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“doll”

Bye bye my friend I have;

To leave for school.

Let’s meet evening my friend.

I will give you good narrative,

To leave for school.

It’s a obligation my beloved.

How to say to you dear one?

To leave for school.

Evening soon will be at door.

To go to see my beloved doll,

To leave for school.

How to say thank you?

“School”

Daniel ! Daniel !

It’s time for school.

Hurry hurry.

You know it’s essential...

It’s time for school.

Take the bag and rush.

Teacher is there;

It’s time for school.

School ! School!

No day to relax ?

It’s time for school.

Tired of cycle.

“hygiene”

Children hear me out;

Good health.

Start from being neat.

Washing your teeth,

Good health.

Appear through wearing.

Neat clothes, also being clean.

Good health.

It’s a duty for me and you.

Friends let’s, practice hygiene,

Good health.

Wiiii allow us grow, healthy guys.

“Science “

The games of chemicals aren’t

My nature ooooh poor son.

The terms aren’t even, friendly for me.

See the teaching saying( using spatula)

Thoughts arose.

When and where I had about it ?

Better to hear simple.

Terms of C. R. E , like of Jesus Moses.

The funny games of chemistry,

I pull up mother.

“Maths”

You play with numbers and figures,

Play with our mind.

See how difficult it’s, unfolding your.

Tales for a son, for a daughter!

Play with our mind.

Just for your pleasure, when to say...

Bye to this riddle?

Play with our mind.

We are exhausted friends.

Not once, nor twice it’s repetitive cycle.

Play with our mind.

Why only it’s you maths? Just questions arose.

“Dog”

My favourite one, black and white,

Just like gone days.

Strong walking with me, all times.

David run am here, am here David,

Just like gone days.

We have vibes and fun together.

Just as teacher and students,

Just like gone days.

United as one soul, only body...

My friend David with you, in all seasons,

Just like gone days.

Tiii dead a part us, let us enjoy in all cycles.

“Special”

Some copies are special with a certain,

Intention for society.

See the copy special one, one copy for our kids.

The kids prosperity, through poetry.

Regular and irregular schemes.

The beauty of Kenyan culture, intact for kids,

The heritage in art, it’s special one indeed.

The flow of art from feelings, it’s a copy for all.

Let promote the art, the hobbies in kids;

Let’s allow kid’s to show their abilities.

“water”

Source of life to creation, see humans and plants.

All the living depends on you.

We can’t live without you, we can not do without you.

That beauty of nature, is seen through you,

All the living depends on you.

See those deserts, grant them water and watch.

See how they will turn out, to something appealing.

All the living depends on you.

Mother and father also, depends on you water.

You give a home to aquatic, the fish and other creatures.

All the living depends on you.

How to take that minute, to thank you just thoughts.

“Parents “

My lovely parents how to return your love?

Just thank you father and mother.

You made a son to be capable of everything.

You showed a soul, the right path in life;

Just thank you father and mother.

My today and tomorrow, let be for you all.

Time comes and fades, characters appears.

Just thank you father and mother.

Your knowledge still echoes, from one age.

To another age, you are indeed a gold for me,

Just thank you father and mother.

Life can be meaningful, when you know value of parents.

“Bag”

Newly one for princess,

How to thank you?

You are indeed great one.

You know what best;

How to thank you?

Just I don’t know mother.

Your love and care,

How to thank you?

Each sunrise new suprise.

Now tiii my ripe,

How to thank you?

Always grateful to you.

“ball”

When I was young had,

Ambition to be.

Know somewhere...

Just as Messi and Ronaldo,

The only legends.

I know in football,

My heart pounding.

Which field for me

I saw a ball in hand,

To change fate.

“Alphabet”

Now let’s connect the gone days tunes;

Lost vibes the enthusiastic.

Games of alphabet, indeed give us vibes.

I feel to shout once again like our beloved;

Dear teacher Stella.

A for Apple, B for ball, it’s fun after fun guys.

The consonant sounds and vowels.

Here with me to play as bubbles just tunes.

I can’t forget that experience, that pleasure.

To read and listen, to hear it clearly in ears.

“sweets”

I need one the new,

One in market.

Please just one.

Mom do something,

One in market.

Nothing more only.

One sweet for me,

One in market.

Blue like cloud.

Small for me,

One in market.

Only me.

“Mattress”

Sometimes you can wonder it’s real?

Yet it’s the reality!

The change of things, see from gone skins.

To something soft comfortable, what a pleasure,

It’s the changes, yet we have to impress all.

Not just skin also we have, some shifts to deed day,

Still pondering what, coming for us ?

I see this changes, as shift of cbc to cbe for us.

I adore playing with our, new big blue mattress,

Every evening and morning, for it grant me sweet dreams.

“Bookshop “

Make it available in every where,

Just for my kids.

Do you recall gone days errors.

Then grant available resources,

Just for my kids.

Let them grab copies at hand.

To know feel and experience,

Just for my kids.

Allow it to be abundant as air.

Schools to grab copies for poetry,

Just for my kids.

Society to grow in all aspects.

“cat”

My small naught friend,

Sweet to sleep.

Simple as success.

My beloved charity a special,

Angel for me.

Mother gifted to me,

Can’t afford to say...

Bye to charity.

Her services with Meow! Meow!

I get sweet dreams.

“box”

Mother bought something quality,

Even myself I don’t know.

It’s a suprise for my beloved kid.

Allow the kid to see it then

Even myself I don’t know.

What mama bought .

Suprise after suprise, that mother,

Even myself I don’t know.

That voice, to unlock the pattern.

Echoes let me see, ooooh !

Even myself I don’t know.

It’s my box, to join senior school.

“chair”

Something new cooking,

New idea,

For my beloved familia.

I know it’s not such,

Big to neighbours.

Yet good for my home,

We can’t attain.

What is beyond us at all.

We live according to our,

Standards.

“Rabbit “

Who to grant me one,

Just one.

Father and mother.

Get one dazzling,

For me.

Those two long ears,

Captures.

My soul

Mother grant me,

This one.

Wish

Ooooh

One rabbit,

For me,

Mother.

“fire”

My hunger for knowledge, Will be soon kill,

This creature tiny, black African.

That voice I have to know, still intact.

Who discovered fire, was really old man ?

Who knows ...

Just questions we need to know,

We have to understand.

How did he thought, up to the Idea of fire.

It’s important to have, fire yet we have to know,

It’s origin for we, deal with facts not rumours.

“Clock “

I am tired of monitoring you,

I need a break.

No more of your games,

Tik tak who has .

Time to watch you?

Am a bee.

I have million of things,

Loading for me.

Staring at you,

Isn’t for me.

Clock spinning for us,

No! No!

“history”

Let’s honour,

Our heroes.

Not big.

To Jomo,

Nor

Great to

Mandera

Yet

Are our hero.

History capture,

All

Them one.

After another

Freely

Tiii the last one.

Ensure all,

Generations,

Knows.

If

Printed,

Or electronic.
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“security”

You are there for me,

All incidents.

You are ready for me.

You careless,

Only me.

How to whisper to,

Everyone.

Your love for me.

God to add more,

For your compassion.

“Kitchen “

Not for everyone yet can’t,

Miss there it’s me,

The naught one, to play with.

The food stuffs as my toys,

Right and left.

Ooooh mother can’t,

Allow it for me,

I have to come with a plan.

Great one to mighty of Ganesh,

Full of vibes.

“oil”

O ne for cooking ( salad) for our mother’s

I need one two (wow!) for your child,

L et me appear cool, through oil mother.

“Bird”

B ring me a new chapter on education,

I am exhausted of calculations,

R ecall us once in a while please our request.

D o it quick like flash, in this journey our plead.

“Perfume “

I need

Newly

One

Exhausted.

Of

The same

Scent

The latest

Product,

At

Market

Small

But

High

Quality
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“Mom”

M onday to Sunday you are full of surprises,
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