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Praise for Twice the Family A Memoir of Love, Loss, and Sisterhood


“McGue’s writing is both insightful and deeply personal, allowing readers to walk alongside her as she pieces together her identity and defines the kind of person––and mother––she wants to be. Twice the Family is not just a story of adoption and twinhood; it is a universal tale of finding one’s path in the face of life’s challenges. Julie McGue’s memoir is an inspiring read for anyone seeking to understand the power of family, the search for self, and the resilience of the human spirit.”


—DIANE O’CANTO, media professional, podcast host, empowerment champion


“Through her lovely honest and transportive writing style in Twice a Family, Julie Ryan McGue weaves a vivid coming-of-age memoir growing up as an adopted twin in a suburban Chicago, Catholic home. Raised by well intentioned, loving parents alongside adoptive and biological siblings, McGue intimately reveals the special bond she and her twin sister share as they navigate their childhood before emerging into young adults in this deeply moving and at times, heart-wrenching journey through life’s joys and accomplishments, as well as the tragedies. A thoughtful, brave, and compassionate story told with the underlying thread of adoption and what belonging means between the silent questions of identity and feelings of loss that adoptees live with while growing up. McGue rings resilience.”


—DIANE WHEATON, author of Finding Loretta, An Adopted Daughter’s Search to Define Family


“In this intimate coming-of-age memoir about the fragility and preciousness of life, Julie McGue exposes a home life marked by deep loss, family loyalty, and rock-solid sisterhood. As she carves a unique path to defining herself, she tells herself: This is your life. Lead it your way.”


—RIKKI WEST, author of Rootlines, A Memoir and The Empty Bowl, Pursuing Truth in a Messy World


“McGue’s ability to write about the family is immersive and engaging. She isn’t afraid to show both the light and dark sides of her inner world. McGue takes her readers into her world of adoption, being a twin, and growing up in a Catholic family creating the ultimate coming-of-age story.”


—LAURA GADDIS, author of Mosaic, A Memoir


“Julie Ryan McGue’s recent memoir gives the reader a poignant view of a childhood mixed with love, laughter, sadness, life as an adoptee, and a peek into a life lived with an identical twin sister and their life-giving bond. As an adoptee myself, it gave me enormous comfort and relief to hear of Julie and her sister Jenny not having been separated at birth by adoption. However as the author reflects, the profound loss she and her sister experienced from mother/child separation and relinquishment will be something the sisters will contemplate for a lifetime. I applaud Julie for her courage to write about a more three-dimensional view of what it’s like to live life as an adoptee. In addition, how to live with the biological children of your adoptive parents, as well as other adoptive siblings from a different biological family. Because of memoirs like hers, conversations can ensue so hopefully a more child-centered approach to adoption can be the norm instead of the rarity.”


—EMMA STEVENS (aka Linda Pevac), author of The Gathering Place and A Fire Is Coming.


“Julie Ryan McGue’s brilliant storytelling ability takes us through the darkness and light of her coming-of-age years. Gripping, raw and profound moments hit emotional high notes in her life with the meaning of attachment, belonging and family.”


—JENNIFER DYAN GHOSTON, author of The Truth So Far: A Detective’s Journey to Reunite with Her Birth family, and podcaster, Once Upon A Time . . . In Adopteeland


“For Julie Ryan McGue, an adoptee and identical twin, devotion is intrinsic and mutual. But in Twice the Family, twin-ship is not self-portrait, as separately the sisters navigate adopted life—their mirrored appearances, notwithstanding. The author has enriched the context of her earlier memoir, Twice a Daughter, by featuring post-World War II, middle-class aspirations to upward mobility, social inclusion, and privilege. The Catholic couple adopts, hoping to fill a deep void of personal loss, as much as to fulfill a duty to their faith. Loving, yet flawed, they guide their brood to seek comfort and strength in the face of moral challenges from a higher power. The pursuit of adopted identity and belonging continues. Five Stars!”


—MARY ELLEN GAMBUTTI, author of I Must Have Wandered: An Adopted Air Force Daughter Recalls
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For Mom, Your love and devotion were the glue holding our family together.


For Steve, You made my life better. Forever and always, my love.









I have found the paradox that if you love until it hurts, there can be no more hurt, only love.


—Saint Mother Teresa of Calcutta


We do not choose to be born. We do not choose our parents. We do not choose our historical epoch, the country of our birth, or the immediate circumstances of our upbringing . . . But within this realm of choicelessness, we do choose how we live.


—Joseph Epstein













Author’s Note





Twice the Family is a work of nonfiction written as a seamless narrative to engage readers in the story. The scenes recreated in this book are based on conversations I witnessed or heard from trusted family members, as well as my own memories, notes, records, correspondence, and journal entries. All the characters in this book are real people and have not been condensed. Some identifying and non-identifying information has been altered to protect the privacy of those involved.













Prologue





Strange voices, clamoring. White lights. Too bright. My eyes sting. My chest hurts. Out of my mouth comes a piercing howl that frightens me even more than the unwavering overhead glare. I’m cold. The white stuff coating my skin no longer warms me. What happened to the balmy water that surrounded the two of us?


Where is my sister?


Moments ago, we were cuddling breast to buttocks as we have for months, and then the god-awful squeezing began. It started off as a gentle press, but then it intensified into a violent wringing. The pulsing sent our warm pool of water thrashing about, which flipped me upside down and shoved my head into a dark, hard place. No matter how hard I paddled and kicked, I couldn’t right myself.


What is this place, and why are these voices so loud? I used to feel my sister behind me, now I can’t. I’m so scared.


“Wait. There’s one more. Nurse! Clean this first one up, stat. The second one is crowning. Did anyone from the agency let us know that this woman was pregnant with twins?”


This loud, deep voice has rough hands that send my slick skin into spasms. Where is that other voice, the soft one whose gentle murmur the two of us heard as we stretched and cuddled in our cozy womb? I think I hear it, but it doesn’t sound the same. It’s no longer muffled. It hurts me to hear her whimper and moan now.


Where is my sister?


Every cell in my little body throbs with confusion and fear. I want to return to the warm water, to cuddle with my sister, to hear the muted sweet noises of her voice, to feel the surge of food through the tube to my belly. I want what I had before.


“Nurse! Get the first baby girl warmed up. And get this woman to stop wailing. Okay, people! I’ve got a big tear here to fix and another little babe storming its way out. Move it, people! Let’s get this last one out, sew this unfortunate soul back to what she was before she got herself pregnant, and get on with our afternoon. Somebody, call the folks at Catholic Charities. Tell the good sisters they have two more babies to find homes for.”















Part One

IDENTITY
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In Between







Winter 1959


On a cold and cloudy February night, my twenty-six-year-old birth mother, who called herself Ann Jensen at the time, left the downtown Chicago women’s home where she’d moved with her trusted friend Mary. Three weeks shy of her due date, Ann was having pain she assumed was labor. As directed by Catholic Charities, she reported to Lewis Memorial Maternity Hospital, a facility on the city’s South Side that had previously operated as a hotel.


As was the custom back then, the doctor on call put Ann into “twilight sleep,” a type of sedation administered through an IV that makes a patient calm and groggy but alert enough to follow directions. When she was in recovery, my birth mother was surprised to learn that the pregnancy she’d hidden from family and friends had resulted in the birth of twin daughters. At a little over five pounds each, my sister and I were healthy newborns. The hospital authorities deemed us fraternal twins despite our looking exactly alike.


Out in the hospital waiting room, Ann did not have a nervous husband pacing, a man who might have fingered a pocketful of celebratory cigars to pass out when the doctor informed him he was now the proud father of two perfect little girls. Instead, my birth father was several states away, oblivious to Ann’s whereabouts, her well-being, and her due date. After refusing to marry the girl he “got in trouble,” my birth father went about living his life. By the time my sister and I were sitting up and crawling, he’d found a new love interest and was engaged to be married.


Also absent from the maternity waiting area were my biological grandparents, people who might have studied the clock and wrung their hands while their oldest daughter labored throughout the night. Like my birth father, my maternal grandparents lived several states away. Oblivious to Ann’s situation, they were struggling through another snowy, bitterly cold Midwestern winter on the family farm where they worked with my many aunts and uncles. Had my grandparents learned about my birth mom’s unplanned pregnancy, they might have disowned her.


So, the only soul lingering in the waiting area was Ann’s longtime friend Mary. The two met in grammar school and became fast friends. Throughout their lives they shared many secrets between them, but this one—hiding Ann’s unplanned and unwed pregnancy—was the truest test of their lasting friendship.


I assume that the labor and delivery nurse located Mary slumped against the wall in the corner of the waiting room, asleep. The nurse would have shaken Mary’s shoulder gently and informed her that Ann’s ordeal had reached a healthy conclusion. Mary might have wept. And then, I expect she did what she and Ann had done every morning and evening during their months of seclusion: Mary prayed. She sent urgent pleas heavenward that this shameful chapter in Ann’s life would remain—as promised by the adoption gatekeepers at Catholic Charities—a secret for a lifetime.


While Mary prayed in the waiting room, Ann slipped out of the fog of her twilight sleep, and her hand went immediately to her belly. She explored its soft contours, scarcely believing that such a small space had held two babies. Twin girls! What a shock. She never expected that, even though multiples ran in her bloodline. Ann squeezed her eyes shut, hoping this effort might stem the flow of tears, tears of relief and shame, and then she draped an arm across her face. She had a choice to make. Thinking about it made her head throb. Should she heed the advice from the Catholic Charities social worker or follow the longing in her heart? Would it be easier to surrender her parental rights if she did not view or hold her newborn daughters?


Once my sister and I had been cleaned up, weighed, and tightly swaddled, Ann requested that we not be brought to her, thus depriving us of precious skin-to-skin, mother-daughter bonding time. She named us Ann Marie and Mary Ann Jensen, and we remained in the sterile confines of the infant nursery. Not once did Ann venture down the long, antiseptic-scented hallway to view my sister and me through the windows of the nursery. No photos were taken of the three of us cuddling together either.


Five days after our birth, Ann signed away her parental rights, and my sister and I became wards of the state. Catholic Charities never heard from Ann again. Three weeks elapsed before the adoption agency placed my sister and me with our new family. During this interval we were legally orphans. The Daughters of Charity and the staff at St. Vincent’s Infant Asylum on La Salle Street in Chicago cared for us.


Because my Catholic Charities adoption file is thin on details, there is no one to ask what happened during the first three weeks of our existence. And so, I’m left to imagine and suppose. How did we get from Lewis Memorial Maternity Hospital on the city’s South Side to St. Vincent’s orphanage north of the Loop? How were we cared for there?


Part of me wonders if Catholic Charities would have entrusted the transport of two newborns, each of whom weighed just over five pounds, into the care of a pair of nurse’s aides from St. Vincent’s orphanage. But then again, why not? We were just a few more of the city’s abandoned children. Illegitimate. Born out of sin. Instead of nurse’s aides ferrying us from the hospital to the orphanage, there is another alternative I fancy. Perhaps Sister Mary Alice, the director of St. Vincent’s, dispatched two of her most trusted nuns.


I can see them now. A pair of the Daughters of Charity decked out in the prescribed habit of dark, bulky, full-length robes and crisp, white-winged headdresses that fluttered with every gesture. Yes, surely these were the messengers sent to shepherd two small, infant twin girls to their next home.


Whoever it was that drove the good sisters from St. Vincent’s to the hospital would have had just a few miles to go, zigzagging first a few blocks, and then turning north on La Salle Street. Perhaps a Catholic Charities social worker accompanied the two nuns to gather our birth records from the hospital staff. Forms that would lay hidden in our adoption files at Catholic Charities and in the state of Illinois’s Department of Vital Records for nearly fifty years. Paperwork that safeguarded the privacy of our birth mother, protected our adoptive parents’ parental rights, and hid the stain of our illegitimacy from the public’s damning shame.


In the hospital nursery, I envision the nuns from St. Vincent’s unpacking two sets of warm travel gear donated by the faithful parishioners of the Archdiocese of Chicago. I’d like to think that the hospital nurses quarreled lightly with the nuns as to which set of women would feed us before our departure. Perhaps the nurses won out and marched to the corner of the nursery, where empty rocking chairs sat waiting. The nurses might have held my sister and me close, warming us with their own body heat, and we’d have settled to the rhythm of their hearts while sucking on bottles of formula.


Because of our sweet natures and big curious eyes, perhaps these staff nurses had developed a fondness for my twin and me, a preference even. Maybe they secretly called us “their girls” while they hummed and rocked us in the crook of their able arms. Possibly these women entertained fantasies of if only I could adopt these perfect baby girls. When they whispered about us, I hope the nurses and nuns spoke of us as Ann Marie and Mary Ann instead of Baby Girl Jensen #1 and #2. I must wonder how it was any of these caretakers could discern which twin was which without the benefit of peeking at our hospital tags. I wonder, too, if our identifying bracelets remained fixed throughout our stay at St. Vincent’s—and when it was that we were freed from them.


I suppose that once my sister and I had been fed, changed, and dressed for the frigid February Chicago air, the nuns from St. Vincent’s returned with us to a warm and waiting car for the short drive north. At the orphanage, we were whisked out of the vehicle and through the black-enameled wrought iron gates surrounding the orphanage. The nuns bustled us up that singular lobby elevator to the infant nursery, where I wonder if we were placed in one bassinet or two.


If my sister and I were given our own cribs, did the nurses scoot our bassinets close so we could see one another and hear each other’s cries? And if we were in proximity to one another and howling with hunger or fright, might one of the nurse’s aides broken the order of things and put us in a cradle together? If a compassionate soul nestled us into the same bassinet to soothe and bond with one another, did she receive a scolding for breaking protocol?


With the endless cycle of feeding and changing and caring for us during numerous shifts of nurses, aides, and care technicians, I wonder to whom we bonded during those first three weeks of life. As we were dressed to go home with our new parents on March 6, 1959, did the nurses and aides who took a liking to us tear up just a little? Who was it that pinned the customary Miraculous Medal to our breasts as we left with our new parents for home? Was it the director, Sister Mary Alice, who assumed this precious honor, or was it one of our favorite caregivers?


It would be nearly five decades before I learned of the Miraculous Medal and the tradition of pinning this blessed medal to the chest of each infant who left St. Vincent’s Orphanage beginning their life as an adopted child. The French saint Sister Catherine Labouré, also a Daughter of Charity, is reputed to have received direction from the Blessed Mother herself in creating this unique medal.


In quizzing my adoptive mother about my Miraculous Medal, she is uncertain of what happened to the ones my sister and I received on our adoption day. While I cannot be sure I ever received one, I do feel that I was blessed. Thanks to Catholic Charities’ policy of keeping multiple birth siblings together, my adoptive life included the steady companionship of my biological sister. She and I have belonged to one another before our births and every day since, and even though we never felt the embrace of our birth mother, we were welcomed into the arms of a couple eager to start the family of their dreams.
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Coming Home







Spring 1959


While our physical lives began on a cold February afternoon at a South Side Chicago hospital, our family life and true sense of belonging started on Adoption Day, March 6, 1959. On this date, Jeanne and John “Jack” Ryan—the childless couple whom Catholic Charities had selected to become our adoptive parents—came to St. Vincent’s Infant Home to pick us up.


During this period of closed adoption history, Catholic Charities matched babies to their new parents based on the biological parents’ physical features, ethnic background, education, and religious preference. This suggests that both our mothers had dark hair and eyes, while our fathers shared wavy, reddish-tinged locks and blue eyes. Catholic Charities’ policy of aligning physical appearances meant a child “fit in” with their adoptive families. And it spared both the adoptive parent and adopted child from the stigma of explaining about infertility issues and illegitimacy. Although my parents were given no information about our birth parents, it was assumed that they had finished college, were practicing Catholics, and of Irish and German descent, because this matched my adoptive parents’ profiles.


When we left St. Vincent’s orphanage, pinned with our Miraculous Medals, we became Jennifer Anne and Julie Anne Ryan, the names our adoptive parents selected for us. Once our adoptions were finalized in the fall of 1959, our original birth records were sealed, and I would not receive access to mine until 2011 when Illinois’s adoption laws changed. In the fall of 1959, our parents, Jeanne and Jack Ryan, received redacted birth certificates showing our new names alongside their personal details.


So, instead of the play-by-play of what happened on February 11, the day Jenny and I were born, the events of Adoption Day have become the family legend trailing us into adulthood. My mom’s vivid retelling of the day she got “the call” from Catholic Charities has become so real to me it’s almost as if I were in the room with her when she picked up the phone.


Mom had been immersed in a lesson with her busy third-grade class at St. Cletus in the western suburb of La Grange when someone knocked at the classroom door. The school secretary poked her head in.


“You have a phone call in the office,” she said.


The entire staff at St. Cletus knew my folks had experienced a half dozen miscarriages during their five-year marriage. At twenty-six and almost twenty-eight, my adoptive mom and dad had been waiting nearly two years to adopt.


As the story goes, Mom left the school secretary in charge of her class and rushed down the wide hallway. With each hurried step, Mom felt more certain that the phone call she was about to take was the one that would change her life. Breathless, she paused at the door of the school office. The principal glanced up from some paperwork, saw Mom’s flushed face, and jabbed her finger toward the school secretary’s phone. Mom darted to the adjacent desk and stopped, staring at the rotary dial phone with its flashing red “hold” button. She squeezed her eyes shut and sent off a quick prayer. Then, Mom lifted the receiver and punched the red button.


“Hello,” she said, “this is Jeanne Ryan.” Her voice was soft, questioning.


“Jeanne? This is Marge Duffy calling, the social worker at Catholic Charities.”


“Yes . . . hello, Marge.” Mom readjusted the phone, as if moving it closer to her ear would hurry the delivery of the message she craved.


“Sorry to disturb your school day, Mrs. Ryan, but we had a question about your adoption paperwork.”


“Yes?” Mom frowned. She wondered why the social worker had pulled her out of a busy classroom to ask a question that could have been posed in the evening hours.


“In your adoption paperwork, you checked the box next to ‘twins.’ Did you mean to do that or was it an error?” Marge’s tone was friendly, almost casual.


Mom did remember putting a neat little checkmark in the box next to “twins,” but in all truthfulness she wasn’t sure why she had done it. The youngest of twelve, Mom yearned for a big Catholic family like the one in which she’d grown up. Declaring that she and my dad would welcome twins had been spontaneous, but the decision still felt right.


“Yes, I meant to check the box for twins. It was no mistake.” Mom shrugged at the nearby principal as if to apologize for the delay in returning to her classroom.


“Well, in that case, we need to set up a time for you to come to St. Vincent’s Children’s Home. To pick up your twin daughters.”


Mom’s whoop of joy startled the principal and could be heard in the outer offices. She slumped into the secretary’s chair. “Twin girls? Really? They’re ours?”


When Mom hung up, the principal and everyone within earshot swarmed around my sobbing mother. The principal helped her dial my dad’s office number. In a shaky and tearful voice, Mom informed Dad they were about to become parents—of twice the family for which they’d prayed during the last five years.


On March 6, a week after Mom received the phone call at St. Cletus, my adoptive parents pulled their sedan out of the detached garage behind their two-bedroom ranch in Western Springs, Illinois. Mom fidgeted with the diaper bag, then folded and refolded the identical pink blankets she’d brought for this occasion. She quizzed Dad numerous times about the traffic and how long it would take to reach St. Vincent’s on the city’s North Side. Throughout Mom’s nervous chatter, Dad kept his eyes on the road. As was his way, he offered a corny joke to diffuse Mom’s nerves.


“What do you call twins before they are born?” he quizzed.


“I don’t know, Jack. What?”


“Womb mates.” Mom’s giggle was all my dad needed to pull out another jest from his stash of humorous material.


“What do you call twins after they’re born?”


Mom couldn’t help herself. She was already chuckling. “I dunno. What?”


“Bosom buddies!”


After the twelve-mile trip east on the chaotic Eisenhower Expressway, my parents arrived on the city’s developing Gold Coast. Dad maneuvered the sedan into the private lot behind the massive, red-brick structure at 721 N. La Salle Street. Mom scooped up the baby gear she’d packed, and they walked hand in hand around to the main entrance. They strolled through the shiny, black-enameled gates, joy etched onto their young faces. Inside the spacious, marble-floored vestibule, the security guard directed them to the elevator. Shivering with new parent nerves, Mom and Dad took the elevator from the lobby up to the fifth floor.


When the elevator doors opened, Sister Mary Alice Rowan waited for them. Sister had dedicated her entire career to running the infant and children’s home. Her reputation as a competent administrator and hard-nosed advocate for the city’s poor and downtrodden reached beyond the city’s limits. It was said that the monsignor at Holy Name Cathedral need only open his office window, a city block to the north, to hear Sister’s booming voice issuing orders to her staff.


The stout, heavily robed nun ushered my soon-to-be parents into her office. She signaled for them to sit in the two chairs facing her large wooden desk, and then she rambled around it, settling her large frame into a chair across from them. Over the years, Mom confessed to me that Sister Mary Alice intimidated her. Seated behind the massive desk, Sister’s commanding presence in her dark robes and white, winged headdress did not invite idle chitchat. She was all business. In this final interview of the eighteen-month adoption-vetting process, Mom committed the ultimate sin of daring to ask Sister Mary Alice a probing question.


I can just see my mom, her dark brown eyes shining, her manicured brows furrowing. Her unbridled enthusiasm for this chance at motherhood propelling her desire to know more about the infant girls she would soon call her daughters.


“Sister, can you please tell us a little about the girls’ background?” Mom asked.


The ruddy-faced nun sighed loudly. She heaved her bulky frame close to the desk, placed her palms on the desktop, and leaned toward my mother.


Through a thin smile, Sister Mary Alice asked, “Do you want these girls or not?”


Knowing my mother as I do, she squirmed in her seat, her eyes flicking first to my dad and then at the fearsome nun. She swallowed hard, squinted up into the prioress’s flashing blue eyes, and nodded her head vigorously.


“Yes, Sister. We do. We desperately want to be the parents of these two babies.”


A look of satisfaction lit up Sister’s face as she fixated on Mom. “Then there will be no more questions. Understood?”


Mom swallowed again and nodded. After that exchange, she let Dad do all the talking.


Sister cleared her throat. “Have you decided on names for your new daughters?”


Dad shared our new names, and Sister Mary Alice nodded her approval. As the nun transcribed our names onto the forms, her winged headdress bobbed like a bird taking flight. “Anne is a perfect middle name,” she said. “Anne was the mother of the Blessed Virgin Mary. And it is one of the names given to the twins by their birth mother. I’m pleased that you will be honoring that connection.”


As Sister Mary Alice delivered her little speech, she gave my mother a kind look. Inwardly, my mother sighed. She took Sister’s demeanor to mean that she’d been forgiven. Mom allowed herself to relax just a little. It appeared that Sister held no grudge toward her, and that the adoption would go off without a hitch. Mom slid her hand inside my father’s elbow and squeezed his arm.


When the paperwork was complete, the nun gathered up all the documents and put them into a large envelope. She slid the bulging envelope across the desktop to my father.


“Besides the adoption paperwork you have signed, inside this packet you’ll find the girls’ baptismal records. Their baptisms have been certified by Holy Name Cathedral, the seat of the Archdiocese of Chicago.”


Sister sat back in her chair and regarded my parents as if anticipating pushback about the two of us having already received our first sacrament.


“Here at St. Vincent’s, we baptize our babies as soon as possible. It’s important to free them of the original sin that mars their newborn souls. Before they go out into the world.”


Dad picked up the envelope and set it in his lap. He shrugged at my mother. Mom lowered her eyes, dug her fingernails into her palms, and willed herself not to cry. Her sister, Addie, and my father’s dear friend, Bob, had agreed to be our godparents. Now that the sacrament had already been administered, a ceremony at my folks’ home parish, St. John of the Cross, was unnecessary. The party planned in their home following our baptisms also became irrelevant.


The brief look that my parents shared encompassed all these small disappointments, but it meant something so much more. As new parents and devout Catholics, they had missed out on witnessing our initiation into the Catholic faith.


“Now that the paperwork is all set, it’s time to meet your daughters.” Sister Mary Alice beamed.


She moved briskly around the massive desk and motioned for my parents to follow. Like chicks following a mother hen, my parents trailed her down the glistening linoleum hallway toward the chapel.


The director hovered near the entrance to the chapel. “You will wait inside the chapel here. The babies will be brought to you shortly.”


Sister held open the door and directed them to sit in any one of the dozens of pine pews, and then she bustled off to the elevator, which took her to the first-floor infant nursery.


This time alone, waiting to receive their first children, must have felt like hours to my folks, but within minutes the chapel doors glided open again. At the sound of Sister Mary Alice’s booming voice, my parents sprung up from the pew in which they had been kneeling and praying. The nun charged down the chapel’s center aisle, the smile on her face as broad as a Halloween pumpkin. Behind her trailed two young nurses dressed in clean, starched white uniforms and caps. Each held a blanket-wrapped bundle.


Sister Mary Alice stopped at the end of my parents’ pew.


When the nurses joined Sister Mary Alice, she nodded at the pair grandiosely. “You may hand the babies over to their new parents. Congratulations, Mr. and Mrs. Ryan. You are now the parents of two perfect little girls.”


My parents’ faces gleamed as they received Jenny and me into their arms. Finally, the family that they had prayed for over and over.


On the car ride home, Mom settled into the back seat with a tightly wrapped bundle in each of her arms. As Dad navigated the busy expressway, his eyes often met my mothers in the rear-view mirror. They shared a loving, knowing look that meant, We did it. We’ve achieved our dream. We’re no longer an infertile, childless couple. We’re building our American family, like our siblings and peers are doing, but in a unique and beautiful way.


Since that first day of parenthood was precious to them, my parents chose to forgo a large welcome party. Instead, Dad parked the sedan in the front of their ranch-style home, unlocked the front door, helped my mother out of the car, and flicked on the lights in the living room. While my mother changed our diapers in the nursery, Dad retrieved two bottles of formula from the fridge. He placed them on the stove in a saucepan filled with water and watched the clock on the wall as the bottles heated for the prescribed time. He brought the bottles into the nursery where he and my mother settled into rockers and fed us for the first time.


“Now that you’re mine,” Mom cooed, as she covered us with blankets in our matching cribs, “I’ll love you for the rest of time.”


Later that evening, once my sister and I had been fed and settled into our matching white cribs, my mother retrieved the packet from Sister Mary Alice. She pulled out the stack of documents, fingering them until she found the ones that she was after—our baptismal certificates. Her finger traced the words Holy Name Cathedral and the seal of the Archdiocese of Chicago. What an honor to be baptized there, she thought.


In truth, we had not been baptized at the magnificent marble font on the side altar at the cathedral. Instead, our indoctrination into the Catholic Church occurred in the modest chapel on the fifth floor at St. Vincent’s where our parents received us. Ours was not a private ceremony with pomp and circumstance. Instead, we were one of many infants baptized in rapid succession by Rev. Coughlin on a day that fit his schedule. The nurses who had cared for us on the first floor brought us to the chapel, stood in as our godparents, and witnessed our initiation into the Catholic faith. It would be decades before the misunderstanding regarding where we had been baptized came to light.


Mom studied our baptismal certificates. When her eyes landed on the baptismal date, her hand flew to the center of her chest.


She gasped. “Jack! Come here! Quick.”


Dad found her at the small round table in the corner of the cozy but tidy kitchen. Mom’s soulful eyes glistened with tears. “Look. It says here the girls were baptized on February 27.”


Mom pushed the certificates across the pine table and pointed to the date.


“Your birthday?” Dad’s clear blue eyes locked with my mother’s dark ones.


Staring at the date, Dad rifled through the reddish-brown curls tickling his forehead. “Incredible!”


Mom’s face glowed with high emotion as she learned forward. “I believe this is a sign that the twins were meant to be ours.”


Dad’s ruddy cheeks dimpled. “It’s probably just a coincidence, honey.” When my mom’s smile faded, he added, “I’d like to believe it’s a sign, too.”


As Mom threw her shoulders back, her chin jutted out. “I think it’s a sign from Our Lady, telling us that she heard our prayers when we visited the shrine at Lourdes all those years ago.”


“You’re probably right, dear.” Dad held his hand out to my mother. “Come. Get some rest. They’ll be up soon for another feeding.”


On the way to their bedroom, my parents stopped at the second bedroom, which had been quickly converted into our nursery. Mom put her finger to her lips, shushing Dad, and then she pushed the door open wide enough for them to see our cribs.


Jenny was on her tummy facing my crib, her forehead pressed against the pink bumper tied to the rungs of the white frame. A few of my sister’s small fingers had snuck under the pads and curled around a wrinkle in the soft crib sheet. Two feet across from her, I mirrored my twin. I snoozed on my belly, one cheek pressed against a clean white crib sheet. My forehead with its tiny dark widow’s peak had found the bumper pads, too. A few of my fingers poked under the soft pink cushioning as if reaching out to my sister.


“Aren’t they precious, Jack?” Mom whispered. She leaned into his side, and Dad’s arm went instinctively around her shoulders.


“I can’t believe they’re ours,” Mom sighed.


My mother looked up at my dad, and he pulled her to him. “Perfect in every way,” he said, his breath heavy. “Well worth waiting for.”


“I can’t help but think, they were meant to be ours,” my mom said with wonder.


It would not be long before another detail emerged, one which eliminated all doubt in my parents’ minds, affirming that Jenny and I were right where we belonged.
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The Missal







Spring 1959


When my parents met, my father had graduated from Xavier University with an accounting degree. He was also a first lieutenant in the US Army. My mother was in college studying education and art; she planned on teaching elementary school after graduation. The two were introduced through their mutual friends Ginger and Dick, dated throughout my mother’s senior year, and fell in love. They married in September 1954 at Saint Giles Catholic Parish in Oak Park, Illinois, and then moved to an army base in Darmstadt, Germany, where they spent the first year of their marriage. My mother suffered two miscarriages that year.


Having attended Catholic schools all her life, my mother was more than familiar with saints and their feast days, holy days of obligation, and religious sites where visions and miracles occurred. She knew that in 1858, a fourteen-year-old girl named Bernadette had been gathering firewood with her sister and a friend in the cave of Massabielle outside the town of Lourdes. Bernadette reported to her mother that she had seen a “lady” there, who spoke to her. Eighteen more apparitions of the Blessed Virgin Mary occurred that year. Once the Catholic Church sanctioned these visions, a church was built on the site, and Lourdes became a top religious pilgrimage destination.


Desperate to have a family, my folks planned a 1,400-kilometer journey from Darmstadt, Germany, to Lourdes, France, to visit the Blessed Virgin’s shrine and pray there. When they arrived in Lourdes after a two-day journey by train, they joined hundreds of travelers visiting the holy place. Although there were many tourists interested in just viewing the shrine’s church and the cave where Bernadette first saw Our Lady, many visitors, like my folks, needed a miracle.


My parents waited in the seemingly endless line and studied the crowd. Everywhere their eyes landed, they saw international travelers who suffered from poverty, illness, and deformity. People knelt at the statue of the Blessed Mother interred in her little grotto and prayed. Some wept as they pleaded for Our Lady to intercede. Most left behind alms, trinkets, and flowers.


As my parents neared the front of the line, Dad looked sheepishly at my mother. “What do you think?” he asked, gesturing at the multitude of visitors who surrounded them.


Mom knew what he meant. How could their meager request—asking the church’s most important saint to help them start a family—compare with the apparent dire needs of the crowds? My mother took my father’s hand. As they edged closer to the shrine, her heart quickened. They had traveled such a long distance. How could they come all this way and not offer the prayers they intended?


Mom whispered to Dad, “Let’s pray for mercy for all these suffering souls . . . then, we’ll ask for Our Lady’s help in starting a family.”


Dad squeezed her hand. “Okay. Sounds good to me.”


My dad’s deployment ended in December of 1955, and my parents sailed home to the United States on Christmas Day. Back in the Chicago area, where they had both been raised, they moved into their first house: a two-bedroom ranch on Woodland Avenue in Western Springs that would later become my first real home. My mom suffered three more miscarriages there, and the doctors offered a gloomy outlook about her chances at carrying an infant to full term. They made an appointment with Catholic Charities and initiated the adoption process. Two years later they received the call from Marge Duffy that changed their lives forever.


By this time, Dad had received his discharge papers from the army and became a salesman with Chicago Granitine Manufacturing Company, a washtub fabrication firm that his father, my Grandpa Joe, had founded. But due to competition and product obsolescence, Chicago Granitine was experiencing declining sales. Because my mother wanted to become a stay-at-home mom, the loss of her modest teacher salary would squeeze their tightening household budget. These concerns on top of setting up a nursery and caring for two babies instead of one put enormous pressure on my parents.


The first person they turned to when they got the call from Catholic Charities was my dad’s mother, Grandma Mimi.


“Twins! Why, that’s marvelous. How could we be so lucky?” Grandma Mimi’s thrilled chuckle filled the phone line. “That nursery needs to be pulled together right away! Listen, I was in Marshall Field’s the other day and saw the most beautiful crib. I had the clerk put one on hold, but now . . . shall I call her to see if they have two in stock? I know you’ll love it. It’s creamy white with a curved headboard and exquisite detailing . . .”


That phone call from my parents was all it took for Grandma Mimi’s generous heart to bloom. Her desire to see my parents’ dreams come to fruition—and her willingness to open her pocketbook—eased their worries about managing the mounting sudden expenses. My grandmother had a habit of doing this, sliding in at just the right moment and doling out a blessing, one that you couldn’t offer yourself. It was her way. Each time she witnessed the surprised grin of a person whose life she made a little bit better, the dimpled smile she had in common with my dad punctuated her round face.


For my parents, the frenzied week of preparation following the call from Catholic Charities was like standing in the path of a fire hose. Mom prepped the teacher taking over her third-grade classroom at St. Cletus, while Grandma Mimi manned the house on Woodland Avenue. She took delivery of the Marshall Field’s furniture and saw to it that our nursery was set up exactly as my mother specified. Between my mom’s colleagues at St. Cletus—who surprised her one day after school with a baby shower—and the bountiful gifts from close friends and family, our nursery was ready in record time.


So, on March 6, when my parents pulled their sedan out of the detached garage to make the trip downtown to St. Vincent’s, they had received everything that a nursery required times two. Once Jenny and I were established in our first home, the generosity continued. Someone was always dropping by or sending a gift to welcome the two of us into the Ryan family. By the time we were a few weeks old, Mom could barely shut the door of our nursery closet. Putting all the goodies away, sending out handwritten thank-you notes, and staying on top of our feedings occupied my mother for weeks. So it’s not surprising that a month passed before my mother made the second discovery, “the sign” that confirmed her belief that my sister and I were destined to be their daughters.


As life settled down, my folks slid into the socially prescribed routine that was expected of married couples during the 1950s. Each morning, my mother waved goodbye to my dad as he pulled out of the driveway and headed to the office. Mom tightened her robe, had a second cup of coffee, and evaluated whether there was enough time to shower before we woke. One morning when my sister and I were still sleeping, my mother sank into the living room sofa and reached for her missal.


I remember that missal.


As a young girl, I used to creep into my parents’ bedroom and scrounge around till I found that little book. It was the size of a small paperback novel. Instead of an intricate plot, it contained Gospel readings, prayers, and a detailed listing of saints and their feast days. I’d usually find it resting under her rosary in the wood shelving framing her side of my parents’ double bed. Once I located the missal, I’d sink to the shag carpet, lean against the frame of the big bed, and hold the prayer book in my small hands.


Mom’s missal was nothing like the scuffed, dog-eared hymnals in the pews at church. This book was a treasure. The spine, front, and back covers were inlaid with an elaborate mother-of-pearl design. Stiff and highly polished, in my palms it was as heavy as a change purse full of nickels. Next to my mother’s beaded lace wedding gown—stored in a special garment bag in the hall closet—the missal was the most beautiful thing my young eyes had ever seen.


Knowing my mother as I do, it’s not hard for me to conjure what happened next. My sleep-deprived mother needed a dose of spiritual guidance to buoy her. She picked up her favorite prayer book and held it. She sighed. The sight of its magnificent bindings soothed her. Mom opened the pearl cover and fingered the first velum pages. A thought flickered.


What is the saint’s feast day coinciding with the twins’ birthday?


When she flipped to the entry marked February 11, Mom’s heart took off like a released balloon. Our birthday was the feast day of Our Lady of Lourdes. A shocked smile erased the tired lines around her eyes. She reread the date and corresponding feast day again and again. Then she closed her eyes, pressed the prized missal to her drumming heart, and let the tears come.


Our Lady did hear our prayers at Lourdes. The girls were meant to be ours!


To my parents, our birthday coinciding with the feast day of Our Lady of Lourdes did more than prove that Blessed Mother had interceded on my parents’ behalf. It solidified their belief in the power of prayer. It served another purpose as well. It eased my mother’s insecurities about her inability to carry a fetus to term. Our Lady’s show of faith in her as a mother, someone who could handle the parenting of twins, reduced her shame, buoying her confidence as a new parent. Mom had suffered, shown patience, and been both faithful and prayerful. For those virtues, she’d been rewarded. Twofold.


I often reflect upon the spiritual energy that swirls around my beginnings. While I do not believe that our lives are predetermined, I’m curious about how ethereal forces like saints and angels, as well as the energy of prayer, influence its trajectory.


Mom often says to Jenny and me, “If in the past, I had carried those other babies, we wouldn’t have you. I can’t imagine life without you.”


Whether my parents’ prayers influenced Jenny and me joining the family they assembled, I can’t be sure, but I don’t discount it. The validation that my mother experienced on the day she picked up her missal propelled her into a lifelong devotion of Our Lady.


After my parents adopted Jenny and me, they remained on the lengthy adoption list with Catholic Charities, hoping to receive a third child, possibly a little boy. A few months after Jenny and I celebrated our second birthday, another social worker from Catholic Charities phoned. A three-month-old blonde, blue-eyed little boy was theirs if they wanted him. They named him after my grandpa Joe Ryan, but because he scooted around so fast, the nickname Skeeter stuck.


My brother’s adoption meant my parents’ prayers to Our Lady had been answered once again. Their dream of building a big Catholic family was falling into place, a goal that would continue to challenge a tight budget, create constant chaos in our small home, and pressure each of us to forge our own sense of identity and belonging.


By Father’s Day 1961, my parents had three children under three: two girls and a boy. At twenty-eight and thirty years old, they had the makings of a perfect—albeit small by 1960s standards—Catholic family. Most importantly, my mother still had Our Lady’s ear. Over the years, she would rely on her time and time again.
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Chosen







Fall 1963


In one of my earliest concrete memories, Jenny and I were four years old. It was a sunny but chilly November morning. The two of us played quietly together on the floor of the den, while Mom, Dad, and Grandma Mimi watched TV from the red leather sofa.


My grandmother turned to my dad. “Jack, the screen is fuzzy. Can you fiddle with the antenna again?”


Sometime after Catholic Charities called to say that our new brother, Skeeter, was waiting for them at St. Vincent’s Orphanage, my parents swapped houses with Grandma Mimi. Within weeks, our swelling family left the small ranch-style home in Western Springs and moved into my grandmother’s three-bedroom Dutch Colonial across from Waiola Park in the nearby town of La Grange.


The move benefitted everyone. Grandma Mimi assumed a lifestyle that meant fewer stairs and a smaller home to manage. My parents gained a house with more bedrooms to fill. The big bonus from the move was that my siblings and I landed in a neighborhood that would leave a permanent imprint on our hearts. A place all of us would remember fondly. And at a time when our family life was content, chaotic, and untouched by deep loss.


After a few twists and tweaks, Dad stepped back from the TV. “Is that better?”


From her end of the long, red sofa, Grandma Mimi sighed, “Much better.”


Dad scooted past Jenny and me where we sat cross-legged on the carpet—our naked Barbie dolls, colorful outfits, and matching plastic stilettos lay sprawled out around us. Our dad sank down at the opposite end of the sofa next to Mom. He stretched his arm out along the sofa’s carved wooden back, his elbow resting on the crest where an eagle’s beak rose out of the dark wood. His fingers curled around the puffy shoulder of my mother’s crisp white blouse.


Mom’s gaze remained fixed on the TV screen. Like Grandma Mimi, she sniffled and dabbed at eyes wet with tears.


“I still can’t believe all this happened,” she murmured.


Jenny and I dropped our dolls into our laps. Like skittish birds on the lookout for danger, our eyes darted back and forth between the adults on the sofa and the scene playing out on the television. A large, black vehicle—Mom called it a hearse—led a parade of cars through a lush green park set with rows of upright white stones. In a sorrowful voice, Grandma Mimi explained that it wasn’t a park like our Waiola Park—“The Park,” as we called it—but a cemetery near our nation’s capital where important people and war heroes are buried.


Grandma Mimi dug out the lace-trimmed hankie from the sleeve of her voluminous print dress. “It’s called Arlington Cemetery, pets,” she said, swiping at tears. “Such a dark, sad day for our country. What’s the world coming to?”


“I dunno, Mom,” Dad said. He pulled my mother in close, and she rested her dark head against his crisp blue work shirt. “The world seems to be chock-full of crazies.”


Perhaps it was the confusing scene scrolling across the TV and the information my grandmother offered. Or maybe it was simply the deflated moods of everyone in the room that caused that day and that moment to stick irrevocably in my mind. The combination of those factors must have troubled both Jenny and me, for suddenly, the carpet felt too hard on our bottoms. We abandoned our dolls in their various stages of undress. Jenny scrambled over to the sofa and slid into the narrow space next to our mom. I wandered over to Grandma Mimi and tried climbing up in her lap. The heavy scent of her favorite Yardley perfume tickled my nose.


“Give me a minute, pet,” Grandma said, blowing her nose with such force that the numerous strands of beads around her neck rattled against her large bosom.


I slipped past my grandmother to the only window in the room and fiddled with the painted wood shutters. Sunbeams poked through the narrow slats and pierced the darkened room. Out in the yard, I spied my green tricycle parked next to Jenny’s pink one by the side door. As I stared at our bikes, I lifted the end of my pigtail and sucked on the light brown cluster of hair. I longed to go outside. We’d been stuck inside most of the weekend. One news show after another had been running since Friday, interrupting all regular programming to inform the country that President Kennedy had been assassinated in Dallas.


“Close that shutter, pet,” Grandma Mimi said softly. “We can’t see the TV properly with the glare.”


I snapped the shutter closed. “Why can’t we go out to play, Mommy?” I asked.


“Not now, honey.” Mom reached for a tissue from the box on the coffee table. “We’re watching this show right now. When your brother wakes from his nap, we’ll go to The Park. I promise.”


Jenny slid off the sofa. “Let’s play some more.”


She tugged me over to where our Barbie dolls lay in a mess. Before we dropped to the floor, Jen nabbed a few tissues from the box. I watched as she folded one, draping it around her Midge doll just like our mom did with fresh towels when we emerged from the bathtub. I grabbed some Kleenex, too, copied my twin’s efforts, and then used another tissue to fashion a turban around my Skipper doll’s long brown hair.


“Oh, gosh. Just look at those poor sweet kids,” Mom cooed. “Caroline is so stoic, so brave, her reddish hair just like JFK’s.”


Grandma Mimi shoved her hankie up the sleeve of her dress. “And that John-John,” she said, making the clucking sound that always caused my sister and me to share a private snicker. “How cute is he with those knobby little knees poking out below his coat?”


Jenny and I glanced up from our play and studied the children on the black-and-white screen. A boy and girl. Children around the same ages as us.


“What’re they doing, Mommy?” My dark green eyes implored her to offer an explanation.


“Those two children lost their father.”


I wagged a finger at the TV screen. “Is their mommy gone, too? Will they get a new mommy and daddy like we did?”


I glanced at my mother. Her eyes smiled and so did my grandmother’s. Their reactions infused me with courage, so I shared the first thing that bubbled up in my childish mind.


“Were they picked by their mommy and daddy? Just like you and daddy picked us?” I asked.


Mom let out a big breathy, tired sigh. “Maybe one day those two kids, Caroline and John-John, will get a new daddy, but they still have their mommy.” She gave me a warm smile and patted her lap. “Come sit with me.”


As Mom hoisted me up, she gave Dad one of her looks and nodded in Jenny’s direction. He coaxed my sister to leave her doll and climb into his lap. As we sat there, our parents’ arms pulling us in close, their slow breaths ruffling the errant wisps of our fine brown hair, my mind replayed the “chosen” talk Mom had given Jenny and me months before, about the time we turned four.


We had just finished our nighttime routine: warm sudsy baths, reading picture books from the stack on the nightstand, and reciting our bedtime prayers. Mom perched between us on the edge of Jenny’s canopy bed.


“I think you girls are old enough now to understand something very important.”


My mother explained that my sister and I were adopted, which meant when we were born, we had come out of another mommy’s tummy. Her eyes closed as she described how she and Dad had tried for years to have babies without any luck. They prayed hard and began working with Catholic Charities for help in starting their family.


“And then one day, a nice lady from Catholic Charities called. She said the two little girls we said we always wanted were waiting for us at St. Vincent’s. ‘Come pick them up,’” Mom said, squeezing us hard. “Your dad and I can’t believe how blessed we are. We waited a long time for you girls, and your brother, too. God chose you for us. And I want you to know how much we wanted you. How very loved you are.”


That night my mother hugged us a long time. “Do you have any questions?”


When we shook our heads no, she tucked us into our matching canopy beds, kissed our foreheads, and gave us a big, warm smile as she closed the bedroom door.


Mom’s loving words about being “chosen” filled my body with a warm feeling, but the other stuff about “being adopted” and “another mommy’s tummy” made me twist and turn under the covers. I looked over at Jenny. She was fast asleep.


If she isn’t bothered by any of this, then why should I be? I reasoned. A little voice inside me said, You don’t need to think about this. You’re right where God wants you to be.


Next to me on the sofa, Grandma Mimi’s booming voice shook me out of remembering. “Oh, would you look at that. What a sweet boy. John-John’s saluting his father’s casket.”


I heard the marvel in my grandmother’s voice and wondered if Jenny and I could teach Skeeter to salute like John-John. I stole a look at my father and mother.


My lips twitched in a silent prayer, Please, God, don’t let us be like those kids on TV. Don’t take my mommy or daddy away from me.


It didn’t seem to matter to my parents whether we were adopted or their biological children. Their shared goal was to build a large Catholic family. They professed to love us all equally. But for me, it wasn’t so simple. I would spend a lifetime wondering about what happened to my family of origin, and why closed adoption took me away from them. I would also harbor an inner fear that if I wasn’t good enough, if I didn’t obey every rule and fulfill every expectation, then my adoptive parents might consider giving me away like my first family had done.


I promised myself I would work extra hard to please Mom and Dad, to be perfect in every way possible. And in turn I hoped the God I prayed to every night would continue to bless me and my family, safeguarding us from sickness and harm.





OEBPS/images/pgiii.jpg
Twice the
Family

A Memoir of Love, Loss,
and Sisterhood

Julie Ryan McGue

SHE WRITES PRrESS





OEBPS/images/icon.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		Author’s Note



		Prologue



		Part One: Identity



		Chapter 1: In Between



		Chapter 2: Coming Home



		Chapter 3: The Missal



		Chapter 4: Chosen



		Chapter 5: Nothing Under the Tree



		Chapter 6: The Sickly One



		Chapter 7: Fear



		Chapter 8: The Talk



		Chapter 9: Sleepover



		Chapter 10: April Fool









		Part Two: Belonging



		Chapter 11: Crash



		Chapter 12: The Sugar Bowl



		Chapter 13: Trouble in the Hole



		Chapter 14: Oh, no!



		Chapter 15: How Dare You?



		Chapter 16: All Are Welcome



		Chapter 17: In a Moment



		Chapter 18: The Queen’s Court



		Chapter 19: The Compromise



		Chapter 20: Any One of Us



		Chapter 21: Accused



		Chapter 22: Where’s the Milk?



		Chapter 23: Apron Strings









		Part Three: Becoming



		Chapter 24: College Coeds



		Chapter 25: Bid Time



		Chapter 26: The Clash



		Chapter 27: Never Far



		Chapter 28: The Big Swerve



		Chapter 29: Turning in the Crown



		Chapter 30: Living the Dream



		Chapter 31: Sparks Fly



		Chapter 32: Sláinte



		Chapter 33: Heartbreak or Heaven?



		Chapter 34: A Few More Steps



		Chapter 35: A Walk on the Beach



		Chapter 36: For Better, for Worse



		Chapter 37: Wedding Snow



		Chapter 38: The Mom I Want to Be









		Acknowledgments



		About the Author



		Reader Discussion Questions











Guide





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		Author’s Note



		Prologue



		Part One: Identity



		Chapter 1: In Between



		Acknowledgments



		Start of Content











Pagebreaks of the Print Version





		Cover Page



		i



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vii



		ix



		x



		xi



		xiii



		xiv



		1



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		83



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		213



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		355



		357



		358



		359



		361














OEBPS/images/9781647427870.jpg
Twice the











