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I was eight when I first realized I was tall. My knees, permanently bruised from an 

all-too-common series of stumbles, barely fit under the school desk meant for “normal-sized” 
second graders. Sharing a “big kid” desk in the back of the classroom with the only other tall kid 
in my class, I felt special; my height allowed me to stand out from the masses and as a former 
theater kid, I relished the attention. I wore my height like a badge of honor, proudly playing my 
designated role as a man in every game of make-believe and theatre production I was in. When 
teachers sought me out to help move stacks of chairs or assigned me the job of line leader 
because I stood out above the crowd, I loved how my height differentiated me from my peers. 
 

When I was nine, I began gymnastics, a sport I quit shortly after because I would be too 
tall to compete at a high level. Despite this brief experience, gymnastics opened my eyes to the 
world of athletics. I looked up (well at this point down) to my older brother and his love for 
baseball and I quickly jumped at the opportunity to join a softball league. Despite my clumsiness 
and awkward running form, I loved the community and excitement in sports. In softball 
specifically, I was tall and strong enough to compete with the year above me, allowing me 
opportunities to improve at accelerated rates.  
 

I joined my club team at eleven, my softball family for the next three years and where I 
earned the lingering nickname, Baby Giraffe. As my love for softball grew, I became more 
involved by umpiring youth baseball. Mistaken for older, my height fostered respect from adults 
and players, boosting my confidence.  
 

When I was fourteen, I began to hate my height; the attention I once craved at eight 
rapidly dissolved into the gut-wrenching embarrassment that comes with standing out in high 
school. I wanted nothing more than to fit in. For Christmas that year, every item on my wishlist 
consisted of clothes I hoped would fit me. After opening and trying on the clothes I received, I 
realized to my horror, nothing fit right; the pants looked like capris and the t-shirts stretched 
awkwardly across my shoulders. In those years I wanted nothing more than to change my 
height.  
 

Since those difficult years in the beginning of high school, I found my stature offers 
unique opportunities. My passion for softball grew alongside my overarching goal: to become a 
collegiate athlete. Undoubtedly, my height opened doors to athletic opportunities like competing 
against top ranked teams, practicing with a local community college team, and the opportunity 
to play in division II collegiate softball. A head above my teammates, my height gives me an 
advantage; I stand out on the field to college coaches while physically competing with highly 
skilled adversaries. Off the field, I use my height to help and connect with those around me. I 
grab items for people off high shelves, I help adjust heights of machines in the gym, and I am 
the proud attention-getter of my friends, waving my hand high to let stragglers know where we 
are.  
 



As I have grown up, my perspective on my height has changed. I no longer view my 
height as positive or negative, but rather as a part of my overall being, like having blonde hair or 
scarily blue eyes. The struggles of shoe shopping, low ceilings, and awful nicknames, are as 
commonplace as needing buckets of sunscreen in the summer or my springtime sneezes. My 
height has opened life changing doors for me while shaping who I am as a person. If I had the 
choice to be any height in the world, I would not change a thing (except if I could be 10 feet tall 
and part of a profitable circus). 
 


