

















           



    










     

















To my classmates and peers, I am sure this task is just another hurried piece of homework where 
they each list off their desires to become a doctor, a teacher, a god damn post man. But for me it 
feels insurmountable. 


Tears blur my vision, and as they fall, they leave a watery trail down my crisp, white notebook 
page, a river of salt representing my admission of my future. 


Death. 


I lay back on my pillows and gently wiggle my toes. I softly hum my mothers favourite song. An 
Elvis Presley classic that she used to sing to me as a baby,  a comfort that allows me to be 
transported back to when my life was filled with love and laughter.


	 “Wise men say, only fools rush in,” I croon, my voice weak, but determined. “But I can't 
help falling in love with you.”


As I quietly sing, the melody lifts my spirits, and I feel at peace.


	 “I'll stay,” I whisper, closing my eyes, “Would it be a sin?”


	 “For I can't help falling in love with you,” I finish, my voice trailing off.


Initially, the gravity of my situation had hit me hard, and I had hoped to remain positive in the face 
of my dire prognosis. However, I quickly resigned to the fact that the chance of having my own 
children was slim, my chance of growing old was slim, my chance at life, was slim. 


Are their any positives when you are fifteen years old and facing a lifetime of non-existence?


Maybe, just maybe, there is something beyond this life. Maybe there is a place where I can be 
happy and healthy again, where I can do all the things I never got to do in this timeline. 


It is a comforting thought, and I hold onto it tightly as I close my eyes and drift off to sleep.


