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What People Are Saying About
Chicken Soup for the Soul
TWINS and More



“Like the song says, ‘I’m So Excited’ that Chicken Soup for the Soul: Twins and More is here! I have always been excited about our twin boy, Conor, and girl, Ali. They are everything and more when it comes to raising both genders. They are the other music in my ears and my heart. They bring me life-changing melodies. Raising twins is a song I’m still learning to sing.”


~Ruth Pointer, The Pointer Sisters


“As a journalist covering breaking news around the globe and mother of two young daughters, I thought I was juggling a lot—until I had twin boys! Chicken Soup for the Soul: Twins and More is funny and moving, insightful and inspiring. Life with twins is a chaotic, wonderful, joyful experience—and this book captures it perfectly!”


~Soledad O’Brien, CNN journalist


“What a blessing Chicken Soup for the Soul: Twins and More is to our family. With Tom being on the PGA Tour, we don’t always have the gift of time to pause and count our blessings. Our two sets of twins sure do keep us hopping! When I do find the time to cuddle up and read, this is the book I grab. It allows me to laugh, cry and reflect on the beautiful gifts that twins give so effortlessly. Thank you for speaking for us all.”


~Tom Purtzer, PGA Tour Professional, and his wife, Lori Purtzer


“In countless nations, we have witnessed an insatiable fascination for twins. Even we, being identicals, marvel at the God-given uniqueness of our twin-ship. Dive into these intriguing first-hand accounts in Chicken Soup for the Soul: Twins and More. You will laugh. You will cry. Your heart will be stirred. Read and be doubly blessed.”


~Janice and Faye Rostvit, international singers, composers, recording artists, and co-authors of Twin Reflections


“As a mom of twins and owner of a greeting card line for twins, I can’t get enough of the subject of twins! So I was the first in line when I heard that Chicken Soup for the Soul: Twins and More was coming out! This is a wonderful read, and an excellent addition to the growing line of products available for families of twins and multiples.”


~Angelice Tyson, founder, Gemini Greetings


“As a child development specialist, I thought I knew all about bonding by studying the beautiful mother/child bond. But when I became the mother of identical twin girls, I learned about a bond that is unlike any other. I’m continually amazed by the unique connection shared by my girls. Chicken Soup for the Soul: Twins and More is filled with stories that showcase this mysterious and wondrous relationship between twins.”


~Holly Engel-Smothers, coauthor, Boosting Your Baby’s Brain Power
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Foreword


I was completely shocked when I found out I was expecting twins. There was no family history of multiples. Growing up, I knew only one family with twins, and they had two sets! (One set of boys was fraternal; the other twin boys were identical.) But other than that, I’d never really thought about twins very much. All that changed one morning in the spring of 2003 in my doctor’s office. Since then, I’ve learned that I tend to be in the minority when it comes to thinking about twins. Everywhere I go with my family, the twins get all of the attention. And look how much press celebrities receive when they’re expecting twins!


But this love of twins is nothing new. In fact, twins have fascinated people for thousands of years. Throughout history, certain cultures have actually considered it a curse or a bad omen to be a twin or give birth to twins! Other cultures have revered twins and seen them as a sign of good fortune.


Ancient mythology is riddled with tales of twins. In Greek mythology, it was believed that twins were conceived when a woman had relations with both a mortal man and a god on the same day. When twins resulted, one of them would have godlike qualities and the other would be an ordinary mortal person. This was true for Heracles, known as Hercules in Western cultures, son of the god Zeus and the human Alcmene, who also conceived Iphicles, a twin for Heracles, with her mortal husband, Amphitryon.


And, of course, there were the famous “Gemini twins,” Castor and Pollux. In Greek and Roman mythology, the twins were born of the same mother, but had different fathers. Pollux was an immortal god, while Castor was mortal. However, when Castor died, Pollux was so grieved that he asked Zeus to keep them together, so Castor and Pollux were made into the Gemini constellation that we see among the stars.


Twins were often cited in various mythologies to explain the dualistic nature of the universe. For example, Greek gods Apollo and Artemis were known as the sun god and the moon goddess, respectively. In the Xingu myths of Brazil, twin brothers Kuat and Iae represented the sun and the moon. To the Fon people in Benin, West Africa, the god Liza is representative of the sun, while his twin Mawu is associated with the moon.


Twins have also been seen as the polar forces of good and evil. In Zoroastrian myths, good and evil were represented by the twins Ahriman and Ahura Mazda. A Native American myth tells the story of Gluskap, a god of creation, who must defeat Malsum, his evil twin, who ruled the demons. Even the Biblical twins, Jacob and Esau, were completely different. It was said that they struggled with each other even in their mother’s womb, and their competitiveness and animosity continued throughout their lives.


Long ago, the Yoruba tribe of Nigeria would kill twins, and sometimes their mother, because they believed the twins were evil or the result of their mother’s liaison with two men. However, in today’s times, the Yoruba see twins as a good sign, a welcome change of perspective considering that the Yoruba have an exceptionally high incidence (5%) of twin births. Scientists are not sure if it’s because the villagers eat a lot of yams (which contain a natural hormone called phytoestrogen that may stimulate the ovaries to produce more eggs) or whether it’s genetics (in which Yoruban women inherit the tendency to release more eggs).


In Native American cultures, women were sometimes advised not to eat foods that were thought to increase the likelihood of conceiving twins, such as bananas and double almonds, because twins were viewed negatively. However, other Native American tribes saw twins in a positive light.


Fortunately, in today’s modern world, twins and multiples are seen as a blessing, despite their reputation for “double trouble” and “multiple mischief.” Who cannot be moved by the sight of twin babies snuggled together in a crib, holding hands as they begin their lives together? Who hasn’t dreamed of having an identical twin with whom one could switch places when it comes to a dreaded exam or a conflicting appointment? Twins themselves tell of the great blessing of always having a confidant by their side. It somehow makes the difficulties of life much easier to digest. And for parents who have struggled with infertility, the arrival of twins, triplets or more signifies the joyous end to many years of tears and dashed hopes.


The stories in Chicken Soup for the Soul: Twins and More explore the many joys and challenges of being twins and raising multiples. The special bond they share, the challenges they face together, the trouble they get into, and the mysteries surrounding twins are all evident in these tales submitted by twins, parents of multiples, and friends and relatives of these special siblings. Just like the people of ancient times, we’re still fascinated by twins—and you’re certain to be inspired and delighted by the stories in Chicken Soup for the Soul: Twins and More!


~Susan M. Heim
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It’s Great to Be a Twin!


Now I’m a twin as you can see,
For as you look, there’s two of me,
And that’s a fact that no one can deny,
When we’re together we’re aware,
That people often stop and stare,
Now could that be an indication why,


Twins are a fascination,
All across the nation,
With twins there’s no mistake,
People do a “double take.”


Which is which? And who is who?
I am me, and you are you,
I can say, “It’s great to be a twin.”


Now I am glad that I am two,
God chose to make me just like you,
For our genetic makeup is the same,
I was born the new creation,
I must be the duplication,
We wouldn’t have it any other way,


It’s fun to cause confusion,
We are no illusion,
We are simply two of a kind,
A better friend we cannot find,
Just like two peas in a pod,
Our creator we applaud,
I can say, “It’s great to be a twin.”


It’s double pleasure, double fun,
To be a twin, we’re two in one,
The mirror image is no accident,
Though others tend to scrutinize,
Eventually they’ll realize,
The bond we share is no coincidence,


Twins are a dual creation,
Not a freak mutation,
Twins have not been cloned by man,
They are made by God’s own plan,


We give God double praise,
To Him our voices raise,
We are glad that God has made us twins.


Thank you, God, it’s great to be a twin!


~Song written by international singers and identical twins,
Janice and Faye Rostvit
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Expecting Multiples



Pregnancy is a disease from which you recover in eighteen years and nine months.


~Carrie Latet
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The Journey


Life’s a journey, not a destination.


~Aerosmith


“How would you like to go to California?” my pilot husband, Bill, asked as he bounded in the door on his return from a trip.


“Sure. You know I love it there.”


“I don’t mean to visit,” he interrupted. “I mean to live.”


“Move? You must be kidding!” I responded in disbelief. “You know I can’t move now. I can’t leave my doctor.”


He stared at me and nodded. “I guess not.”


I was thirty-one, and five months pregnant with twins, which was definitely considered high risk in 1972. We had been waiting for an opportunity to move to California for five years as we shoveled snow in Chicago, and finally here was our chance.


“Oh, why not?” I exclaimed. “With my luck, the doctor won’t even be here. He’ll be fishing or vacationing in some exotic out-of-the-way place since my due date is Labor Day. Let’s do it.”


At my next appointment, the doctor stammered in utter disbelief when we told him. “You can’t move at this stage of your pregnancy.” Then he looked at me, took a breath and said, “Oh, well, planes land for emergencies all the time.”


“Oh, we’re driving,” I told him. “We’re pulling a trailer and taking the dog.”


“You’ll never make it. You’ll go into labor in the middle of the desert.”


But we packed the car and set out for the West eight weeks before my due date, with doctor’s orders to stop every hour to stretch and walk. We did that for the first two days. Then we hit Oklahoma and saw the temperature in Tulsa: 102 degrees. We weren’t even to the desert yet.


Our Fiat station wagon had no air conditioning, just wing-vent windows I could turn toward me for air. The only clothes I could wear at that point were “tents,” loose dresses that provided space and comfort. I pulled up my skirt to feel the rush of air, even though it was HOT. Oncoming truck drivers stared in horror as they tried to keep their rigs on the road while looking at me and my ballooning dress.


Roadside “rest stops” were nothing more than a bench and a trash can at a wide spot beside the road. “Ready to walk a bit?” Bill asked, as we saw the sign for the next one a mile ahead.


“If you stop, I’ll kill you!” I almost screamed. “Keep moving—it’s the only way to get any air. I’ll do isometric exercises here in the car,” I said, flexing my feet and knees as I spoke.


Right behind our seats was an aluminum cooler full of ice and cold drinks. Our clever cocker spaniel found it to be the coolest spot in the car and was sprawled across it. He growled when I reached back to get a cold drink. “Come on, Buff. I just want to get something to drink,” I said as I gently shoved him off. He glared and jumped back on the top before I could close the lid.


When we got to Flagstaff, with its trees and cooler temperatures, it felt like a true oasis. Heavenly. I didn’t want to leave.


“It’s only one more day, honey,” Bill tried to encourage me.


We poured ourselves into the car early the next morning to complete the drive. And, finally, there was California. We’d made it!


First thing the next morning was a visit to my new doctor. He took one look at me and said, “You have to lie down.”


“I can’t. Our furniture arrives in the morning and...”


“Your babies are going to arrive, too, if you don’t lie down. Let your husband unpack.”


“He has to fly a trip.”


“Then lie down, unpack the boxes, and let him put things away when he gets home.” It was tedious, but I managed to unpack enough for us to live.


Our new home’s yard was nothing but dirt, and the dog’s feet had to be washed every time he came in from outside. The air conditioning hadn’t yet been installed, so lying down on our black leather sofa was not comfortable. Nothing was comfortable.


Bill fashioned a sling that went around my neck and held up my tummy to ease the load because I was carrying our babies all in front. From the back, I still had a waistline, but from the side... well, people would stare in shock when they saw my profile. Men, in particular, would turn pale, certain I was going to drop the babies at their feet. They hurried to do whatever business they had to do with us so as to be free of perceived danger.


When we went for our new California drivers’ licenses, I was whisked from the line and told to take the driving part of the test immediately. It consisted of little more than driving around the block and parallel parking the car on my return. The examiner said, “You passed. Now go home.”


“I can’t. My husband is in line over there.” I pointed.


“Get him over here,” I was ordered. Bill had the same modified driving test and was told to take me home immediately. We went to dinner instead.


It was a charming place, but I couldn’t fit into a booth, so they pulled up a chair for me. When my food arrived, the plate held beautiful kosher dill pickle wedges, which had been my favorite before pregnancy and all through my life. When we were dating and would buy big pickles in bags, we’d get understanding smiles from clerks. Now that I was finally pregnant, the sight of them made me feel ill. It was ironic.


“Could you remove these, please?” I asked.


“I thought people in your condition loved dill pickles,” the waitress commented, looking a bit confused.


“I did, but don’t now. Please.” I handed her my plate, and she rushed to the back with it, bringing me lettuce instead. It didn’t matter—I couldn’t eat much. There was no room. I just drank milk, often milkshakes. An interesting diet, as it turned out; the babies gained, and I lost weight.


One night, my mother phoned and announced that they were tired of waiting. My parents were heading to California to be with us for the exciting event. The day they arrived, we took them to Laguna Beach for an ocean view dinner, then home to plan for a visit to the summer art festival the next day.


“Never mind,” Mother said. “You’ll have the babies tomorrow.”


“They’re not due for two weeks,” I protested.


“Well, I’m going on up to bed now to be ready,” she said.


At 4:00 A.M., my water broke.


I knocked on the guest room door. “It’s time,” I said.


“Told you,” she answered.


“I changed my mind. I don’t want to do this,” I muttered, as we headed to the hospital.


Fourteen hours later, we had two beautiful, perfect little girls who weighed almost six pounds each. As I soaked in the miracles in my arms, I realized that people wouldn’t stare in shock at the sight of me anymore. They’d be staring at our precious little ones instead.


~Jean H. Stewart
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The Power of Brotherly Prayer


Be thankful that God’s answers are wiser than your answers.


~William Culbertson


When he was seven years old and the second of six children, our son Teddy began adding a special request to family bedtime prayers: “And, God, please send us identical twin babies, and please bless them if you do.”


It wasn’t too long before I was pregnant, and Teddy insisted these were the twins he’d been praying for. But my doctor, who had extensive experience with my pregnancies and their outcomes, assured us it was a singleton. He was a rare gem, this doctor, a family practitioner who also did obstetrics, but as a GP he didn’t have ultrasound equipment in his office. And without seeing “shadow pictures” to prove that there was only one, Teddy refused to relinquish his dream of twin babies. Every night, we heard the same thing: “And, God, please send us... ”


The rest of the children were frankly excited about a single new baby because he or she would break the tie between our three boys and three girls. They took turns talking to my belly, encouraging the life within to “C’mon, be a boy!” or crooning, “Girl... girl... you know you want to be a girl.”


Whichever sex, the baby was big... but the others had been big, too. I asked the doctor again, “Are you sure there’s only one?” He spent an extra fifteen minutes palpating before giving me his answer. “Yes, there’s only one. See? Here’s the back and the head. No room for anyone else.”


Still, Teddy’s faith in God’s answer never wavered. And my faith in our doctor never wavered... until one night, at thirty-six weeks, I was driving down the interstate and felt the baby hiccupping under my rib cage. Then I felt the baby hiccupping against the base of my spine. At the same time. In a different rhythm.


Yes, one baby can fool a mom and her doctor by being especially big or especially active. But one baby cannot hiccup in two different places in two different rhythms.


My doctor was out of town, but he arranged for a high-risk OB to give me a sonogram at the hospital the next week. For almost an hour, I lay flat on my back with (as it turned out) thirteen pounds of baby between my spine and my full bladder, as the OB and the tech tried to count femurs and ulnas in a too-small space. Finally, they pronounced their decision: I was indeed having twins.


They were born six days later, one boy and one girl, perpetuating the gender tie. The first night we were all home together, saying bedtime prayers, my husband and I were stunned to hear Teddy add his usual petition: “And, God, please send us... ”


“But, Teddy,” we exclaimed, “your prayers were answered! Even though everyone kept saying there was only one baby, we really did have twins!”


He shook his head. “Yes, I know, and I like them just fine. But they’re not the ones I asked for. They’re not identical.”


After ten more years, he’s finally given up that prayer. I can’t shake the hunch, though, that he’s going to get those identical twins eventually... but they’re going to be his children, not his siblings!


~Kalynne Pudner, Ph.D.


[image: Image]




[image: Image]



The Twins Have Landed


What was most significant about the lunar voyage was not that men set foot on the moon but that they set eye on the earth.


~Norman Cousins


On July 20, 1969, Apollo 11 landed on the moon, and the human race accomplished its single greatest technological achievement. Never before had a human being set foot on another celestial body, until that night when two spacemen stood on the moon and saw Earth in the heavens. Neil Armstrong’s one small step and mankind’s giant leap did not go unheralded by the eleven-year-old I was then. My fifth-grade studies in science had piqued my interest in America’s space program, and I would not let drooping eyelids steal this historic moment. I stayed up way past my bedtime for this landmark event that I would someday describe to my kids and grandkids—that I had witnessed, as it occurred, the first moon landing and man’s first walk on the moon.


Time travel thirty years out to July 20, 1999: Little did I know that in the wee hours of that morning, my own spaceboys, identical twins, would land on the face of Planet Earth.


Like most kids, I was fascinated by the idea of twins. Whenever Sis and I played “house,” my imaginary brood always included one or two sets of twins. And when the two of us played the game of Life along with our brother, I loved landing on the spaces that allowed me to fill my car with blue and pink pegs. Nothing did that quicker than the twin-boy space.


Perhaps I was twin-struck because it did not seem possible that I would ever really have twins. There was nary a twin in my ancestral line.


After the home pregnancy test, I was off to my midwife. This was the same midwife who during my first pregnancy had compared a baby in the womb to an astronaut floating about in a spaceship. No gravity, just floating, bouncing off the walls. This time, she suspected two astro-babies and sent me for an ultrasound. And yes, there were two, but also a possible problem.


The docs thought the babies might be monoamniotic, floating around in the same amniotic sac (which causes twin-to-twin transfusion syndrome), with a risk of one or both babies being lost during pregnancy or at birth. Were my babies bouncing off their own walls or bouncing off each other in the same compartment of the space shuttle? Mission Control was reminded how dangerous childbirth can be even in these times of great technological advances. The next ultrasound would tell the story, and I was leaving it in the hands of our Heavenly Father.


Indeed, the next ultrasound showed the line, that most beautiful line that meant the babies were in their own sacs. Now we could tell family and friends, even the whole world, that I was pregnant with twins. We told the soon-to-be big sister first and let her tell the rest that we were “going to have babies.”


The rest of the pregnancy was uneventful, except for monthly, then weekly ultrasounds along with stress tests. The boys continued to grow inside the command module. From the front, I looked huge; from the side, like a bus. Total strangers asked if I was expecting twins. Fun at first, but I soon tired of the questions and stares and took to staying home. My little spacemen were in tight quarters now, with no room to float or bounce. They still managed to kick me and flail their arms with sweeping motions that I could see crossing my grossly expanded belly. They were likely getting in a few punches between each other, too. Ouch!


My due date was about a month after my daughter’s birthday, so I entertained the idea of having the babies at thirty-six weeks, on the same date I had delivered four years earlier. Then, all three children might share one huge birthday party each year. But at my daughter’s party that year, family members took guesses on when I would deliver. Most picked days sooner rather than later. No one guessed I would go to the day before my due date.


With the countdown now two days before my due date, I went to the hospital Monday morning to have my weekly ultrasound and stress test. This exhausting routine was such a part of my life by now that I thought having two babies to care for couldn’t be any more work. Ha!


From the ultrasound, the technicians estimated that the babies weighed about six pounds each. The stress test showed no contractions, and the doctors debated what to do with me. They scheduled me for Thursday if nothing had happened by then.


I don’t remember what I had for dinner that night, except for the broccoli. A half-hour later, I had stomach pains. My husband Mike was a few blocks away at a church meeting, but I decided not to bother him. I called Mom instead and asked if she thought the broccoli was causing my stomach pains. (I was obviously in denial that I was full-term with twins.) In a quivering voice, Mom suggested I call the doctor and get to the hospital.


Mission Control decided to wait and see if the pain started feeling more like a contraction. My first labor had been long, and I didn’t want to get to the hospital too soon. Within the hour, however, I had alerted Mike to come home, called my sister to pick up my daughter at a neighbor’s, thrown my bag in the car, taken my daughter to the neighbor’s with a quick explanation, and was beside Mike speeding to the hospital.


Labor was quick. Once I got past the denial, I delivered two babies in about one-tenth the time it took to have their sister. They were delivered naturally (no drugs, no epidural) about four hours after we arrived at the hospital, one boy, then twelve minutes later, his identical twin.


In the recovery room, a voice came over the intercom. “Baby Boy A weighs seven pounds, ten ounces.” My jaw dropped as I hardly had time to process the thought that this must be the larger baby. “Baby Boy B is eight pounds,” the voice from outer space continued. Mike and I stared unbelievingly at each other.


Recovery room? Ha! Ever since the boys exited Spaceship Mom, they have rocked our world. The family dynamic changed, and keeps changing as they and their sister have grown to be best buddies, fiercest rivals, and everything else brothers and sisters are to each other. Dad has found more joy in his career and getting out of the house in the morning, especially after a wakeful night with one or more cranky offspring. As for the space shuttle, let’s just say that if anyone in the family needs a skin graft, I’m here for them.


“Houston, come in Houston: The twins have landed.” Thud.


~Deborah A. Ein
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“What Do You Mean, Two Babies?”


Things are only impossible until they’re not.


~Jean-Luc Picard, Star Trek: The Next Generation


“When are you due?” I asked the gal next to me in the doctor’s waiting room.


“In two weeks,” she responded, eyeing my tummy. “You, too?”


“Actually, I’m due on Labor Day.”


She looked at me incredulously before shaking her head. “That can’t be. It’s only May. You must have miscalculated.”


The doctor checked me over, and then sent me for X-rays. It was 1972, before the days of ultrasound.


“Come see!” Three young X-ray technicians hurried toward me.


“In this?” I muttered, tugging at my backless robe.


“No one will see anything. Hurry—come!” They led me to an alcove where large black films hung on the wall.


“You have two babies. There, see them?” They pointed to two little skeletons, one curled head down and the other spread across and above, making a “T.”


I was stunned. Not a miscalculation, but a miracle! We were going to have two babies, after eleven years of trying. We thought there would be none, and now there were two.


I couldn’t wait to tell my husband, Bill, but he was on a flight, so when I got home, I phoned my mother.


“How are you?” she asked.


“Fine. We’re having two babies.”


“How nice, dear. How’s the weather?”


What was wrong with her? No reaction at all? We chatted a bit, and then hung up. I sat down, shaking my head in wonder and shock. Two infants. Two children. At once. And she didn’t even acknowledge it.


The phone rang.


“Oh, my God!” My mother’s Southern accent filled my ear when I answered. “What are you going to do?”


“I was hoping you’d tell me.” And then I began to laugh, and Mother laughed with me.


Bill came home weary and began to unpack his pilot’s bag and repack it for another trip the next day, while listening to the details of my doctor’s appointment.


“... and I looked, and there were two babies!” I squealed.


“What?” He stared at me, his face filled with the most incredible grin I’d ever seen.


We realized we were in for the adventure of our lives.


Two weeks before Labor Day, my water broke at 4:00 A.M. Bill was home but due to leave early that morning. His children knew how to time their arrival.


“I’ve changed my mind,” I told him. “I don’t want to do this.”


“Well, it’s too late now.” He put his arm around me. “Let’s get going. Are you okay?”


I nodded and slowly moved to the car with a towel between my legs.


Mid-August was a busy time at our local hospital. There were no labor rooms available, so I spent the morning in the hall outside the doctors’ crash pad. I wasn’t really laboring. Having contractions, yes, but not painful ones. It was much different from what I’d expected. Lamaze really works.


By afternoon I was moved to a room. Groups of interns would come occasionally to watch my stomach suck in during huge contractions. By late afternoon, the doctors had decided to X-ray. Since my water had broken, it was vital that the babies be born soon despite my unusual labor.


“We have sibling rivalry in the womb,” announced my doctor, looking at the film. “Baby #1 is head down but not making much progress so Baby #2 is sliding down feet first to get out of there. We’re going to have to go in to get them.”


“No! Not a Caesarean,” I protested.


“We have no choice,” he said as he hugged my shoulders. “It’s been twelve hours, and you have two babies fighting to be born. We have to help them out of there.”


“But I want to see. I’ve waited so long.” I fought back tears.


Bill stood in his green scrubs and paper shoes with his Twins and Supertwins book clutched under his arm. “It’ll be okay, honey. I’ll be right here.” But he wasn’t allowed to stay. I was devastated. He was anxious for the babies to be born, and settled outside the door of the operating room.


“Can I have an epidural?” I questioned the anesthesiologist.


“I don’t think it’ll work,” he said, eyeing my fifty-five-inch midsection.


“Please. I have to be awake,” I begged.


“If you promise to let me know if you feel any pain at all.”


“You think you won’t know if I feel the knife?” I responded.


I did feel it. It felt like someone was drawing on my lower stomach with a pencil. No pain.


“What is that?” one of the doctors exclaimed.


Oh, no, what was wrong with my babies? “I don’t know,” another doctor answered. “Let’s get the babies out of here, and then we’ll go back and see.”


I heard the most incredible sound in the world, the wail of our firstborn child.


“You have a beautiful girl,” said the anesthesiologist.


“Heather,” I replied. We had chosen two girls’ names and two for boys, since we didn’t know their gender.


A second strong cry.


“Another beauty,” he said.


“Are you sure? It’s supposed to be Michael.”


“You can call her whatever you want, but she’s a girl.”


“Jennifer,” I named her.


“Perfect,” said the pediatrician, giving me a glimpse as he whisked our girls out to meet their father.


I remembered nothing after that until waking hours later in the recovery room. They had put me to sleep and removed a thick septum that ran from my cervix through my uterus.


“You couldn’t get pregnant with this, and the babies never would have gotten through it to be born,” the doctor told me in amazement. “We don’t know how the twins managed to thrive in half the space. It’s impossible... ”


Well, God didn’t know that. But it did explain why it took eleven years.


“Do you like them?” I asked Bill.


“Of course. They look just like you.”


I looked at our beautiful little girls with heads full of black hair, big eyes with long eyelashes, weighing just under six pounds each. Healthy miracles. We knew we were blessed, and still are, thirty-six years later.


~Jean H. Stewart
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A Sister’s Miracle


A sister is a gift to the heart, a friend to the spirit, a golden thread to the meaning of life.


~Isadora James


How often do you feel the hand of God reach down into your life and know with all certainty that he created a miracle? It’s not very often you can see his artistry at work through our physical bodies, but it was clearly evident for my sister and me.


A few years ago, my husband and I were trying to get pregnant with baby number two. Our daughter, Isabella, was two and a half. We had been trying for a while to get pregnant, but every month we’d get a big fat “no.” It was getting depressing.


At the time, my only sister, who is three years younger than me, was pregnant with identical twins. I was so jealous. I admit it. I wanted to have twins, too! After all, I was older than her, and I knew it would probably be my last pregnancy. I would have conversations with God about how my heart ached for twins. It was my closely held secret that I only shared with God.


The magic moment finally arrived! I got the solid double lines every woman knows is the clear message that a baby is on board. We were elated. All the while, in the back of my mind, I thought, “Could this be twins?”


At my first eight-week medical appointment, I brought my hopes to my doctor’s attention. He listened to me tell the tale of how my sister was having identical twins. “Couldn’t I be pregnant with twins, too?” I asked.


My doctor said, “No, Joanne. Identical twins are a fluke of nature or an act of God. Fraternal twins are hereditary. You have one baby in there. Now let’s go get the sonogram done.” Down the hall we marched.


I walked to the sonogram room a little discouraged. If you knew me, you’d know I don’t give up on much until I have to. “Hope springs eternal” is my motto! I remember slowly getting undressed, taking my time and practically holding my breath in anticipation. The whole time, I kept thinking, “It’s not over until it’s over.” It became my dressing room mantra. Honestly, I was afraid to leave the changing room! At least while I was in there, I could still hold onto the possibility of having twins. Once I left that room, the sonogram would begin, and the dream would possibly come to an end.


I got up on the examining table and didn’t say a word. I felt like I’d jinx the moment. I was afraid to breathe. My husband Michael was by my side. I watched the woman doing the sonogram so closely, as if I could read her mind. I watched for changes in her expression—a small eyebrow lift or a tilt of the head that would show something was different. She must play a great hand at poker because there were no tell-tale signs on her face. Then I looked at the monitor. I blinked, and then I stared. I saw two little buds, curled up next to each other. Surely my eyes were deceiving me, considering I didn’t know the first thing about reading a sonogram screen. I quickly blurted out, “Are there two?”


She replied, “Let me see if I have heartbeats.”


Heartbeats? Did she just say heartbeats?


After the longest moment known to mankind, she exclaimed, “You are having twins!”


All the bottled-up anticipation began to spill down my face with the release of joyful tears. My husband began to cry, too. He grabbed my hand and held it close. It was as if, at that very moment, I could feel the grace of God reach down to me and say, “Here is your dream.” I could feel it, I could sense it, and I felt like the luckiest girl on the planet.


I went on to have a very difficult pregnancy. I spent five months on complete bed rest. We were being monitored for twin-to-twin transfusion syndrome, a serious complication that can occur with identical twins. Each week we had sonograms to see if the babies had made it through another week. At twenty-three weeks, I had surgery to keep the babies safe inside. I also had gestational diabetes, which meant insulin injections twice a day. Without hesitation, it was all worth bringing these precious children into this world.


The day of their arrival was joyful beyond description. Our beautiful, tiny angels arrived and were placed in our anxiously awaiting arms. To feel them finally safe and close was such a relief. We named them Sophia Grace and Gabriella Faith because, with a little grace and faith, all things are possible.


The bond between twins is amazing. They were meant to share their life together. And the bond between two sisters’ twins is a miracle. My sister’s incredible boys and my delightful girls will share more than just being twins. They will share a friendship that will span a lifetime. Was it a fluke of nature or an act of God for two sisters to be naturally pregnant with identical twins at the exact same time? We all know which one it was.


~Joanne C. King
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A Story of Forgiveness


To err is human; to forgive, divine.


~Alexander Pope


In April 1993, at a young and irresponsible age, I found out I was pregnant. With much prodding, I reluctantly and regretfully terminated the pregnancy. I struggled with what I had done and went through several years of feeling unbearably guilty. As a Catholic, I went to confession, but after a brief, tearful session, I figured the priest must not have heard me through my sobs because God couldn’t possibly forgive me with a couple of Hail Marys and Our Fathers.


After dealing with several years of depression, I found myself on a different path of self-destructive behavior. I was motivated enough to go to college, but not for all of the right reasons. I did okay at school and attended class regularly, but I partied extensively and dabbled in drugs. Once again, I found myself pregnant. This pregnancy was the motivation I needed to get my act together. I moved home and finished the one class I needed to get an associate’s degree, and I picked up additional classes at the local technical college.


In July 1999, I had a baby boy who gave me a wonderful and healthy reason to live. I enjoyed every part of being a mom. Because of him, my life turned around entirely. Although I did not remain with his dad, I knew I was doing the right thing in raising my baby.


After graduating from college with a couple of two-year degrees and then a bachelor’s degree, I felt like I had my act together. Still, two dates continued to haunt me: April 26th, the day I’d terminated the first pregnancy, and November 22nd, the day the baby was due.


In July 2005, I got married to a wonderful man who was willing to accept me, my son and all of my baggage. We were fortunate to become pregnant that August, with a due date of May 23rd. We were ecstatic, and two ultrasounds at the beginning of the pregnancy revealed a healthy, growing baby. It wasn’t until our routine ultrasound in late December that we found out we were having twin boys. They pushed up my due date to the week of April 26th.


I didn’t want to have the babies on that day. I had always vowed that I would think of my unborn baby daily, to somehow repent for what I’d taken away from that child. I felt like I needed to leave April 26th as a day of mourning. It was sacred in my mind.


At a routine checkup on the morning of April 26th, my doctor found that I was five centimeters dilated. It was time to have my babies. As much as I was ready to meet my boys, I choked back tears and confided in her about the irony of the date. She held my hand and offered me different options, but I decided that God had His hand in this, and I needed to do what was intended. Although I am ashamed to admit it, despite the fact that my faith in God is true, I couldn’t get it out of the back of my mind that this was His opportunity to take something away from me as I had done thirteen years ago.


Eleven hours later, I pushed out the first baby—a four-pound, eleven-ounce miracle. We knew the second baby was breech, and the plan was to turn him around and deliver him normally. After the expert medical staff turned him around and all was going as planned, he stuck his arm out in one last attempt to enjoy some space to himself. In their efforts to push his arm back in to deliver his head first, the cord got pinched between his arm and his head. With no vital signs on the delivery room monitors, my mind raced with the penance I must be paying now. Surely, the Hail Marys and Our Fathers had been enough. Surely, the guilt I’d carried with me for thirteen years had signified my repentance.


My second baby was born via emergency C-section, all five pounds, fifteen ounces of healthy baby boy. After a very brief stay in the NICU, the babies were released to our care. For weeks after I had the twins, amidst the feelings of being overwhelmed and ecstatic, I could not help but question why God had not allowed me to keep that day to mourn and remember every year. I still feared that something was going to happen to one of the twins or that they would be taken away from me, but they remained healthy, growing boys.


Nearly five months later, I was attending a class in preparation for the boys’ baptism. As we were the only family baptizing our children in November, my husband stayed home with the three boys and I was the only parent there. The instructor was a very kind woman who told me about her own family of girls and how she used to take in infants as foster children. The thought of having to raise these infants and then turn around and give them to someone else left me both touched and heartbroken. Feeling emotional from her stories and the thought of baptizing my boys, I struggled to remain composed. She noticed my tears and asked if there was anything she could do. I sobbed out my entire story.


When I had finished, this woman smiled at me compassionately. With the most soothing voice, she explained to me that the boys were not brought into this world on April 26th as a coincidence. They were given to me that day as a gift to our family and as a symbol of forgiveness that I could not ignore. I know this woman was in that room with me for more than just teaching me about baptizing my boys. I think she was there to re-baptize me. The sense of peace and forgiveness this woman offered me redefined my faith in God. I was more at peace that day than I had been in thirteen years.


~S.R.
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Water Babies


People are giving birth underwater now. They say it’s less traumatic for the baby because it’s in water. But certainly more traumatic for the other people in the pool.


~Elayne Boosler


Every time I recall the day our twins were born, I have to laugh—partly because it was such a joyous day, and partly because they came very near to being born in a lake! Here’s how it happened.


After an X-ray at seven months in the doctor’s office, we knew for sure we were going to have twins. But I had suspected that prospect for some time. We already had two girls—Erika, 5, and Sigrid, 3.


My pregnancies with them had been nothing like this. By four months along, I looked seven months pregnant. By eight months, my extra forty-five pounds let me balance a tooth powder can on top of the several watermelons I appeared to have swallowed.


I was so uncomfortable that I spent the last ten days, as often as possible, lying down. My husband’s mother, Mio, had come to help out. False labor pains had already tricked me once into the hospital.


“Sorry,” they said, “you’re not ready yet. Go home.”


This so embarrassed me that during the next week, trying to forget my recurring contractions, I looked around for any distraction I could manage. That’s why, one warm Sunday, I was sitting on a rock with my feet cooling in Canandaigua Lake.


My husband Sieg stood some distance away, busy painting a watercolor of the sparkling summer scene. Mio was somewhere up on the bank. The girls played happily in the water near me.


Suddenly, those contractions got much more businesslike.


“Go tell Daddy we need to go,” I told Erika.


She waded over to deliver the message, but he’d reached a crucial point in his painting, and didn’t notice her.


She came splashing back.


Another contraction hit. “Tell him!” I urged. I rose, waded awkwardly to shore, heaved myself into the back seat of the Jeep, and lay down.


Sieg appeared at the car window, his face concerned and furrowed with a question.


“Can you wait while I run the girls and Mio home?”


“Yes. Just get going!”


Halfway there, he glanced back at me in the mirror. “Can you hold out while I stop at the dairy? We’re almost out of milk.”


“Yes!” I said, gritting my teeth.


Sieg hustled a gallon, dropped off the family at the house, and finally raced to the hospital.


One hour later, six minutes apart, our fraternal twins were born by natural childbirth. Together, our boys weighed two ounces short of fourteen pounds.


Pregnancy had been a long and a huge stretch, but well worth it.


As I lay in my hospital bed recovering, welcoming the eager nursing of these two vigorous sons, I thought back to those last minutes on the rock in the lake. Surely, after this interesting start in life, my twins would learn to swim and love the outdoors. After all, they had almost been water babies!


~Lois Muehl
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Never Without Hope


Once you choose hope, anything’s possible.


~Christopher Reeve


About six months before we married, I awoke in the middle of the night. I had been jarred awake by a vivid dream, so real that I was unsure whether I had been sleeping or awake. I reached for my glasses and turned on the light, but saw only the familiar contents of our bedroom, though the images of the dream were still fresh in my mind.


In the dream, two children came to me. The first was a handsome boy, light blond and strong. He had lovely hands with long fingers, a sweet face and a kind voice. He told me that his name was Joseph—“Joe” or “Josey” for short, but never “Joey” under any circumstances (about this he was adamant!). He told me that he had come for my husband, to soothe his soul and to “remove the sins of the father.” In that dream state, he reached out to touch my face, and it felt so soft, loving and peaceful.


He turned away from me for a moment and told me that Hope was coming. In the distance, I could see a young girl approaching. She was lovely, with beautiful delicate features, darker than her brother, but just as angelic. She offered her hand to me and told me that she was Jenny’s Hope, and that she had come so that my husband could start his new life with meaning. She played quietly while Joe spoke a bit more, and then told me in a whisper, “I don’t know if I can stay.” Before I could make sense of what she’d said, I saw her moving off, waving and blowing kisses.


Joe watched her go, and then turned to me and said, “You’ll see. Don’t worry.” He waved goodbye and moved off as Hope had done just moments before. I woke then, with tears in my eyes. I was riveted by these images and ideas—that Thom and I would have not just one child together, but two! But even more heart-wrenching was the concept that these children would come to help my husband heal his wounds. At age five, Thom had suffered the loss of one of his greatest idols when his father was murdered. Later, in his adulthood, Thom had married Jenny, his guardian angel and first love. She died tragically of ovarian cancer, taking with her all of Thom’s hopes and dreams for the future. He was devastated by her passing and struggled to keep his life together. It took him years to get back on his feet and to invest in life again. The children’s messages were riveting and so clear. They were gifts for my husband that would come through me.
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