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Black Queen

You are angst-driven, guilt-ridden, church burdened, and Mama worrying. Your Grandmother sees her grandmother in your legs and the way you walk. She wags her tongue and predicts you will never marry. Aunt Sister tells your Mama, “I told you not to let that boy’s hair grow down his back when he was a baby. He weren’t no baby Jesus then and he ain’t one now!”

School was one long lesson in vocabulary words—sissy, fag, punk, and cocksucker.  You dreamed of cutting off Mr. Sims’ hands years after fourth grade when he slammed the chalk down after writing those words next to your name. No boys ever chose you for Kickball again. Revenge wasn’t your Mama cussing him out. Revenge happened at the spa (Man’s Country) when you were eighteen.  You recognized the penguin shuffle and the big belly pregnant with gas and old age. You took a shit, barely wiped, went to Sims’ room and let him lick your ass, suck your dick, and paw at your nipples for hours. His wheezing breath put you in a trance.  You pretended you were a pharaoh being served by the lowest of slave.  When the sun’s razor bright rays cut through the skylight above your head, you whispered your name in his ear.  But you didn’t stop there.  You mailed a letter to his church and to his wife, the wedding ring you stole from his pocket. “Vengeance is mine says the Lord.”  Baby, you were the “Lord” at eighteen.  

Men loved you so, they hung you on a cross in the “Dark Room” where they worshiped you for the next twenty years. They ate of your ass and drank of your piss.  Their tests came back in bold red letters marked “positive.” But you lived.
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YOU ARE THIRTY-NINE now. Office bitches at the job run their chops because you ain’t throwing them no lines or looking at their asses. Your cupcakes outsell theirs at the Christmas Fundraiser.  You’ve hit the rainbow ceiling, rising just above the mailroom.  But the white boys that hit the punk strip on Saturday nights are all VPs.  They roar past you in yellow coupes with the blackest “DMX” looking niggas by their side. With your brown skin and wavy black hair, you’re not black enough. 

What’s left after you pay the rent, you drink.  You maxed out your credit card five years ago trying to do Memorial Day in DC—almost got you some dick on that trip, but the dude fell asleep. He woke the next morning and pulled his drawers up before you could get on your knees. You buy yourself a used Lexus. You ride with your head as high as Mars until the repo man bursts your bubble.

You wake one day with hemorrhoids flaring and a flat tire. You envy the tire.  At least, it got poked. You live for the next house party, hoping that someone brings their cute cousin from LA, New York, Chicago, or even Nebraska. Somebody does. He’s high yellow from Mississippi with teeth shining like a string of pearls. Your fellow Queen Vultures descend. There’s just so much high yellow cousin to go around. 

All you want to do is catch his gray eye for validation’s sake. Your Kenneth Cole shirt ain’t enough. He winks at you and smiles. You walk on the clouds until a Queen Vulture says she saw High Yellow Cousin taking twelve inches up his ass in some hole in the wall joint in New Orleans. Another bottom girl like you? Damn! You are deflated. What can two queens do for one another?

You’re at the gym daily trying to keep thirty plus years of living from outgrowing your size thirty-one jeans.  But the thirties are running away from you, baby.  Boys are guessing your age almost to the T.  The thirty-one jeans scream, “thirty-three please!” You’ve gone from six phone numbers a night to two a month—if you’re lucky. You bought boxes of “cute little cards” printed with your name and phone number (the baby’s butt motif is just the ticket the queen at the print shop told you) and you still have boxes leftover. You presented one card to a long-lost friend with such flourish, half the club heard you pontificating like the Queen of England, “That’s my number! Call me, Dahling!”

You try the spa again. Mr. Sims is dead.  (You wiped your ass with his obituary.) You wrap yourself in your “Angelic White“ Martha Stewart Home bath towel and float next to the jism sticky walls. Eyes disturbed by the lines in your face, drop to the floor. But you strike gold—you think. A Spanish accent invites you to his cubby hole for “cake and cream.” Just when the “nicca” was opening the door, two college age boys black as sable cats, slim as gazelles, and hung like Colts, walk by leading a parade of tented towels and tongues hanging from mouths. Your “nicca” with the Spanish accent joins the parade.

You had you a man briefly. Well, it was for eight years—Millennium for gay lovers. He had a job when you met him. You both dreamed of picket fence domesticity.  You yoked yourself to a thirty-year mortgage. At the housewarming, you caught him patting the ass of somebody’s friend. A week later, you found him dining on that ass on top of the new Calvin Klein bed ensemble, the day after he declared he was a man and would never eat your ass and nobody else’s ass. 

You closed your eyes to all his enigmas and psychosis. His dick was so big it blinded you. He lost his job and became a “househusband.” You worked; he whored.  The bedroom was his kitchen.  When he wasn’t drunk, he battered more cakes than Betty Crocker. You came home to cold pots and a hotbed reeking of sex funk.  You quietly stopped paying the mortgage. The sheriff hauled him clad in his dotted polka drawers and all the furniture to impoundment storage. Whiskey and coke wouldn’t let him get out of bed. Today, you imagine him still locked away in the storage shed—his teeth the color of shit and the polka dot drawers hanging on his bleached bones.

Substance is what you’re seeking at your age, you lie to the men in the Men’s Rap Group. Their handclaps validate your lies. After the meeting, you cruise the corners looking for substantial dicks. 

Was it always this way? Once there were dreams of Buicks and a wife who cooked; of children who danced and shouted, “Daddy!” as you drove up the half circle driveway in front of a good house of red bricks. Then came that Mr. Rucker, who lived next door to the house, your parents bought to “get outta these slums.” 

All your dreams ended in visions of Mr. Rucker. To his face everyone was singsong pleasant, waving and smiling as he tended his garden and offered his tomatoes. Topless, blond, and bronzed, he was God, who gave offerings instead of receiving them. His blessings were boundless to the black boys racing their bikes down Mountbatten Street in the “white” neighborhood. 

Your parent’s plan was to immerse you in white goodness—white schools, clean white stores, manicured white parks, white homes with two bathrooms and a built-in oven.  They didn’t expect to encounter the “too friendly” Mr. Rucker with his curvaceous red drapes framing his large picture window, through which all could see him dressed in nothing but white briefs, as he vacuumed. His was the only house with a white picket fence. Behind Rucker’s back his name was “Sissy.”

“Why don’t he sell his house to some negroes, like the rest of these peckerwoods is trying to do,” Your parents and other parents asked. 

When Mr. Rucker gave his backyard parties, the windows in your room that looked out into his yard were locked down tight, even in the summer heat.  The shades were drawn and a thick blanket nailed over the window.  Any peeking would have earned you a switch across the ass.  But you did peek one early Sunday morning when the sky was shedding its midnight blues.  Mr. Rucker stood butt naked and pissing all over his garden. The piss flowed from his big red dick like a fountain. Your ten-year-old mouth opened in shock before an unsettling yearning began to gnaw in your loins. You knew not to mention this scene to your mother, not for fear of her switch, but in your heart, you wanted to keep seeing him. 

He moved away shortly afterward. His friends were refusing to come into the changing neighborhood of ashy black boys running around shirtless playing king of the mountain on top of old cars dotting rutted lawns.  The vision of Mr. Rucker has stayed with you. Even now when a man pisses in your toilet loud and brash, you bite the back of your hand and say, “Do Jesus.” After Rucker, you knew there would never be children dancing around any Buick you drove.
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YOU BUY A COMPUTER so you can e-mail relatives scattered all over and to see if you can make some extra money—the usual excuses Queens give for investing in technology. 

Vaguely you remember someone saying just type “dick” under search.  You do it one night after convincing yourself you just want to see what repulsive disgusting filth other queens are seeing on the Internet.  

After “dick” in the search engine, you discover Gay.com, Adam4Adam, and BlackgayChat. 

Relatives’ e-mails, unanswered accumulate in folders.  

“Business Opportunity” emails are deleted without opening. 

A friend scans your picture—the one taken two years ago when you were at that House Party in your sheer black see-through that you ordered from International Male. 

After a hundred tries, you figure out that upload is the opposite of download and wow your “pic” is on the net. The queen vultures crow about all the “hot boys” that are going to be hitting your line.

“Girl, I met this one boy that was...” he measures what looks like the length of a loaf of bread, “and thick as” ...You remember the hoe handle in your Daddy’s garage that you lathered with Vaseline and...well we won’t go there, except
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