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What Being Tall Means To Me 
 
“Wow! That’s a big baby!”  
 
For some, knowing the exact first words ever said to you by a person may seem a little 

overboard, but for me, my mother’s OBGYN’s words would shadow the rest of my life.  
As a kid, my height never really bothered me. I remember being in pre-school, thinking 

how great it was that I was the line leader because I was the tallest. However, around the time I 
was 10, I began to feel the weight of all the accumulated comments over the years: “You need to 
be in the WNBA!” “Oh, I wish I had your height.”  

 To a girl under the height of 5’9, these comments may appear as flattering compliments. 
To me, they unconsciously instilled the belief that being tall was the most interesting and most 
important thing about me. Believing that as a “tall girl,” I need to walk with an air of confidence, 
or else I am wasting my height's potential. What once was my proudest feature had morphed into 
an insecurity I could never get rid of. I was being subjected to a standard that I felt I would never 
be able to achieve.  

I began to rebel against this expecting force that put me on a pedestal of who I should be. 
From bending my knees in every group photo, hunching down when I walked in the hallways, or 
feeling the disappointment that radiated off of any P.E. teacher who would plead me to join their 
volleyball team, though I told them I would be better suited watching  Les Misérables deep-dive 
videos with a side of Neil deGrasse Tyson’s Cosmos documentaries.  

My nickname, of course, became “tall girl.”And having several variations of Emma 
Johnsons in my graduating class did not help my case in trying to give my peers something other 
than my height as a way to differentiate me. Never mind the horrendous flat shoes I subjected 
myself to wearing at special occasions (instead of the black heels hidden away in my closet) or 
all the times I chose to stand in the back so as not to block the way; I was not able to shy away 
from the peering eyes.  

To break out of this mold I felt drying to me, I threw myself into other interests, others 
could say it was a ‘waste of my height’ potential.’ Instead of being the center of the basketball 
court, I became enthralled in my AP US Government class, where I found my love in the legal 
process, which I would exercise by competing in Mock Trial competitions.  

The night before a competition, anxiety tried to overtake me. But suddenly, with a sense 
of clarity, I realized that part of me wasn’t worried about people staring at me.  And like a 
beacon, those black heels in my closet called my name.  

Walking into the courtroom, almost a half a foot taller than the rest of the courtroom and 
even more comically taller than the bailiff, I felt all the eyes on me. Although nervous beyond 
comparison while giving my opening speech, the familiar feeling of eyes on me was a comfort I 
never realized would relieve me so much.  

 My height is not the most interesting and most important thing about me, but it is a part 
of who I am.  
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