What Being Tall Means to Me?

Every year the tick marks climbed, climbed higher than the doctor could have ever
predicted. He believed that because of my parents' heights, I would be lucky to be 6°3. It became
obvious as the pencil marks on the ruler that hung in my bedroom went up year after year that
one day, the mark would be on the actual wall. On my 17th birthday, the tradition continued and I
realized that I had officially outgrown the wooden ruler, proudly standing 6°6”. It was a
benchmark for me my entire life as the greatest player in the world, Michael Jordan, stood at 6
foot 6 inches. Being tall is a big part of who I am, but if [ was ever able to reach his stature, it
would be the first step in continuing my dream of playing basketball at the next level.

While reaching MJ’s height was a dream for my basketball career, towering over your
peers comes with some practical struggles. I remember from middle school throughout high
school that my mom and I would go through store after store at the mall just trying to find
clothes that would fit. I have never owned more than one pair of jeans in my entire life because
they would fit great for 4 months and the next thing we knew, they wouldn’t even cover up my
ankles. Jeans were not the only struggle, as fitting into those tiny seats on an airplane was a
complete nightmare. I was lucky enough to travel to Africa to visit my aunt who lived in Zambia
at the time. One of the flights there was a whooping fourteen hours and it felt like days trying to
stay still in a seat that was never built for someone my size. Every hour I would have to get up
and stretch just to avoid cramps in my hamstrings and calves. Once we finally arrived, the plan
was to go on a 3 day safari trip and see all of the animals Zambia had to offer. The only problem
was that out of the 8 seats on the truck, my knees hit the bar in front of me on six of them and I

hit my head on the other one. Our guide was kind enough to let me sit in the front seat with him,;



the only seat left that I could fit in. These moments remind me that being tall requires some
resilience, but I wouldn’t trade it for anything in the world.

I’ve learned to anticipate two questions that seem to follow me everywhere: ‘How tall
are you?’ And ‘Do you play basketball?’ I guess I’'m lucky that I can say I'm 6’6 and yes I do .
Then the conversation moves to whether or not I am going to play in the NBA: every kid's pipe
dream. While my height has opened the door, only years of dedication in the driveway and gym
allowed me to walk through it. It all started at age six shooting in the driveway of our old house
before an intramural game at my elementary school. My love and passion for basketball has
helped me through the struggles I have faced throughout my career. Resilience through that
adversity is what has allowed me to achieve my dreams of playing basketball at the collegiate
level. I am so thankful for my God-given abilities and I can’t wait to continue my basketball
career at Lawrence University in Appleton, Wisconsin and play for a coach that believes in what
I can do. Being tall is a big part of my identity and hopefully I will be able to reach new heights

in this next chapter of my life.



