
Being tall means being the first one noticed in a room. It’s feeling awkward in pictures standing 
next to your average height friends. It’s not having enough leg room in the car. It’s never being 
able to find pants that go past your ankles. It’s also one of the greatest things to ever happen to 
me. Growing up I hated being tall. The social norm was to be little and take up the least amount 
of space as possible, yet I did the opposite. Along with the unusual height I was very skinny, this 
began the constant comments from my parents' friends, “do you even feed her”, and “wow I 
wish I was as skinny as you” that became annoying quickly. As I got older the comments started 
to hit harder, being compared to a stick bug, I started to lose confidence. I loathed looking in the 
mirror to find that what everyone claimed about my appearance was true. In middle school I 
reached 5 '8, my height started to take a serious toll on my mental health. I looked up every 
video on the internet that claimed they knew the remedy to shrink. I started drinking coffee 
because it “stunted your growth hormones” even though I despised the taste. I took the soles 
out of my shoes so I would appear shorter. Then I found volleyball. The coaches boosted my 
confidence, I loved the atmosphere and the girls on the team and had a huge advantage with 
my height. I felt like I had a place where I belong, a purpose for my tallness. School progressed 
and sports started to get more competitive. The girls on my school team were all on club teams, 
they had specialized practices to improve their skills and I just couldn’t keep up. My parents 
never really had the funds for a club team nor did they want to spend their time going to 
volleyball tournaments every weekend so I was forced to quit. My spark started to die. Random 
people would approach me (and still do) asking if I played basketball or volleyball; I felt like a 
waste of height. The following year I joined the cheer team, I still felt like the same awkward, 
lengthy girl from middle school. Insecurities came rushing over me as all the girls on the team 
were 5 ‘4 and under, I felt like I didn’t belong. No person to confide my self-consciousness into, 
no escape from the reality of my appearance. My screen time sky-rocketed as I scrolled TikTok 
looking at girls who were the perfect height with the perfect body. Doomscrolling for hours, I 
came across a girl named Sophie. She was 6’0 with quads of steel and what I define as the 
perfect athlete build. Sophomore year I started going to the gym; this was my escape. I bought 
the cheapest tennis shoes I could find, a few pairs of athletic shorts, and began my journey. Two 
years later, the gym has grown me into a completely different person. I have gained so much 
confidence and no longer avoid looking in the mirror. Growing into the best version of myself 
has brought me happiness and a long awaited feeling of being comfortable in my own skin. The 
optimistic mindset I’ve grown into has helped me realize my height can be used as a tool. I can 
grab a group's attention easier and present myself with welcoming body language. My 
new-found confidence has helped me grow into a leader and branch out to new people. I joined 
Student Council and became the class Vice President. I lead our school’s FCA group. I’m now a 
part of the women in leadership organization. But most importantly, I love who I have become. 
Being tall means naturally taking up space, that means it's up to you whether to embrace it or 
not.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 


