CHAPTER g

A Better Man

Throughout this book, I have told you about boys. I have
written about their understanding of themselves as men
and as sexual beings: about their insecurities, their hopes, their
occasional breakthroughs, and their flaws. I have described the
harm they have caused others, whether out of thoughtlessness,
recklessness, indifference, ignorance, or malicious intent. Some-
limes harm had been done to them as well. And through it all I
bave wondered: How can we raise boys to be better men? How can
% ensure that they see women and girls as full human beings
torthy of dignity, empathy, and value in intimate encounters?
How can we reduce sexual violence, and, when it does happe;l,
?(.)W ‘a0 we create appropriate accountability? What do w;miz
t::}gl 2)0)’5 lil.(e Liam in chapter ikl B alfralllcilrr:h: tpzal\riah?
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lege, who “stealthed” a mzw&:sws mE,. mmn.nﬁ._v\ removing his con-
dom during intercourse and ejaculating inside of her? The lack
of basic sexual ethics revealed by the cascade of #MeToo allega-
tions is clearly well established at younger ages, and, just as in the
adult world, colleges (and high schools) have struggled with hoy
to address it: survivors of assault can feel invalidated by school
bureaucracy; perpetrators might be punished yet remain resent-
ful, never truly acknowledging the hurt they caused.

That’s, of course, when formal complaints are filed at all. A
national survey of students on twenty-seven campuses found
that even in the most extreme cases of forced penetration, only
28 percent of incidents—and only 13 percent of those involv-
ing penetration while incapacitated—are ever reported. Mean-
while, mothers of boys sanctioned for sexual misconduct, each
of whom fervently believes her son was wrongly accused and
denied due process, have spearheaded a high-profile backlash
agaInst anti-assault efforts, Thejr agenda, however, seems 1€ss
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Then, through Stephanie Lepp, a colleague who hosts the
podcast Reckonings, I met Anwen and Sameer.

I

mHOJw the

“Get Some!”

Sameer grew up in Los Angeles, the only boy among five chil-
dren. He was raised mostly by his mom, who was from El Sal-
vador, though he often volunteered at hospitals or food banks
with his father, who was Pakistani and Muslim. Mostly, like a lot
of guys, he spent his time playing video games or sports. No one
ever talked to him about sex or relationships. “The majority of
My sex education came from LA public schools,” he said, “and
whatever I could pick up on the internet and through media: so
your standard porn, your teen-geared thrillers, comedies, mm.
tion films, TV shows, whatever.” On his eighteenth birthday, his
Materna] uncles and older male cousins initiated him into the
rites—anq rights—of manhood by taking him clubbing: They
°ld him if he say 2 “hot” girl he should “just go UP M:a. start
amznm:m on her. She’ll turn around and look at you, and if she
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ou, she’ll keep dancing. If she doesn’t, she’ll wajk Away»

o be trying to “ban
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eer attributes some of his attitude to being the “chj) d of
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high school classmates avoided him. Once, junior year, he bagq.
gered his mE?o:mlz_SB he cared about deeply—until she
got out of his car, slammed the door, and walked to a friend’s
house. “I knew I'd done something wrong,” he said, “but I didn’t
really understand why it was wrong and she didn’t have the words
for it. So I was like, ‘Why isn’t she into this? What’s wrong with
her?’ That mangled that relationship really quick.”

Even after the mandatory consent assembly during orienta-
tion at the midsize college he attended in the Pacific Northwest,
Sameer thought of rapists as strangers who jumped out of dark
alleys; that, or the scumbag who roofied one of his sisters at a
holiday party. “So it was like, ‘All right, cool,”” he said. “‘I will be
a bystander, and if anybody looks creepy or a girl is uncomfort
able, I will be a hero, save the day, do the right thing!’ That’s
about all I got from consent education.”

" MM.MM MH introduced to Anwen a couple of Bowgm _m:\w mw
ate about vm:MM“N. m:w was man a small northwest city, passio?
ancing—Lindy Hop, blues, tango. She €¥¢"
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««’d like to get to know her better’»

id. Sh
ne sal - ) €agreed to ¢
with him as long as they didn’t grind. Samee, claimed ¢ Mznm
some swing moves. She then proceeded to humor me f, :Ms

I the

Lext five minutes while I tried,” he recalleq.

A few days later, he tracked her down oy social media
asked her out. She hedged, not sure that she Was interested wvzn”
not convinced she wasn’t. “Well, we can just hang out” m:,n M
nally said. They planned to go bowling, but al] the lanes were
ull, so they bought ice cream at a local market—Anwen insisted
on wwﬁ:m for hers, to show that it wasn’t a req] date—and sat
outside, talking. Both remembered enjoying the conversation,
chatting and laughing for several hours. Another time, they went
for a walk together. Sameer dropped Anwen back at her dorm,
hugged her goodbye, then leaned in for a kiss—nothing too
heavy, but enough for Anwen, who had only ever kissed one other
guy, to realize the chemistry wasn’t there. Sameer continued to
text, showed up at a couple of partner dance events, insisted on
bringing Anwen soup when she was sick. She responded coolly.
Eventually, she stopped texting back, and, figuring she wasn’tin-
terested, he let it go.

That spring, they both went Greek. Anwen hadn’t been inter-
ested in sororities, but all her friends were rushing, so she did,
to. Sameer, who’d been a fan of the National Lampoon Van
Wilder movies in high school, was eager to pledge. ‘I thought col-
lege was 2 place to, yeah, learn a lot, but also t0 party :maﬂ,, .:n
said. Al) fall, he’d walked past the fraternity he hoped to join,
Seen the girls heading inside in their skimpy outfits, wga ﬁ.rn
it blasting, “It seemed like the coolest thing ever,” he said.

. . ith a se-
What clinched it, though, was a conversation he had with

nj ive back
T brother about their service work, the chance t© m~ d the
e

to
the community, That appealed to Sameeh
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h a sham,” he said. “Mostly, frat life was aboy, E:mo.
muc .H ,a hooking up.” Like a lot of guys I met, Samee, Was

ick to hm me that his fraternity was “not the worst,” ot the
m:% . or the “frattiest,” that other houses had the overt repu.
:“M“MN assault. “But then,” he added, ..Q._wmm w:&. of like Saying
we were the least deadly of all the mrmm_a, a.: t Jm .HL:S. .<mmF e
only kill one person 2 week!” But you're still killing People. g,

very
drinking

what the fuck?” .
Anwen knew Sameer would attend the big party sinoBEm

Greek recruits. She even joked to her friends as they were getting
ready not to let her go home with him. The two quickly bumped
into each other heading opposite directions on a staircase, just
after Anwen had dumped her jacket in a brother’s room that was
being used as a coat closet. “Hey,” she said. “I just want to apolo-
gize for completely stopping texting you.”

“Don’tworry about it,” he said. “I understand. You’re not look-
ing for a relationship.”

No, she thought, it’s more like I'm not looking for a relationship
withyou. But of course she didn’t say that out loud. Instead, she
smiled and headed for the basement to dance with her friends.
Sameer eventually joined them, and they began dancing to-
gether. Face-to-face swing turned to blues, but as that turned
to grinding and thep kissing up against a wall, Anwen grew un-
easy. Sameer grabbed her hand and led her to an adjacent room,
M””“MMM ﬂ””nmhnn oE.o r.mm lap. Being held in someone’s ar Mw
and she “<mm=.~ o poan't want that someone to be 5m° :M
the eye of 3 gy, m:Mn o to racefully disengage. m:n nmcmbm
interve 8 ' w RHE, hoping he’d sense her distress 2

ne. He didn't, Eventually, she to]q Sameer she needed

A Better Man
o get her things and go home. But jt turned oyt gp, the
H< e she’d left her jacket, along witp, her phope her 589“
’ y all

ine key card for her QonB'gmmnm:w eve

mow%manwlssm locked, its occupant
Mw meer got the guy’s number from som
pim, but the phone went straight to vojce mail. They searcheq
the house to se€ if he'd stashed Anwen’s things someplace elge.
nothing. What's more, her friends, the ones she’d asked to keep
her from leaving with Sameer, had vanished,

Sameer thought this was his chance: since she was stranded,
she could stay in his room, he suggested, but Anwe declined,
He, characteristically, pushed. “I remember pulling a classic ‘soft
boy’ move,” he told me. “Like, ‘Fine. Leave me alone. Everyone
always does.” Basically, ‘Oh, woe is me, my life is hard, you should
feel bad for me, don’t leave me.’ Very emotionally manipulative
shit. And it worked.” It was late. It was cold. Anwen didn’t know
what else to do—so0 she eventually said okay. As they left the frat,

Tything €Xcept a tube
Nowhere be found,
€one angd tried to call

she spotted a couple of guys from her dorm down the street and
told Sameer thanks, but never mind: she would run and follow
them home. Again he wasn’t giving up so easily. “You can't just
leave after kissing me like that,” he said. She gazed after the re-
treating boys, calculating whether she could actually catch them.
If she didn’t, then what? So, believing she was taking charge of
het situation, she turned to face Sameer. “Okay,” she said. “Let’s
80 talk aboy this.” They went inside an academic building that
Was open 3] night; Anwen could hear people whistling at them,
Calling gy, “Get some!” They sat on a couch in a lounge and

i 3 in dat-
.5» 'ried to explain to Sameer that she wasn't interested in

Ing hj ; . no: at the same time, she
8 him, she wasn’t interested in anything; at th

s 3 . to tell
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d of muddled. One point she was very cleg

«] don’t want to have sex sm,ﬁv you.”

s okay,” he replied. “I don’t have any condomg » Whig
an actual response to what she’d sajq.

o kiss again, and Sameer, still very drung
the couch. “T can make you feel goo4.,

him he was &
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“That’
was not, of course,
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They starte
pushed Anwen down on

he said, covering his body with hers.
«He was so much larger than T am,” Anwen recalled, *| "

totally trapped. That was the moment I mz.s.ﬁoa to panic a ljggle
bit. So I said, ‘No, Not here.’” He led her into the men’ room,
pinned her to a wall Hollywood-style, and began Kissing hey
again. Again she said, “Not here.”

Sameer phoned his roommate, who begrudgingly cleareq
out—they had a rule against bringing girls home after two a.m,
but Sameer pleaded, “Come on, just this once, man!”—taking
his bedding with him. When they got to his dorm, Anwen re-
moved the shorts she’d worn to the party, leaving on her leggings
and tank top. She popped her contact lenses into a shot glass
filled with water (never a good idea). Then she went to the bath-
room. Sitting in a stall, she racked her brain for any friends she
had in common with Sameer, anyone whose number might be in
his contacts. What are you doing? she thought. What are you doing?
Maybe she could sleep in the dorm’s common room. “But I knew
he'd say that was silly: there was a bed in his room, blankets.” Her
mind reeled. It was so late, She was so tired. She just wanted t0
sleep.

Bhwuﬁmcww%mﬂoﬁ .W:So: wishes she had thought to g0 HM

fohinifope mm. .m wishes mr.n had followed the two boys cMMn

wishes the mmﬁ : «.sm:om her friends hadn’t abandoned her:
€rnity brother who locked her stuff in his room
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wwm told he! mvwn he was ~.mwﬁ:m. She wishes she lived j
her€ mmow_a still memorized their friepnqg Phone N an ery
W ” she told me. “So many things.” umbers, «g,

hings, w
nany . Ut none of (g, ;
at happened- Chance and choice colludeq; people aosmﬁ Mm
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as make the decisions that seem Patently oby;

When she returned to Sameer’s room, he haq queued y

s “skinny Love,” which Anwen had sajd plion,

Jver's _ as one of her fayoy-
ite songs- He began kissing her against the closed door, scooped
her onto his bed, then climbed up after her. He knew her sexual
experience was limited; his was, too, but the girls he’d been with
pefore “liked it rough,” or at least appeared to, 50 he began rub-
bing Anwen between the legs, hard. It hurt.

“Oh, fuck,” he said, “it would feel so good to fuck you.”

“Remember, I don’t want to have sex,” she replied.

“It’s okay, I don’t have a condom,”Sameer said again.

A few minutes later he told her, “Take off your shirt"—more
an order than a request. She had pulled her top halfway off when
he grabbed a breast and squeezed. A wave of revulsion hit her,
and she jerked away, blurting, “No!”

“It’s okay,” he said. “That can come later.” Sameer figured he'd
try again when Anwen was more comfortable: he mna,c:aa her
hesitation to nerves and inexperience. He imagined he would
be “the nice guy,” a “teacher” who would help her along with-
out judgment. He took her hand, guided it to the crotch of his
SWeatpants, and began to rub, then he pulled out his penis. “You
should play with it,” he said. “It doesn't bite.

He continued holding his hand over hers. “Wow, you re-
Ally haven't done this before, have you?” he commented. Then
2dded, “Yoyur mouth would feel even better.”

« He put a hand on top of her head and,

Pusheq QOSS« pushed down, mquTnQ down. This was not some-

Anwen recalled,
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up. ‘I know I'm hard to :
animous. He got up to o to the bathroom. “Let me jus; i

d ever done pefore. And it didn’t feel good. I didn’t wang
gl . eve [t felt like I was going to choke. I was 8agging»
oing 1t. as a newbie, she was growing frustrageq With
» he was offering, Sameer eventually Je¢ her

@?Nmm.a he said, UGEQA&BW. he was _uomzm

magn (4}

finish up.” o .
Anwen remembered thinking: I didnt want to please you. |

didn’t fucking want to please you.

He came back and kissed her good night. For several hours,
she lay in bed, scooched as close to the edge as possible, Sameer’s
arm flung across her stomach, her eyes fixed longingly on the
roommate’s stripped mattress. She cried quietly. And then she
slept.

As far as Sameer was concerned, the night had been a success,
He lent Anwen a sweatshirt the next morning, secretly thinking
that if she kept it, he’d have an excuse to see her again.

“It’s so big on me!” she said.

He laughed. “I'm so big on you!”

He walked her to her dorm, kissed her once more. When
someone opened the locked door to leave the building, Anwen
grabbed it and dashed inside. “So, how was your night?” her
Toommate teased. Anwen was vague. A couple of days later, she
told friends that she’q spent the night with Sameer, that the two
of them had made out. “And,” she remembered, “I really didn't
know, 50 I was like, ‘Do I have to start dating him now?’”
e e oy sy e
wriggled away. After EWH M”M Jourt he me.. She .n_a meﬁmmxa.
Sameer wag disappointeq .v S.Q: Umn._ﬁ © ﬁ:.oﬁsm ur

ut philosophical: “Fairly often at ©
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chool, people stoPped talking after a hookyp ey they fel
wz_% ard and didn’t know how to communicate » He didn MSM t
%

't about to te]]

o he’ d done anything amiss, and Anwen wag
t
Fus:m a room if she

m. In fact, she avoided him completely,

hi .
:%vw:mm to spot him.

still, she couldn’t get that night out of he, head: the images
poppe d up unprompted, causing her to Panic and gag, espe-

cally if she read or saw anything 5<o_<m:m $€X or assault, Always
astraight-A student, she couldn’t focus on her studies and had to
drop a class she was in danger of failing. When, sometime later,
she began dating someone, physical :EENQ, Particularly oral
sex, felt fraught.

Up until this point, Anwen and Sameer’s story was relentlessly,
depressingly ordinary, the kind of episode that happens at high
school parties and college campuses every Saturday night. Then,
at the beginning of his sophomore year, as part of training to
become a student orientation leader, Sameer attended a presen-
tation by a representative of Green Dot, a program that instructs
students on how to intervene and defuse situations that could po-
tentially lead to “power-based violence.” “The person was talking
about how assault wasn’t only physical force,” Sameer recalled. “It
could be emotional manipulation and coercing someone into 2
Sexual act. It could be putting someone in a situation where they
didn’t fee] Jjke they could say no. And right away, I remembered
that night. I thought, Did I do that? Does Anwen se¢ it that way? If she
does, why hasn’t she reported me? 1 was terrified. I was terrified .E»ﬁ
I'd assaulted her. I was terrified that I'd burt her. Twas mnazm&
°f what woylq happen if she reported it. And I'was terrified be-
CAuse, if this was true, then who was I?”
s:wmcnr i esction, SeC m_ int—expulsion,

€ould happen to himif Anwen filed a compiaii

aid, centered on
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]—but over the next year, he began to engage i, o
hing. He attended another, longer Gree,, , e
g and successfully lobbied to make the program Em”
new recruits to his frat. He read whatever he cout
ent and healthy sexual interactions, Eventua

man sexuality and romantic no_mmo:wr%w

mavbe _.a
serious soul-searc
trainin
datory for
find about cons

he took courses on hu
He talked to his female friends about their experiences, .y

began 10 recognize that most assault didn’t happen betweep,
strangers. In retrospect, he was also pretty sure Anwen wag not
the only girl he’d harmed.

The following fall, Anwen, too, became an orientation leader,
One night, as Sameer was walking back from an event he hag
staffed, he heard her call his name from the shadows. It was the
first time they'd spoken in over a year. He turned toward her, his
heart pounding.

“Can we talk?” she said.

“Sure.” They went to a quiet spot and sat on the ground, chat-
ted uncomfortably for a few minutes.

Then, “I want to talk about that night,” she said.

“Just to clarify, you mean the night you came home with me?”

She nodded. “Yes. I want you to name it.”

Sameer hugged his knees to his chest. He rocked back and
forth. He tried to speak, but nothing came out. He tried again
and croaked. “Rape.”

. NMMW.MMMMMMQ .\Muﬂg. She wasn’t crazy. This had really :mﬂ

later learn Emﬁm& ' .soc_ab,a call it Hmﬁoa|m_§ocmr she it

was—T'd call it .mnmonoa_um to their school’s conduct c0dé !
xual assault.”

.W moment later, she added,

If :..m okay with you,” he re
myself just yer ”

“I forgive you.”
sponded, “I don’t think I'll fof
Sameer told Anwen all he’d been doing t© edv-

m?«
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o pimself. He offered to turn himself in to the police, b
ME che didn’t want that. She just wanted thery to kee o
S 1o understand how the night had affecteq her.

for him : )
«Of course: he agreed, “whatever you need.”

P HN—EDWv

5o periodically. Anwen would text Sameer and they'd meer, 4
Jrned that the reason I'hadn’t seen her for so long was vnnmﬂ.;n
she had &\mnma.mmom:% memorized my schedule so she could take
routes tO avoid me. Because the mere sight of me could ruin her
nBoaonm:% for the rest of the day.” They met a handful of times,
ing to Sameer face-to-face was too much for Anwen: it

le

put talk
oégg_aoa her. When she left campus for a semester abroad,
yet again, she cut off contact.

The next time they saw one another, the fall of their senior
year, was ata campus Take Back the Night march. Anwen went as
a survivor of assault; Sameer was supporting his new girlfriend,
who had her own history of sexual victimization. “It was strange,”
he said, “because I was very angry at the person who had done
this to her, to this woman I really loved, and yet I was responsible
for similar acts.” Sexual activity could send his girlfriend spin-
ning into PTSD. “Something would happen and her eyes would
glaze over and she would be right back with her rapist. I had to

get really good at noticing and zeroing in: stopping everything
hysically be there with

nd back into reality.”
consent: Move slowly,
e was not only

and trying my best to use my voice and p
her to bring her out of that nightmare 2
Sameer learned to be meticulous about
carefully, and check in frequently to be sure sh
okay but enthusiastic.

Sameer worried that he didn’t deserve
his mere presence was a form of violation,
Was aware of his history, said she needed hi
The eévening culminated with an open mic,

to beat the march, that
but his mimansa, who
m there, SO he went.
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eIl her story. She locked eyes briefly witp, Sa
ust a few feet away. “I was mvmoESq Panickeq »
«All I could think was, Skit! Ok my Goqs Hor :W«
»] had no idea what she was going to say. She E:Sa.lss
: t what had happened to her, and one of the Jag,
If the person who did this to me COmes gy

se tot EGQ.,

neously ro
who was sitting J
Sameer recalled.

\:&.

in detail—abou

things she said was, ers0 o

and tells his story, I hope you 11 listen. |
What she meant by that was, she hoped if Sameer coulq s,

ter the mettle to take public responsibility for his actions that the
group could hear him, could acknowledge his humanity evep 2%
they condemned his crime. Sameer was floored by her generos-
ity. Even so, that night he remained silent.
Around the same time, one of Anwen’s closest friends filed
a formal complaint against a guy who had, essentially, done the
same thing as Sameer: the only difference was the girl had been
incapacitated at the time, while Anwen had not. She asked An-
wen to accompany her to a hearing where both students, as well
as witnesses, would give statements and be questioned by a three-
person panel of specially trained faculty and staff. The commit
tee found the boy responsible for misconduct, but not much
came of it. He was briefly suspended, possibly faced some other
minor sanctions. The girl was satisfied—she had just wanted
something to happen—but Anwen suspected the guy, who until
then had been a friend of hers as well, never really believed that
he’d done anything wrong.
Going through the Process, meeting the staff at the offic®
EH%MMM aozacnw. and booking a few sessions with a ther m%m”
. mﬂnnBoS S .Eman Anwen realize that she, too, <<m=HM.m&.
plinary vSanHM_JEH. _U.E mvm.Smm put off by the standar Qn:_mmm
had a vojce in EmMH which neither the accuser nor the ac i
come. The assault had made her feel P

of
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os; she didn’t want the resolution ¢, dot
ef QRM a higher authority to tell the guy h
2»M=m and what he had to do because of t
HMM 1y valid. But I needed to be integrall
%Bn%mbm that wouldn’t just fix our issue

he same, “My frienq
e'd dope Something
hat,” she said. “Thay's
Y involved jp, Creating

o fix but coulq also maybe
S couple more people’s minds” She wasn’t _ooEnm to have

sameer suspended or expelled. She wanteq him to be actively
ivolved in deciding how he could make amends. She wapteq to
be an agent of change, not punishment. ] didn’t want hjs power
taken away, either,” she continued. “The current system creates
resentment because the verdict is just handed down by someone.
There’s never a point where you get to understand the other per-
son as a human being. I believe we have such potential for com-
passion and understanding, but you have to talk to each other.
You have to hear that firsthand experience.”

From “Monster” to Man

The school’s director of student conduct, Frank Cirioni, had

long been interested in what are called “restorative justice (R])

Practices,” though he’d never personally used them for a sexual
Misconduct case. Unlike conventional disciplinary proceedings,
in which 3 disinterested panel determines whether the accused
has broken 5 rule then metes out punishment mnno&m:m_x re-
Sorative justice (a term encompassing a range of 5820.25:&
%eeks to “repair harm,” to the extent that is possible- Trained fa-
“litators guide everyone involved—those who have been hurt,
5559, an individual or a community, as well as ”rﬁwmn R%o“
Bl for amBmmnlnrnosmr a multitiered, collaborative proce
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d, and what obligations and engagement shoulq ,
5 ary emphasis is on healing those Wwrog N
national for everyone involved by ¢

been create
sult. E%o:mr its e

. transfor re
RJ aims to De . the ri ) at-
2:.o and reducing the risk of recidivi
ing true mnno:Emg:Q vism. Re.

storative practices have been used around the world to addreg
s diverse as u.zé:za crime, murder, genocide, and the af.
termath of civil war; they are already used on campuses for other
violations such as cheating and underage drinking. In his study
of 659 conduct €ases at eighteen colleges and universities, Day; d
Karp, a sociologist and director of the University of San Diego
Center for Restorative Justice, found that students engaging in
rsus retributive procedures were more likely to say

prim

jssues a:

restorative ve
they had 2 voice in the EOnno&smm. to feel that they’d taken re-

sponsibility for their actions, that the process was fair, and that
they were ready to move on. They also felt stronger ties to their
school communities.

R] is not a magic bullet. “Respondents,” as they are usually
called, must, from the beginning, be willing to admit fault, and
there will always be those who refuse, or who are indifferent to
the impact of their actions, or who aren’t capable of moral en-
gagement. Nor can R] replace all other forms of justice, though
it may reduce their application. As with conventional hearings,
it may fail in its purpose, requiring additional measures as
backup. There’s a risk that victims who might, in fact, want 2
process with a more potentially punitive outcome (such as expuk
sion) could feel inappropriately pressured to forgo that route by
administrators or peers. What’s more, as Judith Lewis Herman;
M?omn.mmg of psychiatry at Harvard University Medical School;
SM:N“MMMQHM%#”M& feminist-forward _mwaonmrwu.v ::M ““M
against victims o?nmx_”w“:m R] could reproduce tradition2 o

violence. There is no perfect syste™
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oes offer an important alternative to curr
that so often leave survivors retrauma

RJd
cations . :
postile: Ideally, its attention to victims’ neegq

o m:nam%mbm:m communities would increa,
Hmmmwc_r expand the proportion of offen
ntable for their actions, and inspire auth

n.E Campus adjud;.
tized anq offenders
S, to ma:amao? and
se willingness o re-
ders who are held ac.

cou entic cultural ch
” Karp said, “is . change.
“My mantra, Karp said, “is ‘What are the conditions in which jt’s

wommmc_a for students to admit responsibility for the harm they'y

caused?” The systems we've put in place do the opposite, H”_M
put these guys in a position where it’s only rational for EQM
to deny responsibility, or to minimize or displace it. They hear
from their parents, from their lawyers, from Brett Kavanaugh,
from everywhere that that’s the only thing they can do to protect
themselves from this terrible accusation of being a sex offender.
We're creating a pathway to acknowledging and hearing the
harm they've caused. That is absolutely the goal of the process.”

ﬁom,

Cirioni had a personal stake in restorative practices. As an
undergraduate RA in the early 2000s, he had sexually harassed
a female colleague for over six months, pestering her to go out
with him, even more so after she’d dated one of his fraternity
brothers (Why him and not me?). She eventually reported him,
but, while he was found responsible for misconduct, there was
neither reprimand nor consequence; he didn’t even lose his RA
Job. More important, he learned nothing from the experience.

A few years later, as a graduate assistant, he harassed another,

touching her inap-

Younger student, expressing sexual interest,
e of class.

Propriately, trying to convince her to meet him outsid .
She, oo, reported him, and while again, he faced n0 Bnmza.mma
Penalty, he was r equired to read a formal statement mro,.m s.::g
ammoa_&:m the impact of his actions on her, That hit him in the

8Ut. “Tt was th e first time I could truly hear how I had made some-
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Ise feel,” Cirioni recalled. “It’s sw:o: my life really nrm:mma
o:M rg,d. be why I found myself learning about nomﬁsmﬁ?ﬁ:manm
and mdj

er and thinking, This feels like a way to conmey
- " Toy

e of making change when you say ¢

de you OT remove you; we’re

a few years 1at
4 better chanc
one, ‘We're not going 0 exets b 8oing
to help you. You are not a bad w.owmo:w ut your behaviorg are
and we need to €xamine those and where they come

SO
have Mme.

concerning,

from and why yo » & “YATa?
«We're all flawed humans, he continued. “We've 3] Causeq

harm. Some wells are definitely deeper than others. The e
how do we have a chance to take responsibility apq

u engage in them.

question is,

make things right?”
If Sameer’s initial behavior toward Anwen was 3 perfect

storm of gender socialization and ignorance, his actions in the
aftermath—along with Anwen’s self-awareness and desire for
an alternative process—made Cirioni believe they would be an
ideal test case for applying restorative practices to sexual miscon-
duct. “When I told Sameer that a report had been filed against
him,” Cirioni told me, “he immediately said, ‘I know what you're
talking about, and I take full responsibility.””

Over the course of a semester, Cirioni met separately with
Anwen and Sameer on multiple occasions in what is called a
“preconference” educating them about restorative practices,
listening to their narratives of the incident, preparing them to0
meet. Anwen had previously told Sameer how ?,Omo::a_v\ that
night had affected her, but now she needed him to know specific
.%S:M. She wanted him to read everything she’d written mvosm
It: poems, essays, Journal entries, her formal “impact mﬁmmmam:r,
M e e thing Sameer has ever done. “I saw that what|
e bt o e s 7

was, for her, an account of fear and disco™
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nd <m0_wnm05 NSQI@CwH pain. In my Bwbau I
Mm someone who did right by People and e,
respect. But this guy who forceq himse

had always trieq to
ated thep, with love

- If on this girl? Thae
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. not to view
“qt was har myself as a monster,” he continued

«That's the biggest word I can use. How copq | have mag
person like Anwen, Who is so nice and 5o king, feq) gy U%M
m%&:m_v\ hated mem._m. And beyond that—] grieved, I felt mwww.
ing awful. And anything I could do to make her life better ang
casier—done. Absolutely.”

Anwen wanted a letter of apology, but she didn need Sa-
meer’s guilt. She didn’t need his shame. She didp need his
acquiescence to her every request. She needed him to act, to
think, to come up with his own ideas for making things right,
or as right as they could be. Eventually, they developed a plan.
Sameer would tell his story publicly: he wrote an article for a
campus magazine (signing his real name); he cowrote a spoken-
word piece with Anwen that they performed together at a Green
Dot training, which, in part because of Sameer’s efforts, was now
mandatory for every recruit to Greek life; he talked to me for this
book. Sameer would also strive to educate other men about con-
sent and assault. He met with officials from local high schools,
hoping he could talk to boys to show them that someone who
Perpetrates assault could be an ordinary guy—to encourage
them to make better choices; to keep them from having to learn,
3 he did, at the expense of someone else’s suffering. No one
though, was eager to have an admitted assailant address their

*dents. I think that's too bad, as Sameer is exactly the kind of
st like them,

“Nights like
“That’s how

8uy that young men need to hear from—someone ju
$ . )
Mmeone just like they could be, for better of worse

t . id.
he one with Anwen are so common,” Sameer 52
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5?:8&52? small. They don’t have the frame of wmmnwnsno Ho
understand what it means to g.w a mo.om wm.::oﬁ 2 good loye, .
alotofusare guilty of doing H:_:m.m _“_8 this, and we neeq {0 starg
talking about it and owning up to It. .

eer also started talking more directly to his male frieng,
eir hookup narratives. “They’d be like, ‘I roowoa.

of how

Sam

challenging th ) .
up with this girl! It was great!” And I'd ask whether she enjoyed

herself. Guys are taken aback by that response. I'd be like, ‘Diq
you ask her?’ And they’d either be silent or say that it woylq be
t00 weird. But why is it weird?

“I got into the habit, and I'll say this to my guy friends, of do-
ing a kind of—debrief, I guess, with my partner. Like, ‘Hey, what
did you like? What didn’t you like? What might you like to try?’
Just the standard conversation that needs to happen or else peo-
ple will just keep having bad sex and faking orgasms and lying to
each other about what makes them happy sexually.”

As part of their process, Anwen and Sameer also met once to-
gether, with Cirioni carefully facilitating. Even though they had
spoken before she filed her complaint, seeing Sameer in an of
ficial setting made Anwen anxious. Sameer was nervous, too, un-
sure of how to behave. Anwen wanted answers: Why did you do it?
Didn’t you see I was panicked? How do I know you'll never do this again?
Sameer talked about the reading and thinking he had done, the
conversations he’d had, the classes he’d taken: “If all this work
and awareness doesn’t stick,” he told her, “then there’s no help
for me.”

Sometimes in oyr conversations, Sameer would refer t0 his
M MM%MMMm NMFHHWQ mmBmQ..: or “freshman Sameer.” I w:amﬂ

. as such a different guy now—so reflect1vés
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as a unicorn. On the other hang, ¢

here
off w . Was noth;
g gameer” that hinted such tran hing about

«, MOH.B 1
V\OCS § ation was "
He had been a regular guy, someone whe' d abs possible,

guy ideas, who'd ,c chaved like so many regular guys do, He wa
ot exceptional if he could change so profoundly, maype osm
ers could as well. “When you realize that youve done somethin -
terrible, you're terrified of being judged angd ostracized by wo:mq
friends—to be fair, rightly so. That’s why I'm such 3 big propo-
nent of restorative justice: I want to believe that people, men
m%nﬂm:v\, have the capability of being kind, empathetic, over-
all good humans who, if we’re told that we’re doing something
wrong, have the ability to step up.”

Anwen and Sameer had graduated college by the time we
spoke. He was back in California, working as a bartender; she

Orbed regular

was living in a woodstove-heated cottage in the Pacific North-
west. They still checked in with each other every month or so and
expect they’ll always be in touch; although it isn’t the goal or ex-
pectation of restorative justice, they’ve come to share an unantic-
ipated intimacy. “It’s pretty cool,” Anwen told me, “and it’s taken
years to get there. But I know the worst thing he’s done, and he
knows the thing that’s hurt me basically the most in my life. So
I'm pretty comfortable talking with him about other things that
have been hard. Because I know that he’s taken these steps t0 be-
Come a really understanding, caring, growing individual”
These days, when Sameer tells people his story, they omaw MQ
o Bim off the ook, ssying what be 84 el C0,
~ That rankles him. “This is not a compettior:
also, what do you mean by ‘wasn’t that bad’? m.ozub. e
10 sexual things against her will, emotionally manipulaing

m moaoo:n to
her,
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v that bad? Perpetuating 2 culture that makes People ,
wasn't th i say 0 OT € an’t be themselves or makeg the g
like they ¢

d wasn't that bad? You're affecting people’s lives, Yoy 4
wa . . ’ .
S:ilri s ot bad? That's simply not a qualifier I'm Wllling X
thin

On’t
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. ” ntinued. Some people ’
“It’s weird, though, he co People are SO Quick

to come to a perpetrator’s aid, to justify his actions and try g

make him seem like he’s not a bad guy. Then there’s othe, folk,

who are like, ‘Are you fucking kidding me? This persop j "

tively garbage, a piece-of-shit monster.” But there’s not really thy
middle ground. Going through the restorative justice Process
and talking with Anwen gave me an opportunity to view ity ,
different way. The end goal is to view myself as a person who hgs
done bad things, not just as a bad person. That’s a really hard
thing to do. I don’t know if I'll ever quite get there. At the very
minimum, the silver lining becomes that you realize what you
did was wrong and won’t ever do it again, and maybe you become
someone who actively works every day to be a better person. To
be a better man.”




