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College Essay by: Cynthia Johnson, Fenwick Class of 2009
		Riding the Green Line

In many ways, people find it difficult to “label” me. There is no one box to check that describes who I am. I need words. I am a biracial girl, with an African-American father and a Caucasian mother. I was raised as a city girl, attending a predominantly black elementary school in a neighborhood on the south side of Chicago that has millionaires living just blocks away from public housing developments. While still living in that same neighborhood, I now attend a predominantly white high school in the heart of the suburbs. 
Although this has sometimes been a challenge, I made a conscious decision not to force myself to fit in with any one clique. Instead, I embrace my diverse identity by connecting with several different groups.  I have black friends, white friends, Asian friends, and Latino friends. I have friends who are cheerleaders and jocks, but also friends who are tree-huggers, nerds, and Goths. I enjoy sharing my time with all of my friends.  At my school, being diverse makes me stand out, and I have to admit that I like this opportunity to be different. 
The daily experience that has been the strongest influence in keeping my diverse identity grounded, both racially and socioeconomically, is riding the Green Line. The Green Line is a train that is part of Chicago’s rapid transit system, taking me back home from suburbia through seedy west-side ghettos, into the glitzy heart of Chicago’s loop, and on to new yuppie South Side neighborhoods. On the Green Line, I have been exposed to all walks of life. The bootleggers mesh with the businessmen and the bag ladies sit next to the stock market analysts. The homeless ask the school kids for money. For one part of my day, I get to see the socially elite and the socially outcast in the same place, at the same time, united in one goal to get somewhere. For one moment in time, nobody’s better than the next guy on the Green Line. 
Someday I want to use my experiences with racial and socioeconomic diversity to broaden the perspectives of others. I want to be a journalist who will help others to see what I have seen and to better understand it. As I sit aboard the train, I often crave an interview with those who ride the Green Line with me, wondering what stories these dissimilar people have to tell and wondering how many of them long for a voice to tell them. Undoubtedly, some are just trying to survive by sleeping, eating, and begging for money. Others, who can afford to have lives once off of the platform, are on their way home to relax with a family. I know for sure, though, that they, like me, can never be described by checking off just one box. They need words. 
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