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Every Inch Matters 

“You find out life’s this game of inches.” (Al Pacino) 

 In an essay all about a single word, it is common, expected even, to write about a big 

word. Whether big in length, big in meaning, or big in usage, these words can typically pack 

quite a story behind them. For this essay, however, that just did not feel right. I want to use a 

word that is inherently little--in fact, according to the acclaimed source dictionary.com, one of its 

definitions is “a very small amount of anything” (Dictionary.com). The word is inches. It is small 

in length, being only six letters long. It is generally small in meaning as well, as most people use 

it just as a unit of measurement. And it is small in usage--rarely used outside of the context of 

building or measuring things. But in my life, inches have played a big role…because of how 

small it is. The old saying “by small and simple things are great things brought to pass” (Alma 

37:15) has completely rang true in my life. 

“Because in either game, life or football, the margin for error is so small — I mean one-half 

a step too late, or too early, and you don’t quite make it.  

One-half second too slow, too fast, you don’t quite catch it.” (Al Pacino) 

 At the ripe age of twelve years old, I found myself standing on a baseball field, in the 

type of situation that young kids daydream about as they play whiffle ball in their backyard. I 

stood at the plate, looking into the eyes of a young man who I had competed with all spring. 

Throughout the whole season, there had been a battle between me and this boy, a battle over who 

was better and more importantly, who could lead their team to a championship. In about two 

minutes, this battle would be culminated, with one of us standing victorious while the other 

looked on defeated. My team had two runs on the scoreboard, while the opposing team had three. 

It was the bottom of the sixth and last inning of this elimination game in the annual spring 
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tournament. With two outs and a runner on second base, a hit would tie the game, and a home 

run would crown my team as victors. Without either, our season would be over.  

 Thump. “Steeee-rike!” the umpire bellowed as the first pitch hummed past the plate. To 

my eyes, it had been about an inch outside of the strike zone. I wasn’t stressing though--surely 

that inch wouldn’t matter much later. 

 “Umph” the boy grunts as he releases the pitch. My eyes grow wide as I see the ball 

come in--low and inside, the same pitch I have hit home runs off of all season long. Crack! My 

aluminum bat meets the leather ball, sending it high and deep, and… 

 “Foul ball!” the umpire shouts. I had been one half inch too fast, and I hadn’t quite made 

it. That’s alright, I thought. Surely that inch wouldn’t matter much later. 

 Hissss. Thump. The ball just misses my bat as the pitch pounds into the catcher’s mitt. 

“Steeee-rike three!” the umpire shouts, and the opposing team explodes with jubilation. I crouch 

with my head between my knees, twelve year old tears beginning to squeeze their way out of my 

eyes.  

 Little had I known two minutes earlier the power of one inch to change my whole life.   

“And I know if I’m gonna have any life anymore, it’s because I’m still willin’ to fight and 

die for that inch.” (Al Pacino) 

 After my seemingly crushing defeat as a twelve-year-old boy, I had a hard time 

recovering from my heartbreak. My confidence had been crushed, and my performance declined 

on the baseball field. Over the next five years, I felt myself slowly regressing from where I had 

been. As sad as it sounds, I thought I had hit my peak as a twelve-year-old. I had less friends, did 

worse in school, and performed worse on the baseball field. After five years of steady regression, 
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I realized: I wasn’t happy. I did not want to get out of bed in the morning. I did not want to play 

baseball anymore. I did not want to spend time with my friends or my family. A dark cloud of 

depression had settled over me slowly, and I had done nothing to stop it. A massive blanket had 

been dropped on me, and I just could not get out from under the darkness. For this time in my 

life, I did not enjoy living. Deep inside, I hated how I felt, and wanted to change, to break free 

from this massive blanket of depression and back into the light. I tried big, grandiose things: 

yoga, Hinduism, throwing out all of my belongings, even wild and reckless things to try to get 

myself to feel joy. Nothing worked, until I realized: I had not been fighting for the inch. I had 

been fighting for a mile, for instantaneous results, and been getting nothing.  

“We can climb outta hell one inch at a time… 

Because that’s what livin’ is!  

The six inches in front of your face!!” (Al Pacino) 

 Finally, after months of struggle, I climbed out of this funk of depression. I did it not with 

one instantaneous event, but simply by focusing simply on the six inches in front of my face. I 

stopped trying to climb out all at once, and instead focused on six small things that I could do, 

every day, to improve myself that day. The ‘six inches’ in front of my face. I focused on working 

out every day, on reading every day, meditating every day, journaling every day, performing 

service every day, and connecting with a friend every day. Six extremely small things, but things 

that moved me forward every single day.  

“The inches we need are everywhere around us.” (Al Pacino) 

 During the COVID-19 pandemic, after months of boredom and quarantine, I cracked 

open a book that would enlighten my mind and help me understand why my life had gone the 
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way it had gone. Everything from when I struck out as a twelve-year-old kid to my struggles 

with depression as a teenager started to make sense to me. It would be so fitting to say that the 

book was the Bible, or another religious text, but four months of being quarantined because of 

the coronavirus pandemic had me burned out of reading religious texts, to put it frankly. The 

book that helped everything make sense was Jeff Olson’s novel The Slight Edge. As I turned the 

pages to this book, the concepts explained put together the pieces of my life like a puzzle. 

“On this team we fight for that inch!” (Al Pacino) 

Olson explained why some people have success and some fail, while others just survive, 

like this: “Many people oscillate between success and failure in life…when you struggle from 

failure to survival, continue to do the things that brought you to survival, and you will become a 

success” (The Slight Edge). Reading this was like a literal lightbulb went off in my head. I had 

struggled from the failure of depression to survival by doing those six simple things every day. If 

I was to have any chance of continuing on my upward trajectory, to become and eventual 

success, I would have to continue doing those six simple things, every single day.  

“Because we know when we add up all those inches that’s gonna make the difference 

between WINNING and LOSING, between LIVING and DYING!” (Al Pacino) 

From that experience, my whole perspective on life has changed. I now like to think of 

life as though we are filling a bathtub, but we can only put in one cup of water a day. Imagine 

that: an empty 42-gallon bathtub, and you only put one cup in. That single cup will hardly make 

a difference! And it is true. That one cup will hardly make a difference. You will barely be able 

to see the water, in fact. After adding the second cup, there also will not be much of a difference. 

Day after day, you will not see a lot of change. But after 672 days, there will be a change (The 
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Sacramento Bee). In fact, the whole dang bathtub will be full! And you didn’t do too much- you 

spent maybe 5 minutes a day adding a cup of water to that bathtub. It was so easy to do. But, it 

would have been so easy not to do as well. As Jeff Olsen says in his book The Slight Edge, “The 

simple things that lead to success are all easy to do. But they're also just as easy not to do.” 

(Olson). I found that out firsthand in my life. Performing my six simple daily disciplines was my 

way of filling up my bathtub each day. None of those six things are particularly difficult or time-

consuming to do, but they would be just as easy to stop doing. It is the consistency in doing them 

every day that caused growth in my life. 

“That’s all it is.” (Al Pacino) 

 The word inch derives from the Latin word ‘uncia’, which was what the Romans used in 

their systems of weights and measures. It’s only fitting that the word inches comes from the 

Romans, as we all know that ‘Rome wasn’t built in a day.’ Rather, Rome was built inch by inch, 

by small steps and degrees, until it became the great city we know it was. The Romans had a lot 

of knowledge and contributions to society, but I would argue that their greatest contribution to 

my life has been their founding of the word ‘uncia’, which led to the word ‘inch’, which lead to 

happiness in my life. (Merriam Webster). 

 Now, my alarm goes off in the morning, and I wake up feeling good, excited to put 

another cup of water in my metaphorical bathtub. I still strive to do my six small things every 

day: work out every day, read every day, meditate every day, journal every day, perform service 

every day, and connect with a friend every day. Each thing is only an inch, and would mean 

nothing if it was only done that day. But when repeated day in and day out, year after year and 

week after week, I have seen my mental, physical, emotional, and spiritual health flourish. My 

bathtub has risen from one cup to six hundred cups, moving in inches, not in leaps. Every single 
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decision you make will move you either further away or closer to happiness. So, never forget: the 

inches you need are everywhere around you. 
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 I wanted to attach Al Pacino’s whole speech at the end of this. It really didn’t impact my 

life as I learned about the power of inches, but I recently saw it, and it gave me the inspiration to 

write this. I included excerpts throughout the essay, as I thought it applied to the situations I 

found myself in. If I could give you any advice, it would be to hold on to the power of a single 

inch, and never let go. 

Al Pacino’s whole speech 

I don’t know what to say, really.  

Three minutes till the biggest battle of our professional lives all comes down to today.  

Now either we heal as a team or we’re gonna crumble, inch by inch, play by play, ’til we’re 

finished. 

We’re in hell right now, gentlemen, believe me. 

And, we can stay here — get the sh*t kicked out of us — or we can fight our way back into the 

light.  

We can climb outta hell one inch at a time. 

Now, I can’t do it for you.  

I’m too old. I look around. I see these young faces, and I think — I mean — I made every wrong 

choice a middle-aged man can make.  

I, uh, I pissed away all my money, believe it or not. I chased off anyone who’s ever loved me. 

And lately, I can’t even stand the face I see in the mirror. 

You know, when you get old in life things get taken from you. I mean that’s…part of life.  

But, you only learn that when you start losing stuff.  

You find out life’s this game of inches. 

So is football.  

Because in either game, life or football, the margin for error is so small — I mean one-half a step 

too late, or too early, and you don’t quite make it.  

One-half second too slow, too fast, you don’t quite catch it. 

The inches we need are everywhere around us. 

They’re in every break of the game, every minute, every second. 

On this team, we fight for that inch. On this team, we tear ourselves and everyone else around us 

to pieces for that inch. We claw with our fingernails for that inch, because we know when we 

add up all those inches that’s gonna make the f****n’ difference between winning and losing! 

Between livin’ and dyin’! 

I’ll tell you this: In any fight, it’s the guy who’s willing to die who’s gonna win that inch.  

And I know if I’m gonna have any life anymore, it’s because I’m still willin’ to fight and die for 

that inch.  

Because that’s what livin’ is!  

The six inches in front of your face!! 

Now I can’t make you do it. You got to look at the guy next to you. Look into his eyes!  

Now I think you’re gonna see a guy who will go that inch with you. You’re gonna see a guy who 

will sacrifice himself for this team because he knows, when it comes down to it, you’re gonna do 

the same for him! 
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That’s a team, gentleman! 

And, either we heal, now, as a team, or we will die as individuals. 

That’s football guys. 

That’s all it is. 

Now, what are you gonna do? 

  

(Stone) 
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