Ex-Colored Man

Day 2 and Day 3

Return to the Urban World and the Return of Music

New York City as a Character—Found Poem—30 Lines

“All at once a desire like a fever seized me to see the North again and I cast my lot

with those bound for New York.”—End of Chapter 5

“New York City is the most fatally fascinating thing in America. She sits like a great witch at the gate of the country, showing her alluring white face and hiding her crooked hands and feet under the folds of her wide garments--constantly enticing thousands from far within, and tempting those who come from across the seas to go no farther. And all these become the victims of her caprice. Some she at once crushes beneath her cruel feet; others she condemns to a fate like that of galley slaves; a few she favors and fondles, riding them high on the bubbles of fortune; then with a sudden breath she blows the bubbles out and laughs mockingly as she watches them fall” (41).

Characterization of NYC residents

“To some natures this stimulant of life in a great city becomes a thing as binding and necessary as opium is to one addicted to the habit. It becomes their breath of life; they cannot exist outside of it; rather than be deprived of it they are content to suffer hunger, want, pain, and misery; they would not exchange even a ragged and wretched condition among the great crowd for any degree of comfort away from it.

Vice in the Big City

“In less than three minutes I had won more than two hundred dollars, a sum which afterwards cost me dearly. I was the hero of the moment and was soon surrounded by a group of men who expressed admiration for my "nerve" and predicted for me a brilliant future as a gambler” (44-45).

“ My informant went on to say that sometimes a fellow would become almost completely dressed and then, by a turn of the dice, would be thrown back into a state of semi-nakedness. Some of them were virtually prisoners and unable to get into the streets for days at a time. . . . They importuned friends and winners to put them back in the game, and kept at it until fortune again smiled on them. I laughed heartily at this, not thinking the day was coming which would find me in the same ludicrous predicament” (45).

Lost Dreams of Young Colored Men:

“I look back upon the life I then led with a shudder when I think what would have been had I not escaped it. But had I not escaped it, I should have been no more unfortunate than are many young colored men who come to New York. During that dark period I became acquainted with a score of bright, intelligent young fellows who had come up to the great city with high hopes and ambitions and who had fallen under the

spell of this under life, a spell they could not throw off. There was one popularly known as "the doctor"; he had had two years in the Harvard Medical School, but here he was, living this gas-light life, his will and moral sense so enervated and deadened that it was impossible for him to break away. I do not doubt that the same thing is going on now, but I have sympathy rather than censure for these victims, for I know how easy it is to slip into a slough from which it takes a herculean effort to leap” (53).

The Club as a Character:  Money vs. Pride

“The brilliancy of the place, the display of diamond rings, scarf-pins, ear-rings, and

breast-pins, the big rolls of money that were brought into evidence when drinks were paid for, and the air of gaiety that pervaded the place, all completely dazzled and dazed me” (45-6)

“the walls were literally covered with photographs or lithographs of every colored man in America who had ever "done anything." There were pictures of Frederick Douglass and of Peter Jackson, of all the lesser lights of the prize-fighting ring, of all the famous jockeys and the stage celebrities, down to the newest song and dance team. The most of these photographs were autographed and, in a sense, made a really valuable

Collection” (48).

Black and White at the Club—Return to Black and White

 “It was, in short, a center of colored Bohemians and sports. Here the great prize fighters were wont to come, the famous jockeys, the noted minstrels, whose names and faces were familiar on every bill-board in the country; and these drew a multitude of those who love to dwell in the shadow of greatness” (49).

 “There was at the place almost every night one or two parties of white people, men and women, who were out sight-seeing, or slumming. They generally came in cabs;

some of them would stay only for a few minutes, while others sometimes

stayed until morning. 

“There was also another set of white people who came frequently; it was made up of variety performers and others who delineated "darky characters"; they came to get their imitations first hand from the Negro entertainers they saw there.

“There was still another set of white patrons, composed of women; these were not occasional visitors, but five or six of them were regular habituées. When I first saw them, I was not sure that they were white. In the first place, among the many colored women who came to the "Club" there were several just as fair; and, secondly, I always saw these women in company with colored men. They were all good-looking and well-dressed, and seemed to be women of some education” (50).

Music in the Novel

· Connected to his happiest moments with his mother

· “Infant Prodigy”: Talent at improvisation and formal training

· Music concert  as college fund

· Teaching to supplement his income

· Reflections on Ragtime—Johnson, the lyricist and musician, enters the text

Discussion the Narrator’s Experience of Ragtime in relation to his former experiences of music in terms of a Paragraph (46-47)

Development of the Relationship between the Narrator and his millionaire—Group of two—Quote Finding Activity

1) Rescue from danger at the “rich widow” murder at the ‘Club’ (58)

2) Development of their working relationship (60-61)

3) Opportunity: Remaking the Colored: Race/cultural differences between whites (61-66)

4) The Narrator’s Reasons for Departure (66-67)

5) Dialogue on The Race Question at the end of Chapter IX (66-69)

Creating the Timing of the Character

-- Passing Time: Reading the Newspaper and Rolling cigars in Jacksonville

--Wasted Time: At the club and the crap game

--Loss of Time: City of Dreams Lost

--Owning Time: The Narrator as “The Professor”--use of white man’s music for ragtime—“Mendelssohn’s ‘Wedding  March” in a manner that never failed to arouse enthusiasm among the patrons of the ‘Club’” (53)

--Another Man’s Time: Working as a musician for the Patron

Chronopolitics—who dictates your time—The Return to Black and White

Musician—Patron as a refiguring of the slave-master relationship, working for the white patron’s amusement

When they had gone, my millionaire friend--for he was reported to be a millionaire--said to me with a smile: "Well, I have given them something they've never had before." After I had put on my coat and was ready to leave, he made me take a glass of wine; he then gave me a cigar and twenty dollars in bills. He told me that he would give me lots of work, his only stipulation being that I should not play any engagements such as I had just filled for him, except by his instructions. I readily accepted the proposition, for I was sure that I could not be the loser by such a contract. I afterwards played for him at many dinners and parties of one kind or another. Occasionally he "loaned" me to some of his friends. And, too, I often played for him alone at his apartments. At such times he was quite a puzzle to me until I became accustomed to his manners. He would sometimes sit for three or four hours hearing me play, his eyes almost closed, making scarcely a motion except to light a fresh cigarette, and never commenting one way or another on the music. At first I sometimes thought he had fallen asleep and would pause in playing. The stopping of the music always aroused him enough to tell me to play this or that; and I soon learned that my task was not to be considered finished until he got up from his chair and said: "That will do." (56)

In some ways, he has become part of the second-class of colored people—those working in the house

“These may be generally characterized as simple, kind-hearted, and faithful; not over-fine in their moral deductions, but intensely religious, and relatively--such matters can be judged only relatively--about as honest and wholesome in their lives as any other grade of society. Any white person is "good" who treats them kindly, and they love him for that kindness. In return, the white people with whom they have to do regard them with indulgent affection. They come into close daily contact with the whites, and may be called the connecting link between whites and blacks; in fact, it is through them that the whites know the rest of their colored neighbors. Between this class of the blacks and the whites there is little or no friction” (36).

A White Man’s Education of the Colored Man (White Man as Fatherly Figure)

“He bought me the same kind of clothes which he himself wore, and that was the best; and he treated me in every way as he dressed me, as an equal, not as a servant. In fact, I don't think anyone could have guessed that such a relation existed. My duties were light and few, and he was a man full of life and vigor, who rather enjoyed doing things for himself. He kept me supplied with money far beyond what ordinary wages would have amounted to. For the first two weeks we were together almost constantly, seeing the sights, sights old to him, but from which he seemed to get new pleasure in showing them to me”(60)

Time Demands

“This man of the world, who grew weary of everything and was always searching for something new, appeared never to grow tired of my music; he seemed to take it as a drug. He fell into a habit which caused me no little annoyance; sometimes he would come in during the early hours of the morning and, finding me in bed asleep, would wake me up and ask me to play something. This, so far as I can remember, was my only hardship during my whole stay with him in Europe” (61).

.

The Millionaire dictates the narrator’s time

--the departure from New York

--his continual demands for music

--the decision to move to the next city as the whim of the millionaire

--the narrator’s realization that he is not living his own life by his own whims

