STORIES WITH WINGS 

EXEMPLARS from Student Essays

Character Description

He was white and he had red hair like fire. He always wore leather jackets with lots of zippers which sometimes I would imagine that he would be hiding some sort of gadget to entertain his friends. He also had beautiful combat boots that gave him that daring character. -Carol Castro-Adolphus

...She had blue eyes the color of cold lake water. -Viviana Jimenez


His name was Diamonte. He was short he was about 5’6 and his skin was light almost like a yellow tanned crayon. His hair was like an ocean with a swarm of waves. -Isaiah Collier

He was taller than me by a few inches, not a great difference, had brown hair the color of chocolate that he swept to the side with a flick of his head. His skin was the color of untouched golden sand. His gaze would blind you with the bright blue color.  -Gena Greblo

The kids picked on her so bad that I wanted to do something, but me being a bystander I couldn’t do anything to help out. They called her so many bad names, and talked about how bad her skin was. Kids felt that since she was the only white girl, she was going to act like she’s better, but that wasn’t the case. As the kids talked about her, you could tell she didn’t know what to do because she had that look on her face like she was just surprised at a surprise birthday party.
-Rashad Neal

Maison Sarria. When you heard this name, all you were wondering was “Where is she? What did she say? What did she do? Where did she go?” She was the main focus in my group of friends. You would only assume what people were thinking when they saw her. With her long chestnut brown hair, big brown puppy dog eyes, and a perfectly symmetrical face, she was gorgeous, stunning even. She had all the friends in the world. But you couldn’t shake the thought that they weren’t the ones she wanted. By the end of 8th grade year, we all knew what she was willing to go through to get to the place she wanted to be. --Alison Bystron

Minnie looked at me, through the cracked bathroom mirror at school, her face filled with dread and disgust. I felt her eyes watching my face as I surveyed her appearance, toe to head against the pale green chipped paint on the cinder-block walls. Her pigeon-toed feet had different colors of nail polish on each toe, which were sticking out of her bubble-gum pink sandals that lit up with each step she took. Her ankles could be seen from a mile away with the flooding khakis she was wearing. Her multi-colored fingernails, to match her toes, were shoved deep into her pockets out of shyness, and with her shoulders hunched over, her baggy blue sweater looked even bigger. She had the fantastically nerdy combination of glasses and braces, with slightly frizzy hair to top it off. Oh boy. -Leah Schoonmaker

My brother Seba had a very hard time in Foreman High School. He has dark and curly hair. He was 14 at the time. He always wore this rosary that my grandmother gave him. I was made of a very strong blue tread that that was tightly twisted in a way that forms the little lumps that are in groups of tens, between the clear blue beads that  mark the start of the new prayer. He always had that warm smile on his face, which made me think he was going to be ok. -Florence Godoy

The two girls together were walking fire. Everyone was afraid of them. They wore worn-out clothing that didn’t fit them very well, and rough looking shoes. They always walked around the school looking mad at the world. Those girls were the big bad wolf, and everyone else was the pigs. One was tall, and one was short, but together they made an army. They’re not the prettiest girls either, in fact they dressed like a tom-boy most of the time, and they had a funny odor that cling to them like a dog, and a flee. -Nijah Hart

She seemed defenseless in Stephanie’s mind, so she made her first out of many attacks on Lyric only a week after settling into the new environment.  Stephanie walked into the high ceilinged gym room with her chest held high and a purpose in mind. --Kyndal Alexander

Our Chinese teacher was a man from china who had come to teach in Chicago from his 

home town.  He was short, kind of old with wrinkles and dark, slanted eyes on his face. Skin was overlapping the sides of his mouth and small lips. He had light skin with a slight tan.  He always combed his hair and wore dressing pants and a dressing shirt with a tie to go along. He looked wise with his hands behind his back, walking around very slowly with a straight face. --Paola Martinez

The face was screaming like a shriek or cry. Like it wanted to let go our let something out, but it couldn’t. It made me feel uncomfortable around him. That image, that picture, was so vivid and so spooky. But the single story of Davlin was that he was gay. And I believed this for some time. Sometimes I wonder though, would people stop picking on him if they saw his pictures? Maybe his pictures mean something. Maybe they tell a story about how he feels inside. - MarieAnge Louis-Jean

Setting Description

My heart is beating out of my chest, like a timpani in the back of a symphony orchestra. The big drum in the back of all the instruments, to simplify the definition. I am lying on the ground, the grainy, cold, gray concrete ground. The cracks in the pavement are going to swallow me whole, I just know it. Seas of kids, ranging from various ages, locked their pupils in my direction. A large, tan boot blocks the circulation of air to my lungs. Timberland, size nine, I believe. The laughs and shrills of amusement drift into my ears. Help! I call. Anyone? Anybody? --Dara McGee

The bathroom is relatively large. It was painted juvenile sky blue. On the left side of the wall were a strip of about seven stalls marked with untamed graffiti. One the opposite side was a line of pissy, noise stinging, foul smelling urinals. In the middle of this was a river of connected sinks. Sometimes bullies would dump people into this long and deep sink, and then turn on the hot water on. I was never a victim or the bully; I was just a curious bystander. I was just trying to see the action. - Jacob Clinkscales

It was like when I walked in the building it grew arms and hugged me. -Catherin Cannon

The building may have looked colorful and like a good place for learning, but it always felt gray and sad to me. -Sophia Perez

Single Story

It's easy to overlook children and cast them to the shadows of indifference. But every time we are perpetrators of such an act we lose just a bit more about what it means to be an American. -Marc Bouie

Bullies aren’t tough, they’re weak. Just because they look tough, sound tough, and they can ruin your life in a split second, doesn’t mean their life isn’t falling apart either. They’re just as weak as a man spending his last few breaths on drugs, just as weak as the strongest man- dying... Just as weak as the kid who has to deal with pain everyday, and that kid used to be me. When I walked through the halls people stared at me, glared at me, spit at me and even throw things at me. -Tori Okabe

All I could think was “Thank God that I was going home early” because all I wanted to do was ball up in a corner and cry. On my short ride home over the train tracks, my mother chatted cheerfully about her day, but I wasn’t paying attention. I was thinking “Did I have to be my own upstander? Am I overreacting?” Before the front door of our condo closed, I was hurrying to my bedroom. I threw myself on my bed, curled up in a ball and cried. -Jordyn Birden
"Who does this little black girl think she is," he said. I paused. This was 2012, not 1935 but because I was a little black girl from the heart of Englewood, they assumed I wasn't going to be on top of my game. Most people judged us because they are only exposed to the violence the media points out. Jordan Gamby

What is wrong is to assume things about people, especially when it comes to religion, and to judge without knowing. If more people took the time to understand a person before judging them, I think people would get along a lot easier. -Sharon Smith

In conclusion, it’s not only us that we have to protect from single stories. It’s our family, friends, colleagues, and the world. It is so important that you don’t judge someone based of something you may have seen or heard. Everyone is their own person, with different personalities, and back stories. And to just label them with some story, it’s not right. And the sooner humanity sees that we might be able to never have a single story about anyone.--Mia De La Parra

Then I realized this dog wasn't the vicious dog from the television show. This was just an innocent puppy that wanted a loving family. I felt like a perpetrator to the new dog and myself for having a stereotype influence my way of thinking. --Daquan Williams

In the end, the decisions Hanna and I had made based off the stereotype of a “wanna be,” was taking advantage of a really good person. We had seen so many fake mean girl type movies of the one new girl that wants to fit in but has to go through all these different phases to make it into the “group,” and it made us both think that if we did it, others would take it as a movie and not real life. We were just kids, and that’s the thing is that single stories can destroy a reputation at age 11. --Madison Palmer

...the first thing that I thought about was this: What would a White person be doing in a black majority neighborhood at this time of night? Then, I came up with a conclusion: This lady must be a crack head. --Brandyn Snow
As we were walking through the mall, people looked at me as if I were a foreign object and I even heard a girl say “what is that black girl doing out here?” -Samone Williams

In their eyes I was a crime bomb waiting to explode. I had been profiled as a thief, as a resistor of the law, and they didn't know my name. I don't think it was personal...This is close to how single stories are created. --Aaron Rushing

