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Being tall means, I stand out in any room I enter. I am noticed by others and I am memorable.  It 

also means I choose to be recognized for more than just my physical appearance, even if that is 

the first thing people see. 

I realize being tall means I have advantages others of average or below average height do not.  

Of course, an obvious advantage for me, as a 6’3 young woman, is in athletics. As my dad often 

reminds me, “you can’t coach height”.  I have used my size to be a dominant force as a middle 

blocker and right-side hitter during all my eight years of playing youth, school, and club 

volleyball.  Being tall means, I am noticed at tryouts, at games, and basically when I step on the 

court before I’ve even touched a ball. This added pressure, for me, was a good thing because I 

used people’s assumptions that I was a good player, just based on my height, to push myself to 

work hard and be that stand out player once the whistle blew and the games began.  Height alone 

didn’t make me a successful athlete. My hard work and dedication to the sport I love made the 

difference. 

For me, being tall also means I can engage people’s attention, and I use that to showcase and 

share my leadership skills. It is hard to be introverted when you are taller than most people in a 

room, so for me, I have learned to share my thoughts and opinions, to lead those around me, and 

to do all of this with confidence.  No easy task in the high school environment, but I believe 

being tall has helped me develop positive self-esteem which contributes to engaging with others 

with ease and feeling confident in myself.  I believe people look to me for leadership just based 

on my size and presence, so like athletics, I step up and fill that role.  



Being tall means accepting there are things I cannot do as easily as others, or at all, and finding a 

way to make it work.  This is something I have learned how to manage by looking at my parents 

as examples. My mom is 6’0 and my dad is 6’8, so being tall is just a way of life in our family.  

Simple things like buying clothes, riding rides at an amusement park, or just hopping into the 

backseat of a friend’s vehicle can become a challenge.  I remember the only amusement park 

ride I went on with my dad was the teacup ride at Disney World when I was five years old, 

because that was the ride he could safely fit on.  Shopping for clothes at the mall, as a teenager, 

is a common activity, but one which I know my height will play a role. Sure, these may not seem 

very important, but when an everyday task needs to be modified or adjusted in some way, to 

accommodate for being tall, it requires patience and problem solving.  One silver lining to these 

everyday considerations is I almost always get to ride in the front seat in my friends’ cars 

because I won’t fit my legs in the back seat! 

Being tall means, I am unique.  I would not trade my extra inches because they are part of what 

makes me, me! God made me this way and that’s exactly how I am meant to be. 

 


