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My Genius

Being born and raised in Ghana, a country where education is not as accessible or

guaranteed for everyone, I always felt privileged. My parents would often put pressure on me

and my siblings to study hard, do well in school so that we can become something great later

on in life. My Dad worked Hard as a nurse and made sure my siblings and I all went to a

private school because he wanted to make sure we got the best education possible. As a

young child I loved learning and the excitement I got when I was able to learn or understand

something difficult drove me to constantly do better and want to learn even more. I was

always at the top of my class in Ghana. I was always raising my hand to answer and ask

questions and I was the student that other students came to when they needed help

understanding what was thought in class. I loved the feeling and praise I received from my

parents when I brought home my final exams and only having 85’s and aboves in all my

subjects. “My genius” my mother would often say, I acted like I didn’t like when she called

me that but truth be told I loved that name. It made me feel like I was seen and that all my

hard work and efforts were not going to waste. When I moved to the US everything changed.

It was my first day of school in America. I was so excited to not only be going to

school for the first time in America but also because this was my first day in 5th Grade. I

woke up extra early to select which clothes I would wear and what hairstyle to do because I

wanted to make a first good impression. I was already about a month and a week behind

because the school year started early September and I arrived in the US in the middle of

October. I was scared that I would be behind and it would be extremely hard to catch up , I

later came to the hard realisation that I was right, catching up wasn’t going to be easy. On my

first day I was escorted to class by my homeroom teacher Miss Meany which is ironic

because she was actually one of the nicest and most caring teachers I have ever had. She

would comfort me when I felt distressed or she noticed I wasn't in a good place and she

would always make sure I wasn't by myself or lonely.  When I walked into the classroom for



the first time I couldn’t help but admire the room. My homeroom was painted green and

white. There were Halloween decorations all over the classroom because it was almost

halloween. The student desks were positioned in groups of 4. The teacher’s desk was at the

corner of the classroom and the white board was in front. Although I had hoped that it

wouldn’t  be so hard for me to catch up, I was wrong.  I went from learning “Religious and

moral education” which was my history class in Ghana to learning about lewis and clark and

the westward expansion. I Had absolutely no idea what was going on. I knew nothing about

US history, only that Barack Obama was president at the time. I also knew that I would have

to work twice as hard as everyone else if I wanted to catch up.

About two months into the school year my school had reached out to my mom and

asked her to have me evaluated for learning disabilities. I was really behind compared to the

other students, I never spoke in class, never spoke at all to anyone, I just really kept to myself

so they assumed there was something wrong with me. My mom refused to have me tested

because she knew there was nothing wrong with me and I was perfectly fine, I was just

having a hard time adjusting to my new home away from home.

“She will never graduate, she’s not smart enough”For a second I believed those

words, sitting there by the corner of the room looking out the window watching as the cars

passed by I overheard someone talking about me. It was almost time for my 5th grade

graduation, my homeroom teacher Ms.Meany was handing out graduation caps and gowns to

everyone in the class but me. I hadn’t received mine yet because I came later during the year

when school had already started and all those arrangements, sizing and data was collected for

everyone but me. I would eventually get my cap and gown but just not the same time as

everyone else. A girl sitting a couple of rows down from me whispered to her friend “ she

will never graduate, she’s not smart enough”. For a moment I sat still and my heart sunk,

tears running down my eyes. I put my head on the table so no one would notice I was crying

and I refused to let her see that her words affected me that much. When I first came to the US

I had a thick accent, so people immediately knew I came from a foreign country and they

would immediately assumed I wasn’t smart or didn’t get a proper education. I was at the top

of my class in Ghana and was among the top 5 students in my grade but when I came to the

US I was often underestimated. When I spoke they were in shock because they didn’t think I

could speak english. When I presented my presentation on Great White sharks to the whole

class reading the words so fast and fluently they nearly flew off the pages they were



astonished. “Can you believe she just came from Africa less than 3 months ago? Yet she can

read and write so well, she’s amazing” my teacher Ms.Meany whispered to another teacher. I

felt very offended by this statement but I know she didn’t mean it in a rude way, she was just

a little oblivious they all were. But part of me liked that they underestimated me because I

wanted to prove them wrong so badly and I did.

Countless hours spent after school with my teachers getting the help that I needed,

and more hours spent with my mother at home who would tutor me in math because it was

one of the subjects I struggled with most, I began to improve.  Since I would often have a

hard time with the homework, everyday when I got home my mom would tutor me and help

me with my homework. I would often go to the library with my older sister and spend hours

there studying. Eventually I started to improve and my teachers began to notice it too. My

grades started to improve, I began getting more comfortable raising my hand to answer

questions in class and I had started to feel very positive about the rest of the school year. I got

my cap and gown, my grades were improving, I was finally catching up with everyone else

and everything was looking up. I was looking forward to graduation, which was coming up

quickly. Finally, the day had come!  as I walked down the steps on the day of my graduation

in my cap and gown to “Empire state of mind” by Alicia Keys I had the biggest smile on my

face. Looking into the crowd and seeing my parents and older sisters and knowing how proud

they were of me made it all worth it.



Unit 2: Research Project (Not revised)











Unit 3 : ( Revised )



Artist statement:

For as long as I can remember I have always been Fascinated by African history and
culture. I loved to listen to African Folk tales and Folklore as a kid and I also loved learning
about past African leaders. Out of all the many amazing and interesting historical African
leaders I have learned about, the one that stood out to me the most was Mansa Musa  the ruler
of Mali during 1312 C.E . He is mostly known for his vast wealth,  his famous pilgrimage to
Mecca (Islams holiest city) and his contributions to his kingdom. He was a ruler that wanted
to better his empire and his kingdom. During his reign he really focused on the idea of
bettering the education system in his kingdom and also making islamic education more
accessible.  It was shocking to me that not a lot of people knew who Mansa Musa was, so I
wanted to educate people about the life and legacy of Mansa Musa and his impact that lasted
years after he was gone.

My main reason for making this project was because I wanted to share more about
Mansa Musa’s legacy . some-people only know Mansa Musa as the richest person to ever live
or for his famous pilgrimage, but not a lot of people know the other things he did for his
people and his empire. Mansa Musa was a devout muslim, and he felt that education and
islamic education was very important which is why he took the measures that he did and built
mosques all around his kingdom so that his people would have the accessibility that they
needed. The audience that I wanted to direct this piece to is. mostly young adult muslim girls
and boys of African decent because I wanted to educate them more on a ruler that shaped in
islamic religion in his empire/kingdom. His actions paved the way for other African countries
to take initiative to also make islamic religion more accessible.

The reason why I chose this genre is that I felt as though it was the best and most fun
way to get my point across to my audience because my audience are young adults who would
prefer a fun way of learning new Information. Creating a poem got my point across and
allowed me to give more insight on who Mansa Musa was and his impact while still able to
be creative. Most young adults lose interest very quickly or don’t like to read things for a
long time because they get bored. Which was why I decided to not create a poem that was
overly long, but rather create one that had all the information I wanted it to have while also
still rhyming and engaging the audience.

At the start of my project I had originally intended on doing a tiktok or a comic on
Mansa Musa. I later realised that the comic wouldn’t be such a good idea because with the
amount of time that I had to complete this project and individually having to draw every
image in the comic would have been very hectic and it would not have come out the way that
I wanted because I would be rushing to complete it rather than focusing on the quality of the
piece. I then decided to just do a Tiktok video because it is also a very good way to reach my
audience since almost every teen or young adult uses tiktok. But during class I heard a
student ask if we could do a poem for our project if we wanted to. Then it struck me! I



realised I wanted to do a poem because it would be a great way to test my creativity as a poet
and I wanted to challenge myself on how well I could make this poem rhyme but also be able
to input enough information all while trying to make sure it makes sense to the audience.
Starting the poem was easy, it was a challenge, I had 3 different poems that I had started
working on at the beginning but I was very confident in all 3 of them. so two days before the
rough draft was due I started on the poem that I ended up submitting “A heart of Gold”. This
poem did take me some time to complete because I wanted to make sure that I pushed myself
to see just how far I can take this poem and how far I could go with making this poem have
qualities of a poem like rhyming and literary elements and devices.

Now that this project is done, I think my final unit 3 project turned out really great
and exactly how I wanted it to turn out. My project definitely evolved as I went on because in
the beginning I hadn’t thought of doing a poem I was thinking of doing a video instead but I
then fell in love with the idea of a poem and wanted to give it a shot and see it through. What
I would have done differently given all the “time, money and expertise in the world”  is that I
would have liked to make my poem flow better. While I did my best to make it rhyme I feel
like there were certain parts that just didn't flow together as much as I wanted it to. I am not a
great poet but I do love writing poems and testing out my ability to write poems because it is
a fun and also challenging way to test my ability to use literary devices, rhymes etc.  what I
am happiest about is actually being able to complete my poem and it having the structure that
it does because there were a couple of times were I just wanted to take the easy way out and
create a video instead but I decided to see this through. How I feel having done something
like this as a college project is that I really loved the idea of giving students the freedom to
choose a topic they are interested in, write a research paper on and also to create any project
they wanted with the information they gathered from unit 2. It was a really fun way for us to
test our creativity and I’m glad we were given the chance to do a project like this because I
really enjoyed it.



Final Reflection

During the start of this term I was very nervous because this was my first semester in

college and I was scared because of the stories I heard about writing intensive courses. Over

the years my writing  has improved a lot but I was worried that It wouldn’t be good enough

or considered “college level writing”.  Coming from a different country especially at a young

age where we didn’t really write essays in the format essays are written in the US, it took a

lot for me to catch up in writing. It took years of constant practice and extra help for me to

learn to cite properly, quote properly , explain my evidence properly and what I always

struggled with most introductions and conclusions. Over time I began to get better at these

things and when I graduated from high school  I knew my writing skills were at a good place

but I was still worried it wouldn’t be enough. This term has taught me alot about myself as a

writer because I did not expect to get the grades that I did on unit 1 and 2. I got really good

grades for both projects and I am beyond proud of myself because I put a lot of time and

effort into all my projects to make sure that I was pushing myself to be the best writer I could

possibly be. This semester I learned that if I tried hard enough and put in the extra work my

grades would reflect that and it did.

How I will use what I have learned this term and transfer the knowledge to other

writing situations is that I will use what I have learned so far to continue to improve my

writing. While I have come a long way and I am very proud of how far and how well I have

done there is always room for improvement. so I plan to use these skills in other writing

courses that I take and I also plan to improve these skills and continue to improve my writing.

The work I did early in the semester vs the work I’m doing now is very different

because all the projects I did throughout this term were all different genres. I am Glad that

each project was in a different genre because it challenged my creativity and helped me

explore new and fun forms of writing which really kept me excited and engaged in each

project that we did in class. For the first project which was the education narrative , I had so

many different ideas of things I wanted to write about because there were so many things that

shaped my life and my education. But every time I thought about an event that had the

biggest impact on my education all I could think of was my experiences when I first came to

the US and that was what I decided to write my education narrative on.  Aside from the

struggles I faced education wise being an immigrant and knowing nothing about the US



education system, in my story I decided to also dive into a particular incident that really

changed my perspective on things. The incident I talked about was when a student made a

harsh comment about me, in my essay I wrote.. “She will never graduate, she’s not smart

enough”For a second I believed those words, sitting there by the corner of the room looking

out the window watching as the cars passed by I overheard someone talking about me.” This

quote was really important for me to add into my writing because it had a huge impact on me

and was a big turning point in my story because it caused me to want to do better and want to

prove that student wrong  and show her that I am much more than she says I am.

For unit 2 I had a lot of different ideas on what I wanted to do for my research project

but in the end I had decided to do my project on Mansa Musa. I was always fascinated with

African folktales and folklore and African history in general, so it amazed me that the richest

person to ever walk the earth was African and not a lot of people even know who he was so I

wanted to educate more people on the life and legacy of Mansa Musa. In my project I aimed

to give facts on Mansa Musa’s life, his legacy, his famous pilgrimage to Mecca and what he

did for his empire and kingdom in regards to education and islamic education. In my essay I

wrote “The news of the mosques and universities he built spread to the far corners of the

earth and this caused a wave of “Muslim scholars, poets, and artisans to his empire” causing

Timbuktu Mali to become very well know for its abundance in culture and religion”. I felt the

need to stress the impact he had on the islamic religion not only in his kingdom but in

different parts of the world as well.

For my unit 3 project although I had a lot of different ideas on how I wanted to reach

my target audience I ended up creating a poem. I had so much fun creating this poem even

though there were a lot of times where I wanted to take the easy way out and create a video

because I thought that would be easier but I’m glad I saw it through because I really put a lot

into this poem. In the poem I talked about Mansa Musa’s pilgrimage to Mecca. I wanted to

make sure I gave all the important details about this journey and make sure nothing was left

out. I also wrote this poem to show what kind of leader Mansa Musa was, he was a selfless

king who shared his wealth and didn't greedy keep it for himself.  In my poem I stated “Town

after town they crossed  pounds of Gold he lost ,But all for a good cause People coming in

mobs.  Screaming & yelling because, Mansa Musa “king of kings” calls Upon everyone

behind closed doors, In the halls,& behind the walls. “Come & this gold is Yours”. I wanted

to further emphasise Mansa Musa’s generosity and how he chose to spend his wealth.




