
What Being Tall Means to Me 

​ Being tall is a gift, but sometimes it doesn’t feel like it. In grade school the monkey bars 

were where we hung out at recess. It was cool to swing across the yellow metal rungs one at a 

time, racing each other, or just hanging there. I could never participate in those games because 

my feet more than scraped the ground; they rested there easily, even with my knees bent. Being 

tall means no more monkey bars. 

​ Almost four years ago I moved from Florida to Wisconsin. I have since acquired many 

pairs of pants (as one does moving to a cold state), of which maybe two cover my ankles. My 

jeans, especially, pose such a large gap that there are inches and inches of exposed skin from the 

hem of my pants to my socks when seated, even though I wear tall socks. Being tall means cold 

ankles in the winter. 

​ One year I decided to try cheerleading because some of my friends were doing it. The 

atrocity you can already imagine: a too-tight purple and white uniform that barely covered my 

third grade body. I could never be a flier, instead I was always forced to be the base because I 

was too big and too heavy. Being tall means missing out on some experiences you want to have. 

​ But the world didn’t end when I was the tallest in my sixth grade class. Instead, 

volleyball entered the picture. People wanted me on their team because of my height. I could 

block people’s hits and that was good. Maybe being tall wasn’t so bad. Indeed, I walked into club 

tournaments feeling like a goddess and lots of people from other teams wished they had my 

height. Being tall means I can answer “yes” when people ask me if I play a sport. 

​ But perhaps my favorite part about being tall is how I can help people. Whether or not I 

see them struggling to reach something on the shelf, or if they come over to me asking, “can I 

borrow your height for just a moment?” it fulfills something inside of me. Out of all those people 



who made fun of me, calling me beanstock, or asking how the weather is up here, there are 

countless others who wish for my height, who wouldn’t be able to get the last can of green beans 

off the shelf if it wasn’t for my dang tall genes. Being tall comes with the ability to give back. 

​ But every tall girl’s dreams come crashing down when they realize the average guy is 

maybe the same height as them. Where does one find a tall husband? Or even a prom date with 

whom you can wear your tallest heels? Being tall has certainly taught me a thing or two about 

being confident in my body. 

​ One last and yet important thing that being tall has taught me is to feel safe. I know that it 

will be very hard to kidnap me because I know that I cannot easily fit into the trunk of my own 

car, the likeliest way for a female to be kidnapped. I can, rest assured, go about my days with my 

knowledge of self-defense and laugh at the idea of anyone being strong enough to drag me 

anywhere unconscious.  

​ And hey, the weather is pretty great up here, thanks for asking. 
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