
Infinitive: To Live 

Words are an interesting phenomenon. They flow. They captivate. They persuade. They bring 
happiness. They bring sorrow. I like words, and generally I am good with them. Language in general, is 
a deep, questioning sensation that contains so many whys and what ifs if one chooses to divulge into 
the black hole of language, communication, and utter existence. With so many beautifully constructed 
harmonizing languages in the world, I find myself appreciating the sloppy, complex, crass language of 
English that I have involuntarily been blessed with. Language has made it possible for writers to have 
the ability to change people's lives in a simple telegraphic or inverted sentence, with the proper word 
choice of course. It baffles me how our world and species has created a vastly complex system of 
language with different meanings and connotations for every individual word in the entire system of 
communication. Yet there is only one word that has had the ability to single handedly turn my world 
upside down. Cancer.

Dark. I know. My point exactly though, cancer is this depressing, ominous term. But what if there is 
another side to the word? There I go again with the "what ifs" . Over the past few months it seems 
everything I think about is unprecedented. Ever since my mother was diagnosed with cancer, all I have 
been able to focus on are the "what ifs"and the extremely radical situations that I play over and over 
again in my mind. But that was before I let it all go. Everything. 

Two weeks before Christmas, we were driving to my uncle's house for a family dinner. Like most 
teenagers on hour long drives, I was plugged into my music deep in thought while the Quinn XCII 
song I had just discovered played on repeat. Kids are smart and observant (yet I probably shouldn't 
refer to myself as a mere child…). I could tell my parents were whispering about something in the front 
seat, so instinctively I had to eavesdrop. I heard talk of appointments and radiology scans and a red flag 
goes up in my mind. First I imagine the worst: god someone is dying, great one of them has a brain 
tumor or something. I wasn't far off. I pressed for answers and eventually they transparently told me 
what was happening. I wouldn't find out that the tumor in my mom's breast was cancerous until about a 
week later, sitting in that same car.

It's events like these, that don't seem real. I would say to myself, no this doesn't happen in real life, only 
in movies. Slowly the reality struck. As the days passed I would return from school and the strong 
emotional cover I had been putting up for 15 years slowly started deteriorating. 

My mom. Was, and still is, the strongest person I know. She would run everyday, and stretch, and 
drink kale smoothies, and do yoga. But yet this woman who is the epitome of a healthy 50 year old, 
was struck with something that broke her.

The waiting was the worst. All of the appointments and scans finally were put to use for nine hours in 
the operating room. From the morning of till the morning after, I held my mother's hand in fear that it 
would be the last time. I knew it wouldn't be, but deep down I wondered if Grey's Anatomy was as 
realistic as I wanted it to be for so long. Nine hours later when I saw her curly hair falling over the 
sides of the hospital bed as they wheeled her into her recovery room, I finally started to breathe again.
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I hoped that the surgery would be the hardest part. I was wrong. When she came home, my mom was 
different. I barely recognized her. I was so used to seeing her up running around the house that when I 
saw her lying paralyzed on the couch I had no idea who she was. Her attitude changed. She tried to be 
optimistic but the pain and grief often took over. For weeks she lied almost lifeless on our couch, and I 
could barely stand to talk to her without breaking down into tears myself. 

As I saw my mom start to get a little better, I noticed a change in myself. During these months I saw 
friends emerge from faces that I would only occasionally smile at in the hallways. The people around 
me, as well as the experience I had just went through, began to change the way I thought about 
everything.

What a cliché right? But it's true. It's crazy how quickly your life can flip. I was the normal 4.0 student 
with tons of friends and tons of plans for life. I had (and still have) aspirations that are out of this 
world, and before everything I couldn't wait to start living the life I had always imagined for myself. 
Cancer. That word changed the outlook I spent 15 years developing. 

I would always think to myself, I have so much time to do this and that. I was wrong. Time is a 
construct we have established to create routines and timelines for our lives. Time isn't real. I mean sure 
we are born and we die but everything in between is a period where we can do anything we choose. It 
doesn't matter when you do something whether it's 12am or 12pm. I could go to college when I'm 70. I 
can get married at 17 if I want to. I could eat breakfast at 4:37 in the afternoon and dinner at 11:26 in 
the morning. I can do anything I want and I will do anything I want because we only have so long to 
live and things like cancer and car crashes and skydiving accidents can cut that time short. 

We never truly know how much something or someone means to us until they are taken away. 

People always want something more than what they have. I am guilty of this. I'm sure you are too. 
There is a constant want and need for something more in life, something better. It may seem like a 
necessity, but it's not. I've begun asking myself the question can you live without it Marli? Normally 
my answer is yes, and I move on. Because truly, yes I can live without it. I'm not going to be crying 
myself to sleep if I don't get the black ripped jeans from American Eagle. I would be okay. But when 
something held so closely to us, becomes a realistic part of the scary "what if"game, that's when we fall 
apart. Trust me you fall. Hard. 

Around every corner there are thousands of "what ifs"and crazy hypotheticals that won't ever happen. 
Until they do. Cancer. I have witnessed the good and the bad. The bad: isn't it obvious or do I need to 
explain again? The good: Cancer can do so many things, but it cannot silence courage, it cannot cripple 
love, it cannot corrode faith, and it cannot destroy confidence. My eyes are wide open and I am ready 
to live. I feel different. I look at things differently now. I am not scared of the morbid possibilities that 
lie everywhere. No, I'm not afraid. So I have chosen to dive head first into this crazy ride called life and 
never second guess my gut decision.

I hate cliches. Hate them. Yet here I am spouting how I am going to live life to the very fullest. There 
truly is no other way to say it though. I'm tired of dwelling on the past and holding stereotypical 
grudges on girls who like my ex boyfriends. I'm tired of living my life according to hypotheticals. I've 
spent so much time living in these places but, I haven't really had the opportunity to look at what is 
right in front of me.



A week ago a weight lifted off of my shoulders out of the blue. I had never realized how much anxiety 
and sadness I packed in my body. It's gone now. Replacing it, is the beginning of something I never 
expected. Someone who is optimistic, confident, and brave. I want to dream. I want to fail. I want to 
succeed. I want to make mistakes. I want to love. I want to get hurt. I want to cry. I want to be happy. I 
am ready.

I want to live. Now.


