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			Author’s Note

			As I wrote this book, I struggled to decide which words I should use to describe people who have been sexually assaulted. I’m aware that many advocates in the anti-rape community feel that the word “survivor” is a more respectful term than “victim.” However, in the criminal justice system, those who report sexual assaults are almost always called “victims.” And in Marty Goddard’s time—the 1970s and 1980s—rape survivors were usually referred to as “victims,” which is why she named her nonprofit group the Citizens Committee for Victim Assistance. In the end, I decided to use the word “victim” whenever it seemed historically or technically appropriate. In all other cases, I used “survivor.”

			Throughout the book, the word “women” is used to refer to both cis and trans women.
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			Chapter 1

			One night in September 2018, I dreamed that I was standing in a courtroom, blinking in the bright lights, with microphones poking up all around me. I tried to speak, but my lips stuck together and my mouth felt crammed with dirt. When I tried to testify about what he’d done to me, all I could do was grunt.

			I was molested twice in my childhood. The second time it happened, I was tortured by a boy, someone I’ll call Hunter, just a couple of years older than I was. In my teens and twenties, I wrestled with my memories of that summer day in the 1970s when the cicadas hissed in the trees and Hunter pushed me through a hole in the hedges. By the time I was in my thirties, Hunter had vaulted himself into a high-level position as a Washington insider. He was involved with global politics, and he had helped to start a war. Still, I didn’t speak out against him. What would it accomplish? For a long time, I tamped down my anger about what had been done to me as a child. If I mentioned the incident to a friend, I’d say, “That was years ago. I’m over it.” My rage had always seemed greasy and salty, like something I binged on when I was alone, in fits of self-hatred.

			But then, in 2018, in the sweltering September of the Brett Kavanaugh hearings, I found myself flashing back to my childhood and seized with anger so hot I felt feverish. I watched Dr. Christine Blasey Ford flinch in front of the microphones, her glasses sliding down her nose. She was struggling to stay calm as she described how—decades before—a boy had wrestled her onto a bed, clamped his hand over her mouth, and nearly suffocated her. Afterward, she locked herself in a bathroom and cowered in there until she heard him stumbling down the stairs. I felt as if she were telling my story, too. I’d gone to the same high school as she had, at around the same time. Though I hadn’t known her, I had worn the same blue tartan uniform she had. I’d hung out at the same kinds of parties and feared the same kinds of boys.

			Like her, I had been a privileged girl who swam at the country club. And like her, I had been the collateral damage. The future presidents, generals, CIA operatives, lobbyists, and justices had to learn how to dominate, how to be ruthless. And so when we were young, they trapped us in a room in a lovely suburb like Bethesda and practiced their craft on girls like us. And there had been no way to defend ourselves against those golden boys, the ones who could do no wrong. Still, we tried.

			Dr. Ford’s testimony reminded me of how much I had thought about protecting myself from violence as a girl. Like young Christine, I’d often worn my swimsuit under my clothes; it wasn’t so much a matter of convenience as an extra layer of safety to give me more time to run away if someone attacked.

			In the 1970s and 1980s, girls were warned that the threat of rape lurked all around us and we had to learn how to defend ourselves. We knew all the rules: Don’t walk alone in the city or in the woods or—really—anywhere. Don’t drink at parties. Don’t be too friendly with boys, and don’t act “cold” or “snooty.” In our driver’s-ed classes, the teachers lectured us about how a car was in essence a rolling rape machine and you should always check the backseat before you got in, because an attacker might be hiding there.

			We girls were put on notice that stairwells, laundry rooms, parking garages, running trails in parks, and the entire world after midnight were made by and for men. We were allowed to share these places, so long as we didn’t get too comfortable in them. The warnings of sexual assault carried inside them an even more demoralizing and insidious message: this world is not for you.

			Now, in the aftermath of the Kavanaugh hearings, I found myself noticing all the man-made objects that seemed as if they’d been created specifically to allow men to get away with sexual assault. There were date-rape drugs, “stalker-ware” software, and car doors with driver-controlled locks. So much technology seemed to be devised to either encourage sexual assault or treat it as a tolerable inconvenience. But had anything ever been specifically invented to discourage sexual assault?

			My attention landed on an object I’d been aware of since my college years: the box that holds DNA evidence collected after a sexual assault, known colloquially as the rape kit. Until then, I hadn’t given the rape kit much thought, but suddenly its existence struck me as both a miracle and a mystery, and I developed a feverish obsession. How could it be that a rape kit existed at all?

			Here was an object invented specifically to help a survivor prove that her attack had happened and to help identify the perpetrator. When the system worked—that is, when police departments tested the DNA swabs and looked for matches in the FBI’s nationwide database—detectives could solve cases that sprawled across hundreds of miles. The Golden State Killer, Joseph DeAngelo, raped and murdered dozens of victims in a spree that had terrorized California in the 1980s. He was finally identified and captured in 2018 because a smidge of sperm in an evidence kit was tested decades after it was collected and found to match DNA taken from the suspect’s car door handle and his trash.[1]

			The more I thought about the rape kit, the more it seemed to be a wondrous device that entered our world from an alternate feminist universe. The technology seemed so threatening to powerful men that I wondered how it had ever come to be. It was part of a system designed, at least in theory, to be wielded equally against a multimillionaire, a media mogul, a Catholic bishop, or a cop. On the face of it, the kit was such a simple device: a cardboard box packed with envelopes for storing biological evidence collected during an examination of an accuser’s body. Many kits also contained swabs, a doll-sized comb, nail clippers, and an instruction booklet to guide the forensic nurse who performs the exam and helps the survivor tell her story. The contents of the kit were mostly items you could buy at the drugstore. And yet, its design was a work of audacious genius. When used as intended, it could reveal the hidden path of a predator. And it could also prevent wrongful convictions of innocent men. The kit reminded me of Wonder Woman’s golden lasso, the one that she used to wrangle criminals and force the truth out of them. It seemed imaginary, and yet it was real.

			I decided to hunt down the origins of the rape kit and find out who first dreamed up this forensic tool. The answer, I thought, might shed light on a bigger question that I’d been mulling over: How does a tool that empowers women ever get built in a man’s world?

			

			• • •

			I began by typing “rape kit inventor” into the search box, and that led me to a Wikipedia entry that said a Chicago police sergeant named Louis Vitullo had developed the first rape kit in the 1970s.[2] This struck me as counterintuitive, because I knew that the Chicago Police Department had been notorious for its violence and sadism at that time; officers had tormented Black men and framed them for crimes, including rape.[3] Why would this same police department have spearheaded the development of a new evidence system that had the potential to overturn false rape accusations against Black men?

			In other corners of the internet, I found a few articles that said Louis Vitullo had invented the kit with some help from an activist named Martha “Marty” Goddard. Vitullo had died years before. But what about Goddard? I became determined to interview Martha Goddard and hear her version of the story. But first I had to find her.

			I began by searching for Goddard’s name in obituaries, gravestone memorials, and funeral announcements. Death almost always leaves a paper trail, so when nothing came up, I became fairly certain that she must still be alive. I collected a string of phone listings for elderly Martha Goddards around the country and called them. One by one, I crossed the disconnected numbers off my list.

			Eventually, after months of research, I would uncover evidence that Goddard—and not Louis Vitullo—had been the one who imagined and built the rape kit and, along with it, a new kind of forensics. In the mid-1970s, she had barged into the Chicago crime lab and asked why cops were failing to collect evidence of rape and child abuse. She wrangled with police chiefs and hospital administrators; she trained nurses; she raised money; and she oversaw the development of what was arguably the first large-scale and comprehensive rape-kit system in the world. The story of how she did that—and what happened afterward—turned out to be much stranger than I could have anticipated, twisting its way through secret files and spy rings, through the Playboy Foundation, and into the tiny rooms of dollhouses. The story also led me, finally, to the mysterious disappearance of Martha Goddard herself.

			

			• • •

			My research into the history of the rape kit and the story of Martha Goddard has stretched on for more than four years. By now, I know so much about her I can visualize her whole life as if it were a movie. When I run that movie in my imagination, the first shot pans down Halsted Street in Chicago in 1972 and along a row of boarded-up buildings, a brick wall painted with a faded ad for Coca-Cola, and a dime store with a steel grate over its door. A taxicab pulls up, and Marty Goddard steps out onto a street, picking her way around oily puddles and piles of trash. With her briefcase banging against her hip, Marty Goddard hurries toward a dilapidated town house with a sign nailed up out front that read, “Metro-Help,”[4] and she disappears inside.

			In 1972, Goddard hadn’t met Louis Vitullo yet. She worked for a philanthropic organization that provided services to poor people in Chicago. A thirty-one-year-old divorcée, lanky and blond, she dressed in a silk blouse and knee-length skirt, and she crisscrossed the city in taxicabs for meetings with activists and community groups. On this particular day, she had just signed up for volunteer shifts at Metro-Help, a crisis center for homeless teenagers. Most of the other volunteers were hippies, college students with scraggly manes and jangly love beads.[5] But not Marty Goddard. She covered up her eyes with owlish glasses and kept her hair short. She didn’t wear much makeup, maybe just a plum lip for a special day.[6]

			Her name was Martha, but everyone called her Marty. She liked hiding inside a man’s name, because it was useful to her. And she wanted, above all, to feel useful.

			At the crisis center, Marty answered calls from the kinds of troubled teenagers who were then called runaways.[7] In the era of acid rock, communes, and free love, most everyone assumed the kids joined a psychedelic circus when they ran off. But as she fielded the hotline calls, Marty discovered the real reasons that teenagers ended up on the streets. One girl confessed to Marty that her father had touched her. Another that her uncle had forced her to do something unspeakable. Or it was the priest. Or a teacher. The phones rang with the news that kids didn’t feel safe around their own families.

			“I was just beside myself when I found the extent of the problem,” Marty said later in an interview. The runaways were pregnant, homeless, suicidal, strung out. As the girls called in and sobbed on the other end of the line, Goddard realized that she had stumbled upon a dark and terrible underworld. So many teenagers on the streets were there because they were fleeing from a predator or an abusive parent. When cops found girls wandering around downtown, they’d charge them with vagrancy or prostitution and send them to a juvenile hall. No one talked about the crimes that had driven those girls out of their homes. When Goddard connected the dots, she began to see the shape of a horrifying crisis: thousands of predators were out there, molesting children and getting away with it. She burned with fury and an inconsolable desire to prove these girls were telling the truth.

			

			• • •

			In 1962, a pediatrician named C. Henry Kempe launched the modern child-protection movement with a paper describing the invisible wounds he discovered when he X-rayed babies and small children. “To the informed physician,” he wrote, “the bones tell a story the child is too young or too frightened to tell.”[8] Kempe had discovered a hidden epidemic of what he called the “battered child” syndrome.

			In 1974 the federal government enacted the first major child-protection law, but information on incest and pedophilia remained in the shadows.[9] “Virtually no literature exists on the sexual abuse of children,” observed the therapist David R. Walters in 1975.[10] And because no one looked for it or studied it or talked about it, no one saw it. A psychiatry textbook estimated that incest occurred in only about one in every million families, and, according to the textbook, incest was the fault of girls who seduced their fathers.[11]

			Even when abusers kidnapped girls and forced them into prostitution, few people recognized this as child sexual abuse. A New York Times article from 1975 provides a shocking glimpse into the attitude of the time. The news story, called “Little Ladies of the Night,” described the nuisance caused by a “14-year-old girl in platform soles and hot pants on a street corner on Eighth Avenue, asking passers-by whether they want a good time. Runaways in New York have created a widespread problem of teenage prostitution.”[12] These girls were jailed on “runaway” or prostitution charges, while the men who sold and hired them walked free.[13]

			Almost no one identified runaway girls as victims rather than as criminals. But after listening to teenagers sob on the phone at Metro-Help, Marty Goddard did.

			

			• • •

			One day in the early 1970s, Marty Goddard called up WLS, a Chicago radio station, and asked to speak to the news department. Gil Gross, the anchor, picked up the phone. In an email that he sent me in 2020, Gross told me about the woman on the other end of the line. She was “tremendously concerned about runaways who were escaping homes because of sexual violence.”[14] Marty Goddard described to him how cops swept downtown streets for homeless kids and then warehoused them in juvenile detention homes. There, the girls were often victimized all over again. They had to fend off guards and other inmates.

			Goddard’s call inspired Gross to launch an investigative news series on the issue. “We were Chicago’s #1 rock station at the time, and though we had a sizable news department of 18 people…we didn’t do a ton of investigative journalism,” Gross told me. But Marty Goddard stirred something in him. She gave a damn, and she persuaded him to give a damn, too.

			She supplied Gross with a list of names and phone numbers of girls who lived at one halfway house as well as of the social workers who counseled them. Working off these leads, Gross put together a series that exposed a hidden epidemic of child abuse in the juvenile justice system.

			Soon after that, Gross was transferred to the network in New York. He fell out of touch with Marty. But even decades later, he still remembered her voice on the phone, her outrage, and how she had awakened in him a new awareness of injustice.

			

			• • •

			But I didn’t know any of this yet, because Gross surfaced much later in my search for Marty.

			At first, I pored over newspaper articles, patents, and marriage records. I was desperate to find clues to Goddard’s current whereabouts. Nothing. Every lead withered into a dead end. Marty Goddard turned out to be far more invisible than any of the previous invisibles that I’d searched out during my years in journalism.

			And then, a few months in, I made a glorious discovery. In 2006, an Arizona college student named Hannah Myers had somehow learned of Marty and interviewed her for a school project. Marty had been in a confessional mood that day. She must have assumed no one would ever hear the recording. Little did she know that the tape would end up in a history archive in Arizona. When a librarian sent me a digital file of the tape, it was so full of pops and hisses and blank spots that I struggled to make out the words. And yet, as I listened to that recording over and over again, I began to understand something of the passion that drove her. And I no longer thought of her as a historical figure whom I’d refer to formally as “Goddard.” In my mind, at least, I was now on a first-name basis with her. She was just Marty.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Marty asked questions that may seem obvious to us today. In her time, though, these questions would have sounded delusional. What if sexual assault could be investigated, and prosecuted, like a murder or a robbery? What if there was a way to prove it had happened?

			At the time, it was still legal in every state in America for a husband to force himself on his wife. Sexual violence that happened inside a house, inside a family, was not considered rape. A woman didn’t have the power to withdraw her consent.

			According to the thinking, a real rape was a “street rape,” and the victim was a woman stupid enough to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. Perhaps she was hurrying home through a dark alley, or in a red-light district, or even just down a lonely sidewalk to a bus stop.

			In Chicago, rape seemed like the arctic winds that would freeze you if you wandered around in winter without a coat. Sexual assault was treated like a natural disaster. Back then, “Chicago was not a city you wanted to venture out into after dark,” wrote the activist Naomi Weisstein. “Rape was epidemic.”[1] In the year 1973 alone, an estimated sixteen thousand victims were sexually assaulted in and around Chicago. Fewer than fifty of these cases went to trial, and only a handful of perpetrators were charged and convicted.[2]

			Newspaper articles documented a culture in which cops played pranks on victims, making them the butt of sick jokes.[3] At least one officer persuaded a woman to strip naked so that he could photograph her wounds as evidence. He then passed the photos around to his buddies, as if they were porn. For a while, a pair of large pink women’s underwear hung over the sign that pointed the way to the sexual-assault unit at a Chicago-area police department.[4]

			When an assault victim reported to the hospital, she’d be asked to take off all her clothes; everything she was wearing, from her underpants to her coat, was considered evidence and would be sent to the crime lab. All too often, police officers seemed to use this forensic procedure as just another way to humiliate the woman. Marty was outraged when she learned that the police officers expected women to strip naked but didn’t provide any replacement clothes. “And if you don’t have replacement clothes and you’re going to take the patient’s underwear and jewelry and shoes and nylons and slip and their dress and their coat in the winter in Chicago.., well, excuse me, but what is she supposed to go home in?” she said. The answer, it turned out, was paper slippers and two hospital gowns—the gowns were arranged so that one opened at the front and the other one at the back. To add to the humiliation, the cops would throw the victim in the back of a police cruiser to drive her home. “Now—gee,” Goddard remarked, “don’t you think your neighbors are going to wonder why you’re in a police car and why you’re dressed in paper slippers and two surgical gowns?”

			Though Marty herself had never been forced to parade in front of her neighbors half-naked, she certainly understood the sting of public shaming, and the way men seemed to know exactly how to make you feel worthless.

			

			• • •

			Marty had gotten hitched to a friend of her brother’s named Bill Shomaker in the 1960s, and though he was nice enough, she longed for her freedom.[5] “The minute you got married it was just like dying,” she said later. By the early 1970s, she’d filed divorce papers, moved to an apartment in Chicago, and thrown herself into politics. She described herself as a “type A” workaholic who didn’t go to parties and didn’t date much.[6] One of her friends from that time remembered her as a “fucking relentless” woman and “in-your-face straightforward. There was no bullshit about her at all.”[7]

			A lot of men didn’t like Marty’s style. But Ray Wieboldt Jr. did. He was the heir to a Chicago department store fortune, and in 1972 he hired her as an executive at the Wieboldt Foundation, a charitable family fund that rained money down on progressive causes. Ray Wieboldt recognized Marty Goddard as an oddball genius, and he was always popping out of his office to ask about her latest ideas.[8] He let her loose to work on her own projects and follow her instincts.

			Marty applied her no-bullshit attitude to everything, and most important, she had the Wieboldt name behind her. She introduced herself everywhere as Marty Goddard from the Wieboldt Foundation, and doors opened for her. When she launched her crusade on behalf of teenage girls, she Wieboldted her way into meetings with hospital managers, victims’ groups, and prosecutors. She sped around town in taxicabs, shaking hands and asking the same questions again and again: Why couldn’t the police ever seem to be able to prove that a rape had happened? Why hadn’t police collected evidence?

			

			• • •

			By the summer of 2019, I still hadn’t managed to locate “my” Marty among the crowd of women with the same name. The country was full of Martha Goddards. So I switched tactics: I’d see if I could locate friends and collaborators from the anti-rape movement who might still be in touch with her. After poring over archival documents, I was able to compile a list of people who had worked with her. At the top of my list: Cynthia Gehrie, an activist who had been Marty’s sidekick back in the early 1970s.

			Eventually, I found Cynthia’s phone number and cold-called her. Cynthia told me she had had lost touch with Marty decades earlier and didn’t know what had happened to her. But even so, she remembered her old friend vividly. The two women met in 1973, when Cynthia was a twenty-eight-year-old field director at the Illinois chapter of the ACLU, and soon joined forces as a team.

			Cynthia and Marty spent hours in fern bars and downtown restaurants; they’d sit at a table at the back of the bar and make it their command center. Both women were blond and slim, and they had to fight off the men who swarmed around them, offering to buy them Harvey Wallbangers or show them around town. Instead, they huddled over their notes and files, trading information, assembling a picture of everything that was wrong in the city, and spitballing about how to find solutions. Cynthia had been pushing to open the confidential files of the Chicago Police Department and give citizens the power to review police-brutality cases. She listened, fascinated, as Marty told her about the way that cops abused sexual-assault victims.

			Marty’s connection with the Wieboldt Foundation had allowed her to interview cops, nurses, and social workers to find out why so few people reported rape in Chicago. But even though Marty thought nothing of bursting into a police precinct to ask questions, she hated speaking in public.

			Cynthia told me that her friend had “a glitch, a kind of non-fluency when she was getting intense in conversation. Not a stutter, but something caught in the breath.” Perhaps this catch in her voice was a remnant from childhood. “I was brought up that women should be seen and not heard,” Marty once said in an interview.[9] Whatever the reason, Marty was so self-conscious about her own voice that she dreaded speaking at political meetings or press conferences. Cynthia agreed that if they needed to make any public statements, she’d be the one to do it.

			So now Marty had someone to speak for her. But what she needed most was a powerful man, an ally with an even bigger name than Ray Wieboldt’s. She had to find a Chicago insider who would let her do more than just analyze the sexual-assault problem; she needed to be given the power to fix it.

			

			• • •

			Lots of people in Chicago felt betrayed and disgusted by the police. Then, as now, the Chicago Police Department had the worst reputation of perhaps any law-enforcement agency in the country. During the Democratic National Convention in 1968, officers stormed the streets in blue helmets and body shields; they beat newspaper reporters, smashed cameras, and even shoved a group of convention-goers through a plate-glass window.[10] Across the country, people watched this brutality unfold on their TV screens: cops rifle butting and head slamming their way through crowds of unarmed protesters.

			A year later, in 1969, the city’s law-enforcement agents rammed down an apartment door and sprayed bullets inside, killing Fred Hampton, the charismatic young leader of the Black Panthers, as he slept in bed.[11]

			This event shook Chicago politics like an earthquake and changed the political climate forever after. Jeffrey Haas, a lawyer who worked with Fred Hampton’s family, wrote that “all of a sudden you had an independent and much more progressive black political machine.”[12] Chicago’s Black voters took to the polls, and their first target was Edward Hanrahan, the “law and order” state’s attorney who had masterminded the raid and the assassination of Hampton.

			In 1972, a reform candidate named Bernard Carey ran against Hanrahan, promising to rein in the Chicago Police Department, its racism and violence. Carey was the most unlikely of progressive candidates, a Republican Irish-Catholic who’d once worked as an FBI agent.[13] Nonetheless, he won the seat with his promise for radical change.

			Once he was in office, Carey discovered just how hard it was to clean up the city’s sprawling law-enforcement network of more than ten thousand officers. The police department maintained a clandestine unit of blackmailers and spies called the Red Squad. (The name was a relic of the 1930s, when the Red Squad had been responsible for infiltrating communist groups.) This secret police unit was so brazen that it even tapped the phone in the Cook County courthouse and listened in on Bernard Carey’s conversations.

			

			
				
				• • •
			

			Carey was stretched in all directions. He was consumed with trying to rein in the police to make good on his promises to African American voters. And then another group of citizens—women—began complaining about the police as well, but not because of their violence. Hundreds of women began protesting the ineptitude of police departments.

			In October 1974, a delegation of suburban housewives gathered before the members of the Illinois General Assembly. One woman wept as she described how she had once tried to fend off a sexual attacker with a fireplace poker.[14] After the assault, she said, she had carefully saved the bent poker and handed this piece of evidence to police detectives. Instead of storing the poker in an evidence locker, a police officer had returned it to her—straightened. The idiot had thought she had wanted it fixed.

			A mother described how her little girl had been molested on her way to kindergarten. The police were already familiar with the attacker, a known pedophile who had infected at least one other child with venereal disease. And yet he was roaming free.

			A nurse explained how medical staff handled rape cases, and in the middle of her testimony she suddenly announced boldly to everyone, “I am a rape victim, myself.”

			Hundreds were demanding that Carey bring change. They were a roomful of privileged women who had done everything “right.” A year earlier, they would have been too ashamed to mention what had happened to them. They might have believed that they’d been targeted because of some private failing of their own. But the lid had been blown off. In 1973, a Supreme Court decision had legalized abortion in the United States. Emboldened by the victory, many in the women’s movement began to organize around the issue of sexual assault. Rape crisis centers sprang up across the country, and the once taboo issue was suddenly very much in the news. Feminist groups criticized the dismal rate of convictions.

			In the fall of 1974, Chicago Legal Action for Women (CLAW) demanded that Bernard Carey appoint a special prosecutor to handle sexual-assault cases, and when he failed to do that, about seventy women from CLAW flooded into Carey’s offices and covered the walls with posters bearing messages like “Wanted: Bernard Carey for Aiding and Abetting Rapists.”

			An assistant, Ralph Berkowitz, rushed out to tell them Carey wasn’t there.

			“You’re lying,” Mary Meyer, the leader of CLAW, screamed back at him.

			Berkowitz got right up in her face. “Don’t call me a liar. Did you have an appointment with Mr. Carey? No, you did not…. Either you leave or we’ll put you out.”[15]

			And yet, around that time, Marty Goddard had been able to waltz into Carey’s office on that very same issue, and he had welcomed her warmly. Marty hadn’t made an appointment. She showed up without an invitation and expected his secretary to shoo her away. But when she announced that she was there to discuss a few of her ideas on how to fix policing, Carey welcomed her in. Why was he so open to her and not the activists from CLAW? Goddard dressed smartly and introduced herself as a representative of the Wieboldt Foundation. She told him that she had been studying the failure points in the sexual-assault evidence system. “He liked my style. It was low key,” Marty later remembered.[16]

			When he met with her privately, Carey admitted that the situation was a mess. “I don’t know what the answer is,” he told her. But after that day, he had a new plan: he was going to let women like Martha Goddard—“reasonable” women—figure out the rape problem for themselves.

			

			• • •

			Soon Carey announced that he was hosting a press conference to discuss a new anti-rape initiative. Cynthia and Marty only learned about the event right before it was scheduled to happen. They hailed a cab and begged the driver to deliver them to the Cook County courthouse as fast as possible—which, given Chicago’s neglected streets, wouldn’t be very fast at all. At Twenty-Sixth Street, the driver tried to take a shortcut through a vacant lot, and the cab got stuck in a sinkhole. Finally, after an hour spent trying to push the car free, they pulled up to the courthouse.[17]

			Cynthia and Marty rushed into the press room along with about half a dozen other feminists who’d been active in the anti-rape movement. Bernard Carey asked who would speak for all of the women gathered there that day. Marty Goddard, terrified of her own voice, demurred. Cynthia Gehrie volunteered.

			A photograph of that day shows Cynthia sitting before a phalanx of microphones, her blond hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looks about eighteen, though in fact she was nearly thirty years old at the time. Journalists yelled out questions. Photographers blinded her with flashes. Bernard Carey explained that he was appointing this young woman at the microphone and her colleague Marty Goddard to lead a citizens’ advisory panel on policing and rape.[18]

			Marty hadn’t spoken a word. But she finally had what she wanted: she was going to be able to walk through the doors of Chicago’s crime lab and fix things.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			In the 1870s, a French criminologist named Alphonse Bertillon proposed a new way to systematize the identification of criminal suspects. Using the circumference of a skull, the shape of an ear, or the length of a pinkie, he aimed to transform the human body into a string of numbers. All of these measurements, when taken together, allowed the police to see every man as a unique code. “The whole work of the police force hinges upon questions of identification,” Bertillon wrote. “A crime has just been committed by some unknown person: the task of the police will consist, first, in discovering the individuality of the culprit…. From the beginning to the end of the judicial inquiry, the only questions to be elucidated are those of identity.”[1]

			In Paris, a clerk in the police department using the Bertillon method might lay calipers along the captive’s left foot, from toe to heel, to determine it was twenty-three centimeters long. The clerk would then rifle through file cards to find every man on record with a left foot of exactly twenty-three centimeters. If there was a file, the suspect would be matched to it.

			By the early twentieth century, some police departments in the United States began to dabble in data collection of this style, but the scientific approach was generally so bookish, so cool and effete, so very European that it was slow to catch on.[2] You could argue that American-style forensics only came into its own after the 1929 St. Valentine’s Day Massacre in Chicago. The gang shooting ended with seven men dead in a garage, their bodies surrounded by shell casings. Shocked by the tragedy, local businessmen hired a team of forensics specialists and helped them establish a lab in Chicago to study the markings on the bullets and the shape of the blood spatters left behind at the crime scene.[3]

			By 1933, the city’s Scientific Crime Detection Laboratory had become a national sensation; that year, the crime lab even produced souvenirs to sell to its fans, including “genuine” bullets from mobster machine guns.[4] Correspondents from around the globe flocked to a vast building overlooking Chicago’s Navy Pier where America’s first large-scale forensic laboratory seemed to promise a new era in policing: instead of brute force, law-enforcement agents would use their wits—and the latest in technology—to track down criminals. “Just as Sherlock Holmes was able to read startling stories in dust, dirt and mud, so are the modern investigators finding clues of major importance in sand, clay, soot, spores and pollen,” one visitor to the Chicago crime lab reported.[5] Sherlock Holmes always seemed to come up in the articles written about the new lab, perhaps because this palace of “scientific detection” had been stage-crafted to inflame the public’s imagination and rebrand the city as a marvel of modern policing straight out of an Arthur Conan Doyle story.

			Reporters who toured the laboratory gushed. In one workshop, a Viennese sculptor massaged a plaster mask depicting the face of a murderer. Elsewhere in the building, a mustachioed toxicologist named Dr. Muehlberger kept a key in his pocket—a single and unique key to a locked room containing poisons collected from crime scenes. Should he be called to the witness stand, Dr. Muehlberger said he would be able to attest that he alone had entered the room and that no one else could have tampered with the evidence.[6] In the ballistics lab, technicians collected samples of every type of bullet and shell casing imaginable; if a suspect had tried to remove the serial number from a gun with a metal file, then the weapon would be dropped into a vat of acid and the numbers would reappear. Physicists traced the pattern of blood spatters. And a phalanx of men peered into microscopes at skin cells and fibers. “A single hair, a charred bone, automobile tire tread, ink prints, shoe prints, rubber heel marks, fingernail scrapings, bits of fabric, in fact any and all human traces convey individual messages to scientific detectives,” one reporter enthused.[7]

			The Chicago crime lab ushered in new and romantic ideas about the power of evidence to reveal the truth. But after its brief and shining moment, the crime lab began to founder—largely because it was connected to one of the most corrupt police departments in the country.[8] In 1960, investigators from the Illinois State Attorney’s Office raided the homes of eight police officers and found mountains of stolen goods, from TV sets to shotguns. A headline in the Chicago Daily Tribune summed up the scandal in five words: “Cops Turn Burglars! City Horrified.”[9] With the police department in disgrace, the crime lab limped along in the 1960s, crammed into the city’s central police headquarters at State and Eleventh Streets, a shabby and underfunded relic of its former self.

			Nonetheless, the lab still enjoyed occasional moments of glory. In 1966, eight nurses were found dead in a town house. Police detectives collected fingerprints from a door, and the microscope lab matched these with fingerprints in FBI records in under a day, leading to a breakthrough in the case and the capture of the killer, Richard Speck, a drifter with a “Born to Raise Hell” tattoo on his arm.

			The case catapulted one Chicago policeman to a blitz of fame. Newspapers across the country printed a photograph of Louis Vitullo holding the killer’s hunting knife, contemplating its handle as if searching for flecks of blood or pondering the nature of evil.[10] In the photo, Vitullo’s face is pudgy and pale, and his hair is mussed. He looks very much like a man who received a phone call in the middle of the night and immediately rushed to police headquarters. The success of the Speck investigation helped to establish Louis Vitullo’s reputation, and he became a powerful voice inside the department.

			Nearly a decade later, in 1974, Marty Goddard barged into the massive doorstop of the Chicago crime lab. She saw few vestiges of its past glories. By now, it had deteriorated into a warren of offices, crowded lab benches, and dusty storerooms. It was the kind of place where the chairs were spotted with grease stains and the tang of burnt coffee stank up the air. Workers pushed evidence carts up and down the halls; the rattling collections of shotguns and knives on those carts were a testament to the waves of violence that laid waste out on the streets.[11]

			As a leader of the citizens’ committee affiliated with the city’s new Rape Task Force, Marty had the power to question employees in the crime lab about the system that they used to collect sexual-assault evidence. She wanted to identify the failure points. Why did the police department drop so many rape cases? And what should they do to fix that? During her investigation, she fell in love with the dusty lab and all of its quirks. “The crime lab became my second home,” Marty remembered later.[12]

			

			• • •

			In the 1970s, DNA identification had not yet been invented. Without the benefit of genetic tools, lab technicians struggled to find meaning in the biological samples collected at crime scenes. So even when the lab workers had a bead of dried blood, for instance, they usually couldn’t match it to any particular suspect. You might be able to determine a blood type—like O positive or AB negative—but that kind of clue was often of little use in criminal investigations.

			Even when sperm showed up on a female victim’s clothing, it might turn out to be useless as evidence. The presence of ejaculate fluid at the crime scene “plays a very important role in establishing whether or not a sexual assault has occurred,” Louis Vitullo and his co-authors wrote in a 1972 book about forensic science. The trouble was that investigators struggled to determine whether there was any semen under the microscope to begin with, and tracing a sample to one particular man was impossible.[13]

			Even more so than technical limitations, the crime lab struggled with politics. When Marty Goddard interviewed the cops who worked there, they complained about disorganization, dysfunction, and turf wars. Sexual-assault evidence was supposed to be collected in the hospital by doctors and nurses, then handed off to police officers for analysis in the lab. But the police and the hospital staff did not seem to understand how to work together.

			“We don’t get evidence,” the cops reported to Marty, placing the blame with doctors and nurses. Whenever a victim arrived in the emergency room bleeding out of stab wounds, medics tore off her clothes in their haste to examine her. The doctors “were cutting through bullet holes. They were cutting through the knife marks,” Marty explained later. And once a shirt or underwear has been slashed by the doctors, “there’s nothing the crime lab can really do because it’s been contaminated.”[14] Hospital staff did try to collect swabs from a victim’s body, but, untrained, they often turned in samples that were worthless.

			Officers told Goddard, “We don’t get hair. We don’t get fingernail scrapings. We don’t get decent clothing evidence.” When technicians in the crime lab opened packages sent from the hospital, they found that slides were left unlabeled and “rubber-banded” together so that the fluids bled into one another. “It’s worthless. It’s just absolutely worthless,” Marty said.

			While the police department scapegoated hospitals, of course, no one had bothered to instruct hospital workers in the proper way to collect evidence. Why had no one bothered? Marty learned that cops were perfectly happy to throw evidence away. It made their jobs easier when sexual-assault cases collapsed before they even began.

			

			• • •

			In 1662, in a small English town, two widows swung from the gallows, put to death for practicing witchcraft. The judge who presided over the trial, Sir Matthew Hale, had ruled that sorcery was not only real but also punishable by law. Hale went on to invent a legal definition of rape, and his seventeenth-century ideas about sexual assault still echo today.[15] He reasoned that a married woman was her husband’s property; the husband, therefore, owned his wife’s body and could lawfully force himself upon her against her will. Hale famously pronounced that rape is “an accusation easily to be made and hard to be proved”—a line that would shape sexual-assault trials for centuries to come.[16]

			In Hale’s time, suspected witches were subjected to tests in order to determine whether they possessed powers of sorcery. When tossed into the water, did a suspect float? If so, it proved she was a witch.[17] By the nineteenth century, doctors had developed similar physical exams in order to determine whether a woman was lying when she accused a man of rape. For instance, her genitals would be examined for signs that she was an honest virgin or a deceitful harlot. In 1868, Reynolds’s Newspaper reported on one such exam of a female accuser. “The surgeon who had examined the prosecutrix…gave such evidence as left no doubt that the prosecutrix could not have been so innocent as she had represented herself to be. [Magistrate] Mr. Cooke said no jury would convict on such evidence, and he should discharge the prisoner.”[18] In this case, it seems, she was deemed to have been “damaged goods,” and thus not a reliable witness. The man she accused was released from prison.

			By the middle of the twentieth century, the forensic exam was still used to determine the moral character of the female accuser. A 1949 textbook on forensics argued that it was nearly impossible to force sex on a woman:

			
				We must take into consideration the fact that the woman has to be overpowered, held on the ground and prevented from screaming, while at the same time her hands must be held or otherwise restricted, and her legs forced open after disposing of her clothes. This, coupled with the fact that she is still able to twist her body, renders the introduction of the penis extremely difficult, even in women used to coitus, and much more so in a virgin where the orifice has not been dilated.[19]

			

			The authors concluded that a woman who had truly been raped would be covered in stab wounds and bruises. If she complained about being forced into sex without showing serious injury, it was understood the woman was falsifying her testimony.

			In other words, sexual-assault forensics began as a system for men to decide whether a woman deserved to be considered a victim at all. It had little to do with identifying a perpetrator or establishing the truth.

			Even in the early 1970s, forensic examination remained a formality, a kind of Kabuki theater of scientific justice. When a patient arrived at an emergency room seeking care after an assault, police officers isolated and cross-examined her. It was then up to the discretion of the examining officers to determine whether she was lying or telling the truth. A Chicago police training manual from 1973 instructed cadets that “many rape complaints are not legitimate…. It is unfortunate that many women will claim they have been raped in order to get revenge against an unfaithful lover or boyfriend with a roving eye.” According to the manual, “An actual rape victim will generally give the impression of a person who has been dishonored”—meaning, presumably, that she should appear ashamed, rather than angry and defiant.[20]

			In their examinations, police routinely asked women what they’d been wearing, whether they’d acted in a seductive manner to provoke an attack, and whether they had enjoyed the sex.[21] Even in those cases when the exam turned up proof that the victim had been violently assaulted, the opinions of the police officers often mattered far more than the evidence itself.

			The new forensic evidence system that emerged in the 1970s was intended to flip the power dynamics of the medical examination. It would no longer be used to shame the person who accused someone of rape or to determine whether she was a liar. Instead, it promised to treat a victim with dignity, as an eyewitness whose body might reveal real evidence of a violent crime.

			You could argue that the most important element of the rape kit wasn’t even inside the cardboard box. This kit worked effectively only when it was used by professionals trained in a scientific system of data collection. That’s what makes it so hard to identify exactly when and where the first rape kit was developed. Its true power came from a new set of ideas.

			

			• • •

			It took me a few months to learn that Marty Goddard had been key to the introduction of the rape kit in Chicago. But once I had established her central role, I began to wonder whether the Chicago sexual-assault kit was truly the first of its kind. Had someone else come up with the idea before Marty Goddard approached Louis Vitullo in the mid-1970s? That question has turned out to be murky and difficult to answer. There was no doubt that Chicago was the first city to widely adopt a standardized sexual-assault forensic kit. But was Chicago’s kit the first to exist in human history?

			I eventually found out that a sexual-assault evidence kit was introduced in Santa Ana, California, about a year before Marty Goddard first walked into the Chicago crime lab. But the kit created in Santa Ana seems to have been a local experiment, and it’s likely that other law-enforcement agencies around the country never even knew it existed. On top of that, the Santa Ana kit was so unscientific in its design that I’m not sure whether it deserves to be acknowledged as the first of its kind.

			In 1973, a California police officer named P. Lee Johnson developed this “pre-packaged” evidence kit to use on both victims and suspects in the aftermath of a sexual assault.[22] Johnson would later become the vice-mayor of Santa Ana; when he died in 2011, his obituary highlighted his reputation as a ruthless politician who once insulted a child at a community meeting and sent out a campaign mailer featuring photos of women in bikinis. Johnson’s political career had ended after his ex-wife accused him of beating her.[23] The obituary didn’t mention the evidence kit he developed, which by then had vanished into obscurity.

			The packet Johnson designed when he was a police officer was filled with many of the standard tools that we would recognize today—collection envelopes and a comb for pubic hair—but it also differed in significant ways from Goddard’s. Johnson’s evidence kit could be used on both the suspected rapist and the victim, with variations for male and female bodies.

			I was only able to find the instruction sheet that accompanied the “male” version of this rape kit. The instructions that accompanied the “female” version of the kit—if they ever existed—had disappeared along with all kinds of other details about how this early system worked.

			So I have only an incomplete understanding of the Santa Ana kit, and yet that’s enough to see that it was marred by the kinds of antifemale biases and unscientific thinking that Marty Goddard fought against in Chicago. The instructions empowered the police officer to collect evidence from the male suspect in this way: “Remove the holder containing the two glass microscope slides. Wipe subject’s penis head across face of the slides. Replace them in the holder. Seal with tape and place your name and subject’s name on the holder.” For a police officer who was too squeamish to handle another man’s penis, the instructions suggested a way out of this embarrassing situation: If the police officer thought the victim seemed like “a sleazy free-lance prostitute” then he could refuse to collect evidence. On the other hand, if the officer did decide that the victim was “pure” enough to be violated, and that a “real” rape had occurred, he had the right to use violence if necessary. The instruction sheet specified that the police officer could overpower and subdue the suspect, forcefully strip off his clothes, and investigate his penis. This was far from an equitable system of evidence.

			Because doctors, not police officers, typically examined women, the version of this rape kit that was to be used on a victim probably included instructions for medical staff. Could a victim, too, be wrestled onto a table? I don’t know the answer to that question. But it’s easy to imagine how these exams must have been terrifying and humiliating for victims and suspects alike. Here was an example of what the kit looked like when it was designed by police officers with little or no oversight from citizens.

			A few years later, in 1976, the police department in Pottstown, Pennsylvania, announced that they had adopted a rape kit in their locality, too. Theirs was also far from scientific. A newspaper article about this new kit included a quotation from a police detective who argued against using it. He explained that to report a sexual-assault crime, he would have to spend “hours” interviewing the “girl,” only to later write her off as a liar. So many girls were “crying” rape, what was the point of looking for physical evidence?[24]

			In other words, even as police departments developed more and better tools to prove that an assault had happened, the men in charge felt it was their right to administer nineteenth-century virginity tests and throw out the evidence when it suited them. After all, evidence could be as politically dangerous as a grenade. A forensic exam might reveal that a police chief had beaten his wife, or that a prominent Catholic bishop had assaulted a child, or that a Black man had been sent to prison for an assault he didn’t commit.

			The evidence stored in a rape kit could threaten the authority of police departments and expose failures in the criminal justice system. So even as “scientific policing” took hold in the investigations of most crimes, all too often sexual-assault cases were treated in the same way they would have been in the seventeenth century, when Sir Matthew Hale warned against witchy women of “evil fame.”[25]

			

			• • •

			After spending time interviewing officers in the Chicago crime lab, Marty Goddard realized that she needed to build a system that would extend the proven methods of evidence collection used to solve other crimes, like robbery or murder, to sexual-assault cases. In so doing, she questioned the “truths” that just about everyone else had accepted: that rape was a unique and “unsolvable” crime; that doctors and nurses were too stupid to collect forensic evidence; that cops were justified when they threw out evidence or refused to collect any evidence at all; and that women who “cried rape” were usually lying.

			Marty’s mind turned to various systems and procedures, and eventually to the idea of a kit that would be specifically designed to help doctors, nurses, and police officers work together to collect and file evidence after a rape.

			Had Marty heard of the rape kit that Johnson developed in Santa Ana in 1973? If so, she never mentioned it. In any case, Marty saw the evidence kit itself as just the beginning: any true advance would have to involve training, resources, and cooperation between police departments and hospitals so that the nurses and doctors knew exactly what kind of evidence would stand up in court. The kit itself was only as good as the data inside it.

			

			• • •

			A major invention is not just a technical feat. It is also a political act. An inventor offers up an almost magical new piece of technology that can be wonderful or terrifying: it might help halt disease, map the ocean floor, replace a human worker with a machine, or kill enemies more efficiently. Every major breakthrough creates winners and losers, those who have access to power and those who don’t.

			In her book The Ethics of Invention, the Harvard professor Sheila Jasanoff describes how a piece of technology can function almost like a shadow government: it has the power to shape the way that we interact with the world around us. An object as familiar as a traffic light issues commands that we obey without thinking. Or, consider the Pill, a contraceptive that lay dormant in pink clamshell containers inside the purses of women like Marty Goddard. That pill had given women new power over their own bodies and allowed them to imagine a life independent from men and marriage. Such inventions, Jasanoff writes, “govern our desires and, to some degree, channel our thoughts and actions.” Technology “rules us much as laws do.”[26]

			The political agendas of inventors can also continue to influence us long after the inventors themselves are dead. Robert A. Caro, who won a Pulitzer Prize for his biography of Robert Moses, The Power Broker, told an interviewer in 2016 that he wrote the book because he was fascinated with the influence that a city planner could have on millions of people.[27] Robert Moses molded much of New York City and its environs into the shape he imagined, designing highways, parks, bridges, and playgrounds. “Here’s a guy who has never been elected to anything and he has more power than…any mayor or governor put together,” Caro said. Moses was “the most racist human being I had ever really encountered,” he continued, and New York remains bent into the shape of that one man’s prejudice.[28] Moses designed the bridges and underpasses on the highway leading into Long Island with low clearances so that it was impossible for a bus to pass under them. The Lilliputian dimensions might have seemed like an accident, but according to Caro, Moses wanted to ensure that buses—and poor people—wouldn’t be able to reach the enclaves of the rich.

			When we drive through a tunnel or climb a flight of stairs, most of us don’t think about who designed the path we’re traveling and how that person intended to shape our behavior. And yet the infrastructure we use every day is constantly feeding us messages about who is important and who is not. In the 1960s, Ed Roberts became one of the first wheelchair-bound people to attend a major American university. On the Berkeley campus of the University of California, Roberts found it difficult, and sometimes impossible, to get inside the buildings that his classes were held in, and none of the dorm rooms were big enough to accommodate the iron lung that he depended on to survive. Together with a band of other radically minded quadriplegics—they called themselves the Rolling Quads—Roberts fought for ramps, wheelchair-accessible elevators, and living quarters designed for people with disabilities.[29] By the 1970s, disability activists had found one another and formed a national civil rights campaign, leading to the passage of the Americans with Disabilities Act in 1990 and many of the accommodations that we now take for granted, like curb cuts and wheelchair-friendly bathrooms. These changes to our built environment made it possible for, say, a blind person or someone with ALS to navigate public spaces. And—almost as important—a wheelchair ramp or a Braille tag in an elevator sends a clear message: this building is meant for all people equally, not just the able-bodied.

			“To argue that certain technologies in themselves have political properties seems, at first glance, completely mistaken,” wrote the scholar Langdon Winner in 1980. “To discover either virtues or evils in aggregates of steel, plastic, transistors, integrated circuits, and chemicals seems just plain wrong, a way of mystifying human artifice and of avoiding the true sources, the human sources of freedom and oppression, justice and injustice.”[30] And yet, he argued, buildings, highways, machines, and tools are not “neutral” objects.[31] They contain inside them a blueprint for how the world should be, a set of ideas about who matters and who doesn’t.

			Marty Goddard understood this hidden power of objects, and she realized that she could use it to change the conversation about sexual assault. She wasn’t going to head out into the street and wave a sign. Instead, she’d sneak her radical ideas into public consciousness by introducing a new technology. She worked almost entirely behind the scenes, often recruiting allies in the most unlikely places—even inside a police department that was notorious for sabotaging its critics.

			Soon after Marty Goddard took her position as a citizen adviser on the Rape Task Force, she befriended an officer named Rudy Nimocks who had just been tapped to lead the newly reformed sex crimes unit.[32] Marty felt an immediate kinship with Nimocks. An African American officer, he’d thrown himself into reforming Chicago’s brutally racist and violent police force from within. Though he wore the same uniform as his fellow officers, Nimocks seemed to think of himself as a community activist. As a teenager growing up in Chicago, he had belonged to a gang called the Thirteen Cats, and he sympathized with kids who ended up on the wrong side of the law. Later, when he worked as a beat cop, he’d deliver groceries to families who lived in the projects.[33] He became Marty’s adviser, coaching her on how to handle the thorny politics inside the department.[34]

			As Marty’s closest collaborator and a rare champion for the rights of women and children in the force, Nimocks played a key role in the development of the rape kit.[35] In her interviews, Marty said she had depended on his advice and help. And Cynthia Gehrie also remembered him as a crucial ally. According to Cynthia, Nimocks told Marty that she had to figure out how to win over the guys in the crime lab; they were the ones who made the decisions about forensic procedures.[36] Nimocks suggested she talk to Sergeant Louis Vitullo, who ruled over the microscope unit. At the time, Vitullo was famous, or at least Chicago-famous, for his work on the Richard Speck case, and he wielded considerable power. She’d need his support to get anything done.

			So one day Marty ventured into the crime lab and poked her head into offices until she found Vitullo. She introduced herself and showed him a written description of the evidence kit that she’d imagined—an entirely new forensic system that would encourage cops and doctors to work together.[37]

			“He screamed at her,” Cynthia Gehrie told me. “He told her she had no business getting involved. She was wasting his time. He didn’t want to hear about this anymore.” Minutes afterward, Marty called Cynthia to vent about being thrown out of Vitullo’s office.

			“Well, that didn’t go so well!” she had joked.

			But, a few days later, Vitullo called up Marty. “I’ve got something to show you,” he said and asked her to come back to his office. There, “he handed her a full model of the kit.”[38] It was exactly what she had described.

			Vitullo is no longer alive, and it’s impossible to know what he would say in response to Cynthia’s account of the events. But several people I interviewed—including a colleague of Marty’s from the 1980s—confirmed the version of the story that Cynthia Gehrie told me. One source told me that Vitullo had pressured Marty into giving him full credit for the invention and that she felt she had no choice but to name it the Vitullo kit.[39]

			Cynthia Gehrie told me that the State’s Attorney’s Office also wanted to take credit for the rape-kit project. Marty Goddard went along with this, Cynthia said, because she thought the only way forward was to present her vision as a collaboration between the State’s Attorney’s Office and the police department, making it clear that men would be in charge.

			

			• • •

			For a year or two after she joined the Chicago Rape Task Force, Marty kept her job at the Wieboldt Foundation. But by the mid-1970s, she had founded her own nonprofit group called the Citizens Committee for Victims Assistance (CCVA). It was under the aegis of that group that she was able to fund the implementation of a new protocol for the collection of sexual-assault evidence along with training programs for crime-lab and hospital staff who would use the kit.

			In 1978, the CCVA filed a trademark for the Vitullo Evidence Collection Kit, ensuring that it was branded with the police sergeant’s name.[40] For years, the newspapers called her invention the “Vitullo kit.”[41] When he died in 2006, an obituary in a local paper celebrated him as the “man who invented the rape kit.”[42] His wife, Betty, was quoted saying that her husband was “proud of [the rape kit] but he didn’t get any royalties from it.” The piece hailed Vitullo for pioneering a new forensic method that transformed the criminal justice system. There was no mention of Marty at all.

			

			• • •

			I still remember, vividly, the day I first made contact with Cynthia Gehrie on the phone. Cynthia told me emphatically that everyone had it wrong: Louis Vitullo did not invent the rape kit. She remembered how her friend Marty had conceived of the kit itself as well as the training and tracking system that would be built around it. Certainly, Vitullo had contributed technical know-how. But he had also been an impediment; Marty had to manage him, to coax him into putting his imprimatur on the kit, and to wait out his tantrums. All these years later, Cynthia’s outrage was still fresh, and she was able to recount her story vividly. The sound of Marty’s voice still echoed in her memory.

			I’d been reporting on invention for fifteen years. I had even written a book about the way new technologies come into existence.[43] I’d interviewed dozens of inventors, and I knew that they often dreamed up technical ideas for the same reason that other people march in the streets: they saw a problem, and they desperately wanted to fix it. Marty’s story fell into a pattern I’d seen over and over again: the best ideas almost always come from those with skin in the game.

			The bioengineer Ridhi Tariyal devised a groundbreaking method to test menstrual blood and monitor women’s reproductive health because she herself had looked for a way to test her own fertility; when she found out that the tool she had imagined did not exist, she set out to build it herself.[44] Louis Braille, who was blinded as a child, had suffered terribly because he wasn’t able to read books. Blind people, he once wrote, “do not need pity…. We must be treated as equals—and communication is the way we can bring this about.”[45] Louis Braille turned words into pockmarks on the page, making it possible for the blind to read through their fingers. He—and not a sighted person—was uniquely suited to radically rethink print technology.

			It seemed logical, then, that the most effective inventor of a sexual-assault forensics system would be a woman. And it also seemed cruelly inevitable that a man would be the one to receive the credit.

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			When Marty Goddard pushed reforms on the police department, she did so at the risk of her own safety. Even while she dressed up in skirt suits and shook hands with police officers, a few of them were quite possibly trying to ruin her. Without a doubt, the Red Squad spied on her.

			Back then, the Chicago Police Department was rotten with thugs, white supremacists, racketeers, blackmailers, and sadists. Today, in the Chicago Police Torture Archive, thousands of documents tell the horrifying story: from the 1970s through the 1990s, the city’s cops electrocuted, framed, spied on, and burned people whom they perceived as threats.[1] Jon Burge and his “midnight crew” abducted Black men, threw typewriter bags over their heads, and suffocated them—all of this to elicit false confessions.

			Some victims turned to the Afro-American Patrolmen’s League for help. The organization received letters of complaint from citizens—now preserved for posterity—that offer up heart-wrenching glimpses of the way police tormented Black people in particular. For instance, one woman from the South Side reported that a police officer had called and harassed her, a single mother, in the middle of the night. “These ‘raids’ on my home are very distressing,” she had said. “The last such call to my home was made on 2.30 a.m. March 21, 1971. I have also had my telephone number changed three times with[in] the last year.”[2]

			In another archive—housed at the Chicago History Museum—reams of files also document police brutality and corruption in the city.[3] In the early twentieth century, the Chicago Police Department established a covert force, then called the Industrial Unit. Their mission was to break up labor unions and collect dirt on “anarchists”; by the 1950s, the secret police force had been renamed the Red Squad, and its mandate was to spy on activists perceived to be “communist.”[4] By the 1970s, the Red Squad had grown into a large and organized force consisting of dozens of operatives who infiltrated neighborhood housing groups, the Black Panthers, the League of Women Voters, and most especially anyone who complained about police brutality.[5] The Red Squad strong-armed and tormented perceived enemies—bugging the offices of the cities’ progressive politicians and organizers. The department collaborated with a seamy underground of white-supremacist and paramilitary groups with comic-book names like the Legion of Justice—which “carried out a series of break-ins, trashings, and assaults on antiwar groups, often under the approving gaze of Chicago police officers parked nearby in their squad cars,” according to George O’Toole, a journalist who reported on the Red Squad’s activities at the time.[6]

			

			• • •

			One day, after a meeting at the Women’s Advertising Club of Chicago, Marty Goddard stepped out onto Michigan Avenue and noticed a man lurking behind her. She wondered how long he had been following her. As she waited for her bus to arrive, the man skulked around, circling her, watching. She stared at him pointedly, as if to say, “I see you.” He ducked behind a tree, peered around it, pointed his camera at her, and snapped a picture. Just then, the bus pulled up. Marty jumped onto it. He pursued, running onto the bus behind her. She threaded her way through the other passengers, shoving herself at the back door. She jumped out, landing on the sidewalk again. As the bus groaned and pulled away, she glanced up and saw the man at the bus window, staring directly at her.[7]

			Shaken, Marty called Cynthia Gehrie. Marty hadn’t yet heard of the Red Squad.[8] Cynthia, who’d investigated police abuses for the ACLU, knew all about it. She told Marty that the man with the camera was probably a Red Squad operative.

			So now Marty worried that the Red Squad was building a file on her. She appealed to a friend in the police department—probably Rudy Nimocks—for help. He let her read the file they had on her, but couldn’t let her touch or copy it. Had she not seen that file, she said, “I never would have believed it. These goons went to [activist] meetings and then they’d make up stuff that you never said.”[9]

			In 1975, a court ordered that the Red Squad be shut down and all of its secret documents be seized. But before the court order went into effect, members of the Red Squad torched upward of 100,000 files, blaming the destruction on a warehouse fire.[10] Marty heard that her own file had been among the thousands that burned.[11]

			Today, what’s left of the Red Squad files is housed in the Chicago History Museum, and the documents are available to researchers.[12] Despite the fire at the warehouse, thousands of pages of documents have survived, including more than a hundred pages of surveillance reports on the women’s liberation movement in Chicago.[13] Mostly, these files stick to the facts, reporting on the numbing grind of meetings, self-defense classes, and protests as well as political theory drawing on the work of Marx, Engels, and Simone de Beauvoir. But the spies—apparently growing bored with the day-to-day reality of the women’s movement—sometimes spiced up the records with pornographic fiction.

			According to one eye-popping file, a Red Squad officer stopped a woman on Halsted Street at midnight. Under his questioning, she confessed that she had just emerged from a secret meeting in a squalid apartment, where women revolutionaries lolled on the floor while filthy dogs and cats wandered around them. The feminists had convened to plot violent attacks that would establish their credentials as a real revolutionary movement. Then—according to this report—the meeting devolved into a wild lesbian orgy with couples pleasuring each other everywhere, even in the hallway.[14]

			When Red Squad spies couldn’t find any dirt on activists, they invented salacious stories that could be used for blackmail—or maybe just for their own titillation.

			

			• • •

			Marty worried about the goons in the Red Squad who stalked her, but at the time she had a problem even bigger than the secret police: she was a divorcée with bad credit. After she shed her married name, she lost the use of all the joint credit cards she’d shared with her former husband, Bill Shomaker. When she tried to open new accounts under her own name, she was denied: at that time, credit card companies banned anyone with a female name from securing her own line of credit, and no laws yet existed to prevent the discrimination.[15] For a single woman, even the most basic financial transactions—renting an apartment or buying a pair of pants—could be an exhausting challenge.

			As an executive at the Wieboldt Foundation, Marty needed to dress the part in order to be taken seriously: in suit jackets and knee-length skirts, silk shirts with mannish ties and military-style collars. “All my money went to clothes,” Goddard later recounted. Those suits were her passport into the world of power, into the rooms where decisions were made.[16]

			But without credit, how was she to buy them? “I had to go to my boss [at the Wieboldt Foundation] and ask him for time off,” Marty recounted. She made appointments at stores like Stevens and Marshall Field’s, then spoke to managers and convinced them that she worked a well-paying job and deserved the store credit to match. A few times, she asked to borrow her ex-husband’s card. “It was so embarrassing,” she remembered.

			Finally, she managed to finagle an American Express card under the name “Marty Goddard”; the company had apparently assumed that “Marty” was a man. With her new credit card and her income from the Wieboldt Foundation, Marty acquired a closetful of professional suits. And yet she was still consumed with money problems.

			The Chicago crime lab had granted Marty permission to manufacture the rape kits she envisioned and launch a pilot program, but the lab wouldn’t underwrite the new project. So Marty’s nonprofit, the CCVA, would have to raise the funds to make the program a reality. Marty needed to buy thousands of printed cardboard boxes, along with test tubes, slides, combs, sterile nail clippers, and packaging materials.

			Although the kit itself received most of the press’s attention at the time, her system went far beyond a cardboard box. Marty planned to set up training programs at hospitals and in police departments so that everyone who handled the kit understood how to collect and preserve biological samples. She envisioned a network of professionals across the state of Illinois—and eventually the country—all of whom used the same set of procedures and who had been trained to treat the victim with respect. That was going to be expensive.

			How was she going to raise the thousands of dollars she needed? She couldn’t expect help from Chicago’s best-known philanthropists, the sorts of wealthy ladies and gentlemen who frequented country clubs and thought it gauche to utter the word “rape” in public. That left only one choice.[17]

		

	
		
			Chapter 5

			In 1968, Hugh Hefner—then America’s reigning king of porn—made his mark on the Chicago skyline.[1] After leasing an iconic Art Deco building on Michigan Avenue for an office, he hired workmen to haul nine-foot-high neon letters to the top of the building. When the power was switched on, a new word scalded the night sky: “P-L-A-Y-B-O-Y.” Hefner’s hold over American culture in the late 1960s and the 1970s was vast.[2] Gentlemen sidled into Playboy Clubs for three-martini lunches served by waitresses in bunny ears; at every newsstand, girlie magazines peeped out of cardboard sleeves that hid the naughty bits; and celebrities swanned in and out of Hugh Hefner’s Playboy Mansion for debauched fundraising parties.

			For Hefner, building a business empire wasn’t nearly enough: he dreamed of changing minds and ushering in a new era of sexual freedoms. In 1965, he set up a private foundation that would shower money on his pet causes, which included pushing for laws that gave women more autonomy.[3] On the face of it this might have seemed like a surprising choice for a mogul who dressed cocktail waitresses in stiletto heels and cottontails. But Hefner’s vision of utopia depended upon a new generation of hot-to-trot women who chose to be single. His ideal playmate was liberated and eager to explore her own sexuality—exactly the sort of financially and biologically empowered heroine whom Helen Gurley Brown described in her best seller, Sex and the Single Girl.[4]

			Hefner once told a reporter that the Playboy Foundation would “handle the kinds of problems that the Fords or Rockefellers are reluctant to hand out money for.” He became an early champion of abortion and birth control.[5] In 1973, his foundation provided the seed money to launch the ACLU’s Women’s Rights Project, which was then led by a little-known lawyer named Ruth Bader Ginsburg.[6]

			The Playboy Foundation also bankrolled Metro-Help, the support center for street kids; while volunteering there, Marty met a woman named Margaret Standish who worked for Hefner’s foundation and helped to make funding decisions.

			When Marty couldn’t find any conventional support for her rape-kit pilot program, she turned to her friend Margaret. “I decided we had to put aside our feelings for objectification of women in [Playboy] magazine,” Marty later said.[7] She applied for a donation of $10,000 from the Playboy Foundation—the equivalent of more than $50,000 today.[8] She got it.

			And on top of that, Margaret Standish put the resources of Hef’s empire to work for Marty. Together, they planned glamorous fundraising events at the Playboy Mansion. And Margaret recruited Playboy’s graphic designers to create the packaging for the kit. After the cardboard boxes were printed and delivered flat, Marty needed volunteers to help assemble them. Margaret came up with a creative solution: old ladies.

			“I’ve got this great idea, Marty,” Margaret Standish said.[9] “Everybody just loves the Playboy bunny…and these older women…they want to do something.” So one day a crowd of senior citizens showed up at the Playboy offices to drink free coffee and put together evidence boxes.

			

			• • •

			In 1978, Marty Goddard delivered standardized rape kits to twenty-five hospitals in the Chicago area for use in the pilot program she had designed—“the first program of its type in the nation,” according to a wire service story.[10]

			The New York Times announced that the “innocuous-looking” box heralded a revolution in forensics. Each kit cost the hospital less than $3 and contained—along with the slides, swabs, and collection devices for hair and fingernails—a card for the victim, providing her with information about where to seek counseling and further medical services. The kits also included forms that were to be signed by doctors, nurses, and police officers as well as “sealing tape and a pencil for writing on the slides. Anyone who handles the box must put his or her signature on printed spaces on the kit’s cover.”[11] The signatures were perhaps the most important feature of the kit, because they ensured that medical workers and police officers could be held accountable if they destroyed evidence.

			Marty Goddard herself organized and ran training sessions, overcoming her terror of public speaking to do so. “It was standing room only in the auditorium as nurses, doctors and social workers asked detailed questions about how to fill out the forms, prepare specimens and counsel victims,” according to the Times story. An ER doctor named Marshall Segal praised the system for creating a shared language that brought “a whole community…together—the hospitals, the police and the patients.”[12]

			Marty Goddard published a pamphlet she called What You Need to Know About Rape. She planned a massive outreach campaign to Girl Scout, Camp Fire Girl, 4-H and church groups, as well as school counselors, women’s clubs, and corporate workplaces. She wanted to reach all potential victims and let them know that they had the right to a police investigation.[13]

			By the end of 1979, nearly three thousand kits had been filed with the police in Chicago. One of them had been submitted by a female bus driver who’d been abducted and raped by a twenty-eight-year-old man named William Johnson. A newspaper story credited the Vitullo Evidence Collection Kit, a blue-and-white box filled with “meticulously labeled microscopic slides, swabs, and other bits of physical evidence,” with winning the case on behalf of the prosecution in court. Johnson was sentenced to sixty years in prison. A study cited by the Chicago Tribune showed that before the kit was available, nearly a third of all evidence collected from rape victims had to be thrown out because of mistakes made; afterward, only about 2 percent of the evidence collected was ruled inadmissible.[14]

			Marty’s system was so effective that New York City decided to copy it, launching its own Chicago-style program in 1982.[15] A doctor named Ellen D. Doherty, quoted in a piece in The New York Times, described the new forensics system as a game changer for sexual-assault cases because juries were more likely to believe a survivor who could back up her story with physical evidence in the kit. “I explained all about our rape evidence kit, how we use it,” Doherty said, “and we won.”[16]

			Marty had pioneered a new way of thinking about prosecuting rape. Now, in a growing number of cities across the country, when a victim testified, she no longer did so alone. Doctors, nurses, and forensic scientists were there to lend validity to her version of events. And the kit itself became a character in the trials.

			

			• • •

			Why did Marty Goddard agree to give the rape kit Vitullo’s name, and even go so far as to file a trademark for the “Vitullo kit,” thus ensuring that the system she’d built would be credited to him? My guess is that she did it for strategic reasons. Not only would she smooth things over with Louis Vitullo, but also his name lent authority and gravitas to the kit; under Vitullo’s imprimatur, the kit was more likely to be taken seriously as a piece of scientific technology.

			As the historian Autumn Stanley pointed out, people associate men with technological development, not women.[17] As evidence of this attitude, Stanley cited the anthropologist George Murdock, who wrote in 1973 that “activities that are strictly feminine, e.g., nursing and infant care,…fall outside the range of technological pursuits.”[18] Stanley observed that a revised history of technology—taking into account women’s contributions—would require us to redefine technology itself to include all sorts of “unimportant” inventions like baby cribs, menstrual pads, food preservation techniques, and sports bras.

			So how do we talk about gender-neutral technology when even the word “technology” is treated as a synonym for “stuff that men do”? We have to start by becoming aware of our blind spots, all that we’ve edited out from the history of technology and invention, including the contributions made by women and people of color.

			And we also need to recognize how the theft of valuable ideas has been built into our intellectual property (IP) system from its very beginnings. When the U.S. patent system was born in the eighteenth century, it was impossible for most women and Black men to protect their own intellectual property. As a result, all of the world’s ideas were up for grabs by the privileged few. Paradoxically, the patent system itself offers up evidence of this historical theft; it is a sort of crime scene covered in the fingerprints of thieves.

			Take, for example, the case of Thomas Masters and his wife, Sybilla. In the early eighteenth century, Sybilla drew up blueprints for a corn-processing machine, and she tried to file for a patent. But the coverture laws of that time prevented a married woman from owning property, including any intellectual property created in her own imagination.[19] And so it was that Thomas Masters filed a patent on “a new invention found out by Sybilla, his wife.”[20] When Sybilla became the first person in the American colonies to receive a technological patent on a machine, her husband owned the intellectual property.[21] Wives were themselves the property of their husbands, and so was anything they made or thought. Marriage gave a man dominion of his wife from her brain right down to her genitals.

			And yet misogynists of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries often trotted out the patent system—and its long lists of male names—as proof of female inferiority. If women were the equal of men, why was there no female equivalent of Archimedes or Benjamin Franklin? In 1764, the philosopher Voltaire wrote, “There have been very learned women as there have been women warriors, but there have never been women inventors.”[22]

			In 1870, the New York State Woman Suffrage Association fought back in a pamphlet written by Matilda Joslyn Gage titled Woman as Inventor.[23] Gage outlined all the legal, financial, and practical barriers that prevented women from claiming their ideas. Even if a woman “were successful in obtaining a patent,” she wrote,

			
				what then? Would she be free to do as she pleased with it? Not at all. She would hold no right, title, or power over this work of her own brain. She would possess no legal right to contract, or to license any one to use her invention…. Her husband could take out the patent in his own name, sell her invention for his own sole benefit, give it away if he so chose, or refrain from using it, and for all this she would have no remedy.[24]

			

			And yet despite all of these difficulties, hundreds of wonders sprang from the female mind, technological breakthroughs that ranged from a fire escape to a deep-sea telescope to a widely used machine that folded paper bags.[25]

			

			• • •

			From its very inception, the patent system put up a gender line that most women couldn’t cross. It also had a color line. In 1790, a law decreed that only U.S. citizens could file patents in the United States, which effectively established a ban on almost all Black invention, because enslaved people had no citizenship rights. When the Supreme Court ruled on Dred Scott v. Sandford in 1857, it definitively ripped away citizenship rights from all African American people in the United States. As noncitizens, both enslaved and free Black people could not engage with the patent system to claim their own IP.

			Even so, some slaveholders tried to file patents on the inventions of Black people. In the 1850s, an enslaved blacksmith named Ned invented a plowing system that allowed one man to do the work of four. As a noncitizen, Ned couldn’t file a patent on the laborsaving device, but that didn’t stop Ned’s owner, Oscar J. E. Stuart, from trying to profit off the plow. Stuart argued that since he owned Ned, he should own all the contents of Ned’s mind. “I presume that no one could rationally doubt, that in legal contemplation, the master has the same right to the fruits of the labor of the intilect [sic] of his slave, that he has to those of his hands,” Stuart wrote in a letter to the secretary of the interior.[26]

			Stuart fretted that Ned himself might claim the patent on his idea, sell it, and buy his way to freedom. Writing to a friend of his, Stuart spun out his paranoid fantasy: should Ned walk into the patent office with his design and try to file a claim himself, Stuart would “correct” him “according to our Southern usage.”[27] Stuart, in other words, would have whipped Ned to near death.

			It was a moot point. The patent office ruled that because an enslaved person like Ned had no citizenship rights, he could not hold a patent of any kind—nor could anyone else own the intellectual property that he created. So Stuart was also not able to legally pilfer the inventions that flowed from Ned’s mind. But make no mistake about it: even if the lords of the plantation couldn’t directly claim inventions generated by enslaved people, they could take these ideas by force.[28] Stuart might not have won the protection of the patent, but he manufactured and sold Ned’s plow anyway.

			Stuart was just one of many Confederates to steal the brainpower of Black people. It is now generally acknowledged that an enslaved man named Jo Anderson designed or co-designed one of the blockbuster technologies of the nineteenth century: a mechanical harvesting machine.[29] Jo Anderson had been gifted to his master’s son as an infant, and the two grew up together, one enslaved to the other. As adults, they collaborated on the invention and prototyping of the machine. The white man patented the McCormick reaper, profited from it, and named it after himself.

			

			• • •

			During the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, almost all of the patentable ideas generated by African American and female originators could be appropriated by a small group of wealthy white men, so the U.S. patent system became one of the prime tools of extractive capitalism.

			The story of the tampon offers a revealing glimpse into this kind of technical theft. In ancient times, women had tinkered with solutions to their menstrual problems by developing early versions of pads, tampons, and pain cures. In Egypt in the fifteenth century BC, women found creative uses for papyrus, while their counterparts elsewhere in Africa and in Asia experimented with absorbent moss. Centuries later, the nurses of World War I repurposed cellulose bandages.[30]

			In the 1920s, Lillian Gilbreth, a visionary of industrial psychology and one of the first female engineers with a PhD in the United States, decided to reinvent the sanitary pad once again.[31] While working for Johnson & Johnson, she recognized that the best ideas came from consumers, so she polled more than a thousand women about their frustrations with menstrual products and asked them to describe their ideal pad.

			Gilbreth gathered lists of the hacks and alterations produced by the users themselves. Her research showed that women had been altering the pads they bought to fit their own bodies: for instance, one Smith College student imagined a discreet pad called the Invisos that would allow a Jazz Age flapper to dance in a clingy dress without showing any embarrassing lumps or bumps. Gilbreth also learned customers hated the way that the pads were marketed; companies had been manufacturing diaper-like products with names like the Flush Down Ideal and the S.S. Napkin. Johnson & Johnson used these insights as the inspiration for new product lines.

			Several years ago, while working on a story for The New York Times, I dug through the records of two hundred patents for tampons that have been granted since 1976. I found that despite this long history of traditional folkways and women’s innovation, three out of every four of the inventors who owned the patents were men. These men exerted an enormous amount of control over the look and feel of menstrual products, and reaped most of the profits, in a market now valued at about $40 billion.[32]

			All of this may help to explain why Marty Goddard seemed to collaborate in her own erasure when she filed a trademark on the “Vitullo kit.” The rape kit, with its official blue-and-white packaging and its stamps and seals, functioned as a theatrical prop as well as a scientific tool. The victim in the witness box, weeping as she recounted how her husband tried to kill her, could sound to a judge and jury like a greedy little opportunist. But then a crime-lab technician would take the stand and show them the ripped dress, the semen stains, the blood. When a scientist in a lab coat affirmed the story, it seemed true. And the evidence seemed even more valid because the box that contained the evidence bore Vitullo’s name.

			

			—

			Marty was realistic about how the world worked. She knew that his name could open doors—and hers couldn’t. I suspect this choice was strategic on her part, to ensure her ideas could have a far wider reach. She once said that she didn’t identify with the feminists who yelled and screamed.[33] Marty Goddard preferred women who got things done quietly—the ones who said we need to “find out what the problem is [so that] we can address and fix [it].”[34] Erasure was the stealthier route to power.

		

	
		
			Chapter 6

			In the summer of 2019, I was puzzling over a bizarre newspaper article that seemed to hold clues to Marty Goddard’s whereabouts. The story, which had appeared in CNN in 2015, echoed the usual praise for Vitullo’s genius. It mentioned Marty briefly, referring to her as a sort of assistant to Vitullo, someone who “embarked on a pavement-pounding odyssey to make the kit a reality.”[1]

			The reporter who’d written the story, Jessica Ravitz, had managed to find Marty and interview her over the phone, but the conversation must have been so strange that Ravitz had decided not to use any direct quotations from Marty. “[Goddard] says she doesn’t own a television or a computer, and she no longer subscribes to any newspapers,” Ravitz had written. What the hell did that mean? I read the sentence over and over again, trying to imagine a scenario in which a political warrior like Marty Goddard would be cut off from the news.

			This was the last “sighting” of Marty I could find. It sounded as if she were trapped in a nursing home or mental institution, perhaps lost in a fog of dementia. Someone like that would be almost impossible to contact—unless I could find the family members who had put her in that institution.

			I was terribly worried about her. What the hell had happened to Marty Goddard? Did she have people looking out for her, or had she just been dumped somewhere?

			I could have reached out then to Jessica Ravitz, the CNN journalist, to find out if she still had the phone number she had used to contact Marty in 2015. But somehow, I put off doing that. Perhaps my pride got in the way. I thought I should be able to piece together the clues myself, without riding on the efforts of another journalist. And in any case, I was soon distracted by a chilling new revelation about Marty Goddard.

			

			• • •

			One sweltering day in September 2019, I was sitting in my car in a dirt parking lot shaded by hemlock trees. I’d just settled into the driver’s seat after a long hike, and I was blasting the AC as I glanced down at my phone to check for messages. That’s when I noticed that Cynthia Gehrie had sent me several emails in the last hour.

			A few days before, I’d given Cynthia a list of minor queries that I hoped might help me find Marty. For instance, I’d wanted to know if Cynthia remembered the exact addresses where her friend had lived during the late 1970s and the 1980s.

			When I opened the first email from Cynthia, it started off normally enough. Cynthia answered my question about Marty’s whereabouts, saying she had visited Marty in a lakeside apartment tower in the late 1970s. Several years later, Marty lived in a suburban house that belonged to a wealthy man who owned several properties. Cynthia remembered a dinner party where she met Marty’s benefactor, but couldn’t remember the neighborhood or the name of Marty’s friend, or even whether Marty had been romantically involved with him. Reading through that email, I could feel Cynthia pressing on the closed doors in her own mind. She seemed to be struggling with the tip-of-the-tongue sensation that there was far more to tell. And then, apparently, a hidden memory walloped her.

			She had dashed off her second email a few minutes later: “After writing to you just now I suddenly recalled a sexual assault event that Marty experienced.”[2] Now the memories of her friend’s distress were coming back to her in jagged flashes.

			I pushed at the screen of my phone, trying to scroll down. But out here in the woods, the cell signal had flickered off. I would just have to wait. The car ticked as it cooled. The hemlock branches hung over me, heavy with needles. The woods suddenly seemed filled with gloomy curses. I realized that I was alone at the end of a dusty road.

			Finally, the phone came back to life, and I could scroll down to read the rest of Cynthia’s message. She said that Marty had gone on a vacation for a week to a resort in Hawaii sometime in the late 1970s. Marty met a man there. It seemed to Cynthia that her friend had known this man for a long time and trusted him. While Marty was in Hawaii, he drove her to a dead-end road and raped her at knifepoint. “She was terrified he would kill her,” Cynthia remembered. “He injured her but I am not sure of the details. She was badly shaken when she returned to Chicago. I don’t remember if she reported the crime or sought medical treatment. But he hurt her badly.”

			In her final email to me, Cynthia revealed the most upsetting details: “I seem to remember that he taunted her with the knife. She told him she would do whatever he wanted. I believe she was sodomized. Being toyed with in this way must have been humiliating. Eventually, he drove her back to the resort. She was astonished when he let her go.” Cynthia knew all this because Marty had called right after it happened. Marty had recounted the details of her abduction, so traumatized that she sounded numb. Cynthia still remembered how chillingly flat Marty’s voice had been when she said, “I was raped.”

			Later, I tracked down a woman named Mary Sladek Dreiser who had worked with Marty at her nonprofit, the CCVA, in 1981.[3] Mary Sladek Dreiser was able to confirm many of the details that Cynthia had shared with me and added more to the story. One day in about 1981, Mary and Marty had been walking along a busy street in downtown Chicago when Marty suddenly froze and seemed to be terrified; she said she had just spotted the man who raped her in Hawaii. “She was sure it was him, and she was sure he recognized her,” Mary Sladek Dreiser said. But like Cynthia, Mary wasn’t able to describe the man and didn’t know his name.

			After years of research, I would eventually find two more people who agreed that Marty had been sexually assaulted in Hawaii sometime in the late 1970s. Genia Allen-Schmid had overheard her cousin Marty sobbing as she recounted the attack to a co-worker; the story that Genia remembered was similar to the one that Cynthia described to me. And Marty’s sister, Carol Price, also confirmed that Marty had been assaulted in the late 1970s. Carol was able to fill in more details about what happened after the attack: the man who assaulted Marty had infected her with herpes; for years afterward, she suffered from chronic pain and flare-ups that left her exhausted. This meant that when Marty reached the peak of her success in the early 1980s, she was secretly struggling with symptoms of the virus. The infection, Carol said, took more than a physical toll. For Marty, “it was a constant reminder of what had happened.”[4]

			All of these accounts matched with what Marty herself had revealed in 2006, when a college student interviewed her for a women’s history project. Marty had opened up to the young woman with the tape recorder who was capturing her confessions. “I’m tired of the secrecy,” she had said.[5] While Marty didn’t discuss the details of the attack, she was frank about the damage done to her body. “I did get herpes,” she said. “And I had chronic bladder infections so bad that I had to go in and get things scraped out.”

			Had Marty reported the attack to the police? Had she submitted a rape kit? No one I interviewed had any recollection of police involvement or a court case. I wished I could dig into court records to find out whether Marty had initiated a legal filing against her attacker, but I didn’t have his name or any other identifying details.

			And yet Cynthia and the other women had relayed the story in the vivid, horrifying flashes so that I could imagine that dead-end road in Hawaii, could see the knife against her neck, could hear her pleading with him. And now that I knew so much about the worst moment in Marty’s life, I felt even more determined to find her, wherever she might be. I wanted to help put Marty back in touch with her friends, people like Cynthia Gehrie who loved her. I burned with the kind of desire that a journalist should never have: I thought I could save her. In my most unhinged moments, I fantasized that I would meet her, that she would tell me the name of her rapist, and that I would find some way to hold him accountable for what he had done.

			My own vengeful desires scared me. I felt as if I were regressing back into the anger of my early twenties, when I had hungered to hold my own abusers accountable. The kind of revenge that I had wanted simply wasn’t possible: my dream was to surgically remove my memories of the sexual assaults and implant those memories into the brains of the two men who’d harmed me so that they would be forced to experience the suffering that they had caused. In the end, though, I had settled for a mild and ridiculously literary sort of retaliation: I had written short stories that featured the monsters of my childhood, and then I’d published those accounts in magazines and in my debut book. That’s as close as I ever got to justice. I hadn’t been able to confront my own abusers, so how was I supposed to avenge Marty?

		

	
		
			Chapter 7

			In the days after Cynthia Gehrie’s revelation, I combed through clues about Marty’s life with a new urgency, determined to find some stray thread that would lead me to her. I replayed the two audio interviews I’d found—one from 2003 and one from 2006—listening to Marty’s voice moment by moment, writing down the people and places she mentioned. I noticed how Marty’s voice brightened when she described Margaret Standish of the Playboy Foundation—maybe she and Margaret were still friends?

			Months before, I’d hunted for Margaret Standish with no luck. Now I decided to dig even deeper in the weeds for her. That’s how I stumbled across a new lead: a blog post that mentioned a woman named Margaret Pokorny, formerly Margaret Standish, who had once worked for the Playboy Foundation.[1] She had to be the same Margaret who had helped Marty fund the first rape kits. And then I discovered that—in a small miracle of serendipity—Margaret Pokorny lived in a town house in Boston just a few miles away from me.

			One morning, I pushed through a squeaky iron gate and up a pair of grand stairs. Margaret ushered me in, wafting me along through the hall as she engaged me in banter, as if I’d arrived for a party.

			I perched on an antique sofa in Margaret’s elegant living room. She had placed a frosty pitcher of water before us on a glass table, and the ice clinked in my glass as I fiddled with my recorder.

			As I asked questions, I could see that Margaret was struggling to remember a long-ago version of herself, a young woman who had embraced her job at the Playboy Foundation as a madcap adventure. Now she led a very different kind of existence as a community activist who raised money to plant elm trees in Boston parks and roved her neighborhood with a watering bucket and pruning shears. “Even today, not many people in my life know that I ever worked” for Hugh Hefner, she told me.[2]

			Did she have any idea where Marty Goddard was now?

			Margaret shook her head. She’d lost touch with her friend decades ago, she said.

			Still, Margaret was able to regale me with charming stories about Playboy in the 1970s—like the time she sat next to Hefner at a meeting and noticed that his pipe was scattering red-hot cinders onto his smoking jacket. As much as I loved these stories, I was reeling with disappointment.

			Margaret tried to dredge up names for me, people who might remember Marty and help me find her, but in the end all of these leads withered into nothing. She did tell me that Marty had a brother who died in a freak scuba-diving accident sometime around 1980, but she couldn’t remember his name, so that seemed like a dead end as well.

			Finally, I asked Margaret whether she could tell me anything else. “In fact,” I said, “what’s the most random and strange thing that comes to mind when you think of Marty?”

			Margaret paused for a moment and then said, “She made miniature rooms.” Marty, it turned out, had spent hours with tweezers and tiny brushes piecing together fairy-tale interiors inside three-sided boxes with glass across the front. “They were beautiful,” Margaret told me, each one a perfectly miniaturized version of, say, a Georgian living room with brocade curtains. Tiny rooms were scattered about Marty’s apartment, as if a dollhouse had been dissected there. Margaret remembered squinting at a dog the size of a house key; it was curled up by a fireplace painted with orange flames. And then there was the formal dining room with Chippendale chairs and china plates that looked like the set of the world’s smallest Noël Coward play. Inside Marty’s rooms, the lamps really lit up, wired with electricity that beamed from minuscule bulbs.

			“She asked me to make her a needlepoint rug” for the miniature dining room, Margaret remembered, and even though “the stitches were so tiny that you wanted to kill yourself,” Margaret finished the postcard-sized rug and presented it to her friend. It meant a lot to Marty, these rooms where she “disappeared into herself.”

			As Margaret recounted these memories, the room we were sitting in suddenly seemed to me like one of Marty’s miniature fantasies—a grand interior like a stage set, and Margaret and I like two dolls arranged beside each other. After all, the two of us had been brought together by Marty; we had become characters in her story.

			

			• • •

			The rape-kit system had been designed for adult victims; it was not appropriate for minors. After all, you couldn’t ethically subject a five-year-old to the invasive forensic exam that involved collecting sperm. And most children who had suffered sexual violence didn’t know how to describe what had happened to them. They simply didn’t have the words. Marty set out to fix this problem, too. In 1980, she pushed the Chicago Police Department to begin buying dolls that had been specially designed to help children testify against abusers.[3]

			The “Show and Tell Me” dolls had been developed by a woman named Roi Hokinson who directed a victim-advocacy program in Oregon. “Sixty percent of the sexual assault cases we were seeing in the D.A.’s office were kids,” Hokinson told a reporter, “and they couldn’t articulate what had happened to them.”[4]

			Marty became one of the first advocates to embrace Hokinson’s idea. Luckily, she found an ally inside the Chicago Police Department, a superintendent named Richard Brzeczek, who agreed to spearhead a program to stock the dolls in every precinct. The Chicago cops “actually accepted, believe it or not, training bulletins written by [victims of incest and their] advocates,” Marty Goddard recounted later, describing the program.[5]

			The “Show and Tell Me” dolls in the Chicago program were X-rated cousins of Raggedy Ann and Andy, with patchwork shirts, button eyes, yarn hair—and genitals. This was necessary so that children could use the dolls to demonstrate exactly how their own bodies had been violated.

			No wonder the dolls made people uncomfortable.

			“This week, Chicago police officers found rag dolls tucked in the department’s arsenal against crime. Officers soon will be using the cuddly weapons to take aim at child sexual abuse,” the Chicago Sun-Times reported, describing the new program.[6]

			In training sessions, Marty Goddard tossed dolls into the audience of police officers. But “nobody wanted to hold them,” so “the dolls flew about like hot potatoes.” Marty kept right on flinging the dolls into the air until “each officer finally had no choice but to hold one. The officers blushed, tittered and cracked jokes for about 20 minutes before the training session resumed,” according to the newspaper story. Marty wanted all the officers to become comfortable with the dolls and their exposed body parts, she told a reporter, so that “we can get down to the business of explaining how to use them in interviewing sexually abused children.”[7]

			This was a time when child abuse and pedophilia tended to stay hidden, largely unseen and unpunished. Parents might encourage their kids to help a Catholic priest with his vestments behind a closed door. Scoutmasters slept in the same tents as the boys under their care. Gymnastics coaches massaged girls as their mothers sat nearby.

			Marty was at the forefront of a new movement—one that gave children, parents, doctors, and police departments the language they needed to discuss the sexual abuse of minors as a criminal act. Her reforms came too late for me, but they helped to establish the new understanding, from the 1980s on, that children needed to be given ways to talk about and report their own sexual exploitation.

			In the late 1960s, when I was a small child, a pedophile molested me in our family’s kitchen. Several years later, a boy overpowered me and attacked me behind the yew bushes in my family’s backyard and then continued the abuse in our basement. It all happened with my mother right nearby. How could she not have known? Why hadn’t she understood when I tried to tell her? I never confronted my mother, never asked these questions. My father died when I was twenty-nine years old, and my mother—who had always been mentally fragile—descended into a frightening depression. My sister and I worried about her constantly; we often felt as if we were the parents and she were the child. By the time that I began researching the rape-kit story, my mother had moved into a dementia-care unit. Though she still recognized me, and we could still sing the chorus to “Take Me Home, Country Roads” together, most everything else from our life had been sandblasted away.

			I would get no more answers out of my mother now. But Marty was a different matter. Marty was a mystery that could still be solved. And I was desperate to find her before it was too late.

			

			• • •

			In the 1970s, Marty Goddard’s name peppered the Chicago newspapers. Despite her fear of public speaking, she had become the sort of campaigner who answered the phone on the first ring and gave journalists salty quotations that punched up their stories. She bounced around town, from work meetings to dinners, and kept in touch with dozens of friends and colleagues. But by the year 1985, she had faded into invisibility. Friends lost track of her and weren’t even sure where she was living. What had happened?

			To answer that question, I interviewed about ten people over a span of several years. I began by searching out Marty’s former colleagues and cold-calling them. And then, after I published an article about Marty Goddard in The New York Times, more of her friends and relatives sought me out, wanting to tell their stories about her.[8] As I pieced together fragments from many different people’s accounts, I began to understand how Marty Goddard plummeted from power into obscurity and why she disappeared.

			

			• • •

			Linda Goddard had been a teenager when her older cousin Marty arrived at her family’s house in the late 1970s for a visit that lasted a few days. Linda idolized Marty and craved attention from her. “I felt such a kinship with her,” Linda told me. “I wanted to say to her, ‘Our fathers are both jerks. They’re brothers. So tell me your story.’ ”[9]

			That never happened. While Linda mooned over her cousin, Marty ignored everyone. “She was a heavy smoker. She sat in the corner of the living room, the farthest corner. Sometimes no one could find her. She wasn’t there to talk to you. She was there to hide,” Linda remembered. “I would bum cigarettes from her and try to get her to talk. But she wasn’t into it.”

			How tantalizing Marty must have seemed, slim and shrouded in smoke, unapologetically foul-tempered and silent. To Linda, Marty was all the more fascinating because she was the perfect opposite of a typical Goddard woman. The men in their family always seemed to marry “petite blondes” who were “perfect hostesses.” Marty had inherited the good looks—that golden hair and athletic grace—but nothing else. She refused to be tamed and wouldn’t bend.

			Another young cousin of Marty’s, Genia Allen-Schmid, described the opposite experience with Marty. The two connected deeply in 1978 when they met at an anniversary party in Sudbury, Massachusetts. Genia was in high school at the time, and when she learned about her cousin Marty’s crusade on behalf of women and children, she was mesmerized. “I was drawn to her and I remember sitting literally on the floor at her feet as she told me about her work,” she said.[10]

			Three years later, Marty offered Genia a summer job at her nonprofit, the CCVA. “You can sleep on my couch,” Marty had said. “You can be my girl Friday and see Chicago and earn some money.”

			By then, the CCVA had brought rape-kit services to almost every hospital in Illinois.[11] Marty made all of the hard work seem glamorous. She rushed out to lunch with her funders, barreled into hospitals to speak with administrators, and wrangled with police departments. Meanwhile, her phone rang with calls from those who wanted her to expand the program to other states.[12]

			Genia arrived at Marty’s apartment building that summer with little more than a backpack. She hadn’t expected to find her cousin in such luxurious surroundings—a high-rise on Lake Shore Drive, on the Navy Pier, with water glittering outside the windows. When Genia rode the elevator up to the thirty-fourth floor, she was flabbergasted by the views from Marty’s apartment. It was as if Marty floated above Chicago, with the pier and the lake stretched out all around her, the city a distant sparkle. The building had its own swimming pool, gardens, and a fancy market with fresh-squeezed orange juice. “That apartment building blew my mind,” Genia said. “It must have been so expensive. I was a thrifty person. I would walk or take the bus. But Marty took a taxi every morning to work and home. She got her hair cut at the Vidal Sassoon salon, the most expensive haircut in Chicago. She loved dressing nicely—jackets, boots, and beautiful silk blouses.” Marty rarely cooked. “She ate out almost every lunch and every dinner,” Genia remembered. For Marty, a meal was an opportunity for a business meeting, another chance to talk strategy with a politician, a police chief, a hospital administrator, or a lawyer. “Her work was all consuming. It was her life,” Genia said.

			Where did Marty get the money? Cynthia Gehrie told me she had a hypothesis: she suspected Marty received help from a rich friend, possibly a married man who had once been her boyfriend.[13] Other people told me that Marty blew whatever cash she had and lived on credit.

			In any case, Marty’s sky-high existence helped her fit in with the other feminist power brokers in Chicago, like Christie Hefner, who was then vice president of Playboy Enterprises, as well as the female lawyers pushing for gender equity. “I remember she hosted a party, a brunch, because I wrote the invitation to about thirty of the most powerful women in Chicago. And she had it catered,” Genia told me.

			

			• • •

			One day that summer, Marty discovered a problem with the “Show and Tell Me” dolls that detectives used to collect statements from abused children. The “Black” Raggedy Ann–style dolls had been constructed out of a dark fabric with a looser weave than the one used for the “white” dolls, which meant that the stitching didn’t hold up as well and the penises on the Black male dolls were falling off. Marty was furious that the centerpiece of her new program to help children testify was quite literally coming apart at the seams. And it was all the more galling that this was happening to the dolls meant to help African American children. She wanted the problem fixed right away.

			Marty gave Genia her marching orders: she was to report to several police precinct station houses, ask to see the dolls, and then repair them. “I thought it was a hilarious adventure,” Genia told me. She played her role as “doll doctor” to the hilt, by popping out to a five-and-dime store where she bought a toy doctor’s bag that she used to store her “surgery tools”—needles and thread. Then Marty ordered a police car for Genia as if it were a taxicab.

			Genia asked her, “Does everybody in the police stations know that I’m coming and what I’m doing?”

			“Oh, yeah, it’s all taken care of,” Marty told her.

			In fact, when Genia climbed into the police car, she discovered that the officer at the wheel had no idea where they were going or why. When Genia explained that she needed to repair the penises on the sexual-assault evidence dolls, his response was a “stunned silence.”

			At the first precinct, bemused police officers surrounded Genia, asking her to explain herself again and again—just for the yuks. Eventually, one of them led her into a vault filled with guns and tear-gas canisters. He unlocked it and left Genia inside. The Raggedy Ann–style dolls had been jammed into gun racks—someone’s idea of a joke.

			That’s pretty much how the rest of the day went. In one precinct, she remembered, the cops put her in an interrogation room with a one-way mirror across one wall; she was certain that they were sitting on the other side of the wall, watching her and mocking her as she repaired the dolls. “But it was funny,” she said, and the day she spent sewing doll penises became a hilarious story she could recount to her friends.

			

			• • •

			Occasionally, Marty invited a gay couple who lived in her building for drinks. On Saturdays, she’d pull out her art supplies and work on one of her miniature rooms. In joyful moments, she’d sing along to records. She loved jazz standards and had a gorgeous voice. But she also spent a lot of time brooding over a glass of sherry. “I would come home from work and I would either swim or ride a bike,” Genia said. “And I would ask her, ‘Don’t you want to go outside? Don’t you want to walk near the lake?’ And she never would do it. Instead, she would stay home and drink Dry Sack on the rocks with a twist,” her drug of choice.

			It was no wonder Marty drank. Her work forced her to contend with the darkest side of humanity. Genia told me that the CCVA once hosted a therapy group for child abusers who had been mandated by the courts to receive counseling. “When I overheard them talking, it shook me,” Genia said. Members introduced themselves and described what they had done to their victims. “One guy poured boiling water on his daughter. I was not prepared to hear about that.”

			As the summer wore on, Genia discovered that her cousin Marty had herself been abused as a child. One day, Marty’s father stopped in Chicago and offered to take his daughter and his niece out to dinner. Marty picked a wildly expensive restaurant; she said she wanted to make her father pay for his cruelty to her when she was a child. She told Genia that her father had once flown into a rage because the family’s puppy peed on the floor and he kicked the tiny dog across the room. “I don’t remember if the puppy died, but it was hugely traumatic to Marty,” Genia told me. And when Marty misbehaved as a young girl, her father would punish her by locking her in the basement.

			One strange day in the CCVA offices, Genia learned even more. Marty asked her to organize the supplies in a large walk-in closet; Genia did so with the door closed so that she wouldn’t disturb others in the office. After a while, she overheard Marty and a co-worker named Sandra chatting on the other side of the door. Suddenly the conversation took a turn and Marty began confiding in Sandra, blurting out the story of the violent rape in Hawaii.

			All the while, Genia cowered behind the door, trying to figure out what to do. She felt terrible about eavesdropping, but she couldn’t very well burst out of the closet and interrupt Marty, who was now weeping violently. So Genia froze in place, keeping silent. “I figured Marty knew I was listening and maybe she wanted me to hear,” Genia told me.

			Eventually, the two older women drifted away from the closet door and Genia sidled out of her hiding place. She never discussed the rape with Marty.

			

			• • •

			Susan Irion was another source who helped me piece together the story of Marty’s decline. She worked for the CCVA in the late 1970s and early 1980s, just after she graduated from college. Despite Susan’s youth and lack of training, Marty decided that the young woman had the raw talent to become her sidekick. Years before, Marty had wanted Cynthia Gehrie to become her voice; now she asked the same of Susan.

			“I gave all the press interviews, which was so crazy. I mean, I had no experience doing that,” Susan told me. “But it was part of my job description, and so I had to do it,” because Marty was terrified of public speaking.[14]

			Susan remembered that her boss wore oversized, goggle-shaped glasses, as if she wanted to hide as much of her face as possible. She also remembered that Marty constantly fretted about money. By 1981, her nonprofit was running out of funds.

			Then New York City called. The city was launching its own rape-kit system, inspired by Marty Goddard’s model in Chicago. The success of the spin-off program came at a tremendous personal cost to Marty herself. She shuttled back and forth to the East Coast to train police officers and hospital workers, even while her nonprofit group was going broke. On one such trip to New York, Marty “booked us into a total dive,” Susan Irion told me. “We were absolutely petrified to spend the night there.”

			Marty had just survived a brutal rape, and here she was, barricading herself in a room, praying the locks would hold.

			As her stress mounted, Marty drank more. Susan Irion remembers that she tippled sherry every day: “total crap sherry, the worst brand.”

			

			• • •

			As I was digging into Marty’s life in the 1980s, the era sometimes felt as if it were ancient history. I’d gaze at old newspapers with ads for low-tar cigarettes and leg warmers, as if peering into a lost world from centuries ago. And then I’d remind myself that I used to read newspapers like these when I was in college.

			When Marty Goddard had reached the height of her career, I was moving into a dorm room on a Connecticut campus. This was the first time I’d ever lived within walking distance of a wild and deep forest striated with hidden ponds. I had planned to be a biology major because of my fascination with human cells and with the secret sap that runs through all things. The forests near campus beckoned to me, and I fantasized about exploring them; I’d even hatched a plan to sleep out in the woods behind an old graveyard.

			Before I had the chance, I was herded—along with the other freshman girls—into a lecture hall, where the head of public safety informed us that we needed to call an escort service if we wanted to walk around campus at night. He recounted foreboding stories of predators who lurked in shadows—and most especially the woods after dark. There went my plans for wilderness adventure.

			Still, the campus was awash in radical politics, and I quickly started to reevaluate what I should be “allowed” to do. Yes, there was an escort service to spirit us girls around as if we were living in the Victorian era. At the same time, someone had been spray-painting the words “rape culture” on the sides of buildings in dripping scarlet letters. Radical separatists had founded a “Womyn’s House.” According to legend, no males of any kind were allowed to pass through the door except by express permission of the womyn’s collective. Even the dogs and cats in residence were female.

			In my second or third year, a feminist newspaper appeared in stacks around the dining hall one day. I found the cover—an amateurish drawing of a female carpenter wielding a hammer—embarrassing. I didn’t want that to represent feminism. I’d been a cartoonist and illustrator for my high school newspaper, so I volunteered to do the art and design work for the paper. I secretly hoped to bring a punk-rock aesthetic and some humor to the pages, because l dreamed that feminism could look like the cover of a Devo album—rowdy, cheeky, and bizarro. I cut out prim-and-proper 1950s ladies from old advertisements in Life magazine, then drew spiky hair on the ladies’ legs and under their armpits. These became spot illustrations in the margins of the paper.

			In the end, that feminist newspaper changed me far more than I changed it. This was in 1982 or 1983, not so many years after Marty Goddard had proposed the rape kit as a forensic tool. I had no knowledge of her crusade back then, but I now see how the ripples she stirred had spread out in concentric rings to touch me, along with so many other women coming of age back then. After I volunteered to be the layout artist for the feminist newspaper, I was required to sit through the hours-long meetings of the editorial collective. Actually, I don’t think anyone even sat in a chair; we sprawled on the floor on the gray institutional carpet in a classroom high up in a garret. The other women sometimes brought blankets because of the draft that rattled the old windows. We were cocooned in shaggy sweaters and those leg warmers everyone wore back then. The students who ran the paper—older and so much more clued in than I was—spitballed story ideas. And they discussed the newly emergent legal definitions of rape.[15]

			Looking back, I recognize how little I knew about my own civil rights. I don’t think I understood that rape was a police matter until I was midway through college. A Take Back the Night march snaked through the campus with its flashlight beams and ringing bells and chants. And high above it all, in our garret, four or five of us gathered in a circle to throw out ideas for the next issue. I stayed just outside the circle, cross-legged on the floor, back against a wall, making it clear that I was just here to listen. Someone mentioned a new law in California that defined rape as penetration with a foreign object.[16] “It’s still rape, even if they use something else besides a penis,” she said. Someone else told a horrifying story about a woman at another college: frat boys had assaulted her with a beer bottle.

			I remember staring down at the gray carpet, running my fingernails through the little pathways between the nubbly bunches of fabric, not wanting to meet anyone’s eyes. As a kid, I had believed that I’d deserved what happened to me. But now that I was listening to this group of brilliant young women discuss their legal rights, it dawned on me that I might have been the victim of a serious crime.

			

			• • •

			Hundreds of miles away in Illinois, Marty and her team spearheaded an ambitious effort to fundamentally change the culture inside police departments, hospitals, and everywhere else, including newspapers. Marty said later that she and Cynthia had to launch “a major education program for the media” because the reporters and editors “didn’t even know what the legal definition in their state was for rape or sodomy or incest.” One day, Marty picked up the Chicago Tribune and was horrified to read a story about a sexual attack on a blond-haired, twenty-five-year-old waitress who lived on the 2300 block. The article hadn’t printed her name, but it had given so many facts about the waitress’s identity—including the restaurant where she worked—that it had effectively outed her as a survivor on its front page. “I nearly lost my mind,” Marty remembered later.

			She and Cynthia stormed into the Tribune offices. “We had this whole staff in there and…we were very calm and we said, ‘This is why we’re having a problem,’ ” Marty recounted later. She explained that the newspaper had to protect the identities of victims of assault, not just by withholding their names, but also by editing out the details about where they lived and worked. After that, she said, the Tribune “never did it again.”

			Still, to much of the American public, rape seemed like a joke—quite literally. One day, a friend of Marty’s was “freaking out” because she’d stumbled across a horrifically offensive greeting card in a Hallmark store.

			On its cover, the card read, “Help stop rape”; when you opened it up, the punch line was “Say yes.”

			“So I sat down and I wrote a letter to the company,” Marty said. “I didn’t threaten a lawsuit. I didn’t call them names. I just said, ‘Look, this is really offensive…. I’m sure you think it’s funny, but it’s not funny.’ And I got the best letter back you’d ever believe.”[17]

			Doggedly, Marty and her allies spread one simple message: rape was a crime, and the victims deserved respect. And across the country, young women like me felt the reverberations of their work. For those of us who were white and privileged, a new era had begun. But for others, conditions remained as terrible as they had always been.

		

	
		
			Chapter 8

			In 1978, an activist named Hattie Williams testified to a reporter at the Chicago Tribune about what life was really like inside the city’s public housing buildings. They had become torture chambers for women and girls.[1] “Dudes can stop an elevator between floors and start it up again when they’re done,” she said. “It happens a lot in laundry rooms around here, too. In a lot of buildings, only the first-floor laundry rooms are used. The ones on other floors are vacant. They’re supposed to be padlocked, but padlocks can be broken.”

			After a brutal assault, women who lived in the projects would “go home and take a bath, then they take more baths and baths and baths,” Williams said. “They keep on taking those baths and there’s just no one to help them get rid of the dirty way they feel.”

			Another Chicago activist, Vera Hubbard, described how Black women who did try to reach out for medical care or police protection were often gaslighted and tormented by their “helpers.” The attitude of the state, she said, was, “What the heck, it’s black on black, no big deal.” And she added, “A doctor once told me that he couldn’t understand what the fuss was about. He said, ‘Isn’t rape just one of your things?’ ”[2]

			Marty Goddard was furious that African American women in Chicago’s poorest neighborhoods had been left to fend for themselves. In addition to the willful discrimination, there was simply not enough support, too few agencies and too little funding, to help all the women who needed it. The situation had gotten so bad by 1982 that, despite her fear of public speaking, Marty vented before an Illinois state legislative committee that the state had an obligation to protect poor Black women. “It is…no secret that the handful of services available for rape victims are located in the Loop or on the North Side of Chicago or in the suburbs,” and there is a disgraceful “lack of services on the South and West Sides of Chicago where a majority of our black victims reside,” she said, in what one newspaper reporter called “emotion-filled testimony.”[3]

			Around that time, Marty organized a glamorous fundraiser at the Playboy Mansion to benefit survivors in Chicago’s poorest neighborhoods. “I was agog,” her cousin Genia Allen-Schmid told me as she described the event.[4] Genia had never seen such an opulent display of wealth. “There was a suit of armor in the hall and gold sinks in the bathroom. To get to the party in the basement, you could slide down a fireman’s pole and land on a big cushion. There was a swimming pool and you could wade out to a tiki bar and sit on high stools while you had your drink,” she told me. Most of the partygoers were Black, she remembered—activists and political leaders from Chicago’s South Side.

			Still, Marty couldn’t generate enough money or political will to expand services for the neediest women in Chicago. After receiving her grant from the Playboy Foundation, Goddard’s nonprofit group had managed to win a $66,000 federal grant to run the citywide pilot program, but the funds ran out quickly. Her nonprofit was back to operating on a shoestring.[5]

			

			• • •

			Even as Marty spoke out for better treatment of Black women, she worked closely with a police department that had terrorized African American communities in the city. Between 1974 and 1978 alone, Chicago officers fired their weapons at nearly three thousand civilians, most of them Black.[6] Marty must have been aware of the police violence in the city; after all, she herself had been targeted by the Red Squad. But to achieve widespread adoption of the rape-kit system, she felt she needed buy-in from law-enforcement agencies, and an evidence system that was under the control of police departments certainly was simply never going to fit the needs or gain the trust of Black women.

			In Women, Race, and Class, her book published in 1981, Angela Davis wrote that “during the early stages of the contemporary anti-rape movement, few feminist theorists seriously analyzed the special circumstances surrounding the Black woman as rape victim.” For centuries, Black men and boys had been lynched by white mobs or hunted down by police on trumped-up rape charges. “In the history of the United States, the fraudulent rape charge stands out as one of the most formidable artifices invented by racism,” Davis wrote. “If Black women have been conspicuously absent from the ranks of the contemporary anti-rape movement,” she contended, that’s because “anti-rape” policies all too often translated into police violence against African American communities, with officers rounding up innocent men and framing them for sexual-assault crimes. This put Black women in a no-win situation: if they reported a sexual assault, they might unleash police violence in their own neighborhoods.[7]

			At the same time, many activists hoped that the criminal justice system could be used to hold white men accountable for abusing women of color. That hope deepened during the murder trial of Joan Little in 1975. A Black inmate in a North Carolina county jail, Little admitted to killing a white guard with an ice pick. It seemed that Little had no chance of winning her case, and yet she ultimately walked free. The trial offered a stunning example of what criminal justice could look like when a Black woman had the chance to tell her story and bolster it with strong forensic evidence. Joan Little testified that the guard had pinned her down, pulled off his pants, held the ice pick to her neck, and demanded that she perform oral sex on him. She described how she had wrestled the ice pick away from him and killed him in self-defense.

			Luckily for Joan Little, a small miracle had occurred in that North Carolina town in the segregated South: the medical examiner had arrived at the crime scene before the police, and he had found compelling proof to back up Joan Little’s version of events, including ejaculate on the dead man’s leg.[8] After the medical examiner scrupulously collected biological samples, county detectives arrived and destroyed all signs that the sexual assault took place. They trashed the bloody sheets and torn women’s clothing, and they wiped the ice pick so that it couldn’t be fingerprinted.

			In the end, the medical examiner’s testimony won the case. The jury, half of it white, ruled in favor of Joan Little, concluding that she had used deadly force in self-defense. With that ruling, Little became the first woman in the United States to be acquitted for killing a man in order to prevent him from raping her.[9]

			This unexpected victory spoke to the power of scientific evidence to secure justice for African American defendants. Even in a southern courtroom in the 1970s with a hostile police force testifying against her, Little had prevailed.

			As forensic techniques became more precise in the 1980s, lawyers saw rape kits as treasure troves of evidence that could reveal the failings of police departments. The swabs in these kits could do more than just pinpoint the perpetrator of an assault: a smidgen of sperm could free an innocent man who’d been put in prison for rape.

			Marty Goddard advocated for using biological samples to overturn wrongful rape convictions. In 1985, she spoke out about Gary E. Dotson, a man who had been unable to clear his name even after the woman who accused him had recanted her testimony. Marty pointed out that the crime-lab work that had helped to put Dotson in prison had been shoddily performed: the biological samples had been collected and analyzed before Chicago had implemented her sexual-assault forensic system. If the evidence had been collected in a rigorous, scientific manner using a rape kit, she asserted, “the current conflict over identifying the blood and semen probably would not have arisen.”[10]

			In the early 1980s, as Marty Goddard threw herself into building a national sexual-assault evidence system, she had no idea that the advent of new technologies—including DNA identification and computer databases—would one day make the collection of biological samples far more valuable. Even so, she set the stage for this revolution in criminal justice by pushing for a national data bank of evidence and the standardization of crime-lab methods to ease collaboration across state lines. By 1985, the Vitullo rape kit had become a standard piece of forensic equipment in two of America’s largest cities, New York and Chicago.

			

			• • •

			In the 1980s, murderers and rapists burst into the headlines as gruesome superstars. The newspapers branded them with nicknames—the Original Night Stalker, the Freeway Killer, the Classified Ad Rapist, the .22 Caliber Killer. Often these men eluded detection by roving from town to town, leaving bodies in different police jurisdictions. At a time when officers still pounded on typewriters and called one another on rotary phones, it’s no wonder that they failed to piece together clues spread out across hundreds of miles. A White House spokesman, Marlin Fitzwater, summed up the problem: these murderers were nomadic, and “we’ve always had problems relating a crime in one state to a crime in another state.”[11]

			In 1984, President Reagan announced that the government would spend $2.5 million to solve the serial killer problem by creating a central hub to collect information coming in from hundreds of police departments. The new National Center for the Analysis of Violent Crime would be housed at the FBI’s facility in Quantico, Virginia. There, technicians would deploy computers to crunch data in an effort to find the patterns that connected seemingly unrelated crime scenes.[12]

			Marty was invited to Quantico for one of the first FBI conferences to bring together detectives, crime-lab scientists, lawyers, victim advocates, nurses, and hospital administrators to discuss violence against women.[13] She must have found it thrilling to tour the campus, home to the most dazzling, state-of-the-art crime lab in the country, only to be dismayed when she discovered that the experts headlining the conference seemed to have little respect for the victims of high-profile predators.

			One of the criminologists who spoke at the conference projected a slideshow of naked female corpses that had been tortured and mutilated by their killers. The expert onstage that day was likely Richard Walter, one of the first of a new breed of detectives peddling a technique called behavioral profiling. Both Walter and the “science” of behavior profiling would later be discredited.[14] But in 1984, he was lauded as one of the brightest stars in forensics, and he’d just published a research paper that delved into the sadistic fetishes of serial killers who supposedly had “cannibal complexes.”[15] Marty was particularly horrified when Walter zoomed in on the bite marks on a dead woman’s breasts, as if relishing the bizarre eccentricity of the killer.

			Walter made no real effort to conceal the identities of the victims. “From head to toe,” the slides showed every detail on the victims’ bodies, she remembered, as if he intended to titillate the audience. That kind of attitude might have gone unremarked upon at a police convention, but this audience was full of women—lawyers, advocates, and nurses—and they were aghast.

			Marty was also shocked that Walter knew so little about proven methods of collecting sexual-assault evidence. He talked about “interrogating” victims who had survived attacks—in other words, treating them as if they were the criminals. He appeared to be fascinated by predators and their fetishes, and at the same time he seemed to be distressingly uninterested in the victims themselves and the physical evidence that crime labs used to identify perpetrators.

			Marty lost it. “I went nuts,” she said. She gripped the arms of her chair and managed to hold her tongue during the lecture. Immediately afterward, she found one of the conference’s organizers and said, “Something’s wrong here, and I really object.” And then she asked to be given a chance for a rebuttal—could she get a lecture room and a slide projector? Then, working on the fly, Marty put together her own presentation: she explained how the rape-kit system worked, offering up data on the success of the statewide effort in Illinois.

			She wowed her audience that day as she made her case. Rather than fetishizing the bodies of murdered women, she said, the police needed to listen to survivors and work with hospital staff. Marty didn’t just explain her method; she championed a new attitude.

			Afterward, “two guys from the Department of Justice approached” her and asked her to replicate her program on a national scale. Marty threw herself into this mission and spent the mid-1980s zigzagging around the country.[16] In 1985, she received a $99,000 grant from the U.S. Justice Department to travel to fourteen states and help them set up rape-kit systems. “We still have hospitals refusing to treat rape victims,” she told a reporter. “We still have a high number of people who believe a woman can’t be raped against her will.”

			Marty’s method of reform included sending forensic scientists, prosecutors, and trained nurses to instruct hospital staff on how to collect evidence that would stand up in court.[17] She handed out her phone number and promised to return to help her trainees stay on track.[18] And, as always, she played the part of go-between and hand-holder. She asked district attorneys whether they’d ever visited their local crime lab, and was dismayed when they said, “No, I’ve never been there.” She tried to convince the DAs that learning about forensics was part of their job, telling them, “If you need this [evidence] for court, then you’d better communicate with the medical people. And you’d better take a tour of the crime lab.”[19]

			And yet Marty despaired. By now, she’d spent more than a decade evangelizing for the rape kit, and it was still considered an obscure forensic tool.

			Little did she know it then, but a scientific breakthrough in England was about to change all of that, vaulting the kits from the back of the police warehouse and into the spotlight.

			

			• • •

			In 1984, a British geneticist named Alec Jeffreys was examining an X-ray image of a sample when he recognized a new opportunity in the nooks and crannies of the DNA’s alleles. Because each genetic skein contains unique patterns, he realized, it’s as if we all carry a distinct bar code inside our cells.

			At the time that Jeffreys made this discovery, even the most sophisticated crime labs in the world had no way to trace a drop of blood to any one particular person. Forensic labs could analyze bodily fluids to narrow down the field of suspects, for instance by determining the blood type and HLA type (human leukocyte antigen) in a sample. But because millions of people share these kinds of biomarkers, the analysis would reveal only a hazy picture of the suspect.[20]

			And that’s why Jeffreys’s revelation was so momentous. He had just found a way to match one human being to one biological sample, a breakthrough that led to the development of a technology that was then called DNA fingerprinting.[21] By the late 1980s, as DNA tests made their way into courtroom arguments, the field of forensics radically changed; now there was one test that ruled them all. DNA fingerprinting was so accurate that it could transform a murky allegation of sexual assault into a slam-dunk case. DNA stored in a rape kit could prove the guilt of a suspect, or it could liberate an innocent man from prison.

			In 1987, a sexual predator brutally raped a string of women in one neighborhood in Queens, New York. Several survivors of the so-called Forest Hills Rapist described him as dark-skinned, and so at first the police hunted for an African American man; in the era before DNA testing, that innocent man would probably have gone to prison. Instead, when a light-skinned suspect named Victor Lopez rolled up his sleeve for a blood draw, he became the first defendant in the state of New York to have his DNA tested for a courtroom trial.[22] The crime lab reported a match between the markers in the DNA sample taken from Lopez and the semen collected from the rape survivors’ bodies.[23]

			One juror, John Bischoff, told The New York Times that “DNA was kind of a sealer on the thing. You can’t really argue with science.”[24] The case confirmed the dazzling effectiveness of this new forensic method and of rape kits, which allowed for the long-term storage and cataloging of biological evidence.

			

			• • •

			In 1992, Barry Scheck and Peter Neufeld founded the Innocence Project, a nonprofit group built on the idea that DNA identification could be “backward engineered” to exonerate prisoners who had been locked up for crimes they did not commit.[25] Because DNA samples can be stored for decades without deteriorating past the point of usefulness, rape-kit evidence collected way back in Marty’s heyday suddenly had the power to both solve cold cases and overturn convictions.[26] The kits worked like time capsules to belatedly deliver justice to both survivors and prisoners.

			In 1986, two University of Chicago students reported to a hospital after they’d been assaulted by strangers. A medical examiner swabbed their bodies and stored the evidence in Vitullo kits. At the time, the city’s crime labs did not yet have the ability to perform DNA tests, but a biological sample in one of the rape kits did turn out to match the blood type of a Black suspect named Donald Reynolds.[27] As a result, Reynolds and another Black man named Billy Wardell were convicted of sexual assault. In 1988, the men, Reynolds and Wardell, filed a motion asking that the rape kits be DNA tested. The judge denied their request. It took years for the men to win the right to submit their own DNA samples and prove their innocence. Both men were exonerated in 1997.[28]

			

			• • •

			In 1998, the FBI launched a national computerized DNA system called CODIS that let labs in local police departments cross-reference genetic samples from multiple crime scenes.[29] Minutes after the FBI’s national database went live, investigators discovered a DNA match between a convicted rapist in Illinois and an attempted murder in Wisconsin. Walter Rowe, a professor of forensic sciences, noted that “rapists tend to be repeaters and studies have shown that most of the violent crime is committed by a very small number of criminals.” Rowe believed that the FBI’s new national system could help pinpoint the most dangerous predators, those who were behind dozens of assaults and murders.[30]

			The breakthroughs of the late 1980s should have kicked off an entirely new chapter in Marty Goddard’s life. She had spent more than a decade advocating for the power of biological samples to reveal the identity of sexual-assault predators. And now the Forest Hills case had helped to advertise what a few swabs of fluid could accomplish. The trial also demonstrated that juries would place their faith in the new technology; with the right kind of evidence, sexual assault was no longer an “unsolvable” crime. The conviction of the Forest Hills Rapist could have been Marty’s moment of triumph.

			And yet it was at this very moment that Marty Goddard went dark. For more than a decade, she’d been one of the country’s leading advocates for modern forensics. But in 1988, she gave one last interview about the rape-kit system and then disappeared for decades.[31]

		

	
		
			Chapter 9

			During her “lost years,” Marty left only the faintest clues behind. As far as I could tell, she bounced around the country, taking odd jobs and drinking heavily. And yet, during her flameout, the rape-kit system that she’d launched was spreading from state to state, establishing itself as a fixture in the American criminal justice system. It was as if Marty and her brainchild zoomed along on opposite trajectories. As it gained acceptance, she sank into obscurity.

			Why did she disappear? And what was she doing during the period when she cut herself off from friends and family? These questions have gnawed at me for years, and I still have not answered them to my own satisfaction. But after interviewing a number of her friends and family members who witnessed her descent, I am able to sketch out a portrait of her during this time.

			Her crack-up began, strangely enough, after the Illinois attorney general awarded her a plum job. In 1983, Marty took control of the state fund that awarded grants to crime victims and to their family members; the money would help pay for their funerals and medical care.[1] Marty had been hired to fix a broken system: the year before her appointment, the state had held back nearly a quarter of the payments it owed to victims, and a scandal erupted in the local newspapers.[2]

			Marty poured every ounce of herself into cleaning up the mess. She spent almost all her waking hours in an old government building with a stack of files on her desk, reading through graphic testimony that described killings, rapes, and torture. A woman shot in the eye. A husband mowed down by a hit-and-run driver. A robbery that ended with blood spattered on the walls. A girl who’d been kidnapped and assaulted.[3] Soon, the fund was sending out a parade of checks for claims filed years before. But working through the backlog cost her dearly.

			How must she have felt, as a survivor of a violent rape herself, as she read through the eyewitness reports? She startled at every creak of the old wood beams, every janitor’s footfall, as she sat under the circle of light in a dark office in downtown Chicago studying the horrors hidden in the dusty files.

			Marty admitted that she became so obsessed with the cases that she neglected herself. “I worked holidays. I worked Saturdays and Sundays. I lived close to the office. I was in there seven days a week,” she later said.[4] She paid to join a gym, but never went. This was when her friends started to lose track of her. They tried calling, but she didn’t pick up the phone. They sent Christmas cards and received no replies.

			Though she had become reclusive, Marty nonetheless decided to attend an FBI conference on sexual assault in 1984, and as I described earlier in this book, as a result of her talk at the conference the Justice Department hired her to travel the country and kick-start her program in about a dozen states.

			“Most kids don’t say, ‘Gee, when I grow up, I want to become a rape-victim advocate,’ ” Marty later complained to an interviewer. And yet somehow she found herself in that role once again. “It’s not fair [and I] know that sounds whiny. But the fact of the matter is it really isn’t fair,” she said.[5]

			Life on the road ground her down. “I slept on the floor of O’Hare one too many nights when the planes were down or the weather was bad. I had to sleep with a light on because I didn’t know what motel I was in,” she said later. Eventually, “I burned out. I was always on a plane. I don’t know how my cat survived.”[6]

			Despite all of the work she put in, she was still dismissed by men who questioned her authority.[7] “Are you a cop? An attorney?” they’d ask. Once she’d been a respected leader in Chicago; now she felt like a nobody.

			

			• • •

			Throughout the early 1980s, Genia Allen-Schmid had sent her cousin Marty letters bearing exciting news: Genia had earned a degree in international studies and had taught in East Africa. Surely Marty would be proud of her. But Marty rarely, if ever, replied. Finally, in the late 1980s, Genia happened to be passing through Chicago and asked if she could stop by Marty’s apartment for dinner.

			By then, Marty had moved from the Navy Pier to a nondescript street in downtown Chicago, and as soon as Genia arrived at the new address, she realized that Marty’s fortunes had changed drastically. No longer in a sky-high luxury tower condo with views of the lake, Marty now made do with a modest little studio.

			“I left [that dinner] feeling really hurt and disappointed. Marty didn’t ask anything about my life,” Genia remembered later. The most shocking moment of the evening came when Marty reached over and snapped on a TV near the dinner table, silencing all further conversation. “It was like a switch had been turned off” in her.[8] When Genia said goodbye and walked out the door, she felt as if she had lost someone she’d loved: “It was a feeling of confusion, of ‘where did Marty go?’ ” Her cousin had been in the room, but also absent.

			And then Marty really did disappear. “For years, nobody in my family knew where she was,” Genia told me. This was in the early 1990s, when people relied on the phone book and it was easy to lose track of friends. A few years later, when Genia owned a computer with an internet connection, she tried again. She’d heard a rumor that Marty was somewhere in Arizona, and so now Genia hunted through online directories. But even the internet couldn’t cough up a clue about Marty. Eventually, Genia gave up.

			

			• • •

			At the same time that she stepped away and vanished into obscurity, Marty’s ideas spread. By the 1990s, the rape kit had become standard equipment in just about every crime lab in America. Still, the reality that emerged fell far short of Marty’s vision.

			Marty had lobbied for a national version of the Illinois system, with every local community using standardized kits and protocols to make it easier for crime labs to work together across state lines. That didn’t happen. Instead, each state developed its own version of sexual-assault exam protocols, and some states even used a patchwork of different protocols that varied from city to city.[9] When the FBI launched the CODIS database in 1998, police departments gained the ability to process thousands of rape kits and solve hundreds or thousands of cold cases.[10] But state and local law-enforcement agencies cried poor. They said they didn’t have the resources to train forensic nurses or pay for crime labs to process the DNA samples in kits.[11]

			In 1997, for instance, the Indiana state crime lab put a moratorium on DNA testing because of the expense.[12] This was at a time when police department budgets swelled and millions of dollars went to overtime pay for officers.[13] From 1977 through 2020, city and state law-enforcement budgets increased by 189 percent.[14] Law-enforcement groups launched ad campaigns that portrayed cities as jungles filled with rapists and murderers—and called for ever more cops on the street.[15] And yet at the same time, cities across the country slashed funding for testing rape kits and collecting sexual-assault evidence.

			New York had the dubious distinction of amassing the first reported rape-kit backlog. In 2000, approximately seventeen thousand kits in the state had not been tested.[16] The women (and some men) who submitted to rubber-gloved exams did so because they hoped for justice; they’d endured the harrowing process of submitting evidence so that the police might identify their assailant. Little did they know that their evidence could be hidden away in a warehouse or even dumped in the trash.

			In the early years of the twenty-first century, kits piled up in warehouses in Los Angeles, Chicago, and Detroit, and in plenty of small towns, too. The kits were sometimes treated like garbage, shoved into damp storage units, where they turned moldy and rotted away. Newspapers occasionally reported on the backlogs, but for the most part the problem went unnoticed.

			For the system to work, police departments would have to document, catalog, and retain the kits. Hospitals would have to hire nurses trained in forensic science. Crime labs would have to pay employees to test DNA samples and log results. It would have taken an army of Marty Goddards to raise the money and galvanize the will necessary to accomplish all this. But that army didn’t exist—yet. And so the deterioration of the rape-kit system happened invisibly, with little pushback from activists. And by then, Marty herself had descended into alcoholism. She vanished from Chicago, leaving no forwarding address. And that’s why, all these decades later, it was so hard to find her.

			

			• • •

			I’d been looking for Marty for six months, and I had run out of ideas for digging up new sources of information. So instead I went backward, retracing my path through documents and archives to look for clues I might have missed. And that’s when I remembered the strange CNN article from 2015; somehow the reporter had tracked down Marty and managed to talk to her on the phone.[17] And Marty’s responses to questions had been bizarre, suggesting that she’d lost her mind. Asked to comment on the thousands of untested rape kits that had by then become a nationwide scandal, Marty admitted that she didn’t know anything about the rape-kit backlog. “Goddard, who gave so many hours and years to the rape kit, wasn’t privy to the recent headlines and only learned about the backlog problem from CNN,” according to the article. “She doesn’t own a television or a computer, and she no longer subscribes to any newspapers.” Those sentences shocked me. What had happened to Marty that she no longer followed current events?

			In September 2019, I sent a beseeching email to Jessica Ravitz, the reporter who’d written the piece. Did she still have Marty’s contact information?

			“I’m not going to be as helpful as you might have hoped,” Jessica replied. In the years since she had spoken to Marty, Jessica had lost track of the phone number she’d used. She did, however, still remember Marty vividly because “she was a handful.”[18] When Jessica had explained that she was working on a story about the history of the rape kit, Marty screamed at her, accused her of lying about her identity, and threatened to hang up. The call had gone nowhere, so Jessica sent a note on CNN letterhead in hopes of gaining Marty’s trust.

			In the second call, Marty was lucid. She told Jessica about the legwork that she’d put into distributing the kit and described her partnership with the Playboy Foundation. But even though she now talked coherently, Marty still seethed with anger—this time, instead of directing her fury at Jessica, she fulminated against Vitullo. She called Vitullo an asshole and accused him of exaggerating his role in developing the kit. Vitullo, she said, “had nothing to do with it.” Marty asserted that she’d been the one with the idea, not him. When Jessica pushed Marty for more details, she “flew into a rage and hung up.”

			Jessica was left wondering what to do with this accusation. After all, the Chicago kit had been trademarked under Vitullo’s name, and it had been known for years, at least informally, as the Vitullo kit. “I was worried about the ethics of quoting her,” Jessica told me, because Marty seemed to be so paranoid, especially during the first phone call. “There was also the concern that if I went down the path of trying to prove that the kit wasn’t really Vitullo’s, he…couldn’t speak for himself” because he was dead, Jessica added. In the end Jessica did her best to honor Marty’s hard work to advocate for the kit, but didn’t mention her allegation against Vitullo.

			Months later, on Christmas Eve, Marty left Jessica a voicemail in the wee hours of the night. In that message, Marty had sounded “calm, sweet.” She thanked Jessica for the CNN article and apologized for her behavior. Jessica remembered being touched by the message. Marty’s change of heart, she joked, must have been a Christmas miracle.

			

			• • •

			Jessica’s story gave me hope. Even if Marty was struggling with mental illness, maybe she also had periods of clarity. If I could catch her on a good day, maybe she would answer all of my questions. But first I’d have to find her.

			I’d just come up with a new Marty-hunting strategy: I decided that I had to get access to one of the expensive databases that lawyers and bail-bond agents use to find people who have gone into hiding. These databases could pull up driver’s licenses, loan applications, and tax records. A friend of mine named Dave worked at a law firm with sweeping views of the Boston waterfront and flocks of assistants in pin-striped suits. He’d always been generous about helping me with legal questions. I thought I’d ask him for another favor. Would he run a database search for me?

			A few hours later, Dave sent me a report on Marty Goddard. As the document popped up on my screen, I held my breath. It began as follows:

			
				(Best Information for Subject)

				Name: MARTHA ANN GODDARD

				Date of Birth: 7/xx/1941

				Age: 78

				SSN: 379-42-xxxx issued in Michigan

			

			And then came the key piece of information that I’d been seeking all these months: Marty Goddard’s current residence in Phoenix, Arizona.

			I knew the address well already. I’d tried to reach her there, but the number I used had been disconnected. I’d assumed, months ago, that she had moved on, relocated someplace else. This report convinced me she was still there; perhaps she’d switched to another apartment at the complex. I fantasized about boarding a flight to Phoenix and knocking on doors until I found her.

			But first, I’d see whether I could verify that she was a tenant by pestering the building’s property-management office. When I called, a friendly sounding woman answered the phone. I asked whether Marty Goddard was still a resident, but the speaker demurred. That was private information. The building had rules.

			But rules, I thought, are meant to be broken. I called back. “Listen,” I said, “just hear me out.” I plied the woman with a brief—and, I hoped, heart-melting and somewhat patriotic—summary of Marty Goddard’s contribution to American criminal justice. I said I’d been trying to find Marty for months now because I wanted to make sure she received the recognition she deserved.

			“Huh,” the woman said. “That is strange. Okay, let me check into it.” Later that day, she called me back. Marty Goddard had indeed lived in the apartment building, she said.

			Then, after a pause, she added, “And I’m very sorry to tell you that she passed away.”

			The news walloped me. There had been no obituary. No announcement of her death or funeral, no headstone, no remembrances. The report from Dave’s law firm had indicated that Marty was still alive. Her old friends—Cynthia Gehrie and Margaret Pokorny and others—hadn’t even known she was gone. How was it that she had disappeared into obscurity, leaving so few traces of herself and seemingly no record of her death at all?

			That question became my new obsession. I’d spent months searching for Marty partly because I’d come to think of her as a maternal figure. She was the woman who had believed little girls. I had wanted to fiddle with the gears of time, fly back to the 1970s, shrink down into a girl again, and tell her my troubles. I felt she would have been able to hear me and avenge me.

			And now an even crazier idea seized me. I would avenge her, and I would do that by telling her story. I would put her name in the history books.

		

	
		
			Part 2

			Un-Gaslighted
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			Chapter 10

			I was about seven years old, in the kitchen, staring up at the black wall phone as it rang. I stood on my tiptoes to reach for the heavy receiver and responded just as I’d been taught: “Kennedy residence, may I help you?”

			The man introduced himself as a doctor and asked for my mother. “She can’t come to the phone right now,” I said. Upstairs, Mom had retreated into a dark bedroom, a bottle of pills on the bedside table, her heating pads and pillows arranged beneath her; she was sick with a mysterious despair that she called back pain, and she mustn’t be disturbed.

			I expected the man to say that he’d call back. But instead, he asked if any other grown-ups could come to the phone. When I said no, he seemed to brighten. “Well, that’s fine. You see, I’m your doctor and I need to perform an examination on you now.”

			I’d had my appendix out in the hospital months before, and now a scar stretched across my belly like a puckered smile. So I was not surprised that a doctor might be calling for me.

			He instructed me to take deep breaths, in and out. I followed his orders, just as if he’d had a stethoscope pressed to my back.

			“Very good. You sound fine,” he said. “Now tell me what you’re wearing.”

			“Jeans and T-shirt,” I said.

			“Okay, I want you to unbutton the top button of your jeans,” he said, a professional, disinterested tone in his voice. His instructions were meticulous, as if he imagined himself guiding my hands. At first I thought he’d want me to examine the scar, but he didn’t even mention it. Instead, he talked me through unzipping my jeans, peeling them down below my knees. This was going terribly wrong, but now it seemed too late to stop.

			And then he asked about my underwear: he wanted to know exactly what kind I was wearing.

			“I don’t know,” I whispered. No one had told me that there were different kinds.

			I had been standing near a picture window when I answered the phone, and I found myself immobilized with my pants around my ankles. I tried to shuffle away from the window, but I couldn’t; I was stuck in full view of the Quinns’ house. My humiliation burned like a fever and only grew deeper when he asked me if I knew the word “vagina.”

			“No,” I said. And then he explained it, slowly, lingering over the words. The place where my ear touched the receiver felt hot and infected.

			“I need you to use your finger to feel inside your vagina while I ask you some questions,” he said.

			Tears welled up in my eyes. I blinked them back as I followed his orders. One of his questions—the strangest—is still lodged in my memory all these decades later: Does your mother wear bikini underpants?

			Then it got worse. He issued even more humiliating commands and I obeyed. I don’t want to write down what happened during the worst moments of the abuse. I felt myself dissolving from a girl into a crumpled tissue stained with his dirt.

			Finally he said, “Okay, that’s all I need to know. Make sure to tell your mother that the doctor called.”

			Afterward, I did exactly that, my cheeks burning with shame.

			“A doctor? What was his name?” my mom asked.

			“I can’t remember,” I said, turning my back on her, pretending to run a toy car along the floor so that she wouldn’t see inside my thoughts.

			For a long time after, the blare of the ringing phone terrified me. When I heard my mother pick up the receiver, my heart banged.

			Though the man never called back, he found other ways to haunt me. Like smoke, he seeped into our house at night. I lay awake in bed, listening to the creak of the staircase and the rustle of a curtain, certain that he would find me again. I imagined that he sniffed along the hallway for me, wearing a voluminous cloak and gliding wraithlike toward my bed, drawn toward me by my stench. In my own mind, I called him the Underwear Man.

			“You don’t need to wear underpants with your pajamas,” my mother said to me one night. “And why have you got two shirts on? Aren’t you hot?”

			When she tried to coax me out of the clothing, I broke into tears. The Underwear Man had fooled me into stripping naked, and now I never wanted to take off any clothing ever again; I refused to leave any part of myself bare. And yet at the same time, I was scared that if I wore my underwear to bed, I’d attract him. There was no way to get it right, no way out of this trap.

			

			• • •

			Again and again, I woke my parents in the middle of the night by banging on their bedroom door, weeping, and finally they sent me to a child psychologist. At the sessions, the man would invite me into his office and shut the door, and then I found myself alone with him. I huddled in a corner and pretended to play with the toy farmyard as he leaned over, unctuously plying me with questions. He asked about whether it had hurt to have my appendix out. And had it been scary to stay in the hospital for so long? Was that why I had nightmares? I refused to answer. He was just another incarnation of the Underwear Man, and I wouldn’t comply anymore.

			You couldn’t explain anything to grown-ups. You just had to tell them what they wanted to hear. So after a couple of sessions, I said yes to whatever he asked. And then the grown-ups agreed that my week in the hospital had caused the nightmares, and soon I would get better. Looking back now, it seems incredible that no one figured out that I’d been sexually victimized. But then again, maybe it’s not so strange. At the time, sexual exploitation of children was still thought to be vanishingly rare. Those Raggedy Ann–style dolls designed to help kids talk about their abuse had not yet been invented.

			

			• • •

			When I was about nineteen years old, I played a game in my imagination: I pretended that I was holding the hand of my seven-year-old self, and I carried on one-sided conversations with her in my mind. I wanted the younger me to understand that it would all turn out okay. “This is your future,” I whispered to her, as I ambled about my college library, looking up at the treasure trove of books in the stacks. It was heaven for me there. For the first time in my life, I felt I’d found my place and my people.

			That year, I had chopped off my hair, cut it into spikes, and dyed it a shade of black that the Miss Clairol package called Jet. I wore purple pants that I had scavenged off my friend Max’s dorm room floor. My friends and I fancied ourselves libertine intellectuals, and we worshipped a certain kind of glitter-rock androgyny. I sprawled on chairs and window seats around campus, reading fat books about feminism, race, and revolution. All the while, I imagined my childhood self watching me from the past.

			I had wanted to open up a channel to that little girl who still dwelled inside me because I needed to reassure her that it would all turn out okay. I hadn’t expected that she’d have her own message for me.

			One evening, I whooshed through a revolving door into the campus dining hall and stood in line with my meal ticket in my hand. It was at this moment that I suddenly remembered a night in childhood when I lay cowering in bed, convinced that I heard the Underwear Man creeping toward me in the hall.

			And then I realized that my memory of the Underwear Man was attached to another memory of sexual terror. The two incidents seemed bound together with glue.

			

			• • •

			It’s often said that people repress memories of abuse, as if these traumatic thoughts vanish and then somehow linger in the subconscious until they are rediscovered. But it wasn’t like that for me. I’d never exactly forgotten what happened, but simply hadn’t ever known how to interpret it—as if the raw 16 mm film footage had been cut up and I had to wait until I was old enough to find the right kinds of tools to splice the film back together and view it. Or maybe that’s not exactly it. Maybe I’d stored away the memories in an evidence box and put them deep in a mental warehouse. I’d saved them, intact, for when I was old enough to handle them.

			Adulthood was my new superpower. I could open up that evidence box and pick up the most horrifying memories with tweezers to study them; I could put names to things that happened to me as a child. From my new vantage point, I understood that the Underwear Man had been a pedophile and I had been just one of his victims; he might have preyed on hundreds of other girls. The Underwear Man himself might still be alive, hunting through the phone book for likely prospects and making those calls. That thought pounded me with emotions—fury and impotence, and a hunger for justice that I knew I’d never get.

			And with a flash, I recognized that there had been an even worse monster in my childhood than the Underwear Man and that all of these feelings were in fact connected to Hunter.

			

			• • •

			Picture a cocktail party in the 1970s and my father wheeling the bar cart into the living room and plinking ice cubes into glasses full of golden liquid. Station wagons pulled up in the street, disgorging children who ran up to our door and parents who trailed after them. I was maybe eleven then, a geeky kid with dirty blond hair in braids and oval glasses.

			I don’t remember how I ended up in the backyard; probably one of the parents had shooed all of us kids outside to amuse ourselves. I do remember the heat of late summer, the thrumming of the cicadas, the sound of a ball ricocheting off the brick patio as the boys kicked it around. And I remember being afraid of Hunter even before anything happened. His mother and mine had been friends going back before either of us was born, so I’d been thrown together with him since I was a baby. But that summer, Hunter had been transformed by a growth spurt into a lanky giant, almost as tall as a man, though he was only about twelve or thirteen years old. He lorded over the other boys, tossing his head to flick back his sandy hair and issuing orders with a patrician entitlement—as if he already knew that one day he’d be put in command of underlings.

			I had been sitting on the swing, reading, when to my astonishment Hunter strode toward me flanked by two younger boys.

			“Okay,” he announced, “here’s what’s going to happen: You’re going to do exactly what I say. And if you don’t do it, I’m going to beat you up.”

			With a sinking realization, I knew that Hunter had already concocted a story that would explain away any blood and bruises that he inflicted. I intuited—with the exquisite sensitivity of a small, shy kid—that he had done this before.

			He grabbed me by the wrist and force marched me to a wall of bamboo and yew hedges at the back of the yard, into a little “room” hidden by branches. It was one of those in-between places that was fascinating to children and invisible to adults. Hunter must have scouted it out beforehand.

			I don’t remember exactly what happened next except for the sudden and shocking fact of my nakedness, my skin against the dirt, the bludgeoning shame.

			Hunter searched around for a good stick, or maybe he told the other boys to do that. I think the other boys held down my legs. Hunter leaned over me, using the end of a stick to push my underwear farther down, and then to poke at me between the legs.

			Then came the zzzzip sound of the sliding glass door up on the patio, and the chatter of grown-ups stepping outside, settling into chairs.

			“We need to move,” Hunter said. I don’t remember exactly how we ended up in the basement. My memory skips as if through a jump cut. In the next moment, I’m naked on the floor, shivering, smelling mildew, behind a large dollhouse in the corner, Hunter and the other two boys kneeling beside me.

			Around us on the floor, the kind of mess that children create—dolls, tiny chairs, Legos, erector-set pieces, dinosaurs, a knife for cutting Play-Doh.

			He used the toys like surgical tools, sticking them inside me.

			I remember an airplane wing—a blade that he used to explore around the folds of my private parts—and the pain when he stuck it inside. I was terrified, but even more frightening was his fascinated disgust with my body. Maybe that’s when I began to believe that I had a mark inside me, a hidden defect that had drawn them to me and made this humiliation inevitable.

			Certainly, I didn’t have the words to describe what was happening to me. I felt like a dead animal he had found by the road. I was no longer human.

			It seemed to last a long time. I don’t know how I escaped. My memory skips forward, into my own bedroom later that day, where I curled up and watched shadows of leaves flicker on the floor. My whole body felt anesthetized and rubbery, as if I’d turned into a mannequin.

			My mother flitted in, distracted by hostessing.

			“What’s wrong?” she said and put a hand on my forehead.

			I sat up, trying to muster all my courage. It felt as if my mouth had been sewn closed. I couldn’t look at her. I stared at the floor.

			“Hunter was mean to me,” I said.

			“Oh, well, you know how boys are,” my mother said, briskly.

			For a moment, she seemed to register my slumped shoulders, the way that I wouldn’t meet her eyes. But then she said, “Those boys are your guests. I’m sorry if they’re mean, but it’s your job to make them feel welcome here.” Back then, I didn’t have the words to name what had happened.

			But at age nineteen in the dining hall that day, I was no longer a kid, and I knew the legal definition of sexual assault. The phrase “foreign object” jumped into my mind. A stick, a toy airplane, a finger, a plastic knife—these were all foreign objects. These were things that Hunter had forced inside me.

			Now, in the dining hall, I whispered to myself, “He raped me.” The word seemed wrong, too adult, not like something that happens to a child. I tried again, “He molested me.” That word fit into place like a puzzle piece. “Molested.” I’d read that word in books, heard it applied to other girls. And now the truth was so obvious that I couldn’t believe I had missed it. The word applied to me.

			

			• • •

			When I was twenty-nine years old, my father called to tell me he’d been diagnosed with lung cancer. Within months, he’d shriveled into a corpse of a man, tripping on morphine. The day after he died, I drove my mother to the funeral home to fill out paperwork. An undertaker approached us and pointed the way behind a curtained door. “I know that this is difficult, but you will need to identify the body of your husband,” the undertaker said. My mom grabbed my arm, as if afraid she might fall. “I can’t,” she said. I offered to do it instead. I spent several long moments in that room, soaking in the sight that I knew would have ruined my mother. My father’s cheeks had turned gray and collapsed in. His face was a mask of flesh.

			My mother had always been fragile, but it was only after Dad died that I realized just how much my father had had to protect her from the horrors of the world. If there was a body that needed identifying, my father would have been the one to handle it. He would have said, “Joan, you go have a bath, relax, and lie down. I’ll take care of this.”

			My younger sister and I did our best to keep our mother glued together, but she didn’t know how to exist without her husband. She was often so scared at night that she’d ask me to sleep next to her in bed.

			One time when I arrived for a visit, I found her frantically digging through a drawer in the refrigerator and tossing hunks of cheese and packets of meat onto the floor. “I know it’s here,” she said, her voice trembling. She couldn’t find the fresh pasta she’d bought for dinner.

			“It’s okay, Mom,” I said. “We can go out.”

			“No,” she wailed. I couldn’t find the words to console her. Just then my younger sister walked in, careful not to step on the food scattered around the floor. She commanded Mom to sit and poured her a glass of wine. “You drink this,” she instructed.

			

			• • •

			One of Mom’s closest friends, a glamorous woman we called Cousin Bunny, used to like to declare in her southern drawl, “I’m neither in the madhouse nor the poorhouse, so by my own lights I’m a great success.” Eventually, Cousin Bunny did do a stint in a mental hospital, but even when floridly delusional Bunny kept up appearances. She looked spectacular in her Gloria Vanderbilt wrap dresses that showed off her coltish legs. I recognized in my mother Bunny’s same valiant attempt to keep up the facade. Mom clung to sanity by arriving at the women’s club in a tweed skirt and silk blouse for a talk about Japanese floral arranging. I became a bit player in her theater of everything-is-okay, squiring her out to lunches where we chattered about all the little nothings—fashion, diets, dogs.

			What good would it have done to burden her with my own troubles? It would have been cruel—and utterly pointless—to confront her with the dark thread of shame that ran through my own childhood. And besides, I thought I had dealt with all of that and moved on.

			Several years before, in my early twenties, I had poured everything I remembered about the Underwear Man and Hunter into the black void of a laptop screen and saved it on floppy disks labeled with vague, elusive notations. Those files became the secret world where I documented the evidence. I was already, at this point, a published fiction writer and a working journalist. And so after spewing out all that I remembered, I hammered this raw material into short stories. This felt to me like sealing plutonium inside a lead box; once I wrote those stories, it was as if I had shielded myself from the radioactive shame of the past. I thought I was done.

			I had no idea how the rage would return, decades later, when dozens of survivors came forward to speak out about predators like Jeffrey Epstein, Harvey Weinstein, and Larry Nassar. In 2017, it seemed everyone suddenly started to use the word “gaslighting.” People might say, for instance, that Harvey Weinstein had gaslighted his assistants so thoroughly that they became his enablers, guiding actresses into his hotel rooms and covering up the mess afterward.[1]

			When I first heard someone use “gaslighting,” it called up a vivid picture in my mind: the dusty twilight inside an old house where thick curtains dangled over the windows. In my imagination, “gaslight” wasn’t a kind of light but rather a kind of darkness—a yellow smog in the atmosphere, a smear of pollution that obscured the truth. When the survivors testified in the courtroom, it seemed to me that the yellow fog of gaslight lifted and the shame blew away like so much smoke. With each trial, I felt that millions of us were being “un-gaslighted”; all of a sudden we could detect the traps that had been laid around us. We saw through the trickery that had kept so many people from speaking out. One of the witnesses in Larry Nassar’s trial had pronounced, “Little girls don’t stay little forever. They grow into strong women that return to destroy your world.”[2] That woman’s rage vibrated inside me and woke in me a long-dormant thirst for justice.

			For me, the most powerful awakening came during the Brett Kavanaugh hearings. A wave of emotion walloped me one day while I listened to Christine Blasey Ford’s testimony. I had been driving, and I pulled over, threw the car into park, switched off the radio, and then just sat there for a while, sweating in the heat. I was furious that so many of us had to suffer like this, believing it had been our own fault.

			And yet I felt something else bubbling under the fury within me: a new and unfamiliar tickle of joy. Why was I so giddy? Because I was listening to a woman who dared to burn down her whole life in order to tell her truth. Dr. Ford would be ridiculed, stalked, threatened; she’d be called a vengeful bitch and a crazy media whore. But she wouldn’t be silenced. And I felt as if she had just invented some new kind of freedom that could be anyone’s for the taking.

		

	
		
			Chapter 11

			In 2009, a team from Prosecutor Kym L. Worthy’s office began asking questions about whether the Detroit Police Department had mishandled crime scene evidence. They toured an abandoned parking structure that the police department used for storage. In the dank building, as birds fluttered over their heads, the investigators wandered past a bloodstained sofa and a bucketful of bullets.[1] In one of the parking bays, they found the rape kits—a trove of more than eleven thousand, most of which had never been tested. Some of them had been collected as far back as 1980. The victims ranged in age from ninety to one month old.[2]

			Their discovery in that storage facility in Detroit erupted into a nationwide scandal. In 2010, an advocacy group called the Joyful Heart Foundation launched a program called End the Backlog with a mission to find all the abandoned rape kits in the country and have them tested in state-of-the-art labs.[3] Survivors organized feminist comedy nights and passed the hat around, collecting dollars to help pay to have rape kits processed. This was at a time when police departments were splurging on high-tech gadgets, like robotic bombs.[4] One study found that overtime pay for San Jose, California, officers went up by 300 percent between 2009 and 2020.[5] All the while, the survivor community stepped up to supplement crime-lab budgets.

			In the 2010s, activists like Natasha Alexenko spoke out about the injustice of the backlogs. Alexenko had discovered that her rape kit was one of thousands that had been left on shelves in New York—unopened—while the man who attacked her roamed free. “Why would you put someone through this very invasive, whole-body exam, which is traumatizing in itself, take their rape kit and just let it sit there?” she asked.[6]

			Thanks to Alexenko and many others who told their stories, the backlog became a cause célèbre. Newspapers printed photos of evidence boxes dumped in bins and scattered on the floor of warehouses. Politicians promised to fix the nation’s sexual-assault evidence system. In 2015, the Obama White House pledged $41 million to process the sexual-assault evidence from kits across the country.[7] State and city governments also unlocked funds to process their kits.[8] As evidence testing became a priority, crime labs shared the DNA readings from thousands of kits with the FBI’s national database.

			The results offered spectacular proof of the value that had been hiding for decades in those neglected piles of rape kits. Between 2010 and 2018, a period when American police departments increasingly relied upon DNA evidence to establish guilt, far fewer Black men were wrongfully convicted for the rape of white women than in the decades before, according to a report from the National Registry of Exonerations. “Because rapists usually leave semen or other biological material in, on or near the bodies of their victims, DNA evidence can be uniquely effective for determining whether a defendant who was convicted of rape was in fact the rapist,” the authors of the report wrote.[9]

			Even as police departments used rape-kit evidence to prevent false convictions, they could also deploy this data to solve hundreds of cold cases and prevent serial rapists from attacking more victims. Take, for instance, the turnaround in Tucson, Arizona. In 2015, the city’s police department received a grant to test nearly fifteen hundred kits—more than half of which contained usable DNA. Within a few years, the data collected from those kits led to more than twenty convictions and the capture of one of the country’s most prolific serial rapists, a man named Nathan Loebe who had zigzagged from state to state assaulting women for nearly two decades.[10]

			Loebe had hung around in bars, sometimes drawing in women by telling them that he was the actor Brian Bonsall from the sitcom Family Ties, and while he chatted up his victims, he might slip drugs into their drinks; he also stalked his victims on dating apps. [11] He was so well known as a predator that in 2011 the real Brian Bonsall tweeted a warning about him on social media: “I have an impersonator, his name is Nathan Loebe. He has copied alot [sic] of my tattoos and he preys on young women online and everywhere else.”[12]

			Loebe’s survivors had filed crime reports in several different states. Still, charges never stuck. One by one, women took Loebe to court, but because the cases were treated separately, Loebe managed to wriggle out of all the charges, claiming that he’d had consensual sex with each of his survivors. Meanwhile, the rape kits that contained Loebe’s DNA were scattered across state lines, and some of those kits had never been tested.

			A break in the case finally came thanks to a woman named Maisha Sudbeck whom Loebe had assaulted in 2012.[13] Her rape kit sat in a warehouse for five years before the Tucson Police Department finally processed her evidence and entered the DNA data into the FBI’s national system. The DNA in her kit matched a number of others, helping investigators to finally connect all the crimes together and link them with Loebe.[14] He was sentenced to 274 years in prison, including for twelve counts of sexual assault in multiple states.[15]

			

			• • •

			When the evidence system functions properly, it can do more than just identify individual predators; it can also reveal surprising patterns of crime that would otherwise go undetected. By studying the perpetrators whose DNA showed up in multiple kits, researchers are now able to answer questions like “Who are the serial rapists?” and “How do they get away with it?” and “How do they operate?” In other words, the recent flood of evidence from thousands of kits has changed what we know about the nature of rape itself.

			“For years, there’s been a misconception that people who commit [sexual] offenses are two types of people: stranger rapists or acquaintance rapists, and they don’t cross over,” a victim advocate named Colleen Phelan told a reporter in 2021.[16] The new rape-kit evidence data confirmed that this idea had been wrong all along: the same man’s DNA might show up in his girlfriend’s rape kit and in a kit belonging to a child whom he’d grabbed off the street. In some cases, DNA results revealed that perpetrators have sexually assaulted people of different ages and genders.[17] As the Tucson Police Department analyzed the results from its backlog, a new picture emerged of the serial rapist as a “generalist” who attacked strangers, acquaintances, and family members. “Their MO is vulnerable people,” Phelan said.

			This finding means that the DNA in kits filed by women accusing their husbands and boyfriends turns out to be more valuable than we previously knew. If a survivor can name her rapist, then she is able to supply information that might be used to solve cases where the identity of an assailant is unknown.

			Some of the most surprising revelations about sexual violence emerged in Cuyahoga County, Ohio, after the city tested its backlog of kits in the 2010s. A sociologist named Rachel Lovell led the effort to answer basic questions about how serial sex offenders target their victims by studying cases in which a single perpetrator’s DNA showed up in multiple kits.[18] She and her colleagues published studies that revealed that the FBI’s methods of detecting dangerous rapists and killers had been wildly off target and based on junk science.

			For decades, criminologists had believed that each sexual predator was driven by a desire to satisfy his unique fetish. This myth had taken hold in the 1970s and 1980s, when Americans were fascinated by sexual murderers like Ted Bundy whose attacks seemed to reveal a pattern, and even a personality. The FBI poured millions of dollars into a new Behavioral Science Unit[19] and a method called behavioral profiling that exalted the attacker as a psychologically twisted character who left behind unique tells at the crime scenes.

			One FBI report from the 1980s asserted that every serial killer exhibited “core behaviors” that were his calling cards; for instance, he bit his victims’ breasts, or he targeted motherly blond women. Supposedly, each killer’s fetishistic desires were as distinct as his fingerprints.[20] This is what you might call the Silence of the Lambs fallacy; sexual criminals were celebrated as geniuses with bizarre kinks, and you only had to study their obsessions to identify them. This notion caught the attention of Hollywood, and scores of films were released featuring fictional serial killers like Buffalo Bill, who stuffed a death’s-head hawk moth down the throats of his victims in The Silence of the Lambs. But this new “science” of behavioral profiling had never been backed up by any kind of proof; there was little evidence to support all of the colorful theories that surrounded serial predators.

			In the last few years, thanks to data from evidence kits, an entirely new picture of the serial rapist is emerging. When Lovell studied the cases of rapists whose DNA showed up in several different kits, she discovered that these men had no distinct modes of operation. A perpetrator might abduct women off the street even as he terrorized his own parents, his wife, and his child using whichever weapons were most conveniently at hand. One of the perpetrators in her data set had preyed upon victims who varied in age by almost thirty years. Another had sexually assaulted two females and one male.[21] Lovell observed that rapists tended to be “generalists” who commit other crimes as well, including robbery, fraud, child abuse, and embezzlement. They’re “one-man crime waves,” Lovell said.[22] “We’ve all heard serial rapists [exhibit] very specific patterns,” she noted, but her research showed “that these offenders are more about opportunity than maintaining a method.”[23]

			Movies and TV shows tend to portray serial rapists as middle-aged men. But the data from Cleveland also revealed some predators attacked when they were as young as fourteen, and others were as old as fifty-six.[24] Chillingly, two-thirds of serial rapists had never been arrested for sexual assault before the backlogged evidence was tested, even though some of them had been active for years. That “is an indicator as to just how much undetected sexual offending there is,” Lovell told a reporter in 2020. It was also an indication of just how little police departments had done to prevent it.[25]

			For decades, it was generally believed that serial predators were rare. Now, however, it’s becoming clear that serial rapists only seem to be rare because police departments so often fail to catch them, bungling cases and ignoring survivors. “Our findings emphasize that serial sex offending is quite common,” Lovell and her co-authors wrote in a 2017 research paper in which they argued that the discovery of high levels of undetected sexual assault was “significant.”[26] When a survivor decides to go to all the trouble of going to an emergency room to submit to a rape-kit exam, it’s likely because she hopes to protect others from being attacked, too. Even if the police treat her report as a one-off case, she may suspect that there are others out there or that there will be others. Lovell’s findings showed that quite often the survivor is right.

			Decades before, Marty Goddard had based her system on the fundamental idea that people who reported sexual assault could be trusted, but, tragically, she would not live long enough to see her ideas vindicated.

		

	
		
			Chapter 12

			Marty’s brother had died in a scuba-diving accident; this stray fact had tugged at me ever since Margaret Pokorny mentioned it. Though I still didn’t know the name of Marty’s brother, the manner of his death was so odd that I thought it might lead me to unlock the last mysteries that remained: I wanted to find Marty’s family and ask them about her early life and the circumstances that led to her death.

			For months, I searched through newspaper reports of diving accidents. And then one day, I hit gold: an obituary for Russell Goddard, who died in 1980 in the Virgin Islands.[1] The piece listed his survivors, including his parents, his sisters, Marty and Carol, and a son named Scott.

			A few days later, I located Scott Goddard and called him, and he agreed to help me in whatever way he could.[2] Marty had been like a second mother to him. After Scott lost his father, she swooped in and took him on several vacations. “We spent some time on a dude ranch, and then she chartered a plane so that we could fly over the Grand Canyon,” he told me over the phone, describing the way she lavished attention on him. Marty seemed carefree; she was his big-city aunt who was always up for adventure.

			When he was a child, Scott hadn’t fully understood his aunt’s work, but he did know she was fascinated by dollhouses. She’d built an entire replica of a Little House on the Prairie cabin for Scott’s cousins—his aunt Carol’s two girls. Scott tried his best to participate in her passion for tiny houses, too. He and his aunt would spend hours in the Thorne Miniature Rooms at the Art Institute of Chicago gazing into the elaborate dollhouses. Beyond a miniature chandelier and French windows, a painted garden beckoned, with a lily pond and trees wilting in the summer heat. The rooms showed evidence of their inhabitants, even though no one was home, and this was part of their magic: it was easy to imagine yourself in the drawing room, perched on a velvet chair as you sipped from one of the mouse-sized teacups.

			I could only speculate as to why Marty found solace in the Thorne collection hall. Perhaps she liked the way it transformed smallness into a kind of superpower. Writing in The New York Times Magazine, Charles Siebert described his own mind-bending visit to the Thorne collection. He observed how “adults peering in on these little dioramas become children again, and their children the suddenly more mature and seasoned guides to the Tom Thumb fantasies the rooms contain.”[3]

			Mrs. Narcissa Niblack Thorne, the wife of a department store mogul, designed these rooms in the 1930s. She hired master craftspeople to transform her blueprints into perfectly executed replicas of palace halls and Gothic chapels. With their help, she transformed the half-glimpsed utopias that quivered in her mind into wood and plaster and paint.

			Marty Goddard did not have a fortune at her disposal, but she could spend an afternoon balancing a picture frame on her fingertip to gild it with paint, transforming it into a Venetian antique. Scott told me how his aunt had filled boxes with adorably scaled-down Persian rugs and Hepplewhite chairs and even smaller—so weeny that you had to squint at them—forks and spoons, drawer pulls, and candlesticks. “That was her passion,” he said.

			Marty was obsessed with the flecks, the specks, the dollops, the cigarette ash, and the contents of trash cans. Some underwear, a pack of cigarettes, the note scrawled on a scrap of paper: these ordinary things, in a courtroom, could become proof of injustice. One stray fleck of blood had the power to send someone to prison for life. I wondered if in her dioramas Marty wasn’t building tiny crime scenes peppered with clues, if somehow she was leaving a message about whatever it was that tormented her.

			I asked Scott whether, in addition to Narcissa Thorne, his aunt had been inspired by Frances Glessner Lee. In the 1940s, Glessner Lee had pioneered a new addition to the field of criminology; she built what she called the Nutshell Studies of Unexplained Death in order to train detectives.[4] Students would peer into miniature rooms re-created to look like crime scenes: for instance, a bathroom where a doll lay face up in the tub, her stiff legs pointing toward the ceiling, as if contorted in rigor mortis; next to her, a wee bourbon bottle lay sideways on the floor. From such scenes, the students would piece together a theory about what had happened.

			Scott told me that his aunt had never mentioned the Nutshell Studies. But Marty spent so many years hanging around with beat cops and crime-lab hounds, how could she not have known about Glessner Lee’s macabre dollhouses?

			

			• • •

			When Marty descended into alcoholism in the 1990s, her dollhouse fantasies drew her to the Southwest. “She loved the desert,” Scott said, “and she really enjoyed the architecture out there.” She had modeled many of her miniatures on adobe homes, with clay fireplaces and plump, undulating walls.

			But it was also Scott who pulled Marty to the Southwest. She moved into an apartment close to the Arizona State campus where he was a student, as if drawn by his gravitational force. Now she even lived in a town that shared a name with her nephew: Scottsdale. “Almost every Sunday, we’d get together at her apartment for dinner. I was a sounding board for her,” Scott said. She liked to talk—for hours—and he listened.

			Back then, Scottsdale looked like the set of a cowboy movie, with red rock buttes and cacti piercing the peacock-blue sky. Eventually, Marty found a remote apartment up in the mountains where the city lights of Phoenix twinkled far away.

			Scott didn’t know how Marty supported herself after she retired, though he thinks that she did receive checks from a rich benefactor named Earl whom she’d befriended in Chicago. Was he an ex-boyfriend? Hard to know. But Earl did feel responsible for Marty in some way. He had first sent Marty cash infusions when she flamed out in the 1980s. Scott said that she hated being dependent on a handout. Still, she had no choice but to accept the help.

			

			• • •

			By the end of his college years, Scott dreaded his Sunday dinners with Marty. Her rants stretched for hours. He faithfully visited her anyway. It became a habit for Scott, a ritual.

			As a senior, he noticed another side of his aunt that he’d missed when he was younger. It was the way she opened a second bottle of wine at dinner, the slurred words as she monologued, and those boxes full of doll-sized accoutrements that crowded out the furniture in her apartment, occupying chairs and cluttering tabletops.

			Even as she perfected her tiny interiors, she couldn’t seem to find rooms that satisfied her in her own life. She was always itching to be somewhere else. After settling in the mountains, she decamped to an apartment closer to the city, then even closer. “And I was the guy that would move her each time,” Scott told me. Marty wanted to start over when relations with her neighbors went sour. And they did every time. Each apartment was shabbier than the last, and by the mid-1990s she was living in a trailer park out in the desert.

			She tried to turn her life around. In the early years of the twenty-first century, she sobered up and spent her days clipping newspapers, reading about victims’ rights and policy issues. She told Scott that she wanted to pursue a degree in forensics at a local community college. She had been one of the key minds behind the sexual-assault forensics system in the United States, and yet she lacked any of the bona fides to be recognized as an expert.

			Marty never enrolled. For years, she had been barricading herself in her mobile home with the boxes full of dollhouse chairs and tables. Her thoughts festered with paranoia; she feared a shadowy gang of conspirators who spied on her; her tormentors, she believed, would knock on her trailer at three in the morning. “The stories were crazy,” Scott said. She believed “they were hiding behind another trailer. She would see their silhouettes through the windows. They were whispering, having conversations about her,” Scott recounted. Marty would call her nephew, agitated and breathless. “They’re after me,” she’d say.

			One day, she crashed her car, and “the cops came, and they took her license away, so she couldn’t drive anymore,” he said. Without a car, she had no choice but to return to Phoenix, where she could take taxis to buy cigarettes or food. Scott Goddard helped move his aunt into an apartment building near a highway. That happened right around the time that the Tucson Police Department dusted off its rape kits, but Marty had stopped following the news and didn’t know about this success story.

			Toward the end, there were times when she seemed like the old Marty again, before she’d suddenly blow up and start screaming. Scott remembered, “We had her for Thanksgiving one year and she just exploded. She could be pleasant one moment and then turn.” Later, she would apologize. The end was horrifying for Scott to watch. “Everything spiraled,” he told me. She would threaten to commit suicide. She would say, “I don’t want to live.” And she was weak. At one point she was so sick and fragile that her weight dropped to a mere eighty-one pounds. “She had gout and her legs were inflamed and red; her shoes didn’t fit and she had to wear slippers.” Still, even when she lashed out at him, Scott checked in on her just about every day.

			I asked Scott whether he had any artifacts from his aunt—letters, notes, journals, news clippings, video recordings. Was there anything left of her on his computer or phone? He obligingly hunted around, and that’s how he noticed that some of Marty’s voice messages were still buried in his phone. He played for me those messages, the last of Marty, and I recognized her tough-broad Chicago accent—the tone she must have used when she wrangled with cops and politicians. She sounded funny and wise, and pissed off.

			“I need a map and I want it in the mail now so that I know where the fuck you live,” Marty barked. Scott laughed and shook his head. “Of course she knew where I lived,” he said, and explained that Marty had been to his house many times, but she’d become so muddled at the end that she would call him several times a day and demand he send her directions anyway.

			“I’m going to take a little napipoo now,” Marty said in another message. And then, angrily, “Were you aware of what long-term care is, that it’s a nursing home? I tell you right now that I ain’t ready to go.” And then, a few hours later: “By God, my nephew, I need a map to your fucking house. Send it to me first class. I need it. Put it in the mail. And if you don’t do it, I’ll call every fucking day eighteen times.” She laughed mischievously and added, “I love you.”

			Marty had given Scott power of attorney. In those final months, he was able to look through her medical records to try to figure out why her behavior was so bizarre. Marty didn’t like to visit doctors often, but in the few times she had landed in the hospital or a care home, the staff had diagnosed her as suffering from both dementia and manic depression. The tragedy, Scott said, was that Marty’s mental illness made her so suspicious of doctors. Things might have gone very differently had she received treatment years earlier.

			When the journalist Jessica Ravitz called her in 2015, Marty was too disoriented to read a newspaper. She didn’t know that the rape kit played a starring role in a new effort to reform the criminal justice system. She lacked the mental capacity to grasp that the ideas that she had championed decades ago were now catching fire. And so she had become just a footnote in Vitullo’s story. He was lauded as the inventor, while she might be acknowledged as his helper if she received any mention at all. She’d dissolved into obscurity.

			It seemed Marty wanted it that way. She’d instructed Scott that he shouldn’t make a fuss over her death. There was to be no memorial, no funeral, no obituary. One day he scattered her ashes in Sedona, Arizona, freeing her to float over the red rocks and canyons she’d loved so much. And with that, she vanished completely.

		

	
		
			Chapter 13

			In 2018, newspapers were full of articles about police departments that had rediscovered thousands of kits, tested them, and solved cold cases. It sounded like a success story: finally the country was addressing its backlog problem. But after I had dug into deep research and learned about Marty’s original vision for the rape-kit system, I began to see the shape of a much bigger problem than the backlogs—one that was rarely mentioned in the news stories or reflected in the national conversation about what we needed to do to fix the sexual-assault evidence system.

			Sure, hundreds of thousands of rape kits had been abandoned in storage lockers and musty warehouses. But what about the millions of rape kits that had never been filed in the first place? Less than one-fourth of all survivors chose to report their assaults. Some had been told by police detectives that it was pointless to file an evidence kit because sexual assault was a crime that couldn’t be proved; other survivors lived far away from a hospital and didn’t own a car; and still others were too traumatized to submit to the grueling and invasive forensic exam.[1] Sexual assault was the least reported violent crime in the United States, and the dismal statistics suggested that as many as 80 percent of survivors felt that this system had not been built for them. They had no desire to engage with it.[2]

			Black women, many of whom were in communities that have been shattered by police brutality, continued to be less inclined than other groups to seek help from forensic nurses or the criminal justice system. For every one Black survivor who reported a sexual assault, there were fifteen others who decided not to do so, a U.S. Justice Department study found in 2003.[3]

			It was clear that the system needed to be reinvented: reporting sexual assault should be a lot easier, and survivors deserved to feel safe when they spoke out. But how to overhaul a system that had been starved of funding for decades? To answer that question, I went looking for the Marty Goddards of today, the people who were working to radically rethink the sexual-assault evidence system and reinvent it for the twenty-first century.

			That’s why, in August 2019, I sat at a table with a graduate student named Antya Waegemann in a cavernous warehouse in Brooklyn. Waegemann spread out a portfolio of her work in front of me, and I leafed through pictures that looked like advertisements for imaginary technologies from a feminist utopia. All the while, I surreptitiously studied Waegemann herself. A young woman with long blond hair, she wore a loose sweater, black pants, and no makeup, as if to draw attention away from herself.

			Waegemann’s quest to fix the sexual-assault evidence system had begun the year before, when she enrolled as a product-design student at the School of Visual Arts in New York City.[4] She had been outraged when she learned about the backlog of untested rape kits and decided to figure out how to redesign the kit to make it harder for cops to lose it in storage. Her teachers at the School of Visual Arts advised her to slow down, to figure out exactly what made the current system so broken. Was the backlog a symptom of a bigger problem? So Waegemann set out to learn everything she could about how the rape kit was used.

			Just as Marty had done, Waegemann reached out to nurses, cops, and lawyers to ask them about the challenges they saw in the rape-kit system. To her surprise, many people told her the system was working just fine. Their attitude was “don’t touch it,” she said. They seemed to feel that the system was already fragile; after all, many American hospitals still didn’t have the funding to hire even one trained forensic nurse. Some of those involved in sexual-assault care seemed to be worried that a candid discussion of the flaws in the system might fuel its critics and lead to further funding cuts.

			Waegemann came away from her interviews with a new understanding of why the rape kit hadn’t fundamentally changed in fifty years. All these decades on, sexual-assault care was still so underfunded that many programs couldn’t succeed. As one forensic nurse told a researcher, she and her colleagues “are not compensated enough…. It is disheartening to me that there is no financial reimbursement” for the work necessary to help a patient recover from an attack and submit evidence. “Some cases take 7 or 8 hours and [payment] is one flat rate,” she said.[5]

			So clearly, money was an issue. But to truly understand the problems in the system, Waegemann wanted to witness the entire rape-kit exam from start to finish, and so she volunteered to be a victim advocate in a New York State hospital. Her job was to accompany survivors from the moment they checked into the hospital until they checked out. During the year she spent on call, she cataloged every issue she saw, from small mix-ups to outright abuse.

			The problems, she realized, started as soon as a victim stepped into the emergency room. Even if the patient was spattered with blood and shivering with fear, she would be forced to wait, sometimes all day, before anyone attended to her. “I don’t think any of the victims ever waited for less than eight hours,” Waegemann said, “and that’s not including the rape-kit exam.”

			The hospital where Waegemann volunteered had been designated a SANE site—that is, it was supposed to offer care from sexual-assault nurse examiners who had been trained both in forensics and in trauma support.[6] But because forensic nurses were in such short supply, Waegemann didn’t see a single nurse trained in forensics the entire year. The medical staff who examined the victims had no special training, and most of the nurses had never even handled a rape kit before. No wonder, then, that they struggled to make sense of what they found inside the kit: a pile of collection envelopes, some large paper sheets meant to be spread out under the patient, and four pages of dense instructions in the New York State manual.[7]

			During her training to become a volunteer advocate, Waegemann had learned that a survivor’s story is often the most important part of the exam; the eyewitness account provides context and meaning to the physical evidence. But Waegemann observed that in real-life situations nurses were so overwhelmed, so focused on addressing the physical needs of the patient, that they weren’t prepared to listen to the stories that survivors told.

			Even worse, Waegemann was alarmed by how medical staff sometimes barked orders at patients who were crying. “It was ten times worse than I’d imagined,” she said. The most shocking abuse she witnessed occurred while she was volunteering as an advocate for a woman who’d been attacked by a slasher in the subway. The woman was most concerned about the open wound on her chest and wanted to speak to a doctor about when it would heal.

			Waegemann found a doctor and told him that a patient wanted to consult with him about an injury. The doctor snapped at her that he didn’t have time for the patient. “She’s drunk,” he said, and refused to listen.

			When the police thundered into the hospital room to question the patient, an already bad situation grew worse. The woman described how the subway attacker had ripped her clothes, pulled down her pants, and cut her with a knife. Instead of listening to her, the cops asked leading questions, suggesting they wanted to treat the case as a robbery rather than a sexual assault. “Where is your jewelry?” they asked.

			When the victim explained that she hadn’t been wearing jewelry and she wanted to report an attempted rape, they walked out of the room. “Two hours later, the robbery squad arrived,” Waegemann said. This new group of officers huddled around the patient, demanding to know details of the “robbery.” When the woman explained again that she had been sexually assaulted, not mugged, they accused her of lying.

			Horrified by the mix-up, Waegemann stepped in to explain that her client had been telling the same story all along. “You guys created this mess,” she said. “You need to fix it.”

			“What do you want us to do?” one of them asked, shrugging. “We’re the robbery squad.”

			Waegemann filed a complaint—something that victim advocates are allowed to do when police officers mistreat a client or bungle the interview process. But as far as she knows, the report had no effect whatsoever.

			It seemed to Waegemann that the sexual-assault exam had been designed around the needs of the hospital staff, the police, and the lawyers—everyone but the survivor. So what would happen if survivors themselves were put in charge of designing the system? To answer that question, Waegemann assembled a focus group and asked a diverse group of participants to discuss what kind of care they would like to receive if they were sexually assaulted. It was an eye-opening exercise.

			Almost all of the participants said that if they had a choice in the matter, they would want to recover from an assault in the privacy of their own home. The Black participants in the group discussed the racism they’d encountered in hospitals. One participant said, “As a Black woman, it’s intimidating to go into the emergency room by yourself. You don’t always know if you’ll come out alive.”[8]

			

			• • •

			Forensic technology has been largely designed by and for white people, and the bias is shockingly obvious when you dig into the details. For instance, during a sexual-assault exam, a nurse will sometimes swab the victim’s body with toluidine blue dye to reveal abrasions.[9] The blue liquid can highlight cuts around the genitals and other telltale signs of a violent rape. But as Kathryn Laughon, an associate professor at the University of Virginia’s School of Nursing, pointed out in 2013, toluidine blue isn’t as visible on dark skin, and so the wounds on African American survivors were more likely to remain unseen.[10]

			Sometime around 2020, a group of researchers decided to find out how many nonwhite professionals were working as forensic scientists. They discovered that no one had bothered to collect statistics on racial and gender bias in the field. Still, after sorting through whatever information they could find, the researchers concluded that Black, indigenous, Asian, and Hispanic people were underrepresented in every field related to forensic science. “The lack of representation may have consequences on knowledge production and innovation…and may affect community trust in forensic scientists,” they wrote.[11]

			Is it any wonder that Black people, in particular, were so alienated from the rape-kit evidence system? “If you’ve seen on the news the police hurting African American people who’ve done nothing wrong, why would you go to the police and tell them that you’ve been raped?” one biracial survivor explained to an interviewer in 2019. “It’s a huge risk,” she said.[12]

			

			• • •

			What would sexual-assault care look like if it were tailored specifically to the needs of Black women? In the early years of the twenty-first century, Kalimah Johnson began asking herself that question. While working in the Detroit Police Department as a clinical social worker for sexual-assault survivors, she realized that the rape-reporting system was so ineffectual because it was designed to work for the people who were in power. “You’ve got men trying to help women who’ve been raped by mostly men who have been socialized to believe that women make these things up,” she told me when I interviewed her in August 2021.[13] “Until we get leadership that looks like the clientele base we’re serving, we’re going to always miss the mark.”

			In 2010, Johnson founded the Sexual Assault Services for Holistic Healing and Awareness (SASHA) Center, which empowers African American women (both cisgender and transgender) to take charge of their own healing and recovery.[14] The police department was the last place her clients wanted to go for help. That’s “because communities of color, especially the Black community, are already over-policed,” she told me. So, Johnson designed a haven for Black women in which there would be no rape kits and no cops. (Of course, if a survivor did want to report abuse, advocates at the SASHA Center would guide the client to an organization that could assist with the follow-through required to engage with the criminal justice system.)

			Instead of guilt-tripping survivors about their duty to report a crime, the counselors at the SASHA Center offered a peaceful, spa-like space where survivors felt valued. Some clients had urgent practical needs: diapers for their kids, gas money, groceries, and a safe place to live. But survivors also yearned for therapy, yoga, poetry classes, and pampering; as Kalimah Johnson puts it, they needed to be “treated like princesses.”

			Johnson believes that helping her clients heal from trauma goes beyond meeting their immediate needs. It requires participating with them in imagining a new kind of world—one in which African American women feel they can take up space and break silence. She told me about one of her most radical programs—a field trip to the Detroit Institute of Arts. “The Black survivors—thirty Black women—walk in the doors and some would say, ‘I never thought this place was for me.’ And now they’re being treated like queens, taken to see all of this beautiful art and being catered to because what they think and feel about art is valued just as much as anyone else.”

			Johnson wants to help her clients to feel safe on sidewalks and in parks, restaurants, airports, and train stations. Her ambition is to fundamentally transform how people experience public space—to imagine city streets as places where Black women won’t be abused or attacked, to dream of a world without rape. She has a word for this act of imagination: “re-spatializing.” This is, she told me, a term coined by the scholar Dr. Katherine McKittrick, who has written that “black feminism is…a spatial project that works to rethink and respatialize structural inequalities.”[15]

			When we talk about rape, we’re almost always talking about space—who owns it, who feels safe in it, who doesn’t. At the very least, we need survivors to be able to design and control the spaces where people come for refuge after they’ve been assaulted.

			

			• • •

			After she conducted her focus group, Antya Waegemann realized that survivors would be far more likely to engage with the evidence system if they could do so in a place of their own choosing—either in their own home or in a friend’s. Her revelation, she told me, was this: “What if this could be a service where [the nurses] came to you?”

			Her first design involved an over-the-counter rape kit that could be sold at every pharmacy, much like a home pregnancy test. A telemedicine app would allow forensic nurses to beam into the victim’s phone and deliver medical care; for example, they could prescribe antibiotics during the videoconference. The nurse would also be available via a video hookup to supervise and witness the sexual-assault exam that the victim performed on herself, as she swabbed her body for DNA and documented cuts or bruises. In Waegemann’s vision, the exam performed through telemedicine could be used as evidence in a court of law—opening up access to millions of people who otherwise wouldn’t be able to report their abuse because they couldn’t get to a hospital or felt too traumatized to leave their homes.

			Waegemann knew that an at-home system might never become a reality. It challenged too many existing power structures. “It’s assumed that victims can’t be trusted to collect the evidence on their own,” even if the victims are supervised by a medical professional, she said. She knew that telemedicine or home exams would be out of the question for many nursing organizations, prosecutors, and state governments. Still, she continued to work on the design of a rape kit that could be used outside the hospital setting. It was her way of pushing people to imagine a new set of possibilities.

			

			• • •

			In the fall of 2019, twenty-three-year-old Madison Campbell had stormed onto newspaper headlines after announcing she would release a product called the MeToo Kit. She looked like a doppelgänger of Elizabeth Holmes, the founder of Theranos whose name by then had become synonymous with Silicon Valley fraud. Perhaps that explains why Campbell’s MeToo Kit stirred up so much outrage.

			With Campbell as its spokeswoman, the home kit appeared to be a flighty notion; she was not an expert in forensics, product design, or the legal issues surrounding the kit, and it was easy to dismiss her. In the fashion of a start-up CEO, she had announced her concept and created a pitch deck, but the MeToo Kit itself didn’t yet exist. Even so, the MeToo Kit inspired outraged headlines like “The At-Home Rape Kit Start-Up Is a Useless Mess.”[16] Campbell was vilified as an opportunist, a greedy entrepreneur misleading rape victims.

			Campbell pushed back, saying that she had, in fact, designed a home kit that she wished had been available to her on her college campus. “I know how terrifying and traumatic being sexually assaulted is,” she told the Brooklyn Daily Eagle in September 2019.[17] As a survivor herself, she had imagined the powerful message it would send if college campuses were to provide students with access to evidence-collection kits.

			Yet Campbell was accused of peddling a “dangerous” product.[18] Several politicians and state lawmakers tried to prevent her home rape kit from being put on the market, arguing that juries and judges wouldn’t believe the survivors who brought self-collected evidence into the courtroom. “This company is shamelessly trying to take financial advantage of the ‘Me Too’ movement by luring victims into thinking that an at-home-do-it-yourself sexual assault kit will stand up in court,” the Michigan attorney general, Dana Nessel, said in a statement explaining a statewide ban on the sale of home kits.[19] Some politicians argued that survivors should be pushed into going to the hospital for their own good. Congresswoman Sylvia Garcia told NBC News, “What we need is trauma-informed care, not just the DNA. We should be encouraging women to go to a clinic, and to seek professional advice.”[20] The problem with this logic was that so many survivors found the “trauma-informed care” to be harrowing, and in the aftermath of an attack they didn’t want to wait for ten hours in an ER for professional advice.

			Campbell received death threats in the aftermath of the scandal and had to remove her company’s address from the website.[21] That same fall, several other states blocked or discouraged the sale of DIY or at-home evidence kits. The target of the bans was clearly Madison Campbell’s MeToo Kit, but the crackdown also stymied other efforts to redesign the sexual-assault evidence system around the needs of survivors. What most surprised me was how many people believed it would be disastrous to give survivors the power to decide how they wanted to receive care after an attack and how they wanted to pursue justice. It seemed to me paternalistic to argue about what was best for survivors, as if they were too stupid to figure that out for themselves.

			

			• • •

			In early 2020, a friend introduced me to a former FBI special agent named Jane Mason, another woman who had dreamed up a rape kit designed to empower survivors. Mason told me that she’d received an on-the-job education in forensics in the 1990s, when she was assigned to the FBI’s evidence response team in Manhattan. “Our mission was to investigate any kind of national or international threat. We might pick up one Coke can to dust for fingerprints. Or we could respond to 9/11 or Khobar Towers, and everything in between,” she told me.[22] During her career in the FBI, she’d participated in high-level investigations and worked with crime-lab experts, developing an expertise in forensic evidence collection.

			She retired from the FBI in 2014 and took work as a private investigator. Soon after she printed up her business cards, she received a call from a mother whose daughter had been sexually assaulted by a college athlete. Back then, Mason said, “I was still so naive. I thought these [sexual assault] cases would be treated like criminal investigations. They weren’t. There was so much evidence, but no one wanted to look at it.” When she’d worn the FBI badge, Mason had often worked closely with police departments. They had always answered her calls right away. But now that Mason represented a rape survivor, she was stonewalled. The police ghosted her. They told her the case had no merit and wasn’t worth their time.

			The cops’ disdain for her and her client only encouraged Mason to dig in. She began to specialize in sexual-assault investigations, and with each case she witnessed how police detectives gaslighted, humiliated, and bullied victims. “It’s a very ugly world,” she said. “The police accuse the victims of not being able to provide evidence,” even when they had plenty of it.

			Because of her training at the FBI, Mason thought about forensics in a completely different way than Marty had. Marty treated each assault as its own unique case. But Mason looked for patterns; her instinct was to pin lines of red string from crime to crime in order to build a case that rested on the testimony and evidence of multiple witnesses.

			During her years as an agent, Mason had investigated financial crimes in which one scammer preyed on twenty or thirty people. Often, she told me, she built her cases by working closely with victims of the financial schemes, and she relied on the evidence that these victims collected themselves. She told me about an investigation in 2012: a “mini Bernie Madoff” had been swindling people in his own family and among his church congregation, selling them fake investments. Mason was alerted to the alleged fraud by the man’s uncle, who arrived in her office with boxes full of documents he’d gathered from friends and relatives. Even though there was no “chain of evidence” to establish that the uncle was telling the truth, Mason and her colleagues had welcomed the whistleblower and partnered with him.

			As Mason saw it, sexual-assault survivors should be treated as valuable resources in law enforcement, just like the whistleblowers who reported financial scams. After all, the most dangerous rapists—like Larry Nassar—operate in a similar fashion.[23] They groom those around them and create their own ecosystem of criminality. The way to catch the worst abusers, then, would be to partner with the victims to build a case—that is, to treat the sexual-assault survivors with the same respect that would be afforded to someone who’d lost all their money in a swindle.

			

			• • •

			The idea came to Mason one evening in the late summer of 2018, during that week when everyone was glued to the Kavanaugh hearings. Mason felt despondent after watching Dr. Christine Blasey Ford describe a sexual assault, even as senators and a state prosecutor tried to blow apart her story. It was like witnessing a slow-motion car crash. Without compelling proof, or any corroborating evidence, Mason knew, Dr. Ford wouldn’t be able to make her accusations stick. The hearing would be just another humiliating ritual for a survivor who would be called a flake, a liar, and worse.

			Mason was so shaken up that she poured herself a glass of wine and decamped to the backyard, to collapse into a lounge chair and try to chill out. When her husband joined her, she said to him, “If only Dr. Ford had some real evidence.”[24]

			And that’s when the idea began to form in her mind: Mason imagined a counter-history for Christine Blasey Ford. What if, after the assault had occurred, a teenage Christine Blasey had written down an account, sealed it, and time-stamped it—say, by sending a statement through the mail to a trusted witness? If young Christine had created a document like that, her accusations would have been a lot harder to refute. And what if Christine had saved the swimsuit she’d been wearing that day and kept it all these years? That cloth could well have retained some of Kavanaugh’s DNA. If she had collected evidence and boxed it up, holding it until she was ready to come forward, she would have had a much more compelling case against her assailant.

			Mason was beguiled by a new sense of possibility. She turned to her husband and remarked that it was a damn shame that no one had taught that girl Christine how to collect crime scene evidence and bank it for later. “And that was the first time I said it out loud,” Mason told me. “That’s when my idea became a thing.”

			

			• • •

			In 2019, Mason designed what she called the PRESERVEkit, a pared-down version of the sexual-assault kit that hospitals used, to help a survivor save physical traces and record her story while all of the evidence was still fresh. It would allow a victim to hold on to her evidence for years, giving her time to decide whether she wanted to come forward. In effect, Mason was devising a system in which victims would be able to bank their evidence in something akin to a time capsule.

			Many of the rape kits certified by state governments are so complicated to use that they baffle even the nurses who administer them, so Mason designed a simplified version, one that provided an easy way for the survivor to swab herself and seal up DNA samples without contaminating them. And she included instructions for creating a time-stamped account of the attack.

			Mason never intended for her kit to replace a hospital exam. Rather, the PRESERVEkit was designed for people too traumatized to seek out an ER, or for those who didn’t feel ready to report an assault to the police, for any reason. She saw it as a tool that might help patch up the holes in the current system. The PRESERVEkit was not meant to earn Mason an income, and she was quick to give away samples to those who needed them. But because she didn’t have the bandwidth to advertise and distribute the kit herself, she also put it up for sale on Amazon in August 2019, priced at $29.95.

			Jane Mason acknowledged that the evidence collected by a survivor might not stand up in court. But for some, a DIY kit might be the only workable option. Since less than 20 percent of American hospitals keep sexual-assault nurse examiners on staff to perform sexual-assault exams, many survivors wouldn’t be able to access a skilled examiner without driving for hours to receive care.[25] Mason was particularly interested in making the kits available on college campuses. She knew that few students own cars, so it’s difficult for them to drive to a hospital to report an attack and speak with police detectives. As a result, many students end up in campus health clinics after an assault, where they tell their stories to nurses and security officers paid by the school, and then the sexual assault becomes an internal campus matter. All too often when colleges and universities handle these cases, the administrators are most concerned about avoiding bad press or lawsuits. As a result, the survivor is silenced or even punished for underage drinking or other infractions.

			Mason hoped that women’s health groups on campus would buy the kits to hand out to students so that when a sexual assault did occur, the survivor would be able to collect her own DNA swabs. This, Mason hoped, would make it far more difficult for universities and colleges to push a student to settle for a hush-hush internal investigation. With powerful evidence in her possession, the survivor could take her accusations to a police department and perhaps even into a courtroom.

			

			• • •

			Unfortunately, Mason released her DIY kit at just about the same time that Madison Campbell announced the MeToo Kit. While Mason’s kit went largely unnoticed, Campbell kicked up a media storm and poisoned the atmosphere. Soon Amazon removed Mason’s PRESERVEkit from its site.

			“I didn’t expect this to be controversial. Certainly I was not trying to replace the emergency room exam,” Mason told me. But she had discovered that you can’t have it both ways: you can’t be an insider and an activist reformer. Once you push too hard against the system, it will spit you out. By late 2019, it seemed that her idea was dead.

			It’s strange to look back now at how that controversy played out. Just a few months after Jane Mason was prevented from selling her evidence kit, a worldwide pandemic overwhelmed hospitals. Thousands of doctors and nurses fell ill, and emergency rooms were transformed into deadly hot zones. Many hospitals would no longer be able to accommodate sexual-assault victims. A new conversation opened up about how and where people should go to get help. It was a good time to talk about the problems that had long been festering in the rape-kit system—and to demand change.

		

	
		
			Chapter 14

			In January 2020, my editor at the New York Times Sunday Review called to tell me that she’d be returning from her maternity leave in a few weeks. She wanted to show up at the office with some big stories. Did I have anything for her? Though I was a contributing writer for The New York Times’ Sunday Review section, I hadn’t written a pitch in months. I’d been so preoccupied with Marty Goddard that I dropped all my other work.

			I told my editor that I didn’t have anything to send her because I’d generated about eighty manuscript pages on the history of the rape kit. “I’m obsessed,” I admitted. “I don’t even know what I’m writing, but it’s definitely too long and weird for the Sunday Review.”

			To my surprise, she told me that the section had just been through a reboot and the editors had decided to start publishing some ten-thousand-word investigative pieces—huge stories that would sprawl across many pages. “Your project might be a perfect fit,” she said. She wanted to see whatever I had in my laptop. ASAP.

			I dillydallied. My pages still felt like a private extravagance. I shuddered at the thought of anyone seeing this hair ball of a manuscript, where I’d pasted in raw text from interviews and left sentences trailing off into oblivion. But I trusted my editor. Honor and I had worked together for years, and I’d come to think of her as an extension of my own brain. She possessed an uncanny ability to understand what I was trying to accomplish in a story, to help me express what I didn’t know how to say.

			Eventually, I hit the Send button. And from there, everything seemed to happen at warp speed. Honor pruned the manuscript down to the size of a massive magazine story. The New York Times sent a photographer to Scott Goddard’s house, to take pictures of him and to create copies of his old snapshots of Marty. The art department began working on multimedia graphics to help explain the rape-kit backlog. The fact-checker sent me queries. The story was scheduled to run in March.

			

			• • •

			So in February 2020, as I fielded queries from the team at The New York Times, I had hunkered down to finish my final rewrites on the piece. At this moment, the Wikipedia page still identified Louis Vitullo as the developer of the rape kit, and Marty Goddard remained an obscure footnote in the history of forensics. But that would soon change. I had the thrilling sense that thousands of people, maybe even millions, might soon share the sense of discovery that I’d had as I had uncovered the hidden story of Marty Goddard.

			At the same time, I was terribly worried about the coronavirus outbreak that was then brewing in China. As a reporter who had covered medical issues and microbiology, I had been bracing for a pandemic for years; I had even bought a box of N95 masks and stored it up in our attic. And yet, like everyone else, I still hoped that maybe the coronavirus would burn itself out in a few months. And then, just before the Marty Goddard piece had been scheduled to run, dozens of executives at a biotech conference in Boston exhibited symptoms of COVID. States around the country declared the pandemic an emergency. Schools shut down. Offices emptied out. People locked their doors. Honor contacted me to let me know that my story had been put on hold, since no one could think about anything but the coronavirus right now.

			The wait gave me time to polish what I had written. I read through the story again and again, recrafting the sentences and cutting out the paragraphs that seemed to gunk up the gears. After a few weeks, I still agonized over just one word. Should I mention, in passing, that I’d been molested as a child? I spent days deleting the word “molested” from the manuscript and then putting it back in again. I wished that I could find a way to only half use it. I imagined crafting a sentence entirely out of a pile of dirt and then burying that word “molested” inside it so that just a bit of the word poked up, like the tip of a bombshell. Did I deserve to make any kind of claim at all?

			One day, while I was still perseverating about this, I impulsively called my friend Virginia; she had survived a brutal attack when she was a girl and now worked with kids in the foster-care system. I told her that I felt it would be disingenuous to publish this story without identifying that I had some history of childhood abuse. But at the same time, what happened to me seems so piddly, compared with what the “real” survivors had gone through.

			“Pagan,” she said, laughing ruefully, as if trying to talk me out of a delusion, “I’ve known people who were terrorized for years as kids, and they still don’t feel qualified to call themselves survivors. I think you’re minimizing. You were molested and you should own it.”

			I wasn’t so sure she was right. Still, as the publication date of the story approached—early June 2020—I continued to fret about that one word. Finally, I decided to go with it. This would be the first time that I acknowledged—in a work of nonfiction, at least—that I’d been victimized as a child. I wouldn’t be confronting the man who assaulted me in a televised hearing. Nor would I even be naming him. But it felt like a big step. People would ask questions.

			

			• • •

			Looking back now, of course, I’m aware that self-blame is a classic symptom of child abuse. The LaCasa Center, which runs a support hotline for survivors in Michigan, offers a tip sheet on the reasons why children so rarely are able to report a sex crime just after it happens. According to that sheet, young victims “assume there is something they could have done to stop the abuser. They regret what they did or what they did not do. They wonder if the perpetrator would have stopped had they screamed louder or fought harder. They ask themselves if they could have avoided the situation, the location, the person.”[1]

			That shame cuts deepest for children who will have to face the abuser again and again, and participate in covering up the truth. If a strange boy had attacked me in the woods, I wouldn’t have had to ever see him again, and maybe I would have been able to move on. But Hunter? He haunted our family gatherings. A few months after he shoved me into the bushes and poked a stick inside me, I sat in the backseat of a car speeding along a highway toward a dinner party at his family’s house. When we arrived, the grown-ups commenced pouring golden drinks and clinking ice, while Hunter led the other kids up to his bedroom. I tried to hide in the corner with a book, but the grown-ups shooed me to play upstairs with the others.

			When I reached the top of the stairs, Hunter was in the hallway, showing off his new air gun to the other kids. It looked chillingly like a real rifle. “It just shoots BBs,” Hunter said, “but it hurts like hell when you get hit.” I was sure that by the end of the night he’d shoot me. He didn’t. Instead, he simply looked through me, as if I were so disgusting that he could not bear to acknowledge me. My self-loathing was so acute that it felt like poison ivy, an itching all over; I wanted to crawl out of my own skin.

			We saw Hunter’s family once or twice a year after that, almost always at summer parties where I would hide among the grown-ups. Sometimes, to my relief, Hunter wasn’t even there; he might have been sent away somewhere. Camp? Military school? I remember my parents gossiping about it in the car on the drive home. Hunter was fifteen or sixteen years old, and he’d done something terrible that had landed him in trouble, though I can’t remember what it was. But I do remember my father at the wheel saying, “That boy has a screw loose. They’re going to have to figure out what to do with him.”

			As it turned out, Hunter did just fine—even better than fine. He became a lobbyist in a blue blazer and then a player on the stage of international politics. It came out later that he had helped to fabricate false intelligence that sent troops into war zones. But aside from being called out in some highbrow magazines, Hunter never paid a price.

			In 2018, as I watched Dr. Christine Blasey Ford take the stand to confront Brett Kavanaugh, I wrestled with my own guilt. Why had I never spoken out about Hunter? He’d learned his dark arts by experimenting on me, and then he’d leaped into positions of power and run amok. As I worked on this book, I wrestled with whether I should fully expose his troubling behavior as a child and connect them to his later misdeeds.

			Ultimately, though, I decided not to identify Hunter by his real name in this book because I have no physical evidence, nothing compelling to back up my account. My mother—the one living witness who might be able to corroborate my story—has profound dementia.

			Hunter himself was a minor when he attacked me. This kind of child-on-child sexual abuse is so much murkier than an attack by an adult, and it is only in recent years that psychologists have truly begun to study this kind of behavior and the effect that it has on victims.

			And also it’s too late to stop him. The damage has already been done, and Hunter has retired from the public sphere, living in comfortable obscurity.

		

	
		
			Chapter 15

			In June 2020, the story about Marty Goddard ran on the front page of the New York Times Sunday Review. It blew up. Readers seemed to find Marty as heroic as I had, and many wrote in the comments section that they wanted her to be recognized somehow, with a statue, a plaque, or a holiday. Some readers had their own stories to tell: they confided that they had been struggling with memories of a sexual assault. Still others sent me passionate treatises about the justice system. And most exciting: people—like Gil Gross, the Chicago radio station manager who took Marty’s call back in the 1970s—reached out to offer me new clues and insights into her life.

			In the weeks after the story went live, I received more than a dozen inquiries from TV showrunners, actresses, and movie producers who wanted to translate Marty into a heroine on the screen. By the end of the summer, I had signed a deal for an option on a limited TV series and was advising on the project, helping to map out six episodes. I met with the team every few weeks on Zoom, and together we dug into the story of Marty Goddard and her quest, rummaging through historical records and interviews to try to understand what had made her tick. And yet we kept hitting a wall—a big blank spot—because we still didn’t know much about Marty’s childhood.

			In the opening scene of the movie Citizen Kane, the camera tightens in on a snow globe dropping from a dying man’s hand. He whispers his final word—“rosebud”—sending reporters on a hunt to find out the meaning of this cryptic statement. In the final scene, the audience learns that Kane was recalling the last happy moment in his life, before he was ripped away from his mother. Of course, no one’s secrets are that simple; no one’s first bud of trauma can be contained in a snow globe. And yet I felt that I hadn’t yet solved the mystery of Marty Goddard that most intrigued me: What had sent her on her crusade to begin with?

			

			• • •

			Months before this, Scott Goddard had told me that Marty’s sister, Carol Price, was still alive, but he didn’t think she would be open to an interview.[1] Marty and her sister had quarreled sometime in the 1990s, and their relationship had curdled and turned sour. Scott didn’t know why Carol had broken off with her sister, but he advised me that she wouldn’t want any of this to air in public. I left Carol a message, just in case, but she never returned it. I assumed that was that.

			But Carol had found the New York Times story to be an “eye-opener” that inspired her to reevaluate her sister’s life, Scott told me. So I reached out to Carol again, and this time she answered right away.

			Before our interview, Carol jotted down some childhood memories and sent them to me by email. In these written memoirs, Carol painted a sunny picture of the Goddard family as a sort of midwestern version of the von Trapps, everyone gathering around the piano in the living room. Carol and her sister sang together, their voices twining in harmony. Once, in the mid-1950s, the girls’ father, Lou, brought them to an auto show where Marty and Carol auditioned in front of talent scouts. They were supposed to be a sister act, but soon after they walked onstage, Carol froze with fear; Marty performed a flawless solo.

			Carol did allude to troubles in the family, too. She wrote that “my dad and Marty often clashed.” I sensed a dark empty maw of missing information behind those words.

			Months before, when I had interviewed Marty’s cousin Linda, she had described Lou as a terrifying man. At family gatherings in the 1980s, he harangued and bullied Linda. “He told me straight up that everybody who had AIDS should be put on an island” and left there to die, she remembered. When she introduced her future husband to him, her uncle called her fiancé a “fag” and ridiculed him for not being “manly enough.” And so, Linda said, “one can speculate” how he treated Marty when she was coming of age.

			

			• • •

			Carol and I had set up a Zoom call, and on the appointed day she materialized on my laptop screen. She looked uncannily like Marty might have at that age—a slim, bright-eyed woman in her seventies with beautiful bone structure and a cap of silvery blond hair. She admitted to me that she felt anxious about the questions I’d ask about her sister. “You know, Marty and I were estranged from each other in 1998,” she told me, and “I wouldn’t want anyone to think that I’m saying something negative about her because of that.”

			I suggested that she begin by telling me about her parents. She described them as “Republican, straight-arrow kind of people.” Lou hobnobbed with other executives at the Oakland Hills Country Club. In public, he was a glad-hander; but in private, a tyrant. When the children displeased him, he uncoiled a belt and whipped them. “I used to try to hide a book in my underpants, thinking that would help,” Carol said. “How pathetic was that?” Their father meted out his whippings with a kind of decorum, a chilling blankness. “He never yelled or screamed,” Carol told me. “In fact, it was exactly the opposite. The quieter he became, the more you knew there was trouble.”

			Their mother had been a golf champion and remained active in charity events, where she was listed under her husband’s name, “Mrs. E. L. Goddard.” One photo from the 1950s showed Mrs. E.L. posing in a slim dress and pearls, her bright-blond hair framing a face tanned to WASP perfection.[2] She was a mother of the “old school,” Carol said. “She didn’t protect us. She didn’t protect Marty.”

			When I asked Carol to describe exactly why she and her siblings would have needed their mother’s protection, she hesitated. “I hate to tell you this, but a lot of that I’ve blocked out. It was not a good period of time.” Their father, she said, “needed to make sure that he was top dog. The dinner table—that was a disaster. You couldn’t talk about anything without my dad taking issue with it and it turning into an argument. Marty was a raging Democrat; she was for equality for everybody. I just kind of sat there, and she and my dad would go at it. He always called Black people coloreds,” and “Marty would go nuts” in response to his racist diatribes.

			“That was the atmosphere in which we lived,” Carol said. “And, I didn’t know any better. I didn’t know that other families were different.” Marty got the worst of it. “My dad just didn’t like Marty. And he would tell me so in his later years. He just didn’t like her as a person.”

			Their father belted them; he threatened and bullied; and Carol knew that no one would come to their rescue. The friends and neighbors who stopped by would have thought they were a picture-perfect family. The Goddard kids might have been plucked from a TV Christmas special. “Appearances,” Carol said. “That’s what drove my parents.”

			Fittingly, Lou Goddard was literally in the business of creating surfaces. He bought a company that laid down hard tops on tennis courts and renamed it Goddard Coatings. The company covered the cracks and dirt with kelly green goo that dried to a perfect sheen.

			But Marty refused to be surfaced over.

			

			• • •

			As a teenager, Marty struggled to make friends. She eventually became close with a girl named Dana who was both brainy and kind. And Dana’s family “just loved Marty,” Carol said.

			“Dana’s father was a very bigwig at Ford. They lived in Bloomfield Township,” where automobile barons built mansions. One Saturday, Marty ran away from home and arrived at her friend’s doorstep. She “cried the blues to them because she was so unhappy. And they took her in.” She lived with them for about a week, going to school with Dana and returning home with her at night.

			“My dad and mom were beside themselves,” Carol said. “It was humiliating for them,” especially because Dana’s parents moved in the same country-club circles as they did. The Goddards seem to care more for their own reputations than they did for the well-being of their daughter.

			Carol’s story reminded me of Marty’s advocacy work at the teen hotline in the 1970s. Marty had been attuned to the plight of runaway kids, and now I understood that she herself had been a runaway. Or tried to be one. In a small town, Marty couldn’t escape. Her parents demanded she return home, and soon Marty was forced to move back into the bedroom she shared with Carol.

			

			• • •

			When Marty was about nineteen or twenty, she attended a local college while still living at home. One day, she was drawing the water for a bath when a wasp flew in through the window. Or, maybe several wasps, or it was bees. Maybe a wasp landed on her. Perhaps it stung her. Whatever the reason, Marty screamed for help.

			Her father ran into the bathroom with a rolled-up newspaper—or maybe it was something more lethal than that. Carol didn’t know. She only knew that for some reason, instead of shooing away the wasps, their father turned on Marty: “He was hitting her.”

			Carol could hear the blows landing, and she could hear Marty crying out, begging him to stop. “I didn’t know what to do, so I ran to my mom in the kitchen” and pleaded with her to intervene, Carol said. Her mother refused.

			Carol remembers hiding on the porch outside, frozen with fear and indecision. She would have been about sixteen at the time, old enough to run somewhere for help. She imagined arriving breathless at the Birmingham Police Department, telling the officers to come quick. Patrol cars would surround their house, flashing blue and red splotches everywhere, and the neighbors would peer out their windows. The cops would swarm into the house, would question everyone, and her father, Lou Goddard, owner of Goddard Coatings, would explain to them that he’d simply been disciplining his daughter. It was the early 1960s, after all. The police were not going to save Marty.

			Carol was still a kid, and she needed a place to live. “If I had gone to the police, I would never be accepted at my house again. So, I just sat on the front porch and I cried,” she told me, her voice shaking. Not long after that, Marty finally escaped. She quit college and moved all the way to New York City to work for the World’s Fair.

			With her sister gone and her brother, Russ, training to be an officer in the navy, Carol was left alone in that house with her parents and that bathroom where the wasps had swarmed. “I learned how to be quiet,” she said. “I learned how to be a people pleaser.”

			

			• • •

			Eventually, Carol also left home. She married and had kids. Nowadays, she treasures the memories from the 1970s, when she would drive into Chicago for a weekend with her glamorous sister, Marty. By then, Marty was a divorcée, a “city girl” who hopped into cabs whenever she felt like it.

			“We had a ball,” Carol said. “She used to take me places: a theater in the round in downtown Chicago to see shows and all these nifty little restaurants near the Lincoln Park Zoo.” Marty also grew close to Carol’s kids. She would whisk them off on trips. For a time, she was the perfect aunt and the perfect big sister.

			

			• • •

			But in the 1980s, after Marty was raped, everything flipped. She struggled with the physical aftermath of the assault, the flare-ups of herpes, and she couldn’t seem to stay in one place. She flew around the country, training cops, meeting with nurses. She was addicted to work, to Dry Sack sherry, to rage, to isolation. She drank herself from L.A. to Galveston until she finally landed in Scottsdale. During that time, Marty and Carol rarely spoke.

			Even while Marty struggled to land on her feet, Carol had become deeply rooted at her home in Michigan, consumed with caretaking duties. In the 1990s, she was raising two teenagers, and she also felt responsible for her elderly parents. During this time when Marty had more or less vanished, Carol forged a new relationship with her father.

			In the early 1990s, Carol’s parents spent one summer at the large, rambling house that Carol and her husband owned. Carol’s teenage daughter liked to flop down on the sofa in the family room to watch her favorite shows; the den had become the girl’s refuge. Lou couldn’t abide that. One day he shuffled in, grabbed the remote from his granddaughter, changed the channel, and banished the girl from “his” room. Carol was appalled. Lou didn’t know how to love children; he only knew how to bark orders at them.

			Carol hadn’t been able to protect Marty back when they were teenagers. But she damn well wasn’t going to let her father bully her own daughter. Lou had shrunk down into an old man with labored breath; he was succumbing to emphysema. Carol was the one in charge now. She told him that as long as he was in her house, he would follow her rules. And if he didn’t, she would throw him out.

			To her amazement, Lou backed down. “I saw him for the real coward that he was,” she told me. “I felt sorry for him.”

			Carol described how surprised, even shocked, she had been when she realized that she could stand up to Lou. “I had finally found my voice,” she said.

			Several years after that, Carol’s mother developed squamous cell cancer that ate away one of her cheeks and so she had to move into a nursing home. Meanwhile, Lou Goddard still lived on his own. He’d become so frail that Carol worried whether he was eating enough and checked on him frequently. She fielded the emergency calls in the middle of the night and ferried both parents to doctors’ appointments. She felt overwhelmed with all the unsung tasks of elder care—from handling their finances to chasing down the equipment that Lou needed just to be able to breathe.

			Carol rarely heard from Marty at that time, and she resented her older sister for leaving her to handle the enormous mess of sick parents and unpaid bills. To make matters worse, Marty sent a letter to their father, Lou, airing her grievances. Maybe Marty had expected some kind of reckoning, an apology from their father, or an acknowledgment of the way that he’d abused her as a child. Whatever Marty expected in return, she never got it.

			As Carol saw it, all of that nastiness of her childhood was ancient history now. Their father was dying, and it was time to make peace with the old man. In 1998, when Lou took a turn for the worse, Carol called Marty to tell her their father had only a few days left. This call—about their father’s impending death—became the occasion for a reunion between the sisters. They talked for hours. “We cried and sobbed, and we made our apologies to each other for whatever we had each done,” Carol said. “And I thought, ‘This is good. This is a cleansing.’ ”

			Their father died soon after that phone call, and Carol rang up Marty again to break the news. They’d already lost their mother a few months before; their brother, Russ, had died in a scuba accident; and now Dad was gone. Carol and Marty were the only ones left. Carol, for her part, yearned to be close with her sister again, and it seemed that now they would be.

			It never happened. Instead of dividing money equally between his two living children, Lou Goddard had left most of his inheritance to Carol and his four grandchildren. Marty was broke and desperately needed the money. She would have been bitterly disappointed by the financial shortfall, but the most stinging rebuke came from the way Lou had quantified, in hard numbers, just how little he valued her. It was her father’s final lashing, his one last chance to punish his daughter.

			After that, Carol said, “I called and called Marty, but she didn’t want anything to do with me.” The two sisters never spoke again.

			

			• • •

			Being the invisible one, the people pleaser, the one who stays, takes its toll, too. Carol told me that her nervous system was still wired up to Lou’s pathology. “I’m always on high alert,” she said. “I have a very strong ‘startle instinct.’ ” I could see that was true, even through the computer screen, the way Carol perched on the edge of her seat and how her hands fluttered around as she talked.

			“I was so afraid of my father,” she said. “Even by the time I was in my twenties, I could not be alone with him because I was so afraid. Isn’t that awful?”

			She said she was still struggling to forgive herself for breaking with Marty. “I don’t want to live the rest of my life with guilt because I wasn’t there for her,” Carol said of her sister’s death in 2015. Of course, Carol had good reason to barricade herself from Marty, who had become increasingly abusive and paranoid, and in any case Marty refused to have any contact with her. There was nothing that Carol could have done for her sister in those final years.

			But now Carol felt that there was one final way she could help Marty. She could bear witness to the abuse that Marty had suffered under their father’s dictatorship as he tried to beat the rebellion out of his older daughter. Carol could attest to the way that Marty had fought against their father’s cruelty and called him out, the way she took the blows that might have landed on her siblings. It’s no wonder that she grew up to be a champion for victims of abuse. In Carol’s mind, Marty was no longer just her sister; she had become a historical figure.

		

	
		
			Chapter 16

			A major event, like a worldwide pandemic, can be a huge accelerant of change. Just weeks into the COVID crisis, the idea of offering health services outside the hospital no longer seemed heretical. COVID testing sites popped up in parking lots, churches, malls, basketball courts, and drugstores. Patients met with their doctors through screens, from the safety of their homes. Drastic shortages in hospital beds forced patients to ride out infections at home, using devices like drugstore blood-oxygen monitors.

			In the spring of 2020, as hospitals filled with COVID patients who were coughing, struggling to breathe, and burning up with fevers, many rape survivors didn’t feel safe stepping through the sliding glass doors into contaminated air. Reports of assault, domestic abuse, and child abuse plummeted that spring, suggesting that the victims were trapped at home—some of them likely imprisoned with their tormentors. In Washington, D.C., for instance, rape reports in March 2020 were 43 percent lower than during the same period the year before.[1]

			In March 2020, Sheree Goldman, a sexual-assault coordinator and forensic nurse in Monterey County, California, agonized about unseen virus particles that might be floating in the air and hidden contamination on countertops. But more so than these invisible things, she worried about invisible people. Survivors had suddenly vanished from the hospital waiting room. So many chairs were empty.

			Still, Goldman continued to perform sexual-assault exams on the few patients who did trickle into the ER asking for help. Since protective gear was in short supply, Goldman had to improvise. “I didn’t have goggles or anything, so I wore my glasses; I thought that would at least keep me from touching my eyes. And I put on a patient gown over my clothes for another layer of protection,” she told me.[2]

			Despite the risk of infection for both the patient and herself, Goldman said, she never hurried through the sexual-assault exam. As always, she asked a patient’s permission at each step. “Are you comfortable with this?” she’d ask. “How about this?” When the patient was willing, Goldman meticulously swabbed for DNA evidence. The exam, done right, could take five hours to complete, but Goldman refused to cut corners.

			And yet one crucial element of the sexual-assault exam had to change. Usually, a volunteer advocate accompanied the patient into the exam room, staying beside her for hours. But because that kind of closeness had become dangerous, the volunteers beamed into the room through a screen that had been set up near the exam table. Even though they were now remote, the volunteer advocates were still able to comfort the patients, listening to their concerns and reminding them to take deep breaths.

			And that gave Goldman an idea: If these volunteers could perform their duties virtually, why couldn’t everyone? She searched online for evidence kits that could be used by victims at home, found out about the PRESERVEkit, contacted Jane Mason, and received a free supply in the mail.

			Then Goldman consulted with police officers, the district attorney’s office, and her colleagues in the health department. “We wrote and rewrote instructions until everyone was comfortable,” she told me. In the end, they designed a procedure that would let survivors decide where they wanted to receive care. “It would be their choice to stay at home. But if they preferred, we could still meet them in the hospital,” she said.

			

			• • •

			On April 6, Monterey County, California, conducted the first-ever “contactless” sexual-assault exam. In that first experiment, a police officer delivered the PRESERVEkit to a woman who’d just reported an assault, leaving it at her front door like a package of groceries. The patient connected with Goldman and the volunteer advocate through a telemedicine conference. “We asked the patient to open the kit. We watched the patient unseal it, told them how to take everything out, and then explained how to collect the swabs,” Goldman said.

			With help from Goldman, that first at-home patient collected DNA samples, sealed up the evidence kit, and handed it off to the police officer waiting outside. Because Goldman had witnessed and coached the exam, she could testify in court that the procedure had been handled properly. The police officer could verify that the kit had been delivered and picked up and that no one else had tampered with it. This new procedure followed a chain of custody for the evidence; the kit was tracked by a professional at every stage.

			Goldman was delighted with how well the telemedicine exam worked. In the hospital, everyone had to be masked. But remotely, “we could see each other’s faces.” The patient seemed perfectly capable of collecting evidence from her own body. “Patients are a lot more competent than we give them credit for, especially with a nurse guiding them,” Goldman observed.

			

			• • •

			You’d think that Monterey County’s program might have been hailed for its innovative genius. But that’s not what happened. Some people in the forensic-nursing community spoke out against the new protocols, suggesting that the companies that made at-home kits were looking to profit from the upheaval caused by the pandemic, even though Jane Mason had supplied Monterey County with free kits.[3] A California attorney named Tom Worthington echoed the concern about home exams, telling a newspaper that telemedicine evidence would remain inadmissible in court.[4] The truth was, of course, that lawyers did not actually know how judges and juries would react. The only way to find out whether the evidence from a home kit would be thrown out of court cases was to see what happened.

			Despite criticism of the experiment, Monterey County continued to develop the at-home system. “We didn’t want to discourage victims from reporting a crime,” the county’s deputy district attorney, Lana Nassoura, told a local news station in April. “We don’t want people to be discouraged because of fears of getting the virus.” With nurses in such high demand, the county had to offer patients the option of seeking sexual-assault care outside of the hospital.[5]

			The Monterey team hadn’t expected so much resistance to what seemed like a reasonable accommodation. Maybe the naysayers had been influenced by the dustup over the MeToo Kit, which had been banned from sale in a number of states. In order to avoid controversy, the team in Monterey County designed its own home kit, stocked with supplies that had been certified by the Department of Justice. Goldman said she hoped that using the DOJ-approved kit would help calm people’s fears about the new procedure.

			Meanwhile, other states quietly redesigned their sexual-assault reporting systems as well. Palm Beach County, Florida, announced on its public safety site that sexual-assault victims should “avoid unnecessary trips to the hospital” and provided a number to call. Survivors would be instructed in how to receive care at safer locations and guided through the process.[6] And the state of Illinois was the first to enact a law that allowed rape-kit exams to be administered in tents outside emergency rooms.[7] During and after the pandemic lockdowns, small hospitals in rural areas across the country began to set up telemedicine screens in their emergency rooms so that forensic nurses in faraway locations could guide sexual-assault exams.[8]

			It turned out that many of these new experiments worked—most notably, the controversial program in Monterey. As the pandemic emergency wound down, Goldman wrote up a report on the lessons learned. She noted that two of the “at home” kits had gone before judges in a courtroom trial; in both cases, the evidence had led to sexual-assault convictions. The Department of Justice’s lab had reported that survivors effectively collected DNA swabs from their own bodies, and the results were uploaded to the FBI’s national database.

			Goldman suggested in her report that hospitals could learn from the brief experiment in Monterey County. She noted that a home exam offered a fix for many of the long-standing problems in sexual-assault care—like lack of access. “We should do everything in our power to give survivors a choice,” she told me.[9]

			

			• • •

			In the fall of 2020, Antya Waegemann’s home rape-kit system was nominated for the David Prize, an international award for radical design ideas.[10] By now, her invention had a new name—Margo, in honor of Marty Goddard—and had evolved into an ambitious plan to amalgamate a kit filled with tools with a phone app and a telemedicine service. Waegemann, in other words, had begun to think beyond the original cardboard box to envision an entire technology platform to deliver a sexual-assault exam to survivors in almost any location.

			As she imagined it, the Margo would one day be available within walking distance of most people’s homes—in places like neighborhood clinics and drugstores that offered outpatient care. This would extend access to millions of people. Margo software could be downloaded to the phones of both the patient and the nurse so that the two of them could complete the evidence-collection process together, even if they were miles apart. This feature, Waegemann told me when I interviewed her in 2021, would solve one of the biggest problems in the current system: there never seem to be enough nurses to handle all of the survivors who needed care.[11]

			Margo could also become a platform for storing the survivor’s case records and health information so that a patient could log in at any time to add to her witness statement or check on the progress of her case.

			

			• • •

			A few weeks after Waegemann returned from the awards ceremony for the David Prize in Copenhagen, I met her again in Brooklyn. We found a couple empty seats in a park, but minutes after we sat down, a martial-arts class had surrounded our bench. Waegemann and I moved to another bench, only to be swarmed by toddlers from a day-care center. We decamped again—walking past a man who was running a photography business under a tree. After more than a year of the pandemic, resourceful New Yorkers had figured out how to reinvent just about every activity for the outdoors.

			It was a lesson in how a terrible disaster can unleash the imaginations of millions of people. Streets had been closed to traffic with endearingly flimsy barricades. Restaurants had cobbled together magical open-air patios that looked like parade floats, with their twinkling pink lights and fake tropical plants. Everyone seemed to be finding new and glorious ways to evade infection. In the fall of 2021, a kind of hopeful spirit of improvisation gave a bubbly effervescence to the city.

			Waegemann seemed to be riding on the fumes of this liberation. She was still honing new and even more radical design ideas that she hoped to one day incorporate into her system. For instance, she had imagined a digital feature in the kit that would require police officers to scan their badges when they received evidence from a victim. And why not use digital tools to identify which police officers had themselves been accused of sexual harassment or domestic violence? It seems like a no-brainer to prevent those officers from handling sexual-assault cases.

			Most of all, Waegemann hoped that the kit would become so much more than just a place to store swabs and envelopes—she imagined a digital platform where police detectives, nurses, and survivors could communicate and share information, working together to build a case. “But,” she said, “you can’t solve every problem in one go. And for now I just hope to give survivors a much better experience and a lot more power.”

			

			• • •

			When Marty Goddard launched her pilot program in Chicago, her mission was to push back against the widespread belief in law enforcement that sexual assault wasn’t a “real” crime. Unfortunately, the chauvinism she fought against still lingers in some police departments. In 2020, when he was questioned about the low rate of rape convictions in his county in Florida, Sheriff Bob Gualtieri complained that working rape cases was often a “waste of time.” Witnesses were liars, prostitutes trying to pass blame onto their clients, or wives who cheated on their husbands, he said. “Some of these victims…they’re doing it for their own vindictive reasons,” Gualtieri told a reporter.[12]

			A recent study found that many technicians in crime labs also held these beliefs. The lab techs said that police should refuse to collect sexual-assault evidence from anyone who seemed “shady”—like a sex worker or a teenager. “Lab personnel emphasized that police should only submit ‘real’ cases for forensic DNA testing,” according to the study authors.[13]

			And yet, as I finish up work on this book in 2023, these attitudes have begun to matter less and less. That’s because a network of survivors and their allies have come together to take control over the rape-kit system, loosening the grip of police departments that once hoarded evidence and pushing for transparency. The backlog of about 400,000 kits has been whittled down considerably. (No one seems to agree on how many are left to go, but estimates range around 50,000.) And throughout most of America, states are now adopting digital portals that let survivors track their kit as it moves from the hospital to the crime lab so that the survivors themselves can see exactly when their evidence has been tested and make informed decisions about whether they want to speak out.

			How strange that all of this began with a woman in a skirt suit and silk blouse who zoomed around the city in taxicabs. She refused to be branded as a radical, and she also refused to go away.

			In one of her final interviews Marty summed up the enormity of her effort: “Imagine how many years it took us to go from state’s attorney to state’s attorney, to cop, to detective, to deputy, to doctor, to pediatrician, to nurse, to nurse practitioner. It took forever. But…after seeing all the kids and the adults and other experiences in my life, I felt absolutely driven. I felt I had to save the world. And I was going to start with Chicago.”

		

	
		
			Epilogue

			In early 2020, I was emailing back and forth with the art department at The New York Times, suggesting illustrations to accompany the article about Marty. And that’s when it hit me: I’d never actually seen Marty’s original kit, not even a picture of it. I knew the box had been made from sturdy cardboard, and I’d been told about the logo that was designed by volunteer artists at Playboy magazine. But strangely enough, I still had never clamped eyes on the actual object.

			I set about trying to locate an original. I asked Scott Goddard about the pile of relics he’d inherited from his aunt. Had she saved any of the early rape kits? It turned out that even though Marty’s nonprofit had distributed thousands of kits, she apparently hadn’t kept even one as a memento.

			A few weeks later, I interviewed Mary Sladek Dreiser, who had worked under Marty in the early 1980s. I still had artifacts on my mind, and so I peppered Mary with questions about whether she had saved any documents from the CCVA. And might she, by some kind of miracle, be holding on to one of the original kits? Mary told me that years before, after her husband died, she had combed through piles of clutter in their house, choosing what to toss out before she downsized to a condo. She vividly remembered holding one of the original Chicago rape kits in her hand as she debated what to do with it. Now she worried that she might have thrown it away.

			One day, she and her daughter, Sara, drove to her storage unit and rolled open a door. They hunted for a box labeled the “Vitullo kit.” No luck.

			That night, Mary decided to commune with her dead friend Marty Goddard to ask for help finding the kit. Mary told me that this was exactly what Marty herself would have done. Marty sometimes imagined conversations with friends who’d passed, leaning on them for comfort. “Regardless of what you believe,” Mary told me, the spirit talking shook something loose in her brain. That night, she was gobsmacked by a flash of insight: she realized that, years before, she had wrapped up her most cherished keepsakes and packed them at the back of a closet. Maybe the rape kit had been in her apartment all along? She asked Sara to help her pull out every keepsake box from the top shelf. “When my daughter reached for the last plastic box and I saw the look on her face,” Mary told me, “I could have cried.”

			The cardboard kit was a bit dinged and frayed after decades of storage, but otherwise in surprisingly good condition and still packed with all its paraphernalia, including a small comb, glass microscope slides, and a bag for the victim’s clothing. The blue-and-white label on the outside of the box featured a groovy logo of a woman’s face, her hair flowing around her in waves.

			The New York Times’ art department sent a photographer to Mary’s house and created an exquisite graphic that showed the box and all of its contents laid out on a white background, each item labeled with an explanatory caption. The illustration reminded me of the kind of diagram you might see in Popular Mechanics to explain the inner workings of a technological wonder—a jet engine, perhaps, or an artificial heart. Seeing Marty’s kit given this kind of treatment, I realized that it belonged in a museum alongside a parade of great American inventions.

			

			—

			Little did I know it then, but two curators had the same thought. After the New York Times article ran, Katherine Ott and Alexandra Cunningham Cameron called Mary to find out whether she would sell her artifact. Eventually, the two curators collaborated on a joint acquisition of the kit by the Smithsonian’s National Museum of American History and the Cooper Hewitt, Smithsonian Design Museum.[1]

			Katherine Ott suspected that bringing a rape kit into the Smithsonian’s collection would stir up controversy, but she was determined to face down the resistance. During the Kavanaugh hearings, she said, several of her co-workers had dropped by her office, closed the door, and confessed that the courtroom battle had shaken loose terrible memories of their own abuse.

			The Smithsonian Institution, in fact, was then grappling with its own MeToo scandal. In 2021, BuzzFeed News printed an exposé in which sixteen female scientists attested that they had been sexually harassed by their superiors in the Smithsonian’s tropical research program. Eight women accused the Smithsonian soil expert Benjamin Turner of rape, stalking, and other misconduct, and yet Turner was still on staff.[2]

			So Marty’s kit landed with a thud inside the Smithsonian, stirring up debate about the mission of the institution itself.

			Ashleigh D. Coren, head of education for the Smithsonian American Women’s History Initiative, joined the team of four women who worked on figuring out where the rape kit would be housed and how it would be presented to the public. That turned out to be “one of the hardest conversations that I’ve had to experience,” she said. A colleague inside the Smithsonian pushed back against the acquisition of the kit. And others asked difficult questions: Did this off-color object belong inside an august institution? Would the presence of the kit damage the museum’s reputation?

			“I admit that the conversations sometimes wiped me out,” Ott said. And yet the internal struggle at the Smithsonian brought home “the importance of palpable things, whether it’s a drawing, a representation on paper of something, a model or prototype. Until you see it, most people can’t conceive of it,” she said, observing that Marty Goddard had turned a new radical idea about justice into a thing, and once it became a box—something that you could touch—no one could argue against it.

			In 2022, the Smithsonian Institution announced that several of its curators, who called themselves “Marty’s group,” had collaborated on the acquisition of a historically significant rape kit, which would be featured in an online exhibit. Even then, the political battle inside the Smithsonian still seemed to be raging. The text that accompanies the exhibit buckles under the weight of controversy. “The language used to describe this object is inherently sensitive,” reads the entry.[3] “The Museums are currently working to refine how to describe” the kit. In other words: Here’s the object, but what should we say that it means?
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