Valeska Munro-Williams
What Being Tall Means to Me

I’ve never had the privilege of blending into the crowd. From a young age, I stood out,
visible amongst the masses as my head poked out above the rest of my classmates.
Unfortunately, as a girl, being tall is rarely seen as a positive attribute, and I learned this harsh
truth over the duration of my school years. By the time I reached secondary school, I had
mastered the art of shrinking. I would slouch as I stood next to my peers, round my shoulders in
photos, and lower my voice to refrain from seeming intimidating, each a poor attempt to fit in.
Yet shrinking myself was a fruitless pursuit, as no matter how I tried to change myself, I still
never managed to fit in; instead, it just made me more miserable.

Eventually, I grew tired of feeling the need to apologize for the space I occupied. By the
time I had reached grade 9, I had decided that if I was going to stand out, at the very least, |
wanted it to be for something meaningful. And thus, instead of shrinking backward, I began to
step forward and participate in school clubs. From our school’s First Responder team to the
Student Government, I immersed myself in various leadership opportunities. Each experience
was unique and rewarding, teaching me how to embrace myself, both in height and personality.
In First Responders, I learned to accept the presence my height would bring and used it to act as
a figure of solace for patients who felt overwhelmed when faced with danger. In Student
Government, I utilized the visibility I had as a taller individual and acted with confidence and
accountability when leading students. Through my roles as a student leader, I stopped viewing
my height as an obstacle, but rather as an attribute that helped me stand strong and determined in

defining moments.



While my experiences in school taught me to lead with confidence, it was inside the dojo
of my karate classes that reinforced my understanding of the importance of standing tall and
embodying presence in each action. In karate, I was constantly reminded not to slouch; every
move, stance, and position required me to stand straight, grounded with my feet square and head
held high. The first time my posture was corrected by my instructor, I initially felt
uncomfortable, out of place, and awkward. Yet, gradually, I became used to it. And as I learned
to stand straight with my head held high, I realized how much I had been letting my fear of being
recognized hold me back. Strength and stability did not come from blending in, but through
discipline, determination, and learning to accept myself. The attribute I had once been ashamed
of quickly became an advantage in the world of self-defence, making it easier to take on various
opponents by extending my reach. Over countless hours of practicing karate, I rebuilt my
patience, resilience, and confidence, traits that I had let be eroded by my desire to conform to
what I believed was socially acceptable. Through it all, I learned that my worth was not
measured by my size, but by the control I have over myself, including my body, emotions, and
self-doubt, as well as the willingness to stand firm when challenges push me to falter, whether
that’s learning karate or accepting my body for what it is.

To me, being tall is more than a physical characteristic. It means learning to fill the space
you take up meaningfully by using visibility for service, leading with empathy, and standing firm
in difficult moments. As I move forward, I carry this lesson with me and continue to apply it to
my daily life. No longer will I try to take up less space; instead, I will strive to make the space |

occupy matter.



