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To me, being tall means a lesson in confidence. One that has been difficult to learn, but also one 
that has shaped who I am and how I see the world.  

For as long as I can remember, I have been aware of myself. I have always stood a head above 
my classmates in photos. In group settings, new people can be intimidated and almost always 
comment about my height in some way. As a teenage girl especially, my mentality towards this 
visibility has been complicated. There are moments when I feel like there is simply too much of 
me. Too much leg, too much arm span, too much presence. In a world that often teaches girls to 
be delicate, short and cute, being tall can feel like a bold rebellion that I did not choose. 

When I walk into a room, I cannot disappear. I cannot blend in behind someone else. Standing 
out—or rather, standing up—is inevitable. For a long time, that made me uncomfortable. I had 
terrible posture, would bend my knees slightly in photos, and would choose a seat in the back 
row. Like many teenagers, I was insecure. However, height is not something you can hide.  

Over time, being tall has forced me to confront that insecurity. I cannot, and would not, change 
my height, so I have learnt to change my mindset. I have learned to walk with my shoulders 
back and my head high—not in arrogance, but in confidence. Good posture became more than 
a physical adjustment, it became a mental one. Each time I straighten my spine, I am 
challenging the voice in my head that whispers that I am “too much.” 

Being tall has taught me that “too much” is often just another way of saying “unapologetically 
present.” I take up space. I reach high shelves easily. I stride instead of shuffle. Being 
unashamed of myself physically has taught me about being confident about who I am as a 
whole. If I can stand tall in a crowded hallway, I can raise my hand in class. If I can endure 
questions about basketball, (which I do not play), I can handle difficult conversations. If I cannot 
help standing out, then I can influence what people see when they inevitably notice me. 

Confidence, I have realized, is not the absence of fear. I still feel anxiety when I am the tallest in 
the room, and when I worry that I am being judged. But confidence is choosing not to let that 
fear dictate my posture or my choices. Confidence is joining the worship team, even though the 
stage adds 4 feet of height. It is wearing heels if I like them. It is unapologetically using my gift at 
volleyball. 

Being tall has also reshaped how I see other people. I am more aware of who is standing alone, 
who looks uncomfortable, who feels out of place. I have learnt that everyone feels out of place 
daily. Because I know what it feels like to be visible, I try to use my presence to make others feel 
seen in a gentler way. I have learned that confidence is not about dominating a room, but about 
inhabiting it kindly and securely. 

Most importantly, being tall has taught me that I am allowed to exist exactly as I am. I do not 
need to minimize myself, physically or as a whole,  for someone else’s comfort. I do not need to 



apologize for my height, my personality, or my voice. Standing tall is no longer just a description 
of my body. Standing tall is also a metaphor for how I present myself in every way.  

To me, being tall means daily lessons in quiet confidence. It means truly seeing others who 
stand out as well. It means standing tall in my thoughts, choices and dreams, as well as how I 
hold myself physically.  

 


