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IN THE YEAR 2000 Melly and Anny Beth were old and ready to die. But when offered the chance to be young again by participating in a top-secret experiment called Project Turnabout, they agreed. They received injections that made them grow younger, and it seemed like a miracle. But when the injections that were supposed to stop the unaging process turned out to be deadly, Melly and Anny Beth decided to run for their lives.


Now it is 2085. Melly and Anny Beth are teenagers. They have no idea what will happen once they are babies again, but they do know they will soon be too young to take care of themselves. They need to find someone to help them before time runs out, once and for all. . . .
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April 21, 2085



My sixteenth birthday. Sad, sad day. What I mind most—what I’ve been dreading most—is losing my license. I could still pass for being older for at least another year or two, but the agency won’t let me. Against the rules, they say. We know best, they say. How can they be so sure when this is all new territory?


At least Anny Beth can still drive, since she’s only eighteen. I don’t know what I’d do without Anny Beth. I don’t know what we’ll do when she hits sixteen. And beyond that . . .


The agency lady called this morning to make sure I was ready for her annual visit. She said, “You still seem to be holding up.”


I said, “I don’t like the other choices.”


She didn’t laugh, the way I meant her to.


I told her my Memory Book was done, and she said, “It’s not easy, is it?”


How do you answer a question like that?


My body feels good. Healthy. Teeming with life and possibility. I remember this feeling from the last time. I had such hope for the future then.


It’s not the same when my body feels hopeful and my mind knows that the future is only sixteen more years of loss.





December 13, 2000


“Do you want to be younger?” someone asked her.


Amelia Lenore Hazelwood roused herself from the half slumber she lived in most of the time. She squinted through cataract-covered eyes at the trio of white-coated people at the foot of her bed, and debated whether they were really there or just apparitions from one of her dreams. Even at this point, so near the end, she hated the thought of becoming one of those old ladies who talk to nothing. But most of her dreams were about Roy and the farm, or her children when they were babies and toddlers—instead of gray-haired grandparents she barely recognized. None of her dreams involved white coats. She adjusted her hearing aid.


“What’s that?” she said.


A man stepped forward, and she was glad, because men were easier to hear. Something about the pitch of their voices, the doctor had explained. She thought it was because she had spent her life listening to men. Roy had always wanted to tell her what to do, and now her sons and the doctors were in charge. . . .


“I said, would you like to be younger?” the man said, enunciating very carefully, as though she were witless as well as hard of hearing.


Or maybe he was witless. It was a mighty stupid question to ask a woman who was almost a whole year past her one hundredth birthday.


“Sure,” she mumbled, because he seemed to expect an affirmative answer. It took too much energy to do things people didn’t expect. She started closing her eyes again, having lost interest in the conversation.


“No, wait,” he said, springing forward and taking her hand.


Few enough people touched her in the nursing home that she kept her eyes halfway open. But she stared unseeingly and didn’t bother telling him that she couldn’t hear what he said next. Then a woman stepped forward and droned on for a while, her voice as high-pitched and indecipherable as a mosquito’s buzz. When she finished, the other man spoke, his voice the rumble of thunder on a summer afternoon. At last the woman thrust a pen and a sheaf of papers at Amelia and pointed, clearly expecting her to sign.


Feebly, Amelia moved the papers closer and farther from her eyes until she could focus on a line at the bottom. The smudge of small print above the line would have been illegible to Amelia even a decade earlier. She looked up at the expectant faces around her. Then she took the pen and signed with a flourish, admiring the loops of the A and L and H. She’d lost just about every other skill—even the basic ones, like being able to feed herself. But she was still capable of producing the copperplate signature she’d learned almost a century ago. It was the one thing she had left to be vain about.


The white-coated crew all grinned, and the two men did high fives off to the side, evidently not realizing that her vision was best out of the corners of her eyes. For a second she wondered if she’d just signed away all her savings, what little there were, or fallen for some other scam. But she was pretty sure her signature wasn’t binding anymore. She was too old. She was almost dead. Surely someone had mentioned something about one of her sons, Dick or George, having power of attorney for her, being her legal guardian, whatever it was called. Surely it didn’t matter what she had signed.





April 21, 2085


Melly placed her journal back on the shelf beside the others and all the Memory Books. It made quite an impressive display, a wallful of books, 168 altogether. But she rarely thought of them that way—they were 84 and 84, always separate. Anny Beth had no such system. She chucked everything into some cardboard box in the storage shed. That is, if she bothered to make a book at all. As she’d told one of the more persistent agency ladies, “Honey, if you’d lived a life like mine, you’d understand—some years you’re happy to forget.”


Impulsively, Melly pulled down one of the closest Memory Books and opened it at random: Neddy had the croup all winter, seemed like. I spent so much time holding him over the steam that I felt like I would evaporate too. . . .


She skipped back a few pages: The corn crop failed in September. . . .


Not long after came the words Melly knew were there: Neddy died on November 18.


Melly felt no more pain than if she’d read of someone else’s tragedy. It was another lifetime. It might as well be someone else’s life. Maybe Anny Beth was right, and they were better off forgetting. But Melly, for one, found the Memory Books comforting. She slipped the book back into place and remembered a briefing session on rituals that the agency had sponsored. Early on, the agency had been very big on briefings. At the session about rituals a peppy blond woman who looked to be all of twenty-two had stood in front of the rows of wheelchairs and practically cheered, “Rituals are good! They remind us we’re alive!”


Anny Beth had leaned over to Melly and muttered in a stage whisper everyone could hear, “I’m out of here.”


Then she’d wheeled herself away.


But Melly had stayed. Back then she’d still had happy memories of family meals and family holidays and family rituals that got six kids and a husband off to school and work each morning with minimal hassle. And back then she’d still been interested in what the agency had to say.


Now she heard the doorbell ring downstairs.


“Melly! Agency lady’s here!” Anny Beth shouted up.


They passed each other on the stairs.


“I may need your help later,” Melly murmured.


“Shame I don’t still have my papaw’s hunting rifle,” Anny Beth replied.


Melly shook her head. “You know what I mean,” she said.


“Yeah,” Anny Beth said, serious for once. “Call in the reinforcements whenever you want. I’ll be ready.”


Anny Beth went on up to her room, and Melly got the door. She put on a smile for the matronly-looking woman with blunt-cut hair and sensible shoes. They always wore sensible shoes—which was strange, given how insensible the agency had been.


“Well,” the woman said pointlessly. “It’s that time again.”


“Yes,” Melly said.


She held the door open, and as the woman brushed past her Melly saw the contrast between the woman’s blocky, middle-aged form and Melly’s trim, blue-jeans-clad figure. Melly’s stomach showed, flat and perfect, in the three-inch gap between her cropped T-shirt and the hip-hugging jeans. It shouldn’t have mattered, but Melly still felt a shot of triumph, I’m younger than you! Actually, nothing could have been further from the truth, but sometimes even Melly forgot.


“Can I get you something to drink, Mrs. . . . er, Miss . . . er, Ms., uh—”


“Ms. Simmons,” the woman said with a look that made Melly feel like a kid playing house while her parents were away. There was no reason for that feeling, but Melly had been getting it more and more lately. “Nothing to drink, thanks.”


They sat in the living room, and Ms. Simmons started Melly through the usual routine. Touch your nose. Raise your hand when you hear a beep. Look up, look down, follow the light on the wall. Jump up and down, and then let’s check your heart rate. Just one more vial of blood—and then could you urinate into a jar, please?


Melly went through the paces as stoically as a lab rat. After more than two hours the woman finally checked off the last box on her form.


“We won’t know for sure until the blood and urine tests are back, of course, but you certainly seem to be an absolutely normal, healthy sixteen-year-old,” the woman said.


Melly shrugged. This wasn’t news.


“Now, about puberty—,” the woman began.


“I’ll lose my period in about a year,” Melly started, because she’d rather say it herself than listen to Ms. Simmons stumble through. “My breasts will shrink. My pubic hair will disappear. I’ll stop having to shave under my arms. Anything else?”


“Your hips will, uh, you know. Smooth out.” The woman was clearly embarrassed. Melly decided Ms. Simmons had probably never had kids, never had to discuss the birds and bees with anyone under twenty. “You’ll shrink and lose weight. And then there are the emotional changes—”


Melly nodded. She decided to break one of Anny Beth’s cardinal rules: Never ask the agency anything. They can’t help.


“What have the others found?” Melly asked. “Are things pretty normal? I mean, I guess normal isn’t the right word. Is it like the first time?”


“Basically. I’m sure you can handle it,” the woman said, gathering up her papers. Once they were all in a neat stack, she looked directly at Melly again. “There’s one more thing. I believe the agency has been most understanding of your desire for independence. But surely you realize—you’re sixteen now. You can’t live on your own.”


Melly struggled to sound calm and reasonable. “I’m not on my own. Anny Beth and I—”


Ms. Simmons shook her head impatiently. When she answered, Melly could tell she wasn’t even trying to sound calm and reasonable. “You’re a couple of kids now. What are you going to do when some busybody neighbor decides to call the authorities? What would you say?”


“What we’ve been saying for the past two years. We’re orphans. That’s true enough, isn’t it? My big sister, Anny Beth, is taking care of me while she works and goes to school—”


Ms. Simmons was frowning and shaking her head. “That will work for another year, tops. Then you’ll have truant officers after you—”


“I’m home-schooled.”


Ms. Simmons raised an eyebrow in disgust. “Uhhuh. Right. Can’t you face facts? I’m truly sorry—I do admire what you’ve tried to do. But you’re going to have to come back.”


“Never,” Melly whispered.





January 18, 2001


They came in on stretchers, in wheelchairs, and on walkers. One or two of the heartier souls held only a cane. Amelia, who was back in a wheelchair for the first time in more than a year, noticed with a jolt that even the stretcher set looked lively. She folded her hands in her lap and waited.


A tall, gangly man bounded to the front of the unfamiliar conference room.


“All of you know me, I think—I’m Dr. Reed, and I have wonderful news for you all today. My partner, Dr. Jimson, will be showing the slides—”


On cue, the room lights dimmed and a screen beside Dr. Reed lit up. The picture reminded Amelia of a string of beads.


“This is a magnified sample from Mr. Royal, I believe, but all of you are showing the same results: Your telomeres are growing!”


Fifty pairs of eyes watched him blankly in the near dark. He shrugged apologetically. “I know, I know, that’s technicalese. Probably none of you even knew you had telomeres.”


“That’s true,” a man in the front grunted.


“Telomeres are, most simply, strings on the end of your chromosomes. You can think of them as a repeated sequence of beads on a necklace.” Amelia felt proud of herself for noticing the resemblance. She listened a little more intently as Dr. Reed continued. “Scientists have known since the 1970s that each time a normal cell divides, the repeated sequences are reduced. It’s like the necklace shrinks. Until very recently it was believed that only abnormal cells, like cancer cells, were immortal and didn’t have shrinking telomeres.”


A woman gasped. “We have cancer!”


Dr. Reed looked impatient. “No, no, it’s not that. You’re all perfectly healthy. Better than perfectly healthy. That’s what I’m trying to tell you. A cancer cell’s telomeres don’t grow like this. The growing telomeres mean you’re all getting younger. You are, to coin a phrase, unaging!”


He stepped back with a triumphant glow on his face, waiting for his news to sink in. For a moment there was dead silence in the room, then everyone began to buzz: “What’s he mean?” “How can someone unage?” “Did he say what I thought he said?”


A woman two chairs down from Amelia raised her hand and asked in a querulous voice, “How come our families don’t visit us anymore?”


The triumphant look slipped from Dr. Reed’s face. “W-e-ell, that’s something I need to talk to all of you about. In fact, I’ve wanted to bring this up for a while. Dr. Jimson, could you join me?”


The lights came back on full strength, and everyone blinked at their harshness. Once Amelia’s pupils had adjusted, she saw a slender woman in a white coat walking up the aisle. Amelia knew she’d seen her before. Dr. Jimson had small, wire-rimmed glasses and precisely clipped black hair—the perfect bob Amelia and all her friends had been scandalized by and secretly longed for back when they were young women.


Dr. Reed and Dr. Jimson looked at each other, both obviously waiting for the other to speak. Finally Dr. Jimson cleared her throat.


“The reason your families don’t visit you anymore,” she started in a surprisingly soft voice, “is that they think you’re dead.”


Dr. Reed held up his hand, as if anticipating protests. “We didn’t plan to do things this way, but it might help. Please—”


Everyone had begun to talk at once. Dr. Reed’s voice got louder. “Please hear me out. Your families all thought you were dead because, for a week or so, you appeared to be dead. You all went into—well, let’s call it a coma, for lack of a better word. Dr. Jimson and I have never seen anything like it, and we’re still doing computer searches to see if we can find any record of anything similar. You and your families signed documents to let us do extensive research on your bodies, because of the experiment, so we kept you all together—”


For a fleeting moment Amelia wondered if she really had died. This was not at all how she had pictured heaven, but things had been so strange lately, maybe it was. Why, she could kick off her bed covers at night now. She could rise up on her arms once again and look out the window. Maybe heaven was only about small improvements.


Around her everyone started to grumble at once: “I never signed anything!” “Documents? What documents?” “I said I’d give my body to science after I died, not before!”


Dr. Reed reached behind him for a thick notebook. “Your waivers are all in here. You may inspect your signatures afterward if you want.” His voice carried a chill in it. “Some of you begged me to be involved in this experiment.”


The grumbling grew louder. “I don’t remember begging!” “Doctors!”


Dr. Jimson stepped forward.


“Please,” she said. “I know this isn’t an easy situation to grasp. The fifty of you are pioneers of sorts, and Dr. Reed and I aren’t entirely sure how to handle things either.” Dr. Reed flashed her a look of scorn, evidently for revealing any weakness or uncertainty. But the crowd quieted down. “I think it’s best if you let us explain the situation fully, and then we can talk about what to do.”


She waited for total silence. Dr. Reed started to speak, but she flashed him a look that shut him up too.


“All of you are participants in Project Turnabout,” Dr. Jimson continued. “We explained the experiment when we got your permission—and we did get your permission, though many of you apparently don’t remember it now. Given the changes your bodies have been through, it would be perfectly understandable if you have some short-term amnesia. We’ll be testing for that.” She paused. Everyone waited. “Now, about your families. They know that your bodies were to be donated to science, but they weren’t given all the details. Between the fifty of you, you have something like a thousand descendants, and this is a secret project for reasons you, most of all, should understand. So, initially at least, we didn’t feel we could let them know everything. And, um, we’re still not sure about the final outcome, so we didn’t think it was fair to anyone to make your families grieve twice.”


With a grasp of subtlety she thought she’d lost, Amelia realized what Dr. Jimson meant: They still might die soon. Even after their miraculous revivals. Even with their longer telomeres, whatever those were.


A man in the back raised his hand. “I guess you don’t want other scientists knowing what you’re doing afore you get your Nobel Prize or whatever. I can see that,” he drawled slowly. “But my boys are factory workers. They ain’t a-gonna tell no one. It don’t seem fair. . . .”


Dr. Reed gave Dr. Jimson a let-me-handle-this-one look. She stepped aside.


“Mr. Seaver,” he called to a man not far down the row from Amelia. “Where does your son work?”


“TV station down in Cincinnati,” he said.


Dr. Reed nodded. “And Mrs. Burn-Jones, what about your grandson Eddy?”


“The National Enquirer,” she muttered.


Some people snickered. Dr. Reed smirked.


“You all have been in nursing homes for a while—some of you for a dozen years or more. But you remember tabloids, don’t you? Can’t you picture the headlines? ‘Ninety-year-olds Drink from Fountain of Youth,’ ‘Nursing Home Patients Gain Immortality’—the media wouldn’t leave you alone. You’d have to live like freaks in a circus. We keep this secret, you can have normal lives.”


Amelia wondered how he could say that so confidently. She’d had a normal life, and she’d pretty much finished it. Normal life ended in death. What was he doing talking about immortality?


“Is that what’s going to happen?” someone else asked. “Are we immortal now?” Amelia thought she heard equal measures of fear and hope in his voice, but perhaps that was only what she felt.


“We don’t know. You’re still susceptible to accident or disease, but it’s very unlikely now that you’ll die of old age. The injections we gave you, a formula we’re calling PT-1, caused laboratory animals to live indefinitely, and in much more youthful states. We took very old rats, gave them the shots, and then gave them more shots when they unaged to about middle age. We think we can keep them at the rat equivalent of twenty-five or thirty practically forever. And that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you, before you all got distracted. You’re going to be able to walk again. You’re going to be able to see well again. You’re going to be able to hear. I don’t know about immortality, but I can promise you this: You’re all going to be young again.”


All the patients began to talk at once again, and the doctors made no attempt to stop them. Then a quivery voice somehow floated above the noise:




“Dem bones, dem bones gonna


Walk around. . . .”




One by one, everyone else stopped talking and listened to the eerie voice.




“Dem bones, dem bones gonna


Walk around.


Dem bones, dem bones gonna


Walk around. . . .”




Suddenly recognizing the song, Amelia wanted to giggle. If she were younger, she thought, she’d have half a mind to join in. Then she remembered: She was younger. Her voice cracking, she sang along on the last line:




“Hear the word of the Lord.”





From their blank expressions Amelia could tell the doctors had spent more of their childhoods in science classes than at Sunday school. She glanced back at the woman who’d been singing: Her shrunken face was a mask of wrinkles, and a tiny smile was the only evidence that she’d said anything at all. Amelia decided the explaining was up to her.


“It’s from the Bible,” she said. “Ezekiel. He was a crazy prophet in the wilderness, and God showed him a pile of bones and told him, ‘I can make them all come to life again.’ And Ezekiel prophesied, and what God said happened. The bones all joined together into skeletons and got bodies and skin and hair and everything, and stood up and were alive again.”


“Then what?” Dr. Reed asked. He’d gone a little pale. “What happened next?”


Amelia thought about it.


“I don’t remember exactly,” she said. “I think Ezekiel just starts talking about the fate of Israel.”


Somehow it had never occurred to her to wonder how the skeletons felt about being brought back to life.


A woman in the back suddenly hollered out, “This is against the will of God! You’ve denied me my entrance to heaven!”


“No, no, we never—we wanted . . . ,” Dr. Reed started to explain. But he had to stop to mop sweat from his brow.


Over the hubbub the same voice that had sung rang out again, “Aw, come on, Louise. How do you know they haven’t saved you from hell?”


Then it was hopeless, the doctors had no chance of getting anyone’s attention again. Amelia saw Dr. Reed lean over and whisper to Dr. Jimson. Amelia thought she could see well enough again to read his lips—he said, “Get them out of here!”


As Amelia’s chair was being pushed out of the room, she passed the stretcher of the woman who’d sung. The woman turned her head and grinned at Amelia. “I’m Anny Beth Flick,” she said. “Don’t you just love to see people all riled up?”





April 21, 2085


Melly and Anny Beth went out dancing to celebrate Melly’s birthday. They hardly needed any excuse for dancing anymore. It was like some rhythm sang in their bones all the time, secretly urging, “Dance. Run. Move. Get going!” Melly went jogging every morning now, and Anny Beth did aerobics three or four nights a week, but somehow that wasn’t enough. They’d talked about it; neither one of them remembered the dancing urge being quite so powerful the first time.


“But there were always chores then,” Melly had said. “All those buckets of water I had to lug up the hill . . . all the grain we thrashed by hand . . . I used to fall into bed too worn out even to sleep.”


“Not me,” Anny Beth had said, with her usual ornery grin. “I always had energy at night.”


Melly had playfully slugged her.


They were acting more like kids now. Melly knew that. She thought about Ms. Simmons’s pursed lips and knew how she’d view Melly and Anny Beth’s behavior. But what was she going to say—“Act your age”? Which age?
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