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MULTI PLES

By Robert Silverberg

There were nmirrors everywhere, making the place a crazy house of dizzying refraction: mrrors on
the ceiling, mirrors on the walls, mirrors in the angles where the walls net, the ceiling and the
floor, even little eddies of mrror dust periodically blown on gusts of air through the room so
that all the bizarre distortions, fracturings, and dislocations of image that were bounci ng around
the place would fromtime to time coal esce in a shimering haze of chaos right before your eyes.
Col ored gl obes spun round and round overhead, creating patterns of ricocheting light. It was
exactly the way Cleo had expected a nmultiples club to | ook

She had wal ked up and down the whole Fillnore Street strip, fromUnion to Chestnut and back again
for half an hour, peering at this club and that before finding the courage to go inside one that
called itself Skits. Though she had been pl anning this night for

mont hs, she found herself paralyzed by fear at the last mnute: afraid they would spot her as a
fraud the nonent she wal ked in, afraid they would drive her out with jeers and curses and cold,
nocki ng | aughter. But now that she was within, she felt fine-calm confident, ready for the tine
of her life.

There were nore wonen than nen in the club, something |ike a seven-to-three ratio. Hardly anyone
seenmed to be talking to anyone else. Mst stood alone in the mddle of the floor, staring into the
mrrors as though in trance.

Their eyes were slits, their jaws were slack, their shoulders slunped forward, their arns dangl ed.
Now and then, as some conbination of reflections sluiced across their consciousnesses with
particul ar inpact, they would go taut and jerk and wince as if they had been struck. Their faces
woul d flush, their lips would pull back, their eyes would roll, they would nutter and whisper to
thensel ves; then after a nonment they would slip back into stillness.

C eo knew what they were doing. They were swi tching and doubling. Maybe sone of the adepts were
tripling.

Her heart rate picked up. Her throat was very dry. Wiat was the routine here? she wondered. Did
you just wal k right out onto the floor and plug into the Iight patterns, or were you supposed to
go to the bar first for a shot or a snort?

She | ooked toward the bar. A dozen or so custoners were sitting there, nostly men, a couple of
them openly studying her, giving her that newgirl-intown stare. Ceo returned their gaze evenly,
cool ly, blankly. Standard-I|ooking nen, reasonably attractive, thirtyish or early fortyish

busi ness suits, conventional hairstyles: young | awers, executives, naybe stockbrokers -
successful sorts out for a night's fun, the kind of nmen you might run into anywhere. Look at that

one-tall, athletic, curly hair, glasses. Faint, ironic smle, easy, inquiring eyes. Al nost
prof essional. And yet, and yet-behind that smooth, intelligent forehead, what strangenesses mnust
teem and boil! How many hidden souls nust lurk and jostle! Scary. Tenpting.

Irresistible.

Cleo resisted. Take it slow, take it slow Instead of going to the bar, she noved out serenely
anong the switchers on the floor, found an open space, centered herself, |ooked toward the nmirrors
on the far side of the room Legs apart, feet planted flat, shoulders forward. A turning gl obe
spl ashed waves of red and violet light, splintered a thousand tines over into her upturned face.
Go. Go. Go. Go. You are Ceo. You are Judy. You are Vixen. You are Lisa. Go. Go. Go. Go. Cascades
of iridescence sweeping over the rimof her soul, battering at the walls of her identity. Cone,
enter, drown nme, split ne, switch ne. You are Cleo and Judy. You are Vixen and Lisa. You are Cleo
and Judy and Vi xen and Lisa. Go. CGo. Co.

Her head was spinning. Her eyes were blurring. The room gyrated around her

Was this it? Was she splitting? Was she switching? Maybe so. Maybe the capacity was there in
everyone, even her, and all that it would take was the lights, the mrrors, the right anbience,
the will.

I ammany. | amnultiple. | amCeo switching to

Vi xen. | am Judy, and | am -

No. I am d eo.

I am d eo.

I amvery dizzy, and | amgetting sick, and | amdeo and only deo, as | have al ways been. | am

Ceo and only deo, and | amgoing to fall down.
"Easy," he said. "You okay?"
" St eadyi ng up, | think. Wew"
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"Qut - of -t owner, eh?"

"Sacramento. How d you know?"

"Too quick on the floor. Locals all know better. This place has the fastest mrrors in the west.
They' Il blow you away if you're not careful. You can't just go out there and grab for the big one -
you' ve got to phase yourself in slowy. You sure you're going to be okay?"

"I think so."

He was the tall man fromthe bar, the athletic, professorial one. She supposed he had caught her
bef ore she had actually fallen, since she felt no bruises.

Hi s hand rested easily now agai nst her right el bow as he lightly steered her toward a table al ong
the wall .

"What's your nane?" he asked.

"Judy. "

"1''m Van."

"Hello, Van."

"How about a brandy? Steady you up a little nore."

"I don't drink."

"Never ?"

"Vi xen does the drinking," she said.

"Ah. The old story. She gets the bubbles, you get her hangovers. | have one like that too, only

with himit's human food. He absolutely doesn't give a damm what | obster in hot and sour sauce
does to my digestive system | hope you pay her back the way she deserves."

Ceo smled and sai d not hing.

He was wat ching her closely. Was he interested, or just being polite to soneone who was obviously
out of her depth in a strange nmilieu? Interested, she decided. He seened to have accepted that

Vi xen stuff at face val ue.

Be careful now, Ceo warned herself. Trying to pile on convincing-soundi ng details when you don't
real ly know what you're talking about is a sure way to give yourself away sooner or |ater

The thing to do, she knew, was to establish her credentials without working too hard at it; sit
back, listen, learn how things really operate anong these peopl e.

"What do you do up there in Sacranento?"

"Not hi ng fascinating."

"Poor Judy. Real -estate broker?"

"How d you guess?"

"Every other wonman | neet is a real-estate broker these days. Wiat's Vi xen?"

"A lush."

"Not rmuch of a livelihood in that."

Cl eo shrugged. "She doesn't need one. The rest of us support her."

"Real estate and what el se?"

She hadn't been sure that nultiples etiquette included tal king about one's alternate selves. But
she had conme prepared. "Lisa's a | andscape architect. Ceo's into software. W all keep busy."
"Li sa ought to neet Chuck. He's a denon horticulturalist. Partner in a plant-rental outfit-you
know, huge dracaenas and phil odendrons for offices, so much per nonth, take them away when they
start |ooking sickly. Lisa and Chuck could talk palns and bronel ai ds and cacti all night."

"We shoul d introduce them"

"W shoul d, yes."

"But first we have to introduce Van and Judy."

"And then maybe Van and Cl eo," he said.

She felt a trenor of fear. Had he found her out so soon? "Wy Van and C eo? Ceo's not here right
now. This is Judy you're talking to."

"Easy. Easy!"

But she was unable to halt. "I can't deliver Cleo to you just like that, you know. She does as she
pl eases. "

"Easy," he said. "All | nmeant was, Van and C eo have sonething in common. Van's into software
too."

Cleo relaxed. Wth a little laugh she said, "Ch, not you, too! Isn't everybody nowadays? But |

t hought you were sonething in the academic world. A university professor or sonmething like that."
"I am At Cal."

" Sof t war e?"

"I'n a manner of speaking. Linguistics. Metalinguistics, actually. My field is the | anguage of

| anguage-t he basic subsets, the neural coordinates of comunication, the underlying prograns our
brai ns use, the operating systens. Mnd as conputer, conputer as mnd. | can get very boring about
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it."

"I don't find the mind a boring subject.”

"l don't find real estate a boring subject. Talk to nme about second nortgages and tripl e-net
| eases. "

"Talk to ne about Chonsky and Benjami n Whorf," she said.

H s eyes wi dened. "You've heard of Benjanin Worf?"

"I majored in comparative |linguistics. That was before real estate.”

"Just nmy lousy luck,” he said. "I get a chance to find out what's hot in the shoppi ng-center
mar ket and she wants to tal k about Worf and Chonsky."

"I thought every other wonman you net these days was a real -estate broker. Talk to them about
shoppi ng centers."

"They all want to tal k about Worf and Chonsky. More intellectual."

"Poor Van."

"Yes. Poor Van." Then he | eaned forward and said, his tone softening, "You know, | shouldn't have
made that crack about Van neeting C eo. That was very tacky of ne."

"I't's okay, Van. | didn't take it seriously."

"You seened to. You were very upset."

"Well, maybe at first. But then | saw you were just horsing around."

"I still shouldn't have said it. You were absolutely right: This is Judy's tinme now. Ceo's not
here, and that's just fine. It's Judy | want to get to know. "

"You will," she said. "But you can neet Cleo, too, and Lisa and Vixen. I'll introduce you to the

whole crew. | don't mnd."

"You're sure of that?"

"Sure."

"Some of us are very secretive about our alters.”
"Are you?" O eo asked.

"Soneti nes. Sonetines not."

"l don't mnd. Maybe you'll neet sone of nmine tonight." She glanced toward the center of the
floor. "I think |I've steadied up now. I'd |like to try the mirrors again."

" Swi t chi ng?"

"Doubling," she said. "I'd like to bring Vixen up. She can do the drinking, and | can do the
talking. WII it bother you if she's here, too?"

"Won't bother nme unless she's a sloppy drunk. O a nean one."

"1 can keep control of her when we're doubling. Conme on, take nme through the mirrors.”

"You be careful now. San Francisco mrrors aren't |like Sacramento ones. You've already di scovered
that."

"Il watch ny step this time. Shall we go out there?"

"Sure," he said.

As they began to nove out onto the floor a slender, T shirted man of about thirty came toward
them Shaven scal p, bushy nustache, nedallions, boots. Very San Francisco, very gay. He frowned at
Cleo and stared straightforwardly at Van

"Ned?"

Van scow ed and shook his head. "No. Not now. "

"Sorry. Very sorry. | should have realized." The shaven-headed man flushed and hurried away.
"Let's go," Van said to Ceo

This time she found it easier to keep her. bal ance. Know ng that he was nearby hel ped. But stil
the waves of refracted |ight cane pounding in, pounding in, pounding in. The assault was total
renorsel ess, inplacable, overwhel mng. She had to struggle against the throbbing in her chest, the
hamering in her tenples, the wobbliness of her knees. And this was pleasure for then? This was a
supreme delight?

But they were nultiples, and she was only C eo, and that, she knew, made all the difference. She
seened to be able to fake it well enough. She could rmake up a Judy, a Lisa, a Vixen, assign little
corners of her personality to each, give themvoices of their own, facial expressions, individual
identities. Standing before her mrror at home, she had managed to convince hersel f. She m ght
even be able to convince him But as the swirling lights careened off the infinities of
interlocking mirrors and cane slalomng into the gateways of her reeling soul, the dismal fear
began to rise in her that she could never truly be one of these people after all, however
skillfully she imtated themin their intricacies.

Was it so? Was she dooned always to stand outside their irresistible world, hopelessly peering in?
Too soon to tell-nuch too soon, she thought, to adnit defeat.

At |east she didn't fall down. She took the punishnent of the nmirrors as Iong as she could stand
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it, and then, not waiting for himto | eave the floor, she nmade her way-carefully, carefully,
wal ki ng a tightrope over an abyss-to the bar. Wen her head had begun

to stop spinning she ordered a drink, and she sipped it cautiously. She could feel the al coho
extending itself inch by inch into her bloodstream It calnmed her. On the floor Van stood in
trance, occasionally quivering in a sudden, convulsive way for a fraction of a second. He was
doubl i ng, she knew. bringing up one of his other identities. That was the nmain thing that

nmul tiples cane to these clubs to do. No |longer were all their various identities forced to dwell
in rigorously separated conpartnments of their mnds. Wth the aid of the mirrors and lights the
skilled ones were able to briefly to fuse two or even three of their selves into sonething nore
conpl ex. When he cones back here, she thought, he will be Van plus X. And | nust pretend to be
Judy plus Vixen.

She readied herself for that. Judy was easy. Judy was nostly the real Ceo, the real -estate wonman
from Sacramento, with Ceo's notion of what it was like to be a nultiple added in. And Vixen? C eo
i magi ned her to be about twenty-three, a Los Angeles girl, a one-time child tennis star who had
broken her ankle in a dunb prank and had never recovered her gane afterward, and who had taken up
drinking to ease the pain and | oss. Uninhibited, unpredictable, untidy, fiery, fierce: all the
things that Ceo was not. Could she be Vixen? She took a deep gulp of her drink and put on the

Vi xen face: eyes hard and glittering; cheek nuscles clenched.

Van was | eaving the floor now H's way of noving seenmed to have changed: He was stiff, al npst
awkwar d, his shoul ders held high, his elbows jutting oddly. He | ooked so different that she
wonder ed whet her he was still Van at all

"You didn't switch, did you?"

"Doubl ed. Paul's with me now. "

" Paul ?"

"Paul's from Texas. Ceol ogist, terrific poker gane, plays the guitar." Van sniled, and it was like
a shifting of gears. In a deeper, broader voice he said, "And | sing real good too, nma'am Van's

j eal ous of that, because he can't sing worth beans. Are you ready for a refill?"

"You bet," Ceo said, sounding sloppy, sounding Vixenish

H s apartment was nearby, a cheerful, airy, sprawing place in the Marina district. The segnented
nature of his life was imredi ately obvious: The prints and paintings on the walls | ooked as though
they had been chosen by four or five different people, one of whomran heavily toward vivid scenes
of sunrise over the Grand Canyon, another to Picasso and Mro, soneone else to delicate,

i mpressioni st views of Parisian street scenes and flower markets. A sun room contained the biggest
and heal thi est houseplants C eo had ever seen. Another roomwas stacked with technical books and
scholarly journals, a third was equi pped with three or four gl eam ng exercise machi nes. Sone of
the roons were fastidiously tidy, sone inpossibly chaotic. Sone of the furniture was stark and
austere; sonme was fl oppy and overstuffed. She kept expecting to find roomates wandering around.
But there was no one here but Van. And Paul

Paul fixed the drinks, played soft guitar music, told

her gaudy tal es of prospecting on the West Texas nesas. Paul sang somet hi ng bawdy sounding in
Spani sh, and C eo, putting on her Vixen voice, chined in on the choruses, deliberately off-key.
But then Paul went away, and it was Van who sat close beside her on the couch. He wanted to know
t hi ngs about Judy, and he told her a little about Van, and no other selves canme into the
conversation. She was sure that was intentional. They stayed up very late. Paul came back toward
the end of the evening to tell a few jokes and sing a soft |ate-night song, but when they went
into the bedroom she was with Van. O that she was certain

And when she woke in the norning she was alone. She felt a surge of confusion and dislocation
renenbered after a nonent where she was and how she happened to be there, sat up, blinked. \Went
into the bathroom and scooped a handful of water over her face. Wthout bothering to dress she
went paddi ng around the apartnment |ooking for Van

She found himin the exercise room using the rowi ng nmachine, but he wasn't Van. He was dressed in
tight jeans and a white T-shirt, and he | ooked sonmehow younger; |eaner, jauntier. There were fine
beads of sweat along his forehead, but he did not seemto be breathing hard. He gave her a cool

di stantly appraising, wholly asexual |ook as though it was not in the |east unusual for an unknown
naked wonman to materialize in the house and he was altogether undisturbed by it. "Good norning.
I"'m Ned. Pleased to know you." His voice was higher than Van's, nmuch higher than Paul's, and he
had an odd, over precise way of shaping each syll able.

Fl ust ered, suddenly self-conscious and wi shing she had put her clothes on before |eaving the
bedroom she fol ded one armover her breasts, though her nakedness did not seemto matter to him
at all. "I"mJudy. | cane with Van."

"Yes, | know. | saw the entry in our book." Snoothly he pulled on the oars of the row ng nachine,
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| eaned back, pushed forward. "Help yourself to anything in the fridge," he said. "Mke yourself at
hone. Van left a note for you in the kitchen."

She stared at him his hands, his nmouth, his |ong rmuscul ar arns. She renenbered his touch, his

ki sses, the feel of his skin. And now this conplete indifference. No. Not his kisses, not his
touch. Van's. And Van was not here now. There was a different tenant in Van's body, soneone she
did not know in any way and who had no nmenories of last night's enmbraces. | saw the entry in our
book. They left nenos for one another. O eo shivered. She had known what to expect, nore or |ess,
but experiencing it was very different fromreading about it. She felt alnost as if she had fallen
i n anong bei ngs from anot her planet.

But this is what you wanted, she thought. Isn't it? The intricacy, the nystery, the
unpredictability, the sheer weirdness? Alittle cruise through an alien world because her own had
becone so stale, so narrow, so cranped. And here she was. Good nmorning. |'m Ned. Pleased to know
you.

Van's note was clipped to the refrigerator by a little yell ow magnet shaped |ike a | adybug. DI NNER
TONI GHT AT CHEZ M CHEL? YOU AND ME AND WHO KNOWS

VWHO ELSE. CALL ME

That was the begi nning. She saw hi m every ni ght

for the next ten days. Generally they nmet at sone three-star restaurant, had a lingering; intinmate
di nner, went back to his apartnment. One nild, clear evening they drove out to the beach and

wat ched the waves breaking on Seal Rock until well past nidnight. Another tinme they wandered

t hrough Fi sherman's Wharf and somehow acquired three bags of tacky souvenirs.

Van was his primary nane-she saw it on his credit card one night-and that seemed to be his main
identity, too, though she knew there were plenty of others. At first he was reticent about that,
but on the fourth or fifth night he told her that he had nine nmajor selves and sixteen m nor ones.
Besi des Paul, the geol ogist, Chuck, who was into horticulture, and Ned, the gay one, C eo heard
about Nat, the stock market plunger-he was fifty and fat, made a fortune every week, and divided
his time between Las Vegas and M am Beach; Henry, the poet, who was shy and never |iked anyone to
read his work; Dick, who was studying to be an actor; Hal, who once taught |aw at Harvard; Dave,
the yachtsman, and Nichol as, the cardsharp

And then there were the fragnentary ones, sone of whomdidn't have nanes, only a funny way of
speaking or a little routine they liked to act out.

She got to see very little of his other selves, though. Like all nultiples he was troubl ed
occasionally by involuntary sw tching. One night he becane Hal while they were making | ove, and
another time he turned into Dave for an hour, and there were nonentary flashes of Henry and

Ni chol as. Cleo perceived it right away whenever one of those switches canme: His

voi ce, his novenents, his entire manner and personality changed i medi ately. Those were startling,
exciting nonents for her, offering a strange exhilaration. But generally his control was very
good, and he stayed Van, as if he felt some strong need to experience her as Van, and Van al one.
Once in a while he doubled, bringing up Paul to play the guitar and sing or Dick to recite
sonnets, but when he did that the Van identity al ways remai ned present and dominant. It appeared
that he was able to double at will, without the aid of mirrors and |ights, at |east sone of the
tinme. He had been an active and functioning multiple for as | ong as he could remenber-since
chi I dhood, perhaps even since birth-and he had devoted hinself through the years to the task of
gai ning mastery over his divided m nd

Al'l the aspects of himthat she cane to neet had basically attractive personalities: They were
energetic, stable, purposeful men who enjoyed life and seenmed to know how to go about getting what
they wanted. Though they were very different people, she could trace themall back readily enough
to the underlying Van fromwhom so she thought, they had all split. The one puzzle was Nat, the
mar ket operator. It was hard for Cleo to i magi ne what he was |i ke when he was Nat-sl eazy and
coarse, yes, but how did he nanage to make hinself |ook fifteen years older and forty pounds

heavi er? Maybe it was all done with facial expressions and posture. But she never got to see Nat.
And gradually she realized it was an oversinplification to think of Paul and Dick and Ned and the
others as nmere extensions of Van into different nodes.

Van by hinself was just as inconplete as the others. He was just one of many that had evolved in
paral |l el , each one autononous, each one only a fragnent of the whole. Though Van m ght have
control of the shared body a greater portion of the tinme, he still had no idea what any of his
alternate selves were up to while they were in command, and |ike them he had to depend on guesses,
fancy footwork, and such notes and nmessages as they bothered to | eave behind in order to keep
track of events that occurred outside his conscious awareness. "The only one who knows everything
is Mchael. He's seven years old, as snart as a whip, and keeps in touch with all of us all the
tinme."
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"Your menory trace," Ceo said.
Van nodded. All multiples, she knew, had one alter with full awareness of the doings of all the
ot her personalities -usually a child, an observer who sat back deep in the mnd and played its own
games and energed only when necessary to fend off sone crisis that threatened the stability of the
entire group. "He's just infornmed us that he's Ethiopian," Van said. "So every two or three weeks
we go across to Cakland to an Ethiopian restaurant that he likes, and he flirts with the
wai tresses in Amharic.”
"That can't be too terrible a chore. I"'mtold Ethiopians are very beautiful people."
"Absolutely. But they think it's all a big joke, and M chael doesn't know how to pick up wonen
anyway. He's only seven, you know. So Van doesn't get anything out of it except some exercise in
conparative linguistics and a case of indigestion the next day. Ethiopian food is the spiciest in
the world. | can't
stand spicy food."
"Neither can |," she said. "But Lisa loves it. Especially Mxican. But nobody ever said sharing a
body is easy, did they?"
She knew she had to be careful in questioning Van about the way his life as a nmultiple worked. She
was supposed to be a nultiple herself, after all. But she nmade use of her Sacranento background as
justification for her areas of apparent ignorance of nultiple custons and the everyday nechanics
of multiple Iife. Though she too had known she was a multiple since chil dhood, she said, she had
grown up outside the climte of acceptance of the divided personality that prevailed in San
Franci sco, where an active subculture of nultiples had existed openly for years. In her isolated
exi stence, unaware that there were a great nmany others of her kind, she had at first regarded
herself as the victimof a serious nental disorder. It was only recently, she told him that she
had conme to understand the overwhel mi ng advantages of life as a nultiple: the richness, the
complexity, the fullness of talents and experiences that a divided mnd was free to enjoy. That
was why she had come to San Franci sco. That was why she |listened so eagerly to all that he was
telling her about hinself.
She was cautious, too, in manifesting her own multiple identities. She wi shed she did not have to
pretend to have other selves. But they had to be brought forth now and again, if only to nmaintain
Van's interest in her. Miltiples were notoriously indifferent to singletons. They found them
bl and, overly
simpl e, two-di nmensional. They wanted the excitenment of enbracing one person and discovering
another, or two or three. So she gave himLisa, she gave him Vixen, she gave himthe Judy-who-was-
G eo and the d eo-who-was-soneone-el se, and she slipped fromone to another in a seemngly
i nvol untary and unexpected way, often when they were in bed.
Lisa was calm controlled, straitlaced. She was totally shocked when she found hersel f, between
one eye blink and the next, in the arns of a strange man. "Wo are you?-where am|?" she blurted,
rolling away and pulling herself into a fetal ball.
"I"'mJudy's friend," Van said.
She stared bleakly at him "So she's up to her tricks again."
He | ooked pai ned, enbarrassed, solicitous. She | et himwonder for a nmonent whether he woul d have
to take her back to her hotel in the nmiddle of the night. Then she allowed a m schievous smle to
cross Lisa's face, allowed Lisa's outraged nodesty to subside, allowed Lisa to relent and rel ax,
all oned Lisa to purr-
"Well, as long as we're here already-what did you say your name was?"
He liked that. He |iked Vixen, too-wild, sweaty, noisy, a npbaner, a gasper, a kicker and thrasher
who dragged hi m down onto the floor and went rolling over and over with him She thought he Iiked
Cleo, too, though that was harder to tell, because Ceo's style was al oof, serious, baroque,
i nscrutable. She would switch quickly fromone to another, sonetines running through all four in
the course of an hour. Wne, she said, induced quick switching in her. She let himknow that she
had a few other identities, too,
fragnentary and submerged. She hinted that they were troubl ed, deeply neurotic, self-destructive:
They were under control, she said, and would not erupt to cause woe for him but she left the
possi bility hovering over themto add spice to the relationship and plausibility to her role.
It seened to be working. Hi s pleasure in her conpany was evident. She was beginning to indulge in
little fantasies of nmoving down pernmanently from Sacranento, renting an apartnent, perhaps even
moving in with him though that would surely be a strange and challenging life. She would be
living with Paul and Ned and Chuck and the rest of the crew, too, but how wondrous, how
el ectrifying.
Then on the tenth day he seened uncharacteristically tense and sonber. She asked hi m what was
bot hering him and he evaded her, and she pressed, and finally he said, "Do you really want to
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know?"

"Of course."

"It bothers nme that you aren't real, Judy."

She caught her breath. "Wat the hell do you nean by that?"

"You know what | nean," he said quietly, sadly. "Don't try to pretend any | onger. There's no point
init."

It was like a jolt in the ribs.

She turned away and was silent a | ong while, wondering what to say. Just when everything was going
so well, just when she was beginning to believe she had carried off the masquerade successfully.
"So you know?" she asked timdly.

"OfF course | know. | knew right away."

She was trenbling. "How could you tell?"

"A thousand ways. When we switch, we change. The voice. The eyes. The nuscul ar tensions. The
grammatical habits. The brain waves, even. An evoked-potential test shows it. Flash a light in ny

eyes and I'll give off a certain brain-wave pattern, and Ned will give off another, and Chuck
still another. You and Lisa and Ceo and Vixen would all be the sane. Miultiples aren't actors,
Judy. Multiples are separate mnds within the same brain. That's a natter of scientific fact. You
were just acting. You were doing it very well, but you couldn't possibly have fooled ne."

"You |l et ne nake an idiot of nyself, then."

"No. "

"Why did you-how could you-"

"l saw you walk in that first night, and you caught nme right away. | watched you go out on the
floor and fall apart, and | knew you couldn't be nmultiple, and | wondered, Wat the hell's she
doi ng here? Then | went over to you, and | was hooked. | felt sonething | haven't ever felt

before. Does that sound like the standard old nalarkey? But it's true, Judy. You're the first
si ngl eton woman who's ever interested ne."

n \My?ll

He shook his head. "Sonething about you-your intensity, your alertness, nmaybe even your eagerness
to pretend you were a nmultiple-1 don't know. | was caught. | was caught hard. And it's been a
wonder ful week and a half. | nean that."

"Until you got bored."

“I'"'mnot bored with you, Judy."

"Cleo. That's ny real name, ny singleton nane. There is no Judy."

"Cleo," he said, as if nmeasuring the word with his Iips.

"So you aren't bored with ne even though there's only one of ne. That's narvel ous-trenendously
flattering. That's the best thing |I've heard all day. | guess | should go now, Van. It is Van
isn't it?"

"Don't talk that way."

"How do you want me to tal k? | fascinated you, you fascinated ne, we played our little ganes with

each other, and nowit's over. | wasn't real, but you did your best. W both did our best. But |I'm
only a singleton wonan, and you can't be satisfied with that. Not for long. For a night, a week,
two weeks maybe. Sooner or later you'll want the real thing, and | can't be the real thing for

you. So |long, Van."

n ’\b. n

"No?"

"Don't go."

"What's the sense of staying?"

"l want you to stay."

“I'"'ma singleton, Van."

"You don't have to be," he said.

The therapist's name was Burkhalter, and his office was in one of the Enbarcadero towers. To the
San Francisco multiples community he was very close to being a deity. His specialty was

el ectrophysi ol ogi cal integration, with specific application to nmultiple personality disorders.
Those who carried within thensel ves dark and di abolical selves that threatened the stability of
the group went to himto have those selves purged or at |east contained. Those who sought

to have latent selves that were subnerged beneath nore outgoing personalities brought forward into
a healthy functional state went to himalso. Those whose life as a nultiple was a torment of

schi zoid confusions instead of a richly rewardi ng contrapuntal synphony gave thenmselves to Dr.
Burkhalter to be healed, and in tinme they were. And in recent years he had begun to devel op
techni ques for what he called personality augnentation. Van called it "driving the wedge."

"He can turn a singleton into a nultiple?" Ceo asked in amazenent.
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"If the potential is there. You know that it's partly genetic: The structure of a nmultiple' s brain
is fundanentally different froma singleton's. The hardware just isn't the same, the cerebra
wiring. And then, if the right stinulus cones along, usually in childhood, usually but not
necessarily traunmatic, the splitting takes place, the separate identities begin to establish their
territories. But nuch of the tine nultiplicity is never generated, and you wal k around with the
capacity to be a whol e horde of selves yet never knowit."

"I's there reason to think I"'mlike that?"

He shrugged. "It's worth finding out. If he detects the predisposition, he has effective ways of

i nduci ng separation. Driving the wedge, you see? You do want to be a multiple, don't you, C eo?"
"Ch, yes, Van. Yes!"

Bur khal ter wasn't sure about her. He taped el ectrodes to her head, flashed bright lights in her
eyes, gave her verbal -association tests, ran four or five different kinds of electroencephal ograph
studies, and still he was uncertain. "It is not a black-and-white

matter," he said several tines, frowning, scowing. He was a multiple hinmself, but three of his
sel ves were psychiatrists; so there was never any real problem about his office hours. Ceo
wondered if he ever went to hinmself for a second opinion. After a week of testing she was sure
that she nust be a hopel ess case, an intractabl e singleton, but Burkhalter surprised her by
concluding that it was worth the attenpt. "At the very worst," he said, "we will experience

spont aneous fusing in a few days, and you will be no worse off than you are now But if we succeed-
H's clinic was across the bay, in a town called Mraga. She spent two days undergoi ng further
tests, then three days taking nedication. "Sinply an anticonvul sant,” the nurse expl ai ned
cheerily. "To build up your tolerance."

"Tol erance for what?" C eo asked.

"The birth trauma," she said. "New selves will be conming forth, and it can be unconfortable for a
little while."

The treatnent began on Thursday. El ectroshock, drugs, el ectroshock again. She was heavily sedated.
It felt like a long dream but there was no pain. Van visited her every day. Chuck cane too,
bringing her two potted orchids in bloom and Paul sang to her, and even Ned paid her a call. But
it was hard for her to maintain a conversation with any of them She heard voices nuch of the
time. She felt feverish and dislocated, and at tinmes she was sure she was floating eight or ten

i nches above the bed. Gradually that sensation subsided, but there were others nearly as odd. The
voi ces remai ned. She | earned how to hold conversations with them

In the second week she was not allowed to have visitors. That didn't nmatter

She had plenty of conpany even when she was al one.

Then Van cane for her. "They're going to let you go hone today," he said. "How are you doi ng,

Cl eo?"

"I'"'m Noreen," she said

There were five of her apparently. That was what Van said. She had no way of know ng, because when
they were dom nant she was gone-not nerely asl eep, but gone, perceiving nothing. But he showed her
notes that they wote, in handwitings that she did not recognize and i ndeed coul d barely read,
and he played tapes of her other voices: Noreen, a deep contralto; Nanette, high and breat hy;
Katya, hard and rough New York; and the |last one, who had not yet announced her nane, a stagy,

vol upt uous, canpy siren voice.

She did not |eave his apartnment the first few days, and then she began going out for short trips,
always with Van or one of his alters close beside. She felt conval escent. A kind of hangover from
the drugs had dulled her reflexes and nade it hard for her to cope with traffic, and also there
was the fear that she would undergo a switching while she was out. \Wenever that happened it cane
wi t hout warni ng, and when she returned to awareness afterward she felt a sharp discontinuity of
menory, not knowi ng how she suddenly found herself in Chirardelli Square or Col den Gate Park or
wherever it was that the other self had taken their body.

But she was happy. And Van was happy with her. One night in the second week, when they were out,
he switched to Chuck - deo knew it was Chuck coming on, for now she always knew ri ght away which
identity had taken over-and he said, "You' ve had a nmarvel ous effect on him None of us have ever
seen himlike this before-so contented, so fulfilled-"

"I hope it lasts, Chuck."

"Of course it'll last! Way on earth shouldn't it |ast?"

It didn't. Toward the end of the third week Cl eo noticed that there hadn't been any entries in her
meno book from Noreen for several days. That in itself was nothing alarm ng: An alter nmight choose
to subnerge for days, weeks, even nonths at a tine. But was it likely that Noreen, so newto the
worl d, would remain out of sight so long? Lin-lin, the little Chinese girl who had evolved in the
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second week and was Cleo's nmenory trace, reported that Noreen had gone away. A few days |later an
identity named Mattie cane and went within three hours, |ike sonething bubbling up out of a
troubl ed sea. Then Nanette and Katya di sappeared, |eaving Ceo with no one but her nanel ess, siren-
voiced alter and Lin-lin. She was fusing again. The wedges that Dr. Burkhalter had driven into her
soul were not holding; her mnd insisted on oneness and was integrating itself; she was reverting
to the singleton state

"All of themare gone now," she told Van disconsol ately.

"I know. |'ve been watching it happen.”
"lI's there anything we can do? Should | go back to Burkhalter?"
She saw the pain in his eyes. "It won't do any good," he said. "He told me the chances were about

three to one this woul d happen. A nonth, he figured; that was about the best we could hope for
And we've had our nonth."

"I'"d better go, Van."

"Don't say that."

"No?"

"I love you, Cleo."

"You won't. Not for nuch |onger."

He tried to argue with her, to tell her that it didn't matter to himthat she was a singleton
that one Cleo was worth a whole raft of alters, that he would learn to adapt to life with a

si ngl eton woman. He coul d not bear the thought of her [eaving now So she stayed: a week, two
weeks, three. They ate at their favorite restaurants. They strolled hand in hand through the coo
eveni ngs. They tal ked of Chonmsky and Whorf and even of shopping centers. Wen he was gone and Paul
or Chuck or Hal or Dave was there she went places with themif they wanted her to. Once she went
to a novie with Ned, and when toward the end he felt himself starting to switch she put her arm
around himuntil he regained control so that he could see how the novie finished.

But it was no good. He wanted something richer than she could offer him the sw tching, the
doubl i ng, the compl ex undertones and overtones of other personalities, resonating beyond the
shores of consciousness. She could not give himthat. He was |i ke one who has voluntarily

bl i ndfol ded hinself in order to keep a blind woman conpany. She knew she could not ask himto |live
like that forever

And so one afternoon when Van was sonewhere el se she packed her things and said good-bye to Paul
who gave her a hug and wept a little with her, and she went back to Sacranento. "Tell himnot to
call,"” she said. "A clean break's the best." She had been in San Francisco two nonths, and it was
as though those two nonths were the only nonths of her life that had had any color in them and
all the rest had been lived in tones of gray.

There had been a nan in the real-estate office who had been telling her for a couple of years that
they were neant for each other. Ceo had always been friendly enough to him They had done a few
skiing weekends in Tahoe the winter before; they had gone to Hawaii once; they had driven down to
San Di ego. But she had never felt anything particular when she was with him A week after her
return she phoned hi m and suggested that they drive up north to the redwood country for a few
days. When they cane back she noved into the condom ni um he had just outside town.

It was hard to find anything wong with him He was good-natured and attractive, he was
successful, he read books and |iked good novies, he enjoyed hiking, rafting, and backpacki ng, he
even tal ked of driving down into the city during the opera season to take in a performance or two.
He was getting toward the age where he was thinking about nmarriage and a fanily. He seened very
fond of her.

But he was flat, she thought. Flat as a cardboard cutout: a singleton, a one-brain, a no-swtch.
There was only one of him and there always would be. It was hardly his fault, she knew. But she
couldn't settle

for soneone who had only two dinensions. A terrible restlessness went roaring through her every
eveni ng, and she could not possibly tell himwhat was troubling her

On a drizzly afternoon in early Novenber she packed a suitcase and drove down to San Franci sco.
She checked into one of the Lonbard Street notels, showered, changed, and wal ked over to Fillnore
Street. Cautiously she explored the strip from Chestnut down to Union, from Union back to
Chestnut. The thought of running into Van terrified her. Not tonight, she prayed. Not tonight. She
went past Skits, did not go in, stopped outside a club called Big Mama, shook her head, finally
entered one called The Side Effect. Mstly wonen inside, as usual, but a few nmen at the bar, not
too bad-1ooking. No sign of Van

She bought herself a drink and casually struck up a conversation with a short, curly-haired,
artistic-1looking type.

"You cone here often?" he asked.
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"First time. |'ve usually gone to Skits."

"I think I remenber seeing you there. O maybe not."

She sm | ed. "Wat's your now nane?"

"Sandy. Yours?"

Cleo drew her breath down deep into her lungs. She felt a kind of |ight-headedness beginning to
swirl behind her eyes. Is this what you want? she asked herself. Yes. Yes. This is what you want.
"Melinda," she said.
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