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PREFACE AND DEDICATION

    Both of this story's title characters—in their personalities
and in the events of their lives—are entirely fictional, entirely
products of my own invention. But as some readers may recognize,
one of them, "Luke Blackmon," is based loosely and in part on a real
person, an American man who was born in 1898 and who died in
1976. Based very loosely, I want to emphasize. The real man
had a long and apparently happy marriage, nothing at all like the
relationship Luke describes in this book. More importantly, while the
real man in his last years was bitterly disappointed in his country's
treatment of him—as he had every reason to be—he did not
take his own life, but remained, as he'd always been, a hopeful
believer in what he called "the brotherhood of man" and in the arc of
the moral universe bending toward justice.

~*~

    This book is respectfully dedicated to the memory of the
great Paul Robeson.



PROLOGUE

    Rosalyn Spencer glanced at the time on the screen of her
desktop PC: 3:03 A.M. Not bad. Set the alarm for seven-thirty. Splash
water in her face, clean her teeth, run a comb through her hair, make
it to class by eight. She could grab an espresso at the Carmichael
stand on the way, and that would set her up till noon. Maybe a quick
nap then, and then: Onward! Nothing due in Mod Brits until Monday,
and she could worry about that Saturday. She was on a roll. Shower
at four, dinner probably—she'd need something solid if she was going
to drink later. Read the assignment. Kelly's class at seven.

    Kelly himself later.

    She felt the quick, familiar pulse of arousal and took a deep
breath. Think about something else, girl. You need sleep now or
you'll look like the undead tomorrow. Even at twenty, she
couldn't get by on two or three hours a night for too many nights in a
row without it showing, especially since she had naturally pale skin
to begin with. And Kelly, she knew, liked her blooming with youth,
not makeup.

    So, to take her mind off Kelly and what tomorrow night held
in store, she brought up a document on her screen, the essay she'd
just finished for Sylvia Webb's Twentieth Century American Culture
class. She'd chosen to write on a figure from the first half of the
century, someone her AmCult textbook called "a multi-talented man
of great heart and immense charm" who'd been "betrayed by his
country." His name had been somewhat familiar to Rosalyn, but
she'd never known much about him or the extent of what had been
done to him. Professor Webb had spoken of it with a hint of real
sorrow and outrage, which Rosalyn had taken as a sign that she'd
look favorably on a paper echoing those sentiments.

    After doing her research for the essay, she'd found that
echoing them wasn't all that difficult. As a civil rights activist during
the middle years of the century, the man had attracted more than his
share of attention, much of it from hostile bigots who resented and
feared his well-earned popularity as an athlete, actor, singer, and
internationally celebrated spokesman for the working class. When
an opportunity came for his enemies to destroy his good name—and
his career—by forcing him to defend unpopular political choices, they
did so. Rosalyn had been shocked to learn how effective that
destruction had been. Now she reread her closing paragraphs:

    
We still have him, of course,
in recordings, in films and grainy videos, in living
memory of a few seniors whose memories grow
dimmer and more distant every day. We owned
him always: he gave himself to us, freely, daring to
suppose for a time that we honored him, even
loved him. Someone owned his father, once, or
thought they did, and had proof of it in a bill of
sale; for him we had no bill of sale, only contracts
and agreements, often by word or handshake as
between equals who trusted each other. But
contracts can be nullified, agreements broken.
Hope and trust denied. When we were done with
him we forgot him, formally and deliberately.
Finally we killed him—with his assistance, as he'd
tired of our hypocrisy. We tried, with some
success, to erase his name.

    But his name wouldn't stay erased. Now,
forty years after his death, it's on schools, on
municipal buildings and concert halls, even on a
flower: the Luke Blackmon rose. Too late, he
stands watch over children who cower in their
classrooms as gunfire sounds in the halls. Too late,
he looks down from the pediments of buildings
bearing his name, at young men bleeding out in
streets where his voice once rang.

    Too late, he blooms in our faded
gardens.



    Not bad. Maybe a bit over the top, but she'd give it a few
hours and see what she thought then. Professor Webb pretended to
be cool and hardboiled, but Rosalyn had detected a soft spot where
Luke Blackmon was concerned, and Webb just might like this as it
stood.

    Meanwhile… Yes, onward. She closed the document and her
current desktop image appeared: a black-and-white photo, studio
portrait, formally arranged, of Luke Blackmon in a suit and tie sitting
before an artfully draped cloth. It was one of the few photos she'd
found of him smiling a real smile, not mugging as directed, not
stretching his lips over grief or anger. He was young here, probably
close to her age, and anything but formal. His eyes looked into hers,
sleepy, mischievous, and incredibly sexy. Across the almost ninety
years that stood like stone between them, she couldn't help grinning
back.





CHAPTER ONE

    Her jeans-clad legs crossed at the ankles and her hands
folded between her knees, Assistant Professor Lyn Spencer-Kelly sat
on the edge of the desk and watched her night-class students file into
the classroom and take seats. It was the last meeting of the semester,
and she'd done her hair in a loose braid and worn her black satin
cowboy shirt and fringed leather jacket for the occasion, topped off
with her novelty bolo tie: a crescent moon hovering over an
inch-long metal cow. She wondered briefly if she was getting a bit long in
the tooth for this sort of nonsense, but then she answered herself
with a mental shrug. What the hell; if the shirt fits, wear it.

After Kelly's death two years ago, when she was thirty-two—well,
really with his diagnosis and early retirement a year and a half
before that—Lyn had become more "professorial" with her regular
composition classes. Those students were mostly eighteen- and
nineteen-year-olds who often needed a reminder that they were now
adults, so she'd dressed like a bank loan officer, in boring pantsuits
and uncomfortable shoes. She'd spoken in conscious imitation of her
seventh-grade teacher, Ms. Schultz, who'd scared the socks off
everyone, including most of her colleagues.

    But tonight's class was an honors section of only eleven
students, all non-traditional. The oldest was Sheila Campbell, in her
somewhat giddy early seventies; the youngest was Kingsley Harris, a
man wise beyond his twenty-five years, or so Lyn sometimes thought
while reading his essays. She suspected their median age would be at
most a few years over her own age, and only a year or two under it if
you didn't count Sheila and the next oldest member. This was the
first such class she'd been assigned, and she'd guessed they might
respond more favorably to an instructor who met them as an equal
than they would to one who pulled rank. She'd been right. By the
third or fourth week all of them—including Lyn—had been on
first-name terms. They'd all participated in learning and developing
useful writing skills. They'd opened one another's eyes to new ideas
and perspectives. The whole experience had been fun, so tonight
she'd felt like dressing up.

    And now she felt like crying.

    They were all here, even though there were no physical
papers for her to hand back, nothing more for them to hand in, and
they all knew their final grade. It was because they'd never be here
again, and they'd miss her and each other. Expecting this, or
something like it, she'd prepared a little speech of farewell, telling
them all how much she'd gained from the class, how much she'd miss
them, asking them to "stay in touch." Now she didn't give the speech.
They already knew this. Better to cut it short before she got
teary-eyed. She hated to get teary-eyed.

    "Guys," she said, "I hate goodbyes, so I hope this isn't one.
You've got my number if you should need me for anything or just
want to talk. So, I have two things for you, and then get out of
here—or, stay if you want. The first is this." She pulled a book out of the
leather postman's bag she used as a briefcase, resting on the desk
beside her. "My latest. It's a short story collection, and I've signed
them, which will make them worth a little money someday. Author
autographs always are, I've heard. There won't be a quiz, so you
don't even need to open it."

    Grabbing the bag, she hopped down from the desk and
passed out copies of her book. "And here's the other thing. Cookies."
She laughed. "I always wanted to teach kindergarten or first grade.
Thank God I changed my mind in time. But I never got over the idea
of bringing homemade cookies on the last day of school. So, enjoy!"
She'd stayed up late last night, baking them. Sugar cookies like her
grandma used to make, packed in paper lunch sacks stapled shut,
which she now passed around. There were thank-you's and
laughter, a little talk, and then, one by one, her students began to
leave. Some bestowed hugs. Karl Benjamin, thirty years her senior
and gay as the daisies in May, gave her a smacking kiss and she
returned it warmly.

    Finally only three were left. Kingsley Harris was a trim,
handsome, dark-skinned Black man with a neat mustache and beard,
which Lyn suspected were meant to keep him from being carded at a
liquor store, and which may even have worked. Pete Cubbins was a
soft-spoken, balding white man in his forties. Cary McNinch, whose
blond good looks and conscious, boyish smile may have served him
well once, Lyn thought, was on the far side of fifty and didn't seem
happy about it. Kingsley and Pete both wore wedding rings; Cary did
not.

    Lyn knew why the first two hadn't left. She'd told them,
when she returned their final essays, that she hoped they'd have
time tonight to talk more about the topic they'd both chosen to write
on: questions of ethics in the biological sciences. She was afraid she
knew why Cary was still there, too, and she hoped Kingsley and Pete
would stay as long as he did. Or, preferably, longer. Although he was
reasonably intelligent, he was her least favorite night-class student.
His first essay had been a narrative set in some Middle East war
zone—he hadn't specified, but from his apparent age she'd suspected
Kuwait—and while it was well-written, she'd found it disturbing and
somehow dishonest. Then, the third week into the semester, he'd
made a clumsy pass. She'd had no trouble rebuffing it politely, and
he'd never tried again, but she had been embarrassed for his sake.
Since Kelly's death, she'd turned down more than one invitation to
the dance, and she felt better about them when they were proffered
with a bit of style. Cary McNinch's had not been one of those.

    But she'd never been tempted to respond positively, even to
the stylish ones, and she wondered about this, occasionally—as she
did now, seated at a student desk in a relaxed circle with the three
men and half-listening to their conversation.

    In her teens, Lyn had discovered a physically ardent side to
her own nature that frightened her. She'd gone from being an
ambitious student, a girl with plans and the strength to see them
through, to someone obsessed with boys—boys she didn't even like
as people but only as bodies that fascinated her. It was as if her own
body had taken on a mind of its own and was bent on betraying her.
For nearly a year she slipped and slid along a path that left her often
aching, often ashamed, and still a technically intact virgin by sheer
luck. At fifteen, she managed to avoid having sex with her best
friend's older brother, basically a stranger to her, only by
sheer luck, when her friend's mother walked in on them undressing
each other.

    Lyn had realized, then, that something had to be done about
her situation and that she was the only one to do it. She didn't want
to be promiscuous and she didn't want to fall in love…yet. So, using
the stern self-discipline she knew she possessed, she'd forced herself
to stay out of temptation's way, physically and mentally. She'd
stopped dating, even in groups. She'd stopped watching all but the
most innocent of films, stopped reading all but the primmest of
novels. She'd made herself stop daydreaming. Eventually it had
seemed to work; she'd stopped suffering. She'd gone her own way,
after that, for almost five years.

    She had changed then, for Kelly, first by giving her
sensuality free rein with him, then by modifying her first name to
please him (Rosalyn lacked sophistication), substituting his
family name for hers when they married, and finally, when his
drinking had increased drastically and his sexual ardor had cooled,
by suppressing hers. Again.

    It hadn't been easy, but something—pride?—refused to let
her become either a frustrated celibate or an unfaithful wife. So,
remembering her successful struggle almost ten years earlier, she'd
managed to repeat that success. She'd stopped socializing with most
of their colleagues and friends; there were too many opportunities to
cheat, and too many sympathetic offers of comfort, because Kelly's
decline was all too apparent. She'd joined a gym and started a
regimen of exercise designed to exhaust her physically, and she'd cut
everything out of her life that seemed likely to lead to thoughts of
sex.

    Once, discovering the portrait of Luke Blackmon at twenty
in a file of old photos she'd saved, she'd stared into the young man's
beguiling eyes until she realized she'd become fully aroused. Unable
to resist the urge, she'd brought herself crudely to a quick and
painfully intense orgasm. Angry, then, she'd deleted the photo. Much
later, she would wonder if she'd fallen, briefly, under a shadow from
the future and had mistaken for a threat what was, in fact, its
promise.

    Still, her effort was effective. Since her late twenties, she'd
had no interest in romance's carnal aspect—or any of its other
aspects, for that matter. She'd kept Kelly's name but quietly linked
her own to it with a hyphen. She'd been a virgin for him, and now she
sometimes felt, with a degree of amusement, that she'd regained her
virginity. Maybe this would change eventually or maybe not. She
wasn't yet too worried about it.

    For one thing, she told herself now, as all this flashed
through her mind, there was too much to worry about in the big
world for her to spend much time thinking about her love life, or lack
of one. Kingsley's concerns about the ethics of cloning touched on
only one of many issues that demanded thought and discussion from
the world's citizens, including those who might someday be the
essayists who influenced the world's movers and shakers. One of
these essayists, she thought, might be in this room tonight. She and
Pete, and perhaps Cary too, had read Kingsley's final paper, and their
discussion of it would be interesting. She'd better stop thinking
about herself and pay attention. Maybe join in, although she
preferred to let students talk when they would.

    "I see why you question those Chinese doctors cloning
humans," Pete was saying. "If I've got that right, there'd not been
enough experience with cloning animals, including—"

    "Cloning other animals," Kingsley interrupted.
"Humans are animals."

    Pete nodded. "Including primates," he went on, "to know
what the outcome might be. For… Well, for the clones themselves. I
mean, yes, they're animals too, but also they're people. And
maybe there should be more protection for them than for monkeys,
maybe not. But how do we even know it actually happened? Do we
believe what these doctors said? Couldn't it have been a false claim
made to get over on rival researchers? It seems to me there's so
much money involved, and so much politics, that it's hard to know
the truth of what scientists are doing. Until they've done it, and
showed real evidence, and then it's too late to undo it."

    "Yes," Kingsley said, "you've got a point. Enforcement of
rules, in any meaningful way, seems… Well, difficult's a weak
word. Impossible, maybe? Once the jinni gets out of the bottle…" He
shrugged.

    "And cloning is an accepted science," Pete said. "Something
the average person doesn't understand but something they've heard
about so often that they don't question it, or probably even think
much about it. But some of the newer things—well, for instance,
those stories a couple of years ago about that old-time singer…"

    "Right!" put in Cary, unexpectedly. "That…colored fella they
raised from the dead, or whatever. It was in the news for a little
while and then it sort of went away. Did anyone believe it?
Apparently some did. I thought it was fake news, myself. But
supposing it was true, what's ethical about that?"

    Kingsley frowned.

    "Not a damn thing," Pete said. "If it was true, and
since we've heard no more about it, I suppose it wasn't. I can't see
how it could have been, really. But something like that would be
wrong on so many levels. And the possibility alone is…well, scary.
Because if these people think they can do something, you
know they're going to try." He nodded to Lyn. "What do you think,
Teach?"

    "Luke Blackmon," she said, nodding back. "That was the
man's name. He was really quite famous, up till around 1950 or so,
and not just as a singer. Yes, I remember that. And, bizarre as it
sounded, I did believe it."

    All three stared at her. "Why?" Kingsley asked after a
moment.

    "First, because by the time it hit the supermarket stands,
there'd already been articles published in two highly respected
physics journals. Those writers weren't trying for a
sensational story. If anything, they were trying for a Nobel
prize."

    "Why did the story go away, then?" Kingsley said. "Why
didn't they get their prize?"

    She shrugged. "They might yet. Or not. And, if not, I'm afraid
it'll be because of what you wrote about. They can fudge the
ethics of a lot of things, of course, but not when their bad actions
have bad consequences, or not so easily. And I'm afraid the story
went away because something bad happened to Mr. Blackmon.
Maybe the Nobel people wouldn't want to honor an experiment that
succeeded but killed its subject in the process."

    "You think it killed him? How?" Kingsley said.

    "I think it might have, indirectly at least. I don't think you
can drag human beings ninety years into the future and have them
come out healthy. We're creatures who evolve relatively slowly. We
evolved to live in caves and invent tools and creep forward a little
bit further, technologically, every few thousand years. It's weird
enough for most of us to wake up every morning in the twenty-first
century, where it's a brand-new world every day, and a lot of us
don't survive. A lot more don't survive in a state of what might be
called sanity. And we've been living with all the changes a day
at a time. The ninety years or so between when that man went to
sleep one night and when he woke up in the morning happened, for
him, all in one unbelievable instant. Remember the history of the
twentieth century. Think about everything that happened after
1930, which is when they say they got him. I'm afraid he's at
least in a secure long-term facility. Probably on strong meds."

    "Or dead," said Pete. "Jesus. I see what you mean. If
somebody yanked me ninety years into the past, like in those Jack
Finney books, I could probably handle it. It might seem kind of
restful. But into the future? A world so far ahead of this one that I
couldn't function? My wife and kids and everyone—gone? I might kill
myself. Seriously."

    Cary was laughing. "I still don't believe it. But what do you
mean, ninety years? The… fella died around 1950, didn't he? That's
not even eighty years ago."

    "Like fifteen or twenty years would make a difference?" Pete
said.

    "No, no, no, no, no." Lyn shook her head vigorously. "Luke
Blackmon died in 1970. He's buried in Schenectady, New York. They
didn't bring him back from the dead. They can't do that, so far, thank
God, and for sure they can't do it if the person's been dead for
fifty-plus years. The Luke Blackmon they brought forward three
years ago isn't a clone and he isn't a—a revenant of some kind. He's
not a ghost. He's that other Luke Blackmon's identical twin.
Monozygotic twin, that's called when it happens naturally. But these
two weren't separated when they were one zygote, one fertilized
ovum, just after conception. They were separated at age
thirty-one."





CHAPTER TWO

    They stared at Lyn.

    "Twins? How do you figure that?" Cary said finally. "And
what did they use for a time machine? I mean, if they were twins
and separated at the age of thirty-one, and the other one died
fifty-some years ago, and he was in his seventies, how old is
this one now? Let's see…"

    "I'll save you counting on your fingers," Lyn said, annoyed.
"If he's alive, he's thirty-one, plus three years because he's been alive
in this century for three years. That makes thirty-four. And
there was no time machine, no time travel at all in the sense
that's usually understood. See, I read those two journal
articles I mentioned. As well as I could, I mean. I'm anything but a
physicist, so they were pretty much beyond me. The one was,
anyway. The other writer used a couple of metaphors—maybe
analogies—that I happened to understand. It was just pure chance,
really. And that's the second reason I believe that what they say
happened did actually happen. Because it fits together and
makes sense."

    Kingsley held up his right hand. "Explain, please," he said
softly. "If you will."

    "Happy to. I'll give you the condensed version if you don't
mind. It's getting late, and if I think about any of this too hard, my
brain seizes up and I'm not fit to drive in traffic. I've got links to the
articles, though, so I'll send them to you and you can read them if you
want. All three of you," she added, and the three of them
nodded.

    "Okay," she began. "First of all, the time thing. I think the
writer of that second article called it a 'temporal field,' but maybe
that's just something I remember from Star Trek. Anyway, it's some
kind of wave or field or something in temporal physics, and it can be
sent back through time. And they use it to somehow scan
something—"

    "Temporal physics is science fiction," Cary interrupted.

    "It is," she said. "Also it's a thing in the real world, though
mostly well under the radar. Anyway, the metaphor this
writer used is a telescope. On one end is your eye, watching, and on
the other end is a glass that brings a distant object—or rather, the
light illuminating or coming from the distant object—forward, into
your eye. The object is where it always was. What comes forward is
the light, illumination or emanation, that the telescope's glass has
scanned.

    "Only this temporal field, or whatever, doesn't bring
light waves forward. It brings the result of the scan it made—a
different kind of scan. It scans an object, inside and out, registering
and recording a pattern of the object's molecules. The pattern
is what it brings forward, not the object itself, the way a telescope
brings light and not the thing that causes or reflects the light. And
then that pattern can be stored, as a pattern. Or, at some cost,
it can be turned back into matter, into a duplicate of the object that
was scanned.

    "And that's what they did to Luke Blackmon. He was the
object they scanned. Every molecule. Every atom. Every connection
in his brain, every memory. If we have souls—and I believe we
do—then while we're alive our souls are connected to our brains just as
much as our memories are, and they scanned his soul too. They
scanned him in a fraction of a nanosecond, and he didn't feel a thing.
He woke up in the morning and went on with his life. He got old, and
he died.
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