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Growing up, I never really noticed how much taller I was than the people around me. 
During elementary and middle school, my height felt more like a competition. There was a boy 
in my class who was also tall, and we constantly compared ourselves, measuring who had 
grown more over the summer. It made me appreciate my height and even want to continue 
growing. By seventh grade, I was already 5’10. Most of the girls around me were still in the low 
five-foot range, but it never bothered me. I didn’t truly notice how much I stood out until I got to 
high school.  
​ I had graduated from eighth grade with a class of only twelve people. These had been 
my classmates since first grade, so I didn’t know how to make new friends and find my place in 
a new environment. Walking into high school, surrounded by hundreds of unfamiliar faces, I felt 
out of place almost instantly. I learned that it’s very hard to blend in when you're a whole head 
taller than most of the people around you. Walking through the halls, I felt like everyone was 
looking at me. For the first time, my height felt less like a fun fact and more like a spotlight. That 
spotlight eventually led me to volleyball. Volleyball is a sport that relies on height and now I saw 
my height as something valuable. On the court, I wasn’t the awkward tall girl. I was an asset. 
Through volleyball, I was able to meet new people and get involved in my school as a freshman. 
More importantly, I began to feel confident in something I couldn’t change. When you’re 6’0 as a 
17-year-old girl, you don’t really have the option to hide. You either shrink yourself or you stand 
tall. Volleyball has helped me choose the second.  
​ Sports have shaped most of my high school experience, and while my height has helped 
me, it has also made me harder on myself. When I tried swim for the first time my junior year, I 
quickly realized that being tall can come with unspoken expectations. Because I am tall and 
athletically built, I worried that people would assume I was naturally good at swimming. I felt 
self-made pressures to perform well immediately, even though I was a beginner. Every time I 
struggled, I told myself I should be better. I should be faster. I was measuring myself against 
expectations that I had created in my own head. By the end of the swim season, I realized how 
unfair I had been to myself. My height won’t automatically make me exceptional at everything 
athletic. It gives me advantages, but it does not erase the need to learn, struggle, and improve. 
That swim season taught me that being tall does not mean being perfect at sports. It means 
giving yourself room to grow in ways that are not physical.  
​ Outside of sports, my height has also shaped how I carry myself as a leader. In my 
school and community, I try to be a leader whenever I can. As President for two years of a 
community service club at my school, I often stand in front of a room full of underclassmen. My 
height naturally draws attention and I can command a room easily without raising my voice. But 
I have learned that true leadership is not about physical presence, you must be confident and 
have a good character. My height helps people notice me, but it is my actions that make them 
listen. 
​ Now, I understand that blending in was never meant for me because being tall means 
being visible and that standing out is not something to fear. It has also taught me to stand up 
straight, not just physically, but in who I am. And that kind of growth matters the most.  


