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ve been a human specimen going on twenty years now,
-ever since my sister and [ were twelve, when my parents
nrolled us in the California State University Twin Study.
Every four years the two of us, along with several hundred
other pairs of identical twins from California, meet in the
ame depressing chain hotel in Fresno to be tested, prodded,
and poked. “You are speciall!l” begins the notice for every
ne of these meetings. Whoopee. I'm special. Not because
of anything I've done, no, of course not. I'm special because
genetically identical to another person, a person I
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~Shall T enumerate the many hates associated with this
vent? First, I hate the hotel. In particular, I can't stand the
entral atrium; it gives me a bad eighties feeling—of wine
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ars, terry cloth sweatbands, neon flamingos. It reminds me
f that horrible era (between the first and second meeting)
rhen Samantha and I were in our early teens and it was first
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we were not the same. Of course, we
4 4

‘s More, We shared a pla-

4

-enetically; what's

- 2,
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Hut inside, in our brains, souls, or hearts, we werent
but inside, 10 ) W

3 1 - 3 : L -

became apparent slowly, even though [ knew

ing to say hefore she said it and 1

74 tike before she met them, and we al-

e time in the night to pee, among

I hate the rooms, with their big, smoked-glass

© i the swimming pool. The glass heats
windows overlocking the swimming pool The glass I

un and then ticks all night 2 :
under the escalatos, smelling of

en in California bars.

s it cools. I hate the

bar, rucked in 2 dark hole
sraoke, though smoking 18 forbidd :
That's third. Fourth, 1 hate Fresno, a sad, crumbling town,

' 1.4 on all sides by endless rows of farmiand, like an
isiand in a sea O ‘vegetables. 1 hate the twin researchers, who}
for the most part are cheerful and kind, dorky in the way ot

renured academics—ten years hehind in fashion and do
{ - gure of it. But most of all, what
<

-
ave dark doubles, L'm lt,
x> Yes. 1 hate seeing Samantha, my twin sister,
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are we on, §

once every four years.

“Then don’t go.” This advice
o . L

band. “If you dread seeing your sister, GOnt

comes from lvan, my hus-
torfure yom:se}f,

. - P s e . T
“That’s 2 good sdea,” 1 reply, with conviction, though L've
ne tickets and reserved 4

already bought Ivan and me pla .
¢he horrible hotel. “\What about the MONEYT
_ B ) . s
hove it,” says Ivan. He's older than me by fif
contract law all

suife 10
hey can s
i

I e C
teen years, 0 id and rich from practicing

long in a high-rise building. Every morning, he shaves
nostly bald head so that it’s totally bald. I find him

rnidsome, in a sinister way. Of course it’s true that he may

be the most benevolent person in the world. But he’s
to me. And there is much to be said for a man like
1,2 man who can make me feel very safe even while driv-

What about science?”
Fuck science.” Ivan sits on the bed and puts on his

oes. A well-dressed man, a successful man, maybe even 2
¢-ruthless. I try not to think about that too much but I

‘across the evidence. A nasty, anonymous letter in the
ailbox. A stone through the front window. And then

s his son, Jason, from a previous marriage, who stays

with us one weekend a month. He is, as far as I can tell,

mplete monster. But maybe this has nothing to do with

Thirteen is never a good age.
Talready bought us plane tickets,” 1 confess.

‘Okay, if that’s what you really want,” says Lvan, putting
s iacket on, then coming closer and putting his arm
und me. “We'll go together.” 1 follow him down the
.In the hall he picks up his briefcase, kisses me on the
head, and sails out the front door. 1 stand in the doorway
iy bathrobe, waving like a fiffies housewife. “Call Lana,”
yells back, “and let her know the details.”

This is the moment I love, right after Ivan leaves for
:1 love our big house with the old hardwood floors that
am lTike honey in the sunlight. I Jove the eight-thousand-

ollar couch to my right, in the living room, with its thick,




down cushions and velvet upholstery. I love the mesquite
wood table in the hall, where we pile our mail. 1 love having
it all to myself and knowing that nothing, nothing can in
our life. Qur safe, comfortable, happy life.

Later in the day, 1 call Lana, Tvan’s secretary, and tell her
sbout the trip to Fresno. Lana keeps Ivan’s schedule, social

4 business, and has since before we met.

o by yourself”
Jorit want myself” I say. And then, to my sur-
't want to go by myself,” I say. And then, to my
- “r . . . , L
orise, I say, “T want him to meet my sister. Can't Jason switch

weekends?”

“Tason cannot switch weekends.”

“Are you sure?” ,

“Honey,” Lana lowers her voice, “you should see the di-
vorce agreement. 1t’s like 2 phone book.”

“Oh,” 1 say. I can well imagine. 1 have, after all, seen my
prenuptial. “Then what should we do?” )

“Give me your flight number,” replies Lana, ‘Tl get Ja-
son a ticket t00.”

NIRRT

YOU ARE SPECIAL!!

Ower the twenty-year life span of the Califor-
nia Twin Study, we've gathered vital information
that has been of great benefit to the fields of sci-

. ence, social science, and medicine. Some of the
- data we've collected from our participants has
- been useful in our understanding of

Genetics

Cancer

Aging and Geriatrics

Mental Health

The Changing American Family

We are delighted by your continuing partici-
pation in the California Twin Study and look
- forward to seeing you at our next meeting.

The following weekend will be dizygotic, fraternal twins,

e control group. Our weekend is monozygotic, identical
ins, the freaks. The hotel lobby is filled with people in
eir thirties who look either somewhat or exactly alike.
metimes it’s the same face on different bodies—one twin
fatter than the other, or one twin has taken up body build-
g Often it’s the same face with different hair color, hair
igth, facial hais, hair anything. One twin is an Elvis imper-
onator—need I say more? Then there are the twins who
ook exactly alike. It’s strange to see them milling around the
bby, talking in pairs or greeting each other with bear hugs.
ke most people, I'm not used to secing identical adults.
hey all look gigantic. Twinning is something that one en-
ounters in children, or babies, little girls with matching




up so loudly that T can hear it once the elevator doors close.

adorable boys with matching caps; adult twins seem
here we are. Some of us even move £ Tm not mistaken, there’s a woman screaming the words

-estures. (ur brains are wired

fffff

T g
Loy

abersant, even Lo mMe. Vet
. ck the pain away’ into his ears.
“What's with all the stupid farms here?” Because of the
seadphones, Jason is yelling.
Tvan stretches the earpiece away from his head. “That’s
G Amanda. h’ere your food comes from,” he tells him. “Where did you
“£125 M7 Samantha 173 picked up her tag yet?” nk?”
petually up in Jason looks like his dad, but softer, moppish, because of
is age and the presence of hair—which is greasy and falls
rito his eyes. I don’t know how he manages to be simultane-
usly sullen and hyper. It must be some trick he does with
ormones and Clearasil. In the elevator, I can feel him star-
ng at my breasts. I'm relieved when the doors open and we

i

The clerk tells me that she has not. [t's per
whether Samantha will even show up for

chese weekends. But she always has. She generally needs the

the air, of course,

i

| Tvan are on the lobby couches, ignoring each
” Jason says. Indeed, the hotel re-

h they've painﬁzed the exterior

1l tromp down the hall. Lana has managed to exchange our
v last visit. uite for two adjoining rooms. Tvan ushers Jason into his
71 like the swimming pool” 1 smile brightly. oom and shuts the door. Our room sports an intriguing

< “Cree whiz, Mom, maybe T wiltl” ue theme. Blue bedspread. Blue carpet.
1 “A romantic weekend in Fresno,” says Ivan, pulling me

lose, “just the three of us.”
“ m;ugh, Tust quit it. We've only been married six months so Ivan does a lot of
Toan is in 2 suit. Ivan is always in 2 suit. Jason is in baggy his, pulling me close and so forth. I like it, of course; I love
¢ swallowing his beanpole frame. He is aftershave. Though at this moment I find myself less ap-
per bag with the name of 2 eciative of Tvan and more focused on an idea: I want to
see a thumbnail how him off to Samantha. Oh God. See how normal I am?
See how nice and vich and stable and normal?

Without a knock, Jason barrels through the door and
umps onto our bed. He’s wearing his swim trunks, and his

olace sucks,

e

. . o
roIns 48 NoXious as ever, (houg

37

van says.
j 'dbe / £ 1 called her Mom.”
wa be bappy ¥ 1 called her Mom.

thought yot
3

horts that seem to b
belongings 1nt 2 pa
| store on it. In this sad detail [

¢ 4is mother, a harried, distracted, slightly over-

cound the time he met me. Ja-

weight woman Ivan ditched 2
MP3 player turned

son is also carrying a skateboard and an




.th acne. He rolls onto his backina
sour sister look like you?”
retty muach, Her hair is usually different.” 1 don't say
- breasts, of course. Mine are bigger. I had
ration.
v Dad, don't you think that's weird?”

b A7
it's welrd. |
adopts a weary fone. “(Ykay jason, why do you think

IR - 19 i P
“\Well, you married ber. Maybe you'll be attracted to her
. ' “ 9

want to grab her ass like you're always

grabbing Amandas.”

i 3 . . ”

Enough!” shouts lvan. “Cret out of here. Go to the pool.

¢ e - .

Tvan chases him out and slams the door to the adjoining room.
" T 9 . T )
He iust wanis your artention, I say to myself, but I don't
to Tvan. I'm not about to intercede on the little mon-

Les some work out of his briefcase and settles into
2

hasp’t come along on this trip just for pleasure—

7t be like Ivan. He has some business to do 1n
Fresno, some deal with some client or some building ot
some pile of money. Tvan doesn’t bother to explain the me-
chanics of his firm's doings to me. T find this slightly roman-
tic, as though he’s working for gangsters. While he takes out
his papers, 1 give the font desk one more call. No, Monozy-
gotic Samantha 173 has not checked in. Not yet.

i We used to have better days. That’s one thing the twin
researchers dont ask us about, ﬂfaough they ask us about

‘many things—our habits, state of mind, loves, and in-
" come—and they take our blood, and measure our brain-
“waves, and so forth. But they don't ask about watching early
morning cartoons together, laughing at all the same parts, or
running apace through the oaks behind our house, or the
perfectly synchronized water ballet routines we made up as
little girls. They don’t ask what it’s like to wake up to one’s
own double image, realizing you've just had the same dream
about the ocean swallowing the shoreline. They don't ask
sbout the intimacy, the incredible, terrifying intimacy. Or
what it’s like when it’s gone.

RESTESIo S

1 feel restless so I go down to mill about with the other
“twins in the lobby. Samantha is nowhere in sight. The Elvis
‘and his non-Elvis twin are sitting on a couch, leafing
“through a photo album. My stomach is bothering me so I go
“to the bar and try to order a glass of milk.

The bartender is puffy but pretty, an overfed farm girl in
“a polyester vest. She answers me with a what?

“Milk.”

“What?”

“Milk.”

- We go back and forth about four times before 1 add, “Tt
comes from cows.” The researchers don't ask about this, ei-
ther. Do people understand you when you speak? The bar-
tender tells me that I'll have to try the coffee shop. Instead,

wander out of the hotel, into the cavernous entryway—a
ribbon of sidewalk crouching under a huge concrete awning.




Jamantha, sitting in an idling car, a boxy num-
ber from the sixties. She’s smoking a cigarette and chewing
her hair streaked blond and clumped, like she’s been
ring all day. 1 ébﬁSS she’s been waiting for me. She slides
over and apeﬁs the passenger door.
Come on.”
I get in and she puts the car in gear. That’s all it takes—just
curb into a car, and it’s the two of us again.
ou know what T don't get?”
No hellos, no catching up. It's always like this.
“I don’t get why there are no dog petting zoos.” She rolls
down the window and lets her arm hang out. “Then nobody
would have to be responsible for one full-time. We could

i
Just pay our money and go into a yard full of nice, fluffy

n retrievers and dachshund puppies or whatever.”
meone would have to clean up all the shit,” I say.
me. | paid *mf money.”
about it. “That’s actually kind of a good idea.
There co»uid be a cat section t0o.”

Samantha tosses me a pack of cigarettes. [t feels so easy,
to just fall into things with Samantha. It feels so easy to just
be half of her and let her be half of me. Everything else be-

gins to get dimmer. I half-think of Ivan, back in the room,
; afing through papers. half-think of the twin researchers,
arpening their pencils, waiting to interview us in the
morning. Question: Do people understand you when you speak?
Answer: Only my sister.
“Check this out, up here on the left,” she says. “Hair

sperm.”

There’s a strip mall with a haircutting place called “Hair
& Perm” beside the road; the ampersand has been placed
unfortunately close to the word “Perm.”

“That’s really funny.”

“You always say, “That’s really funny, instead of laughing.”

“I know, because you always complain about it.”

- Ilean against the car door and look Samantha over. She’s

blonder than me, which is new, certainly grubbier, wearing
jeans and a tank top versus my tasteful linen suit. As always,
she has our long legs and thick hair and golden skin that

tans out to a flat brown. We are nice-looking girls—it’s hard
o mess that up. Though some years it seems as if Samantha
trying her best. I check her hands. They look good,

smooth, with clipped nails. Not like last time, when her fin-
gers were covered with cigarette burns and her eyes were so

loodshot I thought she'd been punched.
- “Do you think, since there’s no aesthietic plan in the sub-
bs, like there was in Haussmann’s Paris or Vienna or wher-
ver, that this planlessness is Zen?” Samantha chucks her
m out the window. “Do you think the suburbs, with their
ck of-human design, are an expression of God’s plan?”
“Well, a lot of suburbs are planned. There are master
lanned communities, like Brasilia and all those retirement
»lwns in the Sun Belt.”
“I'would like to be a slave in a master planned community.”
“That might be good for you.”
“I could break out my leather underwear.”
Samantha has piloted us out of the dying downtown and
to the thriving sprawl. The suburbs here look the same as




“Oh no. I don’t got to admit anything,” Samantha grins

- at me, a too-big grin. Something is going on. We are in for a
Samantha moment. Samantha loves dramas, big, small,
~ whatever. When we were kids, Samantha would always beg
me to go first, but when it came fime, she'd throw an arm
across me and bolt forward, itching to do something daring
or stupid. Now she stops in the middle of 2 suburban neigh-
borhood, in front of a row of identical houses, tiled roofs,
typical Taco Bell-style architecture. I notice that Samantha

as a piece of paper in her hand. It says:

Virhs anvwhere in the country—the same stores, the
erving the same chain food. We're

same chain restaurants s

“Twish I lived in a world where nobody

irnew how they felt about anything.”
“Really? That's weird, I'm not sure what 2 world without
feeling would be like.”
“T¢ wouldn't be a world without feeling,” Samantha ex-
lains, “it would be 2 world where no one Anew how they
elt. No reflection. No self-reflection.”
“No urthappy feelings.” _
“No guilt,” says Samantha. “People would just do things
en feel really satisfied with themselves.”
T think of Tvan, his brow serene after 2 day of cutthroat
litigation. “You know how you just meet some people, and
es you can tell they've never felt guilty their “1 guess.”
‘Samantha leads the way to the front door of the house.
She rings the bell and a middle-aged woman answers wear-
g the modern-day version of the apron: a sweat suit.
imantha smiles and begins to speak. Even to me, she

tinds sincere. This has always been her great talent—con-

.

[

iy

FOUND:
PUG
And then there’s an address.
“Are you coming with me?”

after five minut
swhole fives?”

“Boys!” she says.

“YVeah, for one, boys. Grown men. They're happy being
jerks.”

“And then we're all, Tm sorry, I'm sorryl I'm sorry every-

thing isn't perfect. I'm sorry T'm not Shirley fucking Temple ing people. She can talk her way into and then back out
” Sarnantha 1s ex-

making everyone happy with my little face.” y situation. ] think it’s what enables her to live without

cited now, steering with one hand and smoking with the other. ixed address or steady job, though I'm not really sure
sw Samantha lives these days.

“We lost him about four days ago,” Samantha says, facing
soman squarely, looking her in the eye. “We had guests

lath killed Sylvia Plath.” ‘they left the gate open.”

“It’s pathetic.”

“] wish T had a cock. [ ¢
kifled Sylvia Plath.”

“You've got to admit, Sylvia P

ead an article that said PMS
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“7e found the dog five days ago,” the WOmaIn says. She

0 | ays. =
fa ﬂ , practical face
. 2 plain Midwestern face, no makeup, a practical 2

without time for foolishness.

“p

o \‘3;77
Wiongay:
4£"§{’?917
o e
“T'hat’s when we lost him. ‘
The woman seems suspiclous of Samantha, but then she
ancrosses her arms and half-smiles—she wants 0 believe.
PE P . »
“We thought 1t was 2 female. .
¢ > @3 1 .
“Ves” Samantha is loose, seamless when she lies, “1 know,
i’s confusing. YWhen we got her my sister kept saylng sk e;
it , opt saying Sh
looked like a him, so finally we just named her Him.
k 1 % < _ —~ e 7
Samantha laughs. Everyone gets mixea up.
o . .
W/ hat can the woman say to this? 1£s s0 ridiculous, 1 ex

pect her to slam the door in our faces. Byt Samantha has

something i
harisma. © find it maddening.
The woman goes inside and comes back with a pug dog

, . )
dor’t have, something the researchers can'’t

wheezing on the end of 2 red leash. .

“LTinl” exclaims Samantha. The dog trots over and Ticks
her hand.

She thanks the woman and turns to usher the pug down
the walk. Tt waddles to the car and hops in the front seat EZtk@
an old hand. T have to shove it over to it down. The dog
looks around placidly, its froggy eyes bulging, its skin hang-

ng around its compact body. It starts to pant.

“Check it out,” she says. “These things cost about 2 thou-

sand dollars new.”

“Is that really your dog?”
Samantha looks at me and says, “That’s really funny.”
“No, really.”
“It’s your dog,” she says. “I got it for you.”
“I don't want it.”
“Why not?”
“I just don't.”
“Okay, fine. I guess it's my dog.” Then she puts her face
in her hands and begins to sob.
T've been trying figure out what’s wrong with Samantha
for years. What is she? Bipolar or borderline or schizophrenic
r manic or what? Whatever it is, my chance of having it as
ell is around 80 percent. But she doesn’t seem to have any of
these conditions, not really, not typically, according to the re-
earchers. Well, according to one particular researcher, Kevin,
bearded psychology professor I charmed one night at the
otel bar, a couple of meetings ago. It's amazing what an am-
ble one-night stand can accomplish. He’s been my man on
he inside ever since, a steady source of information. About
tne, of course, but mostly about Samantha.
“Samantha is just volatile,” Kevin explained, at the last
eeting. T wasn’t married yet but he was; he had made it clear
that our Jove affair was over. “It’s not necessarily an illness.”
“But how can she be so volatile when I'm not?”
“Well,” he stroked his beard, “the thing we've learned is
hat monozygotic twins raised apart—in different environ-

nts—still have about fifty percent of their personality
its in common.”




“Fine.” I'm always impatient with Kevins professorial

T N .
tone——just because he’s the researcher and I'm the subject
L ’ B = ] 1. .

doesn't mean he’s a genius and I'm a dolt. “Then twins

<1

o e .
“That’s the fascinating thing. Twins raised together also

ve ebout fifty percent of their personaiity_ fraits in com-~
mon.” He raised his eyebrows—a significant look.
o T : : w9
“Okay, professor. Meaning what?
PR ) . i
“Well, most identical twins don't like to hear this, but we
attribute the fifty percent variation to the fact that they were

raised together.”

from one another.”
N oy
“Exactly. Trying, on some level, | “
“We stake our spot. I'm the good twin. Samantha’s the

LR ¢ 32
evil rwin,”

s’.ﬂ"ﬁ

. . ,
wouldn't call Samantha evil, personally. She’s prone to
7 N 3 o %
substance abuse. You may be too. She’s more creative.
I cringed. I'd been hearing about her creativity my whole

lite. “5o I'm the boring one, and she’s the scarf-dancer.”

“Basically.” - o

I thought about this while Kevin chewed handfuls of F'asur
peanuts and gazed around the room. He was short, with
narrow hands and a baby face. The beard was a nice try but
he still looked like a graduate student. The bartender had
carded him.

“\What if we had been one person? With the same genet-
ics, but just one of us, without the other to react to. What

S UL I It
would that person be like?

- “T'hat’s what happens to everyone else,” Kevin said. “But
oure a twin.”
“Right,” I said. “I'm special.”

Samantha and T drive back downtown in silence, though she
eps crying for a while. She turns the car around under the
necrete awning and then sits behind the wheel, eyes red,
aring at the instrument panel.

““Are you coming in?”

“Maybe later.” She rubs the pug’s head. It’s wheezing
rough its little stoved-in nose. I wonder if she’ll ever get
er this. I wonder if she’s ever gotten over anything in her
vhole life.

“It’s just not 2 good time for a pet right now.”

“No, that’s fine.” Samantha waves her hand.

“Call me in my room. I want you to meet my husband.”
“You got married?”

“Yes, of course. I would have invited you if I had known
“You got married? My God. Why?”

“Love,” I say, but it doesn’t sound quite right.

Samantha starts tapping the pug on the nose. Something
ut her seems about ten years old. This makes me want to
ottle her. “Do you want to know why U'm naming her
go?” she asks.

‘Okay.”

Because she’s bug-eyed and fat and a communist, like

oo Rivera.”




How do you know shes a communist?”
“The red leash. And she was free.”

That night [ ke in hed with Ivan's arms around me, lis-
tening to the windows ticking. I don't know what happened

o Samantha. She never called.

. nt is true or mostly true, filt

» the circle m dﬂud T If a statement 15 false or
usuaally not true, fill in the circle marked F. If 2
statement does not apply to you or pertains to
omething you don't know about, make no mark

on the answer sheet, but please try to give a re-

SPONnss o every statement.

cardsharp at
his own game.
There are times when [ am certain
that people in high places are monitor-
ing my thoughts.
1f 1 were a journalist, 1 would very
much enjoy working the theater beat.
Willful horses should be paddled or
whipped.
1 never have strong-smelling bowel
movements.
1€ 1 could take something from a store
and be sure [ was not seen, I would

probably do it.

7. The top of my scalp is sore to the
touch.

Every year, they give us the same ridiculous, ancient psy-
hological test, the Michigan Comprehensive Personality
valuation, and every vear, I try to pick answers I know

mantha will not pick. After all, were only supposed to

50 percent of our personality traits in common. And
yevery year, according to Kevin, Samantha and I pick the
ame answers to virtually every question.

I'm struggling with number 3: If I were a journalist, I

iuld very much enjoy working the theater bear. For me, the

swer is F, I hate the theater. It's too slow. Samantha,
ugh, always liked plays and even worked on one or two
ring high school, when she wasn’t busy smoking pot
th her stoner friends. But there’s something about this
stion—the way it feels like a pale attempt to sniff out
mosexual tendencies—that makes me think that
mantha would mark F 10 an attempt to be subversive,

n though her true answer is probably T. Yes, that’s it.

-ide that Samantha will answer F; therefore T will an-

rT.

My hand hovers above the bubble marked T. But wait!

e we always choose the same answer, I realize that this

e I should invert my reasoning process now, at the last

ute, and flop over to F.

1s the answer.

‘answer each question via this rather laborious process,
th the last-minute flop.




oss Kevin in one of the long, carpeted

and veers into me. He keeps coming
a windowless room with a table and
oks at me. 1 look at Kevin. His nar-
row fingers are gripping my hand like tentacles.
“You two certainly are interesting.”
T've becorne used to a kind of abstracted fondness from
K .,vir so I'm surprised by his intense demeanor—magni-
a spray of wild eyebrow hairs I've never noticed be-
mmdur if they've sprouted due to advancing age—or
z:"iid hP give up trimming them? 1 ponder this while Kevin
clurches me.
He leans closer. “I could tell you things about your sister.”
“Go ahead.”
“I can’t.”
“Why not?”
“I signed a confidentiality agreement.”
1 laugh. “That never stopped you before.” |
“Yeah, well,” he crosses his arms across his chest, “that
as t hm“ Things are different now.”
Why are you acting like this?”
“Like what?
“Like you want to fuck me.”
The blood rushes to Kevin's cheeks. “I never said that.”

“You didn't say it.”
“It’s not that,” he mops his sleeve over his face. “It’s just
iis thing with my wife.” He lets out a long sigh. “Our rela-
tionship is kind of rocky right now.”
“I'm sorry to hear that.”
“It’s just this thing.” Kevin stares at the floor. “I love her. I
do. It’s just that she won’t perform certain sexual acts . . .’
“Okay, stop.”
“I really want to get this off my chest.”
“I don’t want to hear it.”
‘Amanda,” Kevin extends a hand toward me—five tenta-
, imploring and threatening.
“What?” I'm already halfway around the table and head-
ng for the door.
“He has dark circles under his eyes. “You're so pretty,” he
¥s, I @ rancorous tone.
slide past him, into the hall.

little later, during the break for lunch, I find Tvan lying by

¢ pool. He looks relaxed and tan, splayed out with a Busi-

s Week by his side. He has lots of hair on his chest—the

blem of the alpha male. Though quite a few people are
the pool, all the nearby chaises are empty. I artribute

s:to Ivan’s formidable air; he carries it with him like a

ce field. But there are moments when it evaporates. Like
he plays the piano.

Where’s Jason?” he says.
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“I thought you took him shopping.

1 didn’t take him shopping. Why do you think I took ja-
son shopping?”

'“Becawe you said so,” Ivan replies.

“When?”

ce what is going on here. But Ivan
t. Besides, Samantha hasn't tried this

for a long t""@e, not since my high school boyfriend, the

toofoaﬁ player, bought h imself a red convertible.
“That wasn't me. 1 fna’t was my sister.”
“Oh,” Fvan says, mildly, as though I'd just pointed out an
interesting item floating in the pool.
“Don’t you know m@?”
“Of course I know you.”
I feel so angry—at that moment—I don't think I've ever

“She doesn’t even look like me. Her

[

een so angry at Ivan.
hair is stmakec& }n? smokes, shes thinner, she acts all .

¢ Ivan!
He Ez}oks at me, caim and patient, the man I married.
Solid. The man who flies off the handle at everyone except

Look at me.”

me.
“This is

bigger.”

“Your breasts?”

______

me. I'm not her. Look at me. My breasts are

“Ask Jason. He knows.”
“Amanda, what do you expect? If you gitls are up to

cks like that—identical twins,” he squints at me through

€ sur. “Pmyjury would find me innocent.”

“I'm not up to anything.”
“You said youd take him shopping.” He closes his eyes
nd settles his bald, bronzing head on a rolled up towel.
Somebody took him away, thank God.”

“She’s not me.”

3

“Of course she’s not.
Of course. Why should I expect Ivan to be any differ-

£? Everyone thinks we're the same. We even think we're

1€ same. That’s why we can only stand to see each other

ce every four years. Who wants to see their identity
allowed up by their double? I certainly feel poorer for it.

¢ only people who seem to profit are the researchers.

ey get to learn if both of us stutter or get cancer of the

ncreas; they get to learn if both of us marry swarthy

mbers or enjoy table tennis. They seem so sure that

inis hold clues to the mystery of identity: what depends
hreads of DNA winding and unwinding in our cells,

d what do we glean from the world? Kevin and his
ds are trying to study what makes us us—but not us
se, not the twins. We're the freaks. They want to know
at we mean for normal people. Why do normals divorce,

en, hate licorice, refuse to perform certain sexual acts?
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-enetics or environment? As if the data could ever tell

feel the way we feel.
2 drink and settle into a chaise, After a while,
ha S%'?ID'WS ‘dp. : 3%* -"Hing Jason’s skateboard with
side. Poor Diego. I don't know what
wasn't running. Jason 1s frotting
his curtain of bangs, his face

looks 1 differ
‘;’fheck
wards DF
letters. T grasp what it 33 a‘bout his face: he’q smiiirig
Samantha jumps off the skateboard and plops down be-
side me. “The thrift stores around here are unbelievable.
he grez:-.tﬁst stuff.” She reaches into a p?asktic bag
a green bowling shirt. On the back it says:
SFV ENP'"F DAY ADVENTIST DENTISTS.
“That’s really funny.”
Wmu It’s one of a kind.” “
“Ves.” I'm surprised by myself, because usuaﬂy_Samaﬁma
is the one who wears the thrift-store shirts. But I can’t pass

this one up. “I hear you met my husband.”

“Uh-hub.”

“He thought you were me.”

“He did?” Samantha looks surprised.

“Did you tell him that?”

She Eémo%:s as if she’s tas’{ed something sour: this is our ly-
ing face. “I don't think so.”

“It’s a yes-or-no question.”

~Samantha is leaning back next to me on the chaise, curling
and uncurling Diego’s tail. Jason has pulled up a chair beside
her. He gazes at her with adoration. He says, “Hey Dad!”
Ivan, sunbathing and half-asleep, grunts.

-“Samantha tock me to this restaurant where we ate balls
of raw meat!”

“It’s Armenian,” she explains.

“We fed some to Diego.”

“She liked it.” Samantha is wearing just a bikini top and
eans. She's as brown as maple syrup and has muscles all up
nd down her arms and back. I guess she’s been going to the

“You shouldn’t eat raw meat.” Ivan’s eyes are still closed.
ou’ll get cholera.”

“Samantha did it.”
He looks up. “That’s bright. If she jumped off a cliff,
uld you follow?”
]ason cocks his head. “Maybe.”
“Beautiful. I'm going in the water.” Ivan ambles off and
des into the pool, holding his magazine above his waist.
s soon as he’s gone, Samantha turns to me, her hands
ed in her lap. “Your husband is intimidating. His after-
1ave smells expensive.”
“That’s because it is expensive,” I snap. Diego is leaning
unst my leg. I bend down to pet her. Something is both-
1g me. Something is bothering me a lot.

amantha, why can't you be my stepmom?” Jason says,
ght on cue.




tell him. “You can call her Aun-
B ] T ~ 4 2 A w1 2
“Don’t call me Sam,” she says. “She’s saying that because

i T ¢ & 3
“You should wear sunscreen,” I tell Samantha, “you're too
L
tan. ‘
eel us falling 1 hythm—its like loneliness and
I can feel us falling into a rhythm—it’s like loneline
the annthesis of loneliness at the same time. And it really is
vt e i e e 3 what's be-
like falling, exciting or terrifying, depending on what
. ” P
low. I say, “Kevin has a hate-crush on me.
“Nho's Kevin?” '
“The one with the Lenin beard.” I pick up Diege and put
her in my lap. She starts licking my hand. N
“Right, I know him. He has the funny eyebrows. Did you
) P A . ~
engender the hate, or is it women in general:
“What's a hate-crush?” Jason asks.
i : : i I
I ignore him. “1 think his wife engendered the hate. But
¥ 1 %
v it’s directed at women in general.
Tl - . 5
sideways. “Is this your secret twin language?
“Not” we both say, 1n unison.
Samantha turns to Jason. “A hate-crush is when a man
1 2 37
likes 2 woman a lot, so he’s mean to her.
: o 0 wr o
For some reason, this makes Jason blush. “I thought that
. . »
was over in third grade.
v , -,
“No,” Samantha says. “Sadly, no. Promise me you won't
e ”
do it. It’s extremely uncool.
“Okay,” Jason says.
}J g N . N — s,y - 1 )
“Be nice to the girls you like. Even if it’s a little scary.

He'’s nodding, really soaking it in. It occurs to me that
Samantha may be changing the course of his life.
I don’t have anywhere to pin this.” She holds up the
name tag that says “MZ Samantha 173” and tries to pinitto
er bikini strap. »

“That’s what you get for not wearing a shirt.”

“Wait,” Samantha smiles, “check this out.” She takes the
inand pushes it through the tough skin of her outer elbow.
he fastens the clasp. It stays there as she flexes her arm.

“Wow,” says Jason.

“That’s disgusting,” T say.

“Come on,” she says to Jason, putting on her sunglasses,

bhave an appointment on the inside.”

They gather their things and go into the hotel. It takes

“a while to realize she’s left Diego with me. I guess

mantha never has been very good at taking care of things.

NSRRI

one has asked for my opinion of the California Twin
udy, but if I were to be asked, T would tell the researchers
top doing all the things thar make us feel Jike rats, The
tes of colored tape in the hallways that usher us from room
oom are especially inane, and after certain tests, we are
red donuts—why not lumps of cheese? Then there is the
derlying philosophy to all this testing, that any informa-
ﬁ"»we may be given is too much information. 50,1 go into
oom, I lie on a padded table, and 2 woman in a white coat

y're for, she says, “Taking measurements.” When I ask




measurements, she says, “Important ones.”
;chs me in the half-darkened room, with in-
I know what they're doing: measur-
o see if they match Samantha’s.
o think my own, idicsyncratic thoughts;
1antha-like so I go for some dull, av-
erage thoughts; then 1 realize this is the same roadi" me
down with the personality rest. I don’t have an}f of this ng—ﬂ
ured out anyway. I don’t know how much of me is a part of
her no matter what. We grew up together. We're the same

then that seems too Sam

gcmacaj}/‘, Maybe the desire to be singular is just another
- we share and somewhere, in some other room,

ntha is lying with wires attached to her head, trying to

’f:h in i h@ughﬁs that I wouldn’t think. Finally, I give up try-
%n;a to be original and fall asleep on the table. Almost imme-
diately 1 begin to have the dream: the ocean swells,

enormous waves sparkle in the sun and rise above the beach.
Then, the entire shoreline is swallowed up—houses, cars,
cliffs, umbrellas—they’re all washed away, and all that’s left
is a great expanse of blue water: nothing. Everything.

A few hours later, I find Samantha sitting on the carpet
in one of the long hallways, slumped over a line of yellow
tape. She’s crying.

1 sigh. “What’s wrong now?” 7

“You're married” She wipes the snot off her face. It's 2
nice face, somehow prettier on Samantha (1 even got Kevin

adrit this), more transparent and broad. It’s a little icier
on me, with a knot between the eyebrows I keep meaning to

get Botoxed.

“So whar?”

“You're just . .

b 37
. normaler.

“You say that like it’s a good thing.”

“It is good. You're the good one, remember?”

I laugh. “Okay, let’s get this out in the open once and
or all. True or false: The top of my scalp is sore to the
such.”

- “True!” Samantha touches her part, “Right here. It drives
me crazyl”

I touch my own head and am surprised to find I have a
e spot there too. I try another. “True or false: T would en-
¥ beating a cardsharp at his own game.”

“True! Wouldn’t you?”

“Yes. Do you always answer them truthfully?”

“Of course.” Samantha sniffs. “How about you?”

I try to pick whatever one I think you wouldnt.”

She laughs at this. “Then you must switch it.”

“Yes.” T feel dispirited. Of course Samantha knows all
out me and my ways.

You always did love to lie,” she says.
“You left the dog with me.”
“T did?”

T'm not keeping it.”

“I know.”
look at her, her face red from crying. I can’t remember
last time I cried. Even Ivan, when we got married, be-
me 2 little teary. But not me. I'm the stable one.




v Kevin locates me and apologizes. His eye-
= smoother and he looks embarrassed. Too much
hovi hands into his pu(:ig@‘:o Way
ells me

1.5 tl _
he explains, shoving his

eace offering, he te

wantha: she’s pregnant. He
k; LOWS. Amla in the grand tradition of
I'win Study, no one has mentioned this to

ihroupn dinner and after, in our rooms,
settle down. Ivan tells him he can call
he can order Nintendo with the remote,

;.L«

pmg on his bed like a little boy while Ivan

n a threatening o

you thin nk about Samaﬂ ha?” 1 lean up
ar

s kind of 2

[ ak)

b between our rooms. “She’

N

cannon, 1,51 she?
” Tyan says. “Jason!” Jason jumps higher.
v halr stream u?wald from his head. Ivan

h_ “She’s not as unpleasant as you described.”

28011 jumps once on each word, ' M{e? her, more,
than,” his face is turning red, eaﬂiek? of, you.”
G [van says.

Q)

od’s sake, stop that,’
L L
o _Ed have seen her before. She’s reformed or

used to be even more, 1 don't know, dis-

‘turbad. .?me i@@k drugs.” )
D .
“She didn’t seem that disturbed to me,” says Lvan.
Tason is now making a “va” sound with each jump, like a
cay that won't turn over.
he’s nothing like me though, can't you?”

HAa 13

You can tell

“Ivan laughs. “Well, there are similarities.”
1 can tell,” Jason chants.

‘Excuse me, I was asking your dad.”
‘Boy, can 1.”

‘Okay, Jason. P'm asking your dad.”
Jason, stop that right now,” Ivan roars.
‘He isn't going to stop.”

?).7

Jason!

He isn’t going to stop until you quit telling him to.”
Jason! I said now!”

‘go back to our room and turn on the TV. Finally, Ivan
huts the door to the adjoining room and bolts it. T can
the squeak squeak of Jason jumping on the bed for a
ile, even as Ivan eases me down on our own bed and
ts pulling off my blouse. He lies beside me and unclasps
bra. Jason has quieted down but then he starts knocking
door. Lightly, at first, but then he’s pounding and cry-
“Dad,” in a scared voice. I guess thirteen isn’t really that
wo or three years ago, he would have been too young
ave without a babysitter. I guess I should feel sorry for
.But mostly I feel annoyed.

esus,” says Ivan.
le excuses himself and slips into Jason’s room. I brace
f for another round of screaming but don’t hear any-
g for a long time. Then I hear Ivan's voice, very
tly, coming through the door. He’s not yelling. He’s




PR . - R Dy
Here's what T know: life is ordinary. Dreams, sickness, joy,

Lo s S .
orieving, loving our children—everybody experiences tnese
IE‘“‘ ) 9 I " ‘y » -

. Everyone is full of goodness and dark longings. We

have the capacity for sacrifice, for betrayal, for wildness,

- oken up one morning and said to oursellve?:
T want everything, everything, now, now, but ‘N? grojﬁ up. It
coes away; the longing to take the whole world ms!ide out-
selves. to make every second count, to live many lives. We
pend our days lost in activity. We marry rich men ﬁho can
never fully know us, and we like the idea. Oz“-«iwhai:? ‘ffe
end up like Samantha—with our feelings smacking u§ like
‘Eﬁfa'if'ﬁ‘f; over and over, half-drowning us, never getting 2
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1)

M "
nce to learn to SWiIT, NEVEL €Ven bemg smart encugh to
. - oy
ut of the water. T znow. That could have been me.

get o
1 ask Kevin if it could be me again.

“Pm not sure what you mean,” he says. He's sitting sur-
rounded by papers, questionnaires, file boxes—he'll spend
the rest of the year working on this weekend’s d:afta, n

“T mean, could T be like Samantha? Could I be volatile?
Could T run around claiming dogs that aren’t mine and cry-
ing at everything, could T charm thirteen-year-old boys,
could T eat raw meat—that kind of thing.”

“YWell,” Kevin says, “you are like Samantha. If anyone
could, it would be you. But . .. i

“But what?”

“You aren't her”

“Not right now. But 1 have been.”

SRR SN

Sunday evening, after we're finished with the last of the
ts, Samantha and Diego and I take another ride in her

pala. We drive out into the farmland, through rows of

egetables fanning out along the road, lettuce and peas and

omatoes and cotton, squash and soybeans, all growing fat in
he California sun. The plants look beautiful but they're all
prayed down with toxic chemicals. The migrant workers

et sick from working with them, or so I've read.

I ask her to pull over beside a field of cherry tomatoes.

Hey're hanging off the stalks like green pearls and the air is
ked with their pumpkin smell. All that produce, all that
ipening—it’s an incredible abundance, and it fills me with
reed. '

We sit there in silence as the engine cools down.

“Ivan’s not that nice, is he?” Samantha gazes out the
dshield at the tomatoes. “Jason says he’s an asshole.”

| “Jasor’s thirteen.”

“Yeah, but he’s not an idiot.”

1 consider this. “Ivan’s not that bad. He can be an asshole,
ouslj}, He doesn’t take any shit. He’s rich and successful
feels he deserves all that he has and more.”

“What’s that like?”

“It’s steady. It’s very calming.”

“Yeah. It sounds easy. It sounds kind of great.”

Diego’s head is in my lap. She’s snoring. Already, I know,
mantha and I are thinking the same thing.

Does he always wear that aftershave?”

57




d pull my dress off over my head. Samantha
almost no expression—just a little disbelief
ts of her eyes. Because usually she’s the

£ i th 2

o % o9
ywatenes me

arcund the corners

one, with her Samantha momeﬁts who changes eve rything.
- ) n 1, j [

But not this time. I take off my b bra and camisole and hand

rakes off her bikini

Samantha starts to smile. Then she
her cigarettes. She

ans. She hands me
szduguhbs down her hair and puts on my linen sundsess, My

beige sandals. Now we're both giggling. We used to do this
. when we had the same dreams. Some-

top and ripped je

C“} 2

ﬂ the time, back

qes we'd do it for just a few hours, but ot her times we kept
i’i" up for days, months even. { would be Samantha, and she

d be Amanda. [ wom‘f* be creative and spontaneous,
sbe?: would be methodical and calm. I'd carry her books
take her tests and use her toothbrush and sleep in her
1 No one knew. Even our parents were utterly fooled. We
deserved it for dressing us alike, cutting our
us to the same piano teacher who

p

WO

thought ‘the'y
mie, thLg
taught us i’}e same pieces to play at the same recitals. There
4 times when I've even wondered, over the years, it

hair {“ﬂ'f:?

have bee
we ever switched once and forgot to switch back.
Maybe I've been the volatile one all along.
“\What do 1 need to know?” Samantha asks.
T have it all laid out: I open my ostrich purse. “Here are

my credit t cards,” I say. “This is the code to our alarm, these

are the keys to the bouse, here’s my driver's license. This is
mv address book, with our fmeﬂds names highlighted, and

my calendar with bifthday@ and anniversaries indicated,

Ti’m is where I take yoga,” I hand her a flyer, “usually on

uesdays and Thursdays. This is my smoothie punch card. I
like the femme boost.”
“What elser”

“Kevin told me you're pregnant.”

{ have no idea what this means. For

Samantha laughs.

ce, I have the giddy sensation of having absolutely no idea
hat my sister is thinking. And I don’t want to know. But
she does say, “You don't have to do this for me.”

“T'm not.”

We switch places and I drive my sister back to the hotel.

he leans back in the passenger seat, an arm hanging out the

indow into the warm California sky. I'm surprised to see

ow good she looks in my dress. Conventionalism suits her
iarkably well. She looks calmer, more focused, now that
€’s inhabiting my skin. You don't miss the breasts, either.
o'one will ever know. Except Jason, of course.

stop the car in front of the lobby. Samantha bends over
kisses Diego so that I'm staring at the tender spot on
¢ top of her head.

“Goodbye, Amanda,” I say.

‘Goodbye, Samantha,” she replies, and then without a
ance back she slams the door and walks off, wobbling
htly on her heels, until she’s swallowed up by the
ked-glass doors of the hotel.

[ put the car in gear and turn it around, Diego at my side,
d drive off crying into the sea of vegetables.




