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I wake up 
afraid to 
open my 

eyes.
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Will she 
be there?

Or will I 
be alone...

...for the first time 
in my life?
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We were conjoined twins.

Also known as... 

We were joined 
at the torso...

...and we shared 
an arm...

...and a leg...
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...sort of. My sister, Jane, 
had the use of them, mostly.

My name is Isabel. 
But everyone called me “Iss.” 

Jan-Iss, honey,
I need a zip.

Actually, people 
 usually referred to 
us as one person. 

“Jan-Iss.”

Of 
course.
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We’re 
going 
THIS 
WAY.

Jane was older. 
By less than a minute. 

We were... I am...SIXTEEN.

Hallo, 
boyo! Shhhhh.

Heya, doll!

She was friendlier. More MATURE.

Whatcha 
doing
 later?

And stronger. 
Jane was always 
too strong for 
me to resist. 
Where she 

went, I HAD 
to follow.

We’re going 
out.

Janey, I’m 
too tired.

Have a cuppa coffee then, Iss. 
You can’t just sit inside and 
draw pictures all the time.

Why 
NOT ?

It’s a bore.
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And I am NOT
 going 
to stay 

in 
tonight.

There.

I always ended up doing 
whatever she wanted.

Sometimes, when Jane  
was asleep...

...I tried to move our  
shared limbs. 
Just a little.

To see if I could.

9
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Our parents sold us to
 Mr. Carlisle, the manager 

of the sideshow, 
when we were three.

Mine!

Mine!

I just...
They make me 
sick. I can’t 
bear to look 

at them.

We don’t 
have to 
keep 
them.

I’ll take good care
  of them.

You won’t 
regret it.

Unlike 
our 

parents, 
Mr. 

Carlisle 
COULD 
look at 

us.

He was not the best 
of guardians.

No, NO! 
Try it 
again.

It’s too hard. 
We don’t 
wanna.

Jane, 
don’t 

argue.

10
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We’re tired.
You gals 
can walk, 
you can 
dance.

Don’t you worry 
yer pretty heads 

about all that 
money crap.

Leave it 
to me.

I’ll keep it 
safe for you.
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I don’t 
feel so 
good.

Time to get 
onstage...

NO.

Whadda 
you mean,

You can’t 
say no.

I OWN 
you girls.

Bought you fair 
and square.

I can do anything 
I want with you.

We 
belonged
to him.

You’re not 
coming out 
until you 

APOLOGIZE.
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If we weren’t on the midway, 

we’d be in an asylum.

It could have been worse.

I hate 
him.

Shhhhhh.
It’ll be okay.

13
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Luckily, it wasn’t just 
Carlisle. We had a

on the midway.

Our kin 
were the 
rest of 

the freaks 
of the 

ten-in-one. 

Ten acts under one tent 
for one low, low price.

It was like having many big brothers 
and sisters around all the time.

EW! 
Who did this?

That was both good and bad.
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Harold the Wild Boy was a “jungle savage” onstage. Off, he’d help us with our lessons.

Ugh, I’ll 
never 
get it.

Algebra is 
HARD, Harold.

No, it 
isn’t. Let 
me show 

you.

Baby Alice the fat lady was good with her needle.

I’ll have to 
take this in. You 
girls are getting 

too skinny!

Nora the tattooed snake charmer let us experiment with her makeup...

...and taught us about the world.

Don’t ever let 
them touch you. They 
only pay to LOOK.

16
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Jennie the bearded lady did our hair. She was married to the alligator-skinned man.

He spent a lot of time 
in the bath.

Some of them were pretending.It’s all 
hair and 
makeup.

I’ve never 
even seen 
a jungle.

I’m not 
from 

China.

I’m 
JAPANESE. 
From San 
Francisco.

Some of 
them 

were not.

Look, Ma! 
No feet.

17
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Sometimes they preferred 
to keep to themselves.

But we could always count on them when we were in a pickle.

FREAK!

EW.

Get 
outta 
here!

Run, 
rube!

18
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On the midway, we weren’t disgusting. We were The Talent.

We had 
sparkly 

costumes.

We had a 
glamorous 
backstory.

20
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Autographed photos of us sold like hotcakes.

 People paid extra to get near us.

We could have just sat there, 
exhibiting our difference. 

 That would have been enough.

But we had an act.

Do I have a 
volunteer from 
the audience?

How ’bout 
you?

21
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Okay, fella—fix an 
image in yer head.

Now, whisper it to Miss 
Peabody here...

22
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Now, 
what was yer image, 

young’un?

Step this way,
  folks. Move 

along.

I wouldn’t 
mind sharin’ 

some of 
THAT. Snort

23
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 Our act brought us admirers.

Miss Peabody? 
Uh, Miss Peabody?

I have a 
proposition for 

you ladies.

24
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Jan-Iss, doll, 
that doctor 

is Bad News.

I’ve seen 
his type. He just 
wants to cut you 
up. See what’s 

inside.

I’m not just a 
specimen to 

him! He really 
likes me!

He’s too old for 
you. Not romantic 

material.

I know he 
likes me. And 
he can make 
us NORMAL.

25
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Why would you 
even WANT to 

be normal?

Sorry, 
Nora.

I’m not normal 
no more. 

I drew 
blood to 
become 

what I am.

Humph, 
“Made 
Freak.”

A 
BLACK-
BOARD?

You’ll be sorry. As soon as he 
operates, he’ll ditch you for 

a new guinea pig.

26
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We see 
here that they 
each possess a 
complete set 
of organs.
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There is 
absolutely no 

reason why you 
shouldn’t be able 

to exist on 
your own.

What about 
our shared arm 

and leg?

Shared? 
YOU don’t 
have any 

control over 
them!

28
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Prosthetic 
devices these 
days are quite 
sophisticated.

See?

You’ll  
end up having 
MORE control 
over your body 

than you 
do now, 
Isabel.

Harumph. It’ll be so 
wonderful, 
Dr. Wyatt.

It will be 
fine. I 

promise.
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Do you 
really think 
it will work? It 

should.

And if it does, I’ll be in 
every medical journal 

in the country.

If I can 
 do this, my 
career will 
be made.

I can finally 
move out of this 

two-bit town.

What if you fail?

I 
won’t.

Those 
poor 
girls.

30
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Jane, what 
if something  
 bad happens? 
What then? It won’t, Iss. 

Dr. Wyatt is a brilliant 
surgeon. You saw how 
he worked it all out.

And he likes me. A lot. Betcha 
I’ll be married before the show 

closes for the winter.

Ridiculous. You’re 
sixteen. He’s not 
interested in you 

in that way.

And 
besides, 

what about 
me?

31
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This is FOR you. 
For both of us.

I want us to 
have our own 

lives.

To be 
normal.

Get married. Have babies someday. Hell, to use the toilet alone.

Easy for you to say! 
You’ll get our arm 

and leg.

I will be half
 a person.

32

60225txt.indd   32 2019-07-08   2:27 AM



Hey, I’m sorry. I love you, but you 
have to understand how 
I feel. I don’t want to

 stay here on the 
midway.

I just think 
that there’s 
more to life 
than this.

And I 
promise 

you, we will 
always be 
together. 
No matter 

what.

Just not 
ATTACHED.
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You will be 
just fine.

Uh—Nurse?
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I wake up afraid to open my eyes.

Will she 
be there?

You’re 
awake.

Or will I be alone...

Isabel, 
you need 
to listen 
to me.

...for the first time in my life?

36
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The 
operation 

failed. 
I failed.

But... 
Jane?

Jane is 
gone. 
Dead.

But she’s right here.

No, Isabel. You’re 
mistaken.

Jane.

You need 
to sleep.

 We’ll talk 
in the 

morning.

37
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Isabel.

Isabel.
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JANE!

I’m still here, 
Iss.

I don’t 
understand.

Always 
together. 

No matter 
what.

OH,

39
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Try it 
with your 

prosthetic, 
please.

Don’t worry. With a little practice, you will become quite adept.
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I guarantee.

I’m sorry.

It’s 
okay.

It hasn’t been very long.

You’ll get used to it.
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Don’t worry if you 
have pain in your 

missing arm 
and leg.

It may feel like the 
removed limb is still there...

...and hurting.

It’s a 
phenomenon 
common to 
amputees. 
We call it...

...“the phantom limb.”
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In my case, it’s not 
just a phantom limb.

Ow! Stop 
it!

Even when I’m 
alone, I’m not 

alone.

It’s a 
whole 

phantom 
person.

Excuse 
me?

Nothing.
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This is my 
left arm now. 
It is made of 
hard leather, 

rubber, and tin.

It attaches to my 
shoulder with a 
leather harness, 
which chafes.

 There’s a wicked-looking hook 
at the end. I keep scratching 

myself with it.

This is my left leg. It’s also made 
of leather and rubber and tin.
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I used to have too many legs. 
Now I have too few. 
It would be easier to 

just go without it.

And I feel like I’m part machine... ...a machine that doesn’t
 work very well.
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I don’t care if I can use my new 
limbs—I’m not a goddamn pirate.

I need to get out of here. 
There’s too much pity in this house.

It should have 
worked.

It...should...
have...worked.

Too 
much 
guilt.
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