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An Archive of 20th Century Sado-Masochism: Letters to The Black Knight (1975-1983)

[Northampton, Massachusetts]: (1975-1983) $6000
A remarkable collection of nearly 30 love letters (including ve photographs) sent by a Baptist minister from Massachusetts to his elder lover:

The Black Knight. The letters document in graphic and loving detail their illicit Sado-Masochistic affair that began in the spring of 1975 and
continued through to the spring of 1982. All but one has the original mailing envelope, near ne. Most of the letters are holographs written in the
pastor s attractive calligraphic hand, including two elaborately illustrated by him. All are well-written, indicative of a highly educated man from an
established Dutch-American family, and in nearly all of the letters he writes with unconstrained passion of his insatiable love, spiritual and physical,
and of his desperate need to be sexually enslaved and brutalized by his Almighty Regent  my Black Knight of infamous mystic stirrings. Included
are two early albumen prints (family portraits), and three contemporary color photographs taken at the height of their affair, showing the pastors
Church, the pastor and the elderly Black Knight, and the Black Knight seated in his apartment. As it appears likely that the pastor was married at the
time of the affair (he fathered children, and played an active leadership role in The American Baptist Churches of Massachusetts throughout his 35-
year ministry), the names of both men have been withheld.

In the rst letter from November 1975, the pastor writes of his gratitude for the miracle of our friendship ~ what a great loss it would have been
for me if you had never spoken to me that day! In the next three letters from December, he expresses his joy upon its sexual consummation: |
think you know something of my feelings and saw for yourself how swelled I get when we are together My life has been a long wretched winter
with dismal decembers and frozen februaries my bud had been tightly closed in hibernation ~ But with you  the sun of life embraces and
encompasses me  and I soar with heights of joy and profound surrender to this new birth you cause to come eruptingly alive in me. Four days
later, he writes at length of his desire: to be bound in chains, lying before you in utter bondage  that you may strike me, whip me, vanquish me,
spread me out and bind me, compress my pulsating body with any weapon to the point that | sway and swoon and reel under the gravity of your
brute force. Then I will be entirely enslaved and your enthralled bondsman which | want so much to be (and not just poetically, but fully physically,
my dear [Black Knight] oh, how I do to the very point it pains me.) | hope this does not sound repugnant to you



Most of the next fourteen letters and cards from 1976-1977 are wild with passion as the pastors darkest wishes are realized: Last week | knew more
than ever the wondrous power of your love as you were so tyrannically bold and masterful with me  so potent and controlling with my manhood
and heaving breast ~ Oh, my dear, can you not see how welcomed your hurting me is? Chain me to the oor and see me crawl and beg for it again

Throughout them all he writes movingly and philosophically of his eternal love for the other. He often asks to be bound to a tree and beaten:
And there, curbed and restricted by those binding fetters, you would at last truly see before you to joy and elation and love which is so deep in my
heart. Yes, there you would see bound to that tree the one who now humbly writes to you of his deepest yearnings to be made real.

In November of 1977, what begins as a short note of Thanksgiving for 32 months of knowing you, turns into a long, densely typed card: my
world is such a beautiful place because of you, my Black Knight of infamous mystic stirrings 1 so cherish your persistence to thrust profoundly
into my pulsating and wanting chasm  to know the wonders of your consummating touch  so that the love ow of my pulsating manhood will at
once be delivered of its prison and ascend to its heights We can only presume that their relationship proceeded thus throughout 1978, as there is
only one Valentines Day card from that year af rming their love.

It is not until the following year, just before Valentines Day in 1979, that the pastor, afraid that our beautiful relationship is dying, is compelled
to create an elaborate, hand-designed formal missive, instructing his Master to please read the typed letter before opening the enclosed envelope:
Enclosed you will nd a letter it is a serious one; very, very, serious  If you do not take it seriously, if you laugh at it or treat it with your usual
joking way, | fear that something of dire consequences may occur ~ The greatest fear | have is that you will laugh at what | say and that you will call
me and laugh. | cannot stand to hear this! The enclosed letter, sealed in an envelope with a color pen and ink drawing of a masked Black Knight
consists of ve folded pages written in this best calligraphic hand, wherein he implores his Master: to curb this shocking misconduct of mine and
impose upon me Your most repressive restraint on me O that i may be bound by the most severely restraining chains and locks before You and
subjected to Your most extreme abasement.

Exactly what misconduct he was guilty of we do not know, and it is not clear when exactly their affair ended. However, it seems likely that the

pastor had gotten married. In the following six letters, consisting of two cards from 1980 and four cards from 1982, he expresses only his yearning,
culminating in a series of three cards sent for Valentines Day, and a nal birthday card in July 1982: If waiting was a crime, we would be imprisoned
for life. The last two letters sent in 1983 make it clear that he went back to being a sexually conventional pastor. Both contain photocopied circular
letters distributed to members of his congregation: an itinerary, and travelogue of his trip to the Holy Land. The itinerary contains a handwritten
note thanking his former Master for his generous contribution toward the trip; in the typed travelogue, he expresses his gratitude to an anonymous
donor that enabled him to nance his wifes way too: for there was so much to see and experience; what | was missing on one side [she] was taking
in on the other. A provocative and moving correspondence, written by a beloved pastor known for his joy and compassion, and his commitment to
those on the margins of society. [BTC# 390508]
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