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What Being Tall Means To Me? 

From a young age, I had always been considered the “tall girl.” I recall that throughout 

elementary and middle school my classmates would have competitions to see who was the tallest 

in the class and I, of course, always won.  It wasn’t until I entered high school that I realized girls 

who were taller than average weren't treated as kindly as other girls. I came to realize this during 

my freshman year of high school.  

I had been invited to a sleepover by a group of girls in my grade level. We sat on the floor in our 

pajamas talking about subjects that every girl talks about: gossip, boys, and movies. The host, 

let’s call her Brianna, had made a mischievous grin,  and had scooted a whole batch of nail polish 

to the rest of us declaring we should “commence” the nail painting between us girls.  I was really 

excited and eagerly took off my socks. That was when one of the girls let out a loud gasp 

dramatically pointing at my feet. I looked up at her confused, and she said in a dramatic tone 

how huge my feet were. Now, I mostly wear size 11 shoes, on a good day(depending on the 

brand) I can put on a size 10. I didn’t know that the typical shoe size for girls at my grade level 

usually ranged from 7 to 9. So, when the rest of the girls overheard the comment they began to 

swarm me to analyze my feet. I received mostly mixed reactions, some genuinely didn’t seem to 

care while the other half began to pity me. They made it seem that being tall was a horrible thing. 

This reaction caused me to become insecure about my height. I began to feel ashamed for not 

fitting into the “standards” of beauty .I began to tell myself that I wasn’t a cute petite girl you 

saw on social media. This was a very dark time in my life, I saw myself in such a negative light 

that I wouldn’t want to wear clothes that revealed any lower part of my body. However, during 

my senior year, that narrative began to change for me.  
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It was during a service activity in my HOSA club where we visited a senior center to volunteer. 

There was a moment when I was walking down the hall checking the room to see if any resident 

needed assistance. At the end of the hall, there was a bookshelf. I had spotted a frustrated elderly 

lady trying to reach for a book. I asked if she needed help, and she turned around with her face 

immediately changing into a smile and nodded. After I was able to grab her book; we began to 

have a conversation about my height which was a topic I dreaded. But, that moment was 

different because instead of ridiculing me or pitying me about my height, she praised it. For the 

first time in 4 years, I began to realize how proud I should be for being tall. I was able to 

volunteer a few more times and each time I went I gained more confidence. There would always 

be a resident who needed help carrying or reaching up for something.  That experience not only 

helped me have a positive mindset of myself but also grew a deeper passion towards wanting to 

be a part of the medical field. Overall, what being tall means to me is being able to make an 

impact on those needing support. Being seen as someone trustworthy and reliable. It’s having a 

presence of being viewed as empowering which is a characteristic everyone is capable of. 

 


