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My mother was seventeen when she had her first child. She never thought that she would have any other kids after that. After her first child she had six more later in life. She had me at the age of twenty seven. I’m the third oldest and there is four after me. My mother had six girls and one boy. She thought that she would have had her last baby at the age of thirty three. 


The morning of February 22, 2005 was just like any other morning. I got up to get ready to go to school. When I walked into the kitchen I knew something was wrong my grandmother had a real scary look on her face. “What wrong?” I asked. “Your mom is on her way to the hospital”. I never knew that my mom was pregnant. So when I found out that she was on her way to the hospital I got a little scared. My grandmother was there getting us all ready to go to school. 


At school all I could think about was my mom. I couldn’t wait to go home and see what was wrong. The whole day I was thinking horrible things. I couldn’t concentrate on my school work. All day I kept praying that she was okay.


When I got home my grandma was there and I asked if my mom was ok. She said “she’s alright but there is something you need to know” with this weird look on her face. Standing there stunned I said “what happened? is she ok”? She stood there and said “your mom had a baby”. At first I thought she was joking then I was so surprised I couldn’t breath. 
My father was at the hospital when he called to see if we were ok. I asked if it was true did I have a brand new sibling? “it’s a girl and we need a name for her so tell everyone to think of some” is what he said to me. After hanging up with him I felt very excided to see my new sister. I began to think of some girl names. 
. Now that she is four years old, I’m not that excided anymore. I moved to Roseville when she was about three. I love her but she is so spoiled she cries for everything. I guess she can cry because she is still young, but it just gets on my nerves sometimes. I do really miss her and I can’t wait to see her again. She can be a pain but I love her so much. 

