
Being tall is not just a physical trait in my family, it’s basically a genetic destiny. When your 
dad is 6’6”, your mom is 5’11”, and your grandfather is 6’5”, you don’t really wonder if you’re 
going to be tall. You just wait for it to happen, like puberty or realizing homework is due at 
11:59 PM. My grandmothers are shorter, which I think was nature’s attempt at balance, but 
it clearly didn’t work. Somewhere along the way, the tall genes won the Stanley Cup and 
never looked back. 

Growing up tall means people have expectations of you before you even say a word. 
Teachers assume you’re older. Little kids assume you’re in charge. Strangers assume you 
play basketball, which is always awkward because I play hockey and can barely dribble. 
When I tell them that, they nod politely, like I just told them I collect stamps. Being tall also 
means I’ve been asked to reach things since I was about ten years old. Grocery stores, 
classrooms, family gatherings…it doesn’t matter. If it’s on a high shelf, I’m suddenly an 
unpaid employee. 

At home, being tall is just normal. Family photos look like a lineup for an NHL expansion 
draft. My dad and grandfather tower over everyone, and I’m somewhere in the middle, still 
growing, still catching up. Height is never really discussed, but it’s always there, ducking 
under doorframes, legroom complaints in cars, and constant arguments about who gets 
the aisle seat on airplanes. Spoiler alert, tall people never win that argument. 

When I play hockey, that is where being tall makes sense. On the ice, height feels like an 
advantage instead of an inconvenience. A longer reach helps with poke checks, screening 
the goalie, and winning battles along the boards. Of course, it also means I fall harder and 
take longer to get up, which is humbling in front of a packed student section. Still, there’s 
something empowering about using your size in a sport that rewards toughness, balance, 
and resilience. In hockey, being tall isn’t just noticeable but it’s useful. 

That said, being tall doesn’t automatically make life easier. I still trip over things, hit my 
head on low doorways, and struggle to find jeans that don’t look like capris. Desks at 
school feel like they were designed for someone half my size, and don’t even get me started 
on airplane seats when people ALWAYS recline who sit in front of you. Height gives you 
visibility, but it also means you’re always noticed, whether you want to be or not. You can’t 
really blend in when you’re a head taller than everyone else. 

What being tall has really taught me is confidence. You learn to stand out because you 
don’t have a choice. You learn to laugh when people make the same jokes over and over 
again. (“How’s the weather up there?” Still the same. Every time.) You learn to take up 
space, literally and figuratively, and be okay with it. 



To me, being tall means embracing what you’re given and making the most of it. It means 
carrying on a family legacy, one awkward car ride and broken doorframe at a time. It means 
using my size on the ice, laughing at it off the ice, and understanding that height is just one 
part of who I am. Sure, I’m tall. But I’m also a hockey player, a son, a grandson, and a 17-
year-old guy still growing into himself, probably another inch or two by next season. 

 


