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My Biggest Wish 

       Alaina Maggio 

When I was a young girl, I loved to write. I had interactive diaries that would ask me prompts 

about myself. They would ask me what my favorite animal was, and they’d ask me to share my 

happiest memory. One question asked “what is your biggest wish” and when I found this book 

laying in the bottom of my closet, as an eighteen-year-old woman, I read ten-year-old Alaina’s 

biggest wish: “To be skinny.” That a ten year old was worrying about such things and that this 

was her biggest wish astounded me. Ten year olds should want world peace, a pony, or a new 

dog. A ten-year-old girl should not even think about what her body, a body that’s not even done 

growing, looks like in the eyes of other people. It should not plague her mind so much that she 

writes in a butterfly-covered diary that her biggest wish is to be skinny. Society creates social 

beauty norms that surround the minds of men and woman. These standards set what is right and 

wrong with headlines such as “Burn the Fat Away in Time for Summer” and “Guess which 

Celebrity’s Face Belongs to this Pudgy Body.” But nobody should ever feel like their body is 

wrong.  

For as long as I can remember, I have been overweight and, for as long as I can remember, I 

have always hated it. It wasn’t always about hating my size, however. At the time, clothing did 

not matter to me so I did not mind shopping in a department’s store kids plus-size section. What 

I hated was what people thought of me and that they categorized me in a group of stereotypes. I 

hated that boys would snicker behind my back in grade school about the way I looked. I hated 

that for my birthday and Christmas no one could ever buy me clothes because they did not know 

where to find clothes that would fit me. I hated being in situations that made it known to me that 

I was different than any other kid. If I did not have to face anybody else, I was happy with 

myself and how I looked. 

From ages three to fifteen, I took dance classes. It was a small studio that preached dance as 

being fun and carefree, unlike other studios that only danced for competition and took it way too 

seriously. The owners were close family friends, so I always felt at home there. Yet, as I got 

older, I felt more distanced from the girls who danced with me. Their figures thinned out as the 

years went by, as my figure remained plump. Every year we had a recital which included every 

dancer in the studio, and every individual dance group had their own costume. Costume day was 

everybody’s favorite day except mine. We would stuff ourselves in the bathroom and the closets 

to try on our costumes; usually there were 5 girls at a time in one room changing. I hated 

changing in front of them every year. I remember shoving myself in the corner almost like I was 

hoping to disappear into the walls so no one could see me. One year we ended up receiving a 

really bad costume that didn’t flatter anybody. It was a puke-green color and had blue fringes 

hanging down from the skirt. When our dance teacher was out of the room, the girls discussed 

their hatred for the costume and ultimately something else.  

They did not realize that I was standing in the little alcove by the bathroom door shielding my 

body away from the other girls when a girl said, “I heard the teachers talking, and they said they 

can’t pick the cute costumes because they don’t have bigger sizes for Alaina.” Some of the girls 

snickered, but I do not think the girl said it with a malicious intent. It was a simple fact to her: 

Alaina was bigger than the rest of the girls and couldn’t wear revealing costumes while dancing 

around the stage. I already knew the owners of the studio took me into consideration when they 

picked out costumes, because they would talk to my mom about it to make sure of what I was 
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comfortable wearing, but I did not know the other girls knew, too. That is what embarrassed me, 

knowing that my fellow dancers thought of me as this burden, this weak link in the group. The 

opinions of others once again harassed my confidence until there was nothing left. The worst part 

is that I felt sorry. I wanted to walk up to the girl whose waist was the size of an average child’s 

and genuinely apologize for being the one who caused us to have to wear these horrible 

costumes. I felt like in order for all of us to be happy, including me, I had to quit the team. 

Instead of doing all that, I went back inside the bathroom until my dance teacher knocked on the 

door telling me my mom was there to pick me up. I did not quit right away either; I suffered 

through 7 more years of feeling out of place until I decided to tell my mom I wanted to quit. I 

think she saw it coming, though; she had gone through the same thing when she was my age.  

In a culture that promotes that the smaller you are, the better and more attractive you are, it’s 

very easy to feel out of place when you are overweight. I don’t just mean in a dance studio as an 

8-year-old girl. I mean in life, in general. We are surrounded by influences in our society that 

drill harmful ideals into the minds of everybody who has access to them, which is nearly 

everybody, including children. Media perpetuates strict expectations for our bodies without 

realizing the harm this may cause to an easily influenced audience. Magazines and blog articles 

instruct girls to change parts of themselves to become what boys supposedly like. Girls are 

encouraged to physically change in order to be accepted by new friends or potential love 

interests. What is perceived as wrong becomes clear, and at the top of that list is being 

overweight. 

In my experience, the worst part is having people tell you, “You’re not fat” as if I did not know 

this about myself. As if I needed to be sheltered by the horrible fact that, yes, I’m overweight. 

People look at being overweight as repulsive. They do not want to agree with me when I share 

my insecurities with them that I am overweight because they know, and so does everyone else, 

that being fat is a curse. Really the only thing that plagues my mind is the stigma people put up 

around being overweight. We live in a world where a plus size model is considered a size 8. If 

there is such a negative connotation of being plus size, why are we making girls who are not 

even technically overweight feel like they are because of their jean size?  

When I look in the mirror and I see something different than what society perceives as beautiful 

or even normal, it sucks. There is no wordy description to give, no way to sugarcoat how my 

heart feels or what my mind thinks. It just sucks to know an overweight person will not likely be 

on the cover of a magazine; to know there is a monumental difference between a regular model 

and a plus-size model; to know that in a movie fat people are used almost exclusively for gag 

jokes; and to know that, can damage someone’s self esteem until there is nothing left. A typical 

young girl does not have much self-esteem to begin with, she doesn’t even know who she is yet, 

and how can we make a young girl hate herself before she even knows who she is. 

I wish I could go back in time. I wish I could sit with 10-year-old Alaina, whose biggest wish is 

to be skinny. I wish I could tell her: One day you may be skinny, sure. One day you’ll wear the 

jeans you’ve always wanted. One day you won’t fit the stereotype of unhealthy and lazy. Those 

things can happen, but know every friendship you have made, every great personality trait you 

have, those are the things that matter. Stop caring about what people think of you based on your 

weight and start caring about what you think of yourself--that is the only acceptance you need--

your own. If I could go back in time, I would tell her that. 


