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griot 
[gree-oh, gree-oh, gree-ot] /griˈoʊ, 

ˈgri oʊ, ˈgri ɒt/ IPA Syllables  
 Word Origin  

noun  

1.   a member of a hereditary caste 

among the peoples of western 
Africa whose function is to keep 

an oral history of the tribe or 

village and to entertain with 

stories, poems, songs, dances, 

etc.  
 

Origin:   Portuguese 
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Slaves Communicate 
By Janae Jacobs, Grade 8---Teachers:  Ms. L. Williams 

 

 Slaves communicated with each other secretly through songs.  

These songs helped relay secret messages, tell a story, or bring people 

together in a common cause.  Because many slaves knew the secret 

meanings of each of these songs, they could be used to signal many 

events.  The songs were mostly used for escaping slavery or just as a way 

of saying they were about to escape. 

 Harriet Tubman, a conductor of the Underground Railroad, used 

the song “Wade in the Water” as say to tell slaves that were escaping to 

get off the trail and into the water to make sure the dogs slave catchers 

used couldn’t sniff out their trail.  When the people walked through the 

water, they were did not leave a scent trail that dogs could easily follow.  

Tubman also used slave songs to relay other messages.   Sometimes she 

had to leave a group she was leading north to get food or other needed 

supplies.  She would tell them to hide and wait for her signal.  If she came 

back and sung the son twice, they would know it was safe to come out 

of hiding.  But, if the slave catchers were in the area or there was danger 

ahead, she would sing another song.  That tells the group of slaves in 

hiding to stay hidden until Harriet sang the “all clear” song.   To those 

who didn’t know the meaning of Harriet’s songs, they thought that 

Tubman was just singing to pass the time. 

 

 



THE IMPENETRABLE MASK 
By Janae Jacobs, Grade 8----Teacher:  Ms. L. Williams 

 

We wore the masked that grinned and lied; 

that covered the face with clouded eyes. 

The depraving darkness quickly closed in, 

fear starts to crawl through the skin. 

Our glow has faded, as dullness starts to rise inside. 

 

Why did we let it claim our face, 

Change our future and seal or fates? 

It was deception that we fed. 

Our innocent sides may now be dead. 

 

The mask was painted to imitate a mirror. 

But our reflects showed the truth much clearer; 

With a terrifying glare that almost killed, 

the impenetrable shadow lurked beside us still. 

We will never be the same again. 

Because we wore the mask… 



They Said I Couldn’t 
By Diamond West, Grade 8---Teacher:  Ms. L. Williams 

 

For a very long time I’d been told I couldn’t read. 

I lost all confidence in reading at that point. 

I began to read to myself, alone, and out loud. 

I wanted to hear what they heard. 

I started with small books---never thinking about chapters. 

The first day of 7th grade I was introduced to Mrs. Leahy, my language arts teacher.   

She could read a whole essay in under a minute. 

That was amazing to me;  I wanted that.  I wanted to read like that. 

I told Mrs. Leahy I wanted to learn to read like this.   

She answered by asking me what books do I read. 

I answered saying that I don’t read. 

Ms.  Leahy told me she was the same way once, and I would learn to love books 

the way she does. 

I thought to myself:  “It will never happen.” 

But, then I had a moment.  And, I realized Ms. Leahy was not the only inspiration. 

I went to the library and met Ms. Amy, the librarian. 

She was putting books away when she realized I was watching her. 

She smiled at me and asked if I was news.   

I answered yes and looked at the book she had. 

I asked her if I can have the book, and she handed it to me. 



continued    They Said I Couldn’t 
She told me it was news and to tell what I thought of it after I read it. 

I thanked her and checked it and ran home. 

I locked myself in my room.  And, read some out loud and some in my mind. 

I read the whole book before the night ended.  I had read my first novel! 

I read Doll Bones by Holly Black. 

My mother always did tell me “It’s not that you can’t read, its finding the books 

that you want to read.” 

Now I read all the time, sometimes twenty books in a few weeks. 

All of this, because they said I couldn’t. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

  

 

 



The Adventure 
By Jha Nichols, Grade 8----Teacher:  Mr. Terry 

 

 Once there was a boy named Jim who loved adventure and the thrill 

of excitement.  One day Jim wandered off in search of his mother’s home.  

It was located in the bad lands.  When he arrived at where he thought his 

mother was, he could not find the house.  So, he just let it go, thinking he 

did not have much time to waste. 

 Later, he went to find a friend who was in the desert, so his friend 

could help him.  The two of them had great times as they searched.  At 

times, Jim and his friend left their car and walked.  They was a circus show 

that was in town.  They saw the beach before a storm.  They saw a brush 

fire.  They saw kids leaving for school.  Sometimes they just walked and 

talked about nothing and everything---mainly what they would do when 

they were grown. 

 Finally, Jim gave up on his search for his mom’s house and went 

home.  He was surprised to find his mom and another of his buddies at 

home, waiting on him.  And in unison they said:   “It’s the journeys along 

the way that we take, not the destination.” 

 

 

 



What’s Special to Me? 
By Dadrien Hunt, Grade 8---Teacher:  Ms. L. Williams 

 

What is special to me? 

Something that cannot walk, 

Nor can it even talk, 

But, yet it satisfies me. 

It is good and sometimes it is healthy. 

 

It comes in many different forms--- 

Hot, cold, and even warm. 

This is why food is special to me: 

Hamburgers, pizza, and cereal. 

All this can satisfy me. 

 

 



Pizza 
By Rashad Hunt, Grade 8---Teacher:  Ms. L. Williams 

 

Pizza is good! 

Pizza is hot. 

Pizza is the only thing I got. 

Pizza is delicate, 

And Yes, fragile, when I’m done. 

I’m gonna play Scrabble. 

 

But, wait there’s more. 

No, I want more. 

Make me more. 

Then watch me roar! 

 

 



Today! 
By Kei’ Chae Burns, Grade 8----Teacher:  Ms. L. Williams 

 

Today is the day! 

This is it. 

Today we’ll learn, and have fun. 

Today we will grow as we learn. 

Today we will be kind, and respect one another. 

Today is a very special day! 

Don’t give up. 

Don’t leave it behind. 

Let’s give it our all. 

Let’s make it shine. 

We’d better get busy, because today is 

A very special day! 

 

 

 

 



The Feelings Inside 
By Erin Hill, Grade 8----Teacher:  Ms. L. Williams 

 

Sometimes 

I suppose I’m happy 

Like when I’m with my friends 

Throwing my head back and covering my month 

As I shake with laughter 

At a joke someone just made. 

 

But then day turns to night 

And my carefree grin turns into an unexplainable sadness, 

Etched on my face like a tattoo. 

And, I lay in bed 

Thinking about all the things I wish I could day--- 

All the things I’m afraid to admit, 

Even with only pen, paper, and mind. 

 

Its nights like these when I realize: 

I am many things… 

I am happy and sad…. 

Outgoing and shy… 

Rambunctious and quiet….But mostly, I’m just me. 



Messed Up Again 
By Desmond Hainesworth, Grade 8----Teacher:  Ms. L. Williams 

 

I wish I can go back and fix what I did 

I really messed up again 

If I could tell her sorry I would 

I think I still have feelings that I need to express 

I wouldn’t be where I am now if I didn’t 

Do what I did. 

 

If I had another chance I’d try to make 

Sure I wouldn’t do it again 

I’m scared to express what I really feel sometimes 

Sometimes it’s hard to find out what folks are really thinking 

I tried to move on but it wouldn’t work out 

If I had another chance, I’d take it. 

 

 

 



In Advanced Academics 
By Montana Taylor, Grade 7----Teacher:   Ms. Evans 

 

 I am one of those students who is fortunate enough to be in the advanced 

academics program at Woodlawn Middle.  It is also known as the GT program.  I 

think this program is beneficial to me and others because some people progress at 

certain things more than others and it is incredibly important to accommodate 

these people as well as others in order to allow everyone to rise to their true 

potential and be the best they can be. People like my peers and I should not be held 

back or slowed down in order to be taught more easily, nor should people who are 

not ready to move on be dragged into something that asks more of them than they 

are able to give. 

The GT program allows me to excel in the things I am good at, and it gives 

me the knowledge that if I apply myself and remain dedicated then I can be 

extremely successful in life, as well as school. The GT program allows those with 

special talents to utilize their blessing and rise through the ranks. In my opinion 

everyone can be GT if they are serious and diligent enough about their grades. I 

truly think that whether you are naturally gifted at something or not, that despite 

those differences the thing that determines where you go in life is your 

determination. You can’t give up simply because you don’t find something easy. 

The only things that pay off in life are the ones that you work for, and if you are not 

ready to put in that work then be ready to not amount to much. 

To me the GT program has provided a challenging environment that brings 

out the best in me and also allows me to show that my hard work means something. 

It allows me to achieve greatness and most of all it gives me the confidence that is 

needed to pursue my dreams no matter how difficult. I know that I am able to do 

whatever I set my mind to, and even though I may fail at first I won’t give up 

because that is what GT has taught me. To me the measure of your worth is not in 

your intelligence, it lies in where you want to be and what you are willing to do to 

get there. Simply said, if you are GT you are willing to do quite a lot. 



Learning to Program 

By Lennon Velter, Grade 8---Teacher:  Mr.  Terry   

 

Today there are many video games, and sometimes people get ideas for video games but they 
don’t know how to program. But, if I told you that there is a site that makes it easy would you go make you 
own game? 

 That’s what I am doing. I use a web site called “Scratch” that was made by M.I.T (Massachusetts 
institute of technology).  They designed it to let everyday people make their own games. 

 I am making a game right now every day at 8th grade lunch, so I go to the library media center to 
spend some spare time on it.   What I am working on now will be the very first game I make on my own.  I 
am so excited that I learned how to program by myself. 

 My plan is to make a game so I can have a better chance to go to college, and so I can say I made 
my own games. The plan for the game is to be done by May of this year, and make it up so I can see how 
many people download the game on their PC (computer) and on android mobiles (phones, and tablets). 

 Making a game can have several positive benefits.  One advantage is that you can use the 
opportunity to become more well known. Or, you can use making a game to just have fun designing or 
playing a game. You can design for all the people who like your games. You can also do game design to 
make money. 

 The main story for me wanting to make a video game is that all my life I played games.  It made my 
life better when my mom was sick in the hospital.  It was “go away place” for me. I always wanted my own 
game and until “Scratch” came out I wasn’t able to.  And, now with this program, I may be able to 
accomplish something I’ve always wanted to do. 

 The game story so far is that a pair of twins---brother and sister----go on a vacation and the arcane 
(evil guy) comes and takes the character that you don’t play as (you can select who you play as).   Then you 
have to save the world and your twin from the arcane. It is a “side scroller game” (the kind where you go 
from left to right) and has 8 bit graphics (the type that were used in the early years of games) and is going 
to be free to play. 

The roles in making a video game are:  video game design, game design, game art design, game 
development/game developer, game modification, game producer, game programmer, game publisher, 
game studies, game testing, game journalism, and level design. 

 So, even if you don’t what to program, but want to make a game, there are different jobs available 
in the field.  This has been such a great learning and career opportunity for me.  I just wanted to pass on 
the information for all those interested. 

 



Remembering Childhood 
By Anthony Sanders, Jr., Grade 6----Teacher:  Ms. Hayes 

 

Childhood I crawling around the floor 
Trapped behind closed doors 
Never wanting more. 
 
Childhood is rolling through the  
Grass excited for class 
Watching time pass. 
 
Do you remember childhood? 
Pedaling on your bike 
The girl you still like 
Sad when the bell strikes. 
 
Do you remember childhood? 
Driving down the road 
Those looks made with code 
Your love always showed. 
 
Childhood is when she broke your heart 
And, it was just the start 
You are no longer art. 
 
Do you remember childhood? 
When childhood was still there 
And, your heart wasn’t bare 
And, people would care. 



Childhood is… 
By  Z’Aura A. Boone, Grade 6----Teacher:  Ms. Hayes 

 

Childhood is listening to music, dancing, and playing 

video games 

Childhood is playing at the playground and swinging on 

the swings 

Childhood is learning new things at school and showing it 

to you mother 

Childhood is playing with your toys 

Childhood is getting in trouble and getting punished 

Childhood is loving your family 

Childhood is going on vacations and having the ball 

Childhood is having a new little brother in the world and 

playing with him 

Childhood is seeing my new family members 

Childhood is seeing my mom and new dad get married 

 

 

 



Waiting on Spring 

By Jose Benitez, Grade 7----Teacher:  Ms. Evans 
 

It’s January, and it’s very cold. 

It’s cold in the school building. 

It’s cold outside. 

I can’t wait until Spring time comes. 

I can’t wait to see all my friends playing around outside all day. 

How wonderful it will be to see green oak trees around me. 

There will be bees buzzing, birds singing in the trees. 

I’ll get to go camping with my family.  And that is really nice. 

I’ll see butterflies in the skies. 

There will be the fragrance of flowers blooming on the mountain sides. 

I’ll see and smell of kinds of wonderful things. 

But, most of all, I won’t be cold. 

             Spring Butterfly by Student Artist Taylor Jackson, Grade 7 

        



Then There Was None 
Story and art by Jordan Walters, Grade 7----Teacher:  Mr. Donahue 

 

Once upon a time, there were three brothers, James, and Carl and Sidney. 

They all lived on a farm, with their mom. 

They helped her with the animals, dishes…. 

Hanging the clothes on the line to dry…until James applied for college in Cincinnati. 

His mom was so proud that there were tears in her eyes. 

Then Carl and Sidney grew up--- 

Old enough to get jobs, so they both moved to New York City--- 

In an apartment.   

Their mom was alone….. 

And, then there was none. 

 



Student  

Essays  

And  

Narratives 
(From Class Assignments) 

 

 

 

 



Dr. Ben Carson:  The Speech Video v. The Book 

By Anayah Davis, Grade 7---Teacher:  Ms. Miles 

  

 I have read the speech, and I have also watched the video clip.   

I think that the video was better because in the video viewers can see 

everything, and the in the text it is confusing sometimes when Dr. Ben Carson uses 

medical term vocabulary.  In the video, as he used “big words,” he often 

demonstrated them.  Also, in the video when he showed humor, I could understand 

it because of the expressions that showed on his face.  But, in the text, of course, I 

couldn’t see these things. 

 In the video, I could understand how he was trying to get other students to 

become more educated, but in the text I don’t hear him saying anything about 

pursuing an education.  The essay from his book was designed to tell readers that 

you can become more informed by watching and listening.  The video was so much 

better because of the information that I was able to take away from the viewing.  

The biggest reason for enjoying videos is that I sometimes forget what I read after 

reading a paragraph, but the in the video all you have to do is listen and watch.  

Sometimes reading can be boring. 

 There were also funny events in the video that were not as funny in the movie.  

One example was when Dr. Carson said that some students called him “dummy.”  I 

think it was funny because of the way he said it.  And, it was also funny because we 

know he ended up becoming one of the world’s most famous brain surgeons. 

 

 

 

 



Branch 

By Maia Connelly, Grade 6:  Teacher:  Mr. Frazier 

 

Saskia had just moved to Yokohama, Japan and she knew no one.  After Saskia had 

unpacked everything she realized that she needed more stuff in her apartment.  Saskia went out 

to find some home décor for her apartment. When Saskia was driving back home she saw this 

shop with little trees, and she knew she had to get the trees for her apartment. Those trees were 

Bonsai trees that are little and have to be taken care of on a daily basis.  They also need a physical 

and emotional commitment.                                        

When Saskia went into the shop she saw that there were Bonsai trees everywhere, but 

there was one that looked very interesting to her.  When she went towards it an elderly lady 

stepped in front of her.   Saskia had no idea where she came from.          

 Thee elderly lady said to her “I trust you to take very good care of Branch.”  

 “Branch, the tree, has a name?” Saskia asked.       

“Yes, in fact my tree does have a name. I want you to take care of my Bonsai tree as if 

Branch is a real person.  If you do, Branch will have a special gift for you.  Make sure that you give 

Branch very special fertilizer and a very special container to represent Branch’s style.”  

 When Saskia got home she immediately set it in a container that represented Branch. On 

a daily basis, Saskia took care of Branch. She cut off new trimmings; she made sure that she let 

Branch grow freely. If she couldn’t take care of Branch she would make sure that her neighbor 

was able to.  Saskia loved her tree.  Saskia knew that the Japanese took care of their plants and 

as if they were alive.  Bonsai trees are an example of how they show that.  She wanted her Bonsai 

to be an art piece that was never finished.        

            

 One day when Saskia was in her kitchen, she heard a sound of humming.  She also saw a 

light coming from her living room and she knew that no other lights were on except for in the 

kitchen.  When she got to her living room she realized that Branch was glowing when she stepped 

closer to the tree she realized that it wasn’t humming that she heard.  It was Branch talking to 

her. That moment she realized that the gift the elderly lady was talking about had been real.  

 “I have come to repay you for all of the good care you have given me. Your gift is three 

wishes and they can be anything you want.  But, I will not accept any negative wishes—only 

positive,” Branch said. 

 “Can I make my first wish now?” Saskia asked. 

 “Yes.” Branch said. 



 “I wish for the world to be better and to make sure that everybody is safe everyday of 

their lives,” Saskia said. 

 “These are very thoughtful wishes and they have come true now.” 

 But one of the wishes didn’t come true for Saskia. When Saskia was in her kitchen her 

kitchen towel accidently dropped onto the stove, and it immediately caught the kitchen on fire 

and since Saskia’s floor is wood, the whole apartment caught on fire.  

  Saskia couldn’t reach her phone but her neighbor had smelled the smoke and called the 

firefighters. When the paramedics came they realized that her burns were severe and that she 

had smoke inhalation.  Her last wish to her Bonsai was to get better.  

This wish of hers also came true. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Legend of the Origami Dragon 

By Elijah Carmichael-Myrie, Grade 6—Teacher:  Mr. Frazier 

 

Kaden, a young boy from a Japanese village, wants to try out origami for the first time with 

his father. But his father, Iroh, says he must learn about it first. 

“Origami is the Japanese art of paper folding,” Iroh said to Kaden “It requires patience.” 

But Kaden already knew this and wanted to start right away. 

Meanwhile, at the volcano that borders the village, the Origami Dragon wanted something 

to do. The Origami Dragon is the dictator of his area and acted unfairly toward his subjects. 

“I need something to do!” he said.  “Oh, I know what to do! I’ll capture someone from the 

village and force them to entertain me.” It was not hard for him to find someone because Kaden 

and Iroh were arguing so loud you could hear them from the volcano. “Perfect,” said the Origami 

Dragon. 

Then, to Kaden’s surprise the dragon’s enormous hand reached in from the roof and 

grabbed Iroh. “You will be the newest edition to the volcanic area! You will come with me to 

entertain me with your origami skills for an eternity!” The dragon carried Iroh away. Kaden, still 

confused by the whole event, knew he had to rescue his father. But, he had no idea how. Only an 

origami master could stop the dragon. But his father was the only one he knew that was really 

good at it.  So he just decided to go to the volcanic area himself. 

Kaden thought to himself. “I have to run into someone who can do origami.” Kaden knew 

he had to be patient to learn origami, so he tried taking it easy on his way. 

About halfway there, he saw a crowd gathered around a stage. He saw it was a magician. 

He was making origami! Just what Kaden needed! Kaden joined the crowd and started to talk to 

him. 

“Please sir, you have to help me! My father Iroh got captured by The Origami Dragon and…” 

“Wait, you said his name was Iroh?” 

“Yes, why?” Kaden replied in question. 

“I know Iroh! He and I used to be great friends. It’s been so long since I’ve seen him! How 

is he doing?” 

“I told you he’s been ca-”  



Just then Kaden realized he was yelling and remembered he had to be calm to learn 

origami. Then he continued. “Not well. He’s being held prisoner by the origami dragon.” 

“Oh, well what are we waiting for? Let’s go save him!” 

So Kaden and the Magic Man continued their journey. But it wasn’t easy. There were 

mosquitoes in the air, grasshoppers in the grass, and it even started to rain a little. Kaden was 

ready to quit. But he knew he also needed perseverance to learn origami. So, he tried his best to 

stay calm. When they finally got there, they saw the enormous dragon on his rock throne.  

“Look Iroh, it’s your foolish son trying to save you,” the dragon said with a laugh. 

“Okay magic man,” Kaden told him, “Make some origami to defeat this dragon!” 

“What origami? I can’t do origami.” 

“What do you mean you can’t do origami?” shouted Kaden. “That’s the whole reason I 

brought you with me! I saw you do origami on that stage before! 

“Oh yea, I didn’t make that. A volunteer did.” 

“But, you...” Kaden sighed “I’ll try and do it myself. Got any paper?” 

“Sure.” 

Kaden remembered his training. But, then he realized he had no training. “Wait,” Kaden 

realized his whole journey was training! He easily created an origami dragon out of paper. Then 

all of a sudden… 

“Abra-cadabra!” 

The paper dragon came to life. Kaden couldn’t believe his eyes. It was amazing, incredible, 

it was… 

“Wait, you do real magic?” Kaden asked with a confused look. 

“Well I am the Magic Man, aren’t I?” 

The paper dragon soared through the sky with its mighty wings.  Its speed was so 

incredible; the Origami Dragon couldn’t keep up! It rescued Iroh from his imprisonment, and 

returned him back to his son.  But, his job wasn’t over. He had to make sure the Origami Dragon 

never committed acts of evil again. The paper creature showed off his mighty fire breath and 

destroyed the dragon for good.  As Kaden, Iroh, and the Magic Man returned to the village, the 

beast was to stay at the volcanic area and rule as the new Origami Dragon for all of eternity.  
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