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What Being Tall Means to Me

I was always told that I was “the tall one” long before I even understood what it really
meant. From junior kindergarten and onwards, in every class photo I was automatically placed in
the furthest row without question. At family gatherings, I was measured against door frames and
constantly compared to my tallest relatives as if my height were a family project. At such a

young age, being tall wasn't just a physical trait, it was a defining part of my identity.

At first, I never really questioned why I was tall. I never really understood why my height
seemed so important to everyone around me. However, as time passed, I realized that it started to
shape how I was treated and perceived. My teachers always expected maturity from me,
strangers always thought I was older than what I was, and my family gave me many more
responsibilities at a young age because I appeared older. Without realizing it, I was rarely
allowed to be a regular kid with a regular height. One moment that truly stuck with me was in a
McDonalds play place. My friends and I had decided to play tag and hide-and-seek, but before
the game even started, I knew that it would be a struggle. The tunnels and tight spaces were
designed for smaller children and I could barely maneuver my body through them. I was always
the first person to be tagged and the first to be found. It was almost impossible for me to squeeze
into the good hiding spots. Eventually, I lost interest in playing because I felt like the easiest
target. That experience was one of the first times I genuinely felt restricted by something that |

could not control.
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As 1 grew older, there were definitely some moments when I wished I could just shrink
and blend in with everyone. I was not always comfortable with standing out. If I did not fully
understand who I was yet, How could I feel so confident being so visible? My height began to
feel like a vulnerability. I became hyperaware of the space that I occupied; physically, socially,
and mentally. When I was in middle school, I would purposefully bend my legs and hunch my
back in public to appear shorter. Instead of helping, it only caused more discomfort and strain on
my body. I deeply hated being the tallest person in every group, especially when I was out with
friends and family. I felt exposed, as if I had no other choice but to be seen by everyone I walked

past.

Over time, however, my perspective began to shift. Instead of viewing my height as
something awkward or limiting, I began to see it as a strength. When I entered high school, I was
as tall as many of the seniors, but instead of feeling out of place, I felt like I belonged. At last,
my friends were relatively caught up in height. I had simply just grown earlier than most of
them. The responsibilities that once felt unfair to me, started to feel like trust. The expectations
of maturity became opportunities to prove myself even more. Now when people assume I am
older than I am, I do not feel uncomfortable, I feel proud. Being tall is not something I hide from
anymore. It is a part of me that represents humiliation, growth, and resilience. What was once a
restriction in every way has now become a constant reminder that to stand out is to be confident
in your own identity first. I learned that sometimes, the one thing that separates us from the rest

1s what teaches us to stand tall.



