To me, height has always been something I’ve been aware of since my first growth spurt
in second grade. It always meant awkward rides in your girlfriend’s Volkswagen Beetle and the
dreaded question. The one that everyone, from the closest family members to random passersby

on the street, has the need to ask ... “do you play basketball?”

“No, I do not play basketball. Do you play mini-golf?”

That aside, my height has been a blessing and a responsibility. It has allowed me to do
things and serve others in ways that I wouldn’t be able to at average height, whether it be
something small like reaching for dishes on the top shelf or bigger being able to touch the bottom
of the pool as you teach a little girl with autism how to swim. It’s not just the physical properties
that define me, but it is a mentality that has stuck with me. I cannot hide in a crowd, put my head
down and go with what everyone else is doing. I must be extra gentle when carrying something

smaller than me and always hold my head up high.

My height has been a gift to me and has been my responsibility to make it a gift to others.
It is an unfortunate truth that people in this world use their own advantages to push others down
and make them feel small. Blessed as I am, it is also my responsibility to use this advantage
where it will help the most people. History remembers gentlemen, but it remembers the gentle

giants more, as they had the strength to be cruel, to hurt the world, and they chose not to.

Being tall has also come to me as a platform, a platform that forces people to look up to
me for better or for worse. People notice you and when you speak, they listen. This is a lesson
that all people should know but it is one that becomes all too important when you stand a head
taller than others. It is an ironic form of accountability, as there are fewer places for me to hide

and more eyes that will find me. More people will watch what I do, hear what I say, and see how



I act. I don’t have the luxury of slipping to the side and hiding in the shadows, people see me,

and I can make an impact with that.

When I go to college, I plan to go to Baylor University to study English where I can get
my PhD and eventually start a career as a novelist. To grow in my writing, I went to a writing
camp this summer where I met one of my best friends. She was terrified the first time she met
me, because, as she says, “where I come from, tall guys are something people have reason to be
afraid of.” After meeting me, however, she was shocked when I held the door open for her and
said “Please” and “Thank you.” From then on, she started calling me Smallville, on account of
the fact that I live on a ranch and the fact that I looked like Clark Kent at the time. It’s as the
saying goes, though it isn’t Superman that says it, “with great power, comes great responsibility.”
I have strength, reach, and advantage from this gift and it quite literally puts me above others, yet

it is still a tall order to act with integrity and empathy to support those around me.

So, what does being tall mean to me? It means self-control, being the bigger person,
being someone that others look up to but most of all, it’s my superpower. I will be worthy of

your scholarship and thank you for your consideration.



