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			This book is dedicated to all those who are searching for more, who crave understanding and yearn for support.  

			It is an offering of gratitude to each target of sexual harassment who is courageous enough to say something.

		

		
		

	
		
			Foreword

			When Kirsten Anderson first contacted me regarding a problem she was having at work, there was no way for either of us to know what kind of journey we would take together. As it turned out, the official legal journey took five years, a long time even by justice-system standards. By the time the legal journey finished, my relationship with Kirsten evolved from being her legal adviser to being a friend. In my role as legal adviser and trial Sherpa, my responsibilities ran the spectrum from communications coach and strategist to fashion assistant and cheerleader. 

			Every lawyer has a path to the profession. While my path to the law was accidental, I was lucky to find great mentors who showed me what a privilege it is to represent people who have suffered the kind of trauma Kirsten Anderson experienced. It is an honor to represent people through the kind of process she writes about in this book, but there is nothing routine about it. Cases like Kirsten’s just don’t happen every day. Most lawyers aren’t lucky enough to work with a client like her or on a case with a set of facts carrying such societal significance. The lucky few who participate in such cases experience the practice of law on an entirely different plain. Rarely do they go to trial.

			This book is not a litigation manual. It doesn’t explain how to handle or survive cases like Kirsten’s. However, it does share what I was lucky enough to learn about Kirsten Anderson over the span of the lawsuit against the state of Iowa: a lawsuit should not define the lawyer or the person they represent, but it often clarifies exactly who they are, bringing out their best and worst qualities. That is precisely what happened in my brief time representing Kirsten.

			I was lucky to represent Kirsten not because she listened to my advice, although she did do that, nor because she was a passive bystander in the process. I was lucky to have Kirsten as my client because she embodied my philosophy of life and litigation. People never call the trial lawyer because something wonderful has occurred in their life. They call us when something has happened or is happening to them, and they need help. So, when I talked to Kirsten from the first day until the very end of the lawsuit, my goal was to help her maintain her own sense of who she was and wanted to become. I reminded her often that the litigation could supply a sense of justice, but it could not produce a certain and fair sense of justice. She had to take full responsibility for her life, litigation or not.

			That is who she was the first day she wandered into my office and that is who she is today: a bright and curious wife, mother, and daughter. Though the lawsuit and trial that Kirsten writes about in this book did not define her, they did help clarify those qualities. The legal process surely tested those qualities many times, but Kirsten was resolute and ready for whatever result would come. 

			Lawyers love to tell war stories, tales of heroism and courage in the heat of battle. Funny, those stories always seem to revolve around their own accomplishments. Those are not the interesting stories. The stories I want to hear are like the one you will read in these pages. The nuts and bolts of what happened and how we did it are more interesting coming from the person caught in the eye of the storm. More important than the tales of the process is what we can learn from a person who walked through it, keeping her sense of self and sense of humor along the way. In that sense, this book is for survivors and even those who know, love, and represent them. For it is one thing to espouse a philosophy of life and litigation; it is quite another to actually capture it, live it, and accomplish it.

			Thanks, Kirsten for your perseverance, your dedication, for your faith in me, and for continuing to be a bright light to show others the way.

			Michael Carroll, March 21, 2021

		

	
		
			Introduction

			For Those Who Feel Lost

			It’s the 21st Century, yet we are still bemoaning the fact that people are being sexually harassed, bullied, and retaliated against at work. Change is long overdue.

			As you read these words, someone is suffering persecution. 81 percent of females and 43 percent of males have been sexually harassed in their lifetimes.1 It’s affecting their lives and livelihoods. It’s paralyzing them. And it’s a pervasive problem everyone should care about. 

			The statistics surprise most people. I hope it angers them, too. It angers me! The global workforce employs way too many jerks with little to no regard for anyone else. They use their positions of power and authority to demean others for personal entertainment or benefit. They compromise workplace integrity, reputation, and financial stability. It isn’t right. 

			The stats referenced—81 percent and 43 percent—are also downright sad and frustrating. Clearly this issue affects everyone directly or indirectly. Unfortunately, most people don’t identify sexual harassment, bullying, and retaliation for what it is. They don’t understand how such aggression impacts their lives and their ability to contribute to the workplace or the world at large. 

			I know how damaging these kinds of behaviors can be because I’ve experienced them. I was once a scared, confused target of sexual harassment and verbal abuse who simply couldn’t get over the fact that my coworker and bosses would do and say inappropriate things to a nice girl like me. I shrugged it off, laughed, and even fired back, thinking I needed to prove myself to fit into a male-dominated, locker room-like atmosphere.

			My strategic attempts to better fit in and make it stop didn’t work. They never do. The harassment I experienced eventually escalated to the point of no return. Everyone in the office knew the environment was damaged. They were afraid to say anything because they knew management would do nothing. They were tired of not being heard, so they gave up.

			My story isn’t unique. This problem is hiding in plain sight. It lurks in downward glances, whispers, and gossip. It hangs around water coolers, locker rooms, and board rooms. It creeps into comments that make you blush or feel uncomfortable, yet if the aggression isn’t directed toward you, you feel it isn’t your problem. 

			I’m here to tell you that it very much is your problem. It’s everyone’s problem. Do not look the other way. Do not walk away, and do not say nothing. If you want safe, healthy, productive workplaces, it’s time to step up and invest in yourself and those around you. You can do it. The concepts in this book show you how. They aren’t radical, nor are they complex, but they will challenge you to adjust your perspective. 

			We live in an imperfect world hell-bent on perfection, yet stuck on status quo. Our TV shows portray a societal ideal that is hardly realistic. Cultural imagery projects perfection in all sorts of ways. Magazine covers are littered with airbrushed models whose flawless bodies don’t reflect the average human form. Social media “influencers” show only a tiny peek into their lives—just what they want us to see. The “effortless” photograph really took hours to set up and touch up. It’s imagery management and it’s all fake—quite the opposite of perfect.

			Even the regulations our country’s workplaces abide by are far from perfect. When it comes to labor and employment, federal laws are interpreted broadly. There is little uniformity from state to state, which means keeping track of labor and employment laws regarding workplace harassment is a job in and of itself. Many state laws are vague, difficult to interpret, and behind the times. They are reactionary at best. 

			American society has only recently begun to test discussions about subjects like gender and non-conformity, pay equity, equality at work, family leave, and what all those things mean. Establishing a comfortable attitude toward such conversations takes time and effort. Because of the high level of commitment required, many workplaces resist. They won’t change. They’re stuck in the past, in a time when the world belonged to the “good ol’ boys club.” In that world, equality and respect are laughable afterthoughts. Think of breakroom walls adorned with calendars of bare-chested women. Some workplaces are threatened by change. Why change what has seemingly worked forever? 

			I want others to care about this pervasive problem. I want them to understand the complexities of harassment and abuse. Public reports don’t show the full picture, and targets of harassment deserve to have the full picture revealed. Not everyone has experienced demoralizing behavior that causes them to feel less than, marginalized, or put down, and that makes the full implications hard to grasp. That’s why I’m committed to creating enlightenment through education. I tell anyone who will listen that my mission is to end workplace harassment in my lifetime. Harassment isn’t a joke. It’s no joke because the consequences, as I will explain in later chapters, are deadly serious. Personal, professional, and financial consequences result from ignoring the problems of harassment, bullying, and retaliation in the workplace.

			I am outraged, saddened, and exasperated to know that there are others all over the country who have experienced or are still enduring the ugliness that I went through. You won’t find these people in the headlines or on television crying about their situation. They may work at gas stations, on assembly lines, or on night shift cleaning crews. They work in offices across every state. They are your neighbors, your cousins, your former co-workers. Their victimization happened in the cubicle next to yours and you may not have even noticed. 

			Merely talking about this issue is tiresome, so this book does more than lead lunchtime discussion or roundtable chit-chat during break. This book is actionable. It’s the 21st century, yet we are still bemoaning the fact that people are being sexually harassed, bullied, and retaliated against at work. Change is long overdue.

			A constant stream of people who have been through terrible situations reach out to me. The number one question they ask is how to go about choosing a lawyer. But they also ask a handful of other practical questions:

			1.How do I tell if I’m being harassed/bullied/retaliated against? 

			2.How can I hold my harasser/organization accountable?

			3.How will I support my family if I leave or have been fired from my job?

			4.How can I make a difference in the world and ensure this doesn’t happen to someone else?

			This book will answer all those questions. 

			People who reach out to me also want reassurance and a return to happiness, but that’s harder to address. Happiness is quite personal and how to get there is different for everyone. In More than Words: Turn #MeToo into #ISaidSomething, I share what helped me. I recovered from a deep, dark pit of mental anguish to revive my spirit and create a positive outlook on life. Perhaps my journey will provide some ideas for you. 

			This book isn’t simply for those who have been abused, however. It’s for family members who struggle to understand what their loved one is going through. It’s for co-workers who witnessed a disturbing, awkward, or embarrassing episode and didn’t know what to say in the moment, so said nothing. Time passed and others moved on, but the moment haunts them. 

			This book is also for the jerk who commented in a group meeting about a co-worker’s sexual preferences—all for a laugh—and now realizes it was in bad taste. 

			More than Words is about gaining the knowledge and understanding necessary to create a better world. Keep these questions in the back of your mind while you read this book:

			•How are you treating others? 

			•How are you investing in and showing up for yourself? 

			•What words and deeds are you putting out in the world? Would you say or do them to your mother? No? Then do not say or do it. At all. Ever. To anyone. 

			•Are you comfortable with intervention and confrontation if the situation requires it?

			Each chapter in More Than Words includes a “Think About It” section prompting reflection on the chapter content. Chapters 1 through 11 each conclude with a fictional case study that paints a picture of sexual harassment, bullying, and retaliation in the modern workplace. These case studies are drawn from the many stories of people who reached out to me for guidance and solace. Designed to provoke emotional responses, they also challenge thought and action through a series of “Assess the Situation” questions that allow you to consider how you might respond in a similar situation. 

			This book will make you think, but above all, it is a friendly reminder to people everywhere: love yourself, relish your strength and capabilities as they are, and stop trying to achieve perfection. Rather, focus on your ongoing journey toward improvement, to becoming a better, stronger, more accomplished person.

			We must encourage one another and accept each other as we are. We don’t tell each other often enough how much we appreciate each other. We don’t tell each other how much we value and respect one another. This validation is especially needed by those who engage in thankless jobs for many different reasons. Without validation, it’s easy to feel a bit lost. 

			For those who do feel lost right now: you are not alone. Others care about you and want success for you. 

			For those who feel unappreciated: know you are valued. The frustration, emptiness and loneliness that accompanies that feeling of being unappreciated passes. Taking action helps—action in movement and exercise, action toward self-care, and action as an agent of change.

			For those who feel low, thought you were alone, cried out for help, and toughed it out: know that what you are experiencing is normal. You may feel off-balance and out of whack right now, but you will find your center again. 

			I have experienced all of these lows. It does get better. Know that you are enough as you are right now. You are amazingly unique, respected, and valued. Don’t forget it. And don’t forget to tell someone else how much they mean to you. Empower them to stand up to the jerks they encounter. 

			Although there are plenty of nasty people in the world, I’m optimistic that “jerks” are a dying breed. Through the power of education, enlightenment, and a collective mindset coupled with accountability and consequences, jerks will become extinct. Workplace environments will become safer, more productive, and engaging. Instead of stirring fear and angst, the workplace will become a place to simply do work. 

			
			

	
		
			Chapter 1

			More Than a Victim

			Even when I was being sexually harassed and at my lowest point both mentally and physically, I would never have admitted to being a victim. I didn’t feel weak or oppressed.

			I had never been as nervous as I was on the morning I took the stand in my civil suit against the State of Iowa, my former employer. My choice of clothes seemed small in the scheme of things, but I knew that appearances made a difference in perception, especially in a court of law. I dressed in a plain charcoal-colored suit with white, button-down shirt, black dress shoes, and minimal jewelry—nothing to distract the jury from me and my story. I stopped in the bathroom to collect myself and savor a moment of prayer before entering the courtroom as I had done every day of the trial. 

			I looked in the mirror and forced myself to take two deep breaths and exhale slowly. Sweat beaded through my makeup. A rollercoaster of emotions swept through me and tumbled into underlying anxiety, nervousness, and fear before barreling toward anticipated embarrassment, guilt, and shame. The ride would end with an overwhelming desire to be understood and believed. I had to help the jury see me and hear my voice. 

			On this day, I knew what awaited me in the courtroom: tough questions and admittance of being a person I didn’t like. A person I had tried to forget and was ashamed of. A person riddled with guilt who did what she had to in order to keep her job.

			The county courthouse bathroom I stood in wasn’t nice, but it wasn’t awful either. In that moment, it served as my sanctuary. It held two stalls and an old, sagging couch. The mirror, still intact, had chipped edges and reflected the image of an anxious wreck. I had to calm that image down before I returned to the court room where I was suing my employer for wrongful termination, sexual harassment, and retaliation—all because I complained about sexual harassment and a toxic work environment. 

			I needed the jury to know I wasn’t simply some pushover who allowed myself to be verbally abused over and over again. I was a fighter standing up for what’s right. I was more than a victim. I was a person with hobbies, dreams, goals, friends, and high moral and ethical standards. That all changed after working for five years in a toxic environment. I had changed. 

			I didn’t want the fight, but I was ready for the battle arena. Because it was a battle. The toughest one of my life. My lawyer, Michael Carroll, told me it would be hard, but he prepared me to face it. My case revolved around proving that the environment I had worked within for five years was toxic, and that I had been subject to ongoing objectively and subjectively offensive behavior by those in a position of power. Four years and countless hours of gathering evidence, filing paperwork, and taking witness testimony had built to this moment. 

			Earlier in the week, my former co-workers and bosses testified about their experiences in the statehouse. They talked about me, my character, and my work—all of which had deteriorated over time as continuous sexual harassment, bullying, and retaliatory behavior was doled out to me. 

			Now it was my turn to be heard. I pushed the bathroom door open and stepped into the courthouse hallway, navigating through the hustle and bustle of people arriving for traffic and small claims court or reporting for jury duty. I longed for the comfort of the friendly faces of my lawyers.

			Character on Trial

			The court allowed minimal media presence at the trial, and the local NBC television affiliate won the bid to broadcast live proceedings. Many friends near and far—and people I didn’t know—were watching the live feed from the courtroom. This real-time scrutiny was almost paralyzing. Things I hadn’t even told my husband would be admitted for other people to hear. My deep, dark feelings, my depression, my anxiety, my strained marriage, my participation in inappropriate behavior; it would all be on the record.

			The newspaper, The Des Moines Register, was also allowed in the courtroom to cover the proceedings. My parents attended the trial almost daily, missing only one day each. The courtroom wasn’t packed, even though it was open to the public. I noticed a few young people dressed in business attire taking notes—law students—and some strangers, but otherwise the courtroom was quiet and sparsely populated. 

			The previous evening, I had worked late with my lawyer to review lines of questioning and practice my answers. I knew the defense attorneys would try to chip away at my character. They would try to make me doubt my own experiences by questioning me sternly. It was their job to do that. I saw how they handled previous witnesses and how they handled taking my original deposition. It was uncomfortable. I didn’t want to share embarrassing experiences like jokes about my sex life, but it all needed to come out and be entered into the court transcript.

			I was nervous beyond words. 

			The judge called me to the stand as a witness, and the court clerk swore me in. Mike, my lawyer, started questioning me as we had discussed the night before. I told my side of the story, how I had been sexually harassed for years, and after complaining, I was pushed out of my job when my boss no longer wanted to deal with my insistent pursuit of a harassment-free environment. 

			Sweat poured through my white cotton blouse, and I wondered if my suit jacket would hold up for the next few hours. 

			Mike gave me a reassuring nod. “Let’s talk a little bit more about the office environment. Would you say that the office environment when you worked there at the caucus was generally collegial?

			“From time to time, yes.” I resisted the urge to clear my throat.

			“And when you work long hours in a small office, you get to know each other well?”

			“Yes.” Keep your answers short, Mike had told me.

			 “There were jokes in the staff office?”

			 “There were lots of jokes.”

			Mike continued that line of questioning to reveal that the barrage of jokes occurred in person and by email, and that Al was one of the people who often joked around.

			“Did he sometimes take his jokes too far?

			“Yes.”

			“And did he do that with both men and women?”

			 “He did.” I braced myself. I knew what question was coming next.

			“Did you yourself sometimes joke around?” Mike asked, matter-of-factly.

			“Yes.”

			The questions became more personal, digging at my spirit. Mike gently coaxed the confessions out of me: I joked with Al in person. I joked by e-mail. I raised my voice to Al, and I used foul language in the office. My cheeks burned with shame as well as defiance. The office atmosphere had punched me so often that it had reduced me to this state. 

			Mike drew his questioning to a close. “Kirsten, you testified at some length yesterday and again today about your work experiences in the Senate Republican Caucus. The work environment you testified about was from time to time very unwelcome. What was the price of working in the ‘boys club’?”

			My chest tightened. I knew Mike was going to ask this question, just as we had practiced. I knew how important my answer was to the jury. I drew a deep breath. “I felt it was steep. The price for admittance was steep. In fact, I compromised my integrity from time to time. I didn’t act like myself from time to time. And it was because I wanted these men in the Senate to like me and to respect me. And that’s not right. I think about that a lot. A lot. That was the price.”

			“In the end, what was it, if anything, that allowed you to stand up?”

			“My strong values and ultimately my integrity.” 

			“Do you believe on those occasions in which you complained to your bosses up to and including May 17, 2013, you were exercising your values and your integrity?”

			“Yes.” My reply sounded confident.

			“In your complaints in 2010 and 2012 and ultimately your complaint on May 17, 2013, what gave you the strength to do that?”

			“A couple things,” I replied. I referred to my friend and coworker—whom I’ll call Jan—and the fact that I was a mother. “I have a son. I would never allow him to say these things to other people. I don’t want to raise him that way. And with that in mind, that’s why I made the complaint, the original complaint.” The court took a lunch recess in the midst of my testimony, and I left the courthouse to get some air. I walked across the street to a market that had a deli counter where I ordered a sandwich. The woman in line in front of me turned around as I waited on my order and said with a genuine smile, “I really like your hair. You look very nice.” 

			I was taken off-guard because I was so deep in thought and exhausted from sharing such raw emotions on the witness stand all morning. “Thank you,” I responded. “I appreciate that because I don’t feel like I look good today.” 

			“Well, you do look nice.” She emphasized her words with a smile. 

			The afternoon would be the final stretch of the rollercoaster ride with defense attorneys cross-examining me, firing more of the same demeaning and hard-to-answer questions my way. All of this weighed heavily on me in that moment. The fact that someone, a stranger, had acknowledged me in a moment of such darkness was the sign I needed. She saw me. She saw more than my pain and angst and looked past it. She went out of her way to pay me a simple compliment. It made me feel like more than just a target of harassment.

			I snapped back to life and gobbled down my sandwich before marching back to the courthouse.

			My afternoon testimony was just as rough as I had anticipated. The defense attorney made me read emails I sent to other coworkers to prove that I’d participated in the bad behavior I was complaining about. Reading those emails out loud to the jury was mortifying, yet they proved that I had become so jaded and frustrated over years of working in a toxic environment that I was participating in the behavior I was trying to end. 

			Some emails were typical office gripes about people, and some were catty. I made fun of my boss—the staff director—and mocked his inflated ego. A few emails were off-color jokes that I wasn’t proud of sending but I sent them anyway. Everyone in my office was doing it. I wanted people to laugh at what I sent. I wanted to be included, to be in on the joke. All of those distasteful messages were reminders that I had devolved into a person I did not want to be. Someone who liked to go along to get along. Someone who was tired of protesting and saying, “Knock it off.” That’s what workplace harassment does to a person: it turns them into someone else so they can survive the persecution.

			The defense lawyers tried to make it look as though I was participating in the lewd behavior and therefore, that I encouraged and supported it. I certainly did not, but they only cared that I sent vulgar emails from my work account. 

			The questions from the defense kept coming. As I described the toll on my marriage and my ability to mother my son, tears crept down my cheeks. All I could think about was my flawed humanness and how all the people in this courtroom were there because I made them be there. I made them hear details about uncomfortable things. The ridiculousness of the situation hit me hard. The choice I made to stand up for what’s right hit me hard. For years, I was yelled at, cussed out, shown porn, laughed at, called names, and had my sex life and body parts scrutinized. Now I was being forced to defend myself on the witness stand where I not only had to shine a light on the embarrassing inappropriateness I experienced, but on my own descent into cattiness as a defensive response to the situation. It didn’t seem fair. I felt immense shame and guilt for my intermittent participation and now I was being embarrassed yet again, in a different way, by someone who didn’t really know me or know what I had been through. 

			Vanquish Negative Connotations

			I loathe the word victim because it carries a negative connotation associated with weakness and oppression. Weak never felt appropriate to me or my identity, and it doesn’t reflect what I’m now trying to teach others. Even when I was being sexually harassed and at my lowest point both mentally and physically, I would never have admitted to being a victim. I didn’t feel weak or oppressed. I had been raised as a strong, empowered woman, yet I was being consumed by a toxic workplace culture.

			So-called victims are too often boxed and categorized. People think they know us and pass judgement on us, but they cannot, should not, do so. Any human being is more complex than any one judgement, thought or perception. I want to flip the script on the way we view people who suffer harassment by finding an alternative word for victim. They are—we are—more than that. 

			We are more than what you read about in the news.

			We have families, friends, hopes, dreams, plans for the future.

			We are passionate people who care deeply about others. 

			Reading something about us doesn’t mean you know us. Keep your judgements to yourself.

			We have stories we would like to tell from our own perspectives. 

			We have thoughts and opinions that will resonate with some and surprise others. 

			We have a tribe that cares about us and wants us to succeed. 

			We enjoy privacy and we don’t want to be labelled. 

			We know there are others like us out there. Far too many others. 

			There has to be a better word than victim. The synonyms are no better and there are hundreds of them, like prey, hunted, wretch, sacrifice, and martyr to name a few.

			The word victim has Latin origins (victima) dating back to the 15th Century. It means “one that is injured, destroyed, or sacrificed under any of various conditions.”2 It takes my breath away to think that I was purposefully injured and sacrificed as a victim of sexual harassment. That I had to be fired from my job for someone else to benefit in some way. To think that anyone is sacrificed, or their spirit figuratively killed for another to succeed, makes my blood boil. 

			Let’s change the vernacular. Let’s use stronger terminology that doesn’t leave people feeling powerless. Let’s use the word target, a term that has been tossed around empowerment circles that means “a person, object, or place selected as the aim of an attack.”3 

			Targets aren’t relegated to the Hollywood elite disrespected by highly-paid executives who inappropriately crossed the line. Targets come from all walks of life and from all types of positions. They are doctors, students, waitresses, clerks, dental hygienists, grocers, young, old, wealthy, poor. Targets are people struggling to find their voice. They’re considering whether or not coming forward would ruin their reputation, isolate them from their friends, or get them fired Many targets bravely share with me their stories, their truths. Some even put their careers on the line to do so. Ultimately, targets of workplace harassment want validation—validation that what happened to them was in fact wrong and inappropriate. Like me, they want to create change, not only for themselves, but for others. 

			Don’t treat targets differently than anyone else unless they ask you to, and don’t feel sorry for them. Instead, simply consider the fact that they’re going through something you know nothing about. The best way to help a target is by withholding judgement, offering support, and being an upright bystander who provides intervention if inappropriate behavior occurs.

			Life as a Target Begins

			I became a target within a few months of taking a job as communications director within the Iowa Legislature. During a break in evening debate, I went to dinner with a senator and a man I’ll call Al Schuster, a legislative analyst. Al was a tall, middle-aged man who deployed swear words like salt on French fries. What I thought would be a meal comprised of small talk between bites of burger turned into an embarrassing and awkward situation. 

			“Tell me what your wife does, Senator?” I asked.

			“She’s working and taking care of the kids while I’m here. Four days a week is enough time away, and she says she misses me when I’m at the capitol.”

			“Missing you? My wife misses me, and I live here,” Al piped in. “My wife can’t get enough of me. She is so amorous. Last night, I think we went three rounds before I wore her out.”

			“Wow, Al, that’s something. My wife isn’t what you’d call ‘amorous’ but we get it done—you know what I mean.”

			“We changed the subject quickly!” I declared. “I just wanted to know more about the senator’s family.” 

			“Well, now you know,” said Al. “What about you, Kirsten. Is your manly husband amorous? How many times do you get it on?”

			“I don’t kiss and tell, and I won’t share that with you,” I said.

			Initially, I didn’t think of Al’s crude remarks and coarse language as harassment. Al was just a jerk being a jerk. Everyone else nervously laughed and made excuses for his behavior. Perhaps they were just used to him; he had been around state politics a long time, and he was valued because he got things done.

			I didn’t step up right away either. I was naïve and wanted to get ahead in my career. Like the others, I often went along Al’s unsettling behavior, ignored it, or voiced a mild protest. Eventually, going along broke me down. I couldn’t do it anymore. I was tired of not being heard or taken seriously. Tired of being laughed at or hearing replies like, “Ah, you’re funny,” or “You’ve heard worse,” or “Give it a rest. You women are all the same.” 

			Raising my voice fell literally and figuratively on deaf ears. Eventually, I came to realize that no one wanted anything to change. No one cared about me, my work, or my opinion. If you’ve ever been harassed, you’ll relate. You begin to realize that you’re a token in some way. You’re different or outside the “norm” of the work environment. You might be a brain who is taken advantage of to raise the level of everyone else’s work product. Or you might be female in a male-dominated office like me: a woman viewed as arm candy for someone else. 

			Apparently, that’s what I was hired for, although I didn’t learn about it until years later. My co-worker, Jan, confided that the senate leader who hired me would say of me proudly, “I’ve got my girl now.” 

			“Are you kidding me?” I asked.

			“Kirsten, he wanted to pad his ego and have an attractive woman follow him around the Capitol, hanging on his every word,” Jan said. “Not that you aren’t qualified for your job, but you’re also that girl.”

			I was initially shocked, but in the midst of a toxic environment, it became less surprising daily.

			Changed by Toxicity

			Being a target means you gradually change. You change your behavior to survive the environment, and that forces a change in your self-perception, usually negative. Lawyers deemed my work environment “severe and pervasive,” ripe with objectively and subjectively inappropriate behavior that went unchecked for years. 

			My co-worker, Al, freely shared his thoughts about women’s body parts. “Check out the ass on that lady,” he’d say, pointing to a woman walking by the office window. He’d brag about rubbing up a female coworker’s breasts as he made rude hand gestures. 

			“Everyone knows she slept with the entire baseball team back in the day,” he said of a female senator. “She’s what you call ‘loose.’” 



OEBPS/image/Title.png
NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN





OEBPS/font/AcuminPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Italic.otf


OEBPS/font/AcuminPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/AcuminProWide-Semibold.otf


OEBPS/font/AcuminPro-Semibold.otf


OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/image/More_than_Words_eBook_Cover.jpg
KIRSTEN D. ANDERSON





OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/AcuminPro-Medium.otf


OEBPS/font/AcuminPro-BoldItalic.otf


