“What Being Tall Means to Me”
Til Proske

Being tall means hitting my head on the doorframe every time | enter a room. It is
shopping at the Nordstrom Rack to try and find extra long, slim-fit sizes nobody else wants. It
means wearing shoes with the thinnest soles to try and make myself shorter. It means
constantly hitting my knees as | sit down at the dinner table, and maneuvering past furniture like
a bull in a china shop, fearful of breaking an heirloom.

Yet, in spite of all this, family members patiently offered reminders as to why | should be
grateful for this so-called gift. In turn, | decided to be more accepting of my lumbering stature.
My first attempt to do so was by joining a basketball team at the local Y. Ultimately, | “chickened
out” at every opportunity for a steal or a rebound and gave up the sport, despite all the
encouragement | received. For years after, | heard comments like “You could be the next Nikola
Jokic for the Nuggets!” or “I bet you could dunk the ball on the first try!” To be clear, | still cannot.

Around the time of my 14th birthday, | began to believe that tall, skinny people were only
successful if they played a sport. | tried Cross Country running, but in spite of the length of my
stalky legs, my calves rebelled towards the end of each race and simply wore out. At that point,
| thought | would grow up jobless, because | had failed at the two sports almost all tall people
excel at.

Throughout my misadventures in athletics, | continued to grow at a rate faster than
Jack’s beanstalk. Thanks to my German lineage, | ended up making it to a whopping six feet
and three inches tall. Each holiday family reunion seemed to be what was essentially a live
museum exhibit, with all my younger cousins staring up at me in astonishment. Wanting to
appear shorter, | sat, hunched over, feasting at the dinner table. Meanwhile, | dreaded the car
ride home, during which | would certainly be crammed into the back of our SUV.

That next summer, it was time for yet another family gathering, this time on my father’s
side. While traveling to see my grandma in her home country of Germany, | had a layover in the
bustling city of Frankfurt. After stepping off the plane, | surveyed the airport for a sign leading
me to my next gate. To my surprise, | found myself searching for a pair of stilts to help me see
above the sea of giants in my midst. There was not a single person in the crowd shorter than
Chris Hemsworth. | finally understood what it was like to feel short.

Suddenly, | realized | only felt short because of my perspective. Since then, | can
circumvent both material and emotional problems simply by shifting my point of view.
Insecurities about my height no longer bother me. | am not others’ replacement for a stepstool, |
instead make their tasks easier when putting things back up on a high shelf. | do not feel as
though | stick out like a sore thumb in a busy crowd anymore; | am a lighthouse leading the way
for my friends and family.

Being tall no longer means cringing as my doctor shows my growth chart with a large
margin between my pattern and the trend line. Although my legs are often covered with bruises,
I can now fully appreciate the advantages that come with height. Being tall is my superpower.



