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“Line up from shortest to tallest! We’re going to take some photos.” This memory dates back to last summer 
when all camp counsellor trainees were asked to take a final group picture. “Oh great,” I thought, “I’m going to be 
standing next to a whole bunch of boys.” Unsurprisingly, I was correct. With mixed feelings, I discovered a sea of boys to 
my right and left and barely deciphered the second tallest girl further down the line. I felt awkward and uncomfortable, but 
also proud that I was someone who was unafraid to establish her place. These feelings made me ponder on past situations; 
I was always the one giving piggyback rides to my friends, grabbing out-of-reach items for teachers, and receiving 
comments from strangers such as “you’re so tall!” From standing at the back during my first year in kindergarten to 
wearing men’s shoes during my teenage years, I learned to navigate this uncommon trait and explore what being tall meant 
to me- both negatively and positively. 

  
“We’re going shopping to buy new pants and shoes,” my mother expressed quite frequently. Since I grew quite 

fast, it was common to go with my mother to shop at discount stores to save money. In elementary school I was aware of 
my height but did not think much about it. However, my transition into middle school and high school made my height 
more noticeable. I remember, at fourteen, a stranger’s comment that I was “so tall!” Looking down on him, I told him my 
age and he exclaimed, “I thought you were older!” I took these frequent comments as something distinguished. However, 
these comments made me anxious. Classmates were teasing me, saying they were slowly catching up to me, and other 
were already calling me “short”. At that point in my life, being tall was becoming a more frequent conversation topic that 
had a type of “status”. Although I was tall, I wanted to grow even more. 
 

While transitioning into my later years of high school, at 5’10” I started to feel its downsides. Sitting up straight 
with my long torso became increasingly difficult, and looking down on people was tiring. My mother even suggested 
booking chiropractor appointments, while my friends kept joking about my curved “C” back when I sat down. Pant sizes 
were hard to find. Those that were long enough were too big around the waist, so I eventually decided to buy pants with 
the right waist size but that barely reached my ankles. My sister often was critical and said, “Don’t wear those pants”. 
Searching for shoe sizes was also restrictive- the best option was men’s sizes 10 and 11, whether attractive on me or not. 
As a teenager, this made expressing myself through my clothes more problematic. Therefore, I realized that being tall also 
had its problems, especially for women. 
 
 One day, while reflecting on the perspective of my height, I finally concluded that I was more than that. Instead 
of focusing on something I could not change and being proud or self-conscious, I focused on my character: being more 
relatable, caring, kind, and positive. When, on a recent mission trip to the Philippines, locals would exclaim, “Wow, 
you’re so tall and beautiful!”, I would thank them for their compliment and emphasize their own beauty and uniqueness. 
When I hear people complaining about their short height, I empathize and explain my own negative experiences of being 
tall. 
 
 Being tall comes with both pros and cons, not only in respect of how other people view me but also on how I 
view myself. My feelings have changed over the years, from thinking “big shopping” is normal, to noticing my height and 
teaching me to accept myself for who I am. The navigation of my height has inspired me to recognize, appreciate and 
value this trait that is inherently “no big deal” in the larger scope of things. 


