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“What Being Tall Means to Me” 

When life-changing events happen, time sort of stops. Everything before gets forgotten, and 

then we  focus on what's in front of us. In a strange way, I can very clearly look back on my high 

school years as either falling in the before or the after and my life-changing event was a growth spurt 

that no one saw coming.  

Coming into high school I wanted nothing more than to be on the basketball team. I 

imagined made-for-TV moments where our team would come from behind and I would be the one to 

make the winning shot - with a slam dunk no less. Unfortunately, I was 5’5” and although I was 

decent, I was plagued by flat feet and lacked the ability to muscle my way through a strong defense. 

Needless to say, I didn’t make the cut. At the time, I blamed my lack of height - if only I were taller I 

would have made the team. While that might have been true, I also knew I could have worked harder. 

Not making the team was an embarrassing low point, made worse by the fact that I’d 

already endured two years of my 5’4” twin sister making fun of me because she’d been taller than 

me since 6th grade. Likewise, my 6’1” brother wouldn’t let it go that my doctor said I’d probably top 

out at 5’9”. After not making the basketball team I didn't know where to go from there - but I knew 

that I wasn't destined to be a “P.E. Warrior.” Thankfully, I followed my brother's advice and joined 

the volleyball team.  

Though I’d dodged P.E., I was still unhappy about my height. I’d always been a “late 

bloomer” and I told myself that I refused to be short. I was going to be taller than my brother at all 

costs. I started drinking milk and eating all the food I could. I’m not sure that these efforts had an 

impact. But by the end of my freshman year, I had gained five inches. In the moment, my happiness 

centered around my tallness. I took pride in playing middle blocker and I wasn’t dealing with nearly 

as much teasing. To be honest, I felt that being tall had changed my life. And it did. But not in the 

way I originally thought.  

Looking back, I am happy I didn't make the basketball team and realize that playing 

volleyball was probably one of the best decisions I’ve ever made. As a senior, being tall allows me to 

be one of the best volleyball players in my district, and there’s no better feeling than the thrill 

smacking the ball to the ground and the joy of screaming like a degenerate, while being surrounded 

by my teammates with high fives, chest bumps, and excitement. Being tall gave that to me.  

 



 

 

 

My tallness also gave me a new perspective, literally and figuratively. I noticed almost 

immediately after growing taller that everyone seemed to treat me more positively. It wasn’t 

surprising to be asked for help with the “tall stuff”. But I was surprised to find that all of a sudden I 

didn’t get as much push back on my ideas. It was as if my height had convinced others that I was 

smarter and more capable. Even adults seemed to take me more seriously. But I’m still the same 

person that I was before - no more engaging or intelligent, and certainly not more mature than my 

peers. I haven’t earned this newfound respect. 

As I approach my future, I now realize that I can’t fall into the trap of thinking that 

everything I might accomplish will be entirely because of my IQ and hard work. Sometimes people 

who should be listened to are not taken seriously while those who should be ignored are given a 

platform. Becoming taller has helped me understand that we can’t always control how others treat us. 


