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            Foreword

            Hannah Riley Bowles
Co-Director of the Women and Public Policy Program and Roy E. Larsen Senior Lecturer in Public Policy and Management at the
                  Harvard Kennedy School

         
         
         
         A conversation with Karen Korellis Reuther is like an invitation to look at the world through a prism. With a slight shift
            in perspective and a flush of color, the ordinary and familiar are set into sharp relief. Suddenly everyday objects are revealed
            in a new light.
         

         
         For more than twenty years at Harvard I have used a gender lens to research and teach about women’s career and leadership
            advancement. I say “gender” because my primary focus has been on social dynamics, as opposed to sex-linked biological factors.
            For instance, my early work helped explain why women are sometimes more hesitant than men to ask for higher pay—not for some
            innate reason (such as lack of skill, entitlement, or confidence) but because they tend to receive more negative reactions
            to their negotiation attempts.1 Self-advocating for higher pay fits the masculine stereotype but violates social expectations that women put others before
            themselves. Importantly, my colleagues and I have illuminated principles for engineering social situations to reduce the likelihood
            of gender effects, both in negotiation2 and other domains, such as leadership emergence or evaluation.3

         
         Literature on the social construction of gender and work has long sought to explain why women are underestimated or negatively evaluated in traditionally male-dominated work realms, including organizational leadership, despite performing as effectively as men.4 A prominent theory is that the traditionally gendered division of labor—men as breadwinners and women as caregivers—informs
            gender-stereotypic expectations about the broader social roles men and women will and should play.5 As a result, women entering male-dominated fields evoke a sense of “lack of fit” with the traditionally male inhabitants
            of their roles.6

         
         An emblematic figure for me has been my mother’s close friend, Dr. Sandra Thompson. “Sandy” (as we knew her) launched her
            career as an orthopedic surgeon in the 1960s. Glamorous, athletically built, and approaching six feet in height, Sandy had
            wry observations about men who questioned whether a woman could handle the physicality of orthopedic surgery that made us
            little girls smile admiringly. Sadly, Sandy had long passed away by the time I recognized the personal, as well as physical,
            strength it must have taken to defy her colleagues’ expectations. To this day, orthopedic surgery is characterized as a “boys’
            club,” with less than one woman for every ten men in practice.7

         
         Karen Korellis Reuther knows the resilience it takes to lead a pathbreaking career. A “first and only” many times over, she
            shares in Man-Made some of her own stories of rising up from the male-dominated profession of industrial design to become a C-suite executive
            in the male-dominated sport footwear and apparel industry. Sketching the arc of her leadership journey, Karen fills readers
            with admiration and empathy as she describes times when she strived to contribute and achieve meaningfully yet was repeatedly
            met with the demoralizing sting of underestimation and rejection. Yet in telling the story of how she persisted, Karen makes
            readers feel less alone and more optimistic.
         

         
         Man-Made is in part a story of role models. Karen profiles numerous inspiring characters, herself included, who work around barriers
            and surmount obstacles to their success even when the odds are stacked against them. When it comes to motivating pathbreaking
            talent, role models matter. “You can’t be what you can’t see,” education reformer Marian Wright Edelman famously observed.
            Identifiable role models inspire us by making it easier to imagine ourselves in positions we might never have otherwise contemplated.
            Role models’ reports of success and failure inform us about what it looks like to innovate, influence, and persevere in the
            face of resistance. Karen’s accounts of “firsts and onlies” are a must-read for professionals entering fields from underrepresented
            backgrounds—and for their managers! “I was always asking for something that had not been asked for before,” Karen recalled.
            Though grating against the grain, this proved to be her superpower.
         

         
         Aspiring leaders will learn from Karen’s accounts of how she and other pathbreakers have wedged open blinders to market opportunities.
            Mindsets rarely shift in one fell swoop; old notions about “how things are done” cling. Karen illustrates how persistence
            and creative problem-solving help bring powerful new concepts fully into view. For readers who want their big ideas to break
            through, Karen provides encouragement to look beyond initial dismissal and guidance on how to iteratively refine one’s approach
            to better serve users and business imperatives alike.
         

         
         Karen is not only “a creative” (as she refers to herself); she is also a business leader. I met her when she arrived on the Harvard University campus as an advanced leadership fellow, an experienced executive investing in a next chapter aimed at social impact. Women’s leadership advancement was her passion, but not for the benefit of women alone. Karen sought to release the tap of women’s generative potential for the good of society. As illustrated through her case examples, such as the “damsels in design” who made cars work for families, she shows us how market-shifting innovations emerge from the integration of diverse viewpoints. Man-Made is a recruiting call for creative minds with fresh perspectives, along with their allies, to connect new products with hungry,
            unmet demand.
         

         
         While this book should be read, shared, and taught for all these reasons, the genius of Man-Made lies in how it tilts our perspective on the overly familiar form, function, and aesthetic of our physical world. Karen gives
            new—and literal—meaning to Madeline Heilman’s influential catchphrase “lack of fit.” Before learning from Karen, I had thought
            deeply about the social experiences of women entering male-dominated fields, yet—to my chagrin—I had never focused my attention
            on the implications of women’s physical experiences. To practice orthopedic surgery, did Sandy need to stand four inches taller
            than the average man of her era?
         

         
         Man-Made elevates into direct view a built world designed for the male form, including essential everyday tools and personal protective
            equipment (PPE). Persistence may be the answer to social resistance, but it cannot be the right solution when women are on
            the front lines risking their lives in ill-fitting gear to protect ours. When your world is built to another’s measure, persistence
            can take you only so far.
         

         
         Reading Man-Made, one cannot resist asking about everyday objects and spaces: Who was forgotten in the original design? Engineers’ answers
            will motivate them to create more functional products. Entrepreneurial minds will venture into new markets. Elected officials
            and policymakers across the political spectrum will ask what more they can do to protect public safety. Man-Made will lead you to see the built world differently and to want to do something about it, whether to advance gender equality,
            spark innovation, enhance your brand, make money, serve humankind—or all of the above.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Author’s Note

         
         This book focuses on women because the man-made world is designed in ways that leave them out; sex-based differences in human
            biomechanics are both significant and consistently overlooked in design. Representing roughly half of humanity, women are
            a population of global scale, yet their bodies are treated as exceptions—rarely designed for, often merely retrofitted for,
            and frequently misunderstood.
         

         
         I have chosen to center biological, able-bodied women, but it does not deny the reality—or the marginalization—of others.
            Gender-nonconforming and transgender people as well as individuals with different abilities are also systematically failed
            by the way the world is designed. Their experiences matter, and their exclusion has real consequences.
         

         
         By narrowing the lens, this book aims to surface how deeply male assumptions are embedded in the things we make and the places
            we inhabit, and how costly that oversight has been for women’s safety, health, and opportunity. This focus is meant not to
            close the conversation but to ground it in evidence, scale, and urgency. I hope this book encourages other conversations.
            Because we all deserve to live in a world that fits us.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Introduction
One Size Does Not Fit All

         
         By trade, I am an industrial designer. I have been a designer for the majority of my life. I have navigated the world as a
            woman for the entirety of my life.
         

         
         Every day, I inhabit and interact with spaces and things—the tangible, built world assembled to achieve modern life—in the
            same way that all women do. Only because I am a designer, I am acutely aware of its shortcomings. When I try to respond to
            a text with one hand and I cannot reach the farthest keys; when I use a public restroom and wait in long, slow queues, then
            resort to throwing my coat over the stall and subjecting my cell to the flat lid of the sanitary napkin receptacle once inside;
            when I get into my car and have no place for my purse; the fact that I require a purse on my person in the first place, because
            my garments don’t have sufficient pockets to carry so much as a tube of lipstick. This is all without mentioning the gracelessness
            to which a woman must subject herself if she wishes to walk on cobblestone or subway grates in anything but a sneaker, or,
            more pertinently, brave the stairs up or down to the subway with a stroller in tow. And it goes without saying she would never
            do this alone and after dark.
         

         
         I, like most women, feel tired by the end of the day for the same reasons a man does, but also with the additional lethargy that results from overcoming distractions related to bodily discomfort all day long, and from all the extra time and energy it takes me to anticipate and plan for a day in a man’s world. 

         
         Women and men inhabit the same world, yet it does not suit them both equally. Women may not always notice the extent to which
            their physical ecosystem is ill-fitting, as they have never known it any other way—we have become so accustomed to discomfort
            that we have accepted as fact the pervasive, insidious, systematically manufactured design biases perpetuating a built world
            that makes it laborious for women to navigate their lives. We’re conditioned to accept the status quo, especially as it relates
            to our physical comfort—the way our bodies meet the built world. But we shouldn’t have to.
         

         
         Consider my commute to Harvard from my home in Boston. As I plan my trip, I consider the various transportation options, and normally I cannot choose the most efficient, time-saving one. First, I must consider the time of day. If it’s winter or early spring, I account for the distance I’ll need to walk outside as it is dark during my commute and not all the streets are well lit. I take the T (Boston’s subway system), needing to change trains along the route. I plan my trip around avoiding the transfer at one particular stop (the most convenient for me in time and proximity) because it is not safe for a woman to be there alone. As I exit the subway at another stop, I take a longer walk to exit the station, as the escalator that is the most convenient to my next bus stop is an unsafe passageway to the street. Considering Harvard Yard’s notorious lack of illumination, I avoid it altogether, tacking another few minutes to my commute so I can walk a better-lit path. I think about all of this before I even leave the house. My husband, in contrast, looks at the schedule, sees which option will get him there fastest, grabs his T pass, and is off to wherever he needs to go. 

         
         Adapting to a world that doesn’t fit is a distraction, and having to account for workarounds to avoid situations that are
            unsafe comes at a cost, both economically and physically. When the built world constantly ignores women, they disengage, ultimately
            diminishing their access to opportunities from high-paying jobs to health care, denying them a hospitable world they can navigate
            as easily and safely as their male counterparts.
         

         
         As a designer, I know that it doesn’t need to be this way. That there are endless opportunities for improvement, so that the
            world can work for people of all genders, all needs, and all sizes (because when we turn our eye to inclusivity, there are
            no bounds). We should no longer accept living in a world that has been designed by men, for men. We need to demand a hospitable,
            safe, and comfortable world that recognizes that one size does not fit all and that women are not smaller men.
         

         
         Women represent over half of the global population and in the US, they influence nearly 85 percent of all purchasing decisions.1 Yet only 19 percent of practicing industrial designers (product designers), 25 percent of registered architects, and 14 percent of mechanical engineers in the US are women. Female industrial designers account for just 11 percent of all design leadership roles. Although they graduate with degrees in design and architecture at equal rates to their male counterparts, within three to five years, the numbers of those still in the field drop drastically. This dearth of female designers creates a vacuum in which unchallenged male designers create products based on stereotypes of female consumers that miss their actual needs. And when female designers do make it through the systemic labyrinth, they face male decision-makers who ignore or push back on their ideas—making progress difficult. Data shows the design of everything from public bathrooms to default HVAC settings to the lighting on our streets too often leave women behind, as those occupying the seats of creativity and power continue to be primarily male. 

         
         I’ve learned just what that means during my own career as an industrial designer. For a pre–Title IX sports-loving woman,
            working in design at leading sports footwear and apparel brands was an amazing ride. It also provided me with a front-row
            seat to how the sector’s predominantly male echo chambers reinforced men’s preferences and biases in big and small ways every
            day. And those echo chambers span the spectrum of product design: even today it is mostly men who design our cars, our electronics,
            our bicycles, our furniture, our appliances, our medical devices, and yes, our sneakers.
         

         
         I have dedicated my career to design and have succeeded on the playing fields of major brands like Nike and Reebok, but there
            is still so much work to do. The female body is too often invisible. A world designed by men, for men, isn’t just a matter
            of style or preference for women. By not accommodating the female body in the design of products and places, we have created
            a world that is less hospitable to and more dangerous for women.
         

         
         In the exam room, female patients subject themselves to routine checkups with their gynecologist, enduring a pelvic exam that
            centers around a medieval-looking tool called the speculum—a cold steel clamp that hasn’t been updated in two hundred years,
            when it was invented by a man. This neglect of patient comfort and dignity is not without its consequences. With diminished
            adherence to preventive care, the percentage of women overdue for cervical cancer screenings increased from 14 percent in
            2005 to 23 percent in 2019. Cervical cancer is a preventable disease given routine screenings, but today, advanced-stage incidence
            is on the rise.
         

         
         In the military, female soldiers are five times more likely to fracture their pelvis than their male counterparts, due to the biased design of military boots and backpacks, and course requirements made with men’s anatomy in mind. In health care, where women make up the majority, personal protective equipment (PPE) seldom fits them properly—gowns, gloves, goggles, and masks are too big, putting our female frontline workers at extra risk every day. 

         
         In the driver’s seat, women experience an egregious example of this problem. Car crash test dummies are 171 pounds and 5′9″
            tall—the height and weight of an “average” American man in the 1970s, when crash test dummies were first put in use—meaning
            car safety isn’t designed with women’s body types in mind. The result is that car crashes are 17 percent more likely to be
            fatal for women than men, and 73 percent more likely to cause serious injury. Seat belt design ignores the female anatomy
            so severely that many pregnant women can’t even buckle up. Adding insult to literal injury, the “female” dummies are only
            tested in the passenger seat, not behind the wheel!
         

         
         A designer is first and foremost an advocate for the consumer. Design is about making people’s lives better. Safer. Easier.
            More beautiful. I became an industrial designer because I loved figuring out how to solve problems for people. But in practice,
            I learned that design often creates more problems for women. At the culmination of my career, though I had a “seat at the table,” I found that male voices still dominated
            it. Without enough female voices influencing design, we’ll continue to design for a man’s world. We need more female designers,
            architects, engineers, planners, and policymakers at the table—because, as Caroline Criado-Perez said in her seminal book
            Invisible Women, “Women simply don’t forget that women exist as easily as men often do.”2

         
         From what women put on their bodies, to what their bodies interact with, to the environment that surrounds their bodies, this book will examine all the ways that women are left behind as a result of living in a physical world that is too often still designed without women in mind. It will lay bare the many reasons we are often left no choice other than to compromise the comfort and safety of our bodies to fit into a man-made world. I won’t stop there; I’ll also show the path forward, how we can incorporate equity in the process, from concept to execution. I’ll show that building a better world, one that doesn’t just include women but champions them, is possible. 

         
         Importantly, this book is not just for designers. I hope it will open many eyes to how gender bias in the built world speaks
            to us in ways big and small. Yes, it’s in the high-stakes moments, like a pelvic exam or an automobile accident, but it’s
            also in the extra time women spend every day to walk a safer path to work, school, or home. It’s in the need to schlep around
            multiple heavy bags throughout the day for the multiple what-if scenarios you encounter; it’s bleeding and not knowing if
            a restroom will be stocked with menstrual products, not to mention if you have a coin to purchase them; it’s pain at 3:00
            p.m. from the sneakers that don’t quite fit because they were designed for a male foot; and it’s in trying, yet again, to
            find a place to hang your purse at a restaurant, in a waiting room, or at a concert. It’s the built world constantly treating
            women as an afterthought.
         

         
         I’m a woman. I’m a designer. I’m an optimist. I believe that challenging the status quo can reshape the world for us all.

         
         Imagine a world in which women don’t have to take these extra steps to be comfortable, where products and spaces don’t actively
            interfere with women’s safety. Imagine an environment designed first and foremost for female consumers, that accounts for
            the many overlooked needs and challenges, becoming safer, more accessible, more usable, and more relevant to an even broader
            population.
         

         
         This is a book for people across demographics who are wondering, “Does it have to be this way?” It’s a book for young women considering careers in public service, as firefighters, policewomen, or in the trades; it’s for entrepreneurs, corporate executives, politicians, and college students of all genders to read and discuss. It’s for anyone with a body that interacts with the environment. The built world is not only the physical environment in which we exist, it’s also the products and tools we hold and use, it’s what we wear at home and to work and to play, it’s the equipment that allows us to do our jobs and engage with our hobbies. This book will change the way we all see the built world around us and challenge us to make it more inclusive, hospitable, and safe. 

         
         That change starts here.

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Part I
Death by Design

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            One
Insulting
“Shrink It and Pink It” and Other Foolish Ideas

         
         I don’t remember exactly when I heard it for the first time. Certainly, it was early in my design career—before Nike. Probably
            before I’d even begun to think about the realm of the sport footwear and apparel industry. In all likelihood, I was a young,
            impressionable college student when I heard the insidious little earworm first: “Shrink it and pink it.” Don’t let the cuteness
            fool you. “Shrink it and pink it” is a euphemism for biased design and a blatant lack of consideration for women. Unfortunately,
            it’s a common phrase in the lexicon of design and marketing jargon, and often one that manifests as a legitimate strategy
            whereby a product originally designed for a male user is made smaller and in a stereotypically feminine color, like pink,
            to become viable to female consumers.
         

         
         This book will explore a spectrum of examples of the built world—that which we wear, that which we use, and that which surrounds us—that have resulted in consequences of this approach that range from insulting to deadly. And while it’s true few women are dying from pink toothbrushes and tiny backpacks, this end of the spectrum still begs our attention. Although shrinking something shows a wanting acknowledgment of the differences between male and female bodies, women are not just smaller men. “Shrink it and pink it” is not a strategy that incorporates user feedback. In fact, it doesn’t consider the user at all, failing to respect and address the very distinct anatomical and functional needs of women. This all-too-common tactic, along with other foolish ideas that ultimately ignore women during the design process, from “unisex” apparel to menstrual products designed by men, manifests in products that are misleading, compromising, and undignified. I don’t know about you, but I don’t like feeling insulted every time I shop for sneakers or use a public restroom. 

         
         These products are reminders that women’s needs and voices are secondary all the way up the food chain and suggest that women
            are not discerning consumers. Inherently, the design and marketing process only considers women insofar as it believes women
            are bought over if things are tiny and pink.
         

         
         
            Fool Me Once

            One of the ways gender bias in design insults is that it misleads. For example, women are conditioned to think this is how a sneaker should fit, despite having cramped toes after a run or a few hours of walking around the city; this bias
               transcends across multiple industries where products, spaces, and apparel are designed based on the mold of a man. From ill-fitting
               uniforms to cell phones that can’t be used with one hand, women have only the choice between something insulting (I don’t
               even like pastels!) and something ineffectual, and often, both. These everyday offenses against a woman’s dignity in a world
               that consistently overlooks them reinforce gender stereotypes, marginalize, and mislead them to think someone paid them any
               mind during the design process.
            

            
            While I don’t remember the first time I heard “shrink it and pink it,” I do know that I immediately clocked it as disrespectful. I know for a fact that I’ve never approached a design for women using this tactic, and understanding the power of color in the world of product design is my superpower. Color is a communicator—emotional, functional, and social. Color is what 85 percent of shoppers indicate as their key reason for a purchase. Color is powerful. Color is strategic. Color should be handled with care! My experience and commitment to approaching color strategically and leveraging it as one of the most powerful and cost-effective weapons a brand holds makes the ongoing practice of just “pinking it” that much more exasperating to me. 

            
            In the spirit of the artist Claude Monet, who said that “color is my day-long obsession, joy, and torment,” both color and
               sneakers were mine for well over two decades. At Nike, I changed the way color was approached through a successful strategy
               that prioritized 1) what the brand stood for and 2) what our customers cared about. This replaced the existing subjective
               approach that relied on stereotypes and looking in the rearview mirror for what had worked for (male) customers in the past.
               We focused on the specific role that color played in the lives of our athletes—performance and lifestyle. Were they a “notice me” type, looking for a vibrant, unique color to stand out? Or were they a “timeless” type,
               invested in good basics and classic palettes? Maybe they were an “influencer” type, looking for the newest, trendiest, never-before-seen
               colorway.
            

            
            Approaching color strategically ensured that just “pinking it” was not an option, unless consumers were requesting it, and sometimes they did! Pink sneakers and apparel always trend at certain times of the year, like Valentine’s Day. Pink is the color of Breast Cancer Awareness, and the month of October is dedicated to raising awareness and support. One day of this month is officially “Wear It Pink” day, and the color rises to a level of advocacy and relevance across multiple industries. And sometimes, women just like pink. But during my time at Nike, I helped prove that the decision to “pink it” or not could result from critical, considerate analysis. “Shrinking it,” however, was a tougher hurdle to overcome. It still is. 

            
            Sneakers have democratized footwear in the same way that denim democratized fashion. Anyone wearing a pair of jeans or a pair
               of sneakers fits in anywhere. There’s no reference to social standing, geography, or wealth. There is no doubt that navigating
               life with my favorite pair of Blazers or Chuck Taylors beats any “fashion” shoe; all of my heels are now relegated to the
               far reaches of my closet. Yet too many women, me included, still look forward to taking their sneakers off as soon as they
               get home, in almost the same way they felt about their pumps.
            

            
            Blisters, bunions, sore toes, body aches, and socks that shift and sag in what should be the most comfortable ride are all
               too common for women. Why? Because we’re wearing shoes that were designed for men, though they sell them to us in sizes we’re
               familiar with, and colors they think we’ll like. Although our feet are built differently, most sneakers are not. Their gender-fluid
               styles are a refreshing alternative to the footwear choices that strictly divide us, and their acceptance and popularity across
               the globe drives the estimated $162 billion, and growing, athletic footwear industry.1 But gender-fluid style is not derivative of gender-fluid biomechanics; there’s no such thing. The structure, function, and
               motion of our bodies simply differ. Women’s body composition—like muscle mass, fat distribution, and bone density—and our
               physiological differences—like metabolism, heart rate, lung capacity, and even the thickness of our skin—are not the same
               as men’s.
            

            
            How different are women’s feet and men’s feet, really? Different enough that every footwear company should build sneakers to the specifications of women’s feet and stop trying to convince us that a men’s size 7.5 is equal to a women’s size 9. It’s not. A woman’s foot is more triangular. The ratio of the toe box width (the top of her foot at the widest part) to the heel cup width (the bottom of her foot) is greater than the man’s more rectangular-shaped foot. And the widest point of the female foot is not in the same position as men’s. We carry our body weight in different places due to differences in our physiology and our hormones. Muscle and fat distribution differ vastly between the sexes. That body weight transfers to our feet, and our feet are shaped accordingly. Our feet are the foundation of our bodies, and when a shoe doesn’t fit, everything goes out of whack. Hence me wanting to kick my sneakers off as soon as I walk through the door. Sure, we often wear them for swagger, but even those we buy primarily for comfort are ineffectual by design. 

            
            I’m frequently asked to lecture on gender bias in our built world, and one of my favorites to give is at Harvard in a class
               called The Sociology of Sport, taught by Professor Isabel Jijon. I ask the class of over 150 undergraduates this question,
               with a show of hands: “How many women have bought men’s sneakers in a smaller size?”—nearly every hand goes up. I then ask:
               “How many men have bought women’s sneakers in a larger size?”—the first time I asked, none of the men raised their hands.
               In the past four years that I’ve given this and similar lectures where I pose the same question, I’ve never seen more than
               three men raise their hands. As women, we have become desensitized to a world designed for men and have no qualms with lacing
               up a pair of sneakers designed for them, even if it means our beautiful, triangular feet are squeezed at the toe and floppy
               at the heel.
            

            
            I’ve spoken with many women who have never considered how different women’s and men’s bodies really are. In a sense, that
               means this issue might be a lack of education. Our differences were historically used to present women as “less than” physically,
               in stature and in strength—when what we really are is different from the “standard man.” But this same lack of understanding is what allows women to be misled into thinking these products were designed for them and opening their wallets. I hope that the knowledge within these pages will arm women with the education they need to take another route than the one paved for us by multibillion-dollar industries that have ignored us for far too long. 

            
         
         
            Less Is Less

            When these companies are not misleading us by marketing products as “women’s,” they’re asking us to compromise with the “unisex”
               narrative, which may be more accurately referred to as the unisex myth. The term “unisex,” sometimes used interchangeably
               with “oversized” and “genderless,” is nothing but a more palatable explanation for apparel made for men and sold to women.
               But unisex clothes insult in more ways than just being misleading—they force women to compromise on functionality, accepting
               fewer features and an inadequate fit.
            

            
            I mentioned earlier that in the battle against “shrink it and pink it,” the “shrinking it” part is most difficult to overcome.
               That’s because as products shrink, key features must be dropped. There’s just no room. Trying to fit all the necessary features
               of a larger product into a smaller package is not an easy feat, and in many cases, across industries, designers abandon the
               effort. This effort becomes nearly impossible if approached as an afterthought in the design process as it often is. In the
               world of outdoor apparel, where pockets, belt loops, zippers, and Velcro are essential, designs for women, derived from scaled-down
               male patterns, compromise these features or eliminate them altogether. Not to mention the pockets that do stick around land
               in the wrong places on women’s bodies.
            

            
            Perhaps the most quintessential example of a compromising “shrink it and pink it” product is the razor. To this day, most razors marketed for women are razors designed for men with scaled-down blades and handles, that are injection-molded with pink-colored plastic, redesigned graphics on the blister pack, and upcharged 15 percent. The BIC Lady Shaver was the first to do this back in 1975, and it remains a common practice. It wasn’t until eighteen years later in 1993 that Jill Shurtleff, an industrial designer at Gillette, designed the Sensor for Women, one of the first razors specifically designed for women. 

            
            Before graduating from the Rhode Island School of Design (RISD), Jill interned at Wang Laboratories, where I was working at
               the time. It was early in both of our careers, and the few weeks our paths crossed at Wang were an exception to the all-male
               teams we would be a part of for almost a decade. In a 1999 interview,2 she spoke of her early days at Gillette: “When I first came to Gillette, never mind being the only woman designer, I was
               the only female professional on my floor for years—and that included designers, engineers, and businesspeople.” The Sensor
               for Women was groundbreaking, the first designed by a woman for a woman’s shaving needs. It considered carefully how women
               really shave—less frequently and more seasonally, across different surface contours, and on softer, thinner skin. It incorporated
               many of the same features as the men’s version—twin spring-mounted blades, a pivoting head—and took special consideration
               to fit a woman’s hand size and grip.
            

            
            The same user-centric process that had been used to design the best shaving experience for men had finally, almost two decades after the first razor, been applied to the design for women. They would cost the same to produce—yet the price for the Sensor for Women was at least 13 percent higher (just you wait for Chapter 2!). Jill’s first version was a sleek white design with translucent mint-green details; however, the Sensor would soon be offered in pink with floral details. Of course, flowers and shaving your legs become insurmountably associated when the decisions are made in an echo chamber that doesn’t include women. If I have the chance to speak with Jill again, I’ll ask her if these “shrink it and pink it” changes come back to haunt her, and how the industry has evolved in the thirty years since her design first hit the shelves. One thing is certain: a large percentage of women’s razors on the market today are still male razors, masked in pink. 

            
            When a woman must choose a smaller men’s razor, she’s asked to accept less effective shaves. When a sales clerk suggests a
               woman choose a smaller phone in order to use it with one hand, she’s asked to accept inferior technology and performance:
               smaller screens, less storage, smaller batteries, and less processing power. And when she is left no choice but to don a smaller
               size of a “unisex” uniform at work, she misses out on key features meant to enhance her performance.
            

            
            Like gender-fluid sneakers, uniforms, despite the etymology of the word, are not uniformly designed or distributed. Let’s
               be honest, men are never asked to don a female uniform. The reverse does not hold true—women working as firefighters, police
               officers, or construction workers, or in the service and manufacturing sectors, have no other option than men’s apparel, though
               it’s often disguised as unisex, oversized, or genderless. This type of misleading, as I’ve mentioned, is patronizing and insulting,
               but it can also compromise one’s performance in the workplace.
            

            
            Women in the culinary arts face a particularly insulting manifestation of this. For many of us, our professional and personal
               accomplishments are rewarded with a certificate, a diploma, a pin, or a medal to hang around our necks. No bias in the design,
               just a piece of paper or a medallion attached to a long ribbon. That moment in a chef’s life is marked with an embroidered
               white coat, the symbol of their achievement and responsibility. Culinary schools have ceremonies where students receive their
               white coats much in the same way a doctor receives theirs, honoring experience and skill. It is a pivotal and defining milestone
               for any aspiring chef.
            

            
            Now imagine you’ve earned the iconic double-breasted coat, you walk up onto the stage, and as you don the garment with your name embroidered on the front, it doesn’t close across your chest. Not because you’re a guy who’s taken too many CrossFit classes, but because you’re a woman and you wear a 34D bra, which, by the way, is smaller than the average bra size in the US. When it does close over your chest, the shoulders are hanging halfway down your arms, and the sleeves need to be rolled up twice, maybe three times. Maybe you’re lucky, and the coat closes and the sleeves are the perfect length, but you can’t button the lowest buttons because the coat ordered for you has no flare for your hips. 

            
            The coat, once a trophy, is also the uniform in the professional kitchen and is designed first and foremost for performance
               and protection. The double-breasted front, an evolution born from military uniforms and traditional men’s work wear, provides
               extra protection from heat and spills. The mandarin collar protects from hot splashes and steam. Working in a kitchen is sweaty
               and physically strenuous, so one would hope that the work wear provides some relief, acting as a tool that works with you,
               not against you. Yet culinary schools, restaurants, and suppliers rarely provide coats that fit female chefs, who make up
               nearly a third of the industry. Like their male counterparts, these women have earned the honor of wearing the coat, and it
               should afford them the confidence and capabilities they deserve. Unfortunately, chefs are not the only ones who deserve better.
            

            
         
         
            Low Blows

            It hurts to recognize that the vast world of designers, engineers, architects, and marketers takes no issue with offering women functionally inferior products. But unisex apparel and uniforms insult women in ways beyond compromising useful features. In some cases, they are downright undignified. 

            
            We can all agree that wearing clothing and interacting with physical products that are too big can make a woman feel like
               they’re back playing dress-up in a favorite aunt’s closet. Images on social media of young girls attempting to walk in a pair
               of heels that are twice the size of their feet might be cute, but grown women forced to wear an item that doesn’t fit is offensive.
               A woman shopping for pants would rarely go to the men’s department to find their perfect silhouette. You might find us compromising
               on a guy’s hoodie, T-shirt, or shacket, but pants? So why do our female police officers often wear the insulting silhouette
               of men’s trousers? With a rise that is tailored for men’s anatomy and pockets that land with all their extra fabric glory
               directly on women’s hips, they make usability and fit neither functional nor flattering.
            

            
            I have seen these same pants on airport tarmacs, on construction sites, and even on the hiking trail. At best, this signals
               a patriarchal stance that women do not belong in these places. At worst, they inhibit their performance. For certain, they
               threaten women’s dignity.
            

            
            Many of us have walked into an event overdressed or underdressed. A moment like that is an immediate blow to your confidence and feeling of belonging. I still vividly remember my own such moment. I was living in Munich, Germany, and had been there around a year when my husband and I were invited by a client to attend the annual Fourth of July BBQ at the American Consulate. McDonald’s would be grilling, Dunkin’ would be serving donuts, there would be beer and fireworks, and I couldn’t wait to meet my fellow expats. I arrived at the event on this warm summer evening wearing a white linen top (very European, appropriately wrinkled), a pair of jeans, and leather flats. As I got out of the car, I immediately noticed the women were wearing sundresses, slingbacks, and hats. When my client saw me, she gasped. Literally. I can still hear it today. Instead of enjoying what should have been a fabulous evening, I tried to make myself invisible. Avoiding as much interaction with sundresses, slingbacks, hats, suits, wing tips, and ties as possible. Talking to almost no one and planning my escape. Entirely because of what I was wearing, I didn’t feel like I belonged. 

            
            I know now that I was experiencing what is referred to as enclothed cognition,3 the systematic influence that clothes have on the wearer’s psychological processes. This term recognizes the powerful connection
               between our clothing and our psychological states. What we wear can have a major effect on our confidence, our sense of belonging,
               and our identity. It can also influence behavior that’s aligned with our clothing. A mantra repeated by pinnacle athletes
               over the years at Nike deepens the understanding of how the role of what we wear and how we wear it plays in how we show up:4 “If I look good, I feel good, and if I feel good, I play good.”
            

            
            Like the dream where you find yourself naked at a public event, which Sigmund Freud would likely interpret as a manifestation
               of feeling vulnerable, anxious, judged, or even rejected, what we wear or don’t wear is directly connected to our self-worth.
               The way we dress is important, and most times we can get it right and feel good.
            

            
            Add in the complications of a chronic disease to the act of getting dressed every day for the rest of your life. Consider the insulin pump, which was invented in 1963. The earliest model was about the size of a backpack, but by the late 1970s it was much smaller and more portable. The insulin pump engendered a miraculous method of insulin delivery for the 8.4 million type 1 diabetics diagnosed with the chronic disease globally, 45 percent of whom are women. From the day of diagnosis, these individuals are managing their disease 24-7. The insulin pump, which delivers lifesaving insulin, offers an alternative to injections, which are required multiple times throughout the day and night. The main device stores and pumps insulin while an infusion set, a thin tube called a cannula, connects the pump to the insertion point under the skin. 

            
            The design of the insulin pump in use today was inspired by a 1970s pager. It’s about the size of a deck of cards, and like
               the pager, it’s designed to be strapped onto your belt or the waist of your pants—the standard for men’s fashion then and
               now. I’ve never worn a pager, but I have worn many remote lavalier microphones when presenting, and I can tell you I am always
               happy when it’s time to remove it. It limits what I might wear on those days, but I can convince myself that anything is tolerable
               for less than an hour. The way the pump was designed, you’d think that all type 1 diabetics were men. The design assumes we
               all wear belts and pants every day, or have ample pockets; that we prefer our shirts worn over our pants, and never tucked
               in. We know that’s not the case. The disease doesn’t bias by gender, but the design of the pump sure does. The way I was dressed
               for that Fourth of July BBQ in Munich would have accommodated the pump. But think of all the dresses at that party. For most,
               the decision to wear a dress or not on any particular day is not a big deal, but it is for women with an insulin pump. When
               they do, they have to make significant alterations to the silhouette to accommodate it. If they’re unable to afford this or
               do it themselves, they will have to prioritize the pump over style. It’s not only dresses that discriminate, but also soft,
               silky fabrics; it’s anything sheer; it’s tights, stockings, and athletic apparel. These are the constraints of the insulin
               pump, especially for women.
            

            
            When a person is forced to limit their style, it impacts their state of mind throughout the day. There is no doubt that a
               lifesaving device may require compromise, but adding extra burdens to women who are already fighting for their lives is nothing
               short of insulting.
            

            
            And this reality isn’t limited to particular medical needs—it is true even in situations where this kind of compromise isn’t expected. It, unfortunately, is the fate of working women every day across the spectrum of professions. 

            
            Reflective safety vests, for example, are required on construction sites, during roadwork, and wherever high visibility is
               needed. This is a good thing; reflective vests reduce the risk of accidents and create safer working environments. But this
               doesn’t mean that design must be compromised, though because these vests are unisex, it is. Not only that, but because the
               surface coverage of the reflective tape is mandated to the square inch by the American National Standards Institute (ANSI),
               they must offer the exact same surface area of reflectivity for women as they do for men. Consider that for a moment. Despite
               being smaller in stature on average, women must don the same 155 square inches of reflective tape to ensure 360-degree visibility.
               Now imagine you are a woman assigned to a roadwork project. It’s the fifth one that month alone because you live in New England,
               where most road repairs must happen between June and September, before falling temperatures and wicked weather begin to wreak
               havoc. This means it’s especially hot. It’s coastal hot, so it’s not only 95 degrees but it’s also humid, so your sweat doesn’t
               evaporate off your body as you work on the baking asphalt from sunrise to sundown. And all throughout the day, you’re wearing
               a bright orange vest that’s more than a few sizes too big and you’re swimming in the humidity like a clownfish and feeling
               like an actual clown as you reach for an electrolyte tablet from your vest pocket, of which there are plenty, though yours
               are mostly useless, as they and whatever they’re holding, land squarely on your breasts. Each morning on the job, you put
               on this Nemo costume and inherit Dory’s lack of dignity, and you walk around holding the insult all day.
            

            
            Kaitlin McCarthy is the founder of Ionic, one of the first women-owned real estate development firms in Boston. Holding a degree in civil engineering from Northeastern and an MBA from the Harvard Business School (HBS), she is a trailblazer in engineering and construction. After years on job sites in what was effectively a Finding Nemo costume, wearing standard-issue PPE that left her feeling unprofessional and most times unrecognizable, her entrepreneurial
               spirit took hold and, together with a friend and fellow HBS alum, she founded ARX, a company specializing in women’s PPE.
            

            
            Kaitlin started with the design of a reflective vest for her colleagues in the real estate business, specifically in construction.
               She was motivated by the understanding that the dissatisfaction of women performing their jobs every day in ill-fitting PPE
               affected their productivity and feelings of safety and belonging. She was committed to creating a functional, fashionable,
               and well-fitting safety vest that took a dedicated design process with a laser-sharp focus on the shape of women’s bodies
               and movement patterns, and their biomechanics. ARX took into consideration and prioritized female-specific needs, like discreet
               pockets for feminine hygiene products. However, like many efforts to create dignified and functional products for women, they
               came up against two common arguments: that one-size-fits-all is good enough and the “volume discount,” low prices offered
               on purchases of a large quantity of a single item. The volume discount will be mentioned throughout this book as an underlying
               reason for employers not offering multiple sizes in work wear. It is a shortsighted, cost-focused practice that deprioritizes
               the safety, well-being, and dignity of their workers.
            

            
            In a 2024 survey5 of over five hundred female respondents, primarily from the US, Canada, the UK, and Australia, only 30 percent of participants had access to female-specific PPE in their workplace. Availability remains a major challenge, as nearly 95 percent had experienced challenges finding PPE that fit them properly. One size never fits all. ARX leveraged the power of their commitment to a meticulous design process, direct engagement with women in the industry, partnerships with distributors, and a direct-to-consumer website to communicate and market the specific benefits of their vest for women in the field. They went around the “value discount” cop-out, and they won. Women bought their products and were grateful to have them. But we shouldn’t let employers off the hook so easily—reminding them that the investment that yields greater safety and self-esteem would far outweigh any challenges in ordering or even price. 

            
            Self-esteem can be hard to sustain, and sizing across the spectrum of women’s work wear and fashion challenges it in a specifically
               poignant way. When I first moved to Boston right out of college, I looked forward to introducing my parents to all the new
               places I was discovering, including a wonderful boutique I had been eyeing. My mom and I were shopping there one Saturday
               afternoon, enjoying walking through the colorful clothing and the whimsical, tropical-themed decor. Not paying much attention
               to what “department” we were in, we were approached by a salesperson who, literally, sized us up and announced, “These are
               my petites.” As in, You’re in the wrong section. Ouch! My mom and I were both five foot seven and had never worn petite in anything, ever.
            

            
            Yes, there are unique retail establishments for “big and tall” men, but none that insult at the intensity of women’s sizing—petite to plus. I never forgot that moment at the boutique, and it came back to me decades later when I was vice president of creative direction and innovation at Reebok, as we readied for the launch of what are often referred to as “plus sizes” for women. I made the decision that the term “size” was enough. After all, isn’t that what sizing is, a range? My plan was that Reebok would welcome the newly extended sizes for all the body types and shapes, but we wouldn’t call it out. I didn’t think we needed to label women’s products with any additional guidance. We didn’t do it for men, and they seemed to find the sizes they needed just fine. We made what was, at the time, a decision that challenged convention, and did not separate the sizes on the retail floor, on the website, or in our selection of what items would be available in which sizes. It felt right then, and it feels right now. 

            
            It wasn’t an easy sell. Some thought calling out plus sizes would endear more women to the brand. I was met with more than
               a few blank stares from my male colleagues when the decision was made to not call out “plus,” “extended,” or anything else but “size,” but position holds privilege, and together with many strong women,
               we made it happen. For a while, at least. Challenging the status quo is never a “one and done,” and the forceful pull back
               to what is known needs constant vigilance until the shift is lasting, and a new normal is defined. Like most brands, Reebok
               is separately marketing plus sizes to women today. Men remain trusted to find their size with no extra help.
            

            
            Who’s not listening to women? Who’s not explaining? As I reflect on this specific time at Reebok and the passion connected
               with the call we made on size labeling, I regret not taking more time to explain the stigma of sizing for women to my colleagues,
               and although the decision to broaden the size offerings was a good one, calling them out was not. I could have told the story
               of shopping with my mom and being told we didn’t belong in the petite department. I could have referenced the data, the reports,
               and the academic studies that speak to the disproportional, and growing, body-shaming and body confidence challenges girls
               and women face. Instead, I relied on instinct, the privilege of my position, my own gut feelings and those of my female colleagues.
               Bias cuts both ways, and in this case, I missed the mark. Like many leaders, I used the power of my position to push the decision
               through without properly educating my colleagues. The blank stares should have been a signal that it would take more effort
               to make lasting change. It always does.
            

            
            Importantly, it is not only apparel and products that insult and threaten women’s dignity. The built world also includes the physical spaces that surround us, and there is no lack of gender bias there either. 

            
            During a trip to Macy’s, women will find sizes—specifically plus sizes—in separate locations, some even on completely different
               floors. And Macy’s isn’t alone: most department stores insult women with size-segregating retail layouts. If you’re a woman
               in the US, you will often need to go to a separate area of the store to shop by your size. The same item, from the same brand,
               in the same fabric, can be found in two, maybe three different places within the retail footprint. The built world we inhabit
               is sneaky, causing distress and insult in subtler ways. One can only wonder who writes the brief, the blueprint, the specifications
               for the layouts of these stores.
            

            
            There’s another space, like retail stores, that insults in a viscerally familiar way, particularly because it is unavoidable:
               the bathroom. It’s intermission at any number of events—Broadway shows, concerts. It’s halftime at the game, the seventh-inning
               stretch. It’s break time at a conference, or in class. And every woman knows what’s in store. They head to the ladies’ room
               and are met by a long line, usually extending out the door and into the hallway. Meanwhile, the men’s room right next door
               moves as efficiently as a Mercedes assembly line. Men cycle in and out, with time to spare to stand in line for a cup of coffee
               or a beer refill, a bit of networking or some downtime to catch up on emails. But not women. They are waiting patiently for
               their turn, hoping to make it back in time for the main event.
            

            
            “Potty parity” is a cute phrase that refers to equal or equitable provision of public toilet facilities for all, but a lifetime enduring its absence over and over and over again, around the world, is enough to drive a woman mad. The built world absolutely favors men where restrooms are concerned. Public restrooms are most often designed to accommodate the same number of stalls for men and women. But we all know, when women do finally make it through the long queue, it takes them longer, for reasons I feel are obvious. Men have the added advantage of extra urinals, as undignified as they may view them, in addition to the stalls, helping them to cycle through even quicker. “Equality” in stall numbers just doesn’t cut it here. To rectify the insult of missing an important movie scene because we were stuck in line for the loo, we need equity. And for men’s and women’s restrooms to be equitable, we need to respect and value our differences and plan for them appropriately.
               We need equitable design.
            

            
            Remember, there are three components of the built world—that which we wear, that which we use, and that which surrounds us.
               Sneakers, safety vests, that’s what we wear. Razors and cell phones, we use. Retail spaces and restrooms surround us. The
               built world insults us when we get dressed for work. It insults us in the streets and insults us in the home. These are the
               subtle and not-so-subtle ways that women are told they matter less than men.
            

            
            As we navigate the intricate web of gender-biased design, it becomes glaringly obvious that the world we inhabit is not just
               passively unfriendly to women—it is actively dismissive. “Shrink it and pink it” is not merely a flawed approach to product
               design; it is emblematic of a broader systemic issue that reduces women’s experiences to afterthoughts, and worse, commodities.
               The result is a daily reality where women are conditioned to accept less. Less functionality, less dignity, and less confidence.
               And each time our bodies meet a built world that doesn’t fit, we pay a price.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Two
Expensive
Pink Tax and the Cost of Being a Woman

         
         To simply exist in the built world, women pay a price. Literally. The financial toll of a man-made world is a stealthy yet
            pervasive injustice that women are forced to bear. The economics of inequality manifests itself in paying more at checkout,
            in surcharges, penalties, and fines, and in economic disproportion. From “cradle to cane”1 we pay more to use, to wear, and to exist in the built environment, despite usually earning less. The extra cost of products
            that are marketed and sold to women hits budgets that are already strained.
         

         
         Equal Pay Day in the US is a symbolic day that raises awareness to the number of days women would need to work into the year to earn the same amount men made in the previous year. In 2025 it was on March 25, meaning women had to work from January 1, 2024, to March 25, 2025, to earn equal to what men did from January to December 2024. The date on which women of color achieve pay equal to men’s is even later. Significant disparities in occupational segregation, the penalty of motherhood and menopause, as well as biases in hiring and promotions are only a few of the factors that contribute to the disproportion. The combination of societal norms that are deeply rooted and ever more difficult to change continues to widen the gap. Some progress has been made—women are pursuing STEM (science, technology, engineering, and mathematics) fields in higher numbers, resulting in higher salaries. Laws like the Lilly Ledbetter Fair Pay Act of 2009 support the right to challenge pay discrimination. Many companies are offering more family-friendly policies and targeted efforts through internal pay equity audits to close the pay gaps within their organizations. Equal Pay Day is different every year, but what hasn’t changed is that it is always after December 31 of the previous year, a fact that doesn’t appear poised to change for a long time. 

         
         The 2024 World Economic Forum Gender Gap Report states that it will take 134 years to close the global gender pay gap. The
            UN Sustainable Development Goal #5: Gender Equality, which promises a world in which every woman and girl enjoys full equality
            and all legal, social, and economic barriers to their empowerment have been removed, remains unfulfilled.
         

         
         And though women earn less, the products they use are often priced higher. From their first bike helmet to the cane they’ll
            need as they age, the costs keep adding up. All their lives. It’s the state sales taxes on menstrual products (in nearly half
            the states) that don’t apply to other (read: ungendered) necessities. It’s the extra sixty cents they pay for a pale pink
            bottle of body wash that’s the same size as the men’s. It’s the fine they’re charged when they stray from uniform guidelines
            to find equipment that fits and makes them feel dignified and protected. And it’s the scholarship or venture capital (VC)
            funding they deserve but don’t receive despite their competitive accomplishments, ideas, and inventions. The cost of living
            for women is measurably higher than it is for men.
         

         
         
            Fees Included

            You’ve probably heard of the “pink tax,” the additional cost burdens women shoulder due to gendered pricing strategies. Products
               and services from fashion to personal care are often more expensive for women, exposing the economic disadvantages of being
               a female consumer. Some estimate that over a woman’s lifetime, she can incur more than $180,000 in “pink tax.” In a study,
               the New York City Department of Consumer and Worker Protection (DCWP) found that women’s consumer products cost more than
               men’s over 42 percent of the time.2 The products included in the study were essential, everyday items needed for daily life: clothing, personal care, and home
               health-care items. Adult personal care products, which consumers require throughout the longest stage of their lives, have
               some of the largest price discrepancies, placing a financial burden on female consumers that far exceeds that for male consumers.
               But the difference applies for children’s products, too, and the “pink tax” burdens parents of girls more than boys.
            

            
            My first bike was a beauty, the Schwinn Fiesta. It was white and pink, specifically a dusty lavender rose. It had chrome details, a storage rack, and a built-in horn. I was too short for the bike, but my parents bought it so I would grow into it. That first summer I had to stand up to pedal, then jump up onto the seat and coast. I didn’t
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