
To me, being tall means being a hero…to the elderly couple that lives next door, Howie and Jan 
Koss. The dynamic between the tall young man and his elderly neighbors is one that is often 
overlooked, yet, for me, it has been one of the greatest perks of being blessed with height. The 
cost of playing the role of hero is modest: at most I have to take 30 minutes out of my day to 
perform a small a task for them such as changing a lightbulb, moving around plants, or best of 
all: reaching onto a shelf for something they couldn’t reach even with a stepladder. Yet these 
tasks are Herculean for Howie and Jan, so it makes me feel like Hercules to complete them. 
I may not burn many calories doing these simple jobs, but it is very healthy for my self-esteem 
because they ask me questions like “will you be able to carry that on your own?” when in reality 
what they want me to carry is actually pretty light, and I’m not even that strong. 
 
The opportunity to be a hero on a daily basis may be the reason why the tall are known for 
having high self-esteem; I know it is in my case. There is another aspect of this relationship that 
I particularly enjoy. Most people don’t want to hear you boast about how great you are, and all 
of the achievements, but my elderly neighbors love it. When I’m done doing a task for Jan, she’ll 
invariably ask me how my day went, and I can tell her about anything: a physics test, a chorus 
concert, or winning a match in an academic team and she will say “oh my goodness you are 
such a smart young man.” While some people are more modest than others, we all deep down 
love to be praised. Recently, she told me that “each time I see you, you get even more 
handsome”; I felt great for the rest of the day even if it’s more likely that her vision is just 
deteriorating. 
 
While my height makes the tasks simple, to the Koss family these small favors seem to mean a 
great deal. I’m grateful that I am able to ease some of the burdens they have to face with their 
age and that I can be a source of relief to them. Through simple acts of kindness, I am letting 
them know that as they age I’ll be there to help, whether it’s an emergency or just a slight 
inconvenience they need help with; thus, being tall to me is about using my height to help others 
around me. 
 
My father taught me that the best use of our strengths is to help others. In his case, he is a 
skilled wordsmith. He uses his powers of persuasion and his way with words as a lawyer to 
defend people. He was a JAG officer in the Air Force, and his landmark achievement was 
successfully defending a teenage Guantanamo detainee who was falsely accused of a crime 
based on a tortured confession. My Dad may be 5 inches shorter than me, but I still look up to 
him. And this, ultimately, is what it means to be tall, being someone that others can look up to, 
not only in the physical sense, but as a role model to emulate. 
 
I’m a good test taker, so in the last year I’ve been tutoring international students for the SAT, 
who may struggle to reach top scores because of language barriers and their unfamiliarity with 
the format. As I continue to grow both in height, and as a person, I’lll strive to use my tallness 
as well as my other strengths, interests, and passions in ways that can help others. Being tall 
means not standing above others, but standing up for them. 
 


