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“You’re so tall!” she says. He says. They all say that because, apparently, I am in desperate 

need of a reminder. I am told this all the time as though I forget the way my height makes me feel 

like a giant every time I look down at my friends. They remind me because, apparently, I forget the 

deep isolation I feel when I think about how I never get to look my friends in the eye. They remind 

me because, apparently, I forget the way I feel like everyone’s watching me the moment I step into a 

room. They remind me because, apparently, I forget the way I feel weirdly masculinized when I 

think about my height. They remind me because, apparently, I forget the times when I used to avoid 

walking my friends to class because I felt so insecure about being so tall besides them. They remind 

me because, apparently, I forget how my dating options shrink because the world snickers when a 

taller women dates a shorter man. They remind me because, apparently, I forget how I feel most 

comfortable talking to my friends when seated. They remind me because, apparently, I forget how I 

avoid heels or shoes that add too much extra length like the plague. They remind me because, 

apparently, I forget how all the pants I shop for are either too short but the perfect size or too wide 

but the perfect length. They remind me because, somehow, I forgot the look of sadness in my 

mother’s eyes when she saw her three daughters huddled together and discussing how they 

desperately wished they could be shorter.

“Do you play basketball?” she asks. “Do you play volleyball?” he probes. They ask not 

because they think my awkward hands and lanky stance signify some athletic virtue. They ask 

because for a girl as tall as me performing a layup should be as easy as sleeping. Dunking should be 

in my DNA. Dribbling should be my lullaby. Not because I look athletic, but because I’m tall.

When I dropped basketball, I was incessantly questioned. To my peers, choosing chess over 

basketball was some sort of enigma. My answer of “I don’t like basketball” never seemed to satisfy. 

How dare I choose a sport I am actually passionate about? How dare I “waste my height”?



I hated basketball. Basketball gave me panic attacks and dread, but as a tall girl, I’m 

supposed to love basketball. As a tall girl, I’m supposed to use my height and master every sport 

under the sun.

Being tall means standing out – especially when you don’t want to. Being tall means 

unintentionally making other people feel insecure. Being tall can be a curse, but, when you embrace 

being the star of the show, being tall can also be a blessing. When you were the heels and when you 

stop feeling like a giant and start embracing your inner goddess, being tall can be a gift.

As of late, I walk next to my friends without feeling like an ogre, and I realized that I don’t 

really like boys, so my height can even be an advantage. I still choose the flattest shoes and don’t 

yet have the courage to wear heels, but I am embracing my height step by step. To me, being tall 

means learning how to love myself.


