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Praise for Jerry Yulsman


‘Will entrance the reader . . . a real thriller and a hypnotizing romance’  Chicago Tribune


‘Historical reality succeeds fantasy with a jarring return’


New York Times


‘A bright, showy puzzle . . . tricky and bouncy and strange’


Kirkus Reviews
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History is bunk!


—Henry Ford




Introduction


The idea of travelling back in time to kill Hitler and thus aborting World War II is attractive, but most writers who have played with this idea end up concluding that it is impossible, either because temporal paradoxes mean the past cannot be changed, or by imagining an even worse outcome – e.g. the Fuhrer who rises in Hitler’s place ensures that Germany wins the war. Perhaps because that war has been such a massive, looming presence in modern times, still casting its long shadow into the twenty-first century, most writers have found it too difficult to conceive of entirely erasing it.


There are plenty of fictional alternate histories, from Philip K. Dick’s The Man in the High Castle to C.J. Sansom’s Dominion, that imagine the world that might have resulted if the war had ended differently, but Elleander Morning is the only novel I’ve ever read in which there simply never was a second world war, as a direct result of Hitler’s death. In the novel’s present day, no one in peaceful, prosperous America – or England or Germany – has any reason to recall the name of Adolf Hitler, and besides cultural and technological differences in this alternative 1983 there are occasional references to living people such as the aging Glenn Miller and writer Ernie Pyle who, in our reality, died in the war.


Elleander Morning was well received after publication in 1984. Described as ‘tricky and bouncy and strange’ by the Kirkus reviewer, and by John Clute as ‘impressively suave and moody’, it was nominated for the Locus Award for best first novel, and for the Ditmar in Australia, and translated into several languages. It even won Germany’s Kurd-LaBwitz-Preis, despite its rather chilling view of the German national character. (‘Of all the practicing anti-Semites, only the Germans might be capable of cold, businesslike, systematic extermination.’)


It is not, of course, merely the idea that makes Elleander Morning so worth reading and memorable. So much is conveyed in the telling. The manner in which the story unfolds, dancing back and forth between the early 1900s and 1983–84, weaving between two different realities, could become confusing, but the characters are all so engaging, and the writing so assured, that the reader is carried along.


Elleander Morning is the unusual name of the unusual heroine – at least, of one of them. The other is her granddaughter, Lesley Morning, whose discovery of a two-volume photographic history of the war that never was begins to unravel the truth about her grandmother’s mysterious double life, and sets off a chain of events that threatens to end in an even more deadly modern war.


How Elleander manages to go back – effectively, to live some years of her life over again with foreknowledge – is neither explained nor justified with the mechanics of a time machine, but this little miracle is the single drop of fantasy in an otherwise thoroughly rationally developed, realistic tale. It is a classic scientific romance of which H.G. Wells (who appears within as a friend to Elleander) might have been proud.


After its initial good reception, although it lingered in the memories of those who had read it, Elleander Morning fell into obscurity for some time – most likely because, after his impressive debut, author Jerry Yulsman never wrote another SF/Fantasy.


Who was Jerry Yulsman?


Cover copy on the first edition identified him whimsically as the owner of eight typewriters.


While that may have been true, it was also misleading, because the cameras he owned were a more important feature of his life than any typewriters. Jerry Yulsman was, for many years, a professional photographer, a fact that makes the placing of the Time-Life History of the Second World War at the heart of Elleander Morning gleam like a gold nugget of autobiography.


After the war, Yulsman settled in Manhattan and began working as a freelance photographer. His work appeared in many newspapers and magazines. A series of photographs he took of Jack Kerouac in 1957 now feature among some of the most iconic images of that era. Yulsman also collaborated on non-fiction books with Cornelius Ryan and Dick Gregory, and wrote several instructional books for photographers.


He only began writing fiction in the 1980s, and was sixty years old when this, his first novel, was published. He then wrote several pseudo-Victorian erotic ‘memoirs’ that were published anonymously before his second novel appeared in 1991.


That novel, The Last Liberator, drew heavily upon his own experiences in World War II, focusing on the raids carried out by the U.S. B-24 Liberator Bombers on the Ploesti oil fields in Romania in 1943. Yulsman was awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross for his actions in that operation.


At the time of his death in 1999, Jerry Yulsman was still working on a third novel, Gotham, a sprawling fictional tribute to the city he had known and loved throughout the second half of the twentieth century. It’s a pity he did not live long enough to finish it, as it would likely have been as charming, personal and idiosyncratic an adventure as his first novel. But at least we can be grateful for this: we’ll always have Elleander Morning.


Lisa Tuttle
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Vienna: 1913


The young man woke up angry. The window was closed. It had been open when he went to bed last night, so once again the old Jew was trying to suffocate him. He lay glaring at the clapboard partition that separated his tiny cubicle from Goldman’s and divided their mutual window into two equal parts. It was an arrangement once characterized by Kanya, the hostel’s proprietor, a parlor-Marxist, as “democratic compromise.” Kanya’s hackneyed utterances infuriated him.


He kicked out viciously, striking the thin, unpainted partition just under a narrow shelf holding some of his art supplies. A tumbler containing watercolor brushes crashed to the floor. His rage ripened. He kicked again as he heard his neighbor come awake with a hacking, liquid cough. Slime! He sat up, pounding the wall with both fists. He cried out in a shrill falsetto, “Goldman! I will not inhale your Jew filth!”


Someone down the corridor shouted for silence. He continued pounding, and was rewarded with a drawn-out groan from the other side of the wall, then a shuffling sound and a series of Yiddish curses as the window slowly opened.


The young man unbuttoned his long gray underwear to expose the thin flesh of his chest and belly to the rush of cold March air. From the window, he watched as a taxi slowed to a stop across the street. He could not remember ever having seen one parked on the Meldemennstrasse before. Taxis were a rare sight in the district; no one could afford them.


He counted the scattered pfennigs on his small table. There were seven of them, all that remained of nine crowns he had received the previous week for a poster advertising Teddy’s Perspiration Powder. He would have to sell something. Searching through the litter, he found two small pen-and-ink sketches of St. Stephen’s Cathedral. He smoothed out the creases, then slid them into a battered portfolio.


As an artist he was incapable of drawing from life. The little sketches and paintings he did of Viennese landmarks were copied from picture postcards or existing renderings of one type or another he found in galleries and museums. His work was stilted and lifeless, much like the carelessly drawn, rough sketches of neophyte architects. The human figures he sometimes added resembled cartoon characters, tiny stuffed sacks, and grotesque dwarfs superimposed in front of monuments, churches, and palaces.


He stood in his sagging underwear gazing out the window at the Vienna rooftops. Beyond the canted roofs of the Twentieth District, the monumental buildings of the Ringstrasse punctuated the horizon, symbols of an imperial city attempting to rule a now crumbling, ramshackle empire of fifty million souls.


In the near distance, the overcast rendered everything in colorless shades of gray like an underdeveloped photograph. The view augmented his depression. He swallowed deeply, fighting back nausea.


After almost four years he was sick of Vienna. They had been miserable years, beginning with his rejection from the academy, then ending here, in a hovel shared by Jews, Czechs, and other rabble. But there had been, he recalled, even worse times than these. During the summer in which his orphan’s pension had been terminated, he had slept miserably in doorways or under the trees of Schönbrunn Park. The following winter he had spent his nights on lice-infested straw mattresses in a dosshouse behind the Meidling Station. He would never forget the constant chilblains and chronic nasal catarrh he had suffered after being forced to sell his overcoat for food in this, the most prosperous city in Europe.


Vienna, though basking in the twilight of the Empire, remained unique. It was the envy of Europe, a charming baroque city even more exciting, it was said, than Paris. Its people, under the now benign Hapsburgs, reveled in its art, its soaring music, its majestic rococo architecture. A burgeoning middle class gorged itself on cinnamon-flavored coffee and heavy-cream cakes in a hundred convivial cafés. During the long evenings they took delight in the opera, the theater, the ballet. They danced, flirted and made love, leaving politics to the working classes whose social-democratic trade unionism was eroding the Hapsburg power. Vienna was not only the most romantic city in Europe, but also the most democratic.


The young artist hated it all.


For him, the Empire had become the embodiment of racial desecration. Its capital, once an important center of the “true German culture,” was now eroded by this detestable foreign mixture. Everywhere, he thought, as he gazed down at the taxi still parked below, behind each and every degradation, stood the Jews.


He retched. The sour taste was still with him, counterpoint to a spasmodic pounding in both temples.


He had slept badly on a stomach that, throughout the entire previous day, had known but a single serving of soup-kitchen slop. Then in the evening there had been three mugs of bitter coffee at the German workers’ tavern near the Danube. His companions had been drinking tall seidels of beer. As always, he had abstained, foolishly substituting coffee for his usual mineral water.


It was a tavern he preferred over all the others in the district, a smoke-filled cave alive with boisterous chatter and disharmonious attempts at group singing. Frequented entirely by Germans, the place was an echo of a nation he had never seen but had dreamed of since his adolescence in Linz.


There were five of them around the table. They spoke for a time of politics, then Kranze, the tubercular ex-teacher, told an anti-Semitic joke. The young artist remained silent and morose through the laughter.


Plumb, a huge ape of a man, looked at him curiously. “You don’t find it funny?”


“No. I find nothing funny about the Jew. To me, it would be like laughing at a plague.”


Franz Schilling, the bankrupt businessman, said, “I employed some and they were just like everyone else. They got on with their work and minded their business and made no trouble.” He leaned back in his chair smugly, hooking his thumbs into the vest pockets of his threadbare suit.


“Some of them are even good socialists . . . Jews,” said Plumb.


Schilling rested his elbows on the table and leaned forward, the smoldering tip of his cigar just inches away from the young artist’s face. “I even know one who converted—became a good Catholic.”


The young artist engaged Schilling’s eyes through the smoke. “Only a fool defines a Jew in terms of economics or religion or politics.” He twisted his head around slowly, looking carefully at each one of them.


They were all social democrats, naive children. Plumb, he suspected, might even be an anarchist. It was futile. He felt suddenly deflated.


They sat around the table in silence. Kranze diverted his eyes upward so that his collar, no longer shadowed by a long chin, revealed a darkened yellow where it met the loose, pinched skin of his neck. He muttered, “Perhaps . . .” Kranze’s voice was quiet, as if he did not really want to be heard. “I’ve never really trusted them.”


Stahlmann, only eighteen, a waiter at Popples during the day, toyed nervously with his silk cravat and seemed to have forgotten how to blink. Plumb looked thoughtful, his mouth gaping like a drowned fish.


Finally, Schilling raised his stein and broke the tension. “Ah, but the women,” he said lightly. “Surely you’ll make that exception?”


“A Jewess is still a Jew.”


Grinning broadly, Kranze exposed a gold tooth that lit up his emaciated face. “So! In that case we will talk about women who aren’t Jewish, if it will make you feel any better. Though when you turn them upside-down, they are all the same. Is that not so?” He looked about for approval.


Plumb shook with laughter, wedging himself even tighter into a chair that was too small for him. “Bravo, Kranze! It’s what they hide in their bloomers that’s important!” He raised his stein in a jubilant toast, slopping beer onto his trousers. “Here’s to all the little darlings, no matter what they are!”


It was said that Plumb, working as a porter in the West Station, had once broken a purse snatcher’s spine with a single blow. The young artist watched him warily as one by one the others shouted mock toasts over the general hilarity. Finally, Plumb glanced at him questioningly. Then the big man, about to say something, seemed to change his mind. He looked away quickly, the grin frozen on his face.


Though the topic remained sex and women, the conversation grew serious. The young artist stayed out of it, gazing into the dregs in the bottom of his cup. He had little interest in women, being shy and uncomfortable in their presence. He was aware that his lack of wit bored them. He had no small talk, no feeling for the inconsequential. As for his need, he masturbated a few times a week to vague fantasies of silent Nordic goddesses, plump and blond, like scaled-up cherubs stretched out beneath him.


He’d left the tavern early, feeling sour. Now he sat on the edge of the bed in the chill morning breeze from the open window, examining his toes. His feet were black to the ankles. He would bathe late tonight when everyone was asleep, so that there would be little chance of his having to share the large shower stall behind the hostel. The thought of exposing his body to others filled him with dread.


He retrieved a pair of black wool stockings from the floor that were stiff to the touch. He blew into them, put them on.


Standing in the cramped space between his bed and the small table, he dressed in the same soiled trousers, shirt and jacket he had worn yesterday and the day before and the weeks and months before that. They were all he had except for a greasy black derby and a threadbare, ankle-length coat given him out of pity the previous winter by his neighbor Goldman, the old-clothes peddler.






A conceited German is the worst of them all, and the most hardened of all, and the most repulsive of all; for he imagines that he possesses the truth in a science of his own invention, which is to him absolute truth.


—Count Leo Tolstoi
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1913


As requested by his fashionably dressed female passenger, the taxi driver pulled up to the curb across from 27 Meldemennstrasse, a hulking, four-storied building of gray stone that took up the whole block. A large sign over the entrance read:


MÄNNERHEIM HOSTEL FOR MEN


The driver studied the woman in his rear-view mirror, certain that there was some mistake. A lady had no business in this sort of neighborhood. She would soon realize her error, then order him to return to central Vienna, where, out of embarrassment, she would overtip. They always did. With luck he could be back in the Hotel Bristol rank just in time for the morning tourist rush.


He eyed her questioningly through the glass partition as she unshipped the brass speaking tube to say in halting German, “We will wait here, please.”


“For how long, madam?”


“I don’t know. Perhaps an hour or more . . . maybe less. It’s all right, I’ll pay you for your trouble.”


His sigh of resignation synchronized with the dying cough of the taxi’s engine as he switched it off. It was eight twenty-two, according to his large Swiss pocket watch. The following morning, under police interrogation, he would take pride in the fact that he was easily able to recall everything in precise detail, even the long fox fur draped over the lady’s shoulders, framing the perfect profile he now viewed in the driving mirror. Though a trifle underfleshed for his taste, she was indeed beautiful, especially for an English or American woman of a certain age.


Staring out through the drawn windows of the taxi, she compared the drab landscape with the slums of London. What she saw here was benign compared to those; almost sanitary, like an old cadaver, preserved and rendered germ-free. Quite soon all of Vienna would be a preserved corpse. The knowledge saddened her.


She sat and waited, attempting to bring reality into focus while anxiously wondering if she would recognize the young man at first glance. There were many years separating him from the photographs she had studied. If doubt existed, she must begin again, possibly with the help of a private inquiry agent. She had come too far. She and Bertie had invested too much. . . .


Twenty minutes later she caught her first glimpse of him as he descended the few steps leading from the hostel. He was walking slowly, carrying a large, battered portfolio. At a distance of thirty meters she was sure it was he, despite the wan and hungry face, half-hidden behind a ragged black stubble.


He crossed the street to her side, eyeing the taxi with what she took to be curiosity. Surely he’d seen taxis before, she thought, gripping the soft worn leather of the seat with such force that a long, exquisitely burnished fingernail split through a seam.


On the sidewalk within an arm’s length of the taxi, he turned briskly, like a well-drilled soldier, then looked directly at her. It was a brief, inquisitive glance that drained the blood from her head. Trembling, she turned from his pale-blue eyes. She felt she might faint.


Then he was past, walking faster now down the Meldemennstrasse. From the rear he looked every bit the melancholy tramp, his shabby coat flapping about his ankles, long, unkempt hair hanging over his collar, the ludicrous, battered black derby, which was a size too large, covering part of his ears.


She waited a full minute, and then, with a steady voice, ordered the driver to follow the retreating figure, keeping a block from him.


They proceeded thus for a kilometer or so, making only one turn. Pedestrian traffic increased quickly as the decrepit structures of the workers’ district became fewer and fewer.


Finally, her quarry turned left onto a wide avenue bustling with commuters and morning shoppers. At the intersection, she hurriedly paid off the driver, tipping him liberally, exiting the taxi as quickly as ladylike demeanor would allow. The young man was nowhere in sight.


She couldn’t lose him; it must be today. She doubted she had the courage or dedication to go through it all again.


The corner was occupied by a lady’s milliner, the building next to it was a new block of flats, presided over by a doorman who was costumed as a general officer commanding a regiment of hussars. Next was a large furniture shop, then a barber and finally a book merchant. It was this last that caught her attention. She knew her twenty-four-year-old quarry to be a voracious reader. The book shop seemed his most likely destination.


With long strides, made possible by a skirt that was somewhat wider at the hem than was currently dictated by fashion, she hurried down the avenue. When she passed the furniture shop, a glance told her she had miscalculated. In the window, a portly, tail-coated gentleman was tacking a pen-and-ink sketch of St. Stephen’s Cathedral onto an ornate wooden screen. She had no doubts now, the sketch was in the style of another she had seen. She stepped to the curb and waited.


The young artist emerged a few minutes later, the now empty oilcloth portfolio folded and tucked under his arm. He stood for a moment, rubbing his palms together in a hand-washing gesture, uncertain in which direction to turn. As if reluctantly obeying an arbitrary order, he pivoted slowly to head back the way he had come. As he did so, his eyes swept past her, hesitated, then returned to rest on her face. He had, she was certain, recognized her as the woman in the taxi. This time she held his gaze and was surprised at her lack of anxiety. He was, she reasoned, just an ordinary man, surprisingly young and presently of no importance to anyone but her. She felt a sudden excitement, a feeling of superiority as his eyes wavered, expressing bewilderment.


With a shrug, he turned away, moving rapidly now, his shoulders characteristically hunched forward. With a light step, she followed.


He stopped at a newspaper kiosk in the Square and purchased two papers, then stepped off the curb to work his way quickly through the traffic out to the center island, where he swung aboard the second car of a double tram that had just begun to move.


His action caught her by surprise. Thirty meters behind him she battled her handicap and, oblivious to the turmoil of traffic, raced out into the street. The trolley car was gathering speed. She ran, holding her skirt high, gaining ground, despite inadequate shoes that caused her ankles to twist inward on the uneven cobblestones.


Then suddenly she was on the ground, her left leg curled painfully under her body. For the first time she was aware of a discordant orchestra of auto horns and shouted warnings. A police whistle was trilling. Dazed, she glanced around to see men converging on her from out of a confusion of stalled vehicles. The brief confidence she had experienced only moments ago was gone. She had failed. Dimly, she wondered once again if she would have the courage to try again tomorrow or perhaps the next day.


A few seconds later, the double tram, spewing sparks from its overhead trolley wheel, slowed to a crawl to begin its sharp, laborious turn into the Magramstrasse.


Breathing deeply, she rose awkwardly to her feet and was running again, shoes in hand, in a desperate attempt to cut the angle and intercept the trolley before its rear car cleared the turn.


She raced wildly across the tracks into oncoming traffic, closing the gap, each step on the bare stones a separate agony. On the rear platform, a man was reaching out for her. Vaguely she sensed a handsome young face, a military uniform, as the streetcar began its acceleration into the straightaway.


Suddenly she felt her arms being gripped. She was lifted free, her naked feet barely clearing the cobblestones.


On board, she clung to him, fighting for breath, the brass buttons of his tunic pressing into her cheek. He was complimenting her on her stamina, her beautiful legs, inviting her to a champagne breakfast to celebrate her victory. Thanking him, she pulled away.


He said, “Are you English?”


“Yes.” She felt lightheaded, almost giddy.


“Then perhaps tea?”


“No, thank you.”


As the young officer paid her fare, she stepped into her shoes. A moment later, she saw the now familiar derby bobbing amidst the strap-hanging passengers. He was standing in the front of the car, separated from her by more than a dozen people.


She smiled gratefully at her gallant chevalier, then brushed past him to move farther into the car, closer to her quarry. It was crowded. A stout, middle-aged burgher in a black frock coat tipped his hat and half-rose to his feet. She shook her head negatively, attempting still another grateful smile. Seated, there would be the danger of losing sight of the derby. The gentleman’s solicitous expression turned sour. Her refusal, she knew, was somehow scandalous: a gentleman offers, a lady accepts. Fatigue washed over her. It was obvious that for the moment, she was no lady, but rather a wretch—soaked with perspiration, her makeup smeared, her hair down in ugly strands.


She squeezed her way through the mass of standing passengers, refusing two more seat offers, but finally accepting the gift of a leather strap loop. With eyes half closed, she swayed gently. The chase had sapped her energy; her ankle throbbed now in cadence with a still pounding heartbeat.


The tram had stopped. The derby was gone. She fought her way through to the exit. Finally, she was on the street and in the center island. The departing streetcar cleared her view; her quarry had reached the sidewalk. Favoring a weak ankle, she followed, vaguely surprised at her own sense of purpose.


He entered Popples, a large cafe taking up almost half the streetfront. There was no hurry now. She thought it best that he be seated when she entered. Limping slightly, she paced the length of the street twice, giving him five minutes.


The cavernous interior of Popples was a rococo hothouse made fragrant by the warm aroma of roasting coffee and fresh baking. Chairs and tables grew out of a dense jungle of potted palms and giant rubber plants. Overhead a vast skylight bathed the large area in diffuse north light, bringing to life the painting and sculpture crowding the walls.


It was early, a slow period. With less than ten customers scattered about at remote tables, Popples seemed empty. He sat alone at a small corner table, even younger-looking now without the coat and derby, and, she thought, pathetically vulnerable.


The headwaiter was busy elsewhere. She seated herself at a table facing the young artist. Only a few meters separated them. He was eating cream cakes and chatting amiably with a waiter. At one point he glanced at her curiously, then looked away.


She ordered streusel and café au lait, then sat staring absently into the green filigree of a palm an arm’s length away. She was light-headed as if she had drunk the champagne so chivarously offered by the handsome officer on the streetcar. It would have been, she mused sadly, a wonderful way to spend the day. She had been in Vienna less than twenty-four hours and had seen little of it.


When her order came, she found herself suddenly hungry. She finished off the streusel quickly, then sipped her coffee, all the time looking at him as he sat half hidden behind the large printed pages of the Arbeiter Zeitung.


Unsnapping the catch on her small beaded bag, she reached in, running fingers across the smooth ivory handgrip of the lady-like 25-caliber Baretta automatic. She removed her compact from the bag and repaired her makeup. Then, dabbing a spot of L’Heure Bleu behind each ear and another at the base of her throat, she surveyed herself in the small mirror.


She set the compact on the table and removed the pistol from her bag, flicking up the safety as she did so. Placing both elbows on the table, she sighted along the barrel and squeezed the trigger.


The sound was not much louder than that of a child’s cap pistol. A small hole appeared miraculously in the center of the newspaper.


He dropped the paper and she saw that the hole was echoed in his shirtfront a few centimeters to the right of the second button. As she watched, a patch of deep red surrounded it, then began to spread. He was, she thought, about to speak, but instead his startled eyes drifted down to her long fox fur piece, which he stared at intently, as if it were a deadly snake about to strangle her.


She fired again. The small projectile, spinning rapidly, struck his head at a velocity of 420 meters per second, drilling its way neatly through the skull just above his right eye ridge. Thus flattened, it pushed before it a mass of compacted gray tissue, punching out a large piece of the back of the skull before falling, spent, under his jacket collar.


She flicked the safety back up and placed the pistol carefully in the bottom of her bag. Oblivious to the growing tumult around her, she quickly reviewed her makeup in the small mirror, then, dropping some money onto the table, she turned for a final glance. Like a tired old man, his body was slumped deep in his chair. A small black hole punctuated his forehead. Beneath it his eyes, wide, unblinking, stared intently into hers. She felt nothing. It was as if she were viewing the dead man from a remote distance through a pair of cheap binoculars.


She stood. Her commitment had been fulfilled. It was time to leave, to escape, in order to return to Bertie.


Favoring her left leg, she approached the door leading to the streets of Vienna. As she reached out to open it, she was knocked to the floor by a frightened Jewish waiter named Stahlmann.






* * *NEWSBREAK* * *


. . . Good evening, Mr. and Mrs. North America and all the ships at sea! Let’s go to press!


Barcelona, Spain. Now that Generalissimo Francisco Fascist Franco has gotten his, how about the same kind of cozy necktie party for his old pal, Fatso Mussolini? That would make it two down and Stalin to go. And while we’re on the subject, it’s time to hand out walking papers to all those foreign Commies who want to run things in Spain for dear old Poppa Mustache. Forget it! Spain is for the Spaniards—and that does not include our very own pinko Lincoln Brigade. C′mon home, fellas. All is forgiven, provided you wash off the red war paint and keep your noses clean.


—Radio commentary
by Walter Winchell,
June 23, 1939
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1983


Lesley Bauman parked the Packard in the lot behind Union Station, put the top up, then removed her two pieces of luggage from the trunk. She stepped back and looked at her car with sad, admiring eyes. It was a bright red ’81, the last of the breed. She walked around to place her hand affectionately on the tall traditional V-shaped radiator grill. It was, she reflected, the only machinery she had ever developed an affection for.


In the station she tossed the car keys into a trash can, then bought a ticket and checked her luggage through. Twenty-three dollars and eighty cents, one way, L.A. to New York. She had seventeen minutes until boarding.


In a public booth she obtained Gloria Gold’s number from information. She dialed, hoping Ralph would answer. He didn’t. He was out, gone for the afternoon. His girlfriend Gloria, seemed nervous, her phrasing and diction turning awkwardly formal as the tremolo increased. Lesley told her that the Packard was parked behind Union Station. A set of keys was on the foyer table at the beach house. Ralph could keep both the car and the house. Gloria responded with stunned silence and heavy breathing, then finally blurted out a dumbfounded “thank you.”


Lesley hung up abruptly, thinking that the little twenty-three-year-old blonde was just right for Ralph, at least for a while. Gloria probably knew the difference between Olympic and Budweiser and would more than likely learn to love baby oil and the Los Angeles Cowboys.


As for herself, Lesley would miss the Packard. It had been home away from home for months, a sanctuary. But nothing lasts forever, neither cars nor husbands.


The magnitrain was crowded almost to capacity, but she managed to find a seat on the aisle. She buckled up both lap and shoulder straps as, moments later, they trundled out of the station, turned into the west-east tube and began accelerating.


The large speedometer mounted on the bulkhead in the front of the car read 400-plus miles per hour as they wound their way through the Rockies. The smaller acceleration meter just below it varied alternately between 1 and 1.12 gravities as the centrifugal force generated by long shallow turns and climbs made itself felt.


Finally, in the clear just west of Flagstaff, Arizona, the 65-foot-long, windowless capsule was free to begin its 2,000-mile straightaway.


Both indicators began climbing. After just a minute the acceleration meter was holding at 1.5 Gs. Lesley was pressed gently into the now totally resilient seat back, which folded around her like a feather bed. The skin on her face felt tight, as if she were grimacing. She was heavier—188 pounds—instead of her usual 125.


The magnitrain sped silently through its seamless, airless tube, suspended in the center by a potential induced by electromagnetic rings that encircled the inside circumference. They were placed 27 yards apart, charged sequentially by massive capacitors, which on this stretch of acceleration fired an ever-increasing amount of current. As the capsule was thrust out of the field of one electromagnetic ring, it was drawn into the field of the next—in effect, a simple linear electric motor, with the magnitrain capsule itself acting as the armature.


After a minute of acceleration, the speedometer held at 4,200 miles per hour and the accelerometer dropped rapidly back to normal 1 G.


Lesley relaxed and ordered a Dewers and soda from the stewardess. The seat was once again firm against her back.


South of Dayton, Ohio, the magnitrain’s seats were rotated to face the rear as it began its long deceleration. This time the effects were less severe, the acceleration meter hovered at only 1.23 Gs. for a few minutes, then leveled off close to normal.


Shortly afterward, the capsule, now rolling on its own retractable wheels, pulled into Pennsylvania Station in New York, just one hour and three minutes after departing Los Angeles. The cab ride through evening traffic to her mother’s house on East Eighty-seventh Street lasted almost as long.


“Were there other men?” Lena Morning lowered her brandy glass and arched an eyebrow at her daughter Lesley.


“One.”


“And?”


“Just one time. It was awful, but at least it was spontaneous—a new experience for me—really new.”


Her mother turned to speak to the wall: “I have a daughter who’s a total sex maniac!”


“I don’t know,” said Lesley, sighing, resting her cheek against the comforting velvet of the chair, thinking it could be true. It had been her husband’s business partner, less than a month ago. He had come to the house to speak with Ralph, who was at a ballgame. She was stretched out on her belly next to the pool, the bra strap of her riviera hanging loose. It was the tiniest one she owned, white against her deeply tanned skin, one of the newer ones this year, with an extremely high-cut V at the crotch. She sensed his interest through half-closed eyes even before she heard his voice. He threw himself into a camp chair and they talked for a few minutes while the idea percolated in her mind. It was simply a matter of sitting up to let the top fall. A grudge fuck, she reflected. For just a moment it had given her a sense of power. But he was inept as a lover, leaving her high and dry—empty.


“Did Ralph find out?” said her mother.


“Yes, I told him.”


“Lesley!”


“He was not only boring me to death, Mother, but he also had another woman. There’s a parlay for you. Anyway, it was with Bob.”


“Good God!”


“They had a fight, but later it got kind of crazy. I mean, Ralph kept asking for details. I lied, told him how terrific it was, invented all sorts of raunchy detail. I was angry but it got to be a game . . . it turned him on.” She laughed bitterly. “Might have saved our marriage if I’d wanted to hang around.”


She closed her eyes, trying to go over some of it. Ralph had been in real estate. Lots of shop talk and football and his friends and their wives and empty gossip on the telephone. And sex. The game plan had called for Wednesday and Saturday nights. There had been a sensible reason for that particular schedule, but she couldn’t remember what it was. Ralph kept score and there was even a half time—he’d have a beer, she’d have a cigarette. A little TV. It was paced well; Ralph was out for a record. But last summer she stopped faking orgasms, which caused him to go off his feed. His backhand suffered. Then, the incident with Bob. . . .


Her mother was saying, “Men aren’t all that bad, you know. They open doors and send flowers and light our cigarettes and pay the bills.” Lena Morning could think of nothing else to say. She shrugged and looked up at the ceiling. It was a different world now.


“That’s nice,” Lesley said, not quite managing to suppress a compulsive giggle. It all seemed so absurd. She’d have to get organized. She felt as if she were going through her thirty’s trauma four years after the fact.


“You’re laughing at me—your mother.”


“No,” she said, grinning, “I just flashed Ralph lying in bed reading ‘The Importance of Foreplay in Marriage.’ It was a Reader’s Digest article. I mean really! It became the official rule book, the Bible.”


“It must be the genes,” said her mother sourly.


“What?”


“Sometimes it worries me.”


“What are you talking about?”


“Never mind . . .”


“You said genes—you mean from you and Father?”


“Just from your father; leave me out of it.”


“Okay, I’m hooked,” Lesley said, thinking how typical it was of her mother to distill a complex reality into a few concentrated drops of predestination. This time it was genetic, usually it was astrological. “Come on, Mother, what worries you?”


“It’s not important.”


Lesley knew the game, the disclaimers indicated a fragmentation bomb was about to be dropped. She drew deeply on her cork-tipped Marvel, leaning forward. “You mean, the world is just dandy, but something is a little off-kilter about Lesley, some nasty, mysterious genetic inheritance that nobody ever talks about?”


“Your grandmother . . .”


“Which one?” she said. She had met neither of them.


“Your father’s mother, of course.” The older woman stared into the fire, using a little time to put the words together. “I really shouldn’t have brought it up. It was a scandal of your father’s family, long before I knew him. Naturally, I wouldn’t have married him if I’d known. But your father was one hell of a good-looking man—handsome is the word, you don’t hear it much these days. And money, and a dry humor—you know how they are—I was swept off my feet.” Lena Morning held up the brandy snifter and squinted at her daughter through the golden pool. “Of course, I didn’t know too much about his personality, they used to call it character in those days. He seemed charming at the time in his blazer and straw hat and black-and-white wingtips.” She lapsed into silence, gazing down at her feet, as if expecting to find his shoes there. “He was a solitary man, it was his nature. I mean, I really don’t know why he married. In the years we lived together, there were no relatives, no friends, nothing but two horrible old ladies—twins—who would come to tea every few weeks.” She looked up, her eyes misting over, focusing on nothing.


Lesley sighed. She had heard it all before, this superficial description of a father who remained, for her, merely a dim childhood memory. She rose from her chair and, feeling a deep pang of sympathy, laid an affectionate hand on her mother’s arm. She realized for the hundredth time that Lena Morning’s knowledge and understanding of Harry Morning was just as vague and unformed as her own.


But here, she realized, was something new: her grandmother. In the past, her mother had always avoided the subject. In a concerned voice, Lesley asked, “Mother . . . what are you getting at?”


“Your father’s mother . . . your paternal grandmother, killed a man, shot him dead. She was a murderer. It happened in Europe; your father was an infant at the time.”


“Good God!”


“And there were other rumors. Of course, it was all a long time ago, but as I said, I’ve always been a little worried about the genes.”


“I don’t think you’re joking.”


“I’m not, dear.”


“Well, for God’s sake, tell me about it!”


“I don’t know much, really. Your grandmother’s name was Elleander. You’ll have to get the rest from your father.”


Later, lying in bed, she thought about him for the first time in years. She was just about three years old in 1952, when her mother packed her up and moved to New York. After that, she had only dim memories of a tall, thin man who, when she was ten, visited from England to take her to the Museum of Natural History and Radio City Music Hall. There had been, down through the years, greeting cards on traditional occasions and, just once, an overseas phone call. It was on the day of her wedding in the spring of 1975. Her father’s voice, she remembered, had been deep and resonant, his words formal, as if he were delivering a speech. She sensed the effort he was making and was touched by it. She called him Dad, then the phone seemed to go dead with shared guilt. There were moments of agonized silence. She felt relieved when they rang off. She sprinted from the phone into the arms of her brand-new husband with a show of affection that brought cheers from the reception guests and the day’s first and only tears from her mother’s eyes.


With those exceptions, the only reminders she had of her father’s existence were the monthly remittances she received from the trust fund he had set up for her. The checks had been arriving regularly since she was twenty-one and were quite liberal. The first one had included a handwritten note:




Daughter: Drafts to this amount will be sent to you every month from now on. It is my wish that you use the money, however wisely or unwisely, as you see fit, to ensure both your personal pleasure and your independence from the damnable coercion of insolvency. Your father, Harry Morning.





Yet it was the memory of her father’s telephone voice that haunted her. She felt that there was something important he had wanted to tell her, some intimate confidence that she had somehow forestalled.


She rolled over on her back to stare wide-eyed at the darkened ceiling. It was, she thought, all nonsense. Typical filial guilt toward an absent father, textbook stuff. She should know better. She sat up and lit a cigarette.


As a child, she had idolized him, building romantic fantasies, first of an ancient castle and a handsome prince, then, later, of an industrial empire and a rich and powerful businessman escorting glamorous, befurred women hither and yon in a white chauffeured Rolls-Royce. Later still, in college art class, she had done him in oils from memory.


She thought, where am I? It was as if, for most of her life, she had been anesthetized and was now just coming out of it. It explained her disorientation, her anger.


Until the incident with Bob, she had always been a good girl, always did what she was told, did what others had programmed for her. Leaving Ralph had been the only major decision of her life. Marrying him had not been. That had been the result of the coercive approval of her friends and her mother. Marriage, the big wedding and happy-ever-after was the major goal of her social peers. But she had never loved Ralph. She had never loved any man. Love, hate, fear were emotions she only knew of from movies and books and the tube.


She thought of her grandmother. Her mother’s talk about a murder was probably nonsense. But what if it wasn’t? Suddenly, Lesley found herself enthralled with the idea that a blood relative might have exhibited the passion necessary to kill someone. Real emotions she could only imagine . . . there was, it seemed, a secret part of her in England.


Now, quite suddenly, she knew she would go to London. Why not? There was nothing to keep her here. Father and daughter—Harry Morning—flesh and blood. Surely they could share things she was never able to share with her mother.


Feeling a sudden burst of excitement, she punched out her cigarette in the ashtray. Tomorrow morning she would cab to Idlewild and catch one of those new jets to London. By dinner time she would be in her father’s house on Highcastle Road.


But in the morning, she felt differently. She needed time to sort things out. Time by herself, she decided, a week, or at least a few days to go shopping, if nothing else. At breakfast her mother chatted amiably through the orange juice, soft-boiled eggs and toast. Lesley paid little attention. She gazed out the window, her mind drifting. She should have kept the car.


Over coffee her mother was saying, “. . . old job back?”


“No,” she said. She felt she was on a seesaw.


“Well, you’ve got to do something, dear.”


“Mother, I’ve been home less than twenty-four hours, for God’s sake!”


“Don’t yell, dear.” Lena Morning smiled at her daughter tolerantly. “I mean later, when you sort of get on your feet—a few weeks, maybe. They’re sure to remember you.”


“Don’t be silly. I was a very junior editor, the job I had was probably filled a dozen times since I left. Girls come and go so fast, it’s like a relay race.”


“They do? Why is that, dear?”


“I don’t know—they pay so little that no one takes the job seriously. It’s half of what a man gets. A woman editor only makes a few more dollars than a secretary. And then I guess a lot of the girls get married.” She sipped her coffee, feeling a growing, unaccustomed anger and wondering at its source.


“Well, that’s not so bad,” said her mother.


Lesley looked up sharply. “Oh no, you don’t!”


“Don’t yell, dear.”


“I’m not yelling,” said Lesley, her voice tight, the three short words clipped and defined. “You’re really marvelous, Mother! You should be in the fucking government—a genius at leading interviews exactly where you want them to go.”


“Don’t be silly and watch your language.”


“I learned it from Ralph.”


“Well, you’re in New York now, Lesley, not California.”


“I’m sorry, I forgot.” Lesley felt a pang of guilt. She was, she realized, using her mother for a punching bag.


“I have a friend at Bendel’s, maybe he can find something for you in the advertising department. Or, if you’d like, you can come to work at the shop. Anything.”


She tried unsuccessfully to visualize herself selling lingerie at her mother’s shop on Lexington Avenue. Sighing, she picked up her empty coffee cup to stare into it. “Mother,” she said quietly. “Please try to understand. I woke up this morning with a hangover and I haven’t been drinking.”


“I understand, dear.”


“I mean, it’s not every day that I walk away from a marriage.”


“Poor dear. Believe me, I know the feeling.”


“I need some time.”


“Take all the time you need, darling.”


“I’d like to be alone for a few days, a week maybe. What about Saltair?”


“Fire Island would be freezing now,” said Lena Morning, feeling suddenly left out. “There’s no heat in the house and you’d freeze. Wait until late April, early May—five, six weeks.”


“I should have kept the car. I could have driven from Los Angeles, just me and the Packard and the open road. It would have been a psychic physic.”


“You sold the car?”


“No, I gave it back to Ralph.”


“You’re a crazed person!”


“The Malibu house too—I just wanted to get out, I don’t want any souvenirs. Nothing! I don’t even want his cockamamy name; I’m changing it back to Morning.”


“And I don’t even want to think about it!” said her mother, rising abruptly. “A girl gives everything back from the settlement—it’s cuckoo! There are people starving all over and you give back a car and a house?”


“Mother . . .”


“I’ve got to get to the shop,” Lena Morning said, turning her back on her daughter and leaving the room.


Lesley sat at the table barely breathing. She followed her mother into the foyer. The older woman had donned a small mink jacket and was pulling on her gloves.


“I’ve just never heard of anything like that,” she said. “But of course, I’m from the older generation, I don’t think modern.”


“Mother,” said Lesley, laying a hand on her shoulder. “I don’t need money. I get all the money I need, and so do you.”


“Famous last words.”


“It’s not the money that I need right now,” Lesley repeated, leaning back against the mirrored wall.


“Then what do you need?”


“I have to find out who I am. Something!”


“Everybody has to find out who they are—from the very first caveman crawling out of his tree. Who am If It’s the national pastime. Listen, you are who you are, so wake up!” Lena Morning turned to find her daughter in tears. She softened. Then she had Lesley in her arms, comforting her, running a hand gently over her full blond hair.


Lesley pulled back, straightened up to take her mother’s hand. “I’m sorry, Mom.” She forced a tiny, embarrassed laugh. “I’m really acting like a teenager. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”


“Well, maybe another cup of coffee, we could talk some more.”


“I’m okay now, honest. Go ahead.”


“You sure?” Her mother placed a reluctant hand on the doorknob.


“Sure.” Lesley smiled. “I’m fine, I can feel the manic state beginning to take hold.”


“Go for a nice walk and look in the windows. It’s almost like spring.” She opened the door. “Buy a new hat, or a pretty little riviera for Fire Island, something cute; it won’t be that long to beach weather. And Saks, by the way, is showing some pretty cruise things.”


“Mother—good-bye.”


“Maybe we can get some theater tickets for tonight. There’s a revival of My Fair Lady, I hear it’s lovely.”


Later Lesley took her mother’s suggestion and walked down Madison Avenue. At Fifty-third she turned west toward Rockefeller Plaza. She’d have a nice quiet lunch at Conrad’s, then maybe some shopping after all.


It was an unusual day for this time in March, beautiful, with a warm, exhilarating feeling of spring in the air. I’m a yo-yo, she thought, from depression to euphoria in three easy hours. But maybe it was the town. New York in the spring always did that for her.


She glanced into the French Line window on the corner of Fifty-first and Fifth. The display was dominated by a large, detailed model of the liner Normandie. A small, tastefully lettered sign below it read:


—COMPAGNIE GENERALE TRANSATLANTIQUE—
*S/S NORMANDIE*
Now back in service
Weekly service to
Southampton
and
Le Havre
World’s largest passenger ship.
79,000 tons gross registered.


The next crossing was in three days’ time, but there were only two first-class accommodations available. The Normandie was popular. It would be her fourth Atlantic crossing after sitting in mothballs through eighteen years of French revolution and counterrevolution.


Of the two, Lesley chose the luxurious main-deck suite in preference to a single cabin on A deck. With no attempt to rationalize the $800 expense, she paid up with her American Express Card, exited quickly, then went around the corner to the RCA cable office, where she sent a brief message to her father. After that, she crossed Fifth to Best and Company, where she proceeded to spend another three hundred dollars on a summer wardrobe. When she emerged, the sky was clouded over and a raw chill was setting in. Nevertheless, she was feeling better.


That night, Lesley went with her mother to see the My Fair Lady revival. It was presented with all the richness of the original. Henry Higgins emerged more phlegmatic, less introspective, with the aging but still handsome Rex Harrison in the role. It was difficult to compare him to Leslie Howard, who had played Higgins in the original production, though, over a late supper at Sardi’s, they tried.


The following afternoon she received a cable from her father. He was looking forward to her arrival.


The Normandie lifted anchor at 9:10 P.M., Saturday, March 26. Lesley waved to her mother through miles of multicolored confetti as the brawny little Moran tugs eased the massive ship out into the Hudson. She stayed forward on the lifeboat deck until they cleared the Verrazano Bridge, at which time she went to her quarters, where for two hours she sat in her sitting room gazing out a large porthole and sipping the Piper Heidsieck provided by a gracious porter. She had dinner in her cabin, took a bath and went to bed early with the latest Ernie Pyle novel.


The following morning she awakened before dawn to do four circuits of the promenade deck before breakfast. Then a sumptuous feast that, as the first diner of the day, she consumed in elegant solitude in the aft sundeck buffet. Later, under a light blanket, she read, stretched out on a deck chair, until noon. She gently rebuffed the men seeking conversation. They included a somewhat portly but well-turned-out businessman from Budapest. There were others, younger, much better-looking, but none so charmingly insistent.


She kept to herself for the next three days, enjoying early morning jogs around the deck and light suppers in her sitting room. From time to time, when lying on her deck chair, or making use of the swimming pool, she was aware of the Hungarian businessman just slightly offstage, observing her. All the other young French officers and single men in first class had long since given up. Both she and the ship seemed to be floating on a sea of ennui.


On Wednesday night, Lesley Morning dressed and took dinner for the first time at her assigned table in the salon. She made polite conversation, then went to the bar, where she allowed herself to be picked up by the Hungarian. They danced until midnight. He spoke English well. She told him of Los Angeles, and he talked at length of the Paris of the East, Budapest. He was funny and made her laugh. They took a stroll, arm in arm on the boat deck, where he kissed her. Shortly after 1 A.M. they went to her quarters.


His name was Breyer. He was in the printing business. He folded his clothes neatly, placing them over a chair, leaving his protective horn-rims on until the last moment. She was touched by the quality of giving and the affection he displayed. But despite this, she lay there afterward wondering why, for the second time in her life, she had gone to bed with a man for whom she had felt no sexual attraction.


At Southampton, she was greeted by a tall, loose-limbed man, roughly her own age, who sported a tousled shock of sandy hair and a shy smile. He introduced himself as Fred Hayworth, her father’s solicitor. They exchanged small talk while he placed her luggage in the boot of a battered green TR4. When they were seated, he reached back to pull the top up, before turning to her. His smile was gone.


“I am afraid I have some bad news, Mrs. Bauman,” he said, resting his hand lightly on her arm. “Your father suffered a heart attack—a massive coronary—on Wednesday night.” His words were strung together in a single breath, like a child hurriedly reciting a memorized poem.


“No.”
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