
 It was my sophomore year of high school that signaled the end of my tennis 

career. My high school tennis coach wanted us in top shape and made it mandatory 

that each player had a state ranking in order to make the team. If I wasn’t playing 

high school matches or attending a three-hour practice and conditioning session, I 

was playing in tournaments across Southern California.  

 Everyday I was playing tennis, and everyday I was falling more in love with 

the sport. I lived and breathed it, consistently striving to improve, dreaming that one 

day I could go pro.  

 It started with a wrist sprain, then a torn muscle, then a dislocated shoulder, 

then beginning arthritis in my knee, until I eventually had seen an orthopedic doctor 

for every part of my body. I would recover from an injury only to have another one 

within days of returning to practice. I was frustrated, in chronic pain, and feeling 

hopeless.   

 After more visits to more doctors and a trip to a genetic counselor, I left the 

hospital with a diagnosis. Ehlers-Danlos Syndrome, or EDS, is a group of genetic 

connective tissue disorders characterized by unstable, hypermobile joints, chronic 

pain, and joint degeneration. I finally had an explanation to all of my injuries, but the 

hardest part was still to come.  

My doctor had told me no more tennis, no more soccer, no running, nothing 

high-impact, no contact sports – my body simply couldn’t handle it.  As a teenager, I 

couldn’t accept the fact that my identity as an athlete was no longer a reality, and 

that my dreams for the future were never going to happen. My body had failed me 

and I hated it.  



It took months for me to accept my diagnosis. I had spent countless hours 

online researching, trying to find out more about EDS and how to live with it. I 

learned that I couldn’t be mad at my body for failing me, and that the most 

important thing that I could do for my future was to take care of it. I discovered new 

ways to stay active, keeping my body and mind strong.  

Now, years later, my life is beautiful. I still live with chronic pain and 

frustrating injuries but I would not be the person I am today without going through 

this struggle. Since losing tennis, so many wonderful things have entered my life and 

I could not be more grateful for all that I have.  

 


