
 

Inherited Height, Chosen Confidence 

Being tall used to mean hiding. I would slink into the back row of photos, walk around 
slouched, and never go to sporting events because I was embarrassed to stand up and block the 
people behind me. I was insecure about my height because that's how I was raised. Society 
praises tall men and asks tall women to shrink and fold into themselves. I absorbed the message 
that being tall as a girl was weird, or too much. 

Although my mom is only 5’8”, both of my grandmas were over six feet tall. I never got 
the chance to meet my grandma Joanne, but I can tell from pictures that she was absolutely 
gorgeous. She used to tell people she was 5’12” instead of saying she was six feet tall. There was 
humor in this phrase, but also insecurity. She didn’t embrace her height as a strength, and instead 
thought her height was too bold, awkward, or embarrassing.  

My grandma Claire was also over six feet tall. Every year, my family would travel to visit 
my grandma Claire at the beach. She had the best sense of humor and dedicated her life to 
helping people as a social worker. She would tell me stories about how hard it was to find clothes 
that would fit her long legs, and how everyone always assumed she was a star volleyball or 
basketball player, even when she was never attracted to sports. She even admitted to me that she 
hated being tall. She passed away last summer, but she lives on through the memories she left 
with me, and through my height, which is largely from her. 

One moment specifically changed my perspective from hiding my height to letting my 
height shine bright. I was standing in a coffee shop, impatiently tapping my foot as I waited for 
my drink to be ready, when a woman lightly tapped me on my shoulder and asked me how tall I 
was. We got to chatting, and before I turned around to grab my coffee that was now getting cold, 
the woman looked directly into my eyes and told me, “Be proud of your height.” This small, 
simple phrase flipped a switch in me, and slowly I began to recognize my height as my biggest 
strength.  

I realized that I have the unique ability to grab people's attention by simply walking into a 
room. I can not only reach items on a tall shelf that others can’t, but I can also reach people in a 
way that others can’t. I have learned to use my height to draw people to me in order to draw 
attention to the things I am passionate about. For example, I am a passionate advocate for youth 
mental health because of the tragedy my family experienced when my brother Aidan died by 
suicide. I formed a “Team Aidan” for the Speak Up walk, which inspires teens and their families 
to talk about mental health and signs of suicide. I also joined the Kindness Youth Leadership 
Team, which is a part of the Seven Days of Kindness non-profit. It began after a shooting in 
2014, and encourages people to stop hate and spread ripples of kindness to change the world.   

For me, being tall means carrying on a legacy. It means honoring two strong women in 
my life who were forced to navigate a world that was constantly asking them to shrink. I no 



longer shrink into rooms. I enter them fully. I now use my height as an advantage, not something 
to be ashamed of. I am proud to be tall. I am proud to be me.  


