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			PROLOGUE

			

			Tornado Road

			1996

			SARA JACKSON EASED HER husband Jack’s dirt-brown Buick Oldsmobile down Tornado Road, which stretched out before her like a red clay river, rippling with thick waves of tire tracks and dipped with shallow pools from the footprints of her cousins, aunts, and uncles, who had lived in this countryside for about as long as anyone could remember. Tall pine trees leaned in over the car, flickering Alabama sunshine through her dusty windshield. The forest soon gave way to a clearing. On the left was a rusted barbed-wire fence strung across an expanse of grass.

			Sara rolled the Buick’s steering wheel to the right and pulled up in front of her parents’ trailer. It was the summer of 1996. She was only sixteen and was entering the eleventh grade, but she and Jack had just married and already moved into their own house a hundred yards farther down the road. They called it the green house. Maybe once it had suggested such a bucolic sentiment, but the southern heat and rain had stripped the paint and warped the wallboards and window frames, so that from the outside it had the dreamy look of a reflection off the waters of a still pond.

			Sara couldn’t quite articulate why she liked it better here than in the city. Her parents had recently moved her and her younger sister Rebecca back to Choctaw County after they had spent most of their childhood in Mobile. There was less crack, violence, and gang activity in the country. But the presence or absence of those social ills didn’t quite capture the innate qualities that distinguished the two places. The country seemed to retain a stability that calmed her. She shared enough blood with the black families who lived in the constellations of trailers and small homes sprinkled across the county that she could comfortably call a good portion of them kin. Her grandmother, who lived in a cottage across from the green house, had bought the land they lived on, with the help of a white family in whose home she’d worked. There was plenty of fishing for trout in the weave of creeks that rushed through the surrounding forest. And there were whole stretches of yard for growing vegetables.

			Sara was pleasantly surprised that Jack had followed her to Choctaw. He’d been raised in Mobile and was five years her senior. They’d met through a cousin of hers. He was her second real boyfriend, and she didn’t exactly love him, but she was attracted to his etched muscles, loosely curled hair, and light skin. Their relationship was a point of tension between Sara and her mother, Angela, who worried about Jack’s temper, the way he hovered over her, wouldn’t let her talk to other boys, wanted to keep her in the home, and was pressuring her to have children. On some level Sara knew Angela was right. Sometimes Jack’s breathless, pressing affection felt more like obsession than real love. In a way, though, that was what drew her to him.

			Sara didn’t believe that anyone could love her—maybe, she thought, because her father, Robert, had left them to spend fourteen years in a Texas prison. She had secretly blamed herself for his absence. It was completely illogical—the kind of all-powerful conclusion a two-year-old might dream up to reconcile the confusion of a divorce—but she had felt that way for as long as she could remember. It made her feel that her heart was sealed off, that she was naturally cold and impenetrable, that no one could really become attached to her.

			She didn’t have to worry about Jack abandoning her, though, not as long as he needed to touch, taste, control, and virtually inhabit every moment of her life. That didn’t mean she was submissive to him. They were nearly the same size, and she was capable of fighting him off when she wanted to spend some time with her mama, or daddy, or sister. Rebecca had always been Sara’s baby or, as she affectionately called her, Sustuh!! She was more sensitive and trusting than Sara, the one person who Sara felt understood her.

			Sara grabbed a bag of groceries off the seat of the car, stepped into the summer heat, walked up the steps of the trailer, and pushed through the screen door. The living room felt darker than it was, because of the stained faux wood-paneling pasted to the walls. To the right was Rebecca’s room. She wasn’t home. Sara’s mother was moving around in the back. She didn’t like to hang out for long with Angela—if she did, they’d inevitably light into each other about Jack, or school, or pretty much anything.

			Angela had fallen for Sara’s daddy, Robert, when she was only seven and he was twelve. She was thirteen when she gave birth to Sara. It was young, even up here in the country, to have a baby. But Angela had figured they’d get married when she was eighteen and settle in with all their other kinfolk. Robert got her pregnant a second time, with Rebecca, when she was fifteen. Soon afterward he was sent to prison for nearly fifteen years. Angela waited for him to be released, and she and Robert were finally wed on Tornado Road last summer. Robert looked tall and lanky in a brown pinstriped suit, a white pressed shirt, and a maroon tie embroidered with the silhouettes of dancing couples. And Angela had seemed distinctively southern in a simple white cotton dress decorated with lace. Robert was working as a logger now, and for the first time probably ever they resembled a normal family.

			Any mail for me? Sara called out.

			There’s something from the health department, Angela yelled from the back.

			She found a large envelope on the kitchen table. She was excited—it probably had information about that badge and T-shirt she was supposed to get for the blood donation she’d given at school. She’d volunteered to donate partly because she liked the idea of doing something for the sick, but also for the lure of a citation. For the last three years she’d taken ROTC classes, earning medals for bravery and drill team, and she was preoccupied with the thought of joining the army and fighting for the United States overseas.

			She tore open the envelope and stared at the words. Thank you, it read, for your donation. But we are unable to use your blood, because it is contaminated with HIV.

			Sara didn’t know much about the disease, except that it was deadly. Dazed, she angled past the kitchen table, walked down the narrow hallway, and found her mother in the back of the trailer.

			Angela was still young, but she carried herself with the world-weariness of a middle-aged woman whose youth had slowly been leached out of her. Sara numbly handed her the letter and then saw her mother’s eyes rush with tears. Sara wrapped herself around Angela. They were nearly the same size: full-figured, round at the cheeks, and square-shouldered. I must be dreaming, she thought. This must be a nightmare. It’ll be all right, Mama, she said. God does things for a reason. Angela continued to weep.

			Three days later an identical letter arrived from the county health department. This time it was addressed to Rebecca.

		

	
		
			         

			
			EPILOGUE

			



			ON A CLOUDY NOVEMBER afternoon in 2000 I boarded a plane in San Francisco and flew to Mobile to find out why so many black people were dying of AIDS. I didn’t know what I was going to find. And quite frankly, I was worried that I would fail to uncover many new answers. For more than a year I had been trying to understand why blacks were dying from AIDS. I had heard many explanations, but most of them felt abstract, tired, and far away. I had found the epidemic, like black America itself, to be searingly vital and at the same time elusive, ephemeral, and hidden. I hoped to find some clarity in the murky landscape of the American South.

			I changed planes in Atlanta and rode the indoor airport subway to my connecting flight to Mobile. My gate was almost deserted. As I walked down the ramp to my plane, I listened absently to the singsongy accents of two middle-aged white men—good old boys—headed home from a weekend of beer and golf. The confident tenor of their voices was at once attractive and unsettling. On the plane a large coal-black middle-aged man sat down next to me. With a tinge of embarrassment, I stuffed the copy of Black Like Me I’d been reading into my carry-on bag and shifted awkwardly in my cramped seat so I could take full measure of him. His small head seemed perfectly balanced on a spiraling mass of chins, belly, and thighs. I thought he looked tired and wondered how he would feel if he knew I was studying him. As we taxied down the runway, I asked him if he was from Atlanta. He looked at me through cloudy red eyes and told me he had been in Georgia on business and was headed home to Mississippi. I said something nondescript about my work in Mobile. Much to my relief, he didn’t ask me to elaborate, though if he had, I don’t suppose I would have said anything about my interest in AIDS and blacks. I suspect it would have made us both feel vaguely ashamed, and he probably would have felt obligated to inquire what I was after, a question that at the time had no clear answer.

			Early on in my research I often avoided telling people that I was writing about AIDS and black America. I felt a little uncomfortable about it, and more than a few of the people to whom I described the project seemed worried that I might actually be writing more about race than disease. I think most of us are anxious that race still somehow defines us. Yet at the same time, it seems, few have a strong sense of what the word means anymore. Race is confusing and exciting, a concept that, like right and wrong, is vital, dangerous, all encompassing, and perpetually just out of reach. Perhaps that’s why so many people I met in the course of writing this book seemed to prefer the idea that I was writing about sex, drugs, gay culture, public health, politics, or religion. Those are issues that I could at least take safe positions on without inadvertently condemning myself or my audience.

			Quite frankly, I was more comfortable speaking about those issues, too. After all, on the day I met my agent she told me—with the refreshing honesty that is her trademark—that whites aren’t usually offered book contracts to write about blacks. Indeed, when I met fellow authors and academics writing about subjects with seemingly racial themes like inner-city education, drug abuse, and prisons, the actual issue of race was rarely central to their investigations. AIDS, though, was unique among the chronic ills commonly understood to afflict black neighborhoods, because by the time I got on the story in 1999, it had been designated as a largely black disease by the government, the public health community, and even the Congressional Black Caucus. I was going to have to explore what about this epidemic made it black.

			During my first interviews with the people who would inhabit this book, my questions often focused on the narrow issue of oppression and victimhood, which has always been a central theme of the American racial debate.

			Do you trust the doctors? I asked Desi Rushing. Do you experience them as callous about your needs or those of your family?

			What about Tuskegee? I asked Bob Fullilove.

			Are the black elite refusing to own up to AIDS because they want to protect the larger reputation of the race? I asked Mario Cooper.

			While they all had opinions on these subjects, their responses were mostly flat, and their answers nearly monosyllabic, as though these issues—each of which peppered seemingly every newspaper account of the black epidemic—were peripheral to their experience.

			Only when I steered my questions more personally toward what had brought them to AIDS, or alternatively to what had brought AIDS to them, did their tone became urgent and their answers unpredictable. Their memories were nonlinear and often tied to the epidemic only by their intuition: Bob Fullilove’s parents teaching him to pronounce his words so that they sounded white; Desi smoking crack to blunt her pain, and her sense that something essential was wrong with her world; Mario struggling out of his school uniform and into a pair of jeans in the backseat of the limousine as he was being driven to his parents’ mansion in Mobile’s black ghetto. Their memories were raw and occasionally so painful that some of my sources would put off our interviews for weeks, even months, at a time.

			So when I arrived in Mobile, a year after starting this book, all I thought I had was a pastiche of powerful fragments that by themselves seemed to have little to do with AIDS and everything to do with race, and yet were so universal in their humanity that they felt almost completely race blind.

			I planned to use my two weeks in Alabama to drive through the poorest rural counties north of Mobile with David deShazo. I had been talking with him by phone on and off for a couple of months and knew him only by his smoky southern Alabamian drawl. He had told me about rural ghettos, crack-infested towns in the woods, filth and poverty that made his skin crawl. His Alabama sounded like Africa. But it wasn’t Africa that had attracted me to David. It was the words he chose to describe the rural South: forgotten towns settled after the Civil War; AIDS tests under the pecan tree on the hill; “niggers” and “faggots”; general stores; holy rollers and preachers; azaleas and sweet gum trees. Perhaps, I thought, I would find the source of the AIDS epidemic in this heartland of the American civil rights movement.

			On my third day with David we drove out to the Jacksons’. Rebecca was desperately ill, but I was immediately struck by Sara’s openness. We had been there less than two hours when she showed me the scars from where she’d been shot. Like all the people I met in the course of my research, she seemed to have something urgent to share, even though she wasn’t quite sure what it was or how it was tied to her disease or to her dying sister who lay on the couch next to us.

			When I returned home to California, I realized that the story I wanted to tell—that I believed needed to be told—was in fact this confusing collection of fragmented memories and impressions. In that sense, this book is not an exhaustive investigation of the black AIDS epidemic. Rather it is an exploration of the interior experience of the black AIDS epidemic, lifted from the minds of the people on the front lines of public health, politics, urban America, the black elite, and the American South.

			Three years later AIDS, it seems to me, has forced each of the people in this book to unsparingly confront the legacy of America’s racial past. The process for each of them—Mindy delving into the roots of the epidemic, David returning to the heartland of the civil rights movement and engaging with the Jacksons, Desi raised in the chaos of the urban landscape, and Mario confronting the boundaries of the black elite—has been psychologically, intellectually, and spiritually dangerous. Yet while they all have struggled at times with anger and frustration, rarely have I heard them fall back into the old paradigm of blame and righteousness. Rather, they have struggled—with varying degrees of success—to develop a richer language to make sense of and share their experience.

			Mindy has continued to use the psychology of place as her central metaphor to describe the black experience. Shortly after she delivered her speech to the National Catholic AIDS Network in 1997, she was invited to speak to some residents of two Pittsburgh housing projects that were slated to be torn down. After her speeches the women of the community took her to a cocktail hour with their city councilman—Sala Udin. Mindy hadn’t seen him in nearly ten years. In 1998 Mindy and Bob accepted invitations to become visiting professors at the University of Pittsburgh. Her experience there launched her into a five-year investigation of how urban renewal changed black American life, a project that has culminated in a contract for a book she has tentatively titled Root Shock: Upheaval, Resettlement and Recovery in Urban America. While the epidemic in this new work is central to the story she tells of David, she treats AIDS as a symptom of a much larger process of community destruction and disintegration. And she uses urban renewal as a window through which to explore what happens to people, and by extension the country, when their neighborhoods are destroyed. Even now, though, Mindy continues to wrestle with her language when talking about her own experience of race, often falling back on metaphors and anecdotes to express her points.

			Mario Cooper has struggled to articulate a vision for the future of black political leadership. He stayed active in the AIDS community for a year or two following the Congressional Black Caucus initiative. Gradually, though, he has become disillusioned with national black politics and leaders and remains deeply conflicted over the role they now play in advocating for the larger black community. Sometimes he will cast them as deeply committed, passionate leaders who made great strides during the Clinton presidency but remain overwhelmed by the breadth of issues they are expected to lead on. Then in another conversation he will sum them up as a group who on the whole have come to accept the permanence of a black underclass and have chosen instead to represent the interests of middle-class black Americans. Often he returns to the notion that local black politicians are the ones who will ultimately lead against the crises, like AIDS, that continue to strike the poor.

			Laura Hall is still in office and has found her voice by publicly telling and retelling the story of Ato’s death. She is one of a small cadre of state and local southern black politicians who are outspoken on AIDS. In 2003 she helped win $2.9 million from the Alabama state legislature for AIDS services and medications, and in 2004 she is working for nearly $5 million. She sits on the board of the Black AIDS Institute and remains chair of the Governor’s Commission on AIDS. She recently wrote an editorial in USA Today encouraging a more open dialogue among black women about sex.

			David deShazo is still plainspoken and eccentric. He spends much of his week driving through the same rural counties above Mobile talking about sex to just about anyone who will listen. Most of the locals know him now and often chuckle when he pulls up in the Pontiac. He’s taught himself to play his acoustic guitar, which he often keeps in the backseat of the car. Most of his songs are blues and country, with titles like “Dirt Road Fever,” “Ride the Anger,” and “A Time to Heal.” He plans to keep his AIDS job for another year or two, then wants to move to Nashville to try to make it as a country singer.

			Desi remains healthy and still orders much of her life through her faith and relationship to God. Shortly after she told her story to Rebecca Denison, she joined the staff of WORLD, becoming a peer advocate for infected women. Pastor Robinson has supported her AIDS work and helped her develop a flourishing AIDS ministry at Faith Full Gospel Church. Her story has been featured on Black Entertainment Television and local Bay Area newscasts, and she often recounts it in public schools, Christian churches, and AIDS forums. She has repaired her relationship with her father, Harold, and has come to understand his behavior through the lens of alcoholism. In the spring of 2001 she introduced Harold’s childhood best friend, retired congressman Ron Dellums, for a lecture he delivered on the global AIDS pandemic. Her son, Ken, has also been saved and is training to become a minister. Desi eventually resigned her position at WORLD—a secular nonprofit organization—so she could have more freedom to integrate her Christian message with her AIDS work.

			In the spring of 2003 she spoke about HIV to a class at McClymonds High School in Oakland. Like many public schools in Oakland, it was largely minority and underfunded. The day she spoke there a fire drill interrupted her presentation. All the classrooms on her floor emptied out of the school. Once outside Desi gathered as many students as she could and started telling her story. It poured out of her—her drug use, her rape, Monique’s death. The kids began firing questions at her about sex, and family, and child abuse, and drugs. To Desi it felt as though they were talking not just about AIDS but about everything. Afterward it struck her that they were the children of her generation—the children of crackheads and broken families.

			Perhaps, though, it would be more accurate to describe them as the children of the heirs of the civil rights movement. Judging from her description, many of them were struggling, as she had, to come up with a language to describe and make sense of an America that didn’t feel right to them. It seems to me that Sara and Rebecca Jackson were members of that new generation.

			Shortly after Rebecca died, Deborah, a black infected woman who worked as a peer advocate at Mobile AIDS Support Services, drove Sara to Mobile to have her blood worked up at the University of Southern Alabama Hospital. The results were encouraging: her T-cell count—the number of disease-fighting white blood cells in her bloodstream—was near the level one might expect to find in a healthy person, meaning that her immune system was still strong enough to fight off infection. She had recently been approved for disability insurance, and with proper monitoring and medication it was reasonable for her to expect to live relatively symptom free for years. Soon after she received the results, though, Sara cut herself off from Deborah, David, and the rest of the social workers at MASS. Perhaps she will one day decide to reconsider that decision. Or perhaps, as David believes, she won’t resurface until her HIV infection progresses to full-blown AIDS, and she shows up in the emergency room near death.

			I first came to Alabama to discover why Sara, her sister, and thousands of blacks like them seemed fated to die from AIDS. Nothing about Sara suggests to me that she experiences herself as a victim. She is self-possessed, defiant, at times angry, sure of her decisions, and seemingly unselfconscious about her blackness. Yet she, like Rebecca, is also in many ways invisible: she lives in a place that has faded from the popular American imagination, and she has slipped through the cracks of nearly every American public institution. Even when David—a man whose unusual innocence seems to know few racial boundaries—first met the Jacksons, he seemed to be talking to them as if he were shouting across an unbridgeable racial chasm.

			After nearly four years of trying to piece together the impressions, emotions, and memories of my sources, I have come to believe that the nature of that chasm—more than the architecture of any specific social policy—lies at the bottom of the black and white failure to stop the spread of this epidemic. It seems to me that AIDS—its blackness, and the way it has intersected with civil rights, drug abuse, policing, religion, politics, public health, housing, religion, sexuality, sin, and virtue—has offered the country an opportunity to forge a new American language to engage in a fresh conversation on race that has the potential to close the chasm. For much of the past twenty years, however, the epidemic has had the opposite effect: regenerating a narrow debate conducted either in a rhetoric of racism that makes whites into oppressors and blacks into victims of oppression, or in a language of cultural relativism that too often reduces whites to passive actors and blacks to unknowable others. In the absence of a new language, the much richer, more vital, and continuing story of race in the post–civil rights era has been obscured. That perhaps, more than any callous disregard for human life, has kept the contours of this very public disease secret. I am confident that opportunities to forge this new conversation have and will continue to be presented, whether by the enduring social problems of AIDS, crime, and drug abuse, or by some new epidemic that has yet to materialize, or by the daily ways blacks and whites encounter each other. The questions I am left with now center more on what risks the members of both races are willing to take to engage in it, and what potential it holds to change the nature of life in the rural and urban landscape, not just for people like Sara, but for all Americans.

		

	
		         

		
		Notes

		Each chapter in this book is based on extensive interviews both with the people who are featured in the narrative and with a host of public health experts, doctors, policy makers, academics, social workers, AIDS advocates, and, most important, people infected with HIV, their friends, and family members. Wherever possible I corroborated, contextualized, and filled in gaps in their memories with scholarly articles, journalistic coverage, government reports, and personal papers.

		PROLOGUE: TORNADO ROAD

		3. Sara Jackson: The names and identifying characteristics of the Jackson family and their friends have been changed.

		CHAPTER ONE: SMOKE

		10. more people were infected in the region: All proceeding HIV and AIDS statistics that appear in the book come either from CDC surveillance reports or from other publications put out by the CDC media office, unless otherwise noted. CDC surveillance reports are available online at www.cdc.gov.

		10. population of Choctaw County, Alabama: All proceeding demographic information that appears in the book is taken from reports by the Bureau of the Census, U.S. Department of Commerce, unless otherwise noted. Census Bureau publications are available online at www.census.gov.

		19. a high incidence of teen pregnancy: Population Resource Center, Executive Summary: Teen Pregnancy Rates in Alabama, online at www.prcdc.org.

		19. Crack associated with HIV: Brian R. Edlin et al., “Intersecting Epidemics—Crack Cocaine Use and HIV Infection Among Inner-City Young Adults,” New England Journal of Medicine 331, no. 21 (1994): 1442.

		22. He carried a list of statistics: In October 2000 the Kaiser Family Foundation published a Capitol Hill Briefing Series that reported that the CDC estimated that 800,000 to 900,000 Americans were infected with HIV. Sixty percent of them, it estimated, citing the New England Journal of Medicine, were not receiving regular medical care. An estimated 46 percent of Americans with HIV, it continued, had annual incomes below $10,000. See Kaiser Family Foundation, “Capitol Hill Briefing Series on HIV/AIDS,” 2000, online at www.kff.org.

		23. a case in a Mississippi town: Centers for Disease Control, “Cluster of HIV-Infected Adolescents and Young Adults—Mississippi, 1999,” Morbidity and Mortality Weekly Report 49, no. 38 (1998): 861–63.

		25. Between 1990 and 2000 the number of infected people living in Alabama: Richard Holmes, M.P.H., director of HIV/AIDS Branch, Alabama Department of Public Health, communication to author, 20 August 2000.

		25. The average AIDS patient in the state: AIDS Alabama, Statewide Needs Assessment Results (Birmingham: Censeo Research Services, 1999), 5.

		25. Only a scant few: Ibid., 77.

		26. Ten states had capped enrollment: National Alliance of State and Territorial AIDS Directors and AIDS Treatment Data Network, Fact Sheet: AIDS Drug Assistant Program, online at www.kff.org.

		26. Just to wipe Alabama’s ADAP waiting list clean: The $6 million figure was calculated by AIDS Alabama and later endorsed by the Governor’s Commission on AIDS.

		CHAPTER TWO: ALLIED

		30. Dr. Mindy Thompson Fullilove: My interviews with Mindy were greatly informed by her semiautobiographical series of meditations on the psychology of place. Mindy Thompson Fullilove, The House of Joshua: Meditations on Family and Place, ed. Sander L. Gilman (Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press, 1999), 31–32.

		31. a leader of the burgeoning black labor movement: Ibid., 13.

		31. forced her to desegregate the Orange school system: Ibid., 45–53.

		32. At Columbia University College of Physicians and Surgeons: Ibid., 80.

		32. She had published articles in two of the country’s: Steven Shea and Mindy Thompson Fullilove, “Entry of Black and Other Minority Students into U.S. Medical Schools: Historical Perspective and Recent Trends,” New England Journal of Medicine 313 (1985), and Mindy Thompson Fullilove and Tyrone Reynolds, “Skin Color in the Development of Identity: A Biopsychosocial Model,” Journal of the American Medical Association 76, no. 6 (1984).

		37. In August 1969 Dr. Robert DuPont: “Drug Wars,” produced by Brooke Runnette and Martin Smith, reported by Lowell Bergman, Frontline, Public Broadcasting System, October 9, 2000. Available online at www.pbs.org.

		37. Nixon had campaigned hard on crime: Eva Bertram et al., Drug War Politics: The Price of Denial (Berkeley: University of California Press, 1996), 105.

		37. murder and burglary rates in the District: “Drug Wars.”

		37. Nixon took the gamble: Ibid.

		37. Then in 1971 Congressman Robert Steele: Ibid.

		37. “Drug traffic is public enemy number one”: Bertram, Drug War Politics, 106.

		38. The number of cities with federally funded treatment services: Ibid., 89.

		38. Nationally, treatment and prevention worked: Joan F. Epstein and Joseph C. Gfroerer, Heroin Abuse in the United States: OAS Working Paper (1997), online at www.health.org/govpubs.

		38. Nixon was in a delicate position: “Drug Wars.”

		39. There were 1.8 million lifetime heroin users: Office of National Drug Control Policy, National Drug Control Strategy Update: Estimated Number of Users of Selected Illegal Drugs (2003), online at www.whitehousedrugpolicy.gov.

		42. Margaret Heckler, head of the Department: Jon Cohen, Shots in the Dark: The Wayward Search for an AIDS Vaccine (New York: W.W. Norton & Co., 2000), 6.

		42. When four cases of swine flu were identified: Elizabeth W. Etheridge, Sentinel for Health: A History of the Centers for Disease Control (Berkeley: University of California Press, 1992), 247–67.

		43. They found that the men knew about AIDS: Randy Shilts, And the Band Played On: Politics, People, and the AIDS Epidemic (New York: Penguin, 1988), 260.

		43. Ordinarily the doctors and epidemiologists at the CDC: Etheridge, Sentinel for Health, 43.

		44. the scientists at the National Cancer Institute: Cohen, Shots in the Dark, 7.

		45. the scientific community felt that infectious diseases: Gregory L. Armstrong, Laura A. Conn, and Robert W. Pinner, “Trends in Infectious Disease Mortality in the United States During the 20th Century,” Journal of the American Medical Association 281, no. 101 (1999): 61.

		45. the blood banks were worried that the agency would jeopardize: Shilts, And the Band, 220.

		51. As far as Mindy knew, no AIDS researchers had gathered: When MIRA was launched, Mindy hired her husband to review the extant literature on AIDS in minority communities. See Robert E. Fullilove, “Minority Communities and AIDS: A Review of Recent Literature,” Multicultural Inquiry and Research on AIDS 1, no. 2 (1987).

		51. The first cases of what would come to be known as AIDS: The first years of the CDC’s AIDS investigation were discussed in my interviews with several sources. But the definitive journalistic account of this period is Shilts, And the Band.

		54. Little action had as yet been taken against AIDS in Alameda County: 
M. Garcia-Soto et al., “The Peculiar Epidemic, Part I: Social Response to AIDS in Alameda County,” Environment and Planning A30 (1998): 731–46.

		54. In fact, barely anything substantive had been written about black sexuality: Eugene Crayton Jr. and Richard B. Goodjoin, “Black Sexuality: A Preliminary Review of the Literature,” Multicultural Inquiry and Research on AIDS 1, no. 4 (1987): 2–3.

		55. “Medical studies” at the turn of the century: W. Michael Byrd and Linda A. Clayton, An American Health Dilemma: A Medical History of African Americans and the Problem of Race: Beginnings to 1900 (New York: Routledge, 2000): 410–11.

		55. In the weeks leading up to the first day of school: Fullilove, House of Joshua, 49.

		55. the story of Esther: Ibid., 52.

		CHAPTER THREE: THE HEIR

		63. Between 1950 and 1960 the city’s black population had grown: William L. Nicholls II and Earl R. Babbie, Oakland in Transition: A Summary of the 701 Household Survey (Berkeley: Survey Research Center, University of California at Berkeley, 1969), 6.

		63. During that same period nearly one-sixth of the city’s whites: Ibid., 5.

		63. unemployment had swollen to 7.7 percent: Ibid., 110.

		65. At the end of the 1930s the city emerged as the Bay Area’s: Ibid., 3.

		65. In 1940 Oakland’s shipbuilding and manufacturing companies: Ibid.

		65. Between 1940 and 1946 600,000 people moved to the Bay Area: Ibid., 3–4.

		66. The rush of migrants transformed Oakland: I owe much of my description of Oakland during World War II to Marilynn S. Johnson, The Second Gold Rush: Oakland and the East Bay in World War II (Berkeley: University of California Press, 1993), 144–50.

		66. Then, almost as suddenly as the war had reinvented: At the close of the war more than 50 percent of Oakland’s black community was living in temporary housing projects, 90 percent of which were either structurally substandard, unsanitary, or overcrowded. Nicholls and Babbie, Oakland in Transition, 4–5.

		71. According to a Newsweek article on black youth: Peter Goldman et al., “Black Youth: A Lost Generation?” Newsweek, August 1978, 22.

		73. Desi tried to fight through her feverish haze: This is a classic symptom of sero-conversion, the process by which a person becomes HIV-positive.

		75. “I killed you”: After Eddie McKnight raped Desi, she found out that his real name was Larry Hunt and that he had been using the alias to provide cover for an earlier offense. Years later she heard that he had died of AIDS. Alameda County Court records document that Larry Hunt was convicted of purse-snatching in 1980, and was sentenced to one year of county jail and an additional two years of parole. He was arrested again in 1987 for skipping out on that parole sentence. This arrest was followed by a series of parole violations for testing positive for cocaine. These violations led to a jail sentence in 1990. By 1991, according to court records, he was in the final throes of AIDS: Kaposi’s sarcoma lesions covered his body and were threatening to move into his left eye; he was showing signs of AIDS-induced dementia; his white blood cell count was falling precipitously; he was losing his memory; and he was chronically fatigued. “All medical indications,” a nurse from the Alameda County Health Care Services wrote in a letter to the court, requesting clemency, “indicate that he is unlikely to live more than a year.”
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