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Just before | turned thirteen, | stopped growing. At the same time, | had just moved for
the seventh time in my life as an Army brat. | was used to packing up and starting over, but this
move felt different. The move was in the middle of COVID, when the only glimpses | got of my
new neighbors were from across the backyard fence. We’d shout a few words back and forth,
but you can’t really make friends when you’re supposed to stay six feet apart. | remember
feeling so lonely. As restrictions slowly lifted, | began meeting the girls in my neighborhood,
including the one who lived right next door. She later admitted that part of the reason we never
found a way to play across the fence was that she was intimidated by me, specifically because
of my height. She is now one of my closest friends, but in that moment, | realized how much my
height shaped the way others saw me.

Despite all the Army moves, | grew up surrounded by people who taught me to embrace
being tall. With my family, my height blended in. Every swim coach I've ever had encouraged
me to stand tall with my shoulders back. | love wearing heels, too. When I'm with people who
know me, | forget that the world decided my defining feature is being tall. But the moment | step
into a room full of strangers, I’'m reminded again. Sometimes my height works in my favor —
when | walk into a room with my back straight, my shoulders back, and my head held high, I'm
given a level of respect and authority most teenage girls don’t automatically get. Other times, it's
frustrating. Strangers are oddly comfortable approaching me in public with comments like “Wow,
you’re tall” or “You must play basketball.” Personally, | prefer learning someone’s hame before
they comment on my body, and no, | don’t play basketball — | swim, and I'm pretty good at it.

Even with the inconveniences, | really love my height. Yes, | struggle to find clothes that
fit. Sure, I've dealt with injuries from growing too fast while training as an athlete. And there are
times when | have to remind myself that | love my height and not something to hide. But being
tall has shaped every part of my life. It makes me a stronger distance swimmer. It lets me see
over people in crowded hallways. | can reach the top shelf without stretching and see on top of
the fridge without going on my tiptoes. It's given me funny memories — like hitting my head on
tree branches my sister walks under easily, or tripping over my own legs because | forget just
how long they are. And in my senior photos, the ones meant to capture who I've become, |
proudly wore four-inch heels.

As I've gotten older, I've realized my height has shaped more than just how I look. It's
pushed me to speak up and taught me to carry myself with intentionality. I've learned that
standing out can be a strength. My height might be the first thing people notice, but | work hard
to make sure it's not the thing they remember me for.

My height is not the only thing that defines me, but it has been part of every chapter in
my life. It has challenged me, strengthened me, and taught me how to be confident. Being tall
means being me — and | wouldn’t change that for anything.



