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Ms. Wittg Walsh’s Fage

Personal Diamante Poem

Always an Author Ms. Walsh
There once was a lady who always wrote, , Enthusiastic, energetic
Everywhere she went she forever took note. _ Read, Run, Write

: . Family, Friends, Food, Fiestas
Jotting down thoughts while on the go, Italy, Australia
She created countless stories to show. Liz

Her Writer's Notebook was perpetually in tote.

Meaningful Metaphor

Calm is a lazy morning,

No reason to rush out the door,
Staying in pajamas, sipping hot tea,
Feeling its warmth awaken the spirit

Grass Haiku
Lush, abundant strands
Thick greenness growing stronger
Inviting wildlife

About the Author:

As the youngest of ten children, Mrs. Liz Walsh-Henry grew up searching for a quiet space to read and
write; it was a bit difficult amid a joyful, yet chaotic house. When she finally managed to find a bit of
solitude, this young lady discovered the beauty of new worlds in books and the power of reflection
through writing. Liz grew up wanting to share this enthusiasm with others. She attended Gettysburg
College, where she spent a year studying abroad in England and Spain. She continued her studies at St.
Joseph’s University, where she earned her Master’s in Reading and an ESL certification. She earned her
27 Master’s degree in English from WCU, where she also honed her writing and teaching skills with
West Chester’s Writing Project. Ms. Walsh shares her passion for learning with students in Ridley
School District. When she is not in class, Ms. Walsh enjoys lots of hugs & laughter with her three
daughters: Kate, Claire & Elizabeth. As life isn’t busy enough, Ms. Walsh is also currently renovating a
95-year old home with her hardworking husband Martin.




When | am by myself

And | close my eyes.- E

~ 1am a theme song

fama turtle hiding from the enemy
| am a voice to be heard

| am an abandon_eol rabbit hole

| am a minecraft builder

But what | am: mostly

Is me -

Haikus

A blooming ﬂower o
- The bright exploding colors o
. In the spring breezes

o “-'T'he’Wi'n_ter*s ice cubes
Shattering into snowflakes
By a fireplace

Laughing Limerick

There once was a spider .
Who came across arider . .- -
To hitch. him - Rt
And get herweb a tnm

-.To forever ilve ina dryer

About the Author o

| am Elllot Hyson and | am ten years old. Also, | am going to the Marsh
Creek Slxth Grade Center I am really mterested in lllustrattng books and

volleyball. My family is my mom, my dad, and my sister, Mary. | really hke ": '_

ice cream and my specialties are art, music, and gamlng lam a!so
interested in coding and science and hope to make a game where you use
elemental combinations.



-_Meanmgful Metaphgr
;_:Anger isa train. steamlng fast on
~the tracks rushmg with. a !ot of powe

: gettmg ready to crash

_ :_Joy isa Rambow Ieaplng coiors far out
© and wide trymg to make the World
e happy as much as |t can try

| "_Dlsgust is atrash dump stmky with o o
ﬂles stlcky and squrshy all the smells comblne;‘

;'_':'Guess WhatIAm (AnswerBelow) S : N
- Thesitvery glow all over and below fon '.'Thls scuipture is orange and made_, SR
- Pointy and sharp can ‘hold. thlngs together o "':'}f'_W|th lava; You don’t usually make S
o -_'Z':._Can goon. clothes make them t‘t _

~ Long ortall -

. Vﬂbrant%erspage

Persogai Daamante Poem o
s e Veer LTI
Specral trreplaceable '
- Rower, Swimmer, Blker_ _

“itinthe winterbut thisisa
- kind of snowman. This i isa tava

" Light not heavy N _' _'_f -'-3_?__._-snowman The outside is aiways

S Smalt not blg B L hot and the face a
N _'Can be dangerous

 Nottobe swallowed
. Canbefun sl
- '._fCouId get 1ost easxly
AR Can be repiaced

- :.. '(Safety Pln)

R HIS favonte food |s SUShI in his. free time Veer Ilkes fo. blke in hrs nelghborhood and.-'-.-'_ e | 2 i
 swim for the Rose Valley Swrm Team He also plays plano and his brother Yush plays_
L vrolln wrth him. Veer also enjoys playmg v;deo games: with Yush He is gomg mto 6th
'_:Grade at Strath Haven Mlddle School Veer is also starting a dog walklng ser\nce w1t

nd. body are

SR About the Author
Veer Bhandar rs 11 years old and has a mom dad brother and dog S

Yush m hrs ne:ghborhood R

""'_.._'-Brother Famlly, Klnd Planrst Y




| knew | was in trouble when the front door slowly creaked open. | thought my sister was asleep
in her room while | was watching TV. My parents were at a party. | saw a pale ghostly figure
come into the house. He was quite tall and seemed to float through the air. | quietly crept
upstairs and opened the door to my sister’s room. She was watching the living room camera-
with her hand over her mouth holding back a scream. The pale figure suddenly smashed off part
of the wall and pulled out a blood covered figure. It resembled a moose. The pale figure ate it -
raw and whole. We got really scared so i told my sister what to do to escape the house. * Go
get the rope from my room and | will tie it to your windowsill sc we can slide down it.” | said to
my sister,” Hurry!" | ran fo the windowsilt and looked down. We were two stories above the
ground. | tied the rope but the pale figure heard us. We slid down the rope and ran for miles and
miles. We ran untit we fell down. We pushed ourselves up and started walking. "Hey, do you .
know where mom and dad went?” | asked. “No,” answered Ginny “But | do know where we are
and we can stay at a friend’s house.” As we walked the darkness closed in around us. '
“Uhhhhhhh is the darkness getting closer to us?” | asked Ginny. *Yeal RUNI" She shouted. As
we ran we saw the pale figure behind us and as he got close we both fell. | suddenly felt a sharp
jolt of pain on my head. That was how | was murdered with my sister, tragically.

Boredom is an iron block Grief is an open door to nothingness

Trapp:ng all emotions under it _
‘Going nowhere ~No reason to go on:

: -No reason to exist Stnllmg anythmg in its path

- Ali I_ife_.was gone without a purpose . R

Stopping anything coming its way

When | close my eyes
lam an older brother
Protecting my Slbllng from danger
Always Indian always strong
Fighting for fairness every time
| am a free spirit
Soaring through the skies
Caring always bright o
The only thmg that I want to be is
Me --
Ailesh: Viﬁjayvergi is.an.11 year-old going to Marsh Creek Sixth-Grade Center. He likes
biking and reading. When he grows up he wants to become an asironomet. He has a

little brother and sister. He is a vegetatian and he was born in India. He loves Indian
foods like Dal Bati. He plays the piano.



Mason Choi Writing Pieces

A Poem About NMe

When | am by myself

| closed my eyes

My house is welcoming

My room is organized

| like to play games

Would you like to play?

I will be a good friend to you

I'm an optimist

| don’t care what other people say
I'm like a happy dolphin

| like to do it my way

I'm like a bright sunshine

| am who | am

No one can stop me from heing me

it Was a Dark and Stormy Night...

It was a dark and stormy night. The rain was pounding on the ground and darkness
creeped across the sky. Everyone was home, except for David. His clothes were soaked
and every inch of his body was freezing.

David finally made it home, but something was different. The lights were suspiciously
not on and the garage was shut. He opened the door and yelled, “Mom!”, But there was no
reply. He flipped the switch. Nothing came on. The lights weren't on because the power was
out and everywhere was a mess. He got worried and wondered what happened to his
family. David ran up to check his parents room. When he entered the room he didn’t see
anyone. He stumbled on something and almost fell over. He checked. He panicked. It was
a dead body. But he still heard breathing somewhere in the room. Who is that? He looked
around but stayed very still. He felt a blade on his shoulder.

About the Author

Mason is an 11 year old boy born on April 28th, 2011. He lives with his mom, dad, and
sister. He goes to The Haverford school and will be going into 6th grade. Mason enjoys
soccer, basketball, dodgeball, and video games. Mason is currently on the 2011 FC
Europa Premier travel soccer team. At home, he doesn’t do a lot of writing. He enjoys
gaming with friends online and hanging outside with some of his neighborhood friends.
Mason is interested in writing because he understands the power of words and wants to
improve his writing skills.



A Spicy Painting

There was a man who made food that made people cross,
And loved to paintuiike”éotﬁﬁoss.

His paint was reaiiﬁ¥a§ioy;_;

It was red andhéfioeg;tt_jtttf

Because apparently hisl§aiht“Was hot sauoe:

" The Eottlé'of Horror

It was a dark and stormy nlght as Joe Cheeseo. sat at hlS desk
troubled. He had been" water~depr1ved for several Weeks now,_and
it was taking its toll. Joe tried to think about other forms of
water, like lakes. “Yeah; that’s it.,” He thought. '“A.nlce, '
peaceful lake.” But as peaceful as a lake may seem, it is just
as horrifying as all the other forms of water. How horrifying
can water be? Well, Joe Cheeseo is about tec find ocut. For a
monster is waiting for: him in the shadows. A monster with no
mercy. A monster with no limit to the amount of chaos it can
cause: A monster.that is wet. Joe Cheeseo’s feet were already
hitting the floor as the monster tensed, getting ready to . .
strike. And then.It happened. A loud thud. rocked the whole
building, as Joe Cheeseo’s head hit the floor As it turns out,
his bottle of Water was 1n hlS room the whole tlme, whlch _
would’ve been ev1dent to hlm, 1f he wasn’t out cold on the
floox. And let me tell you; At that moment there were two"'T”
llqu1ds 1n the room Water and blood o

Summer Halku
Coollng in the pool ' N
Walking on the sandy beach
Relaxation time.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR
Bobby Thatcher is 12 years old and lives in North
Carolina. He is going into Pollard Middle School in the
fall and he wants to be'a comic book writer, a comic. -
book artist, or an architect when he grows up. He‘'has.
been 901ng to 'writing camp for a few years, - and he
iikes to write, draw, read, or build Legos, Bobby also
really likes Marvel and DC.
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Amusmg, Aglle

Eat Thr : w, Run

. Lobster, Tag, chkbaﬂl Party

Texas Flor' '

The Boss

Desc”r.ibing. ﬁappiness:
Happiness is :my dog

when hé’squiéhes me with s weight.
He nudges my ear brmgmg me joy .

and wags hIS tall ex01ted!y as I walk through the door

Summer Halku
Can't take nsmg heat g

Need ice cream to cool down quick. B
Swmmmgevery day

ABOUT THE AUTHOR:

Being the youngest in the family is not very easy. Austin Todd would know Austm enjoys tacos,
playmg board: games and sw;mmlng Austln has. been gomg to a wntlng camp and he likes it a
lot. The teachar is pleasant and there are a lot of memorab!e people AIso hes thankful that he
is not i _|n the same class as hIS S|ster| i s S




Anagha C's Page

write her first book!

Anagha Chodavarapu is 11 years old. She grew up
with an older sister and recently got a dog named
Mickey. She lives in Pennsylvania. She enjoys
swimming and reading fantasy books! She loves to
eat candy and enjoys writing! She cannot wait to

I know I am in a writing camp when..

I know I am in a writing camp when I wake up in an empty classroom that looks exactl

like my writing classroom! Uh Oh! I sprint out the door and look around. Empty,
completely empty! I run around each classroom and every floor and it is all empty! I
remember that the door outside was old and didn't fit completely, I ran downstairs and
peeked through the tiny crack! I looked around the sidewalk for someone! Yes, there!
An older woman with 3 children walking behind her. I yelled and kicked the door! She
begins to walk towards the door her lips in a shape that looks as if she were going to sayj
"Hello" and I hear my mom call my name, "Anagha! You have to go to writing camp in|

one hour, get ready"! I look around I am just in my very own bedroom!

|

Pencil Sharpener

Everyone is carrying me! I am the
most wanted object in all the land,
then I wake up in a garbage can!
Used on pencils long and tall, but
I can be in any size or shape? 1
have a small blade on the inside. I
can be used in a class orin a

house or maybe even some other

place!

By Myself Poem

When I am by myself
I close my eyes
I am a sincere sister
I am a funny friend
I am a piece of cardboard
Flexible but still strong
I am a fabulous song
I am a pencil, always working on a story
I am a paintbrush, making my mark
I am a work of art
Complete and Perfect
just the way I am







- Fugett Middle School. In her free time,
. jewelry with her older slster Lucy, and loves running in her backyard L
- with her. Alredale Terrler Phoebe When she grows up, Magg:e wants : ;'
B jto beateac’ner S SR S R

Metrculous Maggle s Anth0|0gy Page . 5

Sllly leerlck

Walkmg to the bus ; 3 ';Th:s boy S hobby was to tally

e ':;- Crlsp breeze giving me the chrlls
o Startofa newyear L

| And started to taper, s

o By Mgself
When fam by myself
~ And close my eyes
I m a horse running free
l m the rlpples in the water
I m a Iovmg, caring daughter
| ma dancer’s poise e
| m a bOX fU” Of toys .:_ o
I m the refreshlng summer shade
=  I'm a silver garden gate
And everythmg l thlnk to be

A!! About Me - G e
- ':_'.Maggle Anderson is 11 years old and she;_wrlt be startmg 6" grade
Maggie plays soccer makes :

FaII Halku | There once was a boy from Cah .

~|Sohe started a Ilfe in the valley"_f.__;‘



Nmas Page e ]

f Meamngful Metanhor e

Frustration is a fire alarm going off, - .
People jolted awake from slumber _' )
It happens once in a blue moon o

chaos boommg everywhere o
insanity blurs into the pa.ndemomum

Personal Dia_mante Poem

~Nina
Cr'eahve Car'eful
“'Read, Write, Re.or'gamze -
Books, Laughs, Grins, Family
North Carolina, Paris
Roecker

My Haiku .
Wlldhfe awakens,

skies raining, muggy and gray,
surrounded by green

About the Author:

Nina is 11 years old. She’s growing up with her twin brother and

family. She’s going into 6 grade at West Perkiomen Valley Middle |
School. She started to enj oy Wr1t1ng about ayear ago She also hkes to"'
read and llsten to musw She S gomg to contmue to wr1te o )




FR _; idon’t want to be sued for copynghtl The endi 5

- -it was a dark and stormy mght walt thls |s soundlng llke a Snoopy ﬁovel
Do you, really thmk [ was going to wrtte a novel like one of those stories he

- failed all those years ago? I'm not going to do that because his novels had L

B very random events in them' “lt was a. dark and. stormy mght” is an over- ne i T

-used hook. Same wnth ‘Once upon a time” or ‘A long time ago.” lwas

~ planning on writing a fantasy or fairy tale novel but | can’t do that because I I -

Haaku

The bees are busy
The sakuras are bloommg

The world is wakmg

About the Author

E ' 1| Ilve w:th my chaotlc-:;1 3' 'year-old;;:brother two dogs a Iot of

. fish, and my parents. | am cu_r_rentlyi’ 11 years old and 'm _

b ‘going into 6th grade

i ~reading, coding, andigamfmg 1like m'ost-._food exceptfor
~ seafood. | went to this camp because my parents w_an_ted mej{i;_ e

BN to, but lt is fun and I enjoy spendang time with my b
Lo Ollwa - e

.

friend




Laudable Lead:

The Car Crash

" The car screeched and crashed into the side of the road. A truck had

been knocked over, it spun-and crashed into the car. The phone line |
crackled and the call ended. Itushed to the hospital and sat down next to
the bed. She was pale and unconscious; blood covering her hospital gown,
pieces of her black hair clumped with dirt and blood. Her ocean blue eyes
were tightly closed. The doctor screamed something about losing her, and
the heart rate monitor beeped. People screamed and whispered around me
and everything went black.

. Bees seeking honey
Sakura trees are blooming
Spring is arriving

© . Jealousy
Jealousy is like a wilted rose.
It is lifeless, falling apart,
- overwhelmed with emotions,
-colorless and gray. . ...
Each peta.l is fallmg onto the dlrt
breakmg into bll’S of dust

About the Author: c
My name is Olivia Fan and I am 11 years old. [ am going into 6th grade at
Patton Middle School. I like to draw and read in my free time. I am an only
child and [ have two cats. Both the cats are gray tabbies, one of them is
named JJ and the other is M&M. My favorite food is tanghulu, which is a
sweet Chinese street food. I like to write descriptive writing and hope to
write a descriptive horror story and a sad story. Those are my goals in this
summer camp.
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