What Being Tall Means To Me

My girlfriend’s mom has a very specific pet peeve: she hates it when I look at the top of her
refrigerator. It’s not that I’m trying to be rude or judge her cleaning habits, but at 6’5”, the
top of the fridge is right at eye level for me. While most people see a clean kitchen, I see a
thick layer of dust that hasn’t been touched in months. This is just one of the weird daily
realities of being tall. My friends are usually jealous of my height and my athletic ability,
often complaining that I don’t use my "gifts" the way they want me to, like by becoming a
professional basketball player. Meanwhile, I’m just over here dealing with constant upper
neck and back issues because the rest of the world was built for people much shorter than
me.

There are definitely downsides to being 6°5”, but I have found plenty of upsides, too. The
biggest one is in the pool. I am a future collegiate water polo goalie. My long wingspan
gives me a massive advantage because I can block shots that other goalies simply can't
reach. When I lift myself out of the water, I can cover almost the entire cage. It also helps
with my swimming; because my arms are so long, I get a much better "pull" through the
water than most people, which helps me move faster with less effort. In the water, I don’t
feel clumsy or out of place. I feel like I am exactly the size I am supposed to be.

Being tall is also a huge part of my personality because of how people treat me. When you
walk into a room and you’re the tallest person there, people notice you immediately. I’ve
learned to use humor to handle that attention. I love making jokes, and I’ve realized that
being funny is the best way to get people to like me for who I am, not just how big I am. 1
often make fun of myself or joke about my height to put people at ease. Sometimes I’ll mess

with my shorter friends in a playful way, or I’ll make a joke about how the air is thinner up



here. It’s a way to show people that even though I look big and maybe a little intimidating,
I’m actually just a regular, friendly guy. I like to think my brain is a bit above average, but
I’ve often wondered if I would be as "cool" or as close with the awesome people in my life if
I were five inches shorter. Height has always been seen as a sign of dominance, but I try to
use mine for good things, like reaching high objects for people or giving the kind of big
hugs that actually make people feel better. To be honest, there is a small, selfish part of me
that likes being the tallest person in the room. It makes me feel special, like I have
something unique that sets me apart from everyone else.

However, that feeling goes away when I’m around my friends who are even taller than me.
I have a few friends who make me look short, and I’ll admit that in those moments, I feel a
bit worthless or less attractive. It’s a weird feeling to lose the one thing you thought made
you "'special." But those moments have taught me a big lesson. I’ve realized that my
friends don’t hang out with me just because I’m 6’5”. They want to be around me because
of the person I am. They value my personality and my friendship, not my measurement on
a wall. They make me feel like I have worth regardless of my height, and that has helped

me realize that being tall is just a part of me, not the whole story.



