
The feeling of wrapping my hands around a tennis racquet instead of the handles of a

wheelchair is what I am thankful for this year.

Let me explain. I am born into the world with constant headaches, swallowing problems,

double vision, dizziness, clumsiness, and pins and needles. Sleep eludes me, and the pain is

excruciating. I assume that every other kid has the same pain, so I choose to push through.

At 5, I am diagnosed with a brain malformation – Chiari malformation. I am told that I

need brain surgery, and it is urgent. I finally realize that not everyone feels the way that I feel. No

more gym class, no more recess. In fact, I won’t run again until 6th grade.

Complications in my second surgery make my symptoms much worse. I learn that I have

Celiac and Lyme Disease. I overhear the doctor say “autoimmune crisis,” “neuropathy,” and

“malnourished.” I don’t know what any of it means. But at this point, nothing can faze me. Or so

I thought.

Waking up one day, I find that the ability to stand up decides to leave me. Every day for

the next 6 months, I call for it to come back. My wheelchair answers the call. I have to rely on an

inanimate object just to get around my own home. After finally standing again, I vow to never

use my wheelchair again.

After breaking my vow many times over the next couple of years, I start to see some

improvements in my health. Middle school begins, providing new stress and difficulty. I find

tennis and revel in the joy that it fills me with. I feel in control of my life for the first time since I

can remember. Some days I can’t play, though; I either break the vow once again or can’t see

because of the head pain.

2021 now, I am constantly on court. Tennis became my outlet for stress and pain. But

something I hold even more dear to my heart is that my vow has not been re-broken for over a



year now. I reflect, thinking back to the time when I could not stand. I remember my first time

standing again. The feeling of letting go of the wheelchair handles. I take a deep breath, toss the

ball, and begin my first of many tournament matches. I am thankful for this, I think, as I tighten

my hands on the soft grip of my racquet and run for the ball.


