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  AUTHOR’S PREFACE




  The Case of the Missing Piano




  NEW YORK IS A SOMBER CITY, one of perpetual turmoil.




  Restless, striving, beautiful, impressive, dangerous, cruel, full of calumny and rivalry.




  I did not realize its intense competitiveness when I was a child. Rather, I found wonder in each new discovery — museums, concerts, theaters, books, and parks.




  Only when I was thirteen did my parents show me my clippings, press releases, and inform me that I had a career for the past nine years.




  Before then, I had played for enjoyment, without realization of the weighty importance of each concert. As soon as I knew, I felt a sense of responsibility about each appearance, which precluded enjoyment, and opened the door to anxieties and nervous apprehension.




  I even felt anxious, at thirteen, when I heard the New York Philharmonic Young People’s Orchestra, under the direction of Rudolph Ganz, give the first performance of my symphonic tone poem, “Manhattan Nocturne.”




  “They’re playing it too slow!” I thought, in anguish to myself at the rehearsal, and though this was remedied at the performance, I lived years of self-torture listening to each note. One can never enjoy hearing others play a work one has written, for one goes through in one’s mind, as the music spins out, all the torments one underwent during the composition: the uncertainties, confusion, anger, months of revision, and hundreds of wee morning hours spent laboriously copying out scores and parts. My teacher, Otto Cesana, always insisted that I copy scores and parts of my orchestral works myself, so I would realize the significance of it.




  Composition, to me, recalls a series of thousands of hours of “copying out,” replete with such horrifying moments as when one suddenly realizes one has just copied five pages of the Flute II part on Oboe I line, or forgot to transpose ten measures of the A Clarinet. Then out must come razor blade, glue, and scissors again.




  On a fine July morning the following year, I arrived with my mother at the back entrance of Lewisohn Stadium for the one and only rehearsal I would have with Thor Johnson, the conductor, and the New York Philharmonic Orchestra for my orchestral debut that evening.




  A worried stage manager met us and announced that no piano had been delivered from Steinway Hall. The Stadium Society, which had been in constant touch with us, had forgotten to order it, or to tell us to do so. He added that it was impossible now to order a piano because Steinway Hall was closed on Saturday, and besides, the unions did not permit Saturday deliveries.




  We did find a small, battered piano in the wings, used by City College students for rallies, and it was rolled out for the rehearsal. Mr. Johnson and the men of the orchestra entered into the spirit of the adventure, and we optimistically went through my concerto. At the same time, my mother was making frantic telephone calls. Through mutual friends, she located Mr. Theodore Steinway just fifteen minutes before his departure for Europe. He graciously agreed to order his watchman at the store to have Rubenstein’s favorite instrument ready for the truck; but he said that his contract with the union did not allow him to request delivery.




  Fortunately, my mother recalled that Mother Josephine Morgan, my first harmony teacher at Manhattanville College and Convent of the Sacred Heart (which was just across the street from the Stadium), had a family in the trucking business. She contacted Mother Morgan who promised to do her best.




  The piano arrived just before concert time, too late for me to try it. The people were already cued up to buy tickets.




  I stood trembling in the wings while the orchestra performed my scherzo, “Rumpelstiltskin.” Then I walked to the open piano, painfully aware that the Stadium was full. The “Saint Saens Concerto in G Minor” opens with a fateful, passionate series of arpeggios. Playing them, I forgot everything else.




  Afterwards, Jean Tennyson, Gladys Swarthout, Carl Van Vechten, Deems Taylor and many others embraced me; and hundreds of young people walked me the short distance home. There was a party, but I was too stunned to enjoy it.




  Next day, to my surprise, the reviews were glowing.




  In 1953 and 1954, I gave Town Hall recitals, and in July 1955, reappeared at Lewisohn Stadium with Thomas Scherman conducting. Seven months later, I flew from Spain to New York to play with the Brooklyn Philharmonia under Siegfried Landau, in a Gershwin-Copland Festival. At Idlewild Airport, my practice keyboard, which I had carried everywhere, was stolen. However, I had a new one made in two sections which could fold up and was much easier to handle. That October, I gave my third Town Hall recital.




  In June 1959, after a world tour, I made my Carnegie Hall recital debut. It was a benefit for the Church of the Master to help build a Youth Center on West 122nd Street, drawing a large, colorful, and international audience.




  Among our sponsors were the United Nations ambassadors from Liberia, the Philippines, and Korea; the consuls of France, Belgium, Dominican Republic, and Haiti; members of United Nations delegations from Nationalist China, Ghana, Lebanon, Britain and Malaya.




  Among the prominent New York sponsors were Colonel Archibald Roosevelt, Spruille Braden, Alfred Kohlberg, Reverend James Robinson, Dr. and Mrs. Max Yergan, Roy Cohn, Bishop R. Lawson, Monsignor Cornelius Drew, J. Raymond Jones, Roy Wilkins, Elmer Carter, Clarence Holte, the Richard E. Webbs, Lester Grangers, Edgar Hendersons, and George Meares; Doctors Vernon Ayer, J. B. Matthews, Leslie Allen, Cecil Marquez, Arthur Grieg, and Arthur Gellis; Mesdames A. A. Austin, Carolyn Mitchell, Ellen Dammond, Regina Andréws, Frances Anderson, Leonard Bernstein, The Musical Art Group, and delegations from three unions. Elegant Fania Marinoff and Carl Van Vechten had front seats. Carlo applauded vigorously after each group; at seventy-nine, he was the most distinguished looking man there. Old friends like Captain William Spears, Henry Steigner, Deems Taylor, Laura Jane Musser, and Joyce Cooper made me forget I had just risen from a hospital bed after an attack of tropical virus contracted in Africa.




  Marion Preminger, radiant and beautiful, came backstage accompanied by Charles Ross, who was carrying a huge package. I unwrapped it wonderingly. It was a bust of Dr. Albert Schweitzer! A gift from Marion.




  The management reported that we had the largest audience for classical music of the season, with a box office of $7,000.




  Outside, New York is hard and pitiless. But if you can reach its heart, you find it to be warm and generous.




  Then my friends urged me to write a book. It seemed an intriguing idea — to try to share one’s experiences with others. Little did I realize the difficulties! I had always kept a diary. It would be a simple thing, I thought, just to transcribe it. I soon discovered my mistake. A book is as different from a diary as a concerto is from a collection of songs.




  I decided that if it was to have any value, it would have to show me as I was at the time of the experience, not after I had thought it out. That is, not always wise, and sometimes very foolish.




  It could not be consecutive. Tours are not straight lines but mazes.




  Since I had to learn about life on the run, the form would have to be looser than a sonata, yet held together. I beg the reader’s indulgence for the way I worked it out. (And for so much use of the personal pronoun.)




  This book is a series of snapshots of adventure, of exotic people, ideas, and scenes caught swiftly in passing.




  Wherever I traveled, people confided their intimate lives to me, as if they were still puzzled themselves by what had happened. I listened eagerly, often shocked but fascinated. This was my college education. It all helped me form a more accurate picture of life.




  To protect identities, a few names have been changed.




  This is how I have lived for over a decade, in sixty countries, in black and white moods, among black and white people, and with my only permanent companion, a black and white keyboard.■




  —Philippa Duke Schuyler




  FOREWORD




  My Recollection of an Extraordinary Artist




  THE EXACT DATE ESCAPES ME. I do know it was some time in 1938 that cbs telephoned to ask if I would go on the “We, the People” program to interview a remarkable six-year-old pianist and composer named Philippa Schuyler. Now various painful experiences in the past had caused me to view child prodigies with dark suspicion. They almost invariably turned out to be little monsters who, by threats or promises, had managed to attain an extraordinary digital dexterity. They could play fast, heaven knows, and they could play loud. But of what we roughly call “soul” there was little if any trace. And why should there be? Only by a miracle could a six-year-old possess the emotional and intellectual depth of a mature artist.




  But then I thought, “Oh, well, if it will make CBS happy, I’ll go along. Thank God she isn’t a violinist. At least she’ll play in tune, the piano permitting.” So I went to the studio, and the moppet and I gravely discussed this and that, and she played me some of her own works, and some by other composers. And at the close of the broadcast, as she and I faced the studio audience, a small hand tucked confidingly in my own, I suddenly realized something. “Why?” I thought to myself, “This is no infant. This is a born musician.” The miracle had happened.




  This discovery of her extraordinary talents was not exactly what a reporter would call a “beat,” as I found out when I began to explore her past. She is the child of a mixed marriage — a Negro newspaper man and a white Texan. Her mother had taught her to read and write simple words by the time she was two-years-old. When news of this was noised abroad it provoked an amusing reaction in educational circles. Some of the educators seemed to feel that for an infant to perform such a feat was vaguely indecent. Columbia’s Teachers’ College heartily disapproved of such goings on. Tested at New York University, she was found to have an I.Q. of 185 and an E.Q. (educational quotient) of 200. This promptly brought a warning that she would turn into a lopsided bookworm. Whereupon she further annoyed the pedagogues by studying piano and musical composition. By the time she was four she had composed ten pieces, thus breaking Mozart’s record of only one at that age. Then began a series of “firsts” never equaled by children of Negro ancestry.




  At five, she played her first public recital at Fuld Hall in Newark, New Jersey, and was a regular fixture at NBC. At seven and eight she was playing her own works at the New York World’s Fair. She graduated from grammar school at ten, finishing the course in three years and down-graded by her teachers so as not to discourage the other girls. At twelve she won first and second prizes in a contest for young composers sponsored by Wayne University, in Detroit, took the trip alone to receive them, and heard the Detroit Symphony Orchestra play her “Manhattan Nocturne,” which she had orchestrated herself. Soon after that she made her debut as a concert soloist, playing the “Saint-Saens Second Piano Concerto” with the New York Philharmonic. On the same program was an orchestral work of her own, “Rumpelstiltskin.” At fourteen she repeated the performance with the Boston Pops Orchestra.




  By this time she was a full-fledged performer, with agents making noises like concert tours. Her parents, however, refused to commercialize her talent. She did play concert and recital dates; but any money they yielded went either to charity or to pay for her piano lessons. She was fortunate in having for her teacher Gaston Dethier, the famous Belgian organist and pianist, who devoutly believed in her genius, and gave his time unsparingly.




  “We kept her non-commercial,” writes her mother, “as long as she was in her teens. She has been allowed to be independent, to travel alone. We were fortunate in being able to give her more than money or position. We gave her an intellectual and artistic companionship. That was our gift to her. We had nothing else, but we gave that lovingly and freely.”




  One striking feature of her career is the fact that even as a child — meaning six-years-old — she was always taken seriously by the critics. When she was fourteen, the New York World Telegram remarked, “The talk of the town this morning is Philippa Schuyler. Both as a performer and a composer she demonstrated enough talent to last her for a long lifetime. She is the kind of wunderkind who will grow with the years.”




  Or, as Frank Perkins of the New York Herald Tribune put it, “Miss Schuyler has been well known since very early childhood for her musical and intellectual attainments, and has also impressed her listeners as an adult artist.”




  One of her intellectual attainments you will soon discover: she writes delightfully. Among her other virtues is her ability to convey the mood, the feel of a place or a person in a sentence or two. Consider these:




  

    ICELAND: “The glassy dawn sky was dismal. It hovered like a stigma over the shroud-like earth.”

  




  

    STOCKHOLM: “One had to pay extra for baths, of course.”

  




  

    COPENHAGEN: “The sparkling atmosphere, the rich good food, the sight of hundreds of bicycle-riders pedaling to work each morning.”

  




  

    HELSINGFORS: “One was ever conscious of the proximity of Russia.”

  




  

    SCANDINAVIA: “I decided that it was essential to be hearty in Scandinavia. One must either drink, commit suicide, go mad or be hearty.”

  




  

    SURINAM: “Tiny red ants crawl like sinister bloody veils over everything. I smashed a cockroach as big as a mouse.”

  




  

    RIVER CONGO: “Wearily it flushes into the Atlantic Ocean.”

  




  Like most front rank artists, she has a sense of humor, “The orchestral parts of the Gershwin concerto were very heavy. I decided to put them in my sweater, so as not to have to pay excess baggage. When I got on the plane, everyone was most sympathetic about my ‘condition’.” I also recommend for your perusal the tale of the hotel with one air-conditioned room, the fight with the ants in Usumbura, and the antelope that got a doctor’s degree.




  You will find comparatively little about music in this book. That seems like an odd omission at first; but it is a logical one. The author is interested in people and places, where she went, what she saw, and what she learned. And she obviously likes to write about them. So there is little room for music. Why should there be? For after all, she is music.■




  —Deems Taylor




  INTRODUCTION




  Playing the Notes: A 21st Century
Introduction to Philippa Duke Schuyler’s
Adventures in Black and White




  Tara Betts




  A SENSE OF PLAYFULNESS inhabits her notes. Among the scant recordings on YouTube, Philippa Duke Schuyler’s technical skill as a pianist is clear, and at times almost cheerful and bubbly. I imagine Philippa at a polished black Steinway in an elegant gown and plunking the keys lightly, yet with certainty. Some of these recitals are followed by enthusiastic applause. Considering that Philippa was noted as one of America’s first interracial celebrities, we might think that her story would hold a more prominent place by now, especially in this cultural moment where more and more children and celebrities claim a range of experiences yet still experience the brunt of racism. Philippa’s story becomes even more timely, not just as an accomplished person who might reflect the experiences of marginalized people, but as someone whose brief life documented a key moment in America’s past. Her name recurs in brief stories about interracial celebrities and in the far too few existing histories of Black women composers. Most of Schuyler’s life and accomplishments are documented in the assiduous notes and tributes by her parents, Josephine Codgell and George S. Schuyler.




  Her parents both had their own individual stories that made them interesting figures in their own rights. Josephine, a bold, blonde heiress to a wealthy Texas oil family who had lived a bohemian life as a painter and figure model, and she wrote as well. She left one lover in San Francisco to follow her artistic pursuits in New York City, where she read the works of George Schuyler, a journalist at the black left-wing publication The Messenger.




  On July 27, 1927, Josephine met George at his office to express her admiration for his writing, the two struck up a long conversation that began their courtship. Shortly thereafter, they were living together. They married in early 1928. The Schuylers made their home in Sugar Hill at 321 Edgecombe Avenue, where Philippa was born on August 2, 1931. Josephine did not tell her family that she married a black man, much less had a child with one, for years. A blatant contradiction revealed itself later. Her father kept a black mistress for decades and one of her brothers provided for a black daughter. Josephine kept her secret, presumably because white men were permitted to sexually exploit black women, while white women must be pure and protected — an ideology that pervaded the justification for lynching that were still occurring in record numbers in the United States.




  Josephine kept detailed daily journals of Philippa’s progress and included press clippings in these notes. These very journals, which were revealed to her as part of carefully engineered upbringing horrified Philippa and inevitably became one of the reasons why Philippa tried to break away from her family and declare some sort of independence. A child like Philippa made people feel hopeful about possibilities during the Depression, but she was also only two- years-old when award-winning pianist and composer Florence Beatrice Price became the first African American woman to have her work, namely “Symphony in E Minor” performed by a major symphony at the Chicago Symphony Orchestra in 1933. There are not many more who have been able to duplicate this success.




  Celebrated as a child prodigy who won spelling bees at age two and wrote musical compositions and poems as early as age four, Philippa was often featured in newspapers and even interviewed on television, which highlighted her conversational grace and her performances. She was often compared to Shirley Temple, and black girls all over the country dressed like Philippa in organdy dresses with big ribbons in their hair. Philippa won numerous New York piano competitions several times. At a certain point, Philippa was banned from some of those competitions so other young pianists would have the opportunity to win. When Philippa was age twelve, her composition “Manhattan Nocturne” was performed at the Detroit Symphony Orchestra and at the New York Philharmonic Orchestra. At age fourteen, she played with the New York Philharmonic and the Boston Symphony. When she performed at the 1939 World’s Fair, they named that day of the fair after her. Philippa performed at Carnegie Hall in April 1945 and made her much later debut at Town Hall in 1953.




  Although George was often traveling away as a correspondent journalist, Philippa and her father were fond of each other. Philippa’s childhood was filled with a parade of African American intellectuals and artists. Carl Van Vechten, who captured the cover image of this volume, was Philippa’s godfather. Even Mayor Fiorello La Guardia was a regular visitor at the Schuyler home, and he was completely charmed by the precocious, talented Philippa. George, and especially Josephine, closely managed Philippa’s childhood and career so intensely that eventually Philippa did begin to assert herself. Philippa’s rigorous piano practices had a range of teachers and much tutelage to allow for her performance schedule, so she often spent more time with adults than children her own age. As Philippa grew older, it also became clear that her parents’ ideas about “hybrid vigor” that related to plants, and not necessarily to people with parents of different races, did not cohere with race relations of that time or the present day.




  The premise of race mixing creating heartier, superior people is not something readily proven, and as Philippa matured white members of her audiences dwindled considerably. This disappearance, and overall lack of acknowledgment in her home country of America, inevitably took its toll. As readers of Adventures in Black and White will see, Philippa performed for the leaders of countries all over the world—most notably Ethiopia’s Haile Selassie and many others. However, Philippa did note that the President of the United States never requested a performance from her. There were only six presidents during her lifetime, and several with more than two terms (Herbert Hoover, Franklin Roosevelt, Harry Truman, Dwight D. Eisenhower, John F. Kennedy, Lyndon B. Johnson). Not one of them ever invited her to perform.




  Philippa found herself breaking away from her parents’ regimentation in a vocal manner for several reasons. One was her mother’s reliance on her for companionship and income. As George spent more time away from home and she was not employed herself, she was basically working as Philippa’s stage mother. That controlling presence and the shift to her audiences becoming almost entirely black and Quaker disenchanted her willingness to pursue a career as a pianist. Philippa’s writing was one area of her life that may have been managed with far less rigidity. Eventually, Philippa asserted herself. She forbade her father from writing about her life, and insisted that she be allowed to travel alone. Once Philippa began traveling more, she spent less and less time in the United States and constructed a new identity for herself as Felipa Monterro. Although she was passing in some contexts, this identity could have also been a way for Philippa to construct herself as distinct from her parents and expectations that people had for her as a pianist, especially as she traveled. The writing was another matter.




  Her parents provided an intellectually stimulating environment that any child could have used to their benefit as a writer later in life. Some called it eccentric because of their raw food diet, structured schedules, and constant documentation. Philippa’s second half of life as a writer marks her break from her parents, documents her travels, and finally expresses her sense of autonomy in several books—namely, Adventures in Black and White (1960), Who Killed the Congo? (1962), Jungle Saints: Africa’s Heroic Catholic Missionaries (1963), Kingdom of Dreams (co-authored with her mother Josephine in 1966), and the posthumously published Good Men Die (1969). These titles have long been out of print until now.




  Philippa’s first book Adventures in Black and White, reprinted here for the first time in decades, embodies her expression as a young adult woman. In her archives, there is a novelized version of what became the book you are holding now. Adventures in Black and White, a memoir and a travelogue, documents her travels as a pianist as she explores a life that most women then could not have imagined. Some still fantasize about such a life in the twenty-first century. 




  Throughout her travels, she meets a variety of worldly intellectuals. Philippa elaborates on ornate dresses and cheongsams that she wears and describes in detail some of the luxurious and less than lush locales that she encounters with poetic sensibility. She narrowly escapes several attempted sexual assaults and performs at Marion Preminger’s (former wife of Hollywood’s Otto Preminger) leper colony in Hawaii. Although this book also captures her burgeoning interests in the music of “her homeland,” Philippa also witnesses and documents the traumatizing ritual of female circumcision, decades before Alice Walker and Pratibha Parmar’s 1993 book Warrior Marks or Fauziya Kassindja’s 1998 autobiography Do They Hear You When You Cry? Reading this young woman’s testimony about the hard, unpaid labor of women around the globe, even though it only appears in brief descriptions, is so telling about how far the rights of women as workers have yet to evolve. Then there are moments when Philippa seems unaware of the politics of certain countries, especially Trujillo’s violent tyranny over the Dominican Republic and the Haitian people or the malaise induced in European countries post-World War II. Part of this certainly relates to her right-wing politics evident in some of her interviews and her writing. Still, her story bridges an interesting timeframe—the bounty of Harlem Renaissance intelligentsia, and Philippa’s adulthood coincided with the growing consciousness of the Civil Rights Movement, Black Power, and the anti-war sentiment against Vietnam. She is also a figure engaging a host of issues that are still salient for women of color today.




  In Katherine Talalay’s book Composition in Black and White, some critics discounted her disciplined craft and abilities and chalked them up to being too forceful or intuitive, a heavy-handed criticism that often plagues astounding black female athletes like tennis players Serena and Venus Williams or figure skater Surya Bonaly. Talalay’s Composition in Black and White is the one comprehensive biography about Philippa Duke Schuyler, which elaborates on her parents in more detail. Talalay’s book relies heavily on interviews with surviving acquaintances, the papers of the Schuylers, and Philippa’s own writings. Further support for Philippa’s narrative is readily accessible at Schomburg Center in New York City and in a small collection of Philippa’s papers at Syracuse University. Copies of many of Philippa’s actual musical compositions are in the Helen Walker-Hill Collection at the University of Colorado-Boulder. One of her portraits captured by her godfather prominently appears in the Yale University’s online exhibition “Extravagant Crowd: Carl Van Vechten’s Portraits of Women” alongside musicians like Diana Sands, Leontyne Price, Ethel Waters, Pearl Primus, Bessie Smith, Billie Holiday, Ella Fitzgerald, and Harlem Renaissance literary figures Nella Larsen, Zora Neale Hurston, and Dorothy West, in addition to a breathtaking number of authors, actresses, and vocalists.




  There are a few changes in this volume to note. The original text set the titles with roman numerals and often relied on phonetic spellings for terms in other countries. There were also some antiquated European spellings of adjectives and some previously hyphenated compound words. Such words have been updated to reflect current grammatical practices. Unfortunately, the wonderful folio of black and white photos where Philippa is posing with political leaders, family, and friends are omitted from this edition. Some of the photos can be easily found online, but the photos were specifically chosen to support points in the narrative that Philippa relays in Adventures in Black and White. On the page preceding the first edition’s title page, there is a photo of adult Philippa in a full-length ball gown with a fitted bodice poised in a graceful lean against the piano behind her. The center of the book contained thirty-two glossy pages featuring a total of fifty-eight images. Most of these photos are clearly taken at social functions and before or after recitals and performances. The series begins with Philippa smiling intently at Mayor Fiorello La Guardia, and she looks like an almost replica of Shirley Temple. The photos progress very quickly to a maturing and beautiful young woman in the foreground of scenes in various countries. There are some notable photos worth mentioning. One small photo shows Philippa’s parents sitting in the audience with Carl Van Vechten, Van Vechten’s wife, James Weldon Johnson’s wife, and Roy Wilkins at her 1953 debut at Town Hall. A July 1960 photo features Philippa next to a serious looking Prime Minister of Ghana, Dr. Kwame Nkrumah. There are more photos of Philippa on the African continent in this section than any of the other locations that she visited. There is a photo of Philippa holding hands with the artist Ben Enwonwu in Nigeria. Although there is not much documentation of her romantic life and Philippa never married, Enwonwu was one of her love interests. These photos are an indication of the amount of material unpublished or digitized, and they illustrate how Philippa’s adventurous life is still not fully explored in a meaningful way.




  Although Philippa has no direct survivors, her memory has been celebrated to some degree. In 2002, Tamar Brott produced a 9-minute segment entitled “What Happened to Philippa Schuyler?” for WNYC, New York City’s National Public Radio affiliate. In it, Brott succinctly covered much of Philippa’s biography that people often repeat. However, it was notable that Brott interviewed Don Shirley, who was also discouraged from pursuing classical music, even after debuting at the Boston Pops in 1945. This critical trend has always followed any African American excelling in any field, but the adoration of cute, small children shifts dramatically when children mature, and consequently, become criminalized and ignored as more threatening adults. Although she never broke through the glass ceiling and the racial discrimination that was bound to it, Philippa left behind a considerable number of musical compositions, writings (out of print and unpublished), and a path for others. In 1963, after she had assumed her identity as Felipa Monterro, and at times, passed for white, Andre Watts, an African American classical pianist, was able to break into classical music when he accompanied Leonard Bernstein in a televised appearance.




  Some 2004 news articles stated that Alicia Keys and Halle Berry were discussing making a movie based on Philippa Duke Schuyler’s life. Keys certainly would have been an ideal candidate to portray Schuyler’s virtuosity as a pianist. There is also the arts education-focused J.H.S. 383 Philippa Schuyler, also known as Philippa Duke Schuyler Middle School in Bushwick, Brooklyn, which celebrates her memory. In 2011, the late jazz trumpeter Abram Wilson began sharing work he composed and toured with based on Philippa’s life. He was collaborating on developing this project with director Pia Furtado to create a more expansive experience entitled “The Philippa Project.” After his death, the Abram Wilson Foundation conducted a successful fundraising campaign to continue developing “The Philippa Project” into a music theater production based in the U.K. Performers continued to workshop this production as recently as 2014-2016. Her father George Schuyler is remembered for his contradictory political stances as a journalist, but was recently noted by novelist Danzy Senna as a precursor to Afrofuturism with his speculative novel Black No More. Josephine has also been written about for contribution to the Harlem Renaissance in Carla Kaplan’s Miss Anne in Harlem—an exploration of white women involved in that artistic movement.




  By reissuing Philippa Duke Schuyler’s first book Adventures in Black and White, my hope is that this volume will consider that there are voids in the histories of women of color, including women of African American heritage, who confronted the lived realities at complex points in America’s history. In Philippa’s case, she may have confronted her identity on some occasions and dodged it at other times, but here it is clear that she is a multi-faceted woman, who was only beginning to offer much more when her life was cut short in a tragic helicopter accident on May 9, 1967 in Vietnam, where she was working on her last book Good Men Die. She was 35 years old. At this point, her story has extended well beyond her short life. By sharing her story, the notes of a significant story are still being resolutely played. ■




  CHAPTER 1




  Black Mass in Mexico




  Mexico: 1945, 1954




  THE STREET ON WHICH WE LIVED in Mexico City was a busy thoroughfare leading into the heart of the town: it was hot, dusty and dirty, fragrant with flowers, and full of the delicate aroma of centuries of corruption. On the corners, amiable street vendors stood behind improvised counters and made fresh orange juice while ragged children played and sold lottery tickets.




  This was war-time Mexico, and the narrow street was congested with fine American cars driven by wealthy Mexicans in spotless tropical suits, and Army cars packed with soldiers in the uniforms of a dozen nations. Weaving in and out of the traffic were serape-draped Indians in huge peasant hats walking with bare feet in silent and morose dignity. Sometimes, handsome officers of the Mexican Army galloped by on blooded horses. The architecture was faintly Moorish. The ghosts of Cortez and Montezuma hovered over the city.




  We had come by train from San Antonio, a long, uncomfortable dusty ride through arid blackish mountains and parched desert, only occasionally relieved by monstrous cacti.




  We had stayed for a few days in a musty midtown hotel near the magnificent white Palacio of Fine Arts, then moved to a more reasonably priced flat.




  The large market place under an open roof sold fresh native food of all kinds: meat stalls from which hung carcasses of lamb, cabrito, beef and fowl aswarm with millions of flies, did not tempt us, in spite of the memory of meat-rationing at home. The fruit and melons did.




  In search of a piano for practice we visited a conservatory. A flight of steps led to rooms that had once been painted with figures of Soler, de Falla, Albeniz. Now the walls were cracked and crumbly, and the paintings flaked into smeary leprous horrors. The pianos were ghastly wrecks, wretched, and forlorn.




  One day, we tried to telephone a Hungarian lady, Marie Nepkoz Baudré, whom a New York friend had recommended to us. She was a refugee, her husband had been French, and she had escaped from Europe with her son and came to Mexico City.




  We drove to her house, past frightful decrepit hovels with ulcerated walls and ravaged fronts — wounded battered houses that quivered with the cankerous poison of warp and mutilation — buildings whose blighted rotten sides were gnawed with many colored mangled corrosion.




  We reached a stained, moldering stucco dwelling.




  But inside was a French-style flat with exquisite Louis Seize furniture.




  Madame Baudré was attractive, red-haired, vaguely in her thirties. Her son, Stepan, about nineteen, had black hair, sharp, severe features and an introverted, indrawn expression.




  She, had a rosewood Bechstein piano, which she said I might use for practice.




  Daily, I began to come. Often, she was absent and her son was there alone. Though I was only twelve, he did not treat me as a child but talked to me on an adult level.




  The grim, sour-looking maid who had first let us in, was always there, hovering. She was fat, in a swollen way, like a water bag, but her face was narrow and malicious, and she had sharp little eyes.




  One day, when I came over, she was there alone.




  After an hour’s practice, during which she stared at me with unblinking intensity, I started to go towards the bathroom. She pulled me back, saying:




  “Oh, no. Not zat one. Zat ees out of order. Today you go to zee other one. Come here.”




  She led me into another room, magnificently furnished, all black and silver, with silver lame draperies, and an enormous bed with black silk brocade bedspread and a black satin canopy. At the foot of the bed lay gray pajamas, and a sheer green silk nightgown of chiffon and lace.




  She pointed to the bed, and said, “Zat ees where zey sleep. Zey sleep togezzer. Eet ees a sin. She sleep weeth her son. God weel punish zem.”




  Indeed, this was the only bedroom in the flat, except for a small room off the kitchen for the maid.




  I left, and never returned.




  A week later, Madame Baudré visited my mother and told her a long story. Her son, she said, had been killed before her eyes in a bombing raid in Central Europe. This boy, who was now supposed to be her son, had been his best friend. He somewhat resembled her son, and she had given him her son’s passport. They had escaped together, in a very complicated way, and came to Mexico. They had hoped to get into the U.S., but had been unable to. Now they were waiting, just waiting. They had fallen in love, and since they had nothing left but each other, they had seen no reason to hesitate in consummating it.




  But we never did quite believe her.




  Now we started to visit some of the old ruins.




  The Desierto de Los Leones was high in the mountains, a monastery where, for three centuries, a secret order of monks had existed. The story was that they had stolen girls from the nearby countryside, tortured them, and misused them in every way. The confessional was strange, oval-shaped, built so it made the slightest whisper resound like a booming shout when listened to from a certain point on the outside. This supposedly enabled the head of the monastery to keep informed on all he wished to know. In an underground chamber, torture-instruments still hung from the moldy green walls.




  At the Cathedral of the Blessed Virgin of Guadalupe, there were multitudes of representations in silver and gold of parts of the human body cured by the intercession of the Blessed Virgin, set in mosaics on the walls.




  In the floating gardens of Xochimilco the gondolas on the canals were flower-laden; some of the boatmen sang dreamily to guitars while others tended braziers, selling spicy hot food.




  After climbing to the top of the Pyramid of the Sun where, five centuries ago, sacrificial youths had their still-beating hearts pulled from their breasts by Aztec priests, I stood in the sweeping wind on the spot where the live hearts had been immolated. This pyramid was not built as the Egyptian ones had been, but rather by pouring cement over the top of an already existing mountain, and setting stones in the cement.




  At the great Cathedral in Mexico City, where people were permitted to worship, we saw the magnificent twisted gold Altar of the Monarchs, and a big crater in the floor where a bomb had exploded.




  After seeing the Lake of Blood in Guanajuato, on which scarlet flowers float in the spring, we visited the nearby Yuririapundaro with its bas-relief statues of St. Nicholas Torentino, the province’s patron saint.




  At a museum, one day, we met a strange man, by chance. He had an egg-shaped head, and a distant, evasive manner.




  He invited us to a ceremony given by a group of Mexicans descended from African slaves, who had preserved traditions of a strange religion of their own, of Guinea African mixed with diabolic European blood. It took place in a chapel that had been closed when Mexico’s trouble with the church began, and had been part of a mansion outside the city that had passed into other hands. Having lost our way, we were late arriving.




  To get to the chapel, we had to climb down a flight of steps by the wearily dripping fountain of a flag-tiled patio. At the bottom of the rusty stairway we passed through a black velvet curtain, into a stone room with pews filled with weird-looking people. Statues of pagan idols and Christian saints were in niches on the moldy corrupt walls. The altar was spread with red velvet, and over it hung an enormous upside down ebony cross, with a green serpent twined round it. A pyramid of skulls sat on the red velvet, and strange geometrical shapes and obscene symbols were painted on the wall behind it. A priest came out, in a red satin robe embroidered with goats and devils. The altar boys wore long black silk robes covered with red triangles. They, like the priest, were barefoot, and had phallic symbols tattooed on the soles of their feel, and long toenails painted gold.




  The Mass began, in a strange language, like Latin spoken backwards and mingled with African and Spanish words. It was a direct parody of the Catholic mass, with a demoniac addition of a rather sadistic and satanic humor. I was terrified as it grew wilder and more devilish. A sweetish, pungent, smoky incense seemed to fill the room. We took advantage of this cloudy haze to escape up the stairway to the patio and street.




  The closing of the Catholic churches by the revolutionary government making it unlawful even to appear on the street in Roman vestments, had encouraged strange cults to spring up.




  Eventually, all visitors to Mexico attend a bullfight.




  I had hoped to compose something characteristic of the country, so one Sunday afternoon we arrived at the Plaza de toro. At this time, it was surrounded by a high, unpainted wooden fence. Within, there was an open-air oval of seats perched safely above the arena into which you looked to watch the elegant, subtle spectacle of torture and death. That afternoon, with pomp and ceremony, six sleek, defiant bulls and eight luckless, blind­folded horses were killed. My mother wept openly for the poor animals.




  An intellectual Spaniard seated next to us explained that the baiting of bulls had been introduced to Spain by their Moorish conquerors, and that the “game” expressed the pagan acceptance and enjoyment of death. It had been banned by many popes but to no avail. The Spaniards had to learn to surpass their conquerors in the bullring before they became ruthless enough to drive them from Spain. Though this reason has now been forgotten, the Spanish ethos unconsciously associates the bullring with virility and self-esteem.




  I returned to the flat to start my composition. Instead, I wrote the melodies for my first orchestral work, “Manhattan Nocturne,” a tone poem expressing my longing for home.




  In 1954, I returned to Mexico, playing in the quaint border town of Juarez; and then in Mexico City. Curiosity led me to look for the chapel of the Black Mass again. The district had changed. A modern movie theatre advertising a film with Mapy Cortés was there instead.■




  CHAPTER 2




  Thieves and Plots in Cuba




  1950, 1952, 1953




  I STAYED AT THE HOTEL PLAZA on my first visit to Havana in 1950.




  In the center of the city, it was near everything one might wish to see or avoid.




  The staff was friendly, they went out of their way to be, not official, but human.




  I gave performances at the University of Havana and the Club Atenas.




  I also visited the Club Atenas when l revisited Cuba in the spring of 1952.




  The Club had some mysterious origins and had probably been a luxurious private dwelling in the days of the Spanish rule.




  It was of white stone, with winding marble staircases. It was subdued, silken luxury within, and the walls hung with heavy, flowing drapery. The curtains were like diaphanous full-blown roses, the spacious upper rooms were a sanctuary of muffled silence, and the rich furniture was covered with petit point and pink and grey brocades.




  One man I met there, Ernesto Ramírez y Quiroga, had a curious life story.




  Of Spanish ancestry, he had regular features, with eyes that were amiable, but a shade too unobtrusive, and his black hair carefully combed. While engaging, he seemed almost too careful.




  Then, taking me for a naive person, and perhaps feeling the need to reveal his inner self that bedevils all of us at times, he spoke extensively.




  “I was born in Barranquilla, Colombia. As you have been there, you know it is not very interesting, and lacks the potentialities for a person of my qualifications that are offered by such a metropolis as Havana. My parents, Spaniards, from Asturias, had decided to immigrate to the New World despite its continuous upset of revolutionary disturbances. Barranquilla was a small place of only 30,000 people when they arrived in 1896, and the poor lived in desolate mud-walled cabins, thatched with rushes, on bamboo framework, just as they had in the seventeenth century, but my parents were happy. They never even saw Bogota, the capital, communications were so difficult then, and Colombia was like a nation of city-states, as medieval Spain had been. Civil war broke out in 1899, and, after my birth in 1900, my parents fled.”




  “They went to Nicaragua, but it was suffering under the tyranny of José Santos Zelaya. They journeyed on to Guatemala, but it was writhing under the dictatorship of Manuel Estrada Cabrera. They sailed to the Dominican Republic, but it was in hopeless anarchy. They voyaged on to Cuba, which was still under U.S. domination, arriving four months before the official withdrawal of General Wood, and the American Army in May 1902.”




  “They stayed in Havana. My father grew fairly prosperous. I grew older. My two sisters were born. I was sent to Spain to attend school. The postwar collapse in Cuban sugar prices ruined my father. I had to leave school, but I remained in Europe. My parents were accidentally killed by the porristas, or gunmen of President Gerardo Machado. One of my sisters entered a convent, one married and moved to Camaguey. I lost touch with them. Now, l felt alone in the world, l began to live by my wits.”




  DRINKING CUP AFTER CUP of heavily sugared coffee, Ernesto told me of his life as a dancer. Yet you would have almost thought he was talking to himself, or to a fantasy-image, and was unaware that l was there, listening.




  He told me of his success at dancing in hotels and nightclubs in Europe, and at gallantry with women, until an unfortunate accident occurred.




  “I was dancing at a luxury hotel in Milan, and was carrying on simultaneous love affairs with the wife and daughter of a wealthy Italian businessman. A business enterprise, on my part, in the beginning, for I had intended later to blackmail the wife, but the affair grew unwisely complex when the daughter who disliked, and was jealous of her mother, grew enamored of me. After maneuvering to find me alone she began to flirt, perhaps meaning to go no further. I never resisted temptation, everything suddenly went black, and when I awoke the bed was covered with blood. She blamed me, but I did not see why I should be accused, for had I not assaulted her, undoubtedly someone else would have. In any case, it made her life more interesting, and she should have been grateful for being diverted from her boredom.”




  “Then a shocking thing happened. I had been gambling heavily, and losing. Luck was against me. In a bad humor, I went rashly to visit the businessman’s wife one evening, to ask her for some money. She did not give me as much as I wanted, as she was of a rather stingy and avaricious nature. While we were arguing, her husband had the effrontery to return from Genoa much sooner than I had been led to expect. Misunderstanding my presence, and thinking I was there for some lascivious purpose, he caught me unaware, knocking me down violently. I rose, and struggled with him. Soon we were fighting on the balcony.”




  “I did not know the extent of the balcony, and his blows, coming in the dark, stunned me and I toppled and fell over the low railing, to the stone-flagged garden path two stories below.”




  “My right leg was broken. In agony, I crawled to the street, and into my car. Though the pain was grueling, I had already formulated a plan.”




  “In response to my signal, a street urchin came over to me, accepted some lire, and promised to telephone my Cuban friend, José Portales. In twenty minutes that seemed like as many hours, José arrived. He took the wheel, and drove us out of the city, while I told him what he must do.”




  “Only the Blessed Virgin could have given me the strength to bear the physical anguish. On the outskirts of Milan, José rammed the car into a tree in such a way as to make it seem my injuries resulted from this automobile accident. He gave himself a few minor cuts, left the car, walked to the nearby villa of a physician I knew. My next awareness was of being rushed to the doctor’s private clinic in a screaming ambulance.”




  “While I could have had the businessman arrested and tried for assault and battery, I preferred this more roundabout method, which would enable me to defraud my insurance company of a large sum, as well as to blackmail the businessman. And I had reason to wish no connection with the police.”




  “José was adroit, cooperative, as was the doctor. If the latter had any suspicion that my injuries were not totally a result of the accident, he quelled them, for he would not have liked my knowledge of the abortions he had performed on society ladies made public.”




  “Though the insurance company’s doctors and lawyers were not entirely satisfied they gave me, at last, a fat settlement, which I was forced to split with José. We also bled the businessman and his wife heavily. The husband paid to avoid prosecution and to get back some incriminating photographs of his wife. The wife paid for the return of her gushing and passionate letters, and the diary I had taken the precaution of abstracting from her room one day, and which revealed in earthy and indelicate detail, her relations, not only with me, but with other lovers.”




  “As soon as I could, I left Milan.”




  “I convalesced for a month in Naples, in the villa of my former dancing partner, María del Toro that she shared with the wealthy Roberto Paccini. Both had reason to be grateful to me. Roberto had been in the audience nightly to watch María when she danced with me, and had grown enamored of her. He had approached me for advice. Realizing that virginity commands a higher price, I had told him that María was a good girl, whose parents back in Cuba, had entrusted her to my care. Adding that María had planned to take the veil, and only left the convent to earn money for her family, I made him feel she would be shocked by dishonorable intentions. This increased his passion. I coached María carefully in her role of innocence. Indeed, we found a skilled plastic surgeon who recreated what time and man had long destroyed. Then, I coached Roberto in how to seduce the angel. This fool had brought María’s parents over from Santiago del Estero, Cuba, to Italy by boat, and bought them an annuity and a villa in their name, and had given María a sizable amount of money before she succumbed.”




  “María, in her gratitude, gave me this platinum and diamond watch before I left. I sailed for Havana, where Batista had just assumed control.”




  “I had intended to buy a latifundia, with my European earnings, and retire, but a devil possessed me. I began to gamble, lost heavily. My wits had been somewhat dulled by my long absence from Havana. I was robbed by my own countrymen.”




  “A windfall came. I met an American whom I rescued from drowning. I had arranged his falling in the sea in the first place, and I knew he could not swim. When I saved him, he was grateful, kept me as his guest at a luxury hotel, and paid my bills for months. He never knew the treachery of the act by which I gained his favor.”




  “He died. I was disappointed he had only willed me a few thousand dollars.”




  “Then, I joined forces with a high-class fortune teller and astrologer.”




  “She had a clientele among American tourists, mostly female. Women always want to know their future in love. That appears to be the only subject that interests them, and they rarely have as much male attention as they crave.”




  “Margarita Quintero, the astrologer, would recommend me to some of her bored, rich clients, always indicating that my horoscope matched theirs, and that it was all written in the stars and the cards. I did good business this way, for a while.”




  “I also began to manage some nightclub singers and dancers. One singer caused me much trouble by claiming I had raped her. I got the case thrown out of court, because I got four friends of mine to testify against her, one claiming that he had been in bed with her at the time of my supposed attack.”




  “The war was over now. Grau San Martin was President. I was low in funds. Paying my friends for their false testimony in court had impoverished me. Gambling again, I had poor luck at cards. One night, I rashly lost a greater sum than I could pay, but a man later offered to cancel out my debt, and pay me. In addition, he asked if I would join in a revolutionary plot he was concocting.”




  “I agreed. What did I have to lose? I thought. I was wrong. We were caught and I lost my liberty. Are you listening?”




  “Of course. But why do you tell me all of this?”




  “Because your youth and innocence recalls my own to me and makes me sad. Besides, I enjoy shocking you.”




  “But why? I have not hurt you. I am a stranger to you.”




  “For that very reason, I can speak more freely.”




  “But why do you want to shock me?”




  “Oh, for several reasons.” He looked at me and smiled bitterly. “You believe that the world is good and that offends me. The world is not good. It is bad or it is indifferent. But when I was young, like you, I believed it was good. That was my undoing. I kept thinking that if I could only get a sizable nest egg, I could turn over a new leaf and be good. It is so much more comfortable to be good.” He shrugged, “But I was forty-four. I had squandered my youth and talents. My leg had not healed properly. I could never dance again. I had a jail record. What was I to do?” He lit a cigarette and looked at me ironically.




  “Perhaps you should have married. That might have saved you.”




  “Exactly what I planned to do next. But since I couldn’t keep a wife, I would have to get one who could keep me. Rich women are hard to marry. They are spoiled. Unless you get them very young. Then their money is tied up with guardians.”




  “First, I had to get enough money to buy a new wardrobe, and a false passport. How do you get money with nothing? You take it from others. But you risk your life doing so. I robbed a woman of her jewelry. I picked one whose jewels were insured so she didn’t lose anything. With new identification papers, and a new name, I sailed for Miami. There, at a luxury hotel, I found Mary. She was tall, thin, plain and rich.”




  “Weren’t you ever sincere?”




  “Sometimes, but usually with later regret. Mary was accompanied by her mother, a bitch of the first order, a tyrannical, fat hypochondriac. I had the good sense to play up to her mother, by listening to her endless stories about her health and her family, carefully losing to her at dominoes.”




  “The mother grew so attached to me that she herself got the idea of ‘catching’ me for her daughter. I had represented myself as a wealthy Cuban, and spent money freely. Soon she was practically forcing her daughter to see me. They came from Michigan, and though not worldly-wise, were solidly wealthy. The only drawback was the girl, who when I made love to her, showed unexpected resistance. A cold, frigid neurotic.”




  “I was determined to seduce her, so she would feel grateful, and that I would be doing her a favor by marrying her. It was a difficult job. She was preoccupied with ideas about righteousness and sin. I was sure this indicated that once seduced, she would go overboard with desire. But how to start? When all else failed, I appealed to her sense of pity; told her I was ill, my life was dead, I was about to kill myself, and showed her the pistol. I wept. Her maternal instinct aroused, she gave in.”




  “I intended to make her pregnant, so she would be desperate, and plead with me to marry her. Thus, we would enter matrimony with the advantage psychologically on my side, and I could assume control of her money without difficulty. I did not intend to let these two women dominate me. She did become pregnant, but was too ignorant to realize it until two months had passed. Then, instead of falling more passionately in love with me, she got torn by conscience-stricken guilt, and a feeling that she was ruined in the sight of God. She began to weep and castigate herself.”




  “She committed suicide.”




  “It was terrible. She slashed her wrists and bled to death. I was entering the hotel lobby when one of the bellboys told me that she had just been discovered, dying, and the doctors were unable to save her. I left the hotel at once. I did not even go back upstairs to get my clothes. I went immediately to the airport, chartered a small plane, and flew to Mexico.”




  “I was afraid there would be a police investigation. I had become involved in some illegal activities on the side, in Miami, to get the money to keep up my front as a wealthy Cuban. I could not risk contact with police.”




  “In Mexico, I bought false passport and credentials. After Carlos Prío Socarrás became President, I returned to Cuba in 1949. Drifting, I tried many schemes. Briefly, I lived with a colored woman who, having amassed money, wished a white escort, which, owing to the color prejudice here, gave her social prestige.”




  “I gained money smuggling, lost it gambling, then returned to managing nightclub artists.”




  “Life has not been bad recently, though I have abandoned many former dreams. I am fifty now, and content to direct other people’s lives.”
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