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​My parents and I are walking into the gym. As we walk in, a woman and a very tall​
​man are leaving. Both my dad and the man immediately notice each other and a familiar​
​interaction occurs. Postures are corrected. Heads are held higher. As my mom puts it, the​
​two are “puffing up their feathers” to see which is taller.​

​My dad is 6’9”, so whenever there is another very tall person at the mall or a store​
​and he walks past them, the two size up each other. Who is taller? Who will succeed? Who​
​will protect their honor? Typically, the answer ends up being my father, yet at the same time​
​there is a camaraderie shared between tall people, even if there is a slight, albeit truly​
​unnecessary, embarrassment when one is shorter by an inch or two.​

​Since I was young, individuals would comment that I was thin and tall. Starting from​
​first grade I would be found at the back of group photos. I am currently 6’3”, which in my​
​family is an average height and in the Latvian community is not as peculiar. Latvian men and​
​women are both generally quite tall. At the same time, my journey to being tall has been​
​somewhat different. My dad started his biggest growth spurt during his senior year and​
​continued to grow throughout college. His graduation gown, bought several months prior,​
​was ill-fitting due to the growth spurt. However, he did not care. He was proud of his​
​accomplishments and proud of being tall.​

​I share that pride.​
​An area where I find the greatest pride in being tall is volunteering in a kindergarten​

​classroom. Even as I pass by other classes on the way to kindergarten I hear, “Woah, you’re​
​tall!” from other children in amazement. In the classroom, while I copy papers, rip out​
​packets, and arbitrate heated accusations of cheating when kids play a math game, I serve​
​as a role model. I have been able to form genuine connections. Kids seek me out when they​
​need their shoes tied or need help getting their water bottle in their backpack. In the​
​meantime, I can tell they look up to me in more ways than one. There, I feel proud about​
​being tall. It gives me a slight bit of authority and helps make the kids admire me.​

​My height is not just a thing I am proud of, it shows what I am proud about. The​
​Latvian community is one place in which my height is not as extraordinary. Latvian men are​
​approximately the 6th tallest in the world (Latvian women are the tallest in the world).​
​Although most of my Latvian relatives on my mom’s side are quite tall, she is not. On the​
​other hand, my dad and I tower over her.​
​Yet at the same time, that height I have in the Latvian community becomes more apparent​
​when I folk dance. I, admittedly, at times have bad posture. That bad habit becomes​
​consistently erased when I folk dance. There is a certain presentation needed when​
​performing, one of pride. Pride raises someone up. My posture is corrected. My head is held​
​higher. There is simply a confidence that develops as I represent the community that I love.​
​Here, my height shows that I am proud to be Latvian. Friends from other cultures that have​
​watched me folk dance have commented how I appear even larger on stage (and not just​
​because the stage is above the floor level).​
​My height is a source of pride and allows me to be a role model, gives me confidence and​
​helps me show my admiration for the things that I love.​


