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Being 5’10” has shaped my life in ways I didn’t fully understand when I was younger. 

For as long as I can remember, I was the “tallest girl in my class.” In elementary school at 

Trinity Lutheran Clinton Township, I stood in the back row for every photo, not really realizing 

how come or why. In middle school, I was taller than most of the boys. I felt noticeable even 

when I didn’t want to be. At an age where everyone just wants to blend in, standing out started to 

feel uncomfortable. 

I used to slouch in group pictures or bend my knees slightly so I wouldn’t look as tall. 

People constantly commented on my height. “Do you play basketball?” “Wow, you’re tall!” 

Even though those comments weren’t meant to be hurtful, hearing them repeatedly made me feel 

like my height was the first thing people saw about me.  

Then volleyball entered my life in a serious way in middle school 6th grade. Suddenly, 

being tall wasn’t awkward, it was valuable. My height helped me block at the net, hit over 

defenders, and compete at a higher level. For the first time, I felt grateful for the inches that once 

made me self-conscious. As I grew more competitive, I wished I were even taller. I would joke 

that I hoped to wake up 6’5” one day, tall as my dad! In my mind, more height meant more 

opportunity. It meant more power, more scholarships, and more certainty about my future. 

Volleyball became my identity. I trained year-round, played on travel teams, and built my 

goals around playing in college. Being tall wasn’t just a physical trait anymore, it felt like my 

pathway. I believed my success depended on maximizing every advantage I had. 



But as high school went on, things changed. I experienced a difficult club environment in 

my junior year of high school that slowly chipped away at my confidence. The sport I loved 

started to feel heavy. I battled a toxic coach.  I started to question myself more. I felt pressure to 

perform, pressure to be strong, and pressure not to let anyone down. Even though I was still tall, 

still capable, something inside me felt smaller. 

At the same time, art was quietly becoming my safe place. When I painted or sketched, I 

didn’t feel judged. There were no stats, no scoreboards, no comparisons. There was just space to 

think and breathe. I started spending more time focusing on my art with the help of my art 

teacher Mr. Slanczka. Creating gave me peace in a way volleyball no longer did. 

The emotional transition wasn’t easy. Letting go of the dream of playing college 

volleyball in my senior year of high school felt like losing a part of myself. I had built so much 

around it. My dad and I become closer because of volleyball, the driving times of out-of-state 

tournaments and practices.  I had even wished to be taller for it. But I realized something 

important, my height didn’t determine my worth, and neither did one specific path.  

Choosing to go all in on art for college was one of the hardest decisions I’ve made. It 

required me to step away from what felt expected and lean into what felt authentic. Being tall 

helped me through that transition in a surprising way. Physically, I take up space. And I realized 

I could do that emotionally too. I didn’t have to shrink my interests or apologize for changing 

direction. 

Being tall now means confidence. It means standing straight in rooms instead of folding 

in. It reminds me that I don’t need to minimize myself for others comfort. It has also taught me 



empathy. I know what it feels like to be visibly different, and that perspective helps me see 

others who may feel out of place. 

 


