Standing Tall

Eve Chastek
January 10, 2026

On an early autumn morning in 8th grade, I embarked on a field trip to present my art
portfolio at the Ringling College of Art and Design. I quickly fell in love with the school, with its
coast-side view, salty air, and luxurious atmosphere. [ knew that I was meant to be there.

As soon as I got home, I eagerly researched any information I could find about the college.
Sadly, my enthusiasm was short-lived. While my annual family income was only about $37,000,
the yearly tuition cost was around $80,000. I felt devastated, and for the first time in my life, I
lost all hope.

But I still felt that there was some possibility— some opportunity I could take hold of to
realize my dream. I couldn’t give up, not yet. I began working tirelessly in my school life, and
due to this, my social life deteriorated. I began feeling isolated from my peers, being one of only
3 students enrolled in both the International Baccalaureate Program and the School of Art. In a
school of 1,200 students, I was the only one in my program actually pursuing art as a career.

I realized how different I was when I walked into my first high school class, and I was met
with a room full of confused faces. Never before seen by the kids at the school, I walked into
class at a height of 5’8 as a freshman girl. When I was wearing high heels at prom during that
spring, I was mistaken as a teacher by other students. Despite my efforts of trying to fit it,
desperately trying to conform, I still felt alienated; I felt like I had been cursed by my height.

Several months later, when tennis season came, I finally found the answer I had been
looking for. Being the tallest girl on the team as a freshman gave me a huge advantage, as |

quickly climbed the ranks and began to play as a starting player in my first year. My serves, my



slices, and my shots were killer- and I could finally let out the passion I had previously kept
confined in my heart. Instead of it being a curse, I finally started seeing my height as a blessing. I
became more optimistic, and fully committed myself to tennis.

I couldn’t be more glad that I forged my own path by pursuing interests that were
uniquely my own, rather than blindly following other. After that experience, I found the value of
being uncompromising in what I love— and becoming a student that always stays true to
themselves. I began feeling a fresh sense of motivation, and became fully resolved about
pursuing both tennis and art in the future.

In post-secondary schooling, I aim to find a like-minded community that I can share these
interests with, and to play tennis competitively while balancing this with my studies in art.
Although my hopes of attending Ringling College may never be realized, I have found new hope
in other programs that offer financial aid for uncompromising students like myself with equally
reputable programs and opportunities.

As a student powered by imagination, dreams, and ambition, I desire to stand tall, and take

hold of this opportunity in order to upholster my future and give form to my dreams.



