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get pregnant, wed wait until our first baby was born to try again.

Which is how we came to be pregnant at the same time.

The main difference in our experiences was that nobody
knew that Angie was pregnant. This is not because she didn't
get big and all that. It was more about the clothes she wore—her
own oversized men’s clothes—versus the hand-me-down mater-
nity blouses and dresses I'd acquired and tried to wear with a
little contradictory, body-revealing flair. (In my opinion, femme
is about just these kinds of contradictions: fulfilling some norm
while trending against it at the same time.)

Then there was Angie’s denial: It was easier for her to be-
lieve that I would make her a parent than that she would do it
herself, too. In late summer, just before she was due, a woman
approached her in a café and asked if she was expecting a baby.
“There’s my baby,” Angie replied, pointing to our first son.

Maybe most folks assumed that she was just drinking a heck
of a lot of beer.

Actually there are advantages to being pregnant at the same
time as your partner. No one has any brain power anymore, so
conversations—requiring words, as they do—are necessarily
limited. Still, there’s a telepathic bond that comes from sharing
the pauses in each other’s sentences.

On the other hand, who should do the heavy lifting? Who
should hand out the bonbons and who should sit on the couch
nibbling and waiting for a foot massage? Like all good lesbians,
we took turns.

And like any butch and femme couple, we understood that
we each had our own way of being in the world, which surely in-
cluded being pregnant. I went to prenatal yoga classes, practiced
hypnobirthing and had the baby at home. Angie asked the doc-
tor about weightlifting during gestation, took private birthing
classes and elected to go to the hospital when the time came.

The lesbian baby boom announced to the world that being
gay didn't mean we couldn’t become parents. But why stop there?
In a two-uterus relationship, much more is possible. I know of
other couples who are both trying to get pregnant at the same
time. And word on the street has it that the lesbian couple with
the double sets of twins is making it work.

Now we are in the throes of raising our two infants (the first
a Taurus—named Leo—and the second, two weeks overdue, a
Virgo), and we know that we had no idea what we were get-
ting ourselves into—the good, the hard and the seriously messy.
If Irish twins are those siblings born 11 or 13 months apart,
ours are lesbian twins, or, as a friend called them, San Francisco
twins.

But when you think of it that way, as having twins, all the ad-
vantages to our approach come to light. After all, the increasingly
dated method of one person doing all the childbearing is based on
a strictly heterosexual model. Ask any woman who had twins the
old-fashioned way—one beleaguered pregnant body, one nursing
mom. We'e just sharing the work 50-50. The old-school femi-

nists who preceded our generation would be proud. m
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