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I met Luna the summer of 1966 in Atlanta where we
both attended a political conference and rally. It was de-
signed to give us the courage, as temporary civil rights
workers, to penetrate the small hamlets farther south. I
had taken a bus from Sarah Lawrence in New York and
gone back to Georgia, my home state, to try my band at
registering voters. It had become obvicus from the high
spirits and sense of almost divine purpose exhibited by
black people that a revolution was going on, and I did
not intend to miss it. Especially not this summery, student-
studded version of it. And I thought it would be fun to
spend some time on my own in the South.

Luna was sitting on the back of a pickup truck, waiting
for someone to take her from Faith Baptist, where the
rally was held, to whatever gracious black Negro home
awaited her. I remember because someone who assumed
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I would also be traveling by pickup introduced us. I re-
member her face when I said, “No, no more back of
pickup trucks for me. 1 know Atlanta well enough, I'll
walk.” She assumed of course (I guess) that I did not wish
to ride beside her because she was white, and I was not
curious enough about what she might have thought to
explain it to her. And yet I was struck by her passivity,
her patience as she sat on the truck alone and ignored,
because someone had told her to wait there quietly until
it was time to go.

This look of passively waiting for something changed
very little over the years I knew her. It was only four or
five years in all that I did. It seems longer, perhaps because
we met at such an optimistic time in our lives. John
Kennedy and Malcolm X had already been assassinated,
but King had not been and Bobby Kennedy had not been.
Then too, the lethal, bizarre elimination by death of this
militant or that, exiles, flights to Cuba, shoot-outs between
former Movement friends sundered forever by lies planted
by the FBI, the gunning down of Mrs. Martin Luther
King, Sr., as she played the Lord’s Prayer on the piano in

her church (was her name Albertar), were still in the

happily unfathomable future.

We believed we could change America because we were
young and bright and held ourselves responsible for chang-
ing it. We did not believe we would fail. That is what lent
fervor (revivalist fervor, in fact; we would revive Amer-
ical) to our songs, and lent sweetness to our friendships (in
the beginning almost all interracial), and gave a wonderful
fillip to our sex (which, too, in the beginning, was almost
always interracial),

What first struck me about Luna when we later lived
together was that she did not own a bra, This was curious
to me, I suppose, because she also did not need one. Her
chest was practically flat, her breasts like those of a child.
Her face was round, and she suffered from acne, She
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carried with her always a tube of that “skin-colored” (if
one’s skin is pink or eggshell} medication designed to dry
up pimples. At the oddest times—waiting for a light to
change, listening to voter registration instructions, talking
about her. father's new girlfriend, she would apply the
stuff, holding in her other hand a small brass mirror the
size of her thumb, which she also carried for just this
purpose.

We were assigned to work together in a small, rigidly
segregated South Georgia town that the city fathers, incon-
gruously and years ago, had named Freehold. Luna was
slightly asthmatic and when overheated or nervous she
breathed through her moutht. She wore her shoulder-
length black nair with bangs to her eyebrows and the rest
brushed behind her ears, Her eyes were brown and rather
small. She was attractive, but just barely and with effort.
Had she been the slightest bit overweight, for instance,
she would have gone completely unnoticed, and would
have faded into the background where, even in a revolu-
tion, fat people seem destined to go. I have a photograph
of her sitting on the steps of a house in South Georgia.
She is wearing tiny pearl earrings, a dark sleeveless shirt
with Peter Pan collar, Bermuda shorts, and a pair of those
Fast Indian sandals that seem to adhere to nothing but a
big toe.

The summer of ’65 was as hot as any other in that part
of the South. There was an abundance of flies and mos-
quitoes, Everyone complained about the heat and the flies
and the hard work, but Luna complained less than the

"rest of us. She walked ten miles a day with me up and

down those straight Georgia highways, stopping at every
house that looked black (one could always tell in 1965)
and asking whether anyone needed help with learning
how to vote. The simple mechanics: writing one’s name, or
making one’s “X” in the proper column. And then, though
we were required to walk, everywhere, we were empowered
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to offer prospective registrants a car in which they might
safely ride down to the county courthouse. And later to
the ‘polling places. Luna, almost overcome by the heat,
breathing through her mouth like a dog, her hair plastered
with sweat to her head, kept looking straight ahead, and
walking as if the walking itself was her reward.

I don’t know if we accomplished much that summer.
In retrospect, it seems not only minor, but irrelevant. A
bunch of us, black and white, lived together. The black
.people who took us in were unfailingly hospitable and
kind. I took them for granted in a way that now amazes me.
I realize that at each and every house we visited I assumed
hospitality, I assumed kindness. Luna was often startled
by my “boldness.” If we walked up to a secluded farm-
house and half a dozen dogs ran up barking around our
heels and a large black man with a shotgun could be seen
whistling to himself under a tree, she would become nerv-
ous. I, on the other hand, felt free to yell at this stranger’s
dogs, slap a couple of them on the nose, and call over to
him about his hunting.

That month with Luna of approaching new black peo-
ple every day taught me something about myself I had
always suspected: I thought black people superior people.
Not simply superior to white people, because even without
thinking about it much, I assumed almost everyone was
superior to them; but to everyone. Only white people,
after all, would blow up a Sunday-school class and grin for
television over their “victory,” i.e.,, the death of four small
black girls. Any atrocity, at any time, was expected from
them. On the other hand, it never occurred to me that
black people could treat Luna and me with anything but
warmth and concern. Even their curiosity about the sud-
den influx into their midst of rather ignorant white and
black Northerners was restrained and courteous. I was
treated as a relative, Luna as a much welcomed guest.

Luna and I were taken in by a middle-aged couple and
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their young school-age daughter. The mother worked out-
side the house in a local canning factory, the father worked
in the paper plant in nearby Augusta. Never did they
speak of the danger they were in of losing their jobs over
keeping us, and never did their small daughter show any
fear that her house might be attacked by racists because
we were there. Again, I did not expect this family to com-
plain, no matter what happened to them because of us.
Having understood the danger, they had assumed the risk.
I did not think them particularly brave, merely typical.

I think Luna liked the smallness—only four rooms—of
the house. It was in this house that she ridiculed her
mother’s lack of taste. Her yellow-and-mauve house in
Cleveland, the eleven rooms, the heated garage, the new
car every year, her father’s inability to remain faithful to
her mother, their divorce, the fight over the property, even
more bitter than over the children. Her mother kept the
house and the children. Her father kept the car and his
new girlfriend, whom he wanted Luna to meet and “ap-
prove.” I could hardly imagine anyone disliking her
mother so much. Everything Luna hated in her she
summed up in three words: “yellow and mauve.”

I have a second photograph of Luna and a group of us
being bullied by a Georgia state trooper. This member of
Georgia’s finest had followed us out into the deserted

* countryside to lecture us on how misplaced—in the South

~—was our energy, when “the Lord knew” the North
(where he thought all of us lived, expressing disbelief that
most of us were Georgians) was just as bad. (He had a
point that I recognized even then, but it did not seem the
point where we were.) Luna is looking up at him, her
mouth slightly open as always, a somewhat dazed look on
her face. I cannot detect fear on any of our faces, though
we were all afraid. After all, 1965 was only a year after
1964 when three civil rights workers had been taken deep
into a Mississippi forest by local officials and sadistically
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tortured and murdered. Luna almost always carried a flat
black shoulder bag. She is standing with it against her
side, her thumb in the strap.

At night we slept in the same bed. We talked about
our schools, lovers, girlfriends we didn't understand or
missed. She dreamed, she said, of going to Goa. I dreamed
of going to Africa. My dreamn came true earlier than hers:
an offer of a grant from an unsuspected source reached
me one day as I was writing poems under a tree. I left
Freehold, Georgia, in the middle of summer, without re-
grets, and flew from New York to London, to Cairo, to
Kenya, and, finally, to Uganda, where I settled among
black people with the same assumptions of welcome and
kindness I had taken for granted in Georgia. I was taken
on rides down the Nile as a matter of course, and accepted
all invitations to dinner, where the best local dishes were
superbly prepared in my honor. I became, in fact, 2 lost
relative of the people, whose ancestors had foolishly
strayed, long ago, to America. .

I wrote to Luna at once.

But I did not see her again for almost a year. I had grad-

vated from college, moved into a borrowed apartment
in Brooklyn Heights, and was being evicted after a month.
Luna, living then in a tenement on East 9th Street, invited
me to share her two-bedroom apartment. If I had seen the
apartment before the day I moved in I might never have
agreed to do so. Her building was between Avenues B and
C and did not have a front door. Junkies, winos, and
others often wandered in during the night (and occasion-
ally during the day) to sleep underneath the stairs or to
relieve themselves at the back of the first-floor hall.
Luna’s apartment was on the third floor. Everything in
it was painted white.. The contrast between her three
rooms and kitchen (with its red bathtub) and the grungy
stairway was stunning. Her furniture consisted of two
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large brass beds inherited from a previous tenant and
stripped of paint by Luna, and a long, high-backed church
pew which she had managed somehow to bring up from
the South. There was a simplicity about the small apart-
ment that T liked. I also liked the notion of extreme con-
trast, and I do to this day. Outside our front window was
the decaying neighborhood, as ugly and ill-lit as a battle-
ground. (And allegedly as hostile, though somehow we
were never threatened with bodily harm by the Hispanics
who were our neighbors, and who seemed, more than any-
thing, bewildered by the darkness and filth of their sur-
roundings.) Inside was the church pew, as straight and
spare as Abe Lincoln lying down, the white walls as spot-
less as 2 monastery’s, and a small, unutterably pure patch
of blue sky through the window of the back bedroom.
(Luna did not believe in curtains, or couldn’t afford them,
and so we always undressed and bathed with the lights off
and the rooms lit with candles, causing rather nun-shaped
shadows to be cast on the walls by the long-sleeved high-
necked nightgowns we both wore to bed.)

Over a period of weeks, our relationship, always marked
by mutual respect, evolved into a warm and comfortable
friendship which provided a stability and comfort we both
needed at that time. I had taken a job at the Welfare
Department during the day, and set up my typewriter
permanently in the tiny living room for work after I got
home. Luna worked in a kindergarten, and in the eve-
nings taught herself Portuguese.

It was while we lived on East 9th Street that she told me
she had been raped during her summer in the South. It
is hard for me, even now, to relate my feeling of horror
and incredulity. This was some time before Eldridge
Cleaver wrote of being a rapist / revolutionary; of “prac-
ticing” on black women before moving on to white. It was
also, unless 'm mistaken, before LeRoi Jones (as he was
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then known; now of course Imamu Baraka, which has an
even more presumptuous meaning than “the King”) wrote
his advice to young black male insurrectionaries (women
were not told what to do with their rebelliousness): “Rape
the white girls, Rape their fathers.” It was clear that he
meant this literally and also as: to rape a white girl is to
rape her father. It was the misogynous cruelty of this latter
meaning that was habitually lost on black men (on men
in general, actually), but nearly always perceived and re-
jected by women of whatever color.

“Details?” I asked.

She shrugged. Gave his name. A name recently in the
news, though in very small print.

He was not a Movement star or anyone you would know.
We had met once, briefly. I had not liked him because he
was coarse and spoke of black women as “our” women. (In
the early Movement, it was pleasant to think of black men
wanting to own us as a group; later it became clear that
owning us meant exactly that to them.) He was physically
unattractive, I had thought, with something of the hood-
lum about him: a swaggering, unnecessarily mobile walk,
small eyes, rough skin, a mouthful of wandering or absent
teeth. He was, ironically, among the first persons to shout
the slogan everyone later attributed solely to Stokeley
Carmichael—Black Power! Stokeley was chosen as the
originator of this idea by the media, because he was phys-
ically beautiful and photogenic and articulate. Even the
name—TFreddie Pye—was diminutive, I thought, in an age
of giants.

“What did you do?”

“Nothing that required making a noise.”

“Why didn’t you scream?” I felt I would have screamed
my head off.

“You know why.”

I did. I had seen a photograph of Emmett Till’s body
just after it was pulled from the river. I had seen photo-
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graphs of white folks standing in a circle roasting some-
thing that had talked to them in their own Janguage before
they tore out its tongue. I knew why, all right.

“What was he trying to prove?”

“Idon’t know. Do yous” .

“Maybe you filled him with unendurable lust,” I said.

“I don’t think so,” she said.

Suddenly 1 was embarrassed. Then angry. Very, very
angry. How dare she tell me this! I thought.

Who knows what the black woman thinks of rape? Who
has asked her? Who cares? Who has even properly ac-
knéwledged that she and not the white woman in this
story is the most likely victim of rape? Whenever inter-
racial rape is mentioned, a black woman’s first thought is
to protect the lives of her brothers, her father, her sons,
her lover. A history of lynching has bred this reflex in her.
I feel it as strongly as anyone. While writing a fictional
account of such a rape in a novel, I read Ida B. Wells’s
autobiography three times, as a means of praying to her
spirit to forgive me.

My prayer, as I turned the pages, went like this: “Please
forgive me. I am a writer.” (This self-revealing statement
alone often seems to me sufficient reason to require per-
petual forgiveness; since the writer is guilty not only of
always wanting to know—like Eve—but also of trying—
again like Eve——to find out.) “I cannot wrile contrary to
what life reveals to me. I wish to malign no one. But I
must struggle to understand at least my own tangled emo-
tions about interracial rape. I know, Ida B. Wells, you
spent your whole life protecting, and trying to protect,
black men accused of raping white women, who were
Iynched by white mobs, or threatened with it. You know,
better than I ever will, what it means for a whole people
to live under the terror of lynching. Under the slander that
their men, where while women are concerned, are crea-
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tures of uncontrollable sexual lust. You made it so clear
that the black men accused of rape in the past were inno-
cent victims ‘of white criminals that I grew up believing
black men literally did not rape white women., At all. Ever.
Now it would appear that some of them, the very twisted,
the terribly ill, do. What would you have me write about
them?”

Her answer was: :E&,:m nothing. Nothing at all. It will
be used against black men and therefore against all of us.
Eldridge Cleaver and LeRoi Jones dow’t know who they're
dealing with. But you remember. You are dealing with
people who brought their children to wiiness the murder
of black human beings, falsely accused of rape. People who
handed out, as hﬁ%ﬁm& black fingers and toes. Deny! Deny!
Deny!”

And yet, 1 have pursued it: “Some @E&w men themselves
do not seem to know what the meaning of raping someone
is. Some have admitted rape in order to denounce it, but
others have accepied rape as a part of rebellion, of ‘paying
 whitey back. They have gloried in it.”

“They know nothing of America,” she says. “dnd nei-
ther, apparently, do you. No matier what you think you
know, no matter what you feel about it, say §S§m And
to your dying breath!”

Which, to my mind, is virtually useless advice to give to
a writer.

Freddie Pye was the kind of man I would not have looked
at then, not even once. (Throughout that year 1 was more
or less into exotica: white ethnics who knew languages
were a peculiar weakness; a half-white hippie singer; also
a large Chinese mathematician who was a marvelous dancer
“and who taught me to waltz.) There was no question of
belief. ‘
But, in retrospect, there was a momentary suspension of
belief, a kind of kope that perhaps it had not really hap-
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pened; that Luna had made up the rape, “as white women
have been wont to do.” I soon realized this was unlikely.
I was the only person she had told.

She looked at me as if to say: “I'm glad that part of my
life is over.” We continued our usual routine. We saw
every interminable, foreign, depressing, and poorly illumi-
nated film ever made, We learned to eat brown rice and
yogurt and to tolerate kasha and odd-tasting teas. My half-
black hippie singer friend (now a well-known reggae singer
who says he is from “de I-lands” and not Sheepshead Bay)
was “into” tea and kasha and Chinese vegetables.

And yet the rape, the knowledge of the rape, out in the
owmw,,wmﬁmsmmu pondered over, was now between us. (And
I began to think that perhaps—whether Luna had been
raped or not—it had always been so; that her power over
my life was exactly the power her word on rape had over
the lives of black men, over all black men, whether they
were guilty or not, and therefore over my whole people.)

Before she told me about the rape, I think we had
assumed a lifelong friendship. The kind of friendship one
dreams of having with a person one has known in adver-
sity; under heat and mosquitoes and immaturity and the
threat of death. We would each travel, we would write to
each other from the three edges of the world.

We would continue to have an “international list” of
lovers whose amorous talents or lack of talents we would
continue (giggling into our dotage) to compare. Our
friendship would survive everything, be truer than every-
thing, endure even our Tespective marriages, children,
husbands—assuming we did, out of desperation and bore-
dom someday, marry, which did not seem a probability,
exactly, but more in the area of an amusing idea.

But now there was a cooling off of our affection for each
other. Luna was becoming mildly interested in drugs,
because everyone we knew was. I was envious of the open-
endedness of her life. The financial backing to it. When
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she left her job at the kindergarten because she was tired
of working, her errant father immediately materialized.
He took her to dine on scampi at an expensive restaurant,
scolded her for living on East 9th Street, and looked at me
as if to say: “Living in a slum of this magnitude must
surely have been your idea.” As a cullud, of course.

For me there was the welfare department every day,
attempting to get the necessary food and shelter to people
who would always live amid the dirty streets I knew I
must soon leave. I was, after all, a Sarah Lawrence girl
“with talent.” It would be absurd to rot away in a build-
ing that had no front door.

I slept late one Sunday morning with a painter I had met
at the Welfare Department. A man who looked for all the
world like Gene Autry, the singing cowboy, but who
-painted wonderful surrealist pictures of birds and ghouls
and fruit with feeth. The night before, three of us—me,
the painter, and “an old Navy buddy” who looked like his
twin and who had just arrived in town—had got high on
wine and grass. A

That morning the Navy buddy snored outside the bed-
rooms like a puppy waiting for its master. Luna got up
early, made an immense racket getting breakfast, scowled
at me as I emerged from my room, and left the apartment,
slamming the door so hard she damaged the lock. (Luna
had made it a rule to date black men almost exclusively.
My insistence on dating, as she termed it, “anyone” was
incomprehensible to her, since in a politically diseased
society to “sleep with the enemy” was to become “infected”
with the enemy’s “political germs.” There is more than a
grain of truth in this, of course, but I was having too much
fun to stare at it for long. Still, coming from Luna it was
amusing, since she never took into account the risk her
own black lovers ran by sleeping with “the white woman,”

and she had apparently been convinced that a summer of
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relatively innocuous political work in the South had cured
her of any racial, economic, or sexual political disease.)

Luna never told me what irked her so that Sunday
morning, yet I remember it as the end of our relationship.
It was not, as I at first feared, that she thought my bringing
the two men to the apartment was inconsiderate. The way
we lived allowed us to be inconsiderate from time to time.
QOur friends were varied, vital, and often strange. Her
friends especially were deeper than they should have been
into drugs. _

The distance between us continued to grow. She talked
more of going to Goa. My guilt over my dissolute if pleas-
urable existence coupled with my mounting hatred of
welfare work, propelled me in two directions: south and
to West Africa. When the time came to choose, I dis-
covered that my summer in the South had infected me
with the need to return, to try to understand, and write
about, the people I'd merely lived with before.

We never discussed the rape again. We never discussed,
really, Freddie Pye or Luna’s remaining feelings about
what had happened. One night, the last month we lived
together, I noticed a man’s blue denim jacket thrown
across the church pew. The next morning, out of Luna’s
bedroom walked Freddie Pye. He barely spoke to me—
possibly because as a black woman I was expected to be
hostile toward his presence in a white woman’s bedroom.
1 was too surprised to exhibit hostility, however, which
was only a part of what I felt, after all. He left.

Luna and I did not discuss this. It is odd, I think now,
that we didn’t, It was as if he was never there, as if he and
Luna had not shared the bedroom that night. A month
later, Luna went alone to Goa, in her solitary way. She
lived on an island and slept, she wrote, on the beach. She
mentioned she'd found a lover there who protected her
from the local beachcombers and pests.

Several years later, she came to visit me in the South
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and brought a lovely piece of pottery which my daughter
much later dropped and broke, but which I glued back

together'in such a way that the flaw improves the beauty

and fragility of the design.

Afterwords, Afterwards
Second Thoughts

That is the “story.” It has an “unresolved” ending. That
is because Freddie Pye and Luna are still alive, as am I
However, one evening while talking to a friend, I heard
myself say that I had, in fact, written two endings. One,
which follows, I considered appropriate for such a story
published in a country truly committed to justice, and
the one above, which is the best I can afford to offer a
society in which lynching is still resexrved, at least sub-
consciously, as a means of racial control.

I said that if we in fact lived in a society committed to
the establishment of justice for everyone (“justice” in this
case encompassing equal housing, education, access to
work, adequate dental care, et cetera), thereby placing
Luna and Freddie Pye in their correct relationship to
each other, i.e., that of brother and sister, compafieros,
then the two of them would be required to struggle to-
gether over what his rape of her had meant.

Since my friend is a black man whom I love and who

loves me, we spent a considerable amount of time discuss-
ing what this particular rape meant to us. Morally wrong,
we said, and not to be excused. Shameful; politically cor-
rupt, Yet, as we thought of what might have happened to
an indiscriminate number of innocent young black men in
Freehold, Georgia, had Luna screamed, it became clear
that more than a little of Ida B. Wells's fear of probing
the rape issue was running through us, too. The implica-
tions of this fear would not let me rest, so that months
and years went by with most of the story written but with
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me incapable, or at least unwilling, to finish or to pub-
lish it.
In thinking about it over a period of years, there oc-

-curred a number of small changes, refinements, puzzles,

in angle. Would these shed a wider light on the continuing
subject? I do not know. In any case, I returned to my
notes, hereto appended for the use of the reader.

Luna: Ida B. Wells—Discarded Notes

Additional characteristics of Luna: At a time when many
in and out of the Movement considered “nigger” and
“black” synonymous, and indulged in a sincere attempt to
fake Southern “hip” speech, Luna resisted. She was the
kind of WASP who could not easily imitate another’s
ethnic style, nor could she even exaggerate her own. She
was what she was. A very straighe, clear-eyed, coolly ob-
servant young woman with no talent for existing outside
her own skin.

Imaginary Knowledge

Luna explained the visit from Freddie Pye in this way:

“He called that evening, said he was in town, and did I
know the Movement was coming north? I replied that I
did know that.”

When could he see her? he wanted to know.

“Never,” she replied.

He had burst into tears, or something that sounded like
tears, over the phone. He was stranded at wherever the
evening's fund-raising event had been held. Not in the
place itself, but outside, in the street. The “stars” had left,
everyone had left. He was alone, He knew no one else in
the city. Had found her number in the phone book. And
had no money, no place to stay.

Could he, he asked, crash? He was tired, hungry, broke
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—and even.in the South had had no job, other than the
Movement, for months. Et cetera.

When he arrived, she had placed our only steak knife in
the waistband of her jeans.

He had asked for a drink of water. She gave him orange
juice, some cheese, and a couple of slices of bread. She had
told him he might sleep on the church pew and he had
lain down with his head on his rolled-up denim jacket. She
kad retired to her room, locked the door, and tried to sleep.
She was amazed to discover herself worrying that the
church pew was both too narrow and foo hard.

At first he mutiered, groaned, and cursed in his sleep.
Then he fell off the narrow church pew. He kept rolling
off. At two in the morning she unlocked her door, showed
him her knife, and invited him to share her bed.

Nothing whatever happened except they talked. At first,
only he talked. Not about the rape, but about his life.

“He was a small person physically, remember?” Luna
asked me. (She was right. Over the years he had grown big
and, yes, burly, in my imagination, and I'm sure in hers.)
“That night he seemed tiny. 4 child. He was still fully
dressed, except for the jacket and he, literally, hugged his
side of the bed. I hugged mine. The whole bed, in fact,
was between us. We were merely hanging to its edges.”

At the fund-raiser—on Fifth Avenue and 71st Street, as
it turned out—his leaders had introduced him as the un-
skilled, barely literate, former Southern fieldworker that
he was. They had pushed him at the rich people gathered
there as an example of what “the system” did to “the little
people” in the South. They asked him to tell about the
thirty-seven times he had been jailed. The thirty-five times
he had been beaten. The one time he had lost conscious-
ness in the “hot” box. They told him not to worry about
his grammar. “Whick, as you may recall,” said Luna, “was
korrible.” Even so, he had tried to censor his “ain’ts” and
his “us’es”” He had been painfully aware that he was on
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exhibit, like Frederick Douglass had been for the Aboli-
tionists. But unlike Douglass he had no oratorical gift, no
passionate language, no silver tongue. He knew the rich
people and his own leaders perceived he was nothing: a
broken man, unschooled, unskilled at anything. . . .

Yet he had spoken, trembling before so large a crowd of
rich, white Northerners—uwho clearly thought their sec-
tion of the country would never have the South’s racial
problems—begging, with the painful stories of his wretched
life, for their money. :

At the end, all of them—the black leaders, too—had
gone. They left him walching the taillights of their cars,
recalling the faces of the friends come to pick them up:
the women dressed in African print that shone, with elab-
orately arranged hair, their jewelry sparkling, their per-
fume exotic. They were so beautiful, yet so strange. He
could not imagine that one of them could comprehend
his life. He did not ask for a ride, because of that, but also
because he had no place to go. Then he had remembered
Luna.

Soon Luna would be required to talk. She would men-
tion her confusion over whether, in a black community
surrounded by whites with a history of lynching. blacks,
she had a right to scream as Freddie Pye was raping her.
For her, this was the crux of the matter.

And so they would continue talking through the night.

This is another ending, created from whole cloth. If I
believed Luna’s story about the rape, and I did (had she
told anyone else I might have dismissed it), then this
reconstruction of what might have happened is as prob-
able an accounting as any is liable to be. Two people have
now become “characters.”

I have forced them to talk until they reached the stum-
bling block of the rape, which they must remove them-
selves, before proceeding to a place from which it will be
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vommmgm to insist on a society in which Luna’s word alone
on rape can never be used to intimidate an entire people,
and in which an innocent black man’s protestation of
innocence of rape is unprejudicially heard. Until such a
society is created, relationships of affection between black
men and white women will always be poisoned—from
within as from without—by historical fear and the threat
of vioclence, and solidarity among black and white women
is only rarely likely to exist.

Postscript: Havana, Cuba, November 1976

I am in Havana with a group of other black American -

artists. We have spent the morning apart from our Cuban
hosts bringing each other up to date on the kind of work
(there are no apolitical artists among us) we are doing in
the United States. I have read “Luna.”

High above the beautiful city of Havana I sit in the
Havana Libre pavilion with the muralist / photographer

in our group. He is in his mid-thirties, a handsome, brown, -

erect individual whom I have known casually for a num-
ber of years, During the sixties he designed and painted
street murals for both SNCC and the Black Panthers, and
in an earlier discussion with Cuban artists he showed im-
patience with their explanation of why we had seen no
murals covering some of the city’s rather dingy walls:
Cuba, they had said, unlike Mexico, has no mural tradi-
tion. “But the point of a revolution,” insisted Qur Mural-
ist, “is to -make new traditions!” And he had pressed his
argument with such passion for the usefulness, for revolu-
tionary communication, of his craft, that the Cubans were
both exasperated and impressed, They drove us around
the city for a tour of their huge billboards, all advancing
socialist thought and the heroism of men like Lenin,
Camilo, and Che Guevara, and said, “These, these are our
‘murals’”

Advancing Luna—and Ida B. Wells

While we ate lunch, 1 asked Qur Muralist what he'd
thought of “Luna.” Especially the appended section.

“Not much,” was his reply. “Your view of human weak-
ness is too biblical,” he said. “You are unable to conceive
of the man without conscience. The man who cares noth-
ing about the state of his soul because he’s long since sold
it. In short,” he said, “you do not understand that some
people are simply evil, a disease on the lives of other peo-
ple, and that to remove the disease altogether is preferable
to trying to interpret, contain, or forgive it. Your ‘Freddie
Pye,’ " and he laughed, “was probably H...%Em white women
on the instructions of his government.”

Oh ho, I thought. Because, of course, for a second, dur-
ing which I stalled my verbal reply, this comment made
both very little and very much sense.

“I am sometimes naive and sentimental,” I offered. I am
sometimes both, though frequently by design. Admission
in this way is tactical, a stimulant to conversation.

“And shocked at what I've said,” he said, and laughed
again. “Even though,” he continued, “you know by now
that blacks could be hired to blow up other blacks, and
could be hired by someone to shoot down Brother Malcolm,
and hired by someone to provide a diagram of Fred Hamp-
ton’s bedroom so the pigs could shoot him easily while he
slept, you find it hard to believe a black man could be
hired by someone to rape white women. But think a min-
ute, and you will see why it is the perfect disruptive act.
Enough blacks raping or accused of raping enough white
women and any political movement that cuts across racial
lines is doomed.

:H_mﬁmma forces are at work than your story would indi-
cate,” he continued. “You're still thinking of lost and
rage, moving slowly into aggression and purely racial
hatred. But you should be considering money—which the
rapist would get, probably from your very own tax dollars,
in fact—and a maintaining of the status quo; which’ those
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hiring the rapist would achieve. I know all this,” he said,
“because when I was broke and hungry and selling my
blood to buy the food and the paint that allowed me to
work, I was offered such ‘other work,” ”

“But you did not take it.”

He frowned. “There you go again. How do you know
I didn’t take it? It paid, and I was starving.”

“You didn’t take it,” I repeated.

“No,” he said. “A black and white ‘team’ made the
offer. I had enough energy left to threaten to throw them
out of the room.”

“But even if Freddie Pye had been hired by someone to
rape Luna, that still would not explain his second visit.”

“Probably nothing will explain that,” said Our Mural-
ist. “But assuming Freddie Pye was paid to distupt—by
raping a white woman——the black struggle in the South,
he may have wised up enough Iater to comprehend the
significance of Luna’s decision not to scream.” _

“So you are saying he did have a consciencer” I asked.

“Maybe,” he said, but his look clearly implied I would
never understand anything about evil, power, or corrupted
human beings in the modern world.

But of course he is wrong,.
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LAUREL

It was during that summer in the mid-sixties
Laurel. ,

There was a new radical Southern newspaj
up . . it was only six months old at the tin
called First Rebel. The title referred, of cot
black slave who was rebelling all over the
before the white rebels fought the Civil War.
in Atlanta to confer with the young people
and, since he wished to work on a radical, rac
newspaper himself, to see if perhaps First Reb

it :

1 was never interested in working on a news
ever radical. I agree with Leonard Woolf tl
against 2 weekly deadline deforms the brain,

_tended several of the editorial meetings of

because while wandering out of the first one
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