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  It’s a full flight today, and our faces are forlorn; we limp down the aisle, shoulders slumped, bags bumping. I’m keeping my head down, watching the floor, looking up only to check seat numbers. OK, there’s my place. Slide in, sit, exhale, wait for the ding of bells, the lilt of friendly commands: Seat belts. No smoking. Flotation devices in case of. I rummage for my book.


  I’m interrupted by a flight attendant. “Ooh,” she says, “Hey. So nice to see you. Economy?” Her eyebrows shoot up, quizzical. She leans forward, her blue-uniformed body passing over my seatmate, landing its shadow on me. The wink. The conspiratorial smile. I know who you are. Then the whisper: “We have a better seat for you.”


  “Um,” I say, but she is already looking around, in combat mode, glancing once down the aisle, planning my escape. All her safety training is in play at this moment, eyes sweeping passengers, tray tables, open overhead bins. Meanwhile my seatmates swivel and stare. Who? Who? they wonder. If they do place me there’s no time to say anything because the flight attendant spins back, jerking her head like a Green Beret on a night mission, signaling Now.


  I am led to first class. Something passes between my chaperone and her fellow attendants—a head nod, a lifted eyebrow, The Eagle has landed. They bustle toward me singing, “Champagne? White linen napkin? How can we make you comfortable?”


  What else can I do but settle in? Make use of the legroom, say no to the wine for now, yes to the cookies, to the free headsets. No one asks me my name. That’s just not cool. But they show me they know, with smiles, nods. There’s some chitchat too, but not much. They’re nice, really nice, genuinely happy to see me. It’s a great feeling, really, to be liked this way, strange as it is. Liked for being, well, a celebrity.


  “Sure about the wine?”


  “Gosh, well…” Resigned look. “Why not. Thank you.”


  “Pillow?” “Blanket?” “Butter lettuce salad with tiny tangerine slices?”


  They’re my benefactors, and my protectors. Eyes on the flimsy curtain, they’re vigilant against the looky-loos and the wanderers from the cheap seats. I’m left alone, except for the stares and the smiles I catch with senses honed from years of this. I am someone with the peripheral vision, startle reflexes, and hearing of a prey animal. Of being hunted. When the whispers begin, they’re clear as a bell: That’s the Baywatch star. You know. Alexandra Paul. Not the one with the boobs. The smart, athletic one. Yes. Right.


  More wine? Yes, please. Cookies? Just one, thank you.


  More smiles of recognition. And why not? It’s 1993 and Baywatch, which dramatizes the lives of Los Angeles lifeguards, is a huge television hit. How huge? The Guinness World Records book made it official: with over a billion viewers per week, it is the most watched television show in the world, ever.


  And so I eat, drink, and lounge with the breezy entitlement of a celebrity on the most-watched-television-show-in-the-world-ever. Except for one thing. I’m not the celebrity.


  I’m the identical twin.


  That day my boarding pass clearly stated my real name, Caroline Paul. If the flight attendants had asked me whether I was the Baywatch girl, I would have said, Nope. But why would they ask? It looked like a duck, walked like a duck, it must be a duck (this was long before Google search, which would have quickly exposed the duck for what she was). As I walked up the aisle to first class, I made myself cozy in an ethical gray area: no one asked my identity, therefore I wasn’t lying. But that doesn’t mean that the experience wasn’t fraught with guilt and doubt.


  Here were my thoughts as I was ushered into my new, capacious seat: Yay! Free wine! Hold it. Alexandra doesn’t drink. If I’m her, I can’t drink either. Or am I her? I’m still me, but carrying her reputation. OK. No wine. But cookies! Yay for cookies! Oh. But. I can’t eat cookies either. Everyone is watching. If I’m a pig, Alexandra is going to look like a pig. How about one wine, no cookies? Or maybe a few cookies. Shoot, now my seatmate is trying to make conversation. But if I talk to him, I would have to tell him my real identity. But if I don’t talk to him, he’ll think Alexandra is a jerk.…
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