“What Being Tall Means to Me”

By Alexandra Paul

“Stand back-to-back!” | challenged my younger sister Malia. We have this competition at
least once a month in my house. For most of my life, | always was confident in this
challenge as | have always stood taller. Lately, my confidence has grown smaller as |
have stopped growing in my 5 feet 10 inches stature, and Malia, only fourteen, keeps
stretching upward toward the ceiling. She is now two inches of my height. My family loves
to teases me, saying she will soon pass me. | laugh along, but inside, it makes me
unsettled more than | care to admit. | take my height seriously because it has always been

more than just a number.

See, being tall in my home is not something that is unusual. My father stands at an
impressive six feet and seven inches a man for who doorways are suggestions and our
home standard showers heads have been altered for his comfort. The odd woman out is
my mom, standing at a low five feet two inches. Because of this family dynamic my height

has never felt like a burden to hide.

Of course, being a member of the “Tall Club” comes with its own set of issues. My dad,
my sister, and | share the same struggles. Pants that are always too short, shirts become
crop tops after one wash, and the struggle of finding legroom and the ongoing
negotiations of who will sit behind my father in the backseat of a car. Yet, despite living in
a world built for the “average” height, it is my most cherished trait and one | hold onto with

pride.



Many tall girls shy away from their height, shrinking themselves to fit. That was never me,
| have always embraced it and stood tall literally and figuratively. If someone
underestimated my height by an inch, | corrected them without hesitation. In group photos
| instantly move to the back not out of insecurity but out of confidence. | have always

taken pride in being the person who can see over the crowd.

This physical confidence followed me onto the court as a student athlete. In volleyball,
my five-foot ten-inch frame became my greatest weapon, allowing me to transition
between positions with ease and dominate at the net. In basketball | was the natural
choice to start every game at the center circle for the jump ball. There is an incredible
rush in that moment standing tall eyes locked on the referee's hands knowing that my
reach is the first thing that will define the game. This year, joy for me has doubled as | had
the opportunity to play alongside Malia in both sports. Seeing two Paul sisters on the
court, feels like a powerhouse statement and has been my parents dream since we were

toddlers.

Beyond the trophies and the athletic advantages my height has given me, my strongest
sense of pride it gives me is my connection to my family. When the four of us walk into a
gym or a restaurant together people do not need a formal introduction to know we belong
to one another. Our statutes tell the story of our family before we even speak, a physical

resemblance that is shared fills me with a deep sense of pride.

So, while | might continue to nervously check the top of Malia's head against my own chin
every month. | realized that being tall is not about being the absolute tallest person in the

room, it is about the bond | share with my father and the legacy | am passing down to my



sister. Whether | stay the tallest or Malia eventually takes the title, | will always be proud

to stand tall as a member of the Paul family.



