The Black Prince

By K.S. Damianos

Translation : Lina Iakovaki

1.

“I have slept with negroes”, Mrs M was telling her husband, “there was a period when I was constantly sleeping with them. I see terror in your eyes, my dear friend, the kind of frightened startle that gives away your dark inner soul a soul that your age, the same as mine, is no longer in capacity to forgive. Listen to me. You should have got used to life a long time ago and stopped being upset by these minor incidents, especially since they have the privilege of being things of to the past”.

Yes, I did sleep with them, a lot of them, all repulsive and vile, like the ones who haunt our nightmares some nights. I hooked my nails to their barbed-wire wavy hair and I felt in my spine the same tingling that one feels when a piece of chalk screams on the blackboard, and for hours in a row I was licking the muck of their bodies overlaid with goo, daring myself to carry disgust a step further, I kissed their swollen lips and dreamt of a tender gazelle in the fangs of blood-thirsty panthers, at night I sharpened my agonies to their white-toothed smiles and I deciphered in their eyes the image of my murder. Yes, I did sleep with them, and they were so close to how we shaped them in our imagination. Whence such terror, such revolt, my dear friend? The flesh is a valuable professor, maybe the best, and surely, yours did not fail to teach you that the most unspeakable desires inhabit us and that they never stop ere they fulfill themselves in one way or another.

Listen to me. It was during a time when I neither could nor would charm you. Your professional obligations absorbed you, you were insensible to everything else, especially to me, maybe I have stopped being a mystery to you, I guess in your eyes I was another territory conquered and classified, another colony, the end of the affair, it is not unlikely that I gave you that impression myself, or should I rather talk about your conjugal indiscretions during the same period or your sexual deviations which, I assure you, did not hurt me in the least and which I would never have reproached you with or ever made the slightest reference to them, as if I ignored them. You always liked concealment and I would have never embarrassed you. I had left you in your sweet lies and I searched one for myself, not in order to avenge myself, there was no reason for that, but to prove your superiority and to be able to face you on equal footing, after all you were yourself, or you were trying to be, nevertheless you were keeping up the appearances, I had to help you with my silence to absolutely become the Other you were, I never had and never will have any right on you, I accept your otherness and your uniqueness, I see my dear friend in our eyes that I disarm you of any claims you might have had on me.

Listen to me. It was early in the morning at the hour when bodies surrendered all night to love are trying to rejoin their body, to measure the bitterness and sweetness of death which they have shared like starved people share the slices of an invisible loaf of bread. At the same hour when a parting is imperially imposed dictating the need never to sever the union, thus revealing the utopia of eternity, the black prince, you will allow me to call by this name all niggers I have slept with, my dear friend, because how can anyone tell a nigger from another, and how not to bestow that title to anyone who has so little to distinguish him from his peers, the black prince, who was searching how to ease  the night inside me, which, after a brilliant night of love, falls between the once united bodies and tears them apart in order to restore the distinction anew and to proclaim separation as the only truth, the black-as-the night prince turned me flat on my belly and sat on me pressing my buttocks with his toned thighs –and it was as if I had got hold of a the forked roots of a hundred-year old plane, where did this image come from, where did all of them come from, I was full of images, I was full of trees, the black prince was rubbing my shoulders, his slack penis was caressing my buttocks’ cleft, -everything that has been said about them is true, our fears are true, they are of a wild cannibal nature, often I wander whether our efforts to humanize them are not all in vain, you see, my dear friend, I admit it despite the risk of seeming controversial, I am full of controversies anyway, frequently, especially after nights like these when some nigger was filling me with jungle, frequently the thought that a radical solution, as far as they were concerned, would be preferable has crossed my mind, I say it straightforwardly even though I know the pleasure you might get by such a confession- the black prince was rubbing my shoulders, my flanks, my buttocks, the black prince said to me……”

 “The skin of white people is strange”, said the black prince, “it records the mark left by the hands as if it wants to capture them. I see my fingers on your skin a long time after I have stopped rubbing. Just like velvet. Are you sure you are a human being?”

“And for a moment I really wondered whether I was one or not”, Mrs. M continued. “A human being! He never used the plural with me. You cannot possibly conceive, my dear friend, the pleasure which can be derived by the singular, the irremediable degradation, almost like an abolition of my essence, of my raison d’ ?tre, through the abolition of manners. At first I refused to validate it, I felt offended, no more than a slut, in no way different than the dirty broad-croup nigger women whom any white redneck can fill, any time he feels like it, with his contempt and his famine, yes my friend, that is how I felt, maybe because the pleasure was so intense that it surpassed me and did not feel like pleasure, all I could fell was falling very low and I could not stand it, originally I could not stand it, so I wanted to be restored to my original position, to regain my rank. Are you familiar with the Chinese knickers? I thought that its uses in our age would be a considerable recreation and I beseech you to think about it, my dear friend, give it a serious thought, we have no longer any contact, we are strangers to each other and our present financial state does not allow us to look for the little pleasures that make life bearable elsewhere, the good old times are definitely gone, we have to make do with what have, you with me and me with you, we have to adapt to our new possibilities which, seen from a certain perspective, makes us equal, you to me and me to you, but principally you to me, to a frustrating degree, we have to recover the difference, the Chinese knickers seem a good solution to me, from every point of view. Your eyes betray your wonder; you certainly ignore what the Chinese knickers may be, unless you pretend to do so by pure prudery. Is it possible that your sophisticated erotic experiences, your unquenchable bulimia have never brought you in contact with the Chinese knickers, this magnificent rubber strap-on phallus, this divine accessory or do you just happen to ignore its name? Do not take the trouble to answer me, it is irrelevant. Listen to me. As strange as it may sound, the singular employed by the black prince, which in the beginning I perceived as a deadly humiliation, led to the Chinese knickers. The latter would become the means that would place me again to the highest position, which would restore me to myself. All my hopes to restore order laid with it. From now on, I want you to address me in the plural, I said to the black prince and he…”

“It’s just you, I do not see anyone else”, he said. “I do not see anything beyond that which can be seen, because it is the only thing to see. You white people, you mix up things a lot, you like digging into them, looking for the truth behind the truth, you are never satisfied, you are full of suspicion, great ideas, illusions, you are full of desert and like the desert you are empty, you are  lie itself, and that is why the world escapes you and you swim from your head to your toes in the shit of sadness”.

“Oh how na?ve he was” sighed Mrs.  M., “na?ve and silly like all negroes. I wore the Chinese knickers and, “from now on, you must address me in the plural”, I said to him. Kneel, I said to him, lower your trousers and kneel. I want to get inside you, to traverse you from one end to the other, to put you into pieces, you miserable nigger you beast, you churl, you savage, I want to initiate you to civilization. He obeyed without hesitation and almost gaily, I am positive about it, his eyes were gleaming with joy, was it because of the singular the use of the Chinese knickers suddenly imposed in my lips, or because of the view of the enormous phallus that would soon invade him headlong?- he lowered his pants and kneeled in front me, he stretched his full ash obediently and opened, , with his broad negro palms his buttock cheeks, I did not even need to ask, he opened them in order to facilitate the invasion for me, -my dear friend, indeed would you please stop staring at me with that deprecatory look? If you want to tell me how twisted I am, please do not take the trouble, I am well aware of that, I have come in terms with it, yes, I am absolutely twisted, I am vicious to the core, I am consistent with my origin and my age, I am consistent with history itself, or are you annoyed by my vocabulary? Sometimes I digress, it is true, come, he said.” 

“Come” said the black prince, “get in my mine and dig deeply, explode my guts with your dynamite, you will find inside me priceless diamonds, I kept them tightly for you, you will find inexhaustible gold mines, invaluable fortunes, they are all for you, all my treasures are for you, they can feed whole countries forever and ever, come.”

“I see the doubt in your eyes, my dear friend”, smiled condescendingly Mrs M. “I understand you. I justify you. The ease with which I imposed my will to the black prince is indeed hardly believable. I find it hard to believe myself what happened and that it happened so easily. His eagerness to do as I bade him, his genuine joy when I fiercely pushed the phallus like a ram to break into his mine, as he called this dark tunnel, his cries of rapture, his incomprehensible mumbling, -surely in his mother tongue, similar to the language of the beasts- , when I was nailing him and coming and going inside him in a frenzy, all these now seem unbelievable and do not make sense when compared to the image of the negro such as we usually perceive him, but the truth is always very different from our imagination and our misconceptions concerning things are not rare indeed. His submission was perfect, his pleasure was indescribable, and as for his roar when he ejaculated… It was as if a mine had gone off under my feet, I was violently swept back, and I found support in the iron bed frame so as to get back on my feet again, the black prince was trembling, he was throbbing and laughing, crying, hallucinating in his ecstasy he put his arms around my buttocks and put the phallus in his mouth, studded as it was with the black diamonds of the mine, it had lost its pink aspect, he put it in his mouth and was licking it just like a starving dog licking a bone thrown at it, just like a man in love does with the absence of his beloved, just like a believer with his God. And I was covered with diamonds, my hands, my belly, my breasts, they were all studded with the river of diamonds flowing from his insides, I was covered in them up to my hair. What a tremendous moment! What a tremendous revelation. These repulsive black daemons, these untamed beasts, were born to be slaves, they are slaves even when they are free, that is the problem, not theirs but ours. Because what is the worth of what is conquered without resistance, and what is it exactly that we conquer when what we conquer in reality only asks to be conquered? You cannot imagine, my dear friend, my anger and my frustration, you cannot possibly imagine my horror when I realized that I was toiling for the black prince’s pleasure all along and that my personal profit from this affair consisted only of the image of the pleasure I have given and of these horrible diamonds which I could not even keep wearing or give them to someone else. If, at least, I could dispose of a real phallus… I felt used, and it was true, I became, without my consent, an accessory to their interests. A veil of sadness came over me and became my shroud. I was longing for the black princes’ singular, I was longing for the degradation and annihilation the use of singular had brought forth, I was jealous of the nigger women of the broad croup working in the plantations, I was jealous of all creatures who worshiped baseness, but I had already chosen my position, I could not possibly retreat. When I understood my mistake, it was too late. Their submission genuine and perfect, that absolute submission which in itself sufficient to crown a prince had me submitted for good. What would you say my dear friend if I were to try the Chinese knickers on you, right now?”

