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			ONE

			“WE’RE GOING TO Mississippi.”

			Mickey Schwerner’s words were blunt and succinct. He raked his right hand along his scruffy beard as he stared boldly into the eyes of David Dunning, his friend since their days studying social work at Cornell, and fellow compatriot in the New York civil rights movement. David returned Mickey’s gaze, his handsome, mocha-colored face absent of expression. He was unsure of how to respond to his friend, to this latest in a long line of fearless—if calculated—efforts.

			But Bev, never one to hold her tongue, jumped in immediately. “Who is ‘we’?”

			“Rita and me,” Mickey responded, now holding his wife’s hand as it rested atop the dingy table situated in the northwest corner of Shelly’s Diner. They exchanged a quick glance and then, as if to confirm their resoluteness, turned back to their friends in unison.

			Bev pulled a Kent cigarette from her purse, lit it, and took a long draw before asking, “Are you sure?”

			Bev hadn’t known Mickey and Rita as long as David had, but she had spent the past few years with them, attending meetings and protests to further the cause of low-income, at-risk Negroes in New York. She knew they were wholly committed to the cause, as was she. She’d heard about Mickey successfully integrating Cornell’s chapter of the Alpha Epsilon Pi fraternity as an undergrad, and she was there when he and Rita, a schoolteacher, worked to integrate the Gwynn Oak Amusement Park in Maryland. Most recently, Bev had been present to watch the Schwerners in action as they led Manhattan’s Lower East Side branch of the Congress of Racial Equality, otherwise known as CORE.

			Bev also knew that Mickey had been transfixed by the Birmingham riots just a year prior, as the entire nation sat glued to television sets and newspaper articles that provided eyewitness accounts of the mayhem that ensued when Negro residents took to the streets following a series of bombings targeting Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. and his family.

			On May 10, 1963, King had been on hand for the Birmingham Truce Agreement, a proposed compromise among city representatives and local business leaders that called for partial desegregation of public facilities, including retail store fitting rooms and water fountains, as well as economic advancement opportunities for Negro workers. There was also to be a Committee on Racial Problems and Employment formed as a result of the agreement.

			But, in typical supremacist fashion, Bull Connor, Birmingham’s notorious commissioner of public safety, denounced the so-called truce and threatened to impede its enforcement. Meanwhile, as King and other Negro leaders basked in their apparent victory, KKK leaders from across the South were coordinating a series of attacks, with some believed to have involved officers of the Birmingham Police Department directly.

			Neither of the bombs detonated on May 11—one outside of King’s brother’s home and another at the Gaston Motel, where King had been staying—were successful in reaching their intended target, or anyone else, for that matter. But that did little to douse the flames of fury that had been rising within the community of oppressed and depressed Negroes for generations.

			When the fire finally burst forth, angry Negroes took to the streets of Birmingham, determined to seek their own justice. Some, like the three men who slashed the torso of Officer J. N. Spivey, worked in direct opposition to King’s nonviolent credo. It was almost fitting, though, as Birmingham’s own response was swift, strong, and equally violent, and included state troopers who beat back protestors while armed with machine guns.

			These scenes of unrest were, ultimately, what fertilized the seed of social discontent already taking root in Mickey’s heart, feeding it until it became this monster of a thing that demanded more, more, more until finally, Mickey was willing to put his life on the line for the freedom of others.

			Bev knew this, but she was still taken aback by this latest declaration. Mississippi? The hotbed—both literally and ­figuratively—­of the nation’s cruelest bigotry? Where tempers of the racist powers that be rose quicker than sweltering August temperatures? That Mississippi?

			And what about Rita? she wondered. Sure, there were women who had been involved in the movement, but to voluntarily place his wife of just under two years on the front lines of the civil rights struggle—had Mickey lost his mind?

			“Mississippi is where we need to be,” Mickey said. “The work we’re doing here in New York is great, but in the Deep South, we’re not talking about whether Negroes can buy a home in a certain part of town. We’re talking about basic human rights.” He paused for a beat, then lowered his voice for effect. “Did you know that in Mississippi, only six percent of the eligible Negro population is registered to vote? Those people have been stripped of their ability to control their futures and the future of their family.”

			Mickey then turned to Bev, as if somehow surmising her thoughts and answering them directly. His brown eyes sparkled with excitement as he spoke. “Rita and I have discussed this extensively,” he said, gripping her hand even tighter now. “We are not at all naive to the grave danger, but we also refuse to sit idle while innocent people are subjected to such cruelty. We just can’t. Rita and I are taking this step together.”

			Bev took another draw of her cigarette, feeling a sense of pride and admiration welling within her, displacing the worry and concern that had tried to take root. Bev had spent her entire career—her entire life, really—in a painstaking effort to level the playing field for all people, regardless of race or gender. And here she was, sitting across from two people who, in bearing the same white skin as she, may not have had a direct, personal link to the civil rights movement, but who were as passionate and steadfast as if their own ancestors had once been enslaved.

			Certainly, with Mickey and Rita having only been married for a couple of years, it seemed more appropriate for them to be honeymooning in some tropical locale than venturing off into the dark underbelly of American racism. But as Mickey emphasized the word “together,” Bev understood that this move was, in fact, a symbol of their love and dedication to their marriage vows and to each other, to supporting that which most compelled them. She could only hope that she would one day have a husband whose innermost desires aligned so closely with her own.

			While David remained silent, poking solemnly at his chicken salad, Bev pressed on. “So what will you be doing, exactly?”

			“Well,” said Rita, “CORE is establishing a community center in Meridian, Mississippi, that will provide many of the basic services that the state and local authorities refuse to provide for Negroes. We’ll be able to help the adults understand their rights as citizens, while also teaching the children subjects that they’d never have access to in public schools.

			“It’s amazing, really, this idea that we’ll be able to have a direct impact on these people, not just right now, but for generations to come,” she added, her voice soft and demure but just as firm as her husband’s. “Access to quality education has the ability to change the course of a person’s life more completely and effectively than any other variable.”

			Bev smiled as she reached across the table with both arms, placing her hands on top of the couple’s. “Well, I wish you all the best of luck and safe travels. The movement needs boldly courageous people, and it may very well take people like you, willing to leave the comfort of the North, to finally effect real change.” Then, speaking directly to Rita, she added, “I would do the same.”

			Rita smiled back at Bev, her petite face overwhelmed by an expression as genuine as the burning hatred they would soon encounter. “Thank you, Bev. That means a lot. We leave on the fifteenth, but I promise to stay in touch.”

			As a busboy arrived to clear the dishes from the table, Bev, Mickey, and Rita stood to pull on their overcoats and scarves, bracing themselves for the bitter January cold.

			Finally, David, still seated, broke his silence. “Hey, Mickey. What about Johnson?” he asked, referring to President Lyndon B. Johnson, who had recently taken office following the assassination of JFK in November.

			“What about him?”

			“You know, the civil rights legislation that Kennedy proposed last summer. After that mess in Birmingham, Johnson’s promising to push it through Congress.” David stood from the rickety table and shoved his hands into his coat pockets while he waited for Mickey’s response.

			“That’s great, man. We want that to happen,” Mickey said, not deterred. “But in the meantime, we are the hands and feet of the movement. We must demand change now. Not when or if Johnson gets around to passing some bill.”

			“But what if you don’t make it back?” Silence washed over the friends as all eyes turned toward Mickey. And though David’s question wasn’t enough to completely deflate the lifting excitement that Mickey still registered on his face, it accurately addressed the concern that, until that point, had gone unuttered.

			“Then I don’t make it back,” Mickey said, stoic as ever. “I have a very real, emotional need to offer my services in the South, and I plan on working until the end of my life toward a just, equal society. If the end comes sooner than later, so be it.”
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			The city streets were still littered with remnants of the prior day’s New Year’s celebrations, and as they stepped out onto the sidewalk in front of Shelly’s, Bev and David found themselves sidestepping plastic kazoos and party hats emblazoned with “1964.”

			“You wanna take a cab?” David asked, interrupting Bev’s thoughts, the same thoughts she’d had in the diner, thoughts that had been swimming around in her head ever since Mickey first made public his decision to journey below the Mason-­Dixon Line.

			“No, I think I’d rather walk.”

			Bev’s house at 910 West End Avenue wasn’t far from Shelly’s—hence Bev’s infatuation with the restaurant’s chicken soup with egg noodles—but she wasn’t quite ready to go home yet. She had some things she needed to discuss with David, and a taxi ride would have landed her at her doorstep in less than five minutes.

			Professionally, Bev was adept at the art of effective communication. She had recently been promoted at Hillside Hospital, from a staff social worker to a supervisor managing a team of more than ten varying personalities and dispositions. And she was often called on to put out various fires in the field. Just a few weeks prior, she received a call from an Episcopalian priest who had volunteered to sponsor a tutoring program for at-risk children. Unfortunately, when he learned that those at-risk children were primarily Puerto Rican and Negro, and that they would have to actually come to his church to be tutored, he wasn’t so sold on the program. “Those people,” he’d explained to Bev, “can’t be trusted. They come from families and homes where sin and violence is commonplace.”

			And Bev, in considering the most practical, reasonable approach to combat the priest’s argument, appealed to his religious sensibilities. “Father,” she’d said, “what happened to faith, hope, and charity?”

			His reply was equally practical. “They are the cornerstone of what we do here, but I have a faithful congregation I must consider, and I just can’t risk bringing those children here.”

			“So have you been to their homes and actually met their families to see if your presumptions about their home lives are actually valid?” Bev asked.

			The priest hemmed and hawed a bit before answering. “To be honest, Miss Luther, I really haven’t had the time. I’ve been busy with administrative duties, and I trust my staff to advise me correctly when it comes to matters such as these.”

			“I see,” said Bev, in the most calculated way. “Well, Father, in that case, it’s a shame that the tutoring must stop.”

			“Why so?”

			“It is quite unfortunate—but very realistic—to consider that, without the educational advantage your tutoring program could provide, these children may be forced to resort to illegal methods of survival as they navigate through life. Methods that could potentially impact this very neighborhood where your church now sits.”

			The priest changed his mind about shuttering the program, and even Bev’s boss was surprised by the rapid turnaround. But while talking was one of the few things that Bev knew she did well, here, with David, she had to choose her words carefully.

			“Do you think Mickey’s making a mistake?” she asked, looking up into David’s face. With Bev standing at just five feet two, and David towering almost a full foot above her, Bev had to strain to make out any reaction on his face as he continued to silently place one foot in front of the other.

			“Why do you ask that?” he said, slowing his pace just slightly.

			“I don’t know. At Shelly’s, it just seemed like, like . . . like you weren’t excited for them.”

			“Excited for them? What do you mean excited? Are you excited for them?” David stopped walking and turned to face Bev directly, his long arms folded across his chest.

			“Actually, I am, yes,” Bev replied. “I can really see the great potential in the work they’re going to do. Don’t you?”

			Bev was surprised when she saw a smile spreading across David’s handsome face, even more so when she heard him laughing. “What’s so funny?” she asked, visibly irritated.

			“You know, it’s really not funny,” said David, now serious. “Y’all just don’t have a clue.”

			“What’s that supposed to mean?”

			“Give me a break, Bev. I grew up in Wilkinson County, Mississippi, in a tiny town called Centreville. You know that.”

			“Yes, I do know that. But I don’t understand what that has to do with Mickey and Rita. I would think you’d be happy that they would care enough about what’s happening in your home state, so close to where you grew up, to try and make a difference.”

			“That’s just the thing, Bev. I’ve lived that life. Seen it with my own two eyes. Those good ol’ boys down there ain’t playing games. They don’t care nothin’ about Martin Luther King, so you know they ain’t gon’ care about two uppity nigger lovers from New York.”

			“But Mickey said they’ve considered the danger—”

			“How can they consider the danger when they don’t even know what they don’t know?” David’s face was dark now, and the corners of his eyes were welling with tears.

			“Have you ever seen a man hanging from a tree?” he said. “I’m not talking about a newspaper photo, or some TV news program. I’m talking about driving to the grocery store to pick up some flour and a couple of potatoes and passing right by a man dangling from an oak tree, no doubt strung up for some trivial offense like not stepping off the sidewalk to make way for a five-year-old white girl.”

			Bev didn’t know how to respond. She’d heard David speak of his past before, but never with so much intensity. She fumbled in her purse for a cigarette while he kept talking.

			“I’ve seen gangs of a dozen white men beat a Negro boy in the middle of town in broad daylight, with folks walking right by and not saying a word. And if you think you’re just gon’ call the police, forget about it. Half the time, they’re the ones organizing the attacks.”

			“But, David,” Bev started, “we know the danger is very real. Even if Mickey hasn’t seen the danger for himself, I’m sure his imagination has provided him with plenty of material. So what then? Is he supposed to ignore his call to fight? And what about the people he would be turning his back on? What about them?”

			Bev and David finished the walk to Bev’s house in silence, twin clouds of smoke gathering and then disappearing in front of their faces as they breathed in the twenty-degree air.

			Once at her stoop, Bev took a hard look at this man who had become her best friend, with whom she’d shared so much of her life. She completely understood his position regarding Mickey and Rita’s decision, and it pained her to see that he himself was torn. How do you choose between justice and personal safety? Life and freedom for others or that for yourself?

			“I’m sorry if I upset you,” said Bev.

			“When my dad packed up our family to move to New York, my brothers were too young to understand the significance of those thousand miles he was placing between us and our past,” David responded. “So now, they don’t understand why Dad doesn’t want to go to sit-ins or protests or watch news updates on the movement. But not me. I understood then, and I really understand now.”

			Bev listened intently while David spoke, though she still wasn’t completely convinced by his point of view. Granted, she had never seen the things he had seen, and neither had Mickey or Rita. But it also made sense to her that their friends wanted to take their involvement to the next level, to do the work that mattered in the place where it mattered most. From that perspective, then, the inherent risks, grave as they were, seemed more like a technical nuisance than a logical deterrent.

			“So you would never consider going?” Bev asked, leaning her small frame against her front door.

			David paused before answering. “When you are a Negro man in Mississippi, there is a large part of your existence that is dedicated to simply surviving. Planning for a future, sending your kids to college, those things aren’t even a factor when all of your energies must be focused on waking up to see tomorrow.”

			He cleared his throat, then added, “My father changed that for our family. He sacrificed so no other Dunning man would have to fear for his life if he was stranded without gas on a country road after dark. He ensured that the women in our family could be more than cooks and maids. To be honest, I just can’t see myself voluntarily returning to a place that has meant nothing but death and darkness for my family.”

			Bev felt as if the weight of David’s words were crushing her heart. “Wow, David,” she said. “I didn’t know you felt that way. There’s not really much I can say to that.” She shifted from one foot to the other. “But what about Mickey and Rita? They ­haven’t shared your experiences, so why are you so against them helping the people who are in the same position you were years ago, but who lack the resources or will to simply pack up and move north?”

			David’s voice grew soft, so soft that Bev could hardly hear him above the sound of the train in the distance. “I understand Mickey and Rita’s motives; really I do,” he said. “But I’m scared for them. To southerners, being so cursed to have black skin is bad enough. But to be blessed with white skin and make the choice to join forces with the Negroes, thus threatening the only way of life those evil segregationists have ever known? The way of life they’ve worked so hard to maintain? That is completely reprehensible—far worse than the poor soul who was born Negro through no cause of his own.

			“So as far as Mickey and Rita are concerned,” David continued, “I can’t lie. I’m scared, and I don’t know if I’ll see my friends alive again.”

			It was at that moment that Bev decided against divulging the secret desire that had been growing in her own heart from the moment they stepped out of Shelly’s—that she, too, wanted to head south.

		

	
		
			TWO

			Six months later . . .

			DR. KLEINFELD’S OFFICE was in an abandoned dry cleaner facility just a mile and a half from Hillside Hospital. The building was so nondescript, in fact, that Bev would have likely walked right past it if she hadn’t been visiting the psychiatrist twice weekly for more than eighteen months.

			Bev knew that some people thought it strange that a clinical social worker saw a therapist regularly, but she believed so much in the benefit of working through personal struggles with someone else that she wanted to experience it for herself. In fact, she could find no logical reason why she shouldn’t seek therapy. To her, the thought of not doing so was as arcane as that of a butcher who didn’t eat meat.

			It wasn’t that Bev was psychotic or out of her mind; she simply valued the professional opinion of someone who wasn’t as deeply vested in her life as she was—someone who could give her the objective perspective that she often lacked. And while her conversations with Dr. Kleinfeld danced to all corners of her life—including her career, social life, and romantic involvements (or lack thereof )—most sessions inevitably snaked their way around the topic of her mother.

			“Hey there, Bev!”

			As soon as she pulled on the glass door with the fading black and red sign that read “OPEN,” Bev was greeted by Nancy. Nancy was a striking woman in her fifties who had been working as Dr. Kleinfeld’s secretary since she moved to New York from Cincinnati following the death of her husband five years prior. If Bev didn’t know any better, she’d think Nancy’s sunny disposition was a direct result of the almost constant time she spent with the doctor.

			“Hi, Nancy. You look really nice today.” Bev eyed the emerald-­colored shift that almost perfectly matched Nancy’s eyes. It was certainly beautiful and it fit all of her curves just so, but it was a bit too much for this sticky Tuesday in the middle of another sweltering New York summer. Bev smoothed the wrinkles in her long linen skirt before leaning casually on the front counter. She sometimes resented the fact that people didn’t take her seriously after looking over her slight build and mousy features, but she would much rather let her convictions prove her worth before resorting—like Nancy—to her feminine wiles.

			“Thanks, honey!” Nancy said, beaming at the compliment while she did a little shimmy. “I picked this little thing up last Friday after work, and I just can’t believe how comfortable it is. Dr. K. even said it brings out the green in my eyes.”

			“Well, I can vouch for that; it certainly does,” Bev said, smiling. “Is he ready for me yet? I only have about thirty minutes today, so I’d like to get started.”

			“Oh, yes, of course. You just wait right there and let me check on him for you.” Nancy shimmied past the artificial partition that divided the front reception area and the back of the building where Dr. Kleinfeld met with his patients. After a couple of minutes of muted conversation and soft giggles, Nancy reemerged and announced that Bev could head back.
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			“It’s good to see you, Beverly,” Dr. Kleinfeld started. “You haven’t been in much since your promotion at work, so tell me, how are things?”

			“It’s great, really, Dr. K. It’s a lot of responsibility, and I’m not working directly with the kids as much anymore, but I love it. My colleagues value my contributions, and that’s all I could ask for.” Bev settled back into the red and yellow plaid overstuffed chair that sat across from Dr. K.’s desk and searched for a cigarette inside her purse. Satisfied after locating one, she asked for a light.

			“I’m glad to hear that. Now, tell me again, what types of children do you treat at Hillside?” Dr. K. reached across his desk with a lighter.

			“Well, most of the kids are referred by a cry for help.”

			“And what is that, exactly?”

			“Well, as an example, we recently received a teenage boy, probably around fifteen years old, who went into the garage at his parents’ house, found a can of paint and a paintbrush, and painted himself red. We consider that a cry for help.”

			“I would say so,” said Dr. K., with the same solemn expression that seemed permanently affixed to his face. “So do you think you are still having as great an impact now that you’re on the administrative side, working with the other staffers? Do you miss working with the patients?”

			Bev paused. She hadn’t considered that maybe she was feeling a bit discontented with her work. She wondered whether that was at the root of her willingness to look for other outlets to pursue—even dangerous ones.

			“I believe so,” she said finally, thinking out loud. “But, you know, maybe it’s kind of good this way because it gives me a chance to really become more active in civil rights work.”

			“Oh? And what does that mean—more active?”

			“Well, you know I’ve been working with local organizations . . . but I’ve been thinking about expanding my reach some . . .” Bev was tentative, mostly because after David’s reaction, she wasn’t sure whether her bright idea was so smart after all. “I’ve been thinking about doing some work in the South, where people are most in need.”

			Dr. K. peered at Bev above his tortoise-rimmed bifocals and took a long pause. “Have you thought that through, Beverly? Really?”

			“Yes, I have . . .” She hesitated. “Well, just a little, actually.”

			“The work in Mississippi and Alabama is certainly impor-­tant, Beverly, but it’s also very dangerous. I know you understand that.”

			“I do. And I’m willing to take the risk. I have two friends from New York who are in Mississippi right now, working to register voters and establish a community center in Meridian. They left in January, and I’ve received several letters detailing their experience and how humbled and honored they are to have the opportunity to do what they’re doing.”

			“And your friends, they’ve remained safe?” Dr. K. asked, still skeptical.

			“Well, of course they’ve received some death threats, and local bigots have been working overtime to intimidate them to the point of their retreat. But they are fully vested, Doctor. And where is the reward—for themselves and the Negro people of Mississippi—without the risk?”

			“It does seem as though you’ve given it some thought. But what does your mother think about this?”

			There it was, that ever-present topic of conversation. “I haven’t talked to her about it, actually,” Bev said, sighing heavily while tapping out her cigarette butt in the marble ashtray on Dr. K.’s desk.

			“Why not?”

			“For starters, we’re still arguing about me getting a car.”
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			It was December 1953 when Bev was visiting her mom and sister at home in California during her holiday break from the University of Chicago. She had arranged a ride back to school with a fellow student whose name she found on a bulletin board where individuals offered and accepted rides. Bev met Jim Anderson on New Year’s Day 1954, when he came to pick her up. He was a freshman at the University of Chicago, a tall, skinny, eighteen-year-old blond kid with a bad case of acne that made him look even younger. Jim was driving a Chevrolet convertible, and he and Bev planned to pick up Highway 66 in Bakersfield and then drive all the way to Chicago—a distance of some two thousand miles—taking turns driving.

			On the first day, they got as far as Bakersfield and then drove through the desert at night, stopping for breakfast the next morning in Needles, Arizona. From Needles to Flagstaff, the road climbs to seven thousand feet and crosses a pass thick with pine trees. There was snow on the road, slowing them down, but from Flagstaff, Bev and Jim went on without stopping through the second night, crossing the border from Arizona into New Mexico. It was bitter cold (on Sunday, January 3, the high in Albuquerque was just thirty-one degrees), and in the convertible the heater was on full blast. Bev and Jim had just covered more than a thousand miles in forty-eight hours without a break.

			They had planned on stopping in Albuquerque for breakfast and a rest, but eighteen miles out, around seven in the morning, Bev fell asleep at the wheel. The car turned over three times, and she was thrown headfirst through the windshield, landing facedown on the frozen ground. A truck driver stopped and sent motorists to call an ambulance while he covered her with blankets and built a fire to keep her warm.

			Bev regained consciousness in the emergency room of Presbyterian Hospital. She was badly bruised with facial cuts, but her most severe injury was a fractured skull: shattered bone had embedded in her brain. By extraordinary luck, Dr. Leroy J. Miller was passing through the emergency room when Beverly was brought in. It was a coincidence that most certainly saved her life, since in 1954, Dr. Miller was the only neurosurgeon in New Mexico.

			In the emergency room, Dr. Miller examined Bev and arranged an immediate operation to remove the bits of bone and to close the wound. Removal of the bone left the brain vulnerable, though, so a second operation would have to be performed at a later date. So much damage had been done that when Bev emerged from the operating room, she had a deep depression on the right side of her forehead, just above her eyebrow. It was disfiguring, but it was also the only visible evidence of the injury. There was no scar, because Dr. Miller had been able to work through the top of Bev’s skull, above the hairline, pulling the skin of her forehead down to expose the brain. Her hair grew back quickly, and the incision at her hairline was never visible.

			Because Bev was never in a coma and was actually conscious in the emergency room, Dr. Miller was able to explain the procedure to her. Bev insisted on calling home to tell her mother. She was typically calm, while her mother, of course, was not. The next day, Bev’s mother took the train to Albuquerque and stayed with Bev until her release from the hospital twenty-seven days later. Jim, badly bruised but not seriously hurt, spent several days in the hospital, and then returned to Chicago by bus.

			More than ten years had passed since the accident, but Bev’s mother made it painfully clear that she still didn’t want her daughter driving. And in an effort to somewhat appease her mother—even from more than three thousand miles away—Bev had refrained from buying a car. So every morning she woke up extra early to take the train from her home to Hillside Hospital in Queens.
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			“You can understand her position, can’t you?” Dr. K. asked.

			“Not really,” Bev snapped back. “I am an adult.”

			“Yes, yes, you are. But you are also her child, her youngest child. Perhaps when you have a child, you will more easily see things from her point of view.”

			Bev dipped her head so that Dr. K. couldn’t see the pain that washed across her face. It didn’t work.

			“What’s wrong? Did I say something offensive?” Dr. K. asked.

			“It’s nothing. I’m fine.” Bev grabbed for another cigarette.

			“Beverly, you are here to talk, so please tell me what concerns you.”

			Bev lit the end of her cigarette and inhaled deeply before answering. “I just want more, Dr. K. I’m very happy with my career, and I love the fact that I can help change lives on a daily basis, but it’s not enough. I want a family.”

			“Is there a specific source of your dissatisfaction?”

			“No, I don’t think so. I mean, it’s always been my desire to have children and a husband I’m madly in love with.” Bev paused, then added, “I wouldn’t be honest, though, if I didn’t admit that seeing my friends in serious relationships didn’t cause me to envy them just a bit. And my sister, Meredith, who’s only a year older than me, has a husband and three kids already.”

			“Are you actively trying to meet men?” Dr. K. asked. “What kinds of social activities are you participating in?”

			“None, really,” Bev said pitifully. “I don’t have time, with work and the movement . . .”

			“Well, what about your friend David? You two seem to spend a lot of time together, and I’ve only heard you say positive things about him. Is he someone you could be interested in pursuing a relationship with?”

			Bev was shocked by Dr. K.’s suggestion. “No! Of course not! I mean, we’re just friends. Good friends . . .”

			“Okay, Beverly, I understand. I only meant that, if you’re saying you’re having a hard time meeting people, you may want to look to those closest to you already.”

			“That makes sense, Dr. K. But not David. I just don’t understand why I can’t find the right guy—the perfect guy. I want what Meredith has.”

			Dr. K. nodded. “Of course, but you do have a very noble career and, by your own admission, you are committed to being an active participant in the civil rights movement, which is quite noble as well. Your sister’s in Vietnam now, right?”

			“Um-hmm.” Bev took another draw on her cigarette. “Meredith’s husband works for the Agency for International Development, and they’re in Vietnam while he finishes a two-year tour of duty. But I don’t see how that’s relevant—”

			“Would you be willing to make that kind of sacrifice?” Dr. K. asked, cutting Bev off. “Could you sacrifice the work you’re doing, the work you’re most passionate about, to follow your husband’s dreams? Would that be enough for you?”

			“Absolutely!” Bev shouted without a moment’s hesitation. “If I knew, for sure, that he was wholeheartedly committed to me, to his family, I would most certainly follow him wherever he wanted to go.”

			“And you’re sure about that?”

			“Yes, sir, I am.”
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			By the time Beverly made it home, it was well past six o’clock, and she was exhausted and starving. Her session with Dr. K. had lasted more than an hour, not the thirty minutes she had planned for. She felt it had been productive, though, so she didn’t mind that she had to head back to her office to wade through a mountain of paperwork before she could leave for the day.

			She wasn’t as productive when she got back to work, though, because her mind kept drifting back to Dr. K.’s questions about her relationship with David. Truthfully, things had been a bit strained since their dinner with Mickey and Rita in January. They were still close and saw each other at least once a week, but Bev found herself a bit guarded, intentionally avoiding topics that she thought could incite more anger or sadness or whatever he had been feeling that New Year’s night. And now, as she stood in her kitchen, putting on a pot of coffee, she gave the conversation even more thought.

			Was it possible that she could have deeper feelings for David? Was David boyfriend material? Could she see herself in a long-term relationship with him?

			As she thought about being more than friends with David, she was unable to come up with any reasons why she shouldn’t consider it. By all practical measures, David was a catch. He was tall and strikingly handsome, with dark, searching eyes and lips that looked pillow soft. And he was bright and ambitious and hardworking in a way that reminded her of her father. Best of all, they already knew each other so well, so there wouldn’t be any of that awkward getting-to-know-you phase or a strained first date. But there was one question that she couldn’t shake from her head.

			Had David ever thought of her romantically?

			To that last question, Bev tried searching the furthest corners of her mind for any past interactions that may have conveyed, even in the most subtle sense, that David had romantic feelings for her. She was coming up short. David was kind and caring, and they often shared a warm embrace, but Bev felt she would be exaggerating greatly if she assumed that he had ever had any romantic inclinations toward her.

			But would it matter if he didn’t share her feelings? Would that change how she felt about him?

			Bev shook her head violently, as if to physically discharge the offending thoughts from her mind. David was perfect husband material, sure, but Bev wasn’t certain that he was meant to be her husband.

			Just as she was rummaging through the refrigerator, looking for the leftover chicken fried rice from Mama Po’s that she’d had the night before, Marianne popped into the kitchen.

			“How was Dr. K.?” she asked.

			“Good,” said Bev. “Stayed a little longer than I intended, but it was worth it.”

			“He’s wonderful, isn’t he? I’m scheduled to see him tomorrow, and I can’t wait to talk to him about the new guy I’ve been seeing.”

			Bev ignored her roommate and tried to forget the fact that she’d actually referred Marianne to her own private therapist. Bev had tried to keep Dr. K. to herself, telling Marianne that she was the most well-adjusted person she knew, so she certainly didn’t need therapy, but Marianne had persisted like a spoiled child. Like Bev’s other roommates, Elaine and Barbara, Marianne was in social work. Bev knew she had the same intense need for an objective sounding board for her deepest concerns, so she’d finally relented and passed along Dr. Kleinfeld’s phone number. But that didn’t mean she wanted to hear about Marianne’s sessions with him.

			“Have you seen my Chinese food from last night?” Bev asked.

			“What Chinese food?”

			“Never mind.” Bev opted instead for a turkey sandwich on rye with lettuce and tomato. She could hear the phone ringing from the living room while she was making her dinner, and she was smearing on the last of the Miracle Whip when Marianne shouted her name to tell her it was for her. Bev left her sandwich on the counter and grabbed a cigarette before settling in on the couch next to the phone table.

			“Hello?” No response. “Hello?” Bev said again, as she pressed her ear to the phone, but she could hear little more than someone’s ragged breathing on the other end. Assuming the caller had the wrong number, Bev was just about to hang up when she finally heard a voice.

			“Bev. It’s Rita.”

			“Rita! Hi! How are you?” Bev asked the question, but she immediately knew the answer, as Rita’s soft, strained voice told her clearly that all was not well.

			“I’m . . . I’m okay,” Rita said, almost whispering. “But I’m calling . . . I’m calling . . .”

			“What’s the matter, Rita?” Bev was trying to piece together Rita’s words, but she was having a hard time and growing more anxious and concerned by the second.

			“It’s Mickey, Bev. They can’t find him.”

			Now Bev was really confused. “Who is ‘they,’ Rita? And what do you mean they can’t find him?”

			“They, the authorities, they don’t know where he is. I mean, he’s in Mississippi, but that’s all we know. He’s been missing since the Sunday before last.”

			Bev glanced up at the calendar on the wall. It was June 30 and two Sundays prior was the twenty-first. Nine days and Rita hadn’t heard from her husband. She had no idea where he was or whether he was safe. Bev stopped herself from thinking the worst.

			“What have the police told you?” she asked.

			In between steady tears and some full-out sobs, Rita managed to relay the bits of information that she knew regarding Mickey’s last known whereabouts. She told Bev that while she and Mickey had been working in Mississippi, they were summoned to Ohio to take part in a special training for college students who were going to be taking buses to Mississippi to help register Negroes to vote. They were happy to do it, Rita said, but they were also concerned about the people they were leaving behind.

			Sure enough, after they had been in Ohio a couple of weeks, they got word that Mt. Zion United Methodist Church in Philadelphia, Mississippi, where they had been doing some organizing, was burned to the ground. Naturally, Mickey wanted to go back and check on the church and community members, and Rita encouraged him to. “He had to go back and see those people,” Rita said. “You don’t abandon people who have put themselves at risk.”

			On Saturday, June 20, Mickey left Ohio along with Andrew Goodman, another white civil rights worker, and J. E. Chaney, a Negro man from Mississippi, and headed to Meridian in a blue station wagon. They arrived in Meridian safely, and on Sunday they drove to Philadelphia to see the church. That evening, Rita received the phone call that had turned her world upside down.

			“I’m so sorry,” Bev said, now fighting back her own tears. “But there’s still hope. He’s missing, but he’s not dead. There’s still hope. Don’t worry.”

			There was another long silence on the line, then Rita blew her nose. “You’re right, Bev. You’re right. Please just don’t tell David yet, okay? I don’t want him to worry.”

			Bev declined to mention that David had been worried long before they ever even crossed over the New York state line back in January. “I won’t,” she promised. “And please let me know as soon as you hear something.”

			“Sure, Bev. Thanks for talking. I’ll be in touch soon.”

			Bev hung up the phone and sat in the quiet for a minute, replaying every horrific detail of the conversation she’d just had with Rita. Then she lit the cigarette that was still clutched in her left hand, walked slowly to the kitchen, and threw her sandwich in the trash before heading to bed.
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