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  Let’s go back to the beginning.


  The Feminist Fight Club was founded in 2009—but we made no claim of being the first group of women to meet in a cramped apartment to complain about our jobs. In my mother’s era, the weekly gatherings were called consciousness-raising groups: women who would meet, often while somebody’s husband was away, to ask one another, How do you feel about housework? What do you want to do in life? Have you ever faked an orgasm?


  The groups would become the backbone of the Second Wave women’s movement: publishing underground newspapers, lobbying for policy, and staging many a protest. There was a sit-in at the Ladies’ Home Journal, to demand a female editor; an ogle-in on Wall Street, where women catcalled men; and a famous demonstration at the 1968 Miss America Pageant, where protesters tossed their bras, girdles, and high heels into a “Freedom Trash Can.”* Each of the groups had different tactics, and they disagreed on much, but what they shared was the belief that, as the organizer Kathie Sarachild put it, women were “about the most exciting people around.” Sarachild had been part of a group called New York Radical Women. (She also coined the phrase “Sisterhood is Powerful.”)


  My own Feminist Fight Club was forged one afternoon on the upper level of a Manhattan McDonald’s, over milkshakes and fries. It was just three women then, each low-level staffers working in television, not long after Barack Obama had secured the presidency, and Congress had made not a single gain in female representation (for the first time since 1978). It also happened to be the year that David Letterman would admit to sleeping with his assistant; that an ESPN analyst would be fired for having a relationship with a young staffer; and Chris Brown would be charged with assaulting his then-girlfriend, Rihanna.
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  Those scandals were the backdrop, but the catalyst was personal. One of the women, a research assistant, had been performing the duties of a job two rungs above her pay grade for more than a year—but without the title or compensation. (When she asked to be promoted, she was told it “wasn’t the right time.”) Another, after four years as an assistant, had indeed been “promoted,” but without a raise or a direct boss. She was now sitting in a windowless closet she called the “cloffice” (closet-office), next to the mail room, where the top boss stored his dry cleaning. She hung up one of those peel-and-stick wall decals—a Caribbean beach scene—to stave off her claustrophobia.


  “We felt like we were stuck, and we had no means of getting out,” she explained later. “We had no network, no mentors. And I think we recognized early that—in our office anyway—a man’s opinion just meant more.”


  The first formal meeting took place on a Friday night, at the apartment of the cloffice-dweller’s parents, who’d been banished to the bedroom (we tiptoed through to use the bathroom). There were a dozen women there that night, and we voted on a name. (Among the rejected titles: V.A.G.I.N.A., or Very Angry Girls in New York Media Associations, docked for its narrowness—both the vagina and the media—and the Cat Pack, vetoed for its cat-lady connotation.) We were to bring something to read aloud, either written by a woman, about a woman, or inspiring to women. There would be dinner, but we would not be eating “like girls.” We were told to come hungry.



“We will not be eating ‘like girls,’ ” the invite noted, “so please
come hungry.”




 

  Most there that night had never met: we were a hodgepodge of friends of friends, acquaintances, and colleagues twice removed. (I’d been introduced through a mentor who was friends with our host’s mother.) But we were all about the same age, in creative-ish fields, at roughly the same point in our careers. We had certain New York neuroses that bound us. Each of us was privileged: we were college graduates with decent apartments, if not big enough to fit the group. We had second and third jobs, but the reason was so we could pursue what we really wanted to do.


  Nevertheless, there was a sense that somehow, before this moment—as we sat in a semicircle, shoving cheese into our mouths—we were alone. Most of us had never talked openly about these issues. Many of us had questioned if we were part of the problem. We weren’t completely naïve: we knew sexism existed. But this was a different form of it—subtler, friendlier, more insidious.


  How, one woman wanted to know, could she get the guy who always interrupted her in meetings to shut up without seeming defensive or overly sensitive? What could she do, another asked, when her ideas were presented by a male colleague without proper credit? None of this was jaw-dropping injustice. These things were small, often perpetuated by guys we liked. But that was part of the problem. It was too easy to dismiss them. How could we work together to call them out?


  We didn’t state it out loud, but I think each of us that night left our first meeting feeling a sense of relief. Thank God, we thought to ourselves, it isn’t just me. We had done that thing that my mother’s generation of feminists always talked about: realizing that our problems were collective. And if they were collective, well, we could fight back against them—because we had other women to back us up.
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  The Enemy:


  THE MANTERRUPTER
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  A quick pop culture history refresher: remember that moment back in 2009, when Kanye West lunged onto the stage at the VMAs, grabbed the microphone from Taylor Swift’s hand, and launched into a monologue?


  It’s safe to say most women recognize this phenomenon. We speak up, only to hear a man’s voice boom over ours. We chime in with an idea, perhaps a tad too uncertainly—and a dude interjects with authority. We may have the smarts but he has the vocal cords—causing us to clam up, lose our confidence, and credit for our work. Studies show the Manterrupter is real: men speak more than women in professional meetings,1 they interrupt more frequently,2 and women are twice as likely3 as men to be interrupted by both men and women when they speak (and even more if they’re a woman of color).



  THE FIGHT MOVES


  [image: ]   Verbal Chicken


  This is the verbal equivalent of two cars racing toward each other at top speed until one (his) swerves. Your job is to stay strong and just keep talking. Keep your pauses short. Maintain your momentum. No matter if he waves his hands, raises his voice, or squirms in his chair, do not stop talking. Pretend to be deaf if you have to; it’s worth it if it helps you make your point. The key is to prevent him from getting a word in while simultaneously acting like you are the chillest person in the room. That, and a side-eye that says, “DON’T YOU DARE INTERRUPT ME.”


  [image: ]   Womanterruption


  Sure, you can call out a Manterrupter: “Bob, I wasn’t done finishing that point. Give me one more sec.” But imagine for a second how much better it would go over if someone else interrupted on your behalf. This is what we call womanterruption, or interrupting a Manterrupter on behalf of your fellow woman. If you hear an idea from another woman that you think is good, back her up: “Wait, can you let her finish?” If you can tell a woman can’t get a word in, interject and ask a question: “Nell, what is your opinion?” You’ll have more of an effect than you might think—and you’ll establish yourself as a team player.


  [image: ]   Lean In (Literally)


  In one study, researchers found that men physically lean in more than women during seated meetings, making them less likely to be interrupted.4 (Lyndon B. Johnson was famous for his lean.) Other methods of asserting your physical space when you have something important to say: sitting at the table instead of in the back of the room, pointing to someone, standing up, placing your hand on the table, or making eye contact. Bonus tip: Men often arrive at meetings early in order to get a good seat. It’s not a bad idea in general to place yourself in the closest physical proximity to where the important conversations are being held or decisions are being made.


  [image: ]   Interruption-Free Zone


  If you’re in a position of power, establish a no interrupting rule. People do not interrupt—as policy—while people are speaking or pitching, and those who try to grab the mic will be shamed. If you must, employ that elementary school tool of the talking stick. You may laugh, but the manager of a seven-hundred-person team at Google says she employs this method.
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  The Enemy:


  THE BROPROPRIATOR


  You could argue that our country was founded on a bropropriation of sorts: a white man (Columbus) and his crew (more white dudes) claiming credit for discovering a New World that wasn’t actually new (or theirs). In an office setting, the Bropropriator appropriates credit for another’s work: presenting the ideas of his team as his own, accepting credit for an idea that wasn’t his, or sometimes even doing nothing at all and still ending up with credit5—a convenient reality of being born male, where credit is assumed.* When it comes to women in particular, bropropriation is backed up by fact: women are less likely to have their ideas correctly attributed to them,6 and we have a centuries-long history to prove it.



  
    
      	
        FAMOUS BROPROPRIATIONS

      
    


    
      	
        MONOPOLY
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        Created by an unemployed man named Charles Darrow in the 1930s. Just kidding! It was actually an anti-monopolist, Elizabeth Magie, who dreamed up the game, though Darrow sold it as his own.

      

      	
        COMPUTER CODE
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        Ada Lovelace wrote the first line of code in 1843—but until recently received no recognition, while her male collaborator got credit.

      
    


    
      	
        DNA
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        Rosalind Franklin’s work was crucial to understanding DNA—as well as to the work that would earn her male colleagues the Nobel Prize.

      

      	
        NUCLEAR FISSION
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        When Lise Meitner’s male research partner published the paper they co-wrote, he conveniently omitted her name—and it was he who subsequently won the prize in chemistry from the Royal Swedish Academy of Sciences.

      
    

  




  THE FIGHT MOVES


  [image: ]   Tough Talk


  It’s pretty hard for someone to take credit for your idea if you deliver it with such authority that nobody can forget it. So speak up—no ums, sorrys, or baby voice allowed. Use active, authoritative words that show you’re taking ownership of what you’re saying. Not “I wonder what would happen if we tried . . .” but “I’d suggest we try . . .”


  [image: ]   Thank ’n’ Yank


  Yank the credit right back—by thanking them for liking your idea. It’s a sneaky yet highly effective self-crediting maneuver that still leaves you looking good. Try any version of: “Thanks for picking up on my idea.” “Yes! That’s exactly the point I was making.” “Exactly. So glad you agree—now let’s talk about next steps.” Sure, sometimes a biting “Is there an echo in here?” may also work, but the thank ’n’ yank softens the edge.


  [image: ]   Amplify


  Find a wingwoman—or wingman—to help amplify your ideas. This is what the women of the Obama White House did, when they felt they weren’t being heard in meetings. They’d commit beforehand to having each other’s backs, then walk into the meeting and make sure they repeated one another’s ideas—always with credit to its author. Not only were they less likely to be interrupted using this method, but their ideas were always attached to their rightful owner. Both the amplifier (who came off like a great colleague) and the person she was amplifying (who got her rightful credit) came out on top.


  [image: ]   E-vidence


  Keep an email evidence dossier. If you’ve put forth an incredible idea in public, follow up with an email to your higher-ups summarizing your idea after the meeting—and cc whomever necessary to let them know it’s on the record.
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  *  Not her (or any other members of the fight club’s) real name. Must protect the anonymity of the group!


  *  Luck: a thing that women give credit to for their success. What men give credit to: skill.


  *  Yes, women are interrupted in meetings (by both men and women) at twice the rate of men.


  *  “Fast Facts.” National Center for Education Statistics. 2016. https://nces.ed.gov/fastfacts/display.asp?id=72


  *  A tip of the Brontë bonnet to humorist Shannon Reed, whose “Spinster Agenda” for The New Yorker’s Daily Shouts inspired this manifesto.


  *  No, they did not actually burn their bras.


  *  Yeah, so, in a situation where men and women work together on a project, research has found that colleagues (or bosses) tend to infer that it is the men who deserve the credit. Argh!


  *  In her TED talk, Hobson describes showing up for lunch at a major New York media company—with then-aspiring senator Harold Ford—and the two of them being asked by the receptionist, “Where are your uniforms?”


  *  A tennis move that was created by a woman: Bertha Townsend, in 1886.


  


  *  FACT.


  *  Yup. A study out of New York University found that a man who offered to stay late at work was evaluated 14 percent more favorably than a woman who offered the same—yet when both the man and woman declined to help out, the woman was docked for it, given a 12 percent lower rating.


  *  In one study of 185 venture capital pitches, Boston College doctoral student Lakshmi Balachandra found that things like “calmness,” “eye contact,” and “lack of awkwardness”—in other words, charisma—were better indicators of who received funding than the actual content of the pitches.


  


 *  Yup, research confirms that female employees hold their female managers to different standards1 than they do their male managers.


  *  In some cases solved by male doctors manually stimulating the women with a rudimentary vibrator. Ah, “science”!


  *  In one study, conducted by the psychologist Roxanne Donovan, white undergraduates were asked to describe typical black and typical white women from among a list of provided adjectives. Let’s just say that “loud,” “talkative,” and “tough” only applied to one group.15


  *  Ironic since it’s actually men who speak up more.


  *  TV pilot idea, from my friend Hillary Buckholtz: Talk show, Oprah-style, held in the bathroom stalls of corporate offices. No booking producer required—just walk in at any moment and find a woman weeping on a toilet seat (the handicap stall, usually). Hillary is available for hire.


  *  Though be warned: you’ll likely be crying at the feet of a man.36 In 2011, of the 5,193 public outdoor sculptures in the United States, only 394, or fewer than 8 percent, were women.


  


  *  All real questions asked of politicians and astronauts.
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