else then assumed the rights to all the positions of status and authority in our civilization, with no consideration given to their merit or character. It was their turn, whether or not they’d earned it.


  But surely, now that we’d cleared the way for these people to get a fair shot, then the rampant inequality should vanish soon, right? Well, it most definitely did not.


  Although the inequalities didn’t go away, American Whites sincerely wanted them to. We hoped that our actions could fix these problems. We thought this proposed world of egalitarianism could actually be possible. It was the end of history, after all. We trusted that everything was going to get straightened out.


  While we continued to wait for an outcome that would never arrive, we were told that the true reason we hadn’t achieved perfect equality was that we weren’t going far enough. The inability to change things was our lack of effort, not an incorrect assessment and prescription.


  Our pursuit of societal equity became more intense. Affirmative action started gaining substantial ground. The amount of minorities at both Ivy League schools and high-status companies shot up. Almost no one contested it. We sat there, patient, hopeful, and proud as these people were given all the opportunities instead of us. Tons of White Americans were brought to tears when they saw a black man take the office of the presidency, for example.


  Then the vitriol came. The initial framing had always been that the goal of this deliberate racial discrimination was equality. They said that all they wanted was to be treated in the same way Whites were. But after enough time had passed, they just couldn’t manage to keep their hatred for White people hidden.


  With enough force applied, some level of demographic equality had been achieved by affirmative action. Whether it was through college admissions manually accepting a certain number of blacks or a company doing the same with regard to their hiring practices. They did manage to sometimes fix the numbers. But we quickly found out that it didn’t matter if they’d statistically arrived at equality. There was no objective outcome that made everyone get up and announce that their work was finished. The revolution was an eternal struggle. Justice wasn’t a destination, it was a mindset.


  It eventually became obvious that this whole ordeal wasn’t just reconciliatory. It never really was in the first place. It was vengeful. Equality would never be enough. Our repayment for the willful concession of our society was now suffering and subjugation. We had no choice but to accept, because any dissent would get us branded as the absolute worst thing you could be in America: a racist.


  The first event to blatantly expose the deeply hateful emotions toward Whites was the death of Trayvon Martin in 2012. After the 17-year-old black boy was gunned down in Florida, the media delivered the final verdict. Trayvon Martin’s demise had been a result of racism and White supremacy.


  The press had determined that Martin was a victim of being black in America. His hoodie, Skittles, and Arizona Iced Tea became a symbol for the persecution of innocent blacks throughout the United States. School walk outs erupted across the country. Marches and rallies swept the nation. NBA teams strutted onto the court with their hoods draped over their heads. The Black Lives Matter movement had officially been born.


  When Barack Obama was asked about the killing, he explained that: “If I had a son, he would look like Trayvon and I think they [his parents] are right to expect that all of us as Americans are going to take this with the seriousness it deserves.”


  Not even the hypothetical son of the president could escape the racial persecution happening throughout our country. Heads hung low in America as we reckoned with the fact that our evil past had managed to snake its way into our future. How could we still be like this? We thought we had made so much progress, but Trayvon Martin’s death proved that we hadn’t made any at all.


  With the deafening sound of the official narrative constantly blaring, a lot of people dutifully accepted that Martin’s death had indeed been caused by racism. It looked like this altercation had been our societal unconscious bias playing out amongst the individuals. But there was one stark problem with the initial story. The shooter, George Zimmerman, wasn’t White. He was a Hispanic man.


  We also learned that Martin had been on top of Zimmerman, delivering blows to George’s face, and slamming his head on the concrete before shots were fired. This context led some of us to re-think things. Maybe this literal black-and-white narrative wasn’t quite as simple as it was originally explained to be.


  Regardless of the degree to which these facts would start to contradict the approved narrative, none of it seemed to matter to anybody. The press wouldn’t address any of these inconvenient truths. They continued to spout their version of things while they shamelessly milked the story to maximize racial hatred. They were stoking the embers of the racial flame.


  With the media’s coverage of Trayvon Martin, ethnic tensions steadily rose across the United States. Everything was going according to plan. Even though Martin’s death was and remains a significant historical event in American race relations, it didn’t have quite enough fire power behind it to really pop things off. The narrative required something a bit more substantive to incite a true inferno of racial rage. The devastating debacle that so many had been waiting for would finally come in the summer of 2014.


  The revolution officially kicked off with the death of Michael Brown in Ferguson, Missouri. It was this incident which allowed us to feel the full heat of their wrath. There was no ambiguity around who was responsible here. Whites had struck again.


  The graduation photo of Michael Brown in his cap and gown was smeared all across the internet. It was the only picture you could find of him. We were told that Brown had been some poor black boy with his whole life ahead of him. While this kid was simply minding his own business, he was senselessly gunned down by a racist White cop. This was far too reminiscent of what we’d seen in so much of American history. People were angry. This stuff belonged in the past.


  Once again, a White man couldn’t resist his bloodlust for minorities. The little black boy had his hands up as he screamed “don’t shoot!” to the officer. Too late. The sinister White had put a full clip through the kid’s chest and severed any chances of a future law career.


  As a response to this act of such unthinkable racism, we watched as Ferguson, Missouri, was burned to the ground that August. The damages amounted to millions after mobs had ripped through the city. The first round of violent unrest would last for around a week and didn’t calm down until the National Guard was deployed.


  Although the riotous response was now lying dormant, people were still mobilized in other ways. We watched as the brave warriors seeking social justice changed their Instagram profile pictures to that same photo of the distinguished Michael Brown. But justice would never come.


  In November, a grand jury decided that they wouldn’t be bringing any charges to officer Darren Wilson. Round two of the riots immediately commenced. We then saw many more millions of dollars in property damage follow.


  The decision to withhold charges seemed to be an unequivocal confirmation of what so many had been fearing. It looked like we had a racism infestation within our judicial system.


  Although racism was portrayed as the only possible reason for such a bold decision by the jury, there were some people that weren’t ready to accept the narrative outright. After some digging, we found out that Michael Brown may not have been the saintlike figure he was initially framed as. The actual facts of the incident appeared to tell a very different tale than what we’d first heard.


  This new story started with a 300-pound criminal punching a cop in the face multiple times. It then explained that this same black man had even reached for the officer’s gun. The updated details showed us that the scholar disregarded police orders and decided to charge the cop right before being shot and killed by Darren Wilson.


  This was wildly different from what we were originally told. Was this really an innocent, future doctor who’d meekly put his hands up while pleading with a racist cop, all before being snuffed out?


  As we witnessed so many other apparently tragic deaths that were similar to those of Michael Brown and Trayvon Martin, we quickly noticed a pattern. The headlines would instantly tell us that an innocent black man had once again been killed for the same crime: being black in America. The family would condemn the police as being vessels for pure evil. They’d publicly sob over the execution of their son. Cities would burn.


  Shortly after the chaos, we’d quietly learn the true story. The facts we learned never seemed to match the narrative. Not one time.


  The realization that these facts weren’t lining up with the story had no impact on the mainstream discourse. There was a much larger force at play that stopped any further investigation into what was truly going on. Everybody was far too concerned with being called a racist. So, people mostly stayed silent about it all.


  In an effort to placate their base yet successfully maintain their reputation as cultural critics, most conservative commentators were only willing to condemn black culture. According to them, there was absolutely nothing wrong or different about blacks besides annoying rap music and fatherlessness. They preached about how the welfare state was what was actually hurting blacks, and that they just wanted to help them by pointing this out. Unsurprisingly, they were still called racists.


  So many people forget the devastating power that the racist accusation once had. The label had the capacity to end marriages and lifelong friendships. It could get you fired and even sued. Since this stamp of evil was so inconceivably destructive, everyone in the mainstream
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