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​I​​was​​born​​on​​August​​26th,​​2008,​​with​​a​​Ventricular​​Septal​​Defect,​​also​​known​​as​​a​​VSD.​

​A​​VSD​​is​​often​​referred​​to​​as​​a​​"hole​​in​​the​​heart"​​and​​is​​a​​birth​​defect​​that​​affects​​how​​blood​

​flows​​between​​the​​heart’s​​lower​​chambers​​(the​​ventricles).​​At​​birth,​​my​​doctors​​were​​able​​to​

​recognize​​the​​condition​​immediately,​​but​​they​​believed​​that​​the​​hole​​was​​small​​enough​​that​​it​

​would​​close​​up​​on​​its​​own.​​This​​diagnosis​​came​​with​​a​​lot​​of​​uncertainty​​for​​my​​family,​​especially​

​my​​mom,​​who​​had​​to​​watch​​for​​possible​​side​​effects​​like​​difficulty​​breathing,​​poor​​feeding,​​and​

​failure​​to​​thrive.​​My​​doctors​​expected​​me​​to​​remain​​small​​throughout​​life​​and​​not​​grow​​to​​my​

​full​​potential​​due​​to​​the​​inconsistencies​​of​​oxygenated​​blood​​being​​circulated,​​which​​meant​​less​

​oxygen-rich​​blood​​was​​being​​delivered​​to​​my​​body.​

​As​​time​​went​​on,​​my​​doctors​​continued​​to​​monitor​​my​​heart​​closely.​​The​​hole​​was​

​shrinking,​​and​​they​​remained​​hopeful​​that​​it​​would​​close​​on​​its​​own.​​While​​most​​of​​my​​family​

​members​​were​​very​​tall,​​I​​remained​​a​​smaller​​child,​​which​​was​​attributed​​to​​my​​VSD.​​By​​the​

​time​​I​​turned​​three,​​my​​appointments​​were​​starting​​to​​display​​something​​different.​​Yes,​​my​​hole​

​was​​indeed​​getting​​smaller,​​but​​one​​side​​of​​my​​heart​​was​​increasing​​in​​size​​at​​an​​alarming​​rate.​

​The​​doctors​​explained​​that​​if​​this​​were​​left​​untreated,​​my​​life​​expectancy​​would​​quickly​

​diminish;​​I​​might​​only​​live​​another​​five​​years.​​The​​news​​was​​frightening,​​and​​my​​parents​​had​​to​

​make​​a​​difficult​​decision.​​My​​doctors​​quickly​​scheduled​​open-heart​​surgery.​​The​​procedure​​was​

​successful,​​and​​to​​everyone’s​​surprise,​​they​​discovered​​that​​I​​actually​​had​​two​​holes​​in​​my​​heart,​

​not​​just​​one,​​as​​they​​had​​previously​​thought.​​This​​revelation​​was​​both​​shocking​​and​​relieving;​

​they​​were​​able​​to​​repair​​both​​holes​​in​​surgery,​​and​​they​​were​​expected​​to​​heal​​fully.​

​My​​medical​​journey​​wasn’t​​finished​​after​​my​​open-heart​​surgery.​​My​​cardiologist​

​continued​​to​​monitor​​me​​with​​regular​​checkups.​​As​​I​​recovered,​​my​​heart​​continued​​to​​heal,​​and​

​then,​​my​​growth​​took​​off.​​Suddenly,​​I​​was​​in​​the​​99th​​percentile​​on​​my​​age​​group’s​​height​​charts.​

​I​​went​​from​​being​​smaller​​to​​one​​of​​the​​tallest​​in​​my​​age​​group,​​even​​outgrowing​​some​​adults,​



​like​​my​​grandma.​​I​​beat​​medical​​odds,​​and​​my​​healing​​overcame​​years​​of​​my​​family’s​​anxiety​

​and​​fear.​

​Now,​​every​​time​​I​​stand​​tall,​​I​​remember​​what​​medicine​​has​​done​​for​​me.​​My​​height​​is​

​more​​than​​a​​number​​and​​my​​stature.​​It​​reminds​​me​​of​​the​​power​​of​​modern​​medicine.​​So​​many​

​skilled​​doctors​​worked​​together​​to​​repair​​my​​heart.​​Without​​them,​​I​​would​​likely​​not​​be​​here​

​today.​​I​​am​​standing​​tall,​​literally​​and​​figuratively.​​My​​recovery​​from​​my​​VSD​​has​​shaped​​the​

​path​​of​​my​​future.​​It​​has​​inspired​​me​​to​​become​​a​​doctor.​​I’ve​​seen​​firsthand​​how​​medical​​care​

​changes​​lives.​​Which​​is​​why​​I​​plan​​to​​enter​​a​​pre-med​​program​​in​​college.​​One​​day,​​I​​want​​to​​be​

​able​​to​​diagnose​​and​​treat​​children​​who​​are​​in​​similar​​positions​​as​​I​​once​​was.​

​Looking​​back,​​I​​realize​​my​​journey​​has​​been​​full​​of​​doubt,​​stress​​in​​my​​family,​​and​

​ultimately,​​healing.​​I​​grew​​as​​my​​heart​​strengthened​​and​​my​​confidence​​increased,​​along​​with​

​my​​stature.​​My​​height​​reminds​​me​​daily​​of​​my​​resilience,​​and​​I​​hope​​my​​story​​inspires​​others​​to​

​see​​the​​challenges​​life​​delivers​​as​​opportunities.​​To​​me,​​being​​tall​​is​​more​​than​​a​​physical​​trait;​​it​

​proves​​that​​I​​overcame​​adversity​​and​​has​​shaped​​my​​future​​career.​


