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4 of 4 people found the following review helpful. Wish | had this book BEFORE | had the twins!By Heather E.I've
been afollower of Jane Roper's blog on Babble since my twins were born. Since her girls are about two years older, |
think of her as a pioneer and trailblazer filling me on on what is coming my way. | loved Double Time because her
twin experience was so similar to oursin so many ways. We found wubbanubs to be our life savers, we kept crazy
charts about everything going in and out of our girls and we had many of the same highs and lows as Jane and
Alastair. | am planning to give this book to anyone I know who is going to have twins because it tellsit how it realy is
and answers so many of the questions that | had when my twins were on the way (how do you go somewhere by
yourself with two babies, how do you feed them both at once, etc.). Reading about her journey helped me remember
how great this experience has been and get excited (and slightly terrified) about what is coming next! 12 of 12 people
found the following review helpful. More about depression than twinsBy Jennifer S Graf Thisis awell written book,
unfortunately it is more about depression than twins. | was hoping for more of a"how to survive twins' type of book
and the title led me to believe thiswasiit.3 of 3 people found the following review helpful. A real look at the
rollercoaster that is parenting twinsBy CaraK A poignant look at the first few years of raising twins, Jane Roper
celebrates (and laments) this wild and wacky time. As a mother of one year-old girls, | found myself nodding in
agreement and solidarity page after page, amost shouting out - PREACH ON, Jane! Double Time acknowledges the
inherent challenges that come with twins without complaining. Rather, | felt in solidarity with her descriptions of utter
exhaustion, maddening baby battles - and moments of sheer twin joy. Parents of twinswill laugh at her "twin and
twang" theory - every time you think you've got your kids nailed, they flip flop (so true!). The book is also filled with
honest accounts of the author's ongoing fight with depression. While these descriptions take up a heavy portion of the
book, I'm sure they will be helpful to those who may suffer from similar situations. Overall, Double Timeis a great
addition to a surprisingly small number of good multiples parenting books.

Becoming amother israrely what you expect.Jane Roper never expected she'd have twins?or that they'd be such a
spirited twosome. She didn't expect that finding the right balance of work and home would be so tricky. And she
certainly didn't expect she'd grapple with adiagnosis of bipolar disorder during her daughters' toddler years. But she
also didn't anticipate just how much joy, laughter and self-discovery motherhood would bring.Full of warmth, honesty,
occasional advice, and a generous helping of humor, Double Timeis a smart and engaging account of the first three
years with multiples and arefreshingly candid and vulnerable look at clinical depression. It'samemoir that will
resonate countless women?especially those parenting in double time.

“Raising twins is maddening and masochistic yet worth every crazy moment. Jane Roper captures them all in her
revealing, heart wrenching, hilarious memoir. As amother of twins myself, | cackled and related on every page as
Jane revealed the unvarnished truth about dealing with twins, depression and trying to ‘haveit al.” ?Stefanie Wilder-
Taylor, author of Sippy Cups Are Not for Chardonnay: And Other Things | Had to Learn as a New Mom*“At once
immeasurably funny and deeply comforting; if you are expecting or have young twins, thisis a must-read.” ?Elizabeth
Lyons, author of Y ou Cannot Be Serious: and 32 Other Rules that Sustain a (Mostly) Balanced Mom and Ready or
Not Here We Come!: The Real Experts Guide to the First Year With Twins*It's like sharing a bottle of wine with a
friend.” ?San Francisco Chronicle“With humor and frankness, the author opens a private door into her life as a new
mother of fraternal girls. . . A straightforward, honest look at how raising a child is difficult, but raising twins can be
exponentially more demanding.” ?Kirkus‘Her honest and funny take on an often frantic life with twins make the slog
of raising babies amusing and memorable. Roper ultimately succeeds in making the story of a new mom feel fresh and
engaging.” ?Publisher's Weekly*With candor to spare, Jane Roper shares her twin-parenting tale with commitment,
compassion and a generous dose of comedy. Whether you are expecting twins, parenting twins, dealing with
depression, or simply want a great read from a great writer, read Double Time!” ?Cheryl Lage, author of
Twinspiration-Real Life Advice from Pregnancy through the First Y earAbout the AuthorJANE ROPER writes the
popular Baby Squared blog on Babble.com and is the author of Eden Lake, anovel. Her writing has appeared in Poets
Writers, Salon, Slate, and The Rumpus, among other publications, and she holds an MFA from the lowa Writer's
Workshop. Jane lives in the Boston area with her husband, singer-songwriter Alastair Moock, and their twin
daughters.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.ONE 11t got suddenly very quiet in the exam
room.l was just over six weeks pregnant, at the fertility clinic for afollow-up ultrasound to make sure my pregnancy
was on the right track: not ectopic, not an empty egg sac, not afalse alarm.There were five of us crammed into the tiny
room: ayoung doctor doing the ultrasound; the senior doc who' d overseen my fertility treatments; a nurse; my
husband, Alastair; and me—Ilying on the table with my feet in stirrups and an ultrasound wand plunged up into my
ladyparts.Seconds earlier, the doc wielding that wand had been providing a running commentary on what we were
seeing on the screen—a friendly little tour of my reproductive organs: “Right here' s your cervix, here are your ovaries,
and this, you can see, isyour uterus—nice thick lining there—and right here ... we should be able to see the ...



uh...” There was (forgive me) a pregnant pause.| held my breath and waited for the bad news: the embryo was gone or
dead or implanted in the wrong place. This was going to be just one more disappointment, one more defeat. Who was |
to think that my subpar reproductive system could actually sustain a pregnancy? And what had we been thinking,
telling our parents the good news the same day we got a positive pregnancy test? Stupid, stupid, stupid.The doctor now
maneuvered the wand until it felt like it was horizontal inside me.” OK, so0,” hefinally said. “We appear to be looking
at two pregnancies.” Two pregnancies? | thought. What the hell does that mean? How can one person have two
pregnancies at the sametime? Unless ... “It'stwins?’ | said, idiotically.“ Yep,” said the doc. “Congratulations.” |
looked up at Alastair, dumbstruck. | might have smiled alittle, in a“holy crap, can you believeit?’ sort of way.
Mostly, though, | was searching for reassurance, proof that he didn’t hate me for this. After al, it was my lazy ovaries,
and their subsequent dosing up with fertility drugs, that had gotten usinto this. And anyway, why had | been so eager
to start down the road of fertility treatments? We' d only been trying for a year before we went the intervention route.
We could have kept at it alittle longer on our own. It might have happened.Looking at him, | wondered if he was
thinking all of these same things, hoping he wasn’t. But I’ ve known the man since | was eighteen years old, and there
are still timeswhen | find his face difficult to read. For aman as funny and often downright silly as Alastair is, his
smiles are surprisingly few and far between. And although his eyes have an impressive capacity for twinkling—one of
the qualities that drew me to him in the first place—his poker face is equally good.He gave me what could be vaguely
interpreted as a smile, squeezed my hand, and then squinted back at the ultrasound screen.The older doctor, who had
been sitting silently on a stool near the sink this whole time, finally spoke. “It’sreally something, isn’'t it?” His smile
was thoughtful but smug, asif he'd known thisall along. And maybe he had; my HCG numbers from the blood
pregnancy test afew weeks earlier had been through the roof. Come to think of it, maybe that’s why he was here in the
first place.l looked back at the ultrasound screen, and there they were: two little black beansin afield of fuzzy gray,
each with asmall white spot in its center where a heart would soon grow. Something about the fact that there were two
of them made them seem more alive, more human, than | think would have been the case if there were only one. They
were hanging out together. Keeping each other company. How strange. How utterly surreal. The doc at the controls hit
abutton and the image froze. “We'll give you that shot to take home as a souvenir,” he said. Then he looked over my
shoulder at Alastair and said, very serioudly, “ Are you OK? Do you need to sit down? Y ou look kind of pale.”*“No,
I'm OK,” Alastair said, thistime smiling for real. “But you're sure there are only two in there, right?’ Before we | eft
the exam room, the doctors asked if we had any questions.Any questions? | had about a million, tumbling and vaulting
through my brain: Can my (rather petite) body handle this? Will | be OK? Will they be OK? What if they’ re born
premature, with al kinds of terrible complications? And while we're at it, how are we going to afford this? Am | going
to have to quit my job? Are our careers/ socid life/ sex life over? And, dear God, what if | just don’t have what it
takes to be a mother of twins? I’ d been nervous enough about the prospect of one baby, but this? Thiswas
ridiculous.But the only question | could manage to choke out was: Could | really not eat cold cuts? Because of the
bacteria or nitrates or whatever the reason was you weren't supposed to eat them when you were pregnant? Because |
ate alot of turkey sandwiches.”Y ou’ re probably OK with turkey,” the younger doc said. “But I’ d stay away from the
more processed stuff, like olive loaf.” The older doctor nodded sagely. “1’d definitely stay away from olive loaf.”* *

* After shuffling numbly out of the clinic, squeaking our way over the shining, high-wax floors to the banks of
elevators—I| wondered how many other couples had made the same, dazed shuffle under similar circumstances—we
had breakfast in the cafeteria on the first floor. Alastair got avery large plate of eggs, bacon, and other classic oh-my-
God-I’m-having-twins comfort food. | got a blueberry yogurt and a decaf coffee. We sat across from each other at a
wobbly table, silent.l believe | eventually said something profound and articulate along the lines of “wow.” What else
could | say? Thiswas far too much of a shock, far too much to process at once.Alastair, God bless him, was thinking
much more clearly, and in a decidedly more positive vein. “Y ou know, I’ ve always worried,” he began, “that if we had
one baby, we might never get around to having another one. We'd get in the mind-set of having atwo- or three-year-
old and wouldn’t want to go back to the whole baby thing again. Or we' d be busy with our work and the timing would
never beright.” Alastair is an only child who'd always wished he had a sibling. Like me, he wanted very much for us
to have two children.” And,” he went on—he'd clearly done alot of thinking in the elevator and/or while waiting for
his eggs—" there would have been the fertility issues, too. We might have had trouble getting pregnant a second time.
Or what if we had one baby first, and then had twins after that? That would be pretty tough.” This way, he reasoned,
we got our two children in one fell swoop. And yes, it would be hard, especially at first, but we'd doit. “To be
honest,” he said, “I think part of me was hoping we' d end up with twins.” No part of me had been. But | nodded,
hmmed, and conceded all his points. They were good ones. They made absolute sense. Y es, yes, yes, thisisgood, |
told myself. It's better than good. I'm excited. No, really, | am. We're going to have two beautiful babies. It's gonna
be fine. It’s gonnabe fine. It’'s gonna be great. And anyway, who was | to be choosy? For awhile it looked like |
wasn’t going to be able to get pregnant at al, let alone twice at the same time.We had started trying a year and a half
earlier, not long after we moved back to Boston after atwo-year stint in lowa, where | got my MFA in fiction
writing—along with a hankering for a baby. The urge wasn’t so much physical (no tingling ovaries) as psychological:

| started feeling maternal around babies, instead of just vaguely amused and slightly annoyed. | felt a growing sense of



fondness and protectiveness for children. A few friends and acquaintances were starting to have babies, and when |
held them, it felt more natural and more satisfying than it ever had before. For the first time, | could imagine myself as
amother.Meanwhile, | was starting to feel like something was missing—this despite the fact that life was actually
pretty terrific. | was working part-time as an advertising copywriter, as I’ d done before grad school, while also
working on anovel. Alastair, who's a singer-songwriter and musician, played on the folk scene in Boston and beyond,
with occasional brief tours elsewhere in the United States and in Europe. He also worked part-time teaching guitar
lessons. It was alovely, semi-bohemian sort of life, full of books and music and friends and wine. A lot of wine.But at
just shy of thirty-two, | was getting a bit bored with the total freedom of our lives. We were responsible for no one but
ourselves, and one very low-maintenance cat. Holidays rang a bit hollow, and weekend days began to feel atad
roomy. One Saturday morning | had the distinct and very strange feeling of waking up and thinking to myself, “Where
arethe kids?’ Asif we really ought to have some, and we should all be going to a museum or on a hike or something.
Or cleaning out the garage. Y ou know, family stuff.Not that we were unhappy by any means. And, granted, there were
some conditionsin our lives that weren't ideal for starting afamily. Neither of us was making awhole lot of money,
nor had either of us actually “madeit” in our respective artistic fields (whatever that means). The apartment we lived
in was drafty and inefficiently laid out, and | would have had to sacrifice my officeto useasanur...



