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For the longest time, I wasn’t sure how I felt about my height. From an early age, I've stood 
out from the crowd-literally. I’ve been the tallest kid in class my entire life, and with those 
extra inches came a whole host of assumptions and expectations, some negative, some 
positive, but all confining in their own way. Coaches expected me to be their star athlete, 
everyone assumed I played basketball, and adults often treated me like I was older than I 
actually was. At first, I didn’t know how to handle all the unwanted attention. But over time, 
I learned how to navigate it, and more importantly, how to define myself beyond my height. 

 

At the age of seven, I joined my first community lacrosse team, comprised of boys from 1st 
to 5th grade. From my very first practice, I recognized the coach was pushing me harder 
than any of my teammates, constantly shouting at me to run faster, throw farther, and 
check harder. Eventually, my dad caught on, asking the coach how old he thought I was. 
"Eleven," he said. When my dad told him I was only seven, he was shocked. That 
experience stuck with me, making me realize that those around me were already starting to 
make incorrect assumptions about me based on my appearance. 

 

As I grew older and taller, the unwanted attention only increased. My classmates gawked 
and pointed at me in the halls, and strangers approached me in public to ask invasive 
questions about my height. As a quiet, thoughtful kid, I wanted nothing more than to blend 
into the crowd, but when you're the tall kid, you aren't afforded that luxury. In addition to 
the social detriments of being tall, my seemingly never-ending growth spurts proved 
physically challenging. I was growing so fast that I struggled with my coordination- my 
lanky arms and legs seemed to attract things to bump into. It was also difficult to maintain 
my weight or build muscle mass with a body of my size. Despite these challenges, I 
eventually realized that, since I certainly wasn’t getting any shorter, I would have to learn 
how to carry my height with confidence.  

 

Despite my intention to come to terms with my height, there were still many moments 
when I hated standing out from the crowd. I wished I could walk into a room without heads 
turning or go just one day without someone commenting on my height. But over time, I 



realized these awkward moments came with the territory and that most onlookers weren't 
trying to be rude or make me uncomfortable. I learned that people only act like this around 
me and make these outward comments because they see height as something positive. I 
had to take in these experiences and realize that people are just simply awe struck and 
amazed at seeing something out of the ordinary and unique. Taking this to heart, I stopped 
hunching over and started walking with my head held high. 

 

Now, I see my height as just one small part of who I am, much less important than my 
curiosity, my compassion, or my drive to keep growing in the ways that matter. For a long 
time, I let other people’s assumptions shape my self-confidence. I allowed their 
comments and expectations to make me feel like I had to fit into a role I didn’t choose. But 
over the years, I’ve gradually learned to step outside of those assumptions and define 
myself on my own terms and not those that my height and others try to give me. I’ve 
realized that being seen isn’t the same as being understood-and that it’s up to me to make 
sure people see the full picture. 


