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The Story of My Birth 

 Have you ever wondered what it would be like to have a double? Or an identical twin? I have. Probably because 

I have a twin. Well… I did. I guess I still do; just not here. Don’t understand? Let me explain. 11 years ago, my twin and I 

were born. My twin’s name was Naomi. I was perfectly healthy, but Naomi was not. The doctors did everything they 

could, but it was in vain. Naomi died 5 hours later. These next few paragraphs will tell the story. You may think I told 

everything now and there’s not much more to tell, but you are wrong. I am going to tell you more about her (and my) 

birth in the next few paragraphs.  

 My story starts, like most, with my mom finding out she was pregnant. She was very happy. She didn’t know 

how many, boy or girl, all she knew was that she was going to have another child. My older brother Thane, who is 

thirteen right now, was 9 months old. My mom started thinking. She thought how much she wanted twins. She had the 

strangest felling she was going to have twins. The feeling wouldn’t leave her alone. At her next doctor’s appointment 

she got an ultrasound. The doctor suddenly said, “Oh Emmy!” and my mom knew what she was going to say next. She 

was going to have twins. Sure enough, that’s what she said. My mom knew we were twins before she knew we were 

girls. She discovered that later.  

For the next five weeks, the only thing my parents knew was that they were going to have twins. At my mom’s 

next appointment, which was scheduled for 17 weeks, was when they discovered we were identical girls. At that time 

they also discovered that one of us was unhealthy. Twin A, Naomi, was a whole lot smaller than twin B, me. She didn’t 

have very much fluid around her and she had weird cysts on her kidneys. The doctors said that either one or both of us 

might not survive. They didn’t know yet about the other problems, but discovered those further on. This was bad 

enough, however, as twin A wasn’t getting enough nutrition. They thought it might be me hogging all the food, but that 

wasn’t it. She just wasn’t surviving because she wasn’t strong enough. 

After the birth, the doctors thought I would be ok. With Naomi, however, they weren’t so sure. They discovered 

problem after problem, including the cysts and her being small. They also discovered that she had holes in her lungs, too 

many to fix. She also had a syndrome called VATER syndrome. I don’t fully understand what was wrong but I know at this 

point there was a very slim chance she would survive. I think one of the problems of the disease was that she didn’t 

have an anus. Sure enough the doctors came and told my parents that there was no chance. Naomi died soon after that. 

So there you have it; the story of my birth. Having a twin is fun; even though I don’t remember any of it. I wish 

she is alive today, but I’m glad she died as a baby. If she had grown up and died, I would have known her and I think it 

would be more painful. Also if she were alive she would have a lot of health problems. But if she had lived it would have 

been fun to have some time. We could have had a lot of fun together. I look forward to seeing her again in Heaven. If 



you or anyone else has a twin, however, I hope you have lived, and will live, a long and happy life together. Her grave 

said “Twin to Adrianna Faith.” It says other stuff too, but I mostly remember that. I’m very glad it says that. 

 


