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“Keeping a Container of Peace”
Leymah Gbowee’s Miraculous Story
By Margo D

     Standing up to your parents is hard, 
but standing up to your country’s 
dictator is harder. The day after 
Founder’s Day, a speaker named Leymah 
Gbowee, who grew up during the 
Liberian War, came to speak to classes 
VI-VIII about being able to do anything 
and her experiences in the war.
     Gbowee was responsible for 
organizing the peace movement that 
ended the Liberian Civil War against the 
leadership of  Charles Taylor, Liberia’s 
former president, in 2003. The 
organization was called the Women of  
Liberia Mass Action for Peace, and what 
they did was protest but in a nonviolent, 
peaceful way.
     In Ghana, Taylor and other 
government officials had several peace 

talks, but no results came from these 
talks that took place at the Presidential 
Palace in Accra. The women were fed 
up and went to Ghana and sat outside 
the palace until a resolution was made.
     Their efforts did have an impact and 
brought an end to the Liberian Civil 
War in 2003. Currently, Liberia has a 
female president named Ellen Sirleaf, 
which is symbolic to the work Gbowee 
and her organization did.
     A documentary about the peace 
movement that Gbowee led was 
produced by Abigail Disney and is called 
Pray the Devil Back to Hell.
     When Gbowee came to talk to classes 
VI-VIII, other than talking about her 
experiences in war, she talked also about 
being able to do anything no matter 

what you or anyone thinks. She also 
urged the girls “to put their anger in a 
container of  peace” when faced with 
conflict.
     Blanca S in Class VII said, “I thought 
Leymah Gbowee was such a strong 
woman who had a lot of  courage. It 
takes so much courage to stand up to 
one’s government. She also was such a 
great speaker and gave us amazing 
advice.”
     Gbowee said it’s hard but important 
to remain calm in the face of  violence 
since situations only escalate when 
people yell or act violent. Gbowee was 
very charismatic, emotional yet 
humorous while speaking. She really 
touched the hearts of  many with her 
stories and motivational speech.

Leymah Gbowee, an 
African peacekeeper and 
activist, visited the Middle 
School to tell her story.
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A dish fit for the gods?
Class VII’s performance of  A Midsummer Night’s Dream was 

truly “a dish fit for gods,” as Shakespeare put it so well. 
Class VII brought the Bard back to life when they 

performed his much acclaimed comedy, A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream, as part of  their language arts study of  William 
Shakespeare and his works. 

This play is considered by many to be Shakespeare’s most 
spectacular comedy, and Class VII put much passion into the 
show, making it a memorable experience, and a delightful 
pleasure for their teachers and family, who supported and 
encouraged them along the way.

A Midsummer Night’s Dream is a humorous love story in 
which three different factions, the lovers, the fairies, and the 
“mechanicals,” come together in an engrossing tale filled with 
love, friendship, and humor. In the play, Shakespeare uses some 
of  his favorite techniques like mistaken identity and a “play 
within a play.”

Class VII students received their parts in their three 
different sections around mid December: from that point on, 
they all worked very hard to master their parts, and memorize 
their lines, which were, of  course, in Shakespearean English. 

Throughout this time, students practiced and rehearsed 
their lines laboriously, under the guidance of  their speech and 
drama teacher, Mr. DiFolco. 

Class VII’s hard work was finally put to the test on 
February 8, 9, and 10, when they performed the much awaited 
show. Clothed in costumes that were traditional to 

Shakespeare’s time, each student did her best, and in the end, it 
was a very successful show.

Class VII student Callie P had this to say about the 
Shakespeare project: “This performance was a good 
opportunity for Class VII to get a!better understanding of  
Shakespeare. It also brought the whole class together for a 
really fun bonding experience.”

In addition to the aforementioned production, Class VII 
studied several of  Shakespeare’s sonnets and also penned their 
own. These sonnets were revised several times by both the 
students and their language arts teachers before they were 
displayed in the Commons where parents and other family 
members could read and admire them.

Each student in Class VII worked hard to create these 
intricate poems which require that each of  the fourteen lines 
contain no more or less than ten syllables. Students also 
followed the Elizabethan rhyme scheme: ababcdcdefefgg. Each 
of  their sonnets contained three quatrains and one couplet.

Although it was a challenging process, students were very 
proud of  their hard work in the end.

Some of  the staff  members’ sonnets can be seen on page 
7.

“This performance was a good opportunity 
for Class VII to get a!better understanding of 
Shakespeare. It also brought the whole class 
together for a really fun bonding experience.”

Callie P Class VII Student

Shall I Compare Thee to a Class VII Play?
Shakespeare’s Masterpiece Comes to Life
By Blanca S

Poetry in Motion  
Class VII students 
deliver their 
memorized 
Shakespeare lines.
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On January 9, Class VI took a trip to 
the headquarters of  the United Nations 
to learn what makes this organization so 
unique. After a 40-minute bus ride, they 
arrived at the 18-acre site, which is 
considered international territory. The 
girls were met by Sister Rita Arthur who 
is the RSHM representative to the UN 
and who talked to the girls about the 
special relationship between the RSHM 
and the United Nations and her special 
interest in addressing world poverty.

After going through security, the girls  
toured the building. One of  the rooms 
they visited was the assembly room. The 

girls had the opportunity to get a glimpse 
of  the many desks marked with each 
country’s plaque and seating for each of  
the countries’ ambassadors. 

The students agreed that they 
thought the trip was a great use of  class 
time, and that it broadened their 
understanding of  the importance of  
having world leaders work together. Some 
students imagined themselves some day 
taking part in international policy. 

In the words of  one Class VI 
student: “This class trip was meaningful 
and a lot of  fun.”

Nations, United
Class VI Takes a Trip Inside
By Victoria C

Take Your Partner and Do-Si-Do
Middle School Girls and Dads Get Together 
By Callie P

On January 21, Middle Schoolers grabbed their partners 
and hit the dance floor at the brand new gym on the 97th 
Street campus. They swung, do-si-do’d, and promenaded 
around the square at this much-loved and highly anticipated 
annual event. 

Once the dads arrived with their partners and everyone 
grabbed a cowboy hat, people gathered together in a huge 
circle. The happy couples skipped around the room holding 
hands while listening to the caller. Later, the couples moved 
into increasingly larger circles, did the right star, and traveled 
through “tunnels” and many other configurations. 

After working up an appetite, the dancers enjoyed 
brownies and ice cream. Everyone had a blast, chatting to one 
another. According to one seventh grader, “it was a great time 
to bond with my father. I also liked that everyone else had their 
dad with them, too.“ 

The caller also divided the group by grade levels, so all the 
dads and daughters galloped down the middle with their 
classmates giving high fives all around them. 

At the end, Ms. Bell gave out raffle prizes and applauded 
the fine dad and daughter dancing. It was bittersweet for Class 
VII since it was their last Middle School Square Dance.
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Ocean
By Eve B 
It strips away one layer of  anger after 
another
And cleanses me little by little.

It gently cradles me and rocks me back 
and forth
Like a mother to her baby
Mine says I’m too big for that now.

The salty water mixes with my tears
As I scream my secrets submerged in 
water
Here is the great force
The only one I can trust.

As I read between the breaks of  the 
waves
I could sit there for hours and hours
Time having no beginning, end, or 
meaning.

Watching the waves fold before me
Feet deep in the soft, white sand
Warming me against the obstacles in my 
life.

High Dive
By Molly M

I stood on a high dive. !Took a deep 
breath and bent my knees.

Another girl stood beneath me: 
shimmering on the blue surface.

I crouched: poised to jump.
The girl did the same.

I sprang up
As did she
I fell down…down…down
I was frozen in the air

She was frozen behind a glassy surface
She was going
Up?

SMACK

She is now just tiny water beads.
She is shards of  breaking glass

I am sore
I did not mean to do that belly flop.

Worn-Out Pointe Shoes
By Margo D
She moves swiftly as a swan
Makes no mistake in her act
And performs a cordial leap
Then when over takes a sublime bow
Her audience, only her reflection
But it is perfection

Only no one can see
How perfect the girl may be
In worn-out pointe shoes
And a shoddy leotard
Only her dreams keep her practicing

Her dreams are clichés
Who may blame her?
We all dream occasionally
And sometimes it’s good to dream
Dream to have your face in Times 
Square
To be illustrious
And not be in worn-out pointe shoes

Falling Through Time
By Blanca S
She was falling through time
Actually, no
She was falling into time
From where, though,
I don’t really know
No one does 
No one will 
Because it is long gone by now

Spent an eternity thinking
How much she wishes never to fall again
From something great
Instead of  thinking
Will she miss this when falling again?

Time is up though
No more regrets or second thoughts
She misses what she’s falling from
But won’t wish to never fall again
Just carpe diem
And never think about it again

Moving On
By Gillian L
He died on a Tuesday.
Breath left him like a wind in summer.

the next day his wife died
He held her hand for forever, and even 
now.

go on a couple years forward.
The man gets his first granddaughter and 
his first bald spot.

His youngest leaves for college
He comforts his wife and collapses later.

He sits in a diner brushing his hair back
and locks eyes on a waitress and falls

He and his best friend walk to the corner
and the ice-cream man asks him if  his 
mother knows where he is

First steps take him a few months
he feels proud to walk before his sister

Opens his eyes and sees his mother 
holding him
his hands and feet are all wrinkled, but 
new.

But this man is just a man,
and no one can really age backwards.

Nellie
By Callie P
A dream brings a wonder
Or dark times to one’s eye
Or locks you up inside
The scene of  a lost friend

They bring happiness
When they come alive,
But horror when they bring
Tears to you in twilight

When you feel, touch, and smell,
The memories come back
But everything ends well in the end
You will come back to reality

Away from the dream
But you will feel the
Tear from your
Dream.
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Snow and Ash
By Victoria C
You are in a car.
You are with your family.
Two evils are in your pocket.
You don’t question this.

Your dad, who is driving,
is practicing skidding on the road.

This is rational.

It is going to snow.

uninterested yet somehow terrified,
you throw the smaller of  the two evils
into the back of  the car.

It lands behind your sister.

You hold the other evil close.

Everything is completely normal.

then you wake up.

Suddenly, there has been a giant storm.
Although it is over, the snow still falls

in fluffy, dangerous shards.

How did you get here?

You are hugging someone in terror.
You don’t know who they are or why you 
are hugging them.

A nearby concrete building has five large 
pipes on its roof.
The pipes begin to spew thick black ashes 
that choke the air

The flurries landing on the ground are 
now a sick combination of  black and 
white.

The air is thick with snow and ash.

Suddenly, you find yourself  looking down 
from a great height.

You are in a helicopter with a round glass 
windshield

The ash appears to be falling up as you 
fly over the pipes,

and you are encased in a blinding layer of 
precipitation and black flurries.

The honking of  200 geese rouses you for 
the third time that day.

You walk to the window, and gaze at the 
electric white layer of  snow.
Two hundred geese float contentedly on 
the ice of  the pond.

You turn around as the black ashes start 
falling again into your vision.

Everything is black, you cannot see.

All feeling leaks out of  your fingers and 
toes, then arms and legs.

But you are not afraid as you sink to your 
knees,
then land on the ground.

It will all be okay.

But the feeling never leaves you,
and you are left immobile on the cold 
white carpet.

Silence
By Gillian L
Have you ever stayed up at night?
I know you have,
I know I have.
I say to myself,
This is how my life is.
What have I done?

The best thing to do,
when you’re sleeping awake,
is to listen 
to music
just listen to the same song
over
and over
and over
because you notice something different
every time.

but on the time
when you lose track of  how many times 
it’s been,
you realize
there is no music.

You are listening to silence.

Running to Perfection
By Margo D
As the moon glows
He wakes from slumber
He looks at the world
The world in front of  him
Full of  black and smoky cold air
Wishes he could escape it
Some things may never be

He falls
Falls into a sprint
He runs and runs
Runs for what feels like forever

He dreams
Dreams of  perfection
Perfect life
Perfect world
Some things may never be

His lungs burn
Burn of  pain and ache
His feet throb, but he doesn’t stop
He can’t stop
And sadly he wants to do this forever
Just run forever

So he tries to run 
Runs from his life
Run from the world
Run from everything
But he can’t
He stops to catch his icy breath
Some things may never be. !

My Shell
By Molly M
Gritty
Cool
Surface
I crouch
In the dark
I begin to reach out
Toward the light
At the end
And as my hand comes under
A beam of  light
I give a silent scream
OUT.
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Anywhere But Here
By Margo D
Sitting on the willow tree
You look up and watch
The turquoise lake water ripple
And clouds drift gallantly
You take a deep breath
And slowly let your eyelids close

You wake up to the sound of  laughter
An evil laughter you hear in movies
You look around to see no one
But a place of  darkness and red
With no turquoise water or drifting 
clouds in sight
Not even a speck of  light shines
Or a bit of  happiness is present

You stand up and see
A huge creature of  red
He irreverently laughs
And slugs over to you with a grin
You walk back as the walls close in
He reaches his filthy hand to grab you
As you try to scream
But there’s no use

You abruptly wake up
And look around
To see nothing but the lake and clouds
And a place that’s not here. 

Ode to Dentistry
By Gillian L
My dentist has the most beautiful eyes in 
the world.
They’re grey and blue
they’re lightning.
So when she’s drilling into my teeth,
and I see the dust coming off  of  it and 
am afraid to breathe,
I don’t care.
I know I sound weird.
I’m not in love.
I’m not crazy.
I just find it a more pleasant experience 
when I have something to look at
other than the TV playing old cartoons 
on mute
and my palms sweating so much they’re 
slipping off  the worn out leather.
or pleather.
I don’t really care.
I’m not saying to stare at your dentist
(not saying you can’t)
but notice.

Untitled
By Gillian L
eyes open.

you see the world for once as it is
you’re wearing sweatpants
a tee shirt
no shoes.

A chill runs through your body
it snows
your face burns slightly
your feet are warm
and feel the crisp step when you walk.

No one has been here before
that much you know.
your hair blows and your eyes burn now
they are red and damp with the very 
thought of--
the thought of  being alone.

you squint as the sun goes down
then up again
it’s an unending cycle of  light in your 
mind
and just as you are about to speak,
you notice smoke.

it doesn’t smell or make you cough
but it makes you freeze
your lips move in an effort for help
but sound does not come out
but you try

the smoke trail comes from a building,
bricks and decaying cement lock in the 
answer
but to what, you ask
again
no sound comes out.

You walk towards the building
walking
walking
stop
your cheeks are now damp and water has 
no mercy.

you realize 
you are alone
you will never reach the building
so what now?

you sit
and cry
and wait.

Sparks
By Molly M
I am up
Floating above a surreal world

Fire explodes beneath me I feel an 
awesome power

I am growing copper wings
That turn to flame
The flames eat into my dress but I feel no 
pain

Suddenly I am in the yard of  a school
A plane waits for me

I am in a crowd of  people
A woman wearing an ugly dress shouts 
into a megaphone

A blond boy stands next to me, his 
innocent blue eyes stare into mine
Is he six? Seven years old?
What is he doing here?
He shouldn’t be here

Everyone is going inside an airplane
I follow holding the boy in my arms

The woman with the megaphone stares 
at me, she has grey eyes that pierce me, 
there’s a great ripping of  light and I am 
back above the fiery planet.

A plane rips through the sky leaving a 
trail of  fire.

I see the pilot, he’s wearing a mask, and I 
hear him.

“Unidentified object floating near me. 
What? Enemy plane approaching.”

I am surrounded by a rain of  bullets.
Another plane crashes into the other one 
I scream.

I expect to feel pain I do
And I wake up.
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There are twists and turns in our history,
If  counted, all arise from one single matter,
This reason is not at all a mystery,
After all, who would not treasure power?
Corrupt control can crush dreams and spirits,
The work of  generations past forgot,
Power can be a tool with benefits,
May seem out of  grasp, when it is really not
But power is not just having command,
There is a more complex side to it all,
Power can be in ordinary acts, unseemingly grand,
If  undertaken with a valorous soul.
Without it, all would be chaos; it is essential,
If  it’s mixed with justice and is prudential.

By Blanca S

Seeing the other twin through depths of  glass,
She gazes back with desolate, wide eyes.
She remembers the tragedy of  the past,
Thinking about her demise and all her lies.
Then she sees behind her the monster, keen.
However, this monster is not in the mirror.
The shadow monster silent and unseen,
For it is inside her head raging, or 
She feels the claws inside of  her head.
Claw, claw, memories shoot back into her mind,
Making herself  wish that she were long dead.
Claw, Claw, Claw, inside her head, feeling blind. 
She drops her head, her pain is unsaid--
Is the greatest guilt that she could dread.

By Allie V

Love is an insane obsession that chills.
It has lives engaged in mad mania;
Things that cause people to take ill,
For love is the world’s biggest dilemma
It can take over the body slowly,
Until it makes you become truly sick.
Then the mind starts to act rather lowly:
Until the point when you reach neurosis.
Yet is the crazed love even existing?
Ergo we fight for it for no reason;
Or are we psychotically persisting,
Since it’s real yet controls as a demon.
Love could just be the imagination,
Yet it engenders a sick addiction. 

By Margo D

Her life was pure like the breath of  a babe,
Life wrapped around and took her in.
As mother leaned into the crib--
She saw her life ahead, about to begin.
The new white bib was stained for a long time.
The innocent girl was good, however.
This was an unpredictable time.
Scared to achieve her dreams, too late and never.
Out went the toys and in came the boys.
She knew only a short time had passed,
Soon it would be her wedding day--
It all went a little bit too fast.
Her life was speeding right before her eyes.
Too bad the clock must always move clockwise.

By Eve B 

I wish that I could take back what I said
So that the rose could not have pricked me,
For the light of  hostility had shed
Only for you and I to better see. 
I wonder if  those words have followed you,
And have they been as heavy as I thought?
Your heart has changed, but do you like the new?
Now it is the old you that you have sought.
I can’t remember the last time I hated,
But you, my darling, must take the first prize;
I have been this way since we separated—
I need to move on, I have realized.
Those heavy words have followed me, too;
I hope you are happy, the cause was you. 

By Gillian L

Strange sound—a sound that I have heard before,
Quite loud, it echoes deep inside my head.
The sound, I wish to hear it just once more–
A sound, for sounds that echo have been said.
No sound like this leaves marvel in its wake,
Perplexing all but one who knows its call.
And every waking hour it forsakes–
The one who called is not answered at all.
This sound chimes loud, but time hears not its rings,
For time itself  does not care to partake
In interrupting this sound as it sings,
So nobody at all does it awake.
But sounds are sounds, that much I dare to say,
And sounds hurt none save what they might convey.

By Victoria C

Class VII Sonnets
Inspired By The Bard
By Chez Nous Staff 
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