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			NOTE TO READERS

			Dear readers,

			Welcome to our book and our partnership. In these pages, we’re inviting you on a journey to find the truth, hear from people who had previously been silenced, and hold powerful wrongdoers accountable.

			This is also an invitation into investigative journalism.

			You’re probably already immersed in general news coverage, reporting that accurately describes what’s visible in the world around us. Presidential elections. Natural disasters. The deaths of notable public figures. This kind of journalism can connect us with other people’s struggles and joys and make all of us witnesses to history. Many school papers include news reporting: on basketball games won or lost, or the appointment of a new principal.

			Investigative reporting has a different goal: to uncover what’s been hidden, to reveal injustice or other wrongdoing. It isn’t about being an activist or advocating for a particular point of view—the only agenda is to follow the facts. Because facts are so powerful, this work can spur tremendous change. Over the years, investigative reporters have broken stories that have touched every aspect of our daily lives, spurring social movements, shifts in power, reforms, and greater safety. By investigating a break-in at the Watergate apartment complex in Washington, DC, Bob Woodward and Carl Bernstein revealed corruption that reached the highest levels of the White House and eventually brought down the Nixon presidency. We are proud that our investigation of harassment and abuse by the powerful Hollywood producer Harvey Weinstein fits into this tradition.

			As you read this book, we want you to feel included and inspired. Maybe you don’t know any reporters or authors or don’t recognize many from backgrounds similar to yours. It’s possible that you rarely encounter print newspapers in your community. Social media may be the main way that you and your friends get and share information. But young journalists can do investigative reporting as well. If you found that wealthy students were deploying test preparation and private counselors to an unfair advantage in college admissions, or that local elementary schools didn’t have air-conditioning in the hot summers, or that the football team was hazing new members in abusive ways—those stories could light up discussion in your community and perhaps spur action.

			In this book, we’ve tried to turn our work on Harvey Weinstein into a manual for this type of reporting. (To avoid confusion, we write about ourselves in the third person. In a first-person account of our reporting, which was collaborative but often involved us following separate threads, “I” could be either Jodi or Megan.)

			Thank you for joining us for the duration of these pages, for puzzling through these events and clues as we have, for witnessing what we witnessed, and for hearing what we heard. We hope you feel welcome and that you’ll consider a lifetime commitment to this work, as a journalist, a source, or a reader.

			
				Jodi Kantor and Megan Twohey

			

		

	
		
			INTRODUCTION

			IN 2017 WOMEN had more power than ever before. The number of jobs once held almost exclusively by men—police officer, soldier, airline pilot—had narrowed almost to a vanishing point. Women led nations including Germany and the United Kingdom, and companies such as PepsiCo and the car manufacturer General Motors. In one year of work, it was possible for a thirtysomething-year-old woman to make more money than all of her female ancestors had made in their combined lifetimes.

			But all too often, women were sexually harassed. Scientists, restaurant servers, cheerleaders, executives, and factory workers had to smile past unwanted touches or gropes, stares or leers, or unwelcome advances to get the next tip, paycheck, or raise. Sexual harassment was against the law—but it was also routine in some jobs. Women who spoke up were frequently dismissed or scorned. Victims were often hidden and isolated from one another. Their best option, many people agreed, was to accept money, usually in the form of a legal settlement, in exchange for silence—a promise that the victims would never out their abusers. The perpetrators, meanwhile, frequently sailed to ever-higher levels of success and praise. Harassers were often accepted, or even cheered, as mischievous bad boys.

			On October 5, 2017, Jodi and Megan broke the story of alleged sexual harassment and abuse by Harvey Weinstein. Immediately, they watched with astonishment as a dam wall broke. Millions of women around the world told their own stories of mistreatment. Large numbers of men suddenly had to answer for their predatory behavior, and a new moment of accountability arose. For years, a shift had been slowly building, thanks to the efforts of pioneering feminists, legal scholars, other reporters, and activists like Tarana Burke, who had founded the #MeToo movement a decade before. But now a more sudden transformation was taking place.

			In a world in which so much feels stuck, how does this sort of groundbreaking social change occur? Nothing about it had been inevitable or predicted. The only thing that was certain going into the Weinstein reporting was the process. To break this story, Jodi and Megan would rely on the tools of investigative journalism they had long used to write article after article.

			

			—

			When Megan was growing up, her mom was a producer at a local TV news station and her dad an editor at the Chicago Tribune. They would discuss current events around the dinner table, diving into the details behind the big headlines of the day. But as much as she enjoyed her close proximity to the profession, Megan didn’t think she would become a journalist. She was raised in Evanston, Illinois, a racially diverse suburb of Chicago with a long commitment to civil rights, where students sang “Lift Every Voice and Sing,” known as the Black national anthem, at school assemblies. Her environment instilled in her a passion for social justice, and she thought activism was the best way to pursue it. In high school, she was part of a walkout in response to a teacher’s racist comment. In college, she helped organize a Take Back the Night rally to shine light on sexual violence and fight for safer conditions for female students. By taking to the streets, she hoped to illuminate problems and help spark reforms.

			But by the time she graduated from college, Megan had started to also feel a pull toward journalism, inspired by an internship at ABC News’s Nightline, which had shown her that high-quality broadcast journalism could have a big impact.

			She eventually landed at the Milwaukee Journal Sentinel in Wisconsin covering local news like the county fair and police shootings. The assignments weren’t glamorous, but they taught her how to report and write. With every article, she became more skilled and better able to take on bigger subjects. Her office was down the street from the local prison. She grew curious about what was happening behind its gates, started asking questions, and wrote stories exposing the mistreatment of female inmates. Later, while working in Chicago, she reported on abusive doctors and on police investigators who neglected to follow up on evidence they had collected.

			Megan was thrilled that she was able to turn her questions about the world around her into reporting projects. And she was inspired by what was happening as a result. Her articles were triggering changes of policies and laws. The people she wrote about—inmates, patients, victims of crimes—were receiving more protections. It felt more rewarding than her earlier experiences with protesting. Rather than shout her opinions in the streets, she kept her head down, did research, collected documents, followed facts to uncover hidden truths.

			One of her biggest discoveries came in 2012, after she had been working in journalism for more than a decade and a half. While reporting on adoptions of children from foreign countries, she stumbled on internet forums on Yahoo and Facebook, where parents complained that they no longer wanted their adopted children. “I am totally ashamed to say it but we do truly hate this boy!” one woman wrote of the eleven-year-old son she had adopted from Guatemala. “I would have given her away to a serial killer, I was so desperate,” said another parent of her adopted daughter.

			These parents weren’t simply venting. They were actively offloading children. It was called “private re-homing,” a term first used by people seeking new homes for their pets. Alarmed by what she found, Megan dug deeper.

			In legal adoption proceedings, parents go through background checks, there are lawyers and courts involved to ensure the safety of the children, and all the parties have to comply with government regulations. But Megan discovered that after they adopted, it was remarkably easy for parents to get rid of kids they no longer wanted.

			She began traveling the country and gathering accounts. Of parents who had given away their adopted sons and daughters, of families who had taken them in, and of the children who had been re-homed, sometimes multiple times. She was uncovering a secret, underground world, a lawless network, where children were sometimes transferred to adults with criminal backgrounds or histories of abuse and neglect. Because no government agency oversaw or investigated or really even knew about—this practice, there was no way to figure out how widespread it was. The only data she had was based on her own analysis of one of the online forums she researched. She had reviewed thousands of advertisements for children and found that a child was offered to strangers on average once a week, most of the children had been adopted from overseas, and many were said to suffer from physical, emotional, or behavioral problems. There was a big, gaping hole in the child welfare system, and the most vulnerable children were falling through it.

			To better understand the dangers, Megan tracked down one couple, Nicole and Calvin Eason, who had moved from state to state collecting these unwanted children, six of whom Megan had located. The parents who turned their adopted children over to the Easons didn’t conduct background checks or know anything about them. But when Megan went to the police departments and child welfare agencies in the cities where the Easons had lived, she found public documents showing that Nicole’s biological children had been removed from her care because she was a danger to them, that government officials determined that she and Calvin had “severe psychiatric problems” and “violent tendencies,” and that the Easons faked a document certifying their parenting skills. When Megan interviewed Nicole, she casually admitted to hitting and threatening kids in her care.

			Megan didn’t know if all of her work would make a difference; she didn’t know if anyone would pay attention. But she knew that the story had to be told and told right. She had to back up every word of her reporting with evidence and solid sourcing. And she had to treat the subjects of the story fairly and give them a chance to respond to the allegations, or accusations, against them. Nicole’s statements denying claims made by the children appeared throughout the articles. And the parents who gave away their children were given space to defend their actions.

			This work, meticulously researched and analyzed over a year and a half, eventually became a five-part series, revealing something that had never been exposed before and giving voice to children who had long been overlooked. After her series was published, several states immediately passed laws to protect children from re-homing. The Easons were investigated by the FBI and eventually convicted and sent to prison.

			It also led to a new job for Megan, at the New York Times, where she sat a few cubicles away from a reporter almost exactly the same age named Jodi Kantor.

			Unlike Megan, Jodi hadn’t known any writers when she was growing up. As a kid in Staten Island, one of the outer boroughs of New York City, she had read nonstop, anything and everything in sight: newspapers, magazines, kids’ books, adult fiction. If it had words, she was drawn to it. In some ways, the questions of investigative journalism suffused her childhood—Jodi was born thirty years after her grandparents were liberated from Nazi camps, and questions about what had really happened, and whether the victims would speak about their experiences, swirled around her family. And yet Jodi never imagined authoring books or even articles, much less tackling investigations. The idea that anyone would want to read what she wrote had seemed presumptuous. She read the New York Times every day while eating her after-school snack, even before she really understood what she was reading, but the journalists had seemed distant to her. They were mostly white men. When she read the work of women reporters, their names leapt out at her, and maybe planted a seed.

			After graduating from college, Jodi enrolled in law school, to her family’s pride. But a few weeks in, she realized she had to drop out. Journalism was what she loved, even if she hadn’t done much of it, and if she didn’t try it at age twenty-four, she never would. She became a magazine assistant, then an editor, and finally the person she’d never thought she would be: a writer with front-page bylines, narrating history as it unfolded, covering President Barack Obama and Michelle Obama for the Times.

			But despite the heady assignment, and the importance of accurate, penetrating political coverage, there was something unsatisfying about the work, she felt. It was hard to see how a profile could change lives, and the political world felt artificial. Jodi wanted to question the way the world functioned—especially the world of work, particularly for women. She investigated gender discrimination at Harvard Business School, and employment practices at Amazon, and both organizations changed their policies after her stories were published (Amazon even granted its workers paid paternity leave for the first time).

			In 2014, Jodi became obsessed with a widespread but mostly invisible technological change. The lives of hourly-wage workers were being torn apart by obscure but ubiquitous scheduling software that required them to report for duty at unpredictable hours. For fast food outlets and retail chains, the software was a big advantage, allowing them to summon workers whenever and wherever they needed. But that meant workers were scheduled for dreaded “clopenings,” where they had to work the last shift until eleven p.m. when the store closed, then return the next morning at four a.m. to open again. The employees often found out about their weekly schedules only a couple of days in advance, or they would get sent home early on a slow day and lose wages they had been counting on. This was especially tough and disruptive for working parents who had to scramble last minute for babysitting and transportation, or cancel long-planned doctor’s appointments and parent-teacher conferences for their kids.

			The software, and the problems it created, were everywhere, a vast system causing untold problems for minimum-wage employees. Jodi talked to workers in malls, at restaurants, in person and on the phone, hearing nightmare anecdotes. But she wanted to write a story about one person who could stand for the whole nationwide mess. A few minutes into a phone conversation with Jannette Navarro, a barista at a San Diego Starbucks, she began calculating how soon she could get on an airplane headed west. Jannette was comfortable telling her story on the record. She was a character to root for, a devoted single mom of a young son. And as Jodi saw firsthand in San Diego, the algorithm determining her work hours, and the dreaded clopenings, was causing havoc in other parts of her life: compromising her ability to care for her son, straining her relationship with the aunt and uncle who had long helped her, and spurring Jannette and her boyfriend to break up. As Jodi documented these problems, she was clear with Jannette that she was there as a reporter, not an advocate. She wanted Jannette to trust her, but she didn’t want Jannette to be misled about her intentions. So she kept her reporter’s notebook visible at all times and often referenced the story she was writing.

			Once back in New York, Jodi got to work on the next step of the story: confirmations and comments. Jodi needed to make sure that whatever Jannette was telling her was true, which made for some awkward conversations with Jannette’s aunt and uncle and ex-boyfriend about Jannette’s personal history and fights they had had. But the part that Jodi was most concerned about was calling the executives at Starbucks. Just like Megan had done with the Easons, Jodi had to let the subjects of the story know exactly what she was planning to publish about them, positive or negative. In this case Jodi worried that Jannette’s claims would anger company management and get her fired. Jodi had tiptoed so carefully that she had never even entered the San Diego Starbucks where Jannette worked. And now she was sharing Jannette’s concerns about her job with her employers? The last thing Jodi wanted to do was further disrupt Jannette’s life.

			The first call she made to the company was just to confirm general details about its scheduling policy, without mentioning Jannette. Then, two days before the article was set to be published, she had an on-the-record conversation with an executive and encountered a new wrinkle. The Starbucks executive claimed that workers get at least one week of notice about their schedules, and typically two or three weeks. That set off an alarm in Jodi; she’d spoken to so many other workers whose experiences mirrored Jannette’s. So Jodi went on a mad dash, contacting workers at seventeen Starbucks across the country. She had been right about the lack of notice, and the story was even more powerful because executives seemed so out of touch with what was actually happening in their shops.

			A day after the story was published, Starbucks implemented policy changes, including eliminating clopenings and giving workers at least ten days of notice about their schedules. The story also helped launch a fair-scheduling movement across the country, and cities and states adopted rules to avoid situations like Jannette’s.

			Jodi was thrilled by the response, just as Megan had been when lawmakers acted to protect adopted children. But neither of them had taken sides. As reporters, they were in a pact with the public. Readers could trust their work because Megan and Jodi followed the facts wherever they led, without bias or an agenda, making the work fair and accurate. It didn’t mean that the reporters were without emotions, but rather that their only goal was to pursue the truth. The First Amendment of the United States Constitution bans the government from making laws “abridging the freedom of speech, or of the press.” The role of reporters is to ask questions of everyone, especially the powerful; to reveal abuses of power and violations of public trust; to document the facts with hard evidence and solid sources; and to be fair to all the parties involved. If a journalist is able to expose injustice in that manner, it can be hard to refute.

			Jodi and Megan’s Weinstein reporting took place at a time of accusations of “fake news,” as the very notion of a national consensus on truth seemed to be fracturing. But the impact of the Weinstein revelations was so great in part because Jodi and Megan were able to establish so much evidence of wrongdoing. They documented a pattern of behavior based on first-person accounts, financial and legal records, company memos, and other revealing materials. In the wake of their work, there was little public debate about what Weinstein had done to women.

			Weinstein, now a convicted rapist, has denied the allegations of nonconsensual sex in this book and has repeatedly asserted that our reporting is incorrect. “What you have here are allegations and accusations, but you do not have absolute facts,” a spokesman said when we asked for a response to the revelations presented here.

			This book is a detailed account of their investigation, its ups and downs, its winding paths and dead ends, its shaky start and shocking conclusion. It is an immersion in the techniques the reporters used to get this story out into the world, and it takes some measure of the result: an astounding shift in the lives of women in the US and beyond.

		

	
		
			
				CHAPTER ONE
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			THE FIRST PHONE CALL

			THE NEW YORK Times investigation into Harvey Weinstein began with the most promising source refusing even to get on the phone.

			“Here’s the thing, I have been treated quite shabbily by your paper at times and I believe the root of it is sexism,” the actress Rose McGowan wrote on May 11, 2017, responding to an email from Jodi asking to talk. McGowan felt the New York Times discriminated against women and listed her criticisms: a speech she had made at a political dinner was covered in the Style section instead of the news pages. An earlier conversation she’d had with a Times reporter about Weinstein had been uncomfortable.

			“The NYT needs to look at itself for sexism issues,” she responded. “I’m not that inclined to help.”

			Months earlier, McGowan had accused an unnamed producer—rumored to be Weinstein—of rape, forcing her to have sex against her will. She had tweeted that she had been shamed while her rapist was praised. Now she was said to be writing a memoir intended to expose the entertainment industry’s mistreatment of women.

			Unlike almost anyone else in Hollywood, McGowan had a history of speaking out against sexism, even if it meant she wouldn’t get movie roles. She once tweeted out the insulting clothing requirements on a casting notice for an Adam Sandler movie: “tank that shows off cleavage (push-up bras encouraged).” In general, her tone on social media was tough, confrontational: “It is okay to be angry. Don’t be afraid of it,” she had tweeted a month earlier, later adding: “dismantle the system.” If McGowan, as much an activist as an actress, would not have one off-the-record conversation with Jodi, which would be kept confidential, who would?

			Harvey Weinstein was not the man of the moment. In recent years, his moviemaking magic had faltered. But he still had power, specifically the power to make and boost careers. First he had invented himself, going from a modest upbringing in Queens, New York, to concert promotion to film distribution and production, and he seemed to know how to make everything around him bigger—films, parties, and most of all, people. Over and over, he had propelled young actors to stardom: Gwyneth Paltrow, Matt Damon, Michelle Williams, and Jennifer Lawrence. He could turn tiny independent movies into phenomena. He had pioneered the modern Oscar awards campaign, winning five Best Picture statues for himself and armloads for others. His record of raising money for Hillary Clinton, and joining her at countless fundraisers, was almost two decades long. When President Obama’s daughter Malia had sought an internship in film, she worked for “Harvey”—first name only, used even by many strangers. By 2017, even though his movies were less successful than they used to be, his reputation remained outsized.

			Rumors had long circulated about his treatment of women. But many people had dismissed the behavior, and nothing had ever been publicly documented. Other journalists had tried and failed in the past. A 2015 investigation by the City of New York Police Department (NYPD) into an accusation that he had groped—grabbed and touched—a woman against her will had ended without any criminal charges. “At some pt, all the women who’ve been afraid to speak out abt Harvey Weinstein are gonna have to hold hands and jump,” Jennifer Senior, a journalist, had tweeted back then. Two years had passed. Nothing had happened. Jodi had heard that two more reporters, a writer at New York magazine and NBC’s Ronan Farrow, had tried, but no stories had appeared.

			In public, Weinstein boasted of feminist credentials, supporting causes and films that empowered women. Were the whispers about Weinstein’s interactions with women wrong?

			The point of the Times investigations department, tucked away from the hum of the rest of the newsroom, was to dig for what had never been reported, bringing to account people and institutions whose wrongdoings had been deliberately concealed. After Jodi did her initial research, the next step was often careful outreach. So how to reply to McGowan to motivate her to pick up the phone?

			Her email had openings. First, she had written back. Lots of people never did. She had put thought into her note and cared enough to offer a critique. Maybe she was testing Jodi, jabbing at the Times to see if the reporter would defend it.

			But Jodi wasn’t looking to have an argument about her own workplace of fourteen years. Flattering McGowan (“I really admire the bravery of your tweets . . .”) also was not the way to go. That would sap what little authority Jodi had in the interaction. And there was nothing to be said about the investigation to which McGowan would be contributing: if she asked how many other women Jodi had spoken to, the answer would be none.

			The note would need to be phrased just so, with no mention of Weinstein’s name: McGowan had a history of posting private communications on Twitter. She was someone who wanted to blow things open, but that impulse could backfire in this situation. (“Hey, world, check out this email from a Times reporter.”) The subject matter made the response even trickier. McGowan had said she was an assault victim. Pressuring her would not be right.

			In 2013, Jodi had started investigating women’s experiences at corporations and other institutions, like the story about Jannette Navarro at Starbucks. The gender debate in the United States already seemed saturated with feeling: opinion columns, memoirs, expressions of outrage or sisterhood on social media. It needed more exposure of hidden facts. Especially about the workplace. Workers, from the lowliest to the most elite, were often afraid to question their employers. Reporters were not. In doing those stories, Jodi had found that gender was not just a topic but a kind of investigative entry point. Because women were still outsiders at many organizations, documenting what they experienced meant seeing how power functioned.

			She wrote back to Rose McGowan, calling on those experiences:

			
				Here’s my own track record on these issues: Amazon, Starbucks, and Harvard Business School have all changed their policies in response to gender-related problems I exposed. When I wrote about the class gap in breastfeeding—white-collar women can pump on the job, lower-paid women cannot—readers responded by creating the first-ever mobile lactation suites, now available in 200+ locations across the country.

				If you’d rather not speak, I understand, and best of luck with your book publication.

				Thank you,
Jodi

			

			McGowan wrote back within a few hours. She could talk anytime before Wednesday.

			

			—

			The call seemed like it could be tricky: McGowan appeared tough, with a buzz cut and that call-to-arms Twitter feed. But the voice on the phone belonged to someone impassioned and game who had a story and was searching for the right way to tell it. Her tweets about being raped had just been hints, with few details. Generally, the rule in interviews was that they were on the record, so the material could be published with the source’s name unless otherwise discussed. But any woman with an assault complaint against Weinstein would probably be unwilling to have even an initial conversation. So Jodi agreed that the call would be kept private and off the record until they decided otherwise, and McGowan started in.

			In 1997, she had been young and newly triumphant, on a heady trip to the Sundance Film Festival, where she alternated between premieres and parties, and a TV camera crew followed her around. She had only been in four or five films, but she was becoming one of the young starlets of the moment, with multiple new movies at the festival alone. Independent films were at the center of the culture, the festival was the place to be, and Harvey Weinstein was almighty. McGowan recalled the screening where she had sat right near Weinstein. Afterward, he had asked for a meeting with her, which made sense: the top producer wanted to get together with the rising star. She went to see him at the Stein Eriksen Lodge Deer Valley, in Park City, Utah, where they met in his room. Nothing happened except the usual talk about films and roles, she said.

			But on the way out, Weinstein pulled her into a room and sexually assaulted her. She said she remembered feeling like she was leaving her body, floating up to the ceiling and observing the scene from above. “I was just feeling massive shock, I was going into survival mode,” she said. She pretended she was having a good time as she thought of how to remove herself from the room. McGowan eventually got away from him, mentally giving herself step-by-step instructions: “Turn the door handle.” “Walk out of this meeting.”

			Within a few days, she said, Weinstein had left a message on her home phone in Los Angeles with a creepy offer: other big female stars were his special friends, and she could join his club as well. Shocked and distraught, McGowan complained to her managers and hired a lawyer.

			Lawyers represent clients in legal disputes. Defense lawyers represent the defendant, or accused, and plaintiffs’ attorneys represent the plaintiff, or accuser. Oftentimes parties will agree to hammer out the terms of a settlement instead of going to court. The accused might agree to pay the accuser money, sometimes called “damages,” and the accuser agrees to not pursue the case in open court. Both sides might sign confidentiality agreements as well, specifying that neither party is allowed to speak publicly of the matter. These nondisclosure agreements, or NDAs, are an effective way to bury an accusation—they often include a paragraph forbidding signers to even acknowledge the existence of the NDA.

			Rose McGowan ended up with a $100,000 settlement from Weinstein—essentially, a payment to make the matter go away, without any admission of wrongdoing on his part—which she said she donated to a rape crisis center.

			Jodi asked: Did she have her records from the settlement? As an investigative reporter, she needed to have documentation to corroborate, or support, McGowan’s claims. “They never gave me a copy,” she said.

			The problem was worse than Weinstein, McGowan said. Hollywood was an organized system for abusing women. It lured them with promises of fame, turned them into highly profitable products, treated their bodies as property, required them to look perfect, and then discarded them. She claimed that many actresses were required to sign NDAs—the blanket agreements to stay silent about their true experiences. If they breathed a word about their experiences to anyone, they could get sued.

			McGowan’s comments were arresting. It wasn’t new to say that Hollywood took advantage of women, forced them into conformity, and dumped them when they aged or rebelled. But hearing a direct account of exploitation from a familiar face, in full disturbing detail, and with one of the most renowned producers in Hollywood as the perpetrator, was entirely different: sharper, more specific, sickening.

			The call ended with an agreement to talk again soon. The actress was an unusual character, but the sometimes outrageous things she had done or said or whom she had dated didn’t matter for these purposes. The question was how her account would stand up to the rigors of the journalistic process, and, if it got that far, the inevitable challenge by Weinstein, and then public scrutiny. Before the Times would even consider publishing McGowan’s allegations, they would need to be well supported and, finally, taken to Weinstein. He would have to be given an opportunity to respond.

			The paper had a duty to be fair, especially given the gravity of the charges. In 2014, Rolling Stone magazine published an article about a horrific sexual assault at the University of Virginia without anything close to sufficient evidence. The ensuing controversy set off a series of lawsuits, almost ruined the magazine’s reputation, and gave ammunition to those who said women invented stories of campus assault. The Washington Post reported that police had called the story “a complete crock,” the Columbia Journalism Review called it “a mess,” and the article won an “Error of the Year” award.

			On first inspection, McGowan’s account seemed vulnerable to challenge by Weinstein. He would easily be able to say that he remembered things differently, that she had appeared to enjoy herself in the hotel room. The old phone message was potentially significant, showing that Weinstein was using his power as a producer to force women to do what he wanted. But unless McGowan had the kept the recording from two decades ago, it was just a memory of a long-ago phone message, also easy to deny.

			As a sole account, McGowan’s story had a high likelihood of becoming a classic “he said, she said” dispute. McGowan would tell a terrible story. Weinstein would deny it. With no witnesses, people would take sides, Team Rose versus Team Harvey.

			But McGowan said she had gotten a settlement. Finding any record of it would be difficult, but there had been lawyers, a signed agreement, money that changed hands, the donation to the rape crisis center. The agreement had to be documented somewhere. It wouldn’t prove what had happened in the hotel room, but it could add support by showing that Weinstein had paid McGowan a significant sum at the time to settle a dispute.

			Jodi brought everything she had learned to her longtime editor at the Times, Rebecca Corbett, who was an expert in complex investigations. They discussed whether McGowan’s account could be backed up, and the important question: Did other women have similar stories about him?

			Finding that out would require huge effort. Weinstein had produced or distributed hundreds of movies over the decades. With his brother, Bob, he had co-owned and run two companies: Miramax and The Weinstein Company (TWC), his current business. That meant there were a lot of potential sources, a better situation than when critical information was held by just a few people. But there was an overwhelming number of people to contact, actresses and former employees scattered across several continents, most of whom probably wouldn’t want to talk.

			In mid-June Corbett suggested that Jodi contact a colleague, Megan Twohey, who was relatively new at the paper. Megan had recently had a baby and was on maternity leave, but she had a real touch with this kind of work, the editor said. Jodi didn’t know what help she would be, but she sent off an email anyway.

			When Megan got Jodi’s email, she was caring for her newborn child and recovering from the most bruising reporting stretch of her career. She had arrived at the Times in February 2016 to cover politics, investigating the presidential candidates, Republican Donald Trump and Democrat Hillary Clinton. Megan had said yes to the job with some hesitation: politics had never been her assignment or interest.

			Within weeks of her arrival, Dean Baquet, the executive editor of the paper—the top journalist, responsible for the whole newspaper—had tapped Megan for a specific line of inquiry that drew on her reporting expertise, uncovering sex crimes and sexual misconduct. Baquet had already enlisted another reporter, Michael Barbaro, to investigate Trump’s treatment of women, and Baquet wanted him and Megan to answer the question of whether Trump’s behavior toward women ever crossed legal or ethical lines.

			Their first article on the subject—which included allegations of harassing, abusive, and violent behaviors—was published at dawn on Saturday, May 14, 2016, and it quickly exploded, eventually becoming the most-read Times political article thus far that year. Before publication, Megan and Barbaro had conducted a lengthy interview of the candidate and woven in his responses, including his denials of any misconduct and his insistence that he had always treated women with respect.

			Trump and his supporters were enraged about the piece and came out swinging, taking direct shots at Megan and Barbaro on social media, in emails, in angry phone calls. Bill O’Reilly, the bombastic king of right-wing news, took to the airwaves to tell millions of viewers not to trust her work. “The problem is, Megan Twohey is a feminist, or so it seems,” he said. His argument was absurd—as the Washington Post asked, should a male chauvinist, someone who believes women are inferior to men, report the story?—but O’Reilly used the full force of his influence to blunt the impact of the findings and to try to discredit her.

			When Megan and Barbaro wrote a second piece, highlighting the stories of two more women who accused Trump of unwanted touching and kisses, it too provoked an angry reaction. Megan had reached out to Trump’s staff for comment. Instead she got a furious phone call directly from Trump. He seethed on the line and accused the women of lying. He threatened to sue the New York Times if it published their accounts.

			Trump’s lawyer sent a letter to Baquet demanding that he retract the stories of the women. David McCraw, vice president and assistant general counsel of the New York Times—one of its top lawyers—beloved in the newsroom for his unflappability and protection of journalists, replied with equal force. It’s illegal for news publications to libel people—invent and publish lies about them, to defame them, on purpose. This article, however, was well researched, sourced, and documented, and Trump couldn’t refute it. Public figures don’t get to sue simply because they don’t like the truth reporters have uncovered.

			“It would have been a disservice not just to our readers but to democracy itself to silence their voices,” the lawyer wrote.

			He all but dared Trump to sue the Times. “If he believes that American citizens had no right to hear what these women had to say and that the law of this country forces us and those who would dare criticize him to stand silent or be punished, we welcome an
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