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Ever since I was a little boy, I dreamed of being tall. I grew up with two older brothers, so 

my childhood was very tough in that regard. My oldest brother is over five years older than me, 
and the middle brother is almost three years older. They never made it easy for me; I was always 
the one getting ganged up on and beaten. The things the youngest child has to go through really 
aren't talked about enough in society. There were many unthinkable things those two did to me 
when I was a child. I was just a young boy who couldn’t do anything to stand up to them. 

My dad would always tell them they should watch out because I was growing at a faster 
pace than they had during their younger years. During 8th grade, I grew taller than my oldest 
brother, and by freshman year, I was the tallest in the family. I wasn’t only the tallest in my 
immediate family; I am taller than all of the relatives we stay in touch with. 

Now, 6’2” isn’t extremely tall, but after over a decade of being a foot shorter than my 
brothers, I feel like I'm on top of the world. Being 6’2” just makes my life so much easier. It 
made it easier to find a girlfriend. It’s easier to reach the top shelf. It makes it easier to see over a 
crowd. It even makes sports easier (except for running back drills in football practice. I was the 
tallest running back by over six inches, and they would make us run through metal gates that 
were lowered so you had to stay low. Let’s just say they lowered them for the shorter players, 
and I probably have some sort of brain damage from how many times I hit the bar!) 

Jokes aside, being tall is a privilege. There are so many advantages to having a few more 
inches than the rest of the population. All of this being said, height is not something I obsess 
over; I don't make it my entire personality. While it is a useful and desirable trait, it is something 
given, not earned. While certain lifestyles help promote growth in your younger years, much of it 
is genetic. 

I think of my height as a blessing. I don’t boast or try to make others envious; instead, I 
use it to help people. Oftentimes, as the tallest person in the room, people look up to me, both 
figuratively and literally. Society often recognizes tall people as leaders or protectors. As 
someone who is taller than average, I love being that person who can lead and defend others. 
Whenever I am working at the marina people always turn to me when faced with a challenge. I 
believe that part of that is due to my height. It is the same exact way in school and sports as well. 
Of course one could say it is because of my character, but I am one of the tallest people 
everywhere I go. 

 After living my childhood as a boy who couldn’t stick up for himself, I know what it’s 
like to be picked on by someone bigger. Because of this, I promise to always help those 
individuals. Now that I am tall, I can stick up for myself and for others. If I ever see someone 
being bullied because of their size, I will step in. I am grateful to have the stature to make a real 
difference. 

 


