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What Being Tall Means to Me 

​ Height is a horrible conversation starter. How am I supposed to answer? I already know 

how tall I am; I have to special order every pair of pants I buy. There are only so many times you 

can smile politely and answer, “Yes, I play basketball,” or “Yes, I’m a model,” etc. before you 

feel like you are going to lose your mind. It seems like everyone has the same few questions: 

“How tall are you?”, “Whats the weather like up there?”, “Do you model?”, “Have you ever tried 

volleyball?” Being tall means your height arrives in the room five seconds before you do.  

​ For most of my life, I’ve been “the tall girl.” The one in the back row of every class 

photo. It really didn’t help that the “Tall Girl” movie came out when I was in middle school. My 

height was introduced before my name, commented on before my accomplishments, and even 

worse, noticed before my personality. It can feel like being reduced to a single adjective. When 

you’re tall, people assume things about you. They assume you’re athletic, confident, coordinated, 

and – in my case – intimidating. In middle school, when everyone else seemed to be shrinking 

into themselves while I kept growing, I felt like a walking exclamation point. So, I slouched in 

photos. I avoided high heels at school dances. I tried to fold myself smaller to be perceived less 

by others. But here’s what I’ve learned: you can’t shrink yourself into comfort.  

​ At some point, I realized that being tall wasn’t something that happened to me. It was just 

part of me. And, instead of fighting it, I could stand in it (literally and figuratively). The same 

height that made me self-conscious made me visible. And visibility, I discovered, can be power. 

Being tall has taught me to not be afraid to take up space. When you can’t blend into a crowd, 
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you learn to own your own presence. I learned to make eye contact instead of staring over 

people. I learned to laugh at the jokes instead of shrinking from them. I learned that confidence 

doesn’t come from fitting in, it comes from standing out and deciding that you’re okay with that.  

​ There are small everyday advantages too. I can see over crowds at concerts – I’m also 

very easy to find in a crowd. I can reach things without a step ladder. But the biggest advantage 

has been learning to confidently navigate the world for the first time as a young adult. I walk 

straighter, I speak louder, and I don’t apologize for taking up space. Being tall has been a lesson 

for me. It has taught me that difference is not a flaw to disguise by slouching until your posture is 

permanently ruined. It has shown me that first impressions are only lasting if you let them be. 

Yes, being tall is a horrible conversation starter, but it has started conversations that led to 

friendships, opportunities, and confidence.  

​ Whenever someone asks me how tall I am, I say that I’m 5’11” ¾ but that I really want to 

be 6’1”. I stand extra tall in photos, I buy the chunky heels for dances, I let myself be seen. Being 

tall, I’ve realized isn’t about inches – it’s about perspective. It’s about learning to navigate a 

world that sometimes feels designed for someone four inches shorter, and deciding that you 

belong anyway. If my height arrives in a room before I do, that’s fine. I’ve learned to arrive with 

it. And, in the end, being tall hasn’t made me smaller in any way. It has only ever helped me 

grow. Aside from my posture, that is. 


