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​I come from a tall family, everyone except my grandmother is tall including every aunt, uncle,​
​and distant cousin! My brother (Ian) and I were both extremely tall at a young age.  He was six​
​foot three and I was already close to five foot ten by the age of fourteen.  Now he is six foot five​
​and I am six feet. The tallest in my family is my mom’s cousin who is six foot seven. NONE of us​
​played basketball even though that is a comment that I heard most of my life.​

​When I am with my family, being tall feels normal. However, from middle school on I continued​
​to grow taller than most of my classmates.  In middle school it felt awkward; every time I entered​
​the room I stood out. I preferred to stay seated in group settings, would frequently slouch, and​
​had to constantly bend down to hear what my friends were talking about.​ ​Being tall made me​
​feel different.​

​Luckily being different was not a new feeling for me. Other people often stare at me, not​
​because of how unusually tall I am but because of the fact that one of my eyes is just a hand​
​painted piece of plastic that looks as fake as it feels.  When I was 18 months old I was​
​diagnosed with Retinoblastoma, a rare childhood eye cancer that only has 300 cases reported​
​per year. Having my left eye removed at such a young age made it so I thought I saw the world​
​as everyone else did, but as I got older that became harder and harder for me to believe.​

​Depth perception was my biggest obstacle. Catching a ball in gym class, pouring a drink without​
​spilling, and learning how to drive were all difficult tasks that seemed effortless to my peers.​
​Most of the time I just laughed it off like nothing happened, but each time I bumped into a desk,​
​dropped a ball, or spilled a drink it was a simple reminder that I was not like everyone else, I​
​was​​different.​​Going through life with one eye taught me so much more than just adapting, it​
​taught me to be resilient, courageous, and confident. I have experienced the silent stares, the​
​assumptions, and the awkward pause from people before they decide if they should ask about​
​my eye.  As a competitive jumping equestrian with only half my vision, I learned early on that it​
​was going to be harder for me than most. I had to learn to problem solve creatively, learn from​
​mistakes, and work hard to reach my goals.​

​For most of my life, I tried to hide my differences. I was embarrassed by my eye and how tall I​
​was.  I avoided eye contact, stood perfectly angled at the camera while taking pictures, and​
​dreaded the questions, “What’s wrong with your eye?”  and “Why are you so Tall?”  Within the​
​past couple of years I have learned that the things I have tried hardest to hide throughout my life​
​are what shaped me the most into the person I am today.  Looking back, all of the obstacles I​
​faced helped me form a perspective of life that I would never trade, even for a life with two eyes.​



​Now when little kids stare at me, I don’t look away or slouch. I sometimes wave, smile, or let​
​them ask that question.  Their curiosity doesn’t bother me anymore, it makes me feel fortunate​
​that I can confidently lead with my “differences”.  As I step into this next chapter of my life, I am​
​done trying to hide behind others and blend in. I am now exhilarated at the chance to share my​
​story, and to be a leader under any circumstance.​


