Natasha Morgan

Intro English Composition

9.5.04

Descriptive Essay

For my whole life I have been the youngest, or the “baby” of the family.  But all that changed on July 5, 2000 when my god sister Rachel De’nae Paige was born.  She weighed 6lbs. 7oz. when I first walked into the cold hospital delivery room where her mother was resting.  I looked over into her tiny hospital crib where she lay on her back with her eyes closed.  I had never seen something so little with her umbilical cord hanging from her naval like a shriveled piece of beef jerky.  Looking at her then so peaceful in her crib made me feel as though she was my blood sister and I knew from thin on that I would want to protect her for the rest of her life.


The first time I ever got to hold her I had the most uneasy and nervous feelings that I had ever felt in my life.  Sitting there on her mother’s black leather couch I place her tiny body in my arms.  Her little lace lavender dress draped over my arms as she lay there sleeping.  All I could do was just look at her.  Her soft little pink lips, her long eye lashes and her little tiny fingers looked like those of a doll.  I felt like she was a cloud and if I moved one muscle she would evaporate into the air.  Her head was so little that her head band lay loosely across her forehead.  She was a true preemie.


It’s hard to think that she has grown to be the smart and happy 4 year old that she is today.  When I look into those brown eyes I can see exactly how she feels.  Her facial expressions show when she is mad because you told her that she cant have any more juice from her cup until she eats some more of her food, when she’s happy because you let her watch her Scooby-Doo DVDs, when she’s playful and wants to be picked up by her hands and turned around up-side down, or when she’s sleepy and rubs your neck until she goes to sleep.  That’s my precious “Flava”.
