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    Foreword


    We were seniors studying journalism at the University of Missouri in the spring of 2013 when we first met Mike Sager. The Journalism school was sponsoring a two-day seminar on his company’s second book, an anthology of long-form writing meant to be used as a text—Next Wave: America’s New Generation of Literary Journalists. Students were excited about the book and the panel of young journalists who’d been flown in to talk about their stories and our chosen profession, proof certain that long-form journalism had not been killed by the Internet but ultimately enriched by it. The future seemed bright after all.


    There was just one problem.


    Of the nineteen writers featured in the collection, only three were women. And all of the writers flown in for the conference were men. Meanwhile, the conference room was packed with aspiring journalists, the majority of whom were women.


    Someone in the audience asked the obvious question, “Where are all the women?”


    After the program, we introduced ourselves to Mike, feeling inspired to do something about this institutional bias, and he caught our spark. This anthology—along with two more upcoming anthologies of literary long-form writing—is an attempt to answer that question. The truth is, women have been writing and producing great newspaper journalism for the past twenty-five years. There haven’t been as many as men,but they are greatly accomplished, each in her own right. There just hasn’t been a proper showcase for their work . . . until now.


    At the same time Mike was envisioning these books, we decided to launch a long-form women’s magazine in which we would be able to feature the kind of writing that women of our own generation would be celebrated and recognized for. Thus was born The Riveter magazine and TheRiveterMagazine.com.


    Simultaneously working on this book and on The Riveter has given us a unique and important perspective on the past and has helped us move toward the future. It’s important to us that this anthology features only women; we don’t think our world (generally) or this industry (specifically) has achieved a place where a women-only anthology is unwarranted or unnecessary. Working on The Riveter, we often hear from college-aged women. It makes us so happy that they already recognize and understand what they’re up against; we worked on this book for them, with the hope for a brighter future built on such a solid past.


    Kaylen Ralph and Joanna Demkiewicz, cofounders and coeditors, The Riveter

  


  
    Introduction


    By featuring the women whose stories are showcased in this collection, Newswomen affirms the value of the long and still-unfinished struggle to bring gender equity to American newsrooms. The seventeen stories reprinted in this volume were published on the front pages of major American newspapers. Many of these stories, and many others by the featured newswomen, claimed one or another of journalism’s most coveted awards, including the Pulitzer Prize, the Goldsmith Investigative Reporting Prize, the Ernie Pyle Awards, and the Society of Professional Journalists Awards.


    The quarter century in which this collection is framed marks what may have been the golden age of “modern” newswomen. Prior to this period, most women who chose journalism were ghettoized into what was inelegantly called “the hen coop,” women’s pages where their talents were largely squandered on fashion or fluff stories. The women featured in Newswomen are the descendants of these women; their integration into the other parts of the newsroom was engineered in large measure by the successful discrimination suits filed in the 1970s against leading news organizations, including the New York Times, Newsweek and the Associated Press. Straddling the millennium, this quarter century also covers a time period when America’s newspapers achieved their greatest technical and influential advances, only to be undone by the transformational forces that have left newsrooms shuttered or depopulated, leaving the survivors to scratch their collective heads, in search of ways to carry on in the digital age.


    The goal of this collection is to illuminate the accomplishments of newswomen in what might be called journalism’s “post-hen-coop era.” These stories demonstrate how women have established a presence on every newsroom beat—business, economy, science, medicine, crime, sports and war reporting.


    Jacqui Banaszynski’s 1987 account of the life and death of an AIDS-afflicted gay man in a Minnesota farming community is breathtaking in its depth. The series humanized gays who suffered from a frightening disease whose victims’ lifestyles made them unsympathetic—and often feared—by average Americans. In revealing the intimate lives of a homosexual couple, Banaszynski gave readers of the St. Paul Pioneer Press an understanding of both the disease and gay life in America.


    Eileen Welsome, a local reporter at the Albuquerque Tribune, spent more than a decade searching for the unwitting subjects of US government-sponsored human radiation experiments conducted by physicians soon after the end of World War II. She was the first to break the codes that rendered nameless the patients who were made human guinea pigs in this morally dubious medical research. The plutonium and other radioactive substances injected into random hospital patients predictably resulted in life-long health problems, most of which went unexplained to the patients themselves until Welsome found them.


    Amy Harmon’s exploration of the widening availability of genetic testing focused on a young woman whose family carried the genetic abnormality that caused Huntington’s disease, an agonizing and fatal affliction that had devastated the lives of both her mother and her grandfather. Harmon’s New York Times story explored the woman’s decision to have her DNA tested and the emotional upheaval that followed as she wondered about what to do with her life before she faced the paralysis, brain damage, and painful death that awaited her.


    Loretta Tofani’s brief sojourn as a Salt Lake City retailer, a stab at “doing something different” after she left the Philadelphia Inquirer in 2003, soon took her right back to journalism, to a story that raised questions of conscience about the cheap Asian imports to which Americans have become addicted. Asia was familiar territory to her from her days as the Inquirer’s Beijing bureau chief. Selling Asian imports became the business model for her retailing adventure; however, on buying trips—especially those in China—the deplorable and dangerous working conditions she saw in the factories where her inventory was produced soon outraged her. In profiting from products manufactured in those settings, she felt complicit in the abusive practices that led to amputated limbs, cancer, renal failure, and other serious illnesses. She closed her store, reembraced journalism and pursued—at her own expense, and subsequently with grants—the story of “American Imports, Chinese Deaths,” published in the Salt Lake Tribune.


    Anne Hull traveled 2,600 miles from the high plains of central Mexico to coastal North Carolina with Mexican seasonal workers who trekked north each summer to labor in a crab shack in North Carolina. Her story in the St.Petersburg Times documented the lives of these migrants in their native vil­lages, on their long annual pilgrimage, and in Roanoke Island, where an average crab picker cleaned about one thousand crabs a day during the six-month season—all in search of “una vida mejor,” a better life.


    This collection also features Edna Buchanan’s landmark and wonderfully noir crime reporting out of Miami, and Christine Brennan’s barrier- (and locker room–) busting sports reporting, two milieus dominated by male journalist for years. Teresa Carpenter’s beautifully reported and written “Death of a Playmate,” from the alt-weekly the Village Voice, went on to become the classic movie Star 80, starring Mariel Hemingway and Eric Roberts and directed by Bob Fosse. The tireless investigative efforts of Christine Pelisek, a crime reporter for the LA Weekly, unveiled the existence of a dormant serial killer who’d emerged from a decade-long hiatus to kill more women in South Central Los Angeles. Partly due to Pelisek’s sleuthing, a suspect was found by police and brought to justice; two Lifetime Network films resulted, a feature and a documentary. In addition we have Lane DeGregory’s detailed crime narrative about high school romance gone horribly wrong; Athelia Knight’s investigation of life inside a Washington, DC, high school; Deborah Blum’s examination of science’s use of nonhuman primates for research; Julia Keller’s reconstruction of the events surrounding a destructive tornado that hit the Midwest, and Andrea Elliott’s story about a Brooklyn imam who helps his mostly immigrant-Muslim flock navigate the tricky cultural crosswinds of life in America.


    Women have also brought praiseworthy insights to coverage of terrorism, warfare, and military life. Dana Priest wrote eye-popping stories about the CIA’s secret prisons and counterterrorism operations. Corinne Reilly’s series took readers inside a frontline military medical triage hospital in Kandahar, Afghanistan, and Diana Henriques uncovered military insurance scams carried out against naïve servicemen and women who fought the country’s 21st century wars.


    All of these stories are distinguished by brilliant writing, tireless research, and above all, a commitment to the kind of journalism that bears witness to people and issues that enlighten readers in ways that serve American democracy. Despite the inroads these stories represent and other noteworthy gender breakthroughs, too many gender disparities remain.


    In 2013, women accounted for 36.3 percent of newsroom employees and were far more likely to hold news assistant and copy desk jobs than they were to occupy positions at the top of newsroom hierarchies, according to the Women’s Media Center study on “The Status of Women in the U. S. Media 2014.” At the nation’s one hundred largest newspapers, women populated only 20 percent of the top managerial positions. The study concluded that men dominate the American media, “in print, on television and online across all media outlets and in all news topics.” The Women’s Media Center study also revealed that men had 63 percent of the bylines in the main news sections of America’s ten top-selling newspapers. That result, perhaps coincidentally, mirrors the gender differential in American newsrooms. Op-ed page scores are considerably worse. Nationwide, women account for slightly more than a third of op-ed writers.


    In 2014, among the ten Pulitzer prizes that were awarded to individual journalists and photographers, only one went to a woman. The 2015 Pulitzers awards marked a welcome turnaround. Five of the year’s nine journalism-related prizes awarded to individuals went to women.


    Whether the rounds of layoffs that have hit newsrooms in recent years have affected women in disproportionate numbers to men has yet to be measured, even though there is anecdotal information that suggests it might be the case. The most astonishing backward step was the awkward firing by the New York Times of its first female executive editor, Jill Abramson, whose tenure as executive editor lasted less than three years.


    Yet, even as these uneven numbers still exist in newsrooms around the country, in classrooms around the country, the story is different. Anecdotally, 60 to 70 percent of journalism students today are women. With this collection, we hope to offer to students, readers, and educators a perspective on the great contributions women have already made to this vital industry.


    Clearly, the future for women in journalism is brighter than ever. Let these outstanding women stand as beacons and inspiration. Having successfully fought for inclusion over the past quarter century, their pursuit of of excellence is the model they bequeath to coming generations of women who aspire to follow them.


    Joyce Hoffmann

  


  
    Editor’s Note
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    Many of the articles included in this collection are excerpts from longer series. For their generous contributions of free reprint rights, The Sager Group would like to thank the Washington Post, the Tampa Bay Times (formerly the St. Petersburg Times,) the Chicago Tribune, the Virginian-Pilot, the Salt Lake Tribune, the Sacramento Bee, the LA Weekly, Jacqui Banaszynski, Christine Brennan, and Eileen Welsome.


    The Author’s Afterwords included after every chapter are the product of a collaboration between the interviewers and the authors. After a question and answer session, the answers were transcribed and then edited into an “as told to” format, faithfully preserving the quotations, contextual meaning and voices of the authors while tightening for space and flow.

  


  
    Jacqui Banaszynski


    Jacqui Banaszynski is a Pulitzer Prize–winning journalist who has traveled all seven continents for stories—from the cold of Antarctica to the warmest reaches of the human heart. She has covered beauty pageants and popes, AIDS and the Olympics, dogsled expeditions and refugee camps, labor disputes and social movements. She won the 1988 Pulitzer Prize for feature writing for an intimate series on a gay farm couple dying of AIDS. She was a finalist for the 1986 Pulitzer Prize in international reporting for her on-the-ground coverage of the sub-Saharan famine. She won the nation’s top sports writing award for deadline work at the 1988 Summer Olympics in Seoul.


    Writing wasn’t Banaszynski’s first career choice. She had aspirations to be an athlete but grew up before TitleIX gave girls access to the field. She dreamed of being an astronaut or airline pilot but was handicapped by height and gender. She probably should have been an architect, but in her rural Wisconsin school district in the 1960s girls weren’t allowed into shop classes, where she could have learned drafting.


    Instead she joined the high school newspaper staff, got the keys to the school car, and followed her curiosity. It turned out OK.


    Banaszynski spent thirty years as a reporter and editor at newspapers in the Upper Midwest and Pacific Northwest. She has reported and guided dozens of award-winning projects across a spectrum of topics and styles. She now occupies an endowed Knight Chair professorship at the Missouri School of Journalism. She is also a faculty fellow at the Poynter Institute. In 2008 she was named to the Society of Feature Journalists Hall of Fame.

  


  
    AIDS in the Heartland


    An intimate look at a gay couple in rural America facing AIDS


    Part 1


    Death is no stranger to the heartland. It is as natural as the seasons, as inevitable as farm machinery breaking down and farmers’ bodies giving out after too many years of too much work.


    But when death comes in the guise of AIDS, it is a disturbingly unfamiliar visitor, one better known in the gay districts and drug houses of the big cities, one that shows no respect for the usual order of life in the country.


    The visitor has come to rural Glenwood, Minnesota.


    Dick Hanson, a well-known liberal political activist who homesteads his family’s century-old farm south of Glenwood, was diagnosed last summer with acquired immune deficiency syndrome. His partner of five years, Bert Henningson, carries the AIDS virus.


    In the year that Hanson has been living—and dying—with AIDS, he has hosted some cruel companions: blinding headaches and failing vision, relentless nausea and deep fatigue, falling blood counts and worrisome coughs, and sleepless, sweat-soaked nights.


    He has watched as his strong body, toughened by thirty-seven years on the farm, shrinks and stoops like that of an old man. He has weathered the family shame and community fear, the prejudice and whispered condemnations. He has read the reality in his partner’s eyes, heard the death sentence from the doctors, and seen the hopelessness confirmed by the statistics.


    But the statistics tell only half the story—the half about dying.


    Statistics fail to tell much about the people they represent. About people like Hanson—a farmer who has nourished life in the fields, a peace activist who has marched for a safer planet, an idealist and gay activist who has campaigned for social justice, and now an AIDS patient who refuses to abandon his own future, however long it lasts.


    The statistics say nothing of the joys of a carefully tended vegetable garden and new kittens under the shed, of tender teasing and magic hugs. Of flowers that bloom brighter and birds that sing sweeter, and simple pleasures grown profound against the backdrop of a terminal illness. Of the powerful bond between two people who pledged for better or worse and meant it.


    “Who is to judge the value of life, whether it’s one day or one week or one year?” Hanson said. “I find the quality of life a lot more important than the length of life. “ Much has been written about the death that comes with AIDS, but little has been said about the living. Hanson and Henningson want to change that. They have opened their homes and their hearts to tell the whole story—beginning to end.


    This is the first chapter.


    The tiny snapshot is fuzzy and stained with ink. Two men in white T-shirts and corduroys stand at the edge of a barnyard, their muscled arms around each other’s shoulders, a puzzled bull watching them from a field. The picture is overexposed, but the effect is pleasing, as if that summer day in 1982 was washed with a bit too much sun.


    A summer later, the same men—one bearded and one not, one tall and one short—pose on the farmhouse porch in a mock American Gothic. Their pitchforks are mean looking and caked with manure. But their attempted severity fails; dimples betray their humor.


    They are pictured together often through the years, draped with ribbons and buttons at political rallies, playing with their golden retriever, Nels, and, most frequently, working in their lavish vegetable garden.


    The pictures drop off abruptly after 1985. One of the few shows the taller man, picking petunias from his mother’s grave. He is startlingly thin by now, as a friend said, “like Gandhi after a long fast.” His sun-bleached hair has turned dark, his bronze skin pallid. His body seems slack, as if it’s caving in on itself.


    The stark evidence of Dick Hanson’s deterioration mars the otherwise rich memories captured in the photo album. But Hanson said only this: “When you lose your body, you become so much closer to your spirit. It gives you more emphasis of what the spirit is, that we are more important than withering skin and bone.”


    Hanson sat with his partner, Bert Henningson, in the small room at Minneapolis’ Red Door Clinic on April 8, 1986, waiting for the results of Hanson’s AIDS screening test.


    He wouldn’t think about how tired he had been lately. He had spent his life hefting hay bales with ease but now was having trouble hauling potato sacks at the Glenwood factory where he worked part time. He had lost ten pounds, had chronic diarrhea, and slept all afternoon. The dishes stayed dirty in the sink, the dinner uncooked, until Henningson got home from teaching at the University of Minnesota–Morris. It must be the stress.


    His parents had been forced off the farm, and now he and his brothers faced foreclosure. Two favorite uncles were ill. He and Henningson were bickering a lot, about the housework and farm chores and Hanson’s dark mood.


    He had put off having the AIDS test for months, and Henningson hadn’t pushed too hard. Neither was eager to know.


    Now, as the nurse entered the room with his test results, Hanson convinced himself the news would be good. It had been four years since he had indulged in casual weekend sex at the gay bathhouse in Minneapolis, since he and Henningson committed to each other. Sex outside their relationship had been limited and “safe,” with no exchange of semen or blood. He had taken care of himself, eating homegrown food and working outdoors, and his farmer’s body always had responded with energy and strength. Until now.


    “I put my positive thinking mind on and thought I’d be negative,” Hanson said. “Until I saw that red circle.”


    The reality hit him like a physical punch. As he slumped forward in shock, Henningson—typically pragmatic—asked the nurse to prepare another needle. He, too, must be tested. Then Henningson gathered Hanson in his arms and said, “I will never leave you, Dick.”


    Hanson is one of 210 Minnesotans and 36,000 Americans who have been diagnosed with AIDS since the disease was identified in 1981. More than half of those patients already have died, and doctors say it is only a matter of time for the rest. The statistics show that 80 to 90 percent of AIDS sufferers die within two years of diagnosis; the average time of survival is fourteen months after the first bout of pneumocystis, a form of pneumonia that brought Hanson to the brink of death last August and again in December.


    “For a long time, I was just one of those statistics,” Hanson said. “I was a very depressing person to be around. I wanted to get away from me.”


    He lost twenty more pounds in the two weeks after receiving his test results. One of his uncles died and, on the morning of the funeral, Hanson’s mother died unexpectedly. Genevieve Hanson was seventy-five years old, a gentle but sturdy woman who was especially close to Dick, the third of her six children. He handled the arrangements, picking gospel hymns for the service and naming eight of her women friends as honorary pallbearers—a first in the history of their tiny country church.


    But Hanson never made it to his mother’s funeral. The day she was buried, he collapsed of exhaustion and fever. That night, Henningson drove him to Glenwood for the first of three hospitalizations—forty-two days’ worth—in 1986.


    “Dick was real morbid last summer,” Henningson said. “He led people to believe it was curtains and was being very vague and dramatic. We all said to be hopeful, but it was as if something had gripped his psyche and was pulling him steadily downward week after week.”


    Hanson had given up, but Henningson refused to. He worked frantically to rekindle that spark of hope—and life. He read Hanson news articles about promising new AIDS drugs and stories of terminal cancer patients defying the odds. He brought home tapes about the power of positive thinking and fed Hanson healthy food. He talked to him steadily of politics and all the work that remained to be done.


    He forced himself, and sometimes Hanson, to work in the garden, making it bigger than ever. They planted fifty-eight varieties of vegetables in an organic, high-yield plot and christened it the Hope Garden.


    But Hanson returned to the hospital in August, dangerously ill with the dreaded pneumonia. His weight had dropped to 112 from his usual 160. He looked and walked like an old-man version of himself. “I had an out-of-body type experience there, and even thought I had died for a time,” he said. “It was completely quiet and very calm and I thought, ‘This is really nice.’ I expected some contact with the next world. Then I had this conversation with God that it wasn’t my time yet, and he sent me back.”


    Hanson was home in time to harvest the garden, and to freeze and can its bounty. He had regained some of his former spunk and was taking an interest again in the world around him.


    “I’d be sitting next to him on the couch, holding his hand, and once in a while he’d get that little smile on his face and nod like there was something to hold on to,” Henningson said. “And a small beam of life would emerge.”


    A month later, Hanson’s spirits received another boost when he was honored at a massive fund-raising dinner. Its sponsors included Democratic-Farmer-Labor Party (DFL) notables—among them Governor Rudy Perpich, Lieutenant Governor Marlene Johnson, St. Paul mayor George Latimer, Minneapolis mayor Don Fraser and congressmen Bruce Vento and Martin Sabo—and radical political activists Hanson had worked with over the years, farmers who had stood with him to fight farm foreclosures and the West Central power line, women who remembered his support during the early years of the women’s movement, members of the gay and lesbian community, and other AIDS sufferers. What started as a farewell party, a eulogy of sorts, turned into a celebration of Hanson’s life. Folk singer Larry Long played songs on an Indian medicine man’s healing flute. Friends gathered in a faith circle to will their strength to Hanson. Dozens of people lined up to embrace Hanson and Henningson. For most, it was the first time they had touched an AIDS patient.


    “People are coming through on this thing and people are decent,” Hanson said. “We find people in all walks of life who are with us in this struggle . . . It’s that kind of thing that makes it all worth it.”


    So when the pneumonia came back in December, this time with more force, Hanson was ready to fight. “The doctor didn’t give him any odds,” Henningson said. Hanson was put on a respirator, funeral arrangements were discussed, estranged relatives were called to his bedside.


    “He wrote me a note,” Henningson said. “‘When can I get out of here?’ He and I had never lied to each other, and I wasn’t about to start. I said, ‘You might be getting out of here in two or three days, but it might be God you’re going to see. But there is a slim chance, so if you’ll just fight . . .’ ”


    People from Hanson’s AIDS support group stayed at the hospital round the clock, in shifts, talking to him and holding his hand as he drifted in and out of a coma. Friends brought Christmas to the stark hospital room: cards papered the walls and a giant photograph of Hanson’s Christmas tree, the one left back at the farmhouse, was hung.


    The rest was up to Hanson.


    “I put myself in God’s healing cocoon of love and had my miracle,” he said. “I call it my Christmas miracle.”


    He was released from intensive care on Christmas Eve day and since has devoted his life to carrying a seldom-heard message of hope to other AIDS patients, to give them—and himself—a reason to live as science races to find a cure.


    “I’d like to think that God has a special purpose for my life,” he said. His smile under the thinning beard is sheepish; faith is personal, and easily misunderstood.


    “I don’t want to come across like Oral Roberts, but . . . I believe that God can grant miracles. He has in the past and does now and will in the future. And maybe I can be one of those miracles, the one who proves the experts wrong.”


    Hanson has spent his life on the front line of underdog causes—always liberal, often revolutionary, and sometimes unpopular.


    “Somewhere along the line Dick was exposed to social issues and taught that we can make a difference,” said Mary Stackpool, a neighbor and fellow political activist. “That’s what Dick has been all about—showing that one person can make a difference.”


    Hanson put it in terms less grand: “You kind of have to be an eternal optimist to be a farmer. There’s something that grows more each year than what you put into the farm . . . I’ve always been involved in trying to change things for the better.”


    He was born into the national prosperity of 1950 and grew up through the social turmoil of the 1960s. A fifth-grade teacher sparked his enthusiasm in John F. Kennedy’s presidential campaign. He was thirteen when his father joined the radical National Farmers Organization, took the family to picket at the Land O’Lakes plant in nearby Alexandria and participated in a notorious milk-dumping action.


    He later led rural campaigns for Eugene McCarthy, George McGovern, Mark Dayton, and his current hero, Jesse Jackson. He led protests against the Vietnam War and was a conscientious objector. He organized rival factions to try to stop construction of the high voltage power line that snakes through western Minnesota.


    He was an early member of the farm activist group Groundswell, fighting to stop a neighbor’s foreclosure one day, his own family’s the next. The 473-acre Hanson farm has been whittled to 40 by bankruptcy; Hanson and Henningson are struggling to salvage the farmhouse and some surrounding wetlands.


    He has been arrested five times, staged a fast to draw attention to the power line protest and stood at the podium of the 1980 DFL district convention to announce—for the first time publicly—that he was gay. That same year, he was elected one of the first openly gay members of the Democratic National Committee and, in 1984, made an unsuccessful bid for the party’s nomination for Congress from the Second District. In 1983, he and Henningson were photographed in their fields for a 1983 Newsweek magazine story about gays responding to the AIDS crisis; neither knew at the time they carried the virus.


    “He just throws himself into a cause and will spare nothing,” Stackpool said. “He will expose himself totally to bring out the desired good.”


    Now the cause is AIDS. The struggle is more personal, the threat more direct. But for Hanson, it has become yet another opportunity to make a difference.


    “He’s handling this just as he would anything else-with strength and lots of courage and hope,” said Amy Lee, another longtime friend and fellow activist. “And with that pioneering spirit, if there’s anything he can do, any way he can help other victims, any time he can speak—he’ll go for it.”


    Hanson has become one of the state’s most visible AIDS patients. He and Henningson are frequently interviewed for news stories, were the subject of a recent four-part series on KCMT-TV in Alexandria, and speak at AIDS education seminars in churches and schools throughout the state. Last month, Hanson addressed the state senate’s special informational meeting on AIDS.


    “I want to take the mask off the statistics and say we are human beings and we have feelings,” he said. “I want to say there is life after AIDS.”


    Rather than retreat to the anonymity of the big city, as many AIDS sufferers do, Hanson has maintained a high political profile in Pope County. He is chairman of the DFL Party in Senate District 15. He and Henningson continue to do business with area merchants and worship weekly at the country church of Hanson’s childhood, Barsness Lutheran.


    “I’ve always been a very public person, and I’ve had no regrets,” Hanson said. “One thing my dad always emphasized was the principle that honesty was the most important thing in life.”


    Hanson and Henningson use their story to personalize the AIDS epidemic and to debunk some of the stereotypes and myths about AIDS and its victims. They are farmers who have milked cows, slopped hogs, and baled hay like everyone else. Their politics and sexual orientation may disturb some. But their voices and values are more familiar, and perhaps better understood, than those of some of their urban counterparts.


    “It makes people aware that it can happen here,” said Sharon Larson, director of nursing at Glacial Ridge Hospital in Glenwood.


    That honesty has carried a price. A conservative Baptist minister from Glenwood criticized their lifestyle at a community forum and again in a column in the Pope County Tribune. Some of Hanson’s relatives were upset by the Alexandria television show and demanded he keep his troubling news to himself. There have been rumblings in his church from people concerned about taking communion with him, and a minor disturbance erupted in a Glenwood school when his niece was teased about him.


    But his connections also carry clout.


    “It brings it a little closer home to the guys in the capitol who control the purse strings,” a fellow AIDS patient said.


    When they speak, Hanson and Henningson touch on a variety of topics: the need for national health insurance to guarantee equitable care, the cruelty of policies that force AIDS patients into poverty before they are eligible for medical assistance, the need for flex-time jobs so AIDS sufferers can continue to be productive, the imperative of safe sex.


    They also stress the personal aspects of the disease: the need for patients to be touched rather than shunned, the importance of support from family and friends, and, most dear to Hanson, the healing powers of hope.


    “I know there are some who die because they give up,” he said. “They have no hope, no reason to fight. Everything they’re faced with is so desperate and dismal . . . I believe the biggest obstacle for us who have AIDS or an AIDS-related complex is fighting the fear and anxiety we have over the whole thing. Every positive thing, every bit of hope is something to hold on to.”


    Next month, Hanson and Henningson will celebrate five years together, ­perhaps with a gathering of friends and an exchange of rings. They exchanged vows privately that first summer while sitting in their car under the prairie night.


    “We asked the blessing of the spirit above,” Hanson said. “It was a pretty final thing.”


    At first blush, they seem an unlikely couple.


    “Bert the scholar and Dick the activist . . . In some ways they’re just worlds apart,” Stackpool said. “But politics brought them together, and now they take delight in those differences and in their special traits. They’ve figured out things many married couples never come close to figuring out.”


    Henningson is bookish and intense, a PhD in international trade, a professor and essayist. He is a doer and organizer. He charts the monthly household budget on his Apple computer, itemizing everything from mortgage payments to medicine to cat food. He sets a hearty dinner table, which is cleared and washed as soon as the last bit of food is gone. He buries himself in his work during the week, becomes reclusive when he retreats to the farm on weekends, and has worked hard over the years to control an explosive temper.


    Hanson is more social, an easygoing, nonstop talker with a starburst of interests. He spent twelve years detouring through social activism before finally earning a bachelor’s degree in political science at the university’s Morris campus. He has a political junkie’s memory for names, dates, and events, thrills in company and is quick to offer refreshments, having inherited his mother’s belief in friendship through food.


    But they also have much in common.


    Henningson, forty, grew up on a farm near Graceville, in neighboring Big Stone County. His life paralleled Hanson’s in many respects: the radical farm movement, antiwar protests, involvement in liberal political campaigns.


    Both suppressed their homosexuality until they were almost thirty. Hanson kept so active with politics and the farm that he didn’t have time for a social life. After acknowledging his homosexuality, his sexual life involved weekend excursions to the Twin Cities for anonymous encounters at the gay bathhouse.


    “I had to taste all the fruit in the orchard,” he said. “I had some real special relationships, but if they suggested it just be us I felt trapped, like they were closing in on me.”


    Henningson threw himself into graduate school, tried marriage, and took on a demanding career in Washington, DC, as an aide to former US Rep. Richard Nolan. He divorced and returned to Minnesota, where he enrolled in a human sexuality program at the University of Minnesota. He had three homosexual involvements before meeting Hanson at a political convention.


    “There were some major forces working in the universe that were compelling us together,” Henningson said. “I don’t know that we even had much to say about it. I’ve always believed in serendipity, but I also feel you have to give serendipity a little help. So I didn’t sit back and wait for Dick to call—I called him.”


    Any doubts Hanson had about their relationship were squelched by his mother. She visited the farmhouse one Sunday morning with freshly baked caramel rolls, which she served Hanson and Henningson in bed. Henningson was accepted as part of the family, moved to the farm, and eventually assumed financial responsibility for the family’s farm operations.


    “It was so good to work together, to sweat together, to farrow those sows and help the sows have those little piglets,” Henningson said. “We literally worked dawn to dusk.”


    That hard but somewhat idyllic life has been altered drastically by AIDS. Hanson does what he can, when he can, perhaps baking cookies or doing the laundry. But the burden of earning an income, running the house, and caring for Hanson has fallen heavily on Henningson’s shoulders.


    Hanson’s medical bills—totaling more than $50,000 so far—are covered by welfare. Henningson’s temporary job at the state Department of Agriculture, where he writes farm policy proposals, pays their personal bills, helps pay their apartment rent in the Twin Cities so Hanson can be near medical care during the week, and allows them to keep the farmhouse.


    “Dick’s optimism is fine,” Henningson said. “But you have to help optimism along now and then with a little spade work. I ended up doing all of the work with no help. What could have happened is that I could have grown resentful and blamed the victim.


    “But I tried to put myself in his shoes—having pneumonia twice—and with all my anger and short temper, could I live with that? Could I even get through that? I’d probably have the strength to go to a field and dig a hole and when the time came crawl in and bury myself. But I don’t know if I’d have the strength to do what he did.”


    So, their commitment to each other remains absolute, perhaps strengthened by facing a crisis together.


    “When you know that somebody’s going to stand by you, and when they prove that they will, when they go through what Bert’s gone through this past year in putting up with me . . . you just know it’s very, very special what you have,” Hanson said.


    Each week, Hanson checks in at the AIDS clinic at Hennepin County Medical Center. He and Henningson make the three-hour drive to Minneapolis every Monday and spend their week in the Twin Cities. Henningson has work through June at the Agriculture Department. Hanson’s full-time job is AIDS.


    He has his blood tested to determine his white blood cell count his body’s natural defense system. It often is below 1,000; a healthy person’s count would be closer to 5,000.


    He has a physical exam, chats with two or three doctors, gives encouragement to fellow patients, and collects hugs from the nursing staff. He is a favorite with the social workers, who tease him about his lack of interest in the women who flock to his examination room each week for a visit.


    He does weekly inhalation therapy, breathing an antibiotic into his lungs to ward off the dreaded pneumonia. Then he buses to St. Paul for a long, healing massage from one of several local massage therapists who donate time to AIDS patients.


    Thursday mornings find him at the University of Minnesota Hospital and Clinic for eye treatments. Doctors inject medicine directly into his eyeball to thwart a virus that is attacking his vision. Sometimes the needle punctures a blood vessel, leaving Hanson with bright red patches in his eyes.


    On Thursday nights, he and Henningson attend an AIDS support group meeting, where as many as thirty patients, relatives, and friends gather to share comfort and information.


    For eight months, Hanson has taken AZT, or azidothymidine, an experimental drug believed to prolong life for AIDS sufferers. He takes other drugs to counter the nausea caused by AZT’s high toxicity, and he is watched closely for bone marrow suppression.


    He uses various underground treatments, all with his doctor’s knowledge. He rubs solvent on his skin to try to stimulate a response from his immune system, and spreads a home-brewed cholesterol agent on his toast, hoping it will help render the virus inert.


    He watches his diet to prevent diarrhea and takes various prescription drugs for depression and anxiety.


    His spare time, what there is of it, is devoured by long waits for the bus or slow walks to his various appointments. He naps often to keep his energy level up and spends evenings watching the Twins on TV. Reading has become painful for him, straining his eyes and making him dizzy.


    “It comes back and back and back many times,” he said. “Is this my total life? Has the illness become such an all-encompassing thing that my life will never be judged by anything but this brand of AIDS?”


    Weekends are spent on the farm, where Hanson often can be found kneeling in his flowerbeds. The impatiens, moss roses, and sweet Williams are planted especially thick this summer; Hanson was eager to see their cheerful pinks and reds cover the crumbling stone foundation of the old farmhouse. He insists on having fresh flowers in the house every day, even dandelions and thistles. Once, after pranksters broke the peony bushes in the church cemetery, Hanson gathered up the broken blossoms and took them home, placing them around the house in shallow bowls of water.


    Or he can be found singing in the empty silo, practicing hymns for Sunday’s church service. His voice is sweet and natural, with a good range. It is inherited, he says, from his mother, who sang to him when he was in the womb and tuned in opera on the radio in the farm kitchen when he was a youngster. He has sung for his brothers’ weddings but is better, he says, at funerals.


    On hot summer nights, he and Henningson sleep in twin beds in a screened porch upstairs. The room is kept cool by towering shade trees and constant breezes blowing off the marsh that winds in front of the house. From there, the men note the comings and goings of their neighbors: egrets and blue herons, Canada geese that feed on what Henningson calls Green Scum Pond, a doe and her buff-colored fawn. There is an owl in the nearby woods, a peregrine falcon nesting in the farmhouse eaves, and an unseen loon that sings to them at dusk.


    If the weekend is slow, the weather is mild, and his energy is high, Hanson can be found in a dinghy somewhere on Lake Minnewaska, the sparkling centerpiece of Pope County. He’s a skilled fisherman and remembers weekends when he would haul home a catch of 200 pan fish for one of his mother’s famous fries.


    “I find that going out in the garden is a good way to get away from things, or going fishing, or just visiting with people and talking,” he said. “I don’t want my whole life to be branded by AIDS.”


    Hanson awakes in the Minneapolis apartment on a recent morning to the sound of his mother’s voice.


    “It wasn’t part of any dream,” he said. “Just her voice, crystal clear, calling.“


    He has been running a fever for several days and suffering headaches. His white blood cell count has dropped precipitously. His chatter, usually cheerful, is tinged with fear.


    “I got pretty emotional about it,” he said. “But Bert held me and said, ‘Don’t be afraid. Don’t fight it.’ And I remember a year ago when I was so sick, and she was reaching to me, and I was so scared I was almost pushing her away. And Bert said not to fight it, to let her comfort me even if she’s reaching to me on a level we don’t understand . . .


    “There are days I think I’m just going to get out of this, put this whole thing behind me and get a job and go on with my life again. Then I have a rough day like this and I have to look at things much more realistically.”


    Hanson seldom talks of death. When his health is stable, there seems little point. He has beaten the odds before and will, he says, again.


    “Intermittently, there has been some denial,” said his physician, Dr. Margaret Simpson, director of the sexually transmitted disease clinic at Hennepin County Medical Center. “That’s not too surprising. When you’re feeling good, it’s easy to think this isn’t true.


    “But he’s deteriorating again, and it’s worrisome. I don’t make predictions, but I think now in terms of weeks and months rather than months and years.”


    Hanson senses that urgency. But he remains a fighter. His attitude, he says, is not one of delusion but of defiance.


    “I think I’ll know when the time is right and it’s coming,” he said. “Should it be, I’m ready to meet my maker. But I’m not ready to give up and say there’s nothing that will turn around so I can live.”


    A week later, Hanson is in the hospital. The headaches are worse, and doctors do a painful spinal tap to determine if the AIDS virus has entered his brain. His white blood cell count is dangerously low, but a transfusion is too risky.


    It is the first hospitalization in six months, and only an overnight stay for tests, but it evokes painful memories of the past and fears for the future.


    Henningson telephones Hanson’s sister.


    “I told Mary it may be only three or four months and we have to respond to him accordingly,” he said. “Not treat him as someone who’s going to die, but accord him the time and attention you want. We can’t just say, ‘See you next week.’ It’s not a matter of dealing with certitude anymore, but a great deal of uncertainty about where it’s going to lead.”


    Hanson is quiet this evening and seems distracted. The Twins game plays silently on the hospital room TV, but relief pitcher Jeff Reardon is losing and Hanson pays only passing interest. He gets up once during the evening to vomit and occasionally presses his hand to his temple. But he never mentions the nausea, the throbbing headache, or the pain from the spinal tap.


    Henningson sits next to him on the bed and thumbs through their photo album, recalling lighter times. Suddenly, Hanson waves his hand vaguely, at the room, at his life. “I’ll miss all this,” he confided. “I’ll just miss all these wonderful people.”


    Then he and Henningson discuss—gently—the logistics of his death. Should he be placed in a nursing home if he becomes invalid? Should life-sustaining measures be used if he falls into a coma again? Should he donate his body to research?


    The morbid conversation is held in matter-of-fact tones and seems to soothe Hanson. It is Henningson’s way of pulling out the emotions, the soft rage and futility that Hanson otherwise would keep tucked inside.


    “Talking about things like that helps you understand your mortality, that it may not be much longer,” Henningson said. “And that helps relieve your fears. Dick’s fears are not so much for himself as for me. Will I live out here all by myself? Will I find someone else? I say don’t worry about that, it’s out of your control.”


    But Henningson, too, is shaken. He sits at the window next to Hanson’s hospital bed, and holds his hand. Finally, he abandons the diversionary talk and cries. He is worried about losing the farm, about the political hassles involved in getting housing assistance, about getting a job after his contract with the state expires, about not having enough time left with Hanson.


    And he can’t help but worry about the AIDS virus in his body and his own health prospects. Although he guards his health carefully and is optimistic about medical progress on the AIDS front, he fears that the stress of caring for Hanson is taking its toll. He watches Hanson and wonders if he is watching his own future.


    Then he comforts himself with a wish.


    “I want to be cremated and have my ashes thrown in Big Stone Lake. And from there I would flow to the Minnesota River, down to the Mississippi River, all the way to the Gulf. And I’ll hit the Gulf Stream and travel the world.


    “And I told Dick if he’d like to be cremated, they could put him in Lake Minnewaska, and he would flow to the Chippewa River and then into the Minnesota and the Mississippi and to the Gulf and around the world. And at some point we would merge and we’d be together forever.”


    He stops, perhaps embarrassed.


    “You can’t control what happens to people after they’re dead,” he said. “But even if it doesn’t happen, it’s a lovely, consoling thought.”


    June 21, 1987


    Author’s Afterword


    I was an overly curious little girl growing up in the 1950s and ’60s in rural, old-world America. Who knows if you’re born with curiosity or you’re introduced to it, but I remember my mother always telling me I asked too many questions, and I remember my father paying me a quarter if I would stop talking for fifteen minutes at a time.


    Growing up, there weren’t a lot of opportunities for women of my generation, careerwise. As it happened, though, the high school put out the official, legal community newspaper, so the high school journalism class was really, really special for lots of reasons. We covered the community. The newspaper was a place to which I gravitated, and it just seemed to work for me. Even back then it was stressful, but in a kind of fun, joyful way. So I started doing that when I was fourteen. The writing part was always hard for me, but the reporting part was always like, “Really, I get to do this? Cool.”


    I don’t think any journalist who’s worth his or her salt or trying to do the job well doesn’t face obstacles. Everybody faces obstacles, whether it’s the lawyer who won’t give you access to the people you want to interview, or the politician who won’t answer your questions honestly. Sometimes you’re in a war zone where you might get killed. Or in a developing nation, stepping into a rickety airplane that’s about to fly over the jungle. That’s what we journalists do; we face the obstacles. And then we surmount the obstacles. If you want a story badly enough, anyway.


    As a young woman in the professional world I faced obstacles, yes. When I started, there were very few women in news positions. Women were in features, or they covered society news, or they were on the women’s pages—not including, of course, those incredible women who stepped into newsrooms during World War II when the men were off at war. Of course, once the men came home most of those women got pushed back out of the newsrooms. That was the late 1940s. It wasn’t until the late sixties and early seventies that women started making headway again.


    When I was young, there was sexual harassment, there was sexual discrimination, there were come-ons from sources. You had to be quick on your feet about how you dealt with sources, editors, and colleagues who didn’t take you seriously. And you had to learn how to deal with those individuals who treated you like a sex object and not a professional doing her job. You had to be ready to deal with that. And you had to fight the doubts of men who thought women could not do the same jobs in the newsroom as men.


    I can’t say my sex was as big a barrier as the women who were fifteen years older than me, because they’re the ones who really fought those battles. They kicked the door open. My generation, our job was to walk through the door and do something once you got into the room. It wasn’t like there weren’t women around. It wasn’t like there weren’t strong women around. But it wasn’t at all like we were accepted as equal players with the boys. We had to fight for it. We had to be like, “Wherever you want to send me, I’ll do the best job; I’ll get there first.” Back then, in general, the few women in the newsrooms would bond and kind of band together. We would say to each other, “We’re going to change the newsroom culture. We’re going to make a difference.” In some cases we were all on the same page, and in some cases we weren’t. All women are not the same person, of course. Mostly, our relationships were supportive, but sometimes, the relationships among women were very negative and competitive. It takes all kinds, and we all reacted differently.


    I think journalists have a reputation for being arrogant, but I think the truth is we’re not very good at talking about ourselves. We’re the people who wanted to ask a million questions. We’re not always good at answering them.


    What I am most attached to when I look at my career overall is the sense that I have tried to do this work with passion for its purpose, dedication to its craft, and a real compassion for the people I have met along the way. It’s not like I’m a big walking hug. I have just as much edge and snark as any journalist. But I really care about the people I meet and the stories I’ve written. What happens to those folks matters to me. And I hope that shows in my work.


    There’s no question working in journalism has made me more aware of other people’s realities, other people’s views, and other people’s values. It has allowed me to grow larger than the small screen of the perspectives with which I entered young adulthood.


    Journalism is one profession where your work can help to make you a better person, a wiser person. For example, after being in a situation where I had to talk frankly about death with two men dying of AIDS, after thinking about death and reading and learning about it, I found that I was better prepared when death visited my family. Through journalism I’ve met all kinds of people who find themselves in all kinds of positions. I’ve learned that they all share a common humanity, and this has helped me be nonjudgmental about my family and friends, to understand that frankly, shit happens. The sense of perspective I’ve gained is enormous.

  


  
    Deborah Blum


    Deborah Blum, a Pulitzer Prize-winning science journalist, author, and blogger, is the Helen Firstbrook Franklin Professor of Journalism at the University of Wisconsin-Madison.


    Author of five books and a popular guide to science writing, her most recent publication, The Poisoner’s Handbook, was a New York Times paperback best seller and became a PBS documentary on American Experience in January 2013. Previous books include Ghost Hunters: William James and the Scientific Search for Life after Death (2006); Love at Goon Park: Harry Harlow and the Science of Affection, a 2002 finalist for the Los Angeles Times Book Prize; Sex on the Brain (1997); and The Monkey Wars (1994). She is also coeditor of A Field Guide for Science Writers, published in a second edition in 2006.


    Blum writes a monthly environmental chemistry blog for the New York Times called “Poison Pen.” She also blogs about toxic compounds at Wired; her blog “Ele­men­tal” was named one of the top 25 blogs of 2013 by Time. She has written for a wide range of other publications including Scientific American, Slate, Tin House, the Atavist, Wall Street Journal, The Guardian, Los Angeles Times, and Discover. Before joining the university in 1997, she was a science writer for the Sacramento Bee, where she won the Pulitzer in 1992 for her reporting on ethical issues in primate research. Her work has been anthologized in Best American Science Writing, Best American Science and Nature Writing, and The Open Laboratory: Best Science On-Line. She was the 2014 guest editor of Best America Science and Nature Writing, published by Houghton Mifflin.


    Blum is currently at work on a book for Penguin Press on the history of poisonous food.

  


  
    Monkey Wars


    Behind the scenes of the animal rights debate


    Part 1


    On the days when he’s scheduled to kill, Allen Merritt summons up hisghosts. They come to him from the shadows of a twenty-year-old memory. Eleven humanbabies, from his first year out of medical school. All born prematurely. Alllost within one week when their lungs failed.


    “We were virtually helpless,” said Merritt, now head of the neonatal intensive care unit at the University of California, Davis Medical Center.“ There’s nothing worse than being a new physician and standing there watching babies die. It’s a strong motivator to make things different.”On this cool morning, he needs that memory. The experiment he’s doing is deceptively simple: a test of a new chemical to help premature babies breathe. But it’s no clinical arrangement of glass tubes. He’s trying the drug on two tiny rhesus monkeys, each weighing barely one-third of a pound. At the end of the experiment, he plans to cut their lungs apart, to see how it worked.


    Even his ghosts don’t make that easy. Nestled in a towel on a surgical table, eyes shut, hands curled, the monkeys look unnervingly human. “The link between people and monkeys is very close,” Merritt said. “Much closer than some people would like to think. There’s a real sense of sadness, that we can only get the information we need if we kill them.”


    Once, there was no such need to justify. Once, American researchers could go through two hundred thousand monkeys a year, without question. Now, the numbers are less.Perhaps twenty thousand monkeys will die every year, out of an estimated forty thousand used in experiments. But the pressures are greater.


    These days, it seems that if researchers plan one little studyslicing the toes off squirrel monkeys, siphoning blood from rhesus macaques, hiding baby monkeys from their mothers, they face not just questions, but picket signs, lawsuits, and death threats phoned in at night.


    The middle ground in the war over research with monkeys and apes has become so narrow as to be nearly invisible. And even that is eroding.


    Intelligent, agile, fast, but not fast enough, these nonhuman primates are rapidly being driven from the planet, lost to heavy trapping and vanishing rain forests. Of sixty-three primate species in Asiawhere most research monkeys come from,only one is not listed as vulnerable.


    Primate researchers believe they are making the hard choice, using nonhuman primates for medical research because they must, because no other animal so closely mirrors the human body and brain. During the 1950s, American scientists did kill hundreds of thousands of monkeys for polio research, using the animals’ organs to grow virus, dissecting their brains to track the spread of the infection. But out of those experiments came a polio vaccine. Using monkeys, scientists have created vaccines for measles, learned to fight leprosy, developed antirejection drugs that make organ transplants possible.


    Outside the well-guarded laboratory wall, that choice can seem less obvious. Animal rights advocates draw a dark description of research. They point out that AIDS researchers have used endangered chimpanzees, without, so far, managing to help people dying of the disease. Further, conservationists fear that the research is introducing dangerous infection into the country’s chimpanzee breeding program, badly needed to help counter the loss of wild animals.


    “They’re guzzling up money and animals and for what?” asked Shirley McGreal, head of the nonprofit International Primate Protection League. “Why not use those resources in helping sick people, why infect healthy animals?”


    Her argument is that of animal advocates across the country, that scientists are sacrificing our genetic next-of-kin for their own curiosity, dubious medical gains, and countless tax dollars.


    No one is sure exactly how much money scientists spend experimenting on monkeys, although the National Institutes of Health alone allocates almost $40 million annually to its primate research programs, including one in Davis. Overall, more than half of NIH’s research grants, approaching $5 billion,involve at least some animal research.


    Rats and mice are the most abundant, some fifteen million are used in experiments every year.


    For people such as McGreal, these are animals in a very wrong place. McGreal’s long-term goal for monkeys is simple: out of the laboratory, back into what remains of the rain forests.


    “I used to think that we could persuade those people to understand what we do,” said Frederick King, director of the Yerkes Regional Primate Research Center in Atlanta. “But it


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
  

OEBPS/Images/15799.png
GPCER.
T,





OEBPS/Images/NEWnewswomenFINAL0218-small.jpg
Fewswonen;

TWENTY-FIVE
_YEARS OF
FRONT-PAGE
JOURNALISM

EEEEEEEE

T e
HOFFMANN

IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII






