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What Being Tall Means to Me 

 Since a very young age, I can remember people always talking about “how big he is” 
when they would meet me for the first time.  At first, I thought nothing of it, but as I grew 
older I didn’t like the attention.  Being singled out was something that I didn’t enjoy very 
much; however, it seemed that someone was always commenting on my height.  I have 
always played sports since childhood which also brought about lots of comments 
regarding my size.  During little league baseball, I once overheard a coach asking his 
dugout, “What truck did that kid drive here?”.  My dad kindly replied, “He rode with me, 
that’s my son.”  Since my dad is six foot six, they all shook their heads and understood.  This 
made me proud to be like my dad.  At a tennis tournament one year, an opponent’s mom 
cornered me asking questions about my birthday.  I was only ten, but she thought I was 
much older and wanted to challenge my eligibility due to my size.  Once again, my parents 
were right there to defend my position as simply “falling in line with the family” and making 
me feel better about the interaction.  Being tall sometimes made it really difficult to learn 
new skills.  Growth spurts could sometimes make it feel awkward to throw or run, but I 
would always keep working at whatever skill until mastered.  I have even been referenced 
as “a baby giraffe” in describing my learning to throw pitches in baseball, though I never let 
any of this get me down.  In this way, being tall became such a confidence builder.  It 
eventually taught me to overcome adversity and actually ended up giving me more 
confidence in the end.  I learned to embrace my tall stature and appreciated more as I grew 
that I was merely growing to be like the rest of my family.  Tall also means family to me – I 
am blessed with a tall family of men to offer me the utmost support in all that I do.  I already 
mentioned my dad, and my grandfather also stands tall and strong at six foot seven.  I also 
have many uncles who are more than 6 feet tall – all of them coming to my sporting events 
and supporting me all the way.  I finally realized that my God-given height was something 
that could be sought by many, but is only granted to a few.  Being tall has set me apart in so 
many ways, and due to my continued hard work to succeed, I have been offered a position 
to play baseball in college.  I don’t, however, believe that merely my 6’6” stature alone 
achieved that offer.  Rather, it is the combination of it all – initially having doubts that being 
tall was a good thing, learning to embrace who I am, respecting and admiring my family 
who share the same characteristics and hard work put in to adapt to new skills even though 
I thought height would hinder them.  As I grow into a young adult athlete, I feel like size will 
definitely be a benefit in collegiate sports.  Being tall certainly seems to be much more of 
an advantage at this point, but to me it will always mean more than just a size.  Being tall 



means the world to mean since it has taught me so much about being myself, becoming 
confident in who I was made to be and it will always mean family!     

 


