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Overnight, the population of the city doubled. But nobody new noved in.

When Iris woke, there were two other people in her bed, and she'd gone to

sl eep

al one. She felt hot, sweaty, crowded, and al armed; waking with someone next to
her was not somet hing she was used to, even in the still-unfamliar svelte
shape

she'd worked so hard to achieve and nmaintain. She still didn't believe anyone

could look at her first thing in the norning and feel friendly toward her, so
she usual |y kept people from spending the night.

The bl ackout curtains she used because daylight disturbed her sleep were doing
their job; the only light in the roomcanme fromher digital clock's red
nunbers.

The clock hadn't alarnmed; it was only 6 AA.M, and she woul dn't have to get

r eady

for work for half an hour yet. The warnth of other bodies had wakened her. She
didn't know what to be afraid of yet: procrastinating teamrapists? Tired

thi eves lying down on the job? O Tinmothy, her new boyfriend, who had a key to
the apartnent and had never used it? Wwuld he bring a friend? In a state of
suspended fear and acute disconfort, she sat up and reached across one body
for

the switch of the | anp on the bedside table.

Yel l ow i ght touched the pink quilt, which was hunped in three places: a big
hunp between her and the light, her own legs, and a snaller hunp on her right.
There were two fuzzy heads on the pillows, one to either side of her, faces
down

so all she saw was nessy hair the mousebrown col or of her own. Her sisters?
But

she only had one sister, a redhead. She touched the head of the bigger | unp,
and

it turned over and she saw her own face, sleepy and broad, fat-cheeked,
smling

as it had never smiled in a mrror in all the years she had worn it. Its
narr ow

eyes opened, glinting green at her. "Hi," said the voice of her answering
machi ne' s nmessage. "We cane hone."

n \Mat ?u

The little lunmp stirred now, rolled over, stuck skinny arns up to stretch. It,
too, wore her face, only smaller. Not younger. Herself in mniature, and
gaunt,

t hi nner than she had ever been; she had spent her chil dhood as a dunpli ng,

goi ng

fromcute baby to distressingly plunmp child.

"W canme hone," repeated her fat self.
"From wher e?

"From wherever things go when they're lost. W found our way hone." Her fat
sel f



sat up, the covers sliding down to reveal pale breasts with brown aureoles,
stretch marks lacing the breasts like rivers of white |ightning.

"This isn't your hone," said Iris. "Get out of here! Go back where you cane
from™

"Don't you understand? That's why we're here." Fat Self held out arnms whose
undersi des curved |ike crescents, and, cheeks di npling eyes squi nched shut in
a

delighted snmile, hugged Iris. "W |ove you," she said.

"Leave ne alone!" Iris screaned. She punched at the other woman, and her fi st
sank into a pillow ng, welconing belly. Fat Self giggled.

The little self was tugging at Iris's nightgowmn with fingers thin as cl aws.
"Gve nme, give ne," she said in a thread of voice.

"Gve you what!" Iris struggled in the grip of Fat Self, who finally rel eased
her. She turned to look at the little self and saw eyes wi de and full of pain.

"More me," said Little Self. It reached out and pinched at her
sit-ups-flattened
stomach. "More," it whispered. "Mre."

Its pinching was strong. It hurt. Iris slapped its hand away. Its too-w se
eyes
stared at her.

"CGet out of here!"™ Iris yelled. She shoved at both of them "Get away from
ne!"

Each one grabbed one of her wists and held on. They were both strong. She
tried

to jerk away fromthem but they didn't let go or even show a sign of strain.
She thrashed with her legs. Al she acconmplished was a stirring of the covers.
"Let go of ne!"

"We | et go of you once. W won't do it again," said Fat Self.

"Eat," said Little Self, and it and Fat Self worked together to get her out of
bed and into the kitchen. Little Self tied her to a chair with clothesline,
and

Fat Self cooked pancakes. The kitchen snelled of sizzling butter, and fl our
marrying eggs and mlk. Little Self got out the ice creamlIris had hidden in
t he

tiny freezer conmpartnent, the secret shame she couldn't resist, even though
she

had been dieting and exercising rigorously for five years. She still cheated
some ni ghts when the |oneliness overwhel med her. Mrnings after those nights,
she adjusted her exercise reginen to work off the extra calories.

Now Little Self was hol ding out a spoonful of chocolate mint. Iris heard her
stomach growl . She opened her nout h.

Little Self fed her, gently, without spilling anything. They had just reached
the bottom of the carton when Fat Self set a plate full of pancakes drowni ng
in

butter and Tims syrup on the table in front of her, and sat down in the extra
chair, which conplained. Fat Self smiled and cut the pancakes into bite-sized
wedges, then fed themto Iris. The pancakes were light and fluffy, and the



syrup
was so sweet, a taste she had been denying herself.

Iris remenbered being very small. Urna, the maid, had fed her then, making the
food swoop and fly before it canme to rest in her nouth. "Little frog, little
frog," whispered Una, "here is your supper. Be very clever and catch it

bef ore
it flies anay!"

"Little frog, little frog," crooned Fat Self. And the food swirled in the air
and then swooped into her nouth. She chewed, swallowed, and |aughed, |osing
herself in the game of eating.

The alarmin the bedroom went off.

Iris tried to stand, but Little Self held the chair down. "Never mnd," said
Little Self, "You have other work to do today."

"Way --" Iris began, but as soon as she opened her nmouth, Fat Self fed her
She

turned her head away and swal | owed. "Wy don't you eat for yoursel f?" she
managed to say before another nouthful of pancakes attacked.

"We can't," said Fat Self. "That's not what we are.”
"What are you?" whispered Iris.
Fat Self giggled and fed her pancakes until she couldn't eat any nore.

Iris felt tired and sl eepy after breakfast, so full she could hardly nove.
Little Self untied her, and both selves escorted her back to the bedroom
wher e

she fell across the bed. The last thing she heard before spiraling down into
deep sleep was Fat Self on the phone, telling someone she was too sick to cone
to work today.

Wien she woke, she felt bloated and ill. The clock told her it was one in the
aft ernoon. She struggl ed up and opened the curtains to | ook out at a bl ast
furnace day, sun baking the pale wall of the building across fromhers. The
street nine stories below shimered with heat. She fell back onto the bed, her
hands on her swollen stomach. She had been so careful to eat small neals, her
stomach couldn't deal with big ones. Had that norning' s breakfast been a

dr ean?

Rationalization for a binge? She went into the bathroomto throw up, and was
on

the floor, |eaning over the toilet, when a hand cl osed over her mouth. "Not

t hat

way," said Little Self. "It has to go through you so | can get it."

"What ?" Sweat beaded on Iris's forehead.
"Put it on, then work it off. That's the only way | can grow "

Her stomach churned. She vomited before Little Self could stop her, and sat
back, breathing deeply, stomach acids etching her tongue and throat.

"Al'l right," said Little Self, "I guess we're doing this wong. You need to
build back up to it a little at a time." Little Self went and got a gl ass of
water and gave it to Iris. She rinsed out her nouth and spat into the toilet.
Little Self flushed it.



When she woke | ater, one of them had gone shopping, and there were all her
favorite foods in the house again, junk she had learned to stay away from and
despi se: Cheetos and Twi nkies, ice cream and devil sfood cake, potato chips and
licorice whips, and all the breads -- sourdough, hearth rye, raisin bread --
and

real dairy butter to go on top, and raspberry preserves. The whol e house
smel | ed

delicious with the buttery cooking scents of chil dhood foods, the ones that

t ook

revenge on you for eating them by huddling under the skin, noving in |ike
houseguests who refused to | eave.

Fat Self fixed her a salad, and she felt conforted by it; surely a salad could
feed them not hing. Maybe it even cancel ed out sone of the destruction they
wer e

practicing. She tried to hold onto that thought while they were forcing her to
eat the deep-fat-fried chicken with the skin still on, crackly and spicy.

Iris closed her teeth against invasion. Fat Self stroked her cheek and

nmur mur ed,

"Little frog, little frog," and Iris felt her nouth open. The eating was
hypnotic. She felt confusion as she ate, one part of her enjoying the

experi ence

as if she were young and being cared for, another part of her protesting every
bite, screaming in horror at what this forced feeding was doing to her
careful ly

establ i shed control, and another, nore prinitive part full of a hunger so deep
that even this excess could not fill it.

This time when they finished feeding her she felt only a little bloated. The
two

sel ves escorted her into the living roomand turned on the tel evision. After
hal f an hour of some inane rerun, Fat Self took Iris's armand | ed her over to
the Exercycle. Wth deep relief, Iris started cycling. Little Self adjusted

t he

tension on the bike so that it was harder to pedal than Iris was used to, but
she pushed and punped till the sweat soaked through her nightgown and rolled
down her face. Here was sonething she could control

When at | ast she stopped, her arnms and | egs aching with fatigue, her seat

al nost

as sore as it had been the first tinme she used the bike, Fat Self drew her
into

t he bat hroom and gave her a bath, soaping and sponging and rinsing her wth
strong, gentle hands. Iris was too tired to help. The warm water rel axed her
Wth her eyes closed, she could inmagine she was a little girl again and Mot her
was taking care of her. She fell asleep before the bath was over.

They never |let her |eave the house. She didn't understand how they were
handl i ng

her job. It seened that one or the other of them nmust be going to work,
because

t here was enough noney for rent and groceries. Usually when Iris was awake
bot h

of them were hone, but she realized, even though they had taken away the
cl ock,

that they had shifted her schedule so that she slept during the day; maybe
whil e

she sl ept one of her other selves answered the phones, screened the



appl i cants,
and filed all the papers generated by Charisma, |ncorporated. Somebody nust be
doing it.

She was relieved it was no | onger her. * * *

Little Self grew steadily bigger. Her cheeks rounded, and flesh showed on her
bones. The day cane when Iris woke to discover twin Fat Self cooking di nner
for

her -- Stroganoff lush with sour cream potatoes holding | akes of butter

sal ad

clothed in ranch dressing, and cherry cobbler for dessert. Iris sat at the
tabl e

with selves on either side. "Haven't | done enough for you now?" she asked.
"Can't | get back to eating the way | want, living the way | want?"

They patted her shoulder. She took this as acqui escence and pushed her plate
away, but one shook her head, making a tsk tsk tsk sound, and the other went
to

the drawer and got out the clothesline, showing it to her

Iris's throat tightened. She took a gulp of wine to loosen it and dug into her
di nner. Both selves beaned at her. She could no |onger tell them apart.

In the norning there was a new scrawny starved self in the bed with the rest
of
them and it was crying.

Overni ght, the population of the city expanded. Trails of crunbs led the |ost
horre.



