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I am proud of being 5’11. This is a realization that has taken my entire life to finally 

understand. Since my first day of kindergarten, I have always stood out. Six-year-old me 

standing in line with all the others, looking down at them, is a memory I’ve never forgotten. For 

the first time, finding myself surrounded by kids who are as old as me, but are all different, was a 

mind flip. At a young age, this was incredible to me. I felt special and different, like I wasn’t just 

another body blending into the background. I could run faster than the fastest boys, and I could 

easily climb all around the monkey bars, so in my mind, this was fantastic.  

After fifth grade is when my height became an insecurity rather than an advantage. You 

eventually stop caring about jungle gym strategies, and as a 9-year-old, when you do, you can’t 

find any good reason for being tall. In every class photo, I was the exclamation point at the end 

of the sentence; unavoidable, taller, louder without speaking a word. Boys mocked me for being 

taller than them, girls ostracized me since they thought I should be on the boy’s team, and even 

my teacher felt intimidated by me being taller than him. I got treated unfairly for something I 

couldn’t control, which led to me having a horrible relationship with my height throughout 

middle school.  

Wishing you could just disappear and hide among the crowd was something I dealt with 

daily. It always felt like a spotlight on me, announcing my presence, when all I wished was to go 

unseen. It wasn’t until I got to high school, where my mind stopped seeing being 5’11 as such a 

negative thing. I was surrounded by people who were finally my height, and for the first time, I 

felt on the same level as my peers. My long arms and legs gave me the ability to be a great 

distance swimmer, which then led to me going to State all four years on the high school swim 

team and being recruited into a division 3 swim program. This further showed me how 

something I once resented could become one of my greatest strengths.  

Being tall was never the problem, my perspective was. The same height that once made 

me feel isolated in middle school became the reason I thrived in the pool and felt confident 

walking into competitions. My body was not something to shrink or apologize for; it was 

something to use. Being 5’11 has taught me resilience in ways I didn’t expect. When you stand 

out physically, you learn quickly how to stand firm mentally. I had to build confidence without 

waiting for validation. I had to stop bending my knees in photos and stop slouching in hallways 



just to make other people comfortable. Over time, I realized that taking up space is not 

something to feel guilty about. 

Now, when people comment on my height, I no longer hear criticism. I hear uniqueness. I 

hear strength. I hear years of growth, not just physically, but emotionally. Being tall means 

visibility, presence, and confidence. It means embracing the traits that make me different instead 

of wishing them away. I am proud of being 5’11, not just because of how I stand, but because of 

who I have become while learning to stand tall. 

 


