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Preface

It was Friday afternoon in late January and I was chomping at the bit, eager to leave the office. I had turned twenty-three two days earlier and had a celebration to get to. My sister was throwing a party for me at the flat we shared in West Hampstead. I wanted to get home to help her set up.

I checked my watch—for the umpteenth time. It was only 4:30 p.m., still too early to walk out the door. As a new employee (just three months on the job) I felt obligated to stick around until at least 5:30. I opened up a data file I was working on and attempted to settle down.

A few minutes later there was a tap on the frosted glass panel that ran along the side of my desk. Sebastian Tyler’s* large head loomed over the edge of my cubicle. “Come join me for a drink,” he boomed, thrusting his face uncomfortably close to mine. I shrank back, trying to avoid spittle as well as a lewd leer. “Five o’clock sharp, something strong.” Sebastian wet his fleshy lips and stared at me. “I think you know where my office is.”

Beating back shock and surprise, I made my excuses: “Afraid that can’t work, Mr. Tyler. I need to leave a little early today. It was my birthday earlier this week and I have plans with friends.” Sebastian straightened up and pondered. Then, with a salacious grin and an air of triumph, he thrust his face into mine again. “Tell you what. I’ll be very happy with a hand job, and that won’t take very long. Come along about 4:45 p.m. and you’ll be out of here in a jiffy.” Sebastian let out a snort of satisfaction, turned on his heel, and left—leaving me reeling.

I fled to the ladies’ room and rinsed my hands and face—three times. I took the stairs, left the building by the side door, and headed to the Underground. Before getting on the tube at Green Park, I stopped for a cup of tea at Lyons to steady my nerves before heading home.

I was gobsmacked. There had been no lead-up to Sebastian’s crude proposition. He was the boss of my boss, and I hardly knew him. We’d had one previous encounter. In mid-December, at the firm’s Christmas party, I’d somehow ended up in a stilted conversation with him and his wife, Ava. What did this overweight, sweaty, married man, twice my age think he was doing? Did he really imagine that I fancied him? Sebastian’s arrogance and entitlement were breathtaking.

I was also ashamed. Had I somehow signaled I was available for “hand jobs” on Friday afternoons? I was pretty sure I didn’t come across as a siren. My go-to office outfits were Ann Taylor suits and high-necked blouses. I didn’t wear “come hither” shoes or crack jokes with sexual innuendos. Yet even though I couldn’t put my finger on the reason why, I still felt complicit, deserving of shame and blame.

But most of all, I was scared. How the heck was I going to fight off Sebastian?

He had enormous power over me. Sebastian was on the management committee of the prominent consultancy where I worked and could make or break my fledgling career. I could only imagine how vindictive he’d be if I had the temerity to reject his advances. He was so full of himself he probably thought he was doing me a favor by inviting me to give him a “hand job” at the end of the working day! This huge sense of entitlement would spur him to retaliate viciously. He’d probably throw me out on my ear without a reference and therefore no prospect of landing another job in the consulting sector.

By the time I left the tea shop that Friday afternoon, I had made two decisions. I would deal with my shame and self-blame by keeping quiet—not telling anyone. I reckoned that would reduce the humiliation and the cost to friends and family. I would also do my level best to dodge Sebastian—keep out of his way and hope he would go away. If he persisted, I would turn him down. I couldn’t live with myself if I caved in to his demands.

Over the next couple of weeks a few things unfolded.

Sebastian did not let up. The following Wednesday I attended a division-wide, end-of-month planning session led by Sebastian and the CEO of the firm. The meeting ended at noon. As participants collected their notes and headed for the door, Sebastian peered over his bifocals, waved in my direction, and said loudly, “See that new girl? Now she has a smashing figure. There’s definitely an upside to hiring women.” He chortled, and several other male executives joined in. Deeply embarrassed, I pretended I hadn’t heard and slipped out of the room.

Two days later, Sebastian sidled up behind me as I was standing in the lunch line in the cafeteria. With a dozen or so colleagues looking on, he whispered in my ear, slapped my bottom two or three times, and walked away laughing. I was beyond mortified. The slaps were bad enough, but even more humiliating were the ways he affected familiarity and ownership. It was as though he wanted everyone to think that we had a sexual thing going on, that I belonged to him.

He made that point even more brutally later that day. It was midafternoon and I was in what was called the “Xeroxing room,” copying some documents, when Sebastian walked in. After checking that no one else was around, he closed the door, turned off the lights, and grabbed me. He went for my breasts, yanking on them, pulling them out of my blouse and my bra. He then began squeezing and twisting my nipples. I let out a loud squeal of pain—which seemed to bring him to his senses. A slobbering kiss and he was gone, leaving me a wreck.

Trembling, I stayed quiet for a few minutes and focused on just breathing. I then smoothed my hair and went to work to deal with the blouse situation—it was missing three buttons, so I used paper clips to hold it together. But my ordeal wasn’t over. When I emerged from that small dark room, I encountered a queue of curious coworkers. Sebastian had spread the word that I had been hit with a debilitating migraine, had retreated to the Xeroxing room, and was not to be disturbed. Of course, no one believed him. As I scuttled by this line of male colleagues, they took in my flushed face and tattered blouse and made judgments.

People gossiped. Rumors spread. Before long nearly all of my immediate colleagues believed that I was having an affair with Sebastian. They became wary of me, afraid to share work-related problems for fear that I would tell on them to the big boss. They also became resentful, convinced that I now had unfair advantages and would be first in line for a pay hike or promotion. Shunned and surrounded by suspicion, I became totally isolated. No one was willing to look at my draft reports, involve me in new projects, invite me to client meetings, or even grab a coffee with me.

I was at my wits’ end. I figured it was useless to go to HR, widely seen as feeble and in the pocket of senior management. The top brass would simply protect one of their own. So I approached the professor who had recommended me for my consulting job—someone who had supervised my honors thesis and knew quite a bit about my ambitions and capabilities. We made an appointment, and I traveled up to Cambridge to get his help.

Over tea and biscuits I told him of the poisonous brew I was facing at work, how harassment and isolation were making it difficult to do my job. I asked him: Did he know any other senior executives at the firm, and if so, could he appeal to them on my behalf? I needed one or two of the top dogs to rein Sebastian in. Professor Coe*—a kindly man—gave me his full attention. At the end of my appeal, he pushed his teacup aside, sighed deeply, and told me the bad news.

“Best get out of there. Sebastian is a prick—I’ve known him for twenty years, and he’s always been a prick. But the fact is, he’s the biggest producer and runs the show. I do know one or two chaps at the top, but they wouldn’t intervene.”

The next day I handed in my notice. By the middle of March I was gone.

I remember well the day I packed up my desk and walked out of the firm’s offices in St. James’s. I felt the defeat bitterly. I had grown up in a working-class family, and it had been a long, hard journey from my coal-mining village in South Wales to Cambridge University and a job at a blue-chip consulting firm. Aside from the prestige and salary, I loved what I did at work every day. Whether the challenge was how to drive low-tech solutions in Africa or how to create greater access to microfinance in Asia, I delighted in finding concrete solutions to real-world problems.

But don’t get me wrong—back then and also today I don’t see myself as one of the more serious casualties of sexual abuse. My career was sideswiped but not snuffed out by Sebastian Tyler. After my forced exit from consulting, I returned to academia. Three years later, PhD in hand, I embarked on a college teaching career. It was a fine way forward, even if not nearly as good a fit for me as the first career I had chosen. I missed the immediacy and the impact of my old job.

My #MeToo moment lay dormant for decades. It was awoken on October 28, 2017. The occasion was a leadership conference in New York City, where I joined Arianna Huffington for a “fireside chat” on sexual harassment in Silicon Valley. I remember the buzz as we walked onto the stage, the two hundred–odd executives in the room on the edge of their chairs, eager to hear what Arianna had to say. The scandal at Uber was unfolding, and Arianna, who was on the Uber board, had been center stage in a recent move to oust CEO Travis Kalanick. He had been accused of turning a blind eye to sexual harassment and creating a toxic environment for women.

In her famously husky voice, Arianna spoke eloquently about the need to bring down “brilliant jerks” who behave badly. In her view, Silicon Valley worshipped a breed of young male entrepreneurs with hard-core engineering skills who made billions for themselves and their companies. They had become untouchable and could get away with anything. But unless these megastars were called to account for sexual abuse, women would continue to languish and leave the tech sector.

Memories snapped into place in my mind and Sebastian’s face came into focus—crude and terrifying. I turned on a dime, scrapping my prepared remarks. Instead of showcasing new data on sexual misconduct in Silicon Valley—and the failure of women to rise up the ranks—I told Arianna and that roomful of executives about Sebastian Tyler, the “brilliant jerk” who’d harassed and assaulted me all those years ago, running me out of a dream job and a chosen field. I finished with the following thought: “Looking back through the tunnel of time, what hits me is the enormous age gap. I was just twenty-three, for heaven’s sake. He was fifty-two. I didn’t stand a chance.”

The audience went wild. Some of the female executives hollered and stomped their feet. My face broke into a huge Cheshire cat smile. Along with millions of other women who shared their #MeToo stories that week, I felt exultant, buoyant, and free. It was a wonderful thing to break the silence and slough off decades of shame and self-blame.

My cathartic moment in October of 2017 inspired this book. Beginning that winter I kicked off a new project at CTI (a New York–based research organization that I founded sixteen years ago). The goal was to create a rich stream of qualitative and quantitative research that would give depth and heft to #MeToo and increase the possibility that the movement would drive enduring change.

Little did I know about what I was getting into. For the past two years, I’ve been on a particularly wild roller coaster, replete with dips and turns and blind corners. Accusations of sexual misconduct, and the fallout of these claims, continued to rumble and roil through our culture—indeed, barely a week passes without new claims and new damage. But despite the proliferation of cases, some days it seems that we’ve made little progress in figuring out how to deal—consistently and fairly—with either the predators or the prey.

In addition to Harvey Weinstein (the go-to villain of the #MeToo movement) these are just some of the troubling stories that have stood out for me over the last twenty-four months: Google giving a $90 million severance package to Andy Rubin (creator of the Android system) while concealing details of the credible charges of sexual assault that triggered his departure; Terry Crews (a former NFL linebacker and successful actor) winning his sexual assault case against talent agent Adam Venit, only to be attacked by the rapper Curtis “50 Cent” Jackson for failing to fight back “even if that had landed him in jail”; and the recent confirmation (in July 2019) by the Senate of General John Hyten as vice chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff despite credible accusations of sexual assault by Army Colonel Kathryn Spletstoser, a widely respected member of his senior staff.

These stories make abundantly clear that #MeToo is still an unfolding story—the roots of the movement and the narrative of how and why it has spread and swelled over the past two and a half years are still being unearthed and investigated. But already there are some clear-cut gains and wins.

The movement has lifted a heavy burden of pain and shame for millions of women; it has spearheaded a huge shift in public opinion, and victims now have a fighting chance of being believed; it has stripped power from a large number of badly behaved men; and it has reinvigorated efforts on the pay equity front and reinforced moves toward inclusive leadership cultures.

Even as we continue to reckon with these complexities, it’s critical to seek out new and more rigorous data so as to enable a much more complete understanding of the incidence of sexual and other harassment at work. To some degree, the revelations of the last few years have been particularly shocking and hard to deal with because leaders (businesspeople and politicians alike) had no idea that the problem of sexual misconduct was so widespread and deeply rooted. Many naively assumed that the actions of disgraced moguls like Harvey Weinstein, Roger Ailes, or Jeffrey Epstein were outliers. Now we realize that this assumption is false—abuse can be both extreme and commonplace, and employees have been absorbing this abuse not only from white male bosses but also from others. As my treasure trove of new data shows: a peer can also be a predator. An increasingly number of sexual misconduct cases center on a woman as the predator, and certain sectors and industries are particularly prone to sexual misconduct. For example, the incidence of harassment is literally twice as high in the media as in legal services. The devil really is in the details.

One thing this new evidence makes quite clear is that the #MeToo movement has not had a big enough tent: it has not reached beyond the standard story (older white guys hitting on younger white women) to acknowledge, comfort, and support other groups who are also targets of abuse. Think for example of Mahmoud Latif, a gay Muslim man who in December 2018 accused a female supervisor at Morgan Stanley of sexually assaulting him.1 As we shall see in the pages that follow, men and women of color and LGBTQ employees experience particularly high rates of sexual harassment and assault. Junior, white, straight women are not the only victims, and senior, white, straight men are not the only aggressors.

Another big focus of this book is scoping out the true costs of sexual misconduct. We have come some distance assessing the direct costs—lawsuits and settlements, hits to the brand and to company valuations. But what about the indirect costs? Every revolution has its collateral damage, and this one is no different. In chapter 6, I examine the impact on female progression in particular. As we will see, senior male executives are increasingly skittish about either mentoring or sponsoring junior women, no matter how high-performing they are. Senior men are fearful of gossip and lawsuits. This reaction is having serious knock-on effects, stalling and stunting women’s career prospects, and also depriving companies of diversity in the C-suite and “gender smarts” around decision-making tables.

Factoring together indirect and direct costs allows a more complete accounting of the true cost of a sexual scandal, and underscores the fact that the financial hit is always serious and ranges from dire to devastating—think Nike, CBS, Wyn Resorts, Michigan State University, and the Catholic Church.

Given this damage, both to individuals and organizations, it’s become a business imperative for leaders to create work environments where everyone—female and male, black and white, gay and straight—can safely and effectively work together across lines of hierarchy and rise according to their merits. Employees (junior as well as senior) also need to take steps to protect themselves and those around them. That’s why after analyzing carefully the new CTI data and conducting eighty-plus in-person interviews with those whose lives and enterprises have been upended by sexual misconduct, I’ve developed an action agenda: a three-pronged strategy that combines legal remedies with individual action steps and corporate best practices, aimed at helping organizations and individual employees navigate this post-#MeToo world. I dig down into “experiments at the edge” as well as more evolved initiatives.

This final “solutions” section of the book tackles head-on the central question: however loud the chorus of pain, has #MeToo damaged balance sheets and recalibrated risk on a scale necessary to drive enduring change in leadership cultures? We are, after all, going for the jugular: asking the old boys’ club/old girls’ club to cease and desist, to stop weaponizing sex to maintain their grip on power.






1

#MeToo: Where We’re Coming from—and Going

Sexual misconduct in the workplace is as old as the hills. Most of us have experienced, witnessed, or at least heard of its most common expression: an older man preying upon a young woman over whom he has power. Maybe he offers her a shortcut to the top in return for sexual favors. Maybe he tells her she can either please him or lose her job. Even if the threat is not so explicit, it is almost always there: typically the young woman’s choices are to comply, be fired, or at best to fend him off and lose all hope of professional advancement.

In 1910, a major newspaper apparently had no hesitation in printing the following joke: A man looks out his office window and sees, in a building across the street, a pretty stenographer sitting in her boss’s lap. He telephones the boss to say that he can see everything. So the boss pulls down the shade.1

In the early 1960s, Helen Gurley Brown (of Cosmopolitan and Sex and the Single Girl fame) happily described a “game” called Scuttle that she’d seen in an office she worked at: almost every afternoon, a group of men would pick one of the secretaries, chase her around the office, and take her panties off. Brown saw this game as harmless flirtation. Today, I think most of us would recoil in horror and see such a scenario as a form of sexual abuse—after all, the secretary had no ability to say no. Yet for years this sort of behavior was accepted and seen as a legitimate way for men to bond at work.2

In 1964, the United States Congress passed the Civil Rights Act, whose Title VII outlawed discrimination against employees for sex, race, color, national origin, or religion.3 Title VII did not forbid sexual harassment—the term didn’t even exist. Its definition had to wait for the scholar and writer Lin Farley, who in the 1970s was director of the Women’s Section at Cornell University. Farley and her female students discovered that they all had at least once either been fired or forced to quit because of male colleagues’ behavior. They described the experience as “sexual harassment.” Farley used the term in public during a New York City Commission on Human Rights hearing in 1975 and discussed it at length in her book Sexual Shakedown.

The lawyer Catharine MacKinnon then led the legal effort to define unwanted sexual advances as a form of sex discrimination, arguing that in such cases a male boss was treating a female employee differently from how he would treat a man. She publicized sexual harassment as “a crucial expression” of women’s inequality in her 1979 book, Sexual Harassment of Working Women.4

In the 1970s more and more women entered professions and roles that had for decades been reserved for men. Some men reacted with harassment. “The function of sexual harassment in nontraditional jobs is to keep women out; the function of sexual harassment in the traditional female job sector is to keep women down,” Farley wrote. She also showed how sexual harassment connects to wage inequality, making the point that harassment keeps many women from staying in a job long enough to be promoted, “effectively forestall(ing) all hopes of higher wages.”5 Recent research has confirmed that interruptions in work are indeed “penalized by lower subsequent wages.”6 The new kid on the block often has to prove her chops from scratch and re-earn pension, health care, and other benefits.

“NUTTY,” “SLUTTY,” AND A PUNCH LINE

One might think that with all this new attention major societal changes would kick into gear. But as we all know, #MeToo took off in 2018, not in 1979 or even in 2006—the year when Black civil rights activist Tarana Burke began using the phrase “Me Too” to raise awareness of the pervasiveness of sexual abuse. This forty-year-long delay was a result of deeply seated—and entrenched—male privilege, particularly in the world of work.

Consider Clarence Thomas, President George H. W. Bush’s pick for the United States Supreme Court in 1991. Shortly before confirmation hearings began, rumors emerged that Thomas had a habit of sexually harassing his employees. But rumors are faceless. Only one woman dared come forward: Anita Hill, who had worked with Thomas at the Department of Education and at the Equal Employment Opportunity Commission (EEOC)—where, ironically enough, he had been in charge of enforcing laws against discrimination.

Joe Biden, then chair of the Senate Judiciary Committee, authorized an FBI investigation and this all-male, all-white committee reopened hearings. Hill—a soft-spoken African American woman—told these fourteen men that Thomas had spoken to her suggestively about pornographic films depicting large penises or large breasts. He had also bragged to her about his own sexual prowess. The committee responded with anger—against Hill. One senator suggested that her testimony was the “product of fantasy,” another that she was merely “a scorned woman.”7 The press was no better. One journalist, David Brock, called Hill—in spite of her unflinchingly professional demeanor—“A little bit nutty and a little bit slutty.” Brock even published a book, The Real Anita Hill, which smeared her character. Brock later admitted that his “journalism” and his book had been intentional hit jobs on Hill and that some of his sources “admitted to me that they always knew Thomas was guilty as charged . . . Clarence Thomas almost certainly perjured himself to gain his seat.”8

In Brock’s opinion, something similar happened in 2018, when Christine Blasey Ford accused another Supreme Court nominee, Brett Kavanaugh, of having sexually assaulted her. Brock wrote that “Kavanaugh’s categorical denial of Ford’s account is not credible . . . people need to see through all the Republican smoke and take his protestations with a heavy grain of salt.” Public outrage, Blasey Ford’s credible testimony, and the presence of four women on the Senate Judiciary Committee were not enough to disqualify Kavanaugh. The Senate voted—50 to 48—to confirm his appointment to the nation’s highest court where not only his legal philosophy but also his ethical and moral stances will help determine cases for years to come.

The #MeToo movement will have to become much more inclusive itself. A few years after Thomas joined the Supreme Court, a so-called affair between the most powerful man in the world and a naive twenty-two-year-old intern also made headlines. Strictly speaking, the case of Bill Clinton and Monica Lewinsky resides in a gray zone, since although many people considered his behavior sexual misconduct, it was not harassment or assault. By Lewinsky’s own account, she began the flirtation with the president of the United States, then forty-eight years old and married, and she consented to their sexual relationship.9 Yet Lewinsky later admitted that she had only “a limited understanding of the consequences . . . I now see how problematic it was that the two of us even got to a place where there was a question of consent. Instead, the road that led there was littered with inappropriate abuse of authority, station, and privilege.”10

As the data will show in chapter 2, even consensual relationships, if they cross hierarchal lines, create problems both for the individuals involved and the organizations where they work. But more salient to the history of #MeToo is that this “affair” renewed interest in President Clinton’s long history of sexual misconduct, including multiple accusations of harassment, abuse of power over women who worked for him, and at least one credible accusation of rape.11

Yet this publicity did not lead to a #MeToo moment. On the contrary, Clinton survived impeachment and went on to have a distinguished post-presidential career as a philanthropist, author, and statesman—while Lewinsky became a global punch line.12 Branded by this incident, she had trouble finding a job for two decades.13 Only in recent years has she found a niche as an anti-cyberbullying advocate and a contributing writer to Vanity Fair, which gives her a platform to, at last, speak as a warrior in the #MeToo movement.

The experiences of Lewinsky and Hill demonstrate that for thirty years after Title VII of the Civil Rights Act became law, not much changed. Predators faced little or no consequence for harassing or assaulting those in their power. While victims faced ridicule, damaged careers, and even organized smear campaigns.

BREAKING THROUGH: ASHLEY JUDD, GWYNETH PALTROW, AND EIGHTY-FIVE OTHERS

What finally forced organizations and the wider public to acknowledge sexual harassment and assault as the crisis that it is? The shift didn’t happen overnight; rather it resembled a slow burn, as a series of scandals pierced the nation’s conscience and rubbed the noses of millions of victims into their pain.

The first breakthrough scandal hit the headlines in 2002, when the Boston Globe ran a well-researched piece on Catholic priests molesting children. Each year since has brought to light further instances of sexual assault inside the Church, where men in power apparently felt free, protected by top leadership, to abuse and rape children. Catholic priests were not the only authority figures that saw their reputations collapse as their misconduct became known. For millions of Americans, Bill Cosby had once represented a kindly father figure, yet dozens of women came forward to accuse him, amid much media attention, of assault. Fox News chairman Roger Ailes and top-rated anchor Bill O’Reilly also drew attention—and finally widespread condemnation—for their sexual misconduct at their company.

Another turning point in public opinion was the election of Donald Trump to the presidency of the United States in the fall of 2016. Many people remember the Access Hollywood video tape where candidate Trump boasted to television host Billy Bush of groping women: “You know I’m automatically attracted to beautiful women. I just start kissing them . . . And when you’re a star they let you do it. You can do anything. Grab them by the p***y.” The election of a man openly proud of being a groper infuriated many women (and men) who had suffered or witnessed such behavior. As the New York Times journalists who covered much of the beginning of the #MeToo movement said in an interview with Variety, after the election of Donald Trump many women “felt angered and empowered to come forward.”14

Yet if all these incidents involving powerful institutions and men lit the fuse, it was a Hollywood producer who set off the explosion. The casting couch has long been a place where women have suffered harassment and assault—with little or no legal protection. Most actresses are free agents, who therefore do not enjoy the protections of Title VII of the Civil Rights Act.15 But when enough famous victims come forward, and when the behavior is egregious enough to command horrified attention all over the world, it’s just not possible to ignore their claims against a powerful predator. It is also possible for a movement to begin.

In October 2017, the New York Times broke the story that movie mogul Harvey Weinstein was a serial sexual assailant. Within a few months, the list of women accusing him of misconduct grew to eighty-seven: he had raped multiple actresses vaginally and orally, grabbed a young girl’s breasts and forced his hands up her skirt during a work meeting in his New York office, ruined multiple actresses’ careers when they refused sex with him, masturbated in front of girls as young as eighteen, ordered others to strip for him on movie sets, threatened to kill one actress for refusing him, got naked and chased other women around the studio, held a woman by the neck while he masturbated in front of her with his other hand, and on and on.16 And it wasn’t just actresses whom he preyed upon: female employees of the Weinstein Company talked among themselves about his behavior and would double up for protection when they met with him.17

The sheer number of victims, as well as the fact that some of them—such as Gwyneth Paltrow, Ashley Judd, and Angelina Jolie—were world-famous and willing to publicly come forward was enough, finally: the #MeToo movement began, encouraging first women, then men, too, to break the silence and shame that previously haunted the victims of sexual misconduct.

It was a long road, starting with the Civil Rights Act in 1964 and feminist scholars and activists in the 1970s, passing through scandals involving a Supreme Court nominee and a president in the 1990s, taking in hard-hitting press coverage of abuse in the Catholic Church and among celebrities in the 2000s, encompassing a howl of pain among many women when yet another sexual predator won election as president in 2016, until finally the sheer undeniable horror of Harvey Weinstein—and the fame and number of his victims—broke through the dam of silence and shame.

THE FLOODGATES HAVE OPENED—FOR GOOD

I read the New York Times every day, and here is what I came across during a perfectly normal week in March 2019. On a Monday, this headline appeared: “Google Approved $45 Million Exit Package for Executive Accused of Misconduct.” As the result of a shareholder lawsuit, the article explained, Google had to reveal that, in 2016, rather than firing for cause a top executive who had groped a subordinate, the company paid him a cool $45 million to leave quietly. The same article also mentioned a $90 million exit package given to another Google executive credibly accused of sexual misconduct.18 Anyone who thinks that crime doesn’t pay clearly should think again; sexual harassment and assault can be extremely lucrative!

Friday that same week, I opened the business section of the Times to see this headline: “It’s the Biggest #MeToo Case on Wall Street, and Someone Is Lying.” The lead article told the story of Sara Tirschwell, a senior executive at an asset manager who accused her boss of having pressured her into sex—and accused her company of firing her when she complained. Both her boss and the company deny her allegation, but discovery is now under way on her $30 million lawsuit.19

Two days later, once again on the front page of the business section of the New York Times, I saw this headline: “Women in Economics Report Rampant Sexual Assault and Bias.” According to the American Economic Association, the article reported, one hundred female economists claim that a peer or colleague has sexually assaulted them. One in five claim they had been subjected to unwanted sexual advances. Indeed, fully half of the women who responded to the survey said they had been treated unfairly because of their gender.20 (This piece hit me in the gut, bringing back memories of how Sebastian’s abuse had wrecked my first career. As an economist by training I can very much relate to the pain of these women.)

What do these three articles, in a single newspaper in a single week, indicate? To me, these articles—which describe predatory behavior that spans years, if not decades—demonstrate that more than two years after Harvey Weinstein’s crimes revved up #MeToo and put it on the front burner (it’s important to note that Weinstein didn’t “invent” #MeToo, activist Tarana Burke coined this term as early as 2006), the movement is still going strong. It is bringing incidents to light that organizations had thought they could sweep under the rug, giving victims a chance at recourse, and pressuring companies and institutions—none of which, surely, want to be the target of a $30 million lawsuit or a negative headline in the New York Times—to change their ways.

#MeToo has not ended. On the contrary, we may not even yet be at the end of the beginning. Yet already there is much good news, as well as bad news, from the #MeToo front—and a great deal of on-going momentum.

GOOD NEWS

The Silence Has Been Broken

Aside from the continuing bravery of victims (such as those listed previously) coming forward each day and the consistent (if belated) attention of the media and the courts to their stories, I’d like to call out that institutions are also abandoning their prior code of silence, or rather, their code of “pay everyone to keep it quiet.” In February 2019, for example, the director of the National Institutes of Health (NIH) issued a formal apology to women in STEM. “The reports of scientists and students shared through the #MeTooSTEM movement portray a heartbreaking story of opportunities lost, pain suffered, and a systemic failure to protect and defend,” the statement said. “To all those who have endured these experiences, we are sorry that it has taken so long to acknowledge and address the climate and culture that has caused such harm.”21

Norms and Attitudes Are Shifting

Five years ago, two thirds of Americans said that a woman who reported being sexually harassed was risking her career. Today, in a sign that #MeToo has made it safer for victims to speak up, now less than half say the same. Today most Americans believe the victims—83 percent of women say that those who report being victims of sexual assault should be given the benefit of the doubt, as do 72 percent of men.22

In the year following the revelation of Harvey Weinstein’s sexual predations and the start of #MeToo, at least 201 prominent men lost jobs or major roles. Fifty-four of their replacements are women.23 As we will explore in chapters 3 and 4, women, too, can be predators and men can be victims, but there has clearly been a change in how companies weigh the risks of putting a man or woman in a top job. As Joan Williams, a law professor at the University of California, Hastings, said, “Women have always been seen as risky, because they might do something like have a baby. But men are now being seen as more risky hires.”24

Jennifer Salke, who became chief of programming at Amazon Studios after accusations of sexual harassment ousted a man, talked about the change in attitudes that a woman at the top brings. “I had
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