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What Being Tall Means to Me 

​ In 8th grade, I noticed people always asking me how tall I was. Nearly the tallest kid in 

my grade, I knew I was different, but never really thought too much of it. When I was fully 

grown at age 16, I stood out against most of my grade, and the comments and questions about 

my height became ever more prevalent. It’s during these years that I learned being tall wasn’t just 

about reaching the top shelf; there were certain social expectations to go along with it. “You must 

play basketball,” or “you look like you’d be athletic,” were lines I received more times than I 

could count. However, I began to realize that being athletic or reaching the top shelf was only the 

beginning of what people expected from me. I learned that height carries assumptions that go far 

beyond physical ability. Tall people are expected to be confident leaders who are comfortable in 

the spotlight and unafraid to stand out. These expectations are rarely spoken aloud, yet they are 

everywhere. When someone tall doesn’t fit that mold, people seem surprised, even unsettled, as 

if height alone should determine personality. Truly, it was never the expectation to play 

basketball, be athletic, or even to be able to reach the top shelf that intimidated me; it was the 

expectation to be bold, to be brave, and to be a leader. 

​ I spent years feeling inadequate to fulfill those expectations. In a world where I was 

meant to stand out, I often felt more comfortable in the shadows. I never asked for the attention 

my genetics gave me, yet there I found myself, seemingly in the spotlight. This situation 

worsened when, as a freshman, I made the varsity volleyball team and received even more 

attention than I was already struggling to bear. I knew my height had opened this door for me 

and had given the coaches a reason to put me on the court, but it also ensured I could not 

disappear into the background. What had once been a minor, unwanted source of attention had 

 



 

become a spotlight that was impossible to ignore, and those same inches that earned me a place 

on the court also placed me squarely in front of a crowd I wasn’t ready to face. 

​ It took time, but with every passing month, the attention seemed less daunting. The 

expectations: less intimidating. It took years before I was by any means “comfortable,” but as I 

matured, I realized that this attention wasn’t a burden; it was an opportunity. Not everyone had 

the opportunity to be looked upon as a natural leader, and this height that I had been given could 

become the biggest blessing in my life if I simply acted upon it… And that’s exactly what I did. 

​ So here I am now, a high school senior who has learned to embrace what he has been 

given and make the most of it. I’ve taken huge steps forward since my Freshman year, and I now 

find myself as the captain of that team I once wished to blend in with. Now, I’m no longer afraid 

to stand out. In fact, I love to stand out, because I’ve realized that I was never meant to blend in 

with this world. I was born to be bold, born to be brave, and born to be a leader. 


