
The Williams Twins: Chapter 1: Understanding what it means to be a dad

I started off wanting a big family of my own.  I grew up with 2 sisters and one brother so it was a big 
family, however I was born 15 years after my sister Danielle, so you could say I was an only child in a 
big family.  With that being said, the dynamics were really like I was an only child.  Which brought me 
to thinking that I wanted a big family of my own.  

Enter my wife, Lisa, who always said “one and done.”  She grew up kinda like me, with her oldest 
brother 17 years before her, but she also has a brother who was born 15 months before her, and she said
it might be nice to have just one.  So to compromise we decided to have twins, one birth, two kids, 
perfect compromise, right?  Haha, yes I did say “decided to.”  I knew there was only one chance for 
having more than one kid, so I ate these magic Australian Kangaroo beans and they helped us make 
twins. They were very special beans.

SERIOUSLY though, we were just blessed with twins, no magic beans.  After a miscarriage we got 
pregnant again and went to the doctors for the first check up.  The ultrasound tech said, “I see 
something here… two heart beats.”  I calmly said, “I knew it.”  Lisa on the other hand started 
hyperventilating, but eventually regained consciousness and was very happy!

For our last check up, the week before the scheduled C-Section, the doctor informed us that the 
placenta was calcifying and the kids needed to come out today.  Again Lisa started hyperventilating, but
eventually regained consciousness and prepared for the birth, which would take place the next day 
around 11.  That night at the hospital the doctors came in and told us that they were going to do the 
operation then.  

They then took Lisa to get a spinal tap and I waited in our room.  I think it was at this exact moment 
that I became a dad, at least aware that I was a DAD.  They finally called me down to the delivery 
room and they already had Lisa open, I went in a sat next to her.  The room started to get very hot and 
wavy at this point, and I was told to sit on the floor, when I regained consciousness they told me I just 
suffered through an episode of Lisafaintitus.  

The first baby came out and Lisa said “what is it?!” (because we didn’t know what we were having) to 
which I responded “a butt!”  Hey that’s all I could see, and then the doctor rolled the (peeing across the 
room) baby boy over and I saw Sawyer. One minute later,   Mason was born.   

All of the sudden, we were told Sawyer needed to be brought up to the NICU due to breathing issues 
and Mason would stay with us. From there, it’s all a blur of ice chips, making messes in the kitchen 
room (at 3:15 am), letting family in, letting family out, getting breakfast at the cafeteria, getting cookies
at the midnight cookie stop, filling coffee cups with milk for the cookies because they didn’t sell milk 
after 4 pm,  2 days later realizing there was milk in our kitchen for us, rewatching The Office, eating 
the best chicken fingers and french fries I’ve ever had (bbq sauce and honey mustard, yes please!) and 
for dinner, trying to scheme the hospital into bring two meals instead of just one for Lisa, but ended up 
with a bunch of side dishes—thanks health insurance for years of paying you! Lastly, being told, after 5
days of being told other wise, “Are you guys all ready to go home TODAY?”  “What!?!” and I said 
“WHAT!?! do you mean today, you have been telling us Monday the whole time, today is only 
Sunday.”  

Kabam, we’re in the car, driving down the mass pike, sooner than not we were home.  SHIT just got 
real!



I’m a father of twins and this is my
story.  


