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			For my parents

		

	
		
		
			
			Introduction

			When I first tried to contact Derek Black to write about his radical transformation, I couldn’t find him anywhere. He had spent the first part of his life in the public spotlight as the future leader of white nationalism in the United States, and he left behind a daily record of his work on behalf of that ideology. It took only a few minutes of internet research to learn about his popular website for “proud white children,” his daily radio show, and his successful campaign for political office in Florida. “The White Power Prodigy” was how one news article referred to him. But then, in Derek’s last public interview in 2013, he disavowed his beliefs and apologized for everything he’d done, and that was it. In the public record, at least, he’d disappeared.

			I finally located him a few years later, when he was living across the country and attending graduate school under a new legal name. I emailed to ask for an interview, hoping to write about Derek in my job as a reporter for The Washington Post, but his answer was unequivocal. “No, I am not interested,” he told me, and then he asked that I respect his privacy and leave him alone. It was a reasonable request. Few people on his current college campus knew that Derek had once been the rightful heir to America’s white nationalist movement—the son of Don Black, who founded the internet’s largest hate site, Stormfront.org; and the godson of David Duke, a former KKK Grand Wizard. Few white nationalists knew exactly where Derek was living now, what he believed, or why he changed his mind. On the dark corners of the internet, neo-Nazis and skinheads were calling him a traitor and plotting revenge. Derek had separated his life into two parts, a before and an after, and he had no interest in connecting the two. His renunciation of white nationalism resulted in both traumatic familial consequences and nationwide speculation. What he wanted now was anonymity—to “keep the past in the past,” he told me. I thanked him for writing back to me, and we didn’t speak again for more than a year.

			
			During those next months, the ideology he once helped spread continued to force its way into the political mainstream. Race was back at the epicenter of the country’s most polarizing debates about Hispanic immigrants, Muslim refugees, and police shootings in the era of Black Lives Matter. Donald Trump rose toward the presidency thanks in part to white identity politics, and white nationalism rebranded itself into the alt-right and attached itself onto his campaign. Derek’s godfather announced another run for U.S. Senate; his father purchased new web servers to accommodate a surge in Stormfront traffic. Each week on the campaign trail, Derek heard echoes of the language he helped popularize on his radio show—phrases like “white genocide,” “reverse racism,” and “racial realities.”

			His past was in fact present, and when we emailed again in the summer of 2016, Derek said he felt implicated by current events, sometimes even culpable. Maybe he had stopped planting the seeds of hate and division, but they were still growing all around him. “It’s a critical time,” he wrote to me, and by comparison his privacy seemed less important. “My relationship to the cultural moment is now more personal,” he wrote. “I imagine I have some things to say about all of it. Let’s find a time to meet.”

			
			Derek and I spent hundreds of hours together over the last few years, first so that I could report a story for The Washington Post and then for this book. I traveled to meet his friends and family members, and I am grateful to many of them for trusting me with not only their time but also copies of personal emails, Facebook conversations, and message board chats.

			Of course, Derek took the greatest risk. Sometimes, when we spent time together, he wondered how it would feel to see his old white nationalist talking points printed out again on the page. But his commitment to this project never wavered. If parts of his story traced the country’s path to this contentious racial moment, then maybe the details of his transformation can also point a way ahead.

		

	
		
		
			
			1. “The Great White Hope”

			The Klansmen and neo-Nazis arrived for their meeting in the fall of 2008 dressed in suits with aliases written on their name tags and began sneaking into the hotel just after dawn. They walked past the protesters waving rainbow flags on the sidewalk, past the extra state troopers stationed outside the hotel lobby, past the FBI informants hoping to infiltrate their way inside. For several days, the government of greater Memphis had been working to prevent this “white rights conference” from taking place. One suburb declared a state of emergency so it could hire additional police officers; another issued a temporary ban on all public gatherings. But by 7:00 on Saturday morning, about 150 of the world’s preeminent white nationalists had gathered inside a nondescript hotel conference room where a small sign hung on the wall.

			“The fight to restore White America begins now,” it read.

			The United States had elected its first black president just four days earlier, and already the Department of Homeland Security warned of a “significant spike in activity” on the white racist fringe. President-elect Obama was receiving an average of thirty death threats each day. Gun sales had skyrocketed to historic levels, and by some reports far-right militia groups had tripled their membership numbers during the last year. But the white uprising that concerned the Department of Homeland Security most of all was the one beginning now in Memphis, where acoustic guitar played through the speakers and sack lunches with turkey and swiss waited on a buffet table. “It’s the polite face of the racist movement that now has a chance to recruit new members and broaden in scope,” one DHS analyst said.

			
			David Duke, the conference organizer, stepped behind a podium to welcome his guests. Duke, then fifty-eight, had spent his life working to push the white supremacist movement from the radical fringes ever closer to the far conservative Right, rebranding himself from an Imperial Wizard of the Klan into a self-described “racial realist” politician who nearly became governor of Louisiana in the early 1990s. He was two decades removed from the pinnacle of his international fame, and he’d tried to hold time in place by repackaging his old speeches into YouTube rants. He wore the tired look of a performer who’d stayed on tour too long, but he was still the public face of white nationalism. “The future of our movement is to become fully mainstream,” Duke told the crowd, so he’d reserved one of the conference’s keynote speeches for an up-and-coming white nationalist leader who represented that future.

			“I’d like to introduce the leading light of our movement,” Duke said. “I don’t know anybody who has better gifts. He may have a much more extensive national and international career than I’ve had. Derek, can you come on up?”

			Duke motioned to the corner of the room, where a nineteen-year-old community college student was hunched behind a laptop, running a live radio broadcast of the event for the online radio station he started himself.

			“We are so privileged to be with you,” Duke said, before turning back to the audience. “Ladies and gentlemen, here is Derek Black.”

			The crowd began to applaud, and Derek stood from his computer with a slight wave and walked to the front of the room. Most of the white nationalists already knew him, because how could they not? He was at least a generation younger than almost everyone else, with shoulder-length red hair and a large black cowboy hat that he wore in an effort to make himself more memorable. He’d grown up within the insular world of white nationalism, attending dozens of conferences just like this one. Already he’d built his own website for “white children of the globe,” visited more than half a million times. He’d launched a twenty-four-hour online radio network for white nationalists and won a local election as a Republican in Florida. He was not only a prodigy within the movement but also a product of it. His father, Don Black, led the Klan for nearly a decade and then created Stormfront, the internet’s first and largest white pride website. His mother, Chloe, had once been married to David Duke, and Duke acted as Derek’s mentor and godfather, sometimes referring to Derek as “the heir.”

			
			No family had done more to help white nationalism bully its way back into mainstream politics, and Derek was the next step in that evolution. He was precocious, thoughtful, and polite, sometimes delivering handwritten thank-you notes to conference volunteers. He never used racist slurs. He didn’t advocate for outright violence or breaking the law. His core beliefs were the same as those of most white nationalists: that America would be better off as a whites-only country, and that all minorities should eventually be forced to leave. But instead of basing his public arguments on emotion or explicit prejudice, he spoke mostly about what he believed to be the facts of racial science, immigration, and a declining white middle class. Five evenings each week, he hosted an online radio show, often devoting the first half hour to innocuous stories about his favorite country musicians like Waylon Jennings, Alan Jackson, and Johnny Cash before turning the conversation to “the survival and continued dominance of the great white race,” he said. His goal, he explained once on the radio, was to “normalize these white nationalist ideas that already fit so neatly within the divides of modern society.”

			
			“I’ve never lived in a country that I consider to be a white country,” he told the audience in Memphis. “I’ve never enjoyed this good golden bag of advantage that white people are supposed to have.”

			He told the audience about his recent campaign to become a Republican committeeman in Palm Beach County, Florida, in which he had traveled door-to-door to meet with voters each afternoon after his community college German class. He seldom mentioned race in those conversations, and sometimes he barely spoke at all. Instead, he mostly listened as his white Republican neighbors told him about the reasons they felt their culture was under threat: the new highway signs in Spanish, urban crime, outsourced middle-class jobs, a collapsing economy, and a societal insistence on political correctness. For the first time in history, less than half of all babies born in the United States were white, and Derek believed whites would inevitably begin voting more explicitly for their interests like a typical minority bloc. “Most white people don’t want to be called racists, but they do want to make sure their culture and their position in society isn’t going to be undermined,” Derek said on the radio. “People are just waiting for white candidates to come along who are brave enough to talk about these things, and when that happens, whites will go streaming to the polls.” Even though he had campaigned as a teenager with no job history, no college diploma, and zero political experience, Derek beat out a Cuban American incumbent and won the election with more than 60 percent of the vote.

			
			“The way white people have to respond is through politics,” Derek told the crowd in Memphis. “Which way are the Republicans going to go? I’m kind of banking on them staking their claim as the White Party. We can infiltrate. We can take the country back.”

			A few people in the audience started to clap, and then a few more began to whistle, and before long the whole group was applauding. “Our moment,” Derek said, because at least in this room everyone was in agreement. They believed the core tenets of white nationalism were about to drive a political revolution. They believed, at least for the moment, that Derek would help lead it.

			“Years from now, we will look back on this,” he said. “The great intellectual move to save white people started today.”

			

			—

			The applause continued as Don Black, fifty-five, stood from the rows of folding chairs and moved slowly toward the lectern to join his son onstage for the next session of the conference, an audience Q&A with white nationalist leaders. Don had suffered a hemorrhagic stroke a few months earlier, and now he walked with a hunch and leaned against a cane to steady his debilitated left side. He had long prided himself on being the embodiment of physical and emotional toughness—what he called the “European ideal written into our genes.” He stood over six feet tall, with thick gray hair, a hard jawline, and blue eyes. He had once been the strongest weight lifter in the rec yard of a federal prison, but now the short walk to the lectern required intermittent breaks, until Derek stepped out and offered his hand.

			
			Don had been leaning on his only child more than ever lately, relying on him for rides to white nationalist meetings and help managing the growing business of Stormfront, which crashed under the weight of a record 120,000 users on the night of Obama’s election to the presidency. Most of all, Don looked to Derek’s recent political achievements to lift himself from stretches of depression and fatigue that he’d endured since his stroke. He had tried to heal himself with physical therapy, experimental electrotherapies, and a dozen nutritional supplements, but none of it was as efficacious as monitoring Derek’s rising fame in the local newspaper and listening to him talk each night about “racial realities” on internet radio.

			“I never thought it would feel so good to play second fiddle in my own house,” Don joked in Memphis as he and Derek took their places on the stage.

			Sometimes, standing eye to eye with Derek, Don marveled at the young adult his son was becoming. “So perceptive. So insightful and committed in his beliefs,” Don said. At first those beliefs had come as a direct inheritance from Don. He sent six-year-old Derek out for Halloween dressed as a white Power Ranger, helped to decorate his childhood bedroom with a Confederate flag, and brought him to speeches where Don expressed doubt about the full severity of the Holocaust. Derek was socialized on Stormfront, and he began spending his nights in the private chat rooms as soon as he could type. After Derek finished third grade, Don and Chloe pulled him out of school, believing the public system in West Palm Beach was overwhelmed by an influx of Haitians and Hispanics. “It’s a shame how many white minds are wasted in that system,” Derek wrote then, at age ten, on his own children’s web page. “I am no longer attacked by gangs of non-whites. I am learning pride in myself, my family and my people.”

			
			“Unschooled,” was the way Don and Chloe described Derek’s education in the years after that. He stayed home during the day and worked on a curriculum largely of his own creation while Don monitored Stormfront at an adjacent desk. Don encouraged Derek to fill his days however he liked—riding his bike to the science museum, watching Discovery Channel, building a saltwater fish tank—and to Don’s great delight many of Derek’s interests continued to parallel his own. Derek taught himself basic coding and built the Stormfront children’s website, where he shared white pride songs and inflammatory bedtime stories about “the liar and philanderer Martin Luther King.” He learned to play guitar and sometimes sang about race at white nationalist conferences. As he grew into a teenager, Derek started to join Don in interviews with outlets like USA Today, Nickelodeon, and NBC, and more and more Don thought it was his son who made the more salient points. “He was already smarter than me,” Don remembered thinking of Derek back then. “He could come up with ideas and see concepts that I hadn’t been able to figure out in forty years. All of my weaknesses, he had overcome.”

			Don had spent his own life, he said, “trying to shock people awake on racial issues.” In high school, he was shot in the chest while attempting to steal a mailing list on behalf of a white power organization. In college, he joined the KKK and rose to head of its Alabama chapter. In his late twenties, he and several other white supremacists were caught by the FBI with dynamite, tear gas, and a van full of ammunition on their way to overthrow the tiny island nation of Dominica, which Don hoped to turn into a white utopia. Even after he settled into life as a young father and an IT consultant in the late 1990s, Don continued working to spark a revolution, launching Stormfront from his computer as a self-described “battle cry for the white race.” Under his watch, Stormfront grew into a gigantic, international community of message boards and chat rooms that offered everything from academic research on racial differences, to daily Nazi news links, to dating profiles rife with racial slurs. A few of Stormfront’s frequent users went on to bomb synagogues or murder minorities; the Southern Poverty Law Center, a hate-watch group, published a report connecting Stormfront to more than a hundred murders. Don discouraged violence in his own messages on the site, but he also managed the website with the language of a wartime commander, writing about “enemies” and “comrades,” in the “fight for our future.”

			
			Derek, meanwhile, was studious, quieter, and more understated in his approach. As a teenager, he pored over world history in the family’s 1914 Encyclopaedia Britannica—the version Don thought best reflected the family’s beliefs about race because it still referred to the Klan only as a “fraternal organization.” Derek bought an etymology dictionary and read a few entries each day, studying the origin of words, delighting in the evolution of language. In Stormfront chat rooms, he began to pick up German and some French. He decided white nationalism could only grow into a viable political movement if it adopted a new language of its own—a vocabulary that sanitized the ideology and distanced it from a history of violence. “We have to take back the moral high ground with how we talk about this,” he said one day on the radio. As Derek explained it to his listeners, white nationalists were not fighting against minority rights but fighting for rights of their own. As the white population in the United States continued to drop, Derek and other activists were “simply trying to protect and preserve an endangered heritage and culture,” he said. They were trying to save whites from an “inevitable genocide by mass immigration and forced assimilation.” Theirs was the righteous cause. They were the social justice warriors. “What’s happening right now is a genocide of our people, plain and simple,” Derek said. “We are Europeans. We have a right to exist. We will not be replaced in our own country.”

			
			At first, Don thought it was strange to market white nationalism by connecting it to the idea of mass murder. Genocide? Really? But before long, Derek and others within the movement had managed to spread the concept across blogs and chat rooms in the insular world of white nationalism, and Don repeated the idea of an ongoing white genocide in an interview with The New York Times. A few months before Obama’s election, Don decided to follow Derek’s lead by imposing new rules on Stormfront in an attempt to clean up its image. He banned slurs, Nazi insignia, and threats of violence or lawbreaking. Many longtime members quit in protest, but the website began to grow by a few thousand registered users each month.

			“One of the true titans who has shown us the way,” Derek said of his father as they stood together at the podium in Memphis, but lately Don was feeling less sure about his own legacy. Increasingly, he believed it was Derek who was showing the way—and Derek who might one day carry out Don’s lifework.

			“The future is bright,” Don said in Memphis. “We have more potential now than we’ve ever had. I’ve never seen so many mad people. Their country is being taken away from them. They are looking for answers and we will provide those answers. I’m now convinced that any successful white revolution in this country will come largely from inside politics.”

			

			—

			
			But sparking a political revolution came with challenges, too, and back in Palm Beach County, Florida, the Republican committee had learned about Derek’s racial views from a local reporter and voted to ban him from taking his elected seat. The committee chairman, a sixty-two-year-old named Sid Dinerstein, ruled that Derek was ineligible because he had failed to submit a mandatory form during his campaign, a signed loyalty oath to the Republican Party. Derek countered in media interviews that the loyalty oath was a technicality and he was clearly being discriminated against as a “pro-white activist.” The case proved once again, he said, that Jewish-controlled political elites would resort to manipulation whenever their power was threatened. “The people voted me in by popular vote,” Derek said, during a small press conference at a local restaurant, and he promised to come to the first committee meeting to take his rightful seat.

			“Of course they’ll try to silence us. It won’t ever be easy,” Don wrote in a post to Stormfront members, and he also thought the moment might reveal something about his son. “Now we get to see who really has the stomach for all of this,” Don said.

			For several days in December 2008, Dinerstein and Derek jabbed at each other in a series of interviews as the controversy escalated into national news. A Florida columnist described Derek as a “real Hitler.” The Anti-Defamation League released a statement about his “abhorrent racist views.” Duke flew in from Louisiana to offer his godson support, and together they met with media members at a local hamburger restaurant. “I am a white person who is concerned about discrimination against white people,” was about all Derek would say during an interview with The New York Times, but the dialogue on Stormfront was much less diplomatic. Dozens of anonymous posters wrote that Dinerstein, a retiree who had moved to Florida and volunteered his way into politics, was “another vile Jew,” “a filthy Jew,” “a lying Jew,” and “a stinking Jew rat.”

			
			On the morning of the committee meeting, a local disc jockey on FM radio took a break from playing classic rock and asked his listeners to phone in with their thoughts about Derek. “It’s all anyone is talking about, and I’m not sure how anyone can defend this kid,” the disc jockey said, but then the radio call-board lit up with listeners who wanted to do exactly that.

			“He’s saying what we’ve all been saying in our living rooms,” one caller said.

			“The white man is being played by all this racial equality and affirmative action,” said the next.

			“They have Black Entertainment TV. Why can’t we have White Entertainment TV?”

			“Why is it so wrong to stick with your own race?”

			Don listened to the callers and began recording the show for his own records. For decades he had insisted that white nationalism was not just some fringe ideology held by a small number of extremists but in fact the “natural impulse” for a majority of whites in America. National polls by organizations like Reuters and the Associated Press often indicated that most whites considered America a white-European country. Most whites said they wanted their heritage preserved. Most preferred living in neighborhoods that were predominantly white. Most held entrenched prejudices about immigrants and minorities, even if they didn’t self-identify as racist. And now, for the first time, those same national polls also showed that a majority of whites felt “under attack.”

			
			Maybe this, finally, was the moment Don had been predicting for the last four decades, when the undercurrent of white dissatisfaction could no longer be quieted by political correctness. Maybe now, he thought, white people were finally beginning to realize that the United States was slipping from their grip. The white population in West Palm Beach had dropped from 39 percent to 29 percent in the last decade. Don’s neighbors were predominantly Guatemalan and Haitian, and Jewish retirees from New York were buying up units in the new condo building across the street. “Usurpers,” Don called these minority immigrants, and he thought that now other whites were beginning to see it that way, too.

			“Derek’s drawing enthusiastic supporters out of the woodwork,” Don wrote on Stormfront, after listening to the radio calls. “He’s really sparked something.”

			But there were also other phone calls that day before the meeting—coming from an unknown number that rang directly to Don and Derek’s house. The first call came early in the evening. “Hey, Don,” the caller said, leaving a message in a raspy voice. “I just wanted to let you know that we are going to have a scope trained on your son at the meeting come Wednesday night. We’ve had one on him now for days. We’re not going to let the plague spread to the next generation. Have a good day.”

			Don replayed the message a few times, saved the recording, and then decided not to worry about it. His family had gotten threats a few dozen times before; it was inevitable, Don said, when you “lived in a place surrounded by the enemy.” He despised West Palm Beach, but his wife, Chloe, had grown up there, and she didn’t want to leave her aging mother or her steady job as an executive assistant at a sugar company. So for twenty-five years, their family had hunkered down in the home where Chloe was raised. They’d bought a German shepherd and let the vegetation grow thick and unruly around the house, forming a dense canopy of sea grapes, mangoes, and umbrella trees that hid their single-story bungalow from the street, setting it off in a world all its own. No visitors were allowed inside except for family members and a few white nationalist friends. Don had rarely left the house since his stroke. Most nights, he worked late at the computer before locking the doors and turning on the security cameras. Then he joined Chloe in bed, even though lately he rarely slept through the night. Instead there was usually the glow of his laptop on the bedside table, opened to Stormfront. There was the hum of the TV turned to cable news, keeping him company through the overnight hours. And there, on this night, was the sound again of the phone and that same raspy voice on the message machine, calling again and again.

			
			At 12:11 a.m.: “Hey, Don, we are sitting outside the house. You crackers want to come play? Come on, Don. Get Chloe out. We’ve got the scope trained on your house right now.”

			At 12:27 a.m.: “Don, we’re out here, waiting for you.”

			At 12:31 a.m.: “Don, I’m standing in your living room. Get Derek down here.”

			Don got up and checked around the house, but he found only darkness and shadows. For a few moments, he considered his options. He had never called the police to ask for help or to file a report. Much more often, the police had been called on him. But this wasn’t just a threat against Don’s life. This was Derek who was suddenly at risk, so Don decided to call the police in the middle of the night. A few officers arrived with their guns drawn and searched the property. Don walked them into the house and played the voice mail recordings, and then the officers began asking questions for their investigation. Exactly when was this Republican committee meeting the caller had spoken about? Where? Did Derek have any enemies the police should know about? And something about the impossibility of that last question made Don wonder if maybe Derek would be better off staying home from the meeting after all. Why chance disaster? Why risk so much for a dinky little committee seat? Don had given over his own life to the white nationalist movement—had traded away his reputation and his career—but now there was at least one thing that didn’t seem worth sacrificing. “A part of me wanted Derek to back away from it and just stay home,” Don remembered thinking.

			
			But by then Derek was already burning with his own ambition. He wanted to rise up through local politics. He wanted to build a Stormfront headquarters in the mountains of Tennessee. He wanted to start an influential media company and somehow pack the Supreme Court with justices who would overturn the Fourteenth Amendment, which promised birthright citizenship, and instead reinstate a limited, European-only immigration system. “My life’s goals were essentially to overturn our social order and replace it,” Derek remembered of that time, and on some nights he would stay at his computer until 4:00 a.m., his eyes burning from the glow of the screen as he plotted out a white nationalist takeover while listening to Pink Floyd on his bulky headphones. He wasn’t worried about unpopularity, political correctness, or even death threats. “The only thing that scared me was the idea of failing, or falling short of this plan for my life, and then having the white race collapse because of it,” he said.

			
			So early that next evening, Derek rode with his family to the committee meeting in a rented black sedan that nobody would recognize. He hurried through the side entrance of a government building and took the elevator to the sixth floor. Almost three hundred people had come to the event, mostly to watch what would happen with Derek. He wore his long-brimmed hat and walked up to Dinerstein in the hallway before the meeting began. “Very nice to finally be meeting you,” Derek said as a dozen television cameras closed in. Dinerstein reiterated that Derek would not be allowed to take his seat, and then he excused himself as the meeting was called to order. Derek interrupted the meeting and walked up to the podium to speak, but the committee members shouted him down. He returned to the podium a few minutes later, but this time security officers asked him to leave.

			On his way out the door, Derek told the press that he planned to file a lawsuit. He said the fight over his seat was only beginning. But to at least one person who watched the meeting unfold, Derek had already proven his resolve.

			“These Republican Jews are particularly vile,” Don later wrote on Stormfront. “They’d kill us without a second thought, like they’ve been threatening to do, if they thought they could get away with it.”

			Then, later, he added, “But Derek is just getting started. He plans on coming back.”

			

			•

			
			“Welcome to the Derek Black Show,” Derek was saying many months later, broadcasting live from a station in Lake Worth, Florida. He’d failed to take back his seat on the Republican committee, but he parlayed his newfound notoriety into a regular show on AM radio. It was one of the first explicitly white nationalist broadcasts over mainstream airwaves in more than two decades, and Florida law enforcement promised to monitor it daily. Early in 2010, listeners tuned in to the first broadcast to hear a twenty-year-old introduce himself in a slow, folksy southern accent. “What do I believe?” Derek asked as his intro music, from Merle Haggard’s song “I’m a White Boy,” faded out behind him. “I believe that white people have a real interest in this country. This is a racially diverse place, and there are a lot of problems for it. We have gangs. We have conflict. I’m not a hateful person, but I will talk in public about what other people won’t say.”

			Don and other Stormfront users agreed to pay the radio station several hundred dollars each week to broadcast the show. Don’s budget was tight; he raised about seventy-five hundred dollars a month from eight hundred “sustaining” Stormfront members, which barely covered the site’s expenses while the family lived on Chloe’s salary. But Don thought paying for the radio show was “a bargain,” considering that Derek could use the airtime to promote both himself and a litany of other white nationalists. Derek recommended the writings of Ernst Zündel, a German publisher known for promoting Holocaust denial. He talked about the “emotional power” of attending a KKK cross-lighting ceremony in Harrison, Arkansas. He interviewed a series of white nationalist icons like Jared Taylor, Gordon Baum, and Duke. And he did it all while continuing to reframe the language of the movement, insisting that white people were the victims—not the perpetrators—of structural racism.

			
			“We are the reasonable people here because we are the ones who are really in favor of the common man,” Derek said one day on the show during a conversation with Duke. “The people who are opposed to us are these arrogant, terrible liberals and multi-culturists who say that the basic white American is inherently a bad person and the only way they will be redeemed is by bringing in these people from third-world countries to take their jobs or fill their neighborhoods. It is an ideology based on hatred of us, of white people, who are living in a country that’s being destroyed by a population brought in from the third world. We are the ones who have the best interests of America at heart.”

			“That’s right,” Duke said. “I learned a long time ago that whatever they call us, that’s exactly what they’re guilty of.”

			“They call us haters, discriminators, racists,” Derek said.

			“Government policy today is genocidal,” Duke said. “Why isn’t it a crime to wipe white people out of the United States?”

			Derek’s show quickly became the most downloaded on the station, and his time slot expanded from two days each week to three and then eventually to five. It was too much airtime for one person to fill. Derek needed a partner, and there was only one logical choice. “Welcome to the Don and Derek Black Show,” Derek announced one morning, midway through 2010.

			It was the way Derek’s upbringing had always gone: Whatever he chose to pursue, Don and Chloe quickly invested their full support. As a child, Derek fell in love with the local science museum, so Don and Chloe started spending time there with him. He took up medieval reenactment, so his parents purchased their own costumes and joined the reenactment society. They helped pay for some of his ten-thousand-mile cross-country road trip to see America’s national parks and for his flights to visit Europe. When Derek started playing guitar at open-mic nights in his late teens, his parents built their social lives around his schedule, arriving at South Florida bars a few hours early to reserve a table with the best view of Derek’s twelve-minute set.

			
			“Almost forcibly encouraging and supportive,” Derek said of his parents, because when he was ambivalent about going to college, his mother insisted he enroll in the local community college, and when his parents saw his transcripts of straight As, they pushed him to transfer to a four-year school. He applied to only one, the school that seemed like the most logical choice—New College of Florida, the state’s honors college, ranked as both the most affordable and the top liberal arts school in the state. He was accepted in the summer of 2010.

			The campus was located across the state in Sarasota on the sprawling former estate of circus magnate Charles Ringling. The circus’s elephant barn had become a student-run restaurant. The lion-grazing area was now a central quad. New College advertised itself as a “quirky” and “eccentric” home for “the non-traditional,” and it catered specifically to homeschooled students like Derek who were used to little formal structure in their education. The school had only eight hundred students, with tiny class sizes and with professors who gave narrative evaluations instead of traditional grades. All students were required to write and then defend a senior thesis, and more than half continued on to graduate schools. Don and Chloe told Derek they would pay his full tuition. They considered it a good investment not only in Derek but also in their cause, because he could advance further as a white nationalist with the credibility of a mainstream degree. Derek told his parents he planned to double major in German and medieval history, which he had always associated with the glorious dominance of white Europeans. His parents reminded him that, ultimately, they hoped he would make history and not just study it.

			
			New College was more than 80 percent white, but it was also listed in college guides as the most liberal school in Florida, the best school for hippies, the most gay-friendly, the most pot-friendly, the most likely to “transform your life and your worldview.” One day on their radio show, as Derek readied to leave for a four-year college, a caller asked Don if he was worried about his son moving away from home to live “among the enemy in a hotbed of multiculturalism.” Don started to laugh.

			“Derek’s the original nonconformist,” he said. “It’s not like any of these little commies are going to impact his thinking. If anyone is going to be influenced here, it will be them.”

		

	
		
		
			
			2. “Have You Seen This Man?”

			Derek packed everything he could fit into his used PT Cruiser in the summer of 2010 and drove across the state alone. His parents had purchased the car for his move and offered to drive him to college, but he liked the idea of traveling by himself. He’d always enjoyed road trips; earlier in the summer he’d driven ten thousand miles coast-to-coast without an itinerary, sometimes staying with strangers he met online through chat rooms on Stormfront. Now he let his mind wander as he listened to country music and drove by Lake Okeechobee, passing through the farming towns of central Florida that were ripe with sugarcane fields and orange groves, until suddenly he realized he was lost. He’d made a wrong turn somewhere near New College and ended up a few blocks away from the scheduled orientation. He was already more than an hour late. The driving directions on his GPS kept leading him to the wrong building. And now there was another car pulling over alongside Derek’s, with a student in the front seat who looked just as confused.

			Juan Elias, twenty, rolled down his window and explained that he was also looking for the New College orientation. He spoke with a Peruvian accent, and he had long sideburns and a wispy beard. Like Derek, he was a community college transfer student from across the state. They were strangers in this place, so they agreed to find the orientation together.

			Juan had driven to New College from Miami, the city Derek once referred to on the radio as the “front lines of the third-world invasion.” Juan had graduated from a high school of thirty-five hundred students—94 percent of them Hispanic, 4 percent black, and 2 percent “other.” Nearly half of the school’s students were immigrants, including Juan, who had moved to Miami from Peru just after he turned ten. At his small house in Little Havana, Juan had lived out what Derek had once described to other white nationalists as the “nightmare for America”—“a day when we will walk out of our houses and see barely a single white person, a whole country of outsiders.”

			
			To Juan, it was Derek who looked like the outsider on that first day, with his long hair, his country accent, and his heavy black hat shading him from the Florida afternoon sun. Derek said he was from West Palm Beach and that he’d first heard about New College from a community college German professor. He mentioned nothing else about his background. Even if he thought people who looked like Juan were ruining the country, he also believed that in one-on-one interactions it was always best to be polite and kind. “Just a down-to-earth, eccentric kind of guy,” Juan remembered thinking. Derek had rarely spent time with anyone Hispanic; Juan had seldom befriended someone white. But they navigated together to orientation, where by coincidence they were assigned to the same small group for transfer students. They compared class schedules and discovered they shared two. They went to the dorms and found their rooms located in the same building, separated only by a small courtyard. Derek took out his guitar and played country songs. Juan sat with him, listening to Derek play while other students unpacked and moved into their rooms.

			During the last few months, Juan had been thinking back to the other major move in his life, a decade earlier, when he left Peru for the United States. He was born in the midst of a communist uprising in the late 1980s, in a country besieged from within by public executions, shootings, and car bombs. His mother went into labor just as a terrorist group sabotaged dozens of electrical towers across Lima. Doctors performed an emergency cesarean, and Juan arrived in the blackout of a terrorist revolution. A few years later, some of those terrorists murdered his uncle as punishment for working as a community organizer, and Juan’s mother decided right then that she wouldn’t raise her son in Peru. She left him with his grandmother when he was seven and traveled to the United States on a legal visa. She found a job waiting tables and a small house in the cheapest part of Miami. After three years, she finally saved enough money to send for Juan, but by then he didn’t want to go. He spoke only a few words of English. All he knew was his life in Peru. He loved his
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