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“What Being Tall means to me?”  
 

​ Tall? What is being tall? Is it something that is merely inches on a stadiometer at 
the doctor's that they can barely reach, or is it being able to grab snacks and food from 
the top shelf of a pantry? For me, it is much, much more than that, and my height has 
had a great impact on almost every aspect of my life. Throughout elementary and 
middle school, I was tall for my class but never the tallest. There was always a girl who 
was taller than me, which was quite surprising. Finally, at the end of eighth grade, my 
prayers were answered, and I had a growth spurt and quickly grew much taller than this 
girl. I was finally eye-to-eye with both of my parents by the time of my eighth-grade 
graduation. When I went to high school, I not only grew physically but also grew in my 
understanding of what it meant to be tall to me. In my first and second years, I was 
constantly growing, and it felt like every time I saw family and friends, they would ask if I 
had grown another inch or two. During this time, there were not many tall individuals at 
my school, and the vertically advantaged fellas were few and far between. People would 
always be assuming, “You must play basketball.” My answer was no, which made me 
feel a bit out of place as to what I should be doing with my height.  
 
Junior year came, and I still hadn’t found a true meaning for my 6’6” frame, but little did I 
know that, pretty soon, I would find it and the place where my height was valuable and 
celebrated. Before my junior year, I had participated in a few short rowing seasons with 
my high school team. Here I was exposed to a sport where height was all the craze and 
one of the most valuable assets to have in the boat. This, though, was not the moment 
where I found the value in my height; it would lead me to where I was meant to be. At 
the beginning of junior year, in the hopes of improving my rowing ability and making new 
friends, I joined a new club rowing team outside of my school team. Joining this local 
club team, which was looking to make its mark in the world of rowing, with a new coach 
and a new dream, was instantly a great fit. I was instantly introduced to over 20 guys 
who were the same height as me or even taller, which just made me feel at home. This 
ability to relax and feel at ease with who I was helped me grow instantly in this new 
program. I was literally and physically able to stand tall and proud of who I am. This 
growth wasn’t always linear, and there were many ups and downs, but finding a group 
of guys who are the same height as me and share my passion has helped me grow in 
every way, as they have become my closest friends. We started to enjoy many things 
together outside of rowing. This helped me incredibly as I grew socially and athletically, 
leading to my being recruited to row at the University of California, Berkeley by the very 
end of my Junior Year. When I go on to this higher level, I will once again be surrounded 
by many more tall fellas, as the average rower is 6’5. For me, being tall is about 
opportunity and using the opportunities that come with the height God gifted me with, 
both athletically and socially.     

 


