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undo the myths that have robbed them of their humanity as well a '
entitlement to sexual fulfillment. Think about it!”
For once, Donny did not even try for a sassy response. “Sister, y
might have an idea there!”
Curia picked up her bag and held out her hand. “Thanks for
terview, Mr. Dancer. . . .” But she didn’t head for the door. Sh

Donny a sly smile and then slowly dissolved into nothingness rig
front of his widening eyes.

The Last Black Hero

omb’s explosion at the antiracism rally was intended to wreak
It did. Six people died. Dozens were injured. All were members of
itant, community-based organization Quad A (the African Amer-
ctivist Association). Gravely injured in the explosion was the
s founder and leader, Jason Warfield.
bombing, far from spelling the end of Quad A—the goal of the
supremacists who carried out the attack—brought the organiza-
thousands of new members, millions of dollars in contributions,
 national prestige that ensured their programs would be taken se-
ly by the media, foundations, and the nation as a whole. From
just another black leader with a small though committed fol-
g, Jason Warfield became a national hope—*“a true hero for his

> surely looked the part; with a resonant voice and soul-stirring
ric that only emphasized his deep commitment to black people.
important, he lived his heroic role. He had risked his life in every
nable protest from month-long fasts to thousand-mile marches. He
een arrested, jailed, threatened, and harassed.
rcely independent, Jason took enormous pride in saying and doing
1t he wanted, despite the opposition of whites who deplored his mili-
rhetoric and growing support from blacks in all sectors. . . .
n a talk-show interview made just before the bombing and frequently
ayed after it, Jason said, “My goal is to see racism eliminated from
erica, Period. I know, though, that racism is such an important com-
nent in American life that I may not succeed. But,” he added, “I am not
terred or discouraged. I plan to fight racism as long as I live.”
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interviewer nodded. “But what are you saying about Quad A,
e history of black groups? I think of Marcus Garvey’s ‘back to
movement of the 1920s, and Dr. King’s Southern Christian Lead-
onference, both of which floundered after their leaders were im-
d or killed.”

d A ain’t no one-man band,” acknowledged Jason, lapsing from
omary formal speech. “It’s dangerous for black organizations to
a messianic leader. That’s why even though Quad A started in my
, we've delegated leadership widely, so if anything happens to me,
my deputies is capable of taking over. We won’t miss a beat.”
miraculously recovered from his injuries and scheduled to return
leadership post in New York in a few days, Jason was no longer in
al pain. But he was suffering intense emotional distress as he con-
how Quad A and black people generally would respond to an un-
ed manifestation of his vaunted independence.

he sat in his hospital room staring out at the Arizona desert, he saw
urce of his emotional turmoil drive into the parking lot. Through
ndow high up in the sanatorium complex, he had an unobstructed
f her sky-blue Z-240 sports car (“my one extravagance until you,”
d told him) turning into the parking area, hesitating at a seemingly
 row, and then whipping into what had to be the only open space in
uge lot. . . .

. He owed his life to Sheila’s medical skill, supplemented with her al-
t constant care. The anguish he was feeling now was caused not by
njuries, but by the doctor who had been responsible for healing them.
anguish was compounded by the debt he owed the dedicated group
eputies who, despite dire predictions that Quad A would collapse
out Jason’s presence, had kept the movement together during his
_convalescence. He knew they expected him to return to the racial
unencumbered by a new love—particularly one not a member of
group. A majority of those deputies were black women. “Why not?”
ad always responded when the question of their gender was raised.
hey’re all smart, hard-working, committed.” “And,” a news reporter
ce added, “fiercely loyal to you.”

It was true. They were loyal and knew he loved and respected them as
y did him. Their relationships had many dimensions, none sexual. Ro-
nce was an occasional temptation, but Jason’s years in the church had
ght him about the troubles that followed romance with women in a

In the same interview, Jason spoke of his earlier life. “Initially, Tw
to be a singer, serious music. My hero was Paul Robeson. People
thought I sounded a little like him. Then I read a book about his [if
decided that a singing career, even if I made it”—and he laughed——
a trap in this schizophrenic society which welcomes and admires th
ent of a black person like Robeson, but rejects him for his race.
why,” he said sadly, “so many talented black people who seem to h
made start acting like such damn fools. It’s not that success has go
their heads. It’s that after years of struggle to achieve in athletics
tertainment—fields that seem open to blacks—they come to see th
acclaim they receive is not for them, but for their talent. In this s
they, as persons, are still ‘niggers.””

After working his way through college, Jason decided, as Paul
son did, to go to law school. “I worked in civil rights law for a few
It was exciting, but I became frustrated with the law’s proclivity fo
serving the status quo even at the cost of continuing inequities for
people. It was too much for me.”

“I understand,” the interviewer inquired, “that Dr. King was ano
of your heroes?”

“In everything I do, I refer to King’s writings, speeches, and especi
his actions. He was my reason for turning to the ministry—I even wi
back to divinity school. King’s life enabled me to realize . . . that actiy
more than legal precedent is the key to racial reform. You can’t just
about, meet about, and pray about racial discrimination. You have
confront it, challenge it, do battle, and then—”

“That is what you do,” the interviewer interrupted, “but what if e
black person in this country adopted your militant stance? Would rac
end?”

Jason shook his head. “Universal black militance would end b
people. Whites could not stand it. Even now, many whites treat a mili
speech like a revolutionary conspiracy. When even a small group
blacks gather for some purpose more serious than a card party, whites
upset. Dr. King was deemed a militant black, as was Malcolm X, Med
Evers, too many others. . . .

“Militant black leadership,” Jason continued, “is like being on
bomb squad. It requires confidence in your skills. One mistake, a
you’re gone! Sometimes you’re gone whether or not you make a mi
take.”
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heila sat on their bench and contemplated alone tbe scene they
ften shared. Seeing her even from a distance rem.m.ded h}m of
h he had missed her. He was tempted to go down, join her in the
d tell her so. He hesitated. She had carved out this time to think,
yre for his response to her proposal, made before she left town,
return to New York with him.

and a staff position at the Arizona hospital that specialized in th 1 pite our love,” she had sald,. “I think I know all the reasons you
er ask me to marry you. It is such a hateful paradox. You have
acial barriers imposed by whites. Yet your concern ab01.1t one
by blacks threatens our future together. I cannot and VYll.l not
what I am: a white woman. But, Jason, I reject all the prl.v1.leges
has bestowed upon me because of my race, and accept willingly
urdens of yours, including a decision that you must return to your
without me. This is presumptuous, but I want to go back with you,;
I can find work in New York, and I know I can make you happy.
n glanced at his watch. A quarter to four. He looked out the win-
heila was still sitting in the park, but in a few moments she would
and enter his building. He could almost hear her familiar knock at
oor.

son closed his eyes and, as much in inquiry as in prayer, asked,
d, why was I spared? By every estimate, the bomb that exploded' near
odium where I was standing should have killed me. Others died. I
Why? Surely, I was not saved to fall in love with Sheila and make her,
her than my death, the instrument that destroys Quad A?”

With her mother’s tutoring, Sheila’s quick mind and compulsj
habits enabled her to transcend the uneven education availap]
public schools. Aided by a series of scholarships, she resolved her
traction to both law and medicine by earning degrees in both prof
Medicine had proven the greater challenge, and her work with tr

Jason glanced at his watch. Sheila had left town for two wee ,
promised to return at four that afternoon. It was now just a few mj
after two. Did she plan to surprise him by arriving early? Not like he
knew as well as he what was at stake. He watched her leave the cal
then walk away from his building and toward a small park that
looked the artificial lake that provided welcome relief to the endless
tus and desert.

During the last few months when he had been able to walk 5
Sheila had accompanied him to that small park on innumerable
sions. And there she had announced one evening, “You know, Jason,
recovery is going extremely well, but 'm turning over your medical
to another doctor,”

At his look of hurt and surprise, she explained, “I’s both unwise
unethical to have a love affair with your patient.”

Jason protested, “We’ve talked, we’ve held hands, but there has
been any, you know—» ‘

“There hasn’t been any, and, that’s the point,” Sheila said, “ do
know where our relationship is going, but I can’t pretend that seeing y
as frequently as I do is solely for your care and treatment, Freed of ! .
medical responsibility, T hope we can be friends, discuss all the things v icy. The picture, though grainy and blurred, clearly ﬁeve:leidw:: f;?d
share and care about, and see where it leads.” e very much in love. The writer of the typ efi HOtT ¢ r;a e urchased

After that evening, they walked a great deal and talked daily on th opies of the print to the: other‘ Quad A deputies unless éva P f
e negative at a large price which she knew would only guarantee future
emands for more money.

Requesting that she not be disturbed, Neva closed her office door and
t an hour allowed alternate waves of pain and rage to sweep through
her. She was beyond tears. “How could you do this to me, to us, to
them?” There was no answer, and she knew deep down that no answer
would suffice. She recognized as well that time permitted neither grief
nor rage. It would be better if Quad A’s staff learned from her about the

Lo.n;g before receiving the anonymous letter with the photograph of
on and Sheila seated on the park bench, their arms entwined, Nfzva
sensed that his long silence reflected something more than hospital

3
out over the water toward the mountains far off in the distance. Ey

after acknowledging their love for one another, they recognized that ¢
social barriers to their relationship were as serious as those facing Rome
and Juliet. “But,” Jason assured Sheila—and she agreed—“unlike Shak.
speare’s doomed lovers, we are not teenagers. We are mature adults com
mitted to our professional missions in life.”
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photograph and heard her deny its implications. She resolve 'ﬁ, needn’t make tonight. Why not wait a few days before you de
with them later today and remind them of the seriousness of Jas
juries and that the note said the woman was his doctor. Jason
everybody. This embrace could have been gratitude rather than
She would urge them to wait until he returned to explain. She, too
try to wait,
Late that night, Neva reviewed the long day’s events with her
“That was a courageous thing you did today, Neva. ’'m proud
“I don’t deserve praise, Mom. ’'m so angry, so hurt. I tried to
that photo, but as impossible as it seems, ’m afraid that Jason, my
my hero—yes, someone who, if things had worked out, might ha:
come my love—this man is going with a white woman.
“You know, Mom, we black women are always being remin,
how unworthy we are. We’re never smart enough or beautiful enoy
supportive, sexy, understanding, and resourceful enough to dese
good black man.”
“But, Neva,” her mother protested, “suppose Jason’s doctor had
black, would you feel less hurt?” ,
“Youre damn right I would! Sure, I'd be disappointed that,
working four years with me, he chose someone else without even giy
our relationship a chance, but I wouldn’t feel rejected as a person.’
“You shouldn’t jump to conclusions about Jason that you urged Q
A’s members to put aside until he returns,” her mother counseled,
“Oh, he loves her all right! And he will bring her back here. T kr
Jason.”
“And will you then resign?”
Neva shook her head. “I just don’t know. I'm afraid Quad A w
make it without me. . . . Moreover, it would simply confirm what m
in the group will think: that Jason has betrayed the organization and
“In fact,” she continued “he may have discovered what I’ve been
ing to get across to Quad A’s deputies during the last year: that true |
knows no boundaries of race and politics. For black women in particul
to hold the view that we can never marry a white man is the real legac
of slavery and an unjustified restriction on choices already restricted b
society’s devastation of so many black men. '
“If you can believe it, Mom, I’ve been urging more tolerance of blac
people who choose interracial love and marriage.”
“And now Jason has given you the chance to prove you’re ready t
practice what you preach,” her mother said. “It’s a terrible choice, b

i:ing isn’t my style, Mom. And I’ve beer'l w9rking my tail off for
car building this organization and readying it fo.r a big push when
turns. Now he has put all of our efforts in jeopardy, and fo:
0, Mom, I can’t just wait, though Lord knows what Ishould do!
ve faith yow’ll do what’s best, dear.” '
ember, Mom,” Neva said wearily, “you warned me once that in
society, our black men’s self-estecem is under constant attack, sg
ck women should be a source of strength and comfort for them.
ntinue to believe that’s our responsibility.”

haps,” Neva said quietly. “But, Mor'n, h.ow do we accept our re-
bility in the face of betrayal and maintain the respect that was a
or love in the first place?” . . . .

ila sat staring at the lake without really seeing it. The two-week
tion” she had told Jason she was taking to give him space to con-
her marriage offer was only part of the reason for her Weét Coast
he had also been searching for a new job. Hospital .ofﬁaals,. ap-
at her so obviously having some sort of relationship with a patlenF,
1 black one at that, had suspended her, allegedly for vio!atlng their
or-patient regulations. She knew she had been scrupulous in her deal-
with Jason while he was her patient and understood that racism was
real reason for their censure. She told them as much in h'er letter of
mnation, an action that—as she had discovered on her trip—would
make it easier to find another position.

t this moment, though, her thoughts were on Jason and the agony her
osal was causing him, “What,” she asked herself, “does a man who
cisive and fearless do when he is rendered indecisive and afraid?” She
w he was deeply concerned about the fate of Quad A, of the black com-
unity, and of his place in history. But he was, after all, ]ason‘Warﬁelq,
last black hero, fearless and decisive. He would marry hef: and make it
ork for him, for them, Won’t he? Shouldn’t he? Is he not his own man?
For a brief moment, her spirits soared on the wings of optimism and
én, pierced by an arrow of reality, spiraled dqwn to earth with a pit-of-
e-stomach-jarring thud. Why had she done it? Love was tl.le easy an-
er, but she was old enough to understand the thrust of thé title to Tina
urner’s hit song “What’s Love Got to Do with It?” What, indeed? Love
more than an idle emotion. Real love connotes commitment and the ac-
ptance of responsibility.
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Her hand trembling, she handed him the envelope. “I think you

ol of Hoboms oo Kind o b - ie a look at these, and then whatever you want to tell me I guess

the cruelest of Hobson’s choices—the kind of choice, she realize
people give blacks all the time. “You can have this job, promotio;
membership, provided you subordinate your thinking to ours a
make waves on racial issues. Be acceptable and, if possible, grat
Her proposal was not as condescending as many; but had she
tally honest, her marriage proposal should have been, “Jason, I
and want to marry you. In conformity with the age-old pattern of b
rifice to serve white needs, will you risk your leadership role in Qu
the respect you’ve earned in the black community in return for m
Sheila shuddered and shook her head. “No!” she said alou
desert air. She simply would not use her love for him or his for h
basis for perpetuating in their relationship the pattern of black sa
She must give him his freedom whether he wanted it or not. Her d
made, Sheila rose wearily from the park bench and started toward tl
pital. Then, eyes brimming with tears and her determination wa
she returned to the bench and cried. Finally, she dabbed her eyes dr
her handkerchief. It was almost four o’clock. Jason was expecting
One of Jason’s admonitions to Quad A members was to make
fices for the things you believe in. Well, she was giving up Jason f
belief in what? Not Quad A, whose members would never belie
love for him was real. Not even for Jason, whose terrible ambivalen:
made her decision necessary. No, she was making this sacrifice for he;
lief that it was right. Painful but right.
The knock on his door relieved Jason’s tension. Uncertain thoug
remained, he felt he would make the right decision.
“Come in Sheila,” he called.
The door opened, and a soft voice asked “May I come in?”
“Neva, how did you get—?” Jason’s voice trailed off in the shoc
seeing her. He realized suddenly how much he’d missed her.
“Hello, Jason,” said Neva as calmly as she could in the equal shoc
seeing him after so many months. “I decided it was time to take
home, and I flew out this morning.” She bit her lip, fighting to con
emotions that—kept in rein since she had received the letter—nc
threatened to overwhelm her. .
“It’s great to see you.” Jason was standing now.
“Pm afraid, Jason, that what some of us consider bad news trav
fast.” She opened her bag and brought out the blackmail letter, the grai
photograph, and a copy of the statement she had made to top Quad

y to hear.”
_ felt weaker than he had in weeks. He read both letter and state-

d then held them in his hand, Wonderin.g what to say.

 spoke first. “Lord knows, I have tried to u.nderstand.—but,
ow could you allow yourself to fall in love w1.th her? Did you
hat it would mean to all the black women. who idolize you, who
ily for your recovery, who view you as their model of what black

e?”

ucl(ilnkt)inued, seeking to answer her question. “Oh, I realize that
s work is frenetic, high-energy, intense, and crisis-oriented. Here,
ther hand, the atmosphere is relaxed and c.alm, and the relat}og~
vith your doctor is one of dependency and intense trust ar}d inti-
1n this setting, you were far more vulnerable to a romantic rela-

Ly
:eIx)r:a,” Jason interrupted, “you don’t have to n?ake excuses for. me.”

ou misunderstand. I am saying that I can imagine how any seriously

d man might fall in love with his beautiful female doctor, but, Jason,

¢ not just any man. You are our ideal, our hero.”

%s a title I never wanted and should not have accepted. . . . Iam Jason
eld. T am not God in heroic form come to save you. The best I can
to try and save myself and perhaps in my struggle ssrve as model for
nd others as you seek salvation in your own lives. .

ut what kind of model are you Jason when you preach taking care
he sisters and then forsake us for a white woman? It’§ a <.ieparture
m everything you said you stood for. I understan.d love is blind, but I
’t see why you want to enter what will be a conflicted, uncomfortable
tionship! .

‘Damn you for a hypocrite!” she said hotly. “Isn"t it you who are al-
s cautioning black men, ‘Watch out lest the white woman corfle to
resent a rite of passage to the status of whiteness.? Because sl}e s the
del of beauty and femininity’”—Neva was rflimlckmg ].as<.)ns deep
ce, her arms folded, her legs apart in one of his character.lstlc stances
‘a white woman will appear to provide a black man with access to
i‘merly restricted areas and also symbolize achievement. In particular,
ack men who acquire a measure of education, wealth, or status f'eel that
ating white women is like moving out of the ghetto—a way of doing bet-
't for yourself.””
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a turned from the window and stared at Jason, hearing him but
ieving the strange words coming from that familiar voice. “You be-
:,usl You told us over and over these five years that Quad A’s work
mportant to risk a relationship with me or one of the otheF black
¢s. But now all your concerns evaporate, become mere ‘image,’
few months of close contact with a white woman. For her, you’re
 to risk destruction of your organization as well as the hopes of
umbers of black people.”

n through her anger, Neva realized that Jason had already an-
her question. She tried to calm down and made her question more
{, “Jason, tell me, why do the very men black women pray for.—
ve; successful warriors for truth and community, courage and in-
__always marry white women—women whose interest in our cul-
st happens always to include taking our most desirable men?”

1 felt Neva’s distress and wanted to help her. “I realize this is tough
4 to hear. It was tough for me. I've imagined all manner of fantasies
plain how this could have happened.”

Such as?” '
Well, you said yourself that recovering from my almost fatal injuries
me vulnerable in a way I was not back at Quad A. What if my injuries
ed by the bomb blast had included blindness? What if, while I was re-
rating in this remote place, Sheila had come as doctor and then be-
e, as she has, the most important person in my life? My inability to
would not have insulated me from her warmth, her wisdom, her
e, and, after a time, her love.”

eva’s sigh of dismay was close to a cry of pain. But Jason decided to
inue. “Despite my oft-stated resolve to remain committed to Quad A,
ght have fallen in love with Sheila’s presence and then her person,
out ever knowing until I regained my sight that she was not my ulti-
ate African queen, as her melodiously throaty voice, her knowledge of
ack history, and her love of black culture would have led me to believe.
n short, I had not realized Sheila was white, could I not plead some
rm of romantic entrapment?”

Neva sighed again and slowly shook her head. “Your deception de-
nse won’t work, Jason. In fact, it is more than a little insulting to me
d to all black women. The sum of my existence is not confined to a
owledge of black history and a love of black culture. My identity can-
t be so readily appropriated by any white woman—to the extent that
en a blind black man would mistake her for me.”

“Just calm down, Neva,” Jason said. “I feel bad about disap
you—and the others at Quad A. But I don’t have to stand her
your abuse. Hell, 've never advocated hate for whites as a comp
our black pride program. Of course, we emphasize and encoura
black families as an essential for survival in a hostile racist soc
Quad A has never barred membership to interracial couples.”

“No, Jason, but we do every damned thing we can to encourag
men” —she was mimicking him again—“‘to look to the sisters
said, ‘and do not forsake them.” And, ‘in black women,’ you us
us, ‘you will find both counsel and civility, love and support, fr
and faithfulness, probity and integrity. For the black man, th
woman is the equivalent of home.’

“There!” Neva concluded. “Just to show you what a fool
memorized that homily of yours, believed it, preached it to other
—evidently—1I should have been shouting it to you.”

Despite herself, the tears were streaming down her face. Jas
close to tears himself. He lowered his voice. “You didn’t have to, |
believed myself what I told others. I came here to get well, not to
love. I didn’t want it to happen. To the extent that I considered e
a serious personal relationship with anyone, I guess it was with you

It was, he realized immediately, a well-intended but ill-timed admi
of his earlier interest in her, k

“Now you tell me! Now you tell me!” Neva sputtered. “Is that
posed to be a compliment? Am I and other black women the Avis
ual choice for you black men? ‘Hey, black women, you are still Nu
Two! You will simply have to try harder!” Give me a break!”

Unable to bear looking at Jason, Neva turned and stared out the
dow. Her breath was coming in sharp stabs, and her nose was ru
She started to open her bag for a handkerchief, then stopped. To hel
it! she thought. The last thing I care about is looking good for that
traitor. “Is it any wonder,” she said more to the desert landscape thar
him, “that so many black women view black men who choose w
women with deep skepticism? Is it any goddamned wonder?”

“Neva, save the black woman rhetoric. I've heard it all before
having a bomb go off almost under your feet that kills your friends
damn near kills you can change your outlook on a lot of things. Shei
erally put me back together. I was grateful, of course, but then I reali

she’s quite a woman, quite a human being. I feel really alive in her p
ence.”
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’s expectations and hopes. I doubt he’ll be the last. He has, in
:ded us with a needed, if unwanted, reminder that human he-
et of clay.” . '
f;ords hit Jason like a blow to the stomach, taking his breath,
him speechless. He remembered—too late—why he had deter-
ot to get caught up in any romantic situations at Quad A. And
well that he had himself fallen into the interracial trap he had
sther black men to stay clear of. o
(; you reveal your relationship with Dr. Bainbridge,” Neva con-
urning to him, “Quad A may have a rough time for a while.
now her only as ‘that white woman.’ But if you both return and
you in our work, there’s just a chance that Quad A can come to
ith it, just as many black families do when one of their children
? . . o
s a white person. I assume, Jason, that Dr. Bainbridge has qualities
¢ than her race—that attract you. In time, Quad A members may
ize them as well. Since, as I understand it, she is a lawyer as well as
i d use.”
or, surely she has skills we coul . ’
u,can’t be serious!” Sheila interjected. “Quad A certainly wouldn’t
>t me as a staff member.”
(P)n the contrary, Dr. Bainbridge, that may be the only way you can
acceptance and perhaps prove that your concern for our cause is not
ed to capturing one of our best men.” )
And what will you do, Neva, if we both return?” Jason asked.
Neva’s control escaped her. “Isn’t it a bit late in the game for you to be-
me concerned about my welfare, Jason? After not hearing from you fo'r
éar, I assumed you didn’t care how I felt as long as I kept your or§am~
ion running for you. I’ll do what is best for Quad A: Someone,” she
ded, “has to give the organization priority over their personal feel-
bl
“You seem to forget, Ms. Brownlee,” Sheila said with a hint of irr%ta-
n, “I have decided not to return with Jason, and ’'m certainly not going
3
N : R f I
o disrupt Quad A by trying to join its sta ‘ _
_ “Oh, youw’ll return with him,” said Neva. “Jason can be ve}:y llzer.sEa
j ’ 1 I don’t think either
Sheila responded evenly, trying not to reveal her emotions. “My m. ive when he wan;:ls‘ to bg. Atn?h i tgither he wants you
tyrdom, as you call it, may be as objectionable to you as your self-ri f us can do anything abou A d e planning t takethe ate gt
eousness is to me. We both have strong attachments to the black com: She stood and headed for the ,ﬁ)cl)r. k kgow R
munity.. And we both have suffered because of them.” ack to New Yor‘k, I expect yrilill —,f’:t m
“Given your knowledge of black history,” Neva said “you will under- Il try to lf’eep thlr%gs gom% 121 o you a great deal”
stand that Jason is not the first black leader who has failed to live up to “Neva,” Jason interrupted,

The silence that ensued after Neva’s statement was interrupg
other knock on the door. This time Jason was sure he knew w
He sighed.

“Come in, Sheila.”

For just an instant, Sheila was startled to see Jason had a visj
she realized instinctively who the woman must be, why she wa

Establishing her claim to Jason, she kissed him quickly on
head, then turned to Neva. “You must be Neva Brownlee. Ive s¢
on the news talking about Quad A. Welcome to Sanctus Sanato
she said, trying for ease in what was clearly a thorny situation.

“So,” Neva stated flatly, “you’re Dr. Sheila Bainbridge.”

Then, with one accord, the two women turned expectantly
Jason. He, deep in his self-inflicted distress, hoped, for just an
that some undiscovered but devastating component of his injury
strike him down and remove him from this impossible predicame

“Neva,” Jason began slowly, looking at her, “I at least owe y
dor. Sheila has been away for two weeks so we could each try to d
the future of what you have learned is our romance. Despite the g
source of your information, that romance is based on a love that is
I'am hoping we can be married soon.”

As Jason looked intently at Neva, Sheila felt like an intruder e
dropping on a conversation by her lover about their love—and.
hardly welcomed hearing either Jason’s protestation of love or his
sion to marry her. Deciding to follow his lead, she also addressed N

“Ms. Brownlee, Jason is right. We are in love. But I have decided
I'can’t marry Jason—not because of his race, but because of mine. I kni
and think I understand how black people, and particularly black wom
feel about losing one of their most able men in an interracial marria
I'm afraid it would destroy Quad A. I simply will not do that to Jason
to black people.” *

Neva was furious. “Just a minute, Dr. Bainbridge! You need not p
the martyr. We can survive and continue to grow whatever you and Jas

dO »
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he thought, white folks will be pleased or, at l.east, relieve@.

the once unthinkable act for a black man—marriage t? a white
’was taken as proof that black men in such relationships were,
their militant rhetoric, not really dangerous. On the otherlhand,
__and particularly black women—felt generally as Neva did: be-

“Yes, Jason, you do, and I wish you didn’t. Pl see you in Ne

After Neva closed the door, Sheila and Jason looked at one an,
a long time.

“Well,” Jason said finally, “Neva was right. Quad A needs your
I hope you will join our struggle.”

She hesitated. “I would love to work with you and your grg
they’d have me—but I don’t think I can compete with Neva. It%s ¢
she came to see you as much out of devotion to Quad A as out of |

»

n pulled himself up, soaked a towel in cold water from the wash-
nd buried his face in its redeeming coolness. er felF better—not
but better. He went to a closet and pulled out his suitcase. )

he began packing, the words of “I Don’t Feel No Ways Tired ra:n
gh his head—a favorite old gospel song, he rernem.bered, of Neva’s.
_encouraged by its message and—strangely—by his memory of her
ing it as she worked, he opened his mouth and sang:

“You don’t have to compete with her,” Jason assured Sheila, «
get married right away.”

“I’ve never believed the law of marriage could ensure a continua
love.”

“Then I’ll resign from Quad A,” he said with determination,

“I know you mean that out here, where we’ve spent so much ti
gether, away from the real world. But you must return to your world
only world you know. What will happen to our relationship then? It
tully risky, Jason.”

He took her in his arms and whispered, “Life is a risk, Sheila
Quad A and you and Neva and I are all part of life. We might as we ¢
up to whatever it brings.” '

Holding Jason close, Sheila took a deep breath and exhaled slo
“Neva was right. You can be very convincing. But this has been qui
ordeal,” she added, moving away, “and you should get some rest
come back tomorrow.” ‘

She kissed Jason, again on the forehead, but with far less confid
than she had an hour earlier.

“And youw’ll make our plane reservations? Jason asked.,

Sheila hesitated at the door. Shaking her head in disbelief, she h
herself say, “Yes, Jason, I will make the reservations.”

He sank down on the bed and for a long time simply lay there, stari
at the ceiling, unseeing and numb. Both Sheila and Neva deserved be
than the unheroic mess he had created by trying to do right in a situati
where every choice was a snare, every decision a trap.

I don’t feel no ways tired.

I’ve come too far from where I started from.
Nobody told me that the road would be easy.

I don’t believe He brought me this far, to leave me.

He had prayed for life to continue the fight for his people’s rights an
well-being—a fight based on his confidence that he would intuitive
know what direction to take, what policy to adopt, which to reject. No
his confidence was undermined by, of all things, an interracial romance



