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When we arrived in school at 3 o’clock from the sfandard eight educational tour, we were surprised to
find the other pupils on parade........... ' )






HOW TO WRITE A GOOD COMPOSITION
What is a composition?
1) It is a piece of creative writing.
2) It is a way of communicating through writing with intent to:

a) Give a clear mental picture to the reader i.e. the reader should be able to perceive in his or
her mind, as clearly as possible, what the writer is communicating. The reader should not ask
such questions as why? What? When? How? The story should answer all these questions by
itself.
b) Entertain - apart from convincing, a good piece of writing should be able to entertain as well.
The reader should be able to enjoy the story to its fullest depth such that if it is a happy story
the reader should �smile� or �laugh� with the writer, likewise if it is a sad story, the reader should
be able to �cry� with the writer.
2. How does one achieve the above?
a) Choice of story
This will depend on the type of story one is given to write on (in an examination situation for
example). Never begin writing if you are not sure of the direction the story will take. Take time
to digest, understand and internalise the given topic or beginning, whatever? Like a doctor,
who first understands a patient by taking the temperature, heartbeat e.t.c: so should a good
writer understand the question asked. Do not pick a story if you do not know how it will end.
Many times when writers rush to write their stories, they get midway and do not know how to
continue and because they have to achieve length, they end up just putting in words tha
make no sense to the story, at times they write two or more stories in one.
b) Choice of words
The words in a story are very important. Remember fine feathers make fine words, like a
house, they are the bricks used, if they are of fine quality, the end product will also be fine. Do
not just use any words when writing. Choose the appropriate words that suit the occasion.
For example if the story is about a happy event like a wedding ceremony or a birthday party
the words used by the writer should reflect this, the dressing should be neat and beautiful, the
food should be good, the weather should be fine and warm. All these end up making the
occasion a happy moment you do not want to forget. On the other hand if the event being
described is sad for example a funeral then it is important that this comes out even in the way
th mourners ar described, dark clothes, dull cloudy weather, sobs, mournful wind e.t.c. A
dangerous criminal for example should not be described positively. His bad character should
come out well e.g. with this description.
"... he had bloodshot eyes that appeared alert and dangerous. A mean scar ran the
length of his left cheek, probably a product of gang fights, his hair was unkempt and
his mouth filled with uneven, coffee stained teeth reeked of stale tobacco.... � 
This type of description even before you say what the person has done, tells a lot about
his character. In the coming pages you will get a list of appropriate words relevant for
various occasions or situations.
c) Flow
A well thought story should be made up of a sequence of events that are related to each other.
A sentence must have something to do with the one before or after it. Since sentences make
paragraphs, a paragraph should be a fully developed, convincing group of sentences. The
ideas in one paragraph should prepare the reader for the next paragraph such that by the end
 of the story, what the writer wanted to communicate should be clear and understandable.
Sample these two writers writing about the same things:
Writer one:"... the patient writhed in pain in bed. A doctor observed him keenly. My mother
narrated how he had been knocked by a vehicle. The doctor wore a white dustcoat. My
brother had been knocked by a vehicle.
Writer two: My brother had been knocked by a vehicle on his way to school. A good
Samaritan rushed him to hospital before calling our house to inform us. When we went to
hospital, we were led to his ward by a doctor who was dressed in an angelic-white dustcoat
and had a stethoscope dangling from his neck. When we went in, we saw Joel writhing in
pain on a hospital bed covered with blue linen. Another doctor stood besides him, observing
him keenly....
Writer one and writer two are talking about the same things, an accident victim taken to
hospital. Clearly, it is easier to understand writer two because he/she has sequence i.e.
Who is the patient? What happened to him? How did he end up in hospital? What is
happening in hospital? Writer one does not move along with the reader.
Writers should be calculating, patient and be ready to hold the hands of the readers and
ve along with them.
d) Give detail but do not over do it.
A good writer gives all basic necessary detail. A poor writer assumes that the reader knows
what he or she wants to talk about and just moves on. An example of a writer who does riot
giveldetail is one whose reader will ask questions like why? How? When? Who? What?
Sample these examples:
Writer one: �...One evening Peter was reading at his reading table. Suddenly he heard a
knock at his door. He went to the door and opened it. He found his uncle standing at the
verandah...�
Writer two: �.... One evening, Peter was reading at his reading table. Suddenly he heard a
knock at the door. He lifted his head from the book and listened again. The knock came
again, he put down the book, pushed back his chair, got up and walked slowly to the door.
He peeped through the peep-hole and saw the face of his uncle. He held the cold door
handle, twisted and opened. His uncle, a wide ear to ear smile plastered on his face, stood
at the verandah...�
Again the two writers are writing about the same thing but the first one assumes that the
examiner or reader will know naturally how Peter would behave in such a situation. The
second writer does not assume and provides just the necessary information to enable the
reader see how Peter or any other person for that matter would behave naturally. Obviously
the second writer will score more marks. This giving of detail though, should not be
overdone, very obvious things should not be given too much attention.
e) Be real
Unless you have been asked to write science fiction or stories from mars, do not write things that
cannot happen. Write things that are possible to human beings. Remember the examiner knows
your age and level of experience and does not expect you to write outside that. A pupil once wrote
this;
"... the kidnapper took the woman into a dark room. He then shot her dead. After
that he cut her up into small pieces. He put the pieces of flesh into cans which he later sold
to children...�
Obviously this is outrageous, the language is fine but there are many mistakes. The room
in question is dark, so the reader wonders how all these can happen in darkness. More
serious of all, who on earth can do such a thing, can human flesh sell to children? This is
not real and such fertile imaginations can easily make a good writer loose lots of marks.
Write what can ordinarily happen, even readers or examiners for that matter are humans
who walk on this earth.
f) Choose a story that you can handle
It is said that you should only bite what you can chew. To protect yourself from getting stranded
midway your story, take time to think of a story from the places, events and experiences, that you
are familiar with. Take stories from home, the market or supermarket, the school (library, dining
hall, assembly). Pick stories from church, mosque, grandparents� homes e.t.c. take stories from
your own experiences and you will be home and dry (comfortable) with your writing.
g) Be simple in your writing:
The use of pompous (big) words does not make you a good writer. Good writing is all about
effective communication. One does not have to send the reader to the dictionary many times to
show that he or she is a good writer. Sample these two writers:
Writer one: "... the inferno incinerated his domicile to the ground before the firemen were
called.
"
Writer two: the raging fire, razed down his house before firemen were called...
These two are writing about the same thing, fire burning a house, but the first one is likely
to send the reader to the dictionary with his or her big words. The second one has simple colourful words that communicate effectively and will not be underlined. Simplicity, as
they say, is an art
h) Be unique
Many candidates are tempted to read other people�s good stories and produce the same. Some
with photographic memories even reproduce particular names of characters. Apart from the sin of
reproducing somebody else�s work, this is a suppression of one�s own mental development. You
have put yourself in a situation where you do not think for yourself, you want to use someone�s
ideas.
It is very good to read other people�s work but why? What is the aim?
i) You get to know various styles of writing.
ii) You get to know how people handle various topics.
iii) You enrich yourself in the use of various writing methods and grammatical styles.
To be unique therefore borrow only what is good from various people, add to yours and come up
with something that is �yours when an examiner marks a composition that he or she had read
somewhere, he or she automatically develops a low opinion on the writer.
i) Do not be obvious
There are stories that are obvious from the word go. An experienced reader can see the conclusion
before he reads halfway. This makes the story boring. Surprise the reader with events. When
armed gangsters walk into a bank to rob, many writers will say that they shot people, there was
bloodshed before they sped away in a get-away vehicle. A good writer will not think along these
obvious lines. The writer can just say they walked in, scared people, robbed and went away
without firing a single shot. Definitely the examiner/reader hadn�t expected this. The art of surprise
makes even a movie more thrilling and captivating, if it is obvious one can as well switch off and go
to sleep. Take the reader up the hill and down the valley at will, do not put him on a straight, flat,
smooth road, he will be bored.
j) Strike the iron while it is still red hot
Many writers do not go straight to answer what they have been asked. An examiner gave candidates the following instructions:
Question: 'Write about a wedding ceremony that you attended�
Two candidates responded as follows:
Candidate one: �I woke up one bright Saturday morning in a happy mood. I looked out of
the window and the sun was bright. I went to the bathroom after taking my towel. From the
bathroom I went and wore my best clothes. Having won my best clothes, I went and took
my tantalizing breakfast made up of juice, coffee, toast and sausage.
I waited for my parents and sibling to get dressed. My mother was dressed in a charcoal
green trouser suit, my father was dressed in a black trouser, white shirt with cufflinks and
a polka dotted tie, my brother was dressed in a brown trouser and light blue short, my
visitor was dressed in a navy blue dress with white buttons. Having satisfied ourselves that
were neat, we got into the car and left our compound.
"
Candidate two: �
we were quite smart when we left the house. My parents and my
sibling were to attend my aunt�s wedding at St. Paul�s Chapel near the University of Nairobi.
When we arrived at the church there was already a huge congregation. There was a large
banner that graced the entrance of the church. It read �Mercy weds Jerry�. As we got into
the church I noticed that the pews were decorated in pink and blue flowers. We settled at
the back and listened to the notes from the piano.
Suddenly we were all asked to stand up as the bride-groom gracefully walked in dressed in
a star-spangled flowing white wedding gown. The train was held by the best maid. Flower
girls moved in a synchronized way, leading the group
"
The examiner had asked the writers to describe a wedding ceremony that they had attended.
The first writer took a whole two paragraph to describe how they prepared, one wonders
where he or she will get the time and space to write about the wedding since that is what
the examiner wants to read. If the examiner had asked them to write about how to prepare
for a wedding ceremony, the first writer would have perfectly been in order.
The second writer; just in the first four or so sentences has given a lot of important
background information on the wedding i.e. whom they went with, whose wedding it was,
where it was, the fact that they were smart and within no time they are in church and the
wedding is on. This second candidate is a very good writer and will have all the time to
answer the examiners questions �description of the wedding�.
\
The first writer wasted a lot of time to answer questions that he was not asked.
Good writers strike the iron white ft is hot.
k) Handwriting
Can you imagine two scenes:
i) a highly educated person with a good degree in medicine goes to look for a job as a
doctor in a big hospital. On the day of the interview, he appears dressed in a buttonless
coat, tom shoes, unkempt hair and bloodshot eyes.
\
ii) Another person who wants the same job but got a degree of far less quality than the first
one. On the day of the interview, he appears with his weak papers but he is dressed in a
neatly pressed suit and shirt, well polished shoes and tidy well combed hair, he looks quite
cheerful with a bright, warm smile.

Who of the two is likely to impress the interviewer? By all logic, it is the second person with
an inferior degree. First impression gives a permanent opinion to the person who sees you
for the first time, it should be the best On that note, markers are also human beings; if one
writer presents handwritings that look like the first doctor, however rich and entertaining
the story is, the examiner already has a bad impression in his or her mind and this translates
into bad marks. The second writer, like the second doctor can walk away with so many
mistakes in his or her story because the reader has already been cheated by impression
and is likely to score better marks. Pupils must work very hard to have impressive, tidy
work with proportional paragraphs.
I) Length
The length of a composition at this level should be at least two pages and quarter.
A short story gives a bad impression to the examiner. It reflects inadequacy in language,
thought and ideas. The forty minutes given allows a good candidate to write the required length
and go over the story once or twice to make corrections. A composition that goes beyond this
length i.e. three pages or more cannot be a winner because this time (40 minutes) does not allow
this and again a candidate is likely to bore the examiner or repeat himself or herself.
m) Correct English
At the end of the day even if a candidate meets all the above, he or she has to avoid grammatical
errors. Mistakes in tense, spellings, punctuations and other aspects of grammar are a big hindrance
to all the above. Good writers must be extremely careful.
n) Language
The language used in a story should not be vulgar or obscene. Polite language that does not put
across a reader as gentle in manners is necessary for a good writer. Dirty language gives a
negative impression of a writer.
SECTION 2

HOW KCPE COMPOSITION ARE ASSESSED AND AWARDED MARKS
The following materials contain instructions and guidance used in marking composition,
The pages reveal what composition examiners check for and how marks are awarded.
Composition samples (DUMMIES) ranging from the weakest (DUMMY) to the best (DUMMY) are
provided. There are marking notes pointing out the weakness or strength in each dummy.
The instructions are meant for assisting in noting what is expected of the candidates. Pupils in
lower classes are likely to fit in the weak levels but with guided practices they gradually move on to
better levels. Parents and teachers are able to assist their children climb the ladder of dummies by
facilitating guided practices of composition writing.
AWARDING MARKS GUIDE
	
	Item
	Marks

	1.
	Accuracy
	10

	2
	Tenses
	5

	3.
	Spelling
	5

	4.
	Fluency
	15

	5.
	Creativity
	5

	
	Total 
	40


- MARKING SCHEME
1.1 , The maximum mark will be 20 and minimum mark 01
1.2 Composition must be marked strictly in accordance with this marking scheme.
1.3 If an examiner is unsure about what mark to award a script he should seek guidance from
the team leader.
3. MARKING CRITERIA
2-1 The composition will be assessed according to the ten standard scripts provided
with this scheme.
2.2 Examiners should not hesitate to use the full range of marks i.e. 01 to 40.
2.3 The English composition is intended to test the candidate ability to communicate in writing.
2.4 Communication is established at different levels of:
a) Accuracy
b) Fluency
c) Imagination
d) Relevancy
e) Originality.
25 What is meant by each term?
a) Accuracy
Correct tense and agreement of verbs
b) Accurate use of vocabulary
c) Correct spelling
d) Correct punctuation
i) Fluency
a) Correct word order
b) Sentences are connected.
c) Paragraphs are following in sequence
d) ideas are developed in logical sequence
e) Correct sentences structure.
; ' '/
ii )imagination

a) Unusual but appropriate use of words, phrases and expressions.
b) Variety of structure of sentences and paragraphs.
ii) Relevance
a) Writing within topic
b) Connecting ideas and paragraphs.
iii) Originality
a) Using language in an interesting manner.
4. GROSS ERRORS
 -Almost all errors of agreement.
· Errors of spelling
· Errors in punctuation.
· Serious lack of communication.
· Ridiculous use of idioms that affect communication. 
· Serious tense errors.
· Elementary errors of sentence construction.
5. IRRELEVANCE

If a composition is distorted from the rubric, deviated from the topic, totally different with a
clumsy attempt to connect memorised or prepared work, it is deemed irrelevant. Such a
script must be confirmed by the marking team leader and, if consensus is reached, penalized
very heavily as agreed during co-ordination. Such script should not pass however excellent
it is. Some scripts have semi-relevant digressions and should be penalized for lack of flow
and logical sequencing of ideas.
6. ABILITY
The candidate penalize themselves as the content and language use is inadequate. The
script does not provide for enough opportunity.
7. LONGEVITY
The candidates penalize themselves through repetition boring unending content and many
recurring errors.
8. AWARDING MARKS
Use the following four groups of marks to award marks.
GROUP 1 (01 - 5) SCRIPT A, BAND C
The candidate does not communicate their language and ability is so minimal, the examiner has
to guess a lot as to what was intended
· The candidate fails to fit the English word she knows into meaningful sentences;
· The subject is distorted.


· There are all kinds of errors - broken English.
· There is practically no valid punctuation.
GROUP 2 (6- 10) SCRIPT D AND E
These candidates communicate understandably but only relatively dearly. 
· Lacks confidence in language
�There could be some digression
· Organization is weak and flow is jerky.
· Mother tongue influence is felt.
· The story is often undeveloped and is uncertain.
· Unnecessary repetitions are frequent.
i
, � There is no economy of language.
· The script is clear but flat.
GROUP 3 (11-15) SCRIPT F, G, AND H
Greater fluency and ease of expression characterize these scripts.
· Candidates demonstrate ability to use normal way of expression.
· Sentences vary and are well constructed.
· Some are ambitious. There will be one-word and one expression items of merit.
· Many are just clean, correct and unassuming, but show a candidate at ease with the language.
· Examiners may tend to under-mark these scripts and they are advised to be extra vigilant.
I
GROUP 4 (16-20) SCRIPT I AND J
· The candidate communicates fluently and attracts with originality and efficiency.
· The candidate makes us share the deep feelings, emotions and enthusiasm.
· Expression Is free without constraint.
· The script gives evidence of maturity, good planning and often humour.
· Many items of merit: indicator of complete command of the language.
· No strain, just pleasantness, clever arrangement and delight of expression.
Bowed
- humbly, respectfully, stiffy
Caressed
- fondly, gently, lovingly
Charged.
- bravely, fiercely, valiantly (bravely), desperately
Chuckled
- artfully, gleefully, happily
Crept
- quietly, silently stealthily
''Explained
- distinctly (clearly), concisely (briefly), vaguely
Fell
- clumsily, heavily, awkwardly
Flogged
- mercilessly, brutally, cruelly
Fought
- valiantly, bravely, gamely
Frowned
- angrily, sulkily, worriedly, suspiciously
Injured
- fatally, severely, accidentally
Listened
- keenly, intently, attentively
Mumbled
- angrily, indistinctly, inaudibly
Pondered
- deeply, thoughfully, seriously
Ran
- hurriedly, slowly, fearfully
Sang
- sweetly, tunefully, softly, loudly
Shone
- brightly, brilliantly, dimly
Shouted
- frantically (helplessly) jubilantly, excitedly
Smiled
- gleefully, slyly, ruefully (weirdly) broadly
Staggered
- awkwardly, drunkenly, weakly
Stammer (Stutter)
- haltingly, frightfully, excitingly
Trembled
- fearfully, visibly, frightfully
Wept
- bitterly, distractedly, touchingly, sadly
Whispered
- audibly, weakly, softly 
Acted
- quickly, warily, suddenly, promptly
Answered
- tartly, immediately, accurately, cleverly
Ate
- greedily, ravenously, hungrily
Bled
- profusely, unstoppable freely
Spoke
- distinctly, earnestly, timidly, plainly
Sneered
- insolently, �impudently, tauntingly
Stuttered (stammer) - hatingly, painfully, excitedly
Trembled
- fearfully, frightfully, viably
Yelled
- deafeningly, eerily, piercingly
Sprang
- expertly, lightly, swiftly
Shone
- brilliantly, dimly, brightly
USEFUL DRAMATIC EXPRESSIONS AND HYPERBOLES
· Paralysed with fear
· Shuddered with fear

· Scared out of my wits

· Tears of joy welled up my eyes
· I had spasms of joy 
· My heart palpitated as I waited anxiously
· I walked at a speed which could make a snail a champion

USEFUL ADVERBS TO USE IN COMPOSITION


Every verb should have an adverb.
· My efforts bore no fruits

· Like looking for a needle in a haysack
· The wretched fool let out a hollow: embittered laughter just designed to annoy me
· We had come within a whisker of death. Thanks God we survived the terrible ordeal,'
· She sobbed herself to slumber
· Her skin was as pale as death.
· I screamed loud enough to waken the dead.
· A Goliath of a man approached me.
· Fear ran its icy hand down my face
· Beads of perspiration ran down my face
· As afraid as a chameleon on a frail twig
� avoided her like a plague
(
· It was raining cats and dogs
· Out teeth rattled together.
· Our howls just echoed into the open air.
· In a grip of paralyzing fear
· His guttural cries could be heard from far
· As silent as the grave
· As swift as a hawk
· I ran as fast as a deer leaving dust floating in the air
· I opened the navy blue curtains that abruptly threw spears of light to every corner of the room
· I plodded down the spiral flight of stairs
· Icy trickles made their way down my forehead
· I made a clean pair of heels back to the village
· Eyes as cold as those of a lioness
· I heaved a Sigh of relief
· My heart beat like the West African drums
· We were a very humble family and did not have much to give
· I stealthily crept out
· I blindly stumbled out of my grass - made bed with banana leaves laid on
· We were dead beat and the last thing we wanted to do was to pad the hoof
· I heard the shuffling of feet
· I immediately hid behind a thick forage
· I peered through a crack on the wattle wall
· I stood aghast with my mouth wide open
· She did not know her whereabouts nor did she know her destination
· Soon the blaze of gold in the sky had turned into a cover of coal
· Her teeth were tightly clutched together, her eyes flicked to any rustle she heard behind her
· As sober as a judge,
· Her feet were sour with blister
� She cried tears of joy
�The tears ran down her cheeks like a waterfall
The stream was bubbling and the dew on the grass had already evaporated
· The aroma of breakfast was calling me

· My heart was about to come out of my skinny body

· I fell with a thud

· A man, with a small tummy, lean and course moustache, eyes as black as coal
· I was given a hefty blow

· Bubbles of joy burst within me

· In an instant the clouds burst out letting out a torrent of icy drops
· Thunder came in sudden smacks and whacks as if a dozen giants...
· Neck-breaking speed
· My pacific blue eyes were as open as day
»My sturdy legs wobbled like jelly
· His father�s fury reached volcanic pitch
· Shaking like a blade of grass up against a whirlwind
· The waves were as high as Mt. Everest.
· A heart thump that threatened to break the chest open
· The earth shook under his. heavy steps.
· I felt as if she pierced my brain as she peered at me in disbelief.
· She leapt out of the room with the agility of a cobra.
· Gobbled food as if they had stuffed for a weak.
· Ran as if hell had broken loose on her/ them / him
· His hair that could make a barber shed tears.
· Terror that would turn black hair to grey in seconds.
· Shaken and drenched in sweat, he jumped out of bed.
· Loud enough to awaken the dead.
· Silence that makes it possible to hear a pin drop on the floor.
· Leapt as if hit by a bullet.
�A chilling pain run down my spine.
· The lady was as old as the hill.
· Charred remains of the victims. -
· He had been burnt beyond recognition.
· It was a grotesque sight
· She winced in pain.
· The searing pain cut through my body.
Tears of despondency cascaded down my ruddy face.
· It was as if the devil had paid us a courtesy call.
IDIOMS AND THEIR MEANINGS
1. Set the ball rolling
2. Smell a rat
3. Stroke fire
4. Eaves - drop
5. Play hide and seek with a problem
6. Let the cat out of the bag
7. Poke a nose in other people's affairs
8. Br Break somebody�s heart
9. Put t a cart before the horse
10. Hold one�s tongue
11 Face the music
12. l-iit the nail orvthe head
13. Strike the iron when hot
14. Kill two birds with one stone
15. Blow ones own trumpet
16. From the bottom of one�s heart
1/7.
Be in touch/loose touch
18. Have one�s heart in the mouth
19. Have a sharp tongue
20. A tower of strength
21. Show a pair of dean heels
22. Hot on somebody�s heels
23. Kick the bucket
'
to start
act suspiciously
to start/fuel a quarrel
to listen secretly
not serious
let a secret be known
interfere
disappoint
do something the wrong way
quiet/ silent
meet the worst
'to say the right thing
avoid delay/ act at once
do two actions in one time
boast about oneself
Sincerely
communicate / not communicating
be afraid
criticize often 
a Supportive person

run away
following closely 
die
24.
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31.
32.
33.
34.
35.
36.
37.
38.
39.
40
41
42
43.
44.
45.
46.
47.
48.
    Test the water 
shed crocodile/hyenas tears
Jump from frying pan to the fire
Burn one s fingers/ get into hot soup
Throw cold  water on
Pay a man on his own coin
To make both ends meet
Sit on the fence

Turn over a new leaf
To draw the line
In the same boat
Mind you P�s and q�s
Turn the tables
Live from hand to mouth
At a loose end
Bum the candies at both ends
Pull up short
Throw in the cards

The man in the street
Make mouth water
Throw up

Hang ones head
Throw dust in ones eyes
Take a French leave
Pull up your socks 

m3

USEFUL SIMILES
	1.
	As agile as a monkey
	26.
	As bright as a button

	2.
	As bitter as gall
	27.
	' As clean as a new pin

	3.
	bold as brass 



	28.
	As cunning as a fox

	4.
	As brown as a coffee berry
	29.
	As deaf as a door part

	5.
	As cool as a cucumber
	30.
	As easy as winking

	6.
	As dead as a door nail
	31.
	As fresh as a dairy

	7.
	As dry as a bone
	32.
	As graceful as a swan

	8.
	As flat as a pancake
	33.
	As hard as iron

	9.
	As frisky as a lamb
	34.
	As keen as a mustered

	10.
	As gentle as a dove
	35.
	As meek as a lamb

	11.
	As hungry as a hunter
	36.
	As safe as a house

	12.
	As wise as Solomon
	37.
	As patient as Job

	13.
	As old as the hills
	38.
	As tender as chicken

	14.
	As pale as death
	39.
	As quiet as a mouse

	15.
	As plain as spike staff
	40.
	As sweet as honey

	16.
	As plump as a partridge
	41.
	As right as rain

	17.
	As red as a turkey cock
	42.
	As sharp as a razor

	18.
	As regular as a clock
	43.
	As slippery as an eel

	19.
	As round as a barrel
	44.
	As sound as a bell

	20.
	As silent as a grave
	46.
	As steady as a rock

	21.
	As smooth as velvet
	47.
	As straight as an arrow

	22:
	As sour as vinegar
	48.
	As brave as a lion

	23.
	As stiff as pocker
	49.
	As heavy as an elephant

	24.
	As alike as two peas
	50.
	As black as coal

	25.
	As blind as a bat
	51.
	As swift as a hawk


attempt a dangerous action
pretend to cry when one is actually happy
move from worse to worst
get into trouble
to discourage
to give tit for tat
be able to meet expenses
avoid taking sides, being neutral
improve behaviour
to fix the limit
to be in similar situation
be careful about your behaviour
reserve a result
live in hardship
having nothing to do
overdo work and play
stop suddenly
Give up
a common person
to cause to desire
vomit
feel ashamed
deceive or cheat
go without permission
improve, Put more effort
SECTION 4
RELEVANT PROVERBS
It is always good to ensure that every composition has a concluding sentence mostly a pr0verb:
18, Two wrongs don�t make a rigl"
	1.
	A friend in need is a friend indeed.
	19.
	A word from our mouth

	2.
	Unity is strength
	
	about our heart

	3.
	All that glitters is not gold
	20.
	Make hay while the sun shines

	4.
	Look before you leap
	21.
	Strike the iron while still hot

	5.
	A stitch in time saves nine
	22.
	Bleeding a leach to fatten a heifer

	6.
	A bird in hand is worth two in the bush
	23.
	Once bitten twice shy

	7.
	Patience pays
	24.
	Every dog  has its day

	
	
	25.
	One man�s meat is another man �s poison

	8.
	Bad company ruins good morals
	26.
	Hurry hu rry has no blessing

	9.
	Too many cooks spoil the broth
	27.
	Every cloud has its own silver lining

	10.
	A new broom sweeps clean but an old one
	28.
	An apple a day keeps the doctor away

	
	knows all corners
	29.
	A lazy man quarrels with his tools

	11.
	Old is gold
	30.
	    A  half loaf is better than none

	12.
	Prevention is better than cure
	31
	Blood is thicker than water

	13.
	It is better the devil you know than
	32.
	The early bird catches the warm

	
	an angel you have never met /
	33.
	A journey of a thousand miles begins


with one step
Two heads are better than one
Spare the rod. spoil the child
	15.
	East or west home is best
	36
	Give a dog a bad name then kill it

	16
	When growth stops decay begins
	37
	Early to bed early to rise

	17.
	It is never too late to do good.
	38
	Better late than never

	
	
	39
	You cannot serve two masters

	
	
	40
	Every road has a bend.


SECTION 5
RELEVANT VOCABULARY
WEDDING
· Bride
- Congregation
-Bridegroom
-Cake
· Wedding bells
. Bridal shower
f r9
. - Priest - Mitre, Robe
· Exchange of vows
. Procession
· Church pews
. Alter
· Best maid
. Ushers
· Best man
- Reception
· Page boys
. Walked down the aisle
· Flower girls
. Bouquet of flowers

· Confetti
. Balloons
14. Practice makes perfect                                              34
                                                                                  35.
Relevant vocabulary
HOSPITAL
· Ambulance- Blood transfusion
· Nurses/doctor
· White lab - coats
-Admitted to
· Discharged from
· Stethoscope
· Anaethestic
· Ward
BliRIAL/FUNERAL
· Mourners
· Bereaved
· The late
· Cortege
· Hearse
· PaH bearers
-Tomb stone
-Condolence
· Cementry
· Eulogy
· Casket / coffln.
ACCIDENT
· Head on collision

· Wreckage

· Debris
· Injured

· Survivors
· Rescuers
· Onlookers
· Smell of burnt rubber / oil / fuel /burnt flesh
· Overtaking
· Blind comer
-Ambulance .
-P60ce
-Trafflcjam
Police cells
Statement
Record statement
Charges
Suspect
Crime
Officer in charge
Occurrence book
· Corporal
· Sergeant
-X-ray
· Pharmacy
· In-patient
· Out-patient
· Blood recipient
· Injections
BANK
· Teller boots
-Tellers
· Banking hall
-Cheque
· Pass book
· Strong room
· Automated teller machine (ATM)
· Deposit money
· Withdraw money .
· Credit
· Signature
· Fraud
· Manager
COURT
· Charges
· Orderlies
· Judger / Magistrate
· Accuses
· Defendant
· Advocate / Lawyer
· Bench
· Dock
· Complainant
-Appeal
· Guilty
-Innocent
· Convict
· Offence
· Sentence
-Jail term
· Suspect.
SECTION 6
NARRATIVE/DESCRIPTIVE

These types of compositions are open and depending on the instructions given. Give a writer a
wide space of choice. They come in a variety of ways.
i) Started Compositions:
This is where a candidate is required to continue with a given
beginning i.e.
One day Tom was walking beside the road ..
Jane had been walking for more than five hours

ii) Ending:
Here a candidate is required to write a story and wrap it up with a given ending i.e.

that is when I learnt that once bitten twice shy.

from that day I learnt to respect grown ups.
iii) Given Topic
Here a specific topic is given to the writer i.e.
· Here a specific topic is given to the writer i.e.
· A red letter day

· Think twice before you leap

iv) Given instructions
In this case a candidate is just given instructions on what to write about ie.
· Write about a wedding that you attended.
· Describe an accident that you witnessed.
THINK TWICE BEFORE YOU LEAPKnock, knock knock! �Open up Tom!� shouted a voice from our gate. It petrified me since
I was deeply, engrossed in a �Sidney Shedon� novel that I was reading in the house - cosily curled
in our couch My parents and siblings had gone out to visit a family friend and I had been left home
because being a candidate I needed little disruption, if any. in my routine
Hesitantly. I got up, slipped into my open shoes, trudged to the door and opened it. The heat
from the mid afternoon sun was so oppressive as I walked to the gate. The quiet afternoon was
occasionally punctuated by noises from vehicles that zoomed past our gate and the cooing of a
lone dove that was perched somewhere on a tree in our neighbour�s compound. When I heard
the calling voice again I knew who it was. It was Biko. my neighbour, classmate and friend.
Immediately, I opened the gate. He shoved two crumpled pieces of paper to my face Baffled, I
took them without ceremony or exchange of niceties. They were complimentary tickets tq an
afternoon disco session, commonly dubbed �jam session� at notorious �Florida 2000� club, a place
popular with the youth. especially those of untold character because birds of a feather, believe
you me do flock together. I brightened as joy filled my soul and I was lost for words but little did I
remember to look before I leap .
Ushering Biko into the house, I left him in the living room as I practically flew upstairs to change
into my fancy clothes. In a jiffy. 1 was done. Clad in designer labels, Puma sneakers, denim jeans
versace T-Shirt and a base ball cap with the New York Yankees insignia gracing the front, we left
the house took public transport to town and walked the rest of the distance into Florida club.
The atmosphere in the club was electrifying. The place was stuffy with the smell of cigarette
smoke beer and cheap perfume, the neon lights were dazzling and the sound of music was
deafening but nice, very nice indeed. We soon settled next to a counter and Biko called for drinks
I opted for a soft drink as he settled for beer. We danced to the tunes of hip-hop and slow jam/
music and I must it testify that I got so carried away, I did not notice time moving so fast. It was
soon getting to seven o� clock in the evening. 1 noticed this because I started feeling drowsy. What
was happening to me? I wondered. Before long I passed out
I woke up to find; myself lying on a bed in a room that had angelic whiteness in it, the bedding
, walls... virtually everything. There was a distant smell of antiseptic I was at the Nairobi Hospital. I
tater learnt that after I had fallen unconscious, Biko had dragged me out of the club and called for
a tax after making a phone call to my parents. He had taken me to Nairobi Hospital, where after
several tests, the doctors found out that I had been drugged. Somebody had placed a drug called
ecstasy� in my drink. This drug was colourless, ordourless and tasteless. The doctors told me that
they had treated many such cases and that there were people who visited social places, drugged
people, robbed them of money and valuables. Ladies were at times taken away to be gang -raped.
I was amazed beyond words.
My parents, after learning what had happened were mad at Biko and me. They banned him
from coning to our home and grounded me for two months. What scared me most was that many
people I later learnt, had died -from an overdose of drug. From then I learnt to think twice before
acting because lady luck does not smile at a person.
ONCE BITTEN TWICE SHY The sun had set in a red haze when I arrived at Namanga Secondary School where I -
worked as a night Watchman. I was in very high spirits a£ this was my second week at my new
place of work. Little did I know what the night had in store for me. / /
Immediately I arrived, I went to the main tuition block to clock in. After which I made the usual
rounds. I went round all the eight buildings making surf that all the windows were�shut and all
doors were under lock and key. It was during this time that I saw the headmaster going towards his
house. He was the only teacher who resided in the school compound. When I was satisfied that all
was as safe as sound, I went behind the headmasters office, laid my rag pn the grass, sat on it
and started smoking. I had carried three cigarettes for the night. Before long I had drifted into a
/"deep slumber. I could not tell how long I had slept when a shrill cry burst into the quiet dark night
bringing me to my feet.
I sat up immediately the cry reached my ears. Keenly, I listened. Listened again. Then I heard,
it sounded like a woman�s voice. I could tell it was coming from the direction of the headmaster�s
house. When it smote the air again I got up. Armed with a panga I sauntered towards the
headmaster�s house. I knew well that help delayed is help denied. It was at the far end of the,
football pitch. Iri two shakes of a lamb�s tail, I was rapping on the headmaster�s gate. I rapped
severally in vain for it to be opened. When the cry tore sharply into the night again, I jumped over
the gate and landed with a thud in the compound. I got up immediately and took to my heels
towards the door knowing very well that time and tide awaits no man, I was Surprised that the door
was ajar but tfi| lights were out. I smelt a rat! Stealthily tiptoeing, I entered the house flashing my
spotlights I moved. By this time the noise had stopped and calm had returned. Nevertheless, I
knew something had gone wrong in our headmaster�s house.
“Sir, Sir�”� I yelled as I went up the staircase that led to the bedrooms. No one answered. When
I got to the landing where the bedrooms were, I groped for the switch and put on the lights. Then
I saw it, the main bedroom�s, door was partly ajar. With my panga on the ready, I took two calculated
steps and entered the room. When I got in, I could not believe what I saw. Instantly, I dropped the
panga that I had been carrying. It landed on the blood which was flowing towards the door. Goose
bumps filled my body, the hair at the back of my head stood on ends as my feet wobbled like a
plate of green jelly. There on the big divan bed lay Rachel, the headmaster�s wife, in a pool of her
own blood. There was a gaping cut on her shoulder. Her neck was twisted towards the door. Her
eyes were wide open and/oozing blood. They seemed to be pleading for mercy. I was completely
taken aback. I stood stockstill unable to move shaking like a leaf in a storm. It was then that I
�Hands up” a voice boomed in the doorway. With my heart in my mouth, I obeyed the order to
the letter. l knew I was a drowning man with no straw to clutch at. Two policemen and the
headmaster stormed into the room. �We are arresting you for the murder of this lady�, barked one
of the poli6emen as he picked up the panga, his adam�s apple bobbling up and down. I could not
believe my ears. I tried to explain to them that I had just answered her distress call and that I was
the watchman of the school but all my explanations fell on deaf ears. They did not want to tiear a
thing I said. It was then that the two policemen frog-matched me downstairs and out of the house.
Knowing better not to cry over spilt milk, I played along. When the door was finally shut behind
me, I knew it would never be the same again.
Below is the beginning of a story.

The door to my bedroom suddenly flew open and father stormed in
boiling with anger.
even before I said �hello�� he caught the sleeves of my dress and threw me on the brown floor. I
landed on the floor with a loud bang, on. I felt an excruciating pain seething through my left leg.
I could not understand his wrath. I sat there on the floor, my mind in sixies and sevens. I raised
my head up and our eyes locked. He stared at me his eyes as red as a beetroot. He blenched his
fist and when he was about to give me a blow,my mother stormed into my room. She came up in
front of me and tried to protect me from my father but her efforts bore no fruits.
She was given a hot slap that sent her sprawling on the floor. I could not believe my eyes. Not
in one occasion had my father come home with such a bad temper. He breathed heavily and his
face was all sweaty. My siblings stood by my bedroom door, tears trickling down their faces like
water from a faulty pod.
Then my father pulled out the daily newspaper �Nation� from his coat. I could not believe my
eyes when I saw myself on the first page. There I was laughing and dancing and beside me was
Simon. I felt ashamed and betrayed. Who could have done this to me?� I soliloquized. I looked at
my father and he was as quiet as a grave yard.
He stood there in brooding silence. The silence was frustrating to me. I sat there on the floor
feeling ashamed. I wished the ground would open up and swallow me alive.
Then I decided to break the ice. �I can explain, really� I said, tears cascading down ruddy
face. My father did not want to hear what I had to say. He stormed out of the room and went
downstairs. When I heard the screeching of his car, I knew all was not well. Everything came
rushing back in my mind. I remembered vividly that fateful day: It was the third of April two thousand
and four.
My father and mother had gone to celebrate their second wedding anniversary at Hilton hotel.
I had earlier on asked my father for permission, if I could go for a party but he had refused.
Knowing better I bid them farewell and went back to the house. After thirty minutes or so I heard a
knock on the door. I wondered who would be knocking at that time of the night and so I decided to
go and see who it was.
When I opened the door it was Simon. Simon was my best friend since we were babies. I
welcomed him in the house and he asked me whether I was going for the party, I told him that my
parents had refused. He wanted me to go for the party. He persuaded me several times then I
finally gave in.
I wore my party clothes and went out of the house. I felt sorry for my young ones, leaving them
alone. Home was not safe. I got into his car and off we were headed for the party which was to be
held in Runda estate.

On arrival, there was loud music booming everywhere. I was excited yet, scared. There were
mar\y people at the arty. Simon and I walked into the house which was filled to capacity with
many young people:� There was food which' I ate to my full and music which I enjoyed to the hilt.
When it was time to go home, Simon took me back home. Little did I know that he had taken
photographs of me With him. , '
/I felt betrayed , Sjmon was just a wolf in a sheep�s clothing. Knowing better I wiped the tears
from my eye$, swearing to always look before I leap.
Below is the beginning of a story. Using your own words and making it as interesting as
possible, write and complete it.

It was both a sad and happy, moment for me because I was going to join a secondary 
school of my dreams. I had already packed all my belongings into my suitcase and loaded
them into my mother�s vehicle. I bid farewell to my brother�s and sisters. Tears were rolling down 
my cheeks and the pain I felt leaving my siblings was too much for me to handle.
Our car drove out of our compound which was clean as always, I knew I would never meet my
friends again nor, would I see my siblings again but I knew I would make new friends. After driving
for, about five hours we reached the school of my dreams, Alliance high School. The watchman
opened the gate for us. and my mother drove in.
I got out of the car took my suitcase and held it tenaciously in my left hand. I was very proud of
myself as I walked through the corridors. I had prepared myself for eight years and through those
eight years life was not that easy communicating with the teachers and asking them questions had
made me pass my examinations with flying colours.
When we reached the headmaster�s office we knocked at the door. After our incessant rapping
he welcomed us into, his office. His office was huge. Pictures hung on the whitewashed walls and
the floor was very well polished He told us to have a seat and after exchanging pleasantries the
matron came into the office to inspect whether, I had everything. The matron was a short, robust
man whose stomach hang in between his knees.
He removed all my clothing and after
inspecting I had to arrange my suitcase all over again. I was not sure whether I was going to like
that school because I could see pupils peeping through the headmasters window and showing
me signs of threats. I had earlier on heard about monolisation but I had not expected that to
happen to me.

I tried to tell my mother but she was bus �looking at her watch because she Was late for work.
When the headmaster assured me all was well I was escorted to the dormitory. The dormitory was
horrible. Paint had been scraped off the walls. The matron arid J walked through the dormitory and
when he spotted an empty bed, he told me that would be my bed. I hugged my mother and waved
to her good-bye as she walked out of the dormitory.
Tears began welling up in my eyes because I did not know when I would see my mother again.
When the matron left, several boys scurried to my bed. They all shook my hands aimlessly and
introduced themselves by name. When they spotted my suitcase they opened it at once and
began taking whatever they wanted.
Now I knew what the, meaning of monolization was. They left me with a few items which would
not last me a week. I sat quietly on my bed still shocked from the ordeal which had just happened.
I knew that my life in that secondary school would be as miserable as I thought it would be.
Knowing better not to cry, I wiped the tears from my eyes. Truly every dog has its day.
ONCE BITTEN TWICE SHY
I knew I had to do something about it, otherwise my whole life would be a failure. This is what happened on the fateful Monday morning. My father, a bank manager with Kenya Commercial Bank dropped me in school as usual. As he
brought his car to a halt at the school�s parking lot, we could dearly see a police land rover among
other vehicles. Leaning on it was James, his hands on chains at his back, his head swathed in a
heavy white bandage and his left eye as red as beetroot and swollen. It looked as if it had been hit
with a heavy blow. At that time, I alighted from my father�s car. James was a trader in my estate.
He owned the �Kiosk� from where we bought milk, bread and all groceries. Though he was three
times my age, we were great trends, perhaps because we were birds of the same feather. When
he looked at my direction our eyes locked. I remembered vividly and knew why the police had put
him in chains and driven him to my school. He had come to show them who it was that supplied
him with books which he sold to hawkers in Nairobi streets to resell. That person was none other
than me.
Michael, the librarian gave me expensive Chemistry, Biology, Physics and Aviation books
every Monday and Wednesday. He brought an average of three books sealed in a brown paper
bag to me at lunch break. I had a separate bag for them. Nobody in either my class or in the school
at large suspected anything. I had done this for a long time. I knew it was theft and it was wrong but
 I had no will power to stop it I delivered the books to James every Monday and Wednesday
evenings. In turn he gave me sweets, biscuits and juices in several flavours. These, I ate at school
to my fill and shared some with my friends. What James and I had forgotten was. that a thief has
only forty days. Our fortieth day Monday the 17th hand come.
My father alighted from the car as the policemen closed in on him. �Sir, excuse us, we have
been waiting for you. Are you Jackson Maneno, the father of Peter of Std. 8 in this school?� the tall
policeman who sported a beard that looked like a well fed caterpillar asked my father, his adam�s
apple bobbling up and down. �Yes sir, why?� my father enquired as he pulled the key from the
ignition and shut the door. The policeman then explained to him in facts and figures about the theft
of books frorn the school�s library. Moreover, I was the channel through which the stolen books left
 the school. He told my father that they needed me at the station to record a statement.
My father�s face looked pale and his lips dry. He could not believe his ears. He motioned me by
his hands to enter the car, The other policeman accompanied us in our car as James drove in the
landrover with the one who had been addressing my father. I honestly prayed to God to give me
courage to carry the cross. I could not see how I would explain what I had been doing to my father,
t knew he was very disappointed in me. I felt so sad that I had let him down that badly and yet on
several occasions he had told me to my face that I was the apple of his eyes. Then I thought of my
mother and how she would feel. At that time I longed badly for the perils I knew to those! knew not.
The pain of guilt cut through my heart like a knife through butter. The sudden screeching of the
tyres of my father�s car brought me back from reverie as the vehicle came to a halt.
'ft was at Langata Police Station. When we all alighted both James and I were whisked away
into a small dark room and the door shut, then we heard the key locking it. While in the cell, I heard
my father�s vehicle take off.
I swore that when I would be through with the case; whatever the verdict, I would turn over a
 new leaf in my life otherwise my whole life would be a failure.
Write an interesting story ending with the following words from this experience, I leamt
that �Pride goes before a fall.�

PRIDE GOES BEFORE A FALL
The day dawned bright and sunny at the farm or Mr. Martin Muema in the outskirts of Kitui town.
He had arrived in the morning from Nairobi where he worked as an accountant. The happenings of
the day still linger painfully in my mind even after a duration of five years. However, I thank God to
be alive to tell the story for where there is a will there is a way. This is what happened.
I had worked for Mr. Muema for twelve years as a farmhand together with others. In total we
were eight in number. Our jobs ranged from looking after his grade cattle, weeding his maize
plantation and harvesting what was ready. We worked as a team and we were very committed.
We all resided in the farm. One day Mr. Muema came home and gathered all of us. He announced
to us something that later changed my life. �Oti, I�m putting you in charge of all my property. You
will look after all the \yorkers and make sure everyone puts in the required hours everyday. THih is.
because I�ve been promoted to head my company and as such I must devote my quality time to
my new position at the company.� He said, his eyes watching over all of us, settling finally on mine.
My eyes heard more than my ears. I could not believe what was happening. I knew I had been a
good worker, committed, trusted and that I was the apple of Mr. Muema�s eyes, but I never expected
1 could be put in charge of not only the other workers but the whole farm. It sounded too good to
be true. I realized that really luck knocks only once at everyone�s door. |t had knocked on mine.
The following day Mr. Muema returned to Nairobi after promoting me. I felt and swore never, to
let him down corhe rain come sunshine. When the clock stuck eight I paraded all the workers ahd
gave them responsibilities. Of importance was Mr. Kioko my best friend whom I had put in charge
of the grade cattle. After this (exercise I dismissed them to go and start working. While they worked
I went back to my house, where I stayed , only coming out to check on the workers at random-
intervals. This went on for quite sometime. I had foolishly taken my new position for granted and
forgotten that a leader must be a servant to lead. My wife was hardly amused with my behaviour.
In the evenings I could go to the local centre to drink the local brew nicknamed �Kuona mbee". I
toQUld go \m& late at M then later began arriving h.Qme in the wee hours of the morning.'
wVhenever this happened, I was unable to supervise the workers in the farm. They started failing
back in their responsibilities because when the cat is away the mice must play. This I had forgotten.
�I don�t think I like what you are doing. I know you are now our boss but such responsibilities go
with self discipline. You have no time for us and we no longer see you at the farm. We are like a
flock without a shepherd.� lamented Mr. Kioko my friend. I looked at Mr. Kioko and I thought he
was out of his mind. Jn a loud voice I fold him of£and accused him of being jealous of me. It was my
wife who pleaded with' me albeit itall fell on cieaf ears. I had become too poor to listen to anybody.
Mhought I knew it alLWhaHfailed to remember was that pride comes before a fall. The same
evening as usual I was at my usCfi joint�. After only consuming two glasses of �kuona mbee� I felt
funny.�l started sweating profusely arjd vomiting. I got up and staggered back to the farm which
was only a stone�s throw away. When got home, I felt so sick that my wife rushed me to, the local
clinic where the medical officer prbnouniqed me blind. That was the pronouncement that brbke the
camel�s back.
 
Mr. Muema arrived one morning from Nairobi and sacked me. I kept writhing in pain hopeful
that one day I would be able to see but now I know and believe that experience is the best teacher.
From this experience, I learnt that it is indeed true that �Pride comes before a fall�

ONE GOOD TURN DESERVES ANOTHER
Everybody looked worried and tired after putting everything in order. The time was now ten
thirty a.m. We had been working since seven thirty in the morning non top. Mr. Ouru the
headmaster had requested us to come early to complete the cleaning up which we had began the
day before.
This was the annual speech and prize giving day at our school, Snoywiew7fcademy. All'the
classes had been thoroughly cleaned. The compound looked spic and spaf). The football field, the
venue of the occasion had been beautifully lawn mowed. There were four huge tents pitched on itj.
The two big ones giwen and white were pitched on each side of the field.They were for all the
pupils and teachers respectively except for the prize winners. The centre tent, white in color was,
for the guest of honor and all the invited guests. Besides this, was a small yellow tent where all thd
guest of honor�s tent and the yellow tent was a big table. On it, we had arranged trophies and �
certificates which were to be presented to the prize winners. When all this was done, natura(/y,
those who had been involved in the preparations felt extremely tired. The headmaster andhis
teachers were worried because they were noure whether Professor Maji Maji the Minister for
education would grace the occasion. He was our Guest of hbnbur.
When the clock struck ten fourty a.m the parents began streaming in. As the head girl of the
school, I instructed all the prefects, the spouts and the girl guides to lead the parents and other,
guests to their tents. The sight of people walking into the tents was beautiful. The parents were
smartly dressed. Their confident strides seemedto scream� Snowview Academy, here we come!�
The class prefects on the other hand were leading their respective classes to the big green tent
preserved for all the pupils. I stood at a raised ground watching all the gorgeous scenario from a
safe distance. When all the pupils had taken their seats, I walked towards the school gate only to
see a convoy of four Range Rover vehicles snaking their way into our school. It was the Guest of
Honour with his entourage arriving.
When the vehicles had parked and they alighted at the parking lot, they were met by their host
our headmaster Mr. Oura. Immediately the guest was led towards the scouts for a guard of honour
which was followed by the National Anthem. He was then led to a thunderous welcome from the
parents and other distinguished guests. Then the function began. The first on the programme was
an introduction which was followed by the presentations of songs, dances and poems from several
classes. Of interest was the standard one poem where my younger brother talked of �bad men
who,plough other peoples farms" in his poem. This was telling men to stick to their wives as one
way of being faithfiil to their partners. This poem received wild cheers and purls of laughter which
smote the air. \ felt very proud of my brother.
After the entertainments, the minister greeted the parents then gave a short speech. He was a
tall bespectangled man, dressed immaculately in a grey suit. He told parents to support the
government�s policy of free education by bringing all the children of age to school. When he was
through, he gave out the trophies and the certificates to the prize winners. These included prizes
in both the best in academics and co-curriculum activities. The last to be called to receive his prize
was the school captain Peter. I liked Peter for his commitment in whatever he did. I cheered and
clapped as he walked to the podium. To me that was all but there was still one more present left on
the table. It was a big box wrapped in blue sparkling wrapping paper., I wondered whose it was!.
�Last but not least, we have the final present for the pupil of the year. This is a very special
person in the school. Very helpful, intelligent, kind and a committed pupil. This big box is hers�,
said the headmaster looking in my direction. I looked back thinking it was the girl standing behind
me. Then I heard my name as the head teacher continued. I could not believe my ears. I almost
collapsed. It took me time to make the first step to the podium. There was wild cheering Once
again as the minister handed me the big box whose contents I knew not. f was very excited. In the
midst of all that noise I managed to say �Thank �you� and walked back as proud as a peacock.
Lastly, the deputy head teacher gave a vote of thanks before the guests were led into the
school hall for refreshments. The guests could leave at their pleasure after that. It was the best
day of my life and I would hate to forget it.
 THE DAY MY PARENTS DID ME PROUD
I looked at the wall clock and fell deeper into depression. � Why are they dolrtg this to
me? What wrong have committed?� I asked myself as I paced up and down the carpeted floor
of our living room. It was almost seven o�clock in the evening and I had not seen my parents. I was
supposed to mark my birthday, The tenth one, this very day and no arrangements that I knew of
had been made up to this moment. Even my friends were not there for me. Had the world conspired
against,me?
'
The hoot}ng of a car from our gate awoke me out of my reverie. My heart fluttered with joy.
My parents had arrived at last, I thought. I made a beeline for the door in great haste. Yanking it
open and, leaving it ajar, I raced to the gate. Without even bothering to peek and see who it was,
I unbolted it and swang it open. A white Toyota saloon car,\really strange to me, zoomed into our
compound before screeching to a halt a few metres away, its front doors flew open and two mean
looking men in dark business suits jumped out. They were tall and had eyes as coldas steel They
immediately fan towards me.
 �
i 1
.
AiYalarm rang in my head and I turned to make a bolt for it but it was too late. A strong hand
held me by the tail of my shirt and swang md around like a rag doll. I noticed that both of them wore
black gloves. I tried to scream but a palm Was suddenly cupped to my mouth to stifle it as I was
quickly carried, shoulder high, into the houe. The men acted like seasoned professionals.
They roughly damped me onto a couch. I had time to look at them, though they looked, so
alike I noticed that one had a slight squint on his left eye. His colleague pulled out a piece of cloth
from his right hip pocket. He raised my head and blindfolded me. He also bound a masking tape
on my mouth. �We have kidnapped you, we want money from your father�, a deep voice told me.
When Iheard these words, my heart sank to its lowestebb. This was not my day.
They carried me out of the house, slammed the door shut, and took me to their car. They
opened the hind door and slumped me into the back seat. They occupied the front seats, drove
out of thfe compound and stopped. I was puzzled when one came out of the car and I soon heard
the creaking of the gate hinges as it was being locked. How could criminals have such courtesy?
Wonders will never cease., I thought to myself. I braced myself for a long period of torture and
bargaining or God forbid, even death.
The vehicle roared to life and sped away. I could not comprehend the numerous corners
that we negotiated, not even the direction we took. They drove for about fifteen minutes before
coming to a halt. They came out, opened the hind door and gently led me out. They sandwiched
me between them and led me, into a building. I realised that we were walking down a carpeted
corridor. Suddenly vye stopped for about thirty seconds before they pushed me into a room - no -
we were in a lift, I noted this from the floating sensation that I felt. It soon ground to a halt and I vyas
led down the corridor into a Warm quiet room. The room smelt so nice. I noticed that I was now
sweating. I was scared stiff/
Sorr>ebody tore \hgag frorh my mouth and untied the blindfold. Before my eyes could
adapt to the dazzling ligjat in the room, I heard a loud chorus of �surprise! surprise!� I squinted my
eyes and the first thin# I noticed was a three tiered cake on a maroon covered table. I soon
recognised my father, tnother and friends all in the room. I was baffied, was I dreaming? I rubbed
my eyes and shook my head in an attempt to come to terms with the reality. The people in the
room must have realized that I was dazed and they soon burst out in the sang �happy birthday to
you/l I regained my thinking and fell short of words. Tears of joy cascaded down my cheeks in
two�s and three�s ag I came to terms with the reality. My parents had decided to treat me to a really
surprising birthday party.
No sooner had I recovered my composure than I hugged my parents, relatives, friends and
well wishers before cutting the cake and receiving numerous presents. I was too exdted to unwrap
them at that moment. We ate, drank and danced and I felt on top of the world. I even forgot the
initial �kidnap� scare that I had experienced to me, this was the utmost show of love from my
parents. We left for home at around one in the night. Although I had misju.dged my �kidnappers�, I
learnt never to judge a book by its cover.
That is the way my day began and ended. A day I will always remember for the rest of my life.
IT IS USELESS TO CRY OVER SPILT MILK
When I was asked to leave and the door was finally shut behind me, I knew life would
never be the same again.
I remember vividly that fateful day. It was November 7th 2003, the second day of Kenya certificate
of Primary Examination (K.C.P.E.) The day before, we had sat for Mathematics. English language
and English compositiorvpapers respectively. I knew I was good at English but poor in Mathematics.
However, I had answered all the questions to the best of my ability. For the second day, the papers
included Science, Kiswahili lugha and Kiswahili Insha, in that order. It was my worst day because
I was poor in all. I had in the past burnt the midnight oil in vain.. I could neither understand Science
nor anything in Kiswahili.. As such, I looked down, upon the teachers teaching those subjects and
the\subjects themselves. No matter how hard I tried, I always flopped. In fact, it made me very
uncomfortable because my target Was to pass very well and go to my dream school which was
Starehe Boys� Centre in Nairobi.
i thorofnro haH a nian nn mu sIppvpr whifh was bound to work to iTiv advantage. Meshack, my
glassmate and my best friend was the best in Science and kiswahili. The previous day, I had spent
the night at his home with the permission of my father. We were to revise together. Nevertheless,
it was never to be. � Meshack wanted to read �GHCRE� and not Science. He was my rival in
�6HCRE" and we both knew it. We had even aspired to go to the same Rational School but that
was beside the point Over and above all, we were great friends or so I thought.
It was then we had suggested that we cheat. He was to write Science answers for me in a paper
then throw it my direction. At first I was a bit uncomfortable with the plan asl was the class prefect
arid an exemplary behaviour was expected of me let alone being a role model to the other pupils.
Sensing my discomfort, he had assured me that there would be no harm as he would do it discreetly.
With no alternative to fall back to, I played along. Little did I know that Meshack had bad motives.
He was actually not a friend but a wolf in a sheep�s clothing. He had told the chief invigilator who
had encouraged him to write fake answers, throw the paper in my direction, then the ipvigilator
would intercept it. That was what happened on that fateful chilly morning.

As I bent to pick up the crumpled paper with Science answers, Mr. Muli the invigilator saw
me and walked straight to my desk. It was easy as he had just been waiting for it. I could not
believe my eyes. I panicked and started sweatirig as I depied having picked up anything from the
floor. There was a pandemonium as he tried to force it out of my fist. At that spurof the moment,
the supervisor stormed into the examination room and flushed me out. I glanced back at Meshack
but he was as busy as a bee at his paper, I was shocked. Outside, I pleaded and begged the
supervisor to forgive me but he could hear nothing of it. Leading me to our headteacher�s office,
he�made me know that it was Meshack who had alerted them. Ielt sick at the mention of Meshack�s
name. When we got to the office, our headteacher Mrs. Nasika was dazed to seetne. �What are
you doing here, you should be doing your Science?� She asked looking terribfy Worried, fcould not
answer her, it was the supervisor who explained to her what had happened. H$Went§n to state in
facts and figures that the Examination Council is tired of examination cheats liker me/
I started crying uncontrollably, pleading and begging once more for forgiveness. Tears flowed
down my cheeks freely blinding me partially. When I saw tears dangling in Mrs. Nasika�s eyes, my
heart pained me. I knew I was the apple of her eye. She had a Soft sport for me in her beart. She
looked very disappointed at me. After wiping the tears from her eyes, she askecfthe supervisor to
reconsider his stand. She even begged him to deal with the school but allow me to go back to the
examination room. He could hear nothing of it. Instead he bellowed, �This candidate must leave
the examination centre now. He can come tomorrow for the final papee/E� His eyes looking.calm-
betraying the devil that he really was.
\
The headteacher raised her head and looked at me. When our eyes locked, I read it all and
I knew I had lost the battle �You heard him, go home.� She said, h%r voice trembling with pity and
eyes tearful. I was heart broken. Once more hot tears blinded my eyes but I chose to obey her and
left as the supervisor closed the office door behind me. It was then I knew life would never be the
same again.
Slowly but with heavy steps I walked home knowing that there�s always a second chance, I
stopped crying over spilt milk because it was useless to do so.
SHATTERED HOPES
When Maina came to, he was dazed. He realized that he was lying on the floor. He got up
unsteadily, brushed his dusty jacket and felt for his money. His pockets were ejnpty. That is
« when he recalled that he had been part and parcel of the gang that had decided to destroy the
Nation Centre.
,
As events unfolded in his mind, tears stung his eyes and came rplling down his chubby
cheeks in lines of two�s and three�s. He was a third year student at Jomo Kenyatta University and
was studying law. On the day he was to sit for his exams, the Nation print media had a second
page story that the students were drug addicts. Determined to prove the journalists wrong, they
decided to go and destroy the Nation Centre. It was clear that they had forgotten the English
saying, two wrongs do not make a right.
When they had the windows at the centre all destroyed and shattered, they were ecstatic.
They even pelted workers at the centre with a volley of stones. Once they had brought the city to

a standstill. they broke Into song end ddfnce that every Tom, Dick and Hariy knew and sttqppeotia
· lorry before commandeering it. When the police arrived, all students of ttfe campus imho wen© adt
the scene fled in different directions after realizing that the police were armed to the teeffln..
All those memories made Maina disgusted. He felt very low. He thanked his lucky s&anstthGdt
he had not been arrested like some of his colleagues who had rioted in the past He llonsw Hr©
would do anything to get back to campus and apologize to the vice chancellor because vwltoe
there is a will there is a way.
,
He looked down at Itis tattered, disintegrating attire. He realized that he had his student badfapB
on and this could betray him. Before he could stand up and do something about it hesawtaK®
policerhen make a beeline for him, leaving a gust of dust behind.
He knew we had been caught off guard. It was time to face the music with the rotugfto aurai!
tough �boys in blue.�
His small forehead that played host to two innocent aqya eyes that attempted to pflenrflffiirr
mercy, did not move the police. He tried smiling innocently bui$erhaps the police knewtojjuiflftgsaB
book by its cover. They grabbed him by his collar and asked, �You are Maina Kariuki, aremi'tDu/?�
Maina nodded solemnly. The police then proceeded to tell him that he was under amestt flour
participating in the ghastly demonstrations and he had no obligation to deny. Talcing,, fflneytbdbij
him, would do him no good, it was like flogging a dead horse.
He was handcuffed and frog-marched to a nearby police station where hef found somnedf
his colleagues who had also been nabbed. He regretted why he had not refused to jonn iim tflne
demonstration which his friend Tom convinced him to join the bandwagon. Tears Welled in firiiscges
as he was booked and told that he would appear in court in two days lime, pending investijgptiiDns
indeed, he thought, every dog has its day.
He shook his head sadly and made a mental swear never to join anyone�s gravy Iraiiniagaiiii.
His dreams of becoming a lawyer were shattered because no university would ever admfttriirnnwAttn
.such a nasty record. It was too late but he had learnt a lesson because experience, cometotllrinrtk
of if, is the best teacher.
i
WHEN LIFE IS LOST ALL IS LOST.
v I got up very late that morning, prepared myself in a hurry and left in a jiffy rumialll
the way to the bus station. It was my second month at my place of work, Kenyatta Natimnrall
Hospital as a cook. The previous day we had been paid. This was my second salary anudl II stflll
wanted to make a difference in my life especially after suffering for a long time without empflopmsnrtt.
I had gone out to drink with friends at a popular joint in Nairobi West known as �Jamas IDtenri�.
Somehow I got carried away and took one too many. That made me get home some mnufespasdl
midnight. My wife Alico was least amused but there was nothing she could do to me benrngj tftne
head of the household and the provider of her daily bread. Little did I know that she wnuihil nratt
waKe me up as she usually did. That was why I had over slept.
When I got to the bus stop, there was a �matatu� with a conductor shouting for passenragens
as,they usually did. Without any hesitation, ljumped into itand got myself a seat next to theattriwerr.
As. I was just settling dowrv, I realized that the driver was James Matano. Matano was a very gnunH
frigid, of mine ajUIJhe previous night we had been together at the �Jamas Den. In fact I IhasU Mb
hjpri.lg. joint. I could not believe my eyes that James was behind the wheel because I knewtfhatt
he stilfiigcj last jpvening�s hangover of the beer we had drunk. �Is he really going to drive safejP�
I soliloquized looking into his eyes once we had exchanged niceties. What I saw when I ttaoltesii
into his eyes made my heart jump to my mouth as the hair at the back of my head stood amemnlk.
I was very frightened. I felt as if I was staring at the ugly face of death. James looked dazed anrnUHris
hands were shaking on the steering wheel. I wanted to confront him and ask him not to drive iifltne
knew he could not, but on second thoughts I did not since, I was also late for �Work. Wheon fflne
�Matatu� was full to capacity with commuters, we took off.
Right from the start, James was not steady. I watched in awe and wonder as he acceHenterfj,,
dangerously from zero to one hundred kilometers per hour instead of the accepted eighty ktoimethaaB
�per hour. I knew it was just a matter of time before James lost control of the vehicle. The dUnor
passengers were likewise very frighltened. I heard women complain as they, hefd their babies
tenaciously against their chests. A marl who had at behind nfie, screamed �Stop driving as if you
are carrying potatoes to the market, we are human or else we shall forcibly remove you frQm the
wheel.� Immediately he spoke, the rest unahimousiy echoed their approval. Somehow, this angered
the driver who temporarily looked behind hurling obscene abuses at his critics. Tbls was the
blunder of the year that James mad
Immediately he looked back, he lost control-and ran into a herd of Masaai cattle .wtych were
herding by the road side. Screams, wailing women, crying babies and voices of cursirjg men rent
the air. The impact was so intense that the driver was thrown out of the vehicle through the
windscreen. He landed on the road and the �matatu�which was still on Tnotion ran over him crashing
his head into pulp. I screamed as I watched all this from my seat. I shut my eyes and when I
opened them he was now under tire vehicle. I had never seen such a thing before. Meanwhile the
matatu had stoppedinoving. The wails and screams were now dying out as everybody tried to
alight from the iH-fated vehicle. It was each person for himself arid God for us all. I got up from my
seat and called for some order. A1I the men were to wait for the women especially those with
babies to alight first. Thank God none of the passengers had been injured even the conductor was
all right. All the women left the vehicle in a an Indian file followed by old men then the rest of us.
When I got down, I went round the �matatu� only to be met by one of James� gfrma. it had
been severed off from the shoulder. was lying beside the �matatu� on the driver�s side! I felt
nauseated and sick in my stomach. I fcould not control the flow of tears from my eyes as) watched
the pathetic sight before me. I moaned bitterly the ugly death of my friend. At that time, life had no
meaning. The women screamed one£ more at the grotesque sight as the men stood, watching
holding their chins. It looked very pathetic and sad. Thinking fast of what to do next, I decided to
call for an ambulance from the hospital as we were not far from it. The response was immediate.
When I saw the paramedics gather the remains of my friend into a big black body bag, I knew that
when life is lost all is lost.
As the ambulance left with James� remains, everybody went his or her way. I also decided to gfo
home thanking God for sparing my life. Indeed when life is lost all is lost.
ONCE BITTEN TWICE SHY
I don�t deny I have had misfortunes inuny life. Hpwever, last Saturday was a very bad day for
me.
I had left home early to go to school for rrfy ufeual Saturday classes at Uthiru Academy. A
beautiful, day is known in the morning. That Saturday, the sun was up early, the birds saSngtfnerrily
flying from tree to tree and the weaker was just right. Not cold, not hot. At exactly eight o'etock I
arrived at school by our school bus. When I alighted I walked steadily up to standard eight "Red�.
There I fqund the class prefect checking the register, �Present� I responded when I heard my name
called by the prefect, as I was going towards my desk. Getting to my desk, I sat down and prepared
myself for the first lesson which was Science.
~
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When the door was pushed open, we stood up in unison as always. We had fexpetted to
see out Science teacher but Mr. Kimeto the head teacher was the one standing at the door we
were were shocked. This was because he was rarely seen in the tuition blocks. Since he never
taught any class, his was only administration. Me greeted us and we responded. Before he asked
us to sit down he called my name and said, �K'amau, come with me to the office, I want to talk to
you. My name sounded foreign to my ears and I looked behind thinking he was tafking to the boy
behind me. �Are you not Kamau Gicheru? it is you I�m talking to, come with me� he said looking at
me, in the eye. My heart almost missed  beat. I was very scared because 1 could not think of any
mistake I had made or anything wrong I had done. I did not understand why the head teacher
would come for me that early on a Saturday morning. Nevertheless, I obeyed and followed him the
office. When we got there he gave way for me to go in first. When I got there, no one but my father
was. sealed qcl one. at the. visitors, obaics-1 almost collapsed.
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followed me to school. I started shaking and sweating out of fear. My hands became as dummy as
a frog.
For the previoSftwo Saturdays I had been taking,money from my father�s ppcket because
what he gave me for lunch was never enough. He used to give me one hundred shillings only but
lunch, a hot dog and a soda cost one hundred and twenty shillings. I had in the past tried to tell my
father in vain, I therefore resolved to help myself. I knew it was wrong, it was theft but I could not
stop the temptation. The happenings of Saturday the 12th January 2005 played vividly in my mind
as if it had happened yesterday. I had stealthily entered their bed room as mother made breakfast
ready %the kitchen and taken a one thousand shilling note. Without any doubt I knew that was
wh falher had followed me to school. Previously I used to take two hundred shillings only and
he fewer discovered. It was then I confirmed that a thief�s days truly are only forty.
ther looked up and saw me. I had never seen him in such a state before. He looked
em , annoyed and disturbed like a wounded lion looking for its aggressor for revenge I ��had
mixed feelings. To begirt crying and use my crocodile tears as a cover up or to own up or apologize
and ask for forgivenessf fchose the latt«|. He could not believe his ears. He gave me a long tired
look then looked at the headmaster. �I will forgive him for now but all shall be squared at home�.
He said looking at me with eyes which seemed to ask me �why my son�.
Without hesitation I dug my right hand into my right pocket, pulled out the one-thousand shilling
note and gave it back to my father. For a while nobody spoke. The pregnant silence was frustrating
to me. It was the headmaster who broke the ice. �Go back to class.� He ordered.
On my way to class I swore never again to regeat the mistake for once bitten twre shy.
#
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SECTION 7
2) FACTUAL COMPOSITIONS:
These types of stories are based on facts. The following must be observed when writing such
stories.
i) There must be sufficient facts. Those stories are marked on facts, the more the facts the
more the marks.
ii) The candidate must plan. This enables the candidate to get has many facts as possible
before beginning to put them down.
iii) The facts must be put down beginning with the strongest that has most examples. Do not
begin with minor facts. They should come later.
iv) Give practical examples on events happening around us. This makes the story more real to
the examiner.
v) Give true facts. Do not use your fertile imagination to write facts that are not real and cannot
be proven.
MOB INJUSTICE�Thief, thief! He has snatched my purse, catch him, a plump lady in a brown dress and
white head scarf screamed as she pointed to a young man who was running between vehicles to
make good his escape. People immediately started running after the alleged thief. I joined them
out of curiosity. Memories of how my mother had suffered the same fate once flooded my mind.
We had gone shopping with my mother in town, I was six years old then and I remembered how
the dirty glue sniffing boy of about thirteen had snatched my mother�s purse and fled down a
garbage filled alley never to be seen again.
The crowd soon caught up with the thief and somebody in the crowd tripped him. He clumsily
fell down, still clutching the black purse to his chest. He was a man of about twenty two. He had
shabby dreadlocks on his head. He wore a dirty blue jeans and an equally dirty green sweat-shirt.
� Do not kill me�, he pleaded as he curled himself like a ball on the ground. A white man. presumably
a tourist, tried to shield the boy from the crowd but this blood thirsty mob was baying for his blood
and the white man was soon pushed away roughly before they set upon the thief with all kincte of
crude weapons. They had stones, metal bars and planks of wood.
$
Somebody. I did not see him well, smashed a metal rod across the thief�s forehead, leavinga
nasty gash that soon engulfed the whole of his face in blood. They hit him in a frenzy, as if they
were possessed by evil spirits. Stones and kicks, blows and slaps rained on the hopeless man
indiscriminately. When they were through with him, he was a bloody mess, too disgusting to see.
His face was all blood, his lips were tom to shreds and fragments of his teeth lay on his side. His
left leg was twisted in an awkward angle and a white bone was visible from his knees. He was
dead. Interestingly, he was still clutching the purse which was now washed in blood. Somebody
daring enough took the purse and opened it. It had a dirty handkerchief and an identity card in it.
The mob soon realised that they had killed a man for worthless things and as the reality dawned
on them, they melted away in shame, having accomplished a devilish mission.
As I walked away in sorrow, I realised that man could decide to be so brutish and savage
unnecessarily.
RURAL LIFE IS BETTER THAN URBAN LIFE
In my view rural life has more advantages than urban life. It might have its shortfalls but
they are outweighed bj// those experienced in urban life.
Currently, the economy is on a downslide and we would all be glad to live ill an environment that
is more accommodating as far as our d£ly needs require. In rural areas life is comparatively
cheap because the basic human requirements of food, shelter and clothing are affordable. Food is
grown locally and one only needs to get it from the shamba or buy it cheap and fresh. People live
in their own houses so they do not pay rent ot if they do pay it far much less than what one would
pay in an urban area. Compared to towns, schools and transportation costs are also manageable.
Rural areas also provide a sense of security. We know so well that there is security in
numbers so people in rural areas will also get help easily because everyone around seems to be
a brothers keeper unlike the urban areas where people do not even know their next door neighbours,
it is every man for himself and God for us all. This is unfortunate because man, by nature, is a
social animal.
In addition, criminal activities are also not as rampant as they are in urban set ups. Since
many young people have migrated to urban areas in search of very scarce jobs,. The hoards of
jobless young people resort to crime, hence the rampant cases of carjacking, house breaking,
muggings, rape incidents and an array of other antisocial vices including prostitution. By far these
things are still quite few in rural areas. In fact in rural areas people live in much freedom and even
at night they do not have much to worry about in terms of security as opposed to their urban
counterparts who come evening, have to retreat to their mini -fortresses with high walls, electric
fences , burglar proof doors and all forms of extra high security, but even with all these, they still
toss and turn in their cosy beds fearing for the worst any time.
Our morals as Africans have also been put to test in urban areas. Young people grow up
being exposed to repulsive western values that they acquire from television programmes, computers
and a host of pornographic literature and blue-movies. Even the mode of dressing is becoming
outrageous to say the least. Young girls and some women dress up, if at all they do, in ways that
leave little to the imagihatibn. This more often than not, encourages cases of rape and premarital
sex leading to unwanted pregnancies One just needs to note the number of discarded foetuses
that are recovered everyday everywhere. More seriously, the prevalence of HIV/AIDS is also on
thefie. Rural areas do not boast of such negative and disgusting happenings.
Life in rural areas although severe is quiet and easy. In urban areas like Nairobi life is
unnecessarily fast, people seem to be rushing alt the time to nowhere. One only needs to be in
town when there is drizzle; everything goes haywire, all hell breaks loose, bevery soul is agitated,
it is an uncalled for rat -race. This �increases incidents of stress related maladies, accidents,
temper and misery. 
In as mpch as rural life has its negative side like slow development of manpower and
thinking, lack of latest information and lack of competition, It is not wrong to see why I say rural life
is better than urban life.
 CHILD ABUSE: STOP THIS ACT PLEASE,
 Child abuse is the exposing of children to conditions that do not allow their natural healthy
development. M is the subjecting of children to responsibilities meant for adults. In a nutshell child
abuse is the misuse of children due to their inability to protect or �defend themselves. This evil
practice appears in different forms in our society. It could be child labour, sexual molestation, child
battering or even marrying off underage girls to men old enough to be their guardians.
Children have and continue being used for economic production from our homes to our
industries. The use of children as househelps is quite rampant. Many children are subjected to this
throughout the country, especially in urban setups. They are exposed to fifteen hour working days
and very little pay in many households. It is also common to find them in bars and at bus stops. In
rural areas, especially cash crop growing areas, children are forced to pick coffee, tea and pyrethrum.
They are treated ftshly and are trot-allowed to bargain on their own terms.
Sexual molestation is also a widespread practice jn our country. More often than not we
witness or read from the papers that underage children, some as young as ftvb years old have
been raped or defiled. Girl children Rave �also been exposed to prostitution and immoral behavjour.
Many children are also subjected to physical betjng either by the uncaring parents or employers.
Children also continue to be burnt or scalded with hot water after being accused of imaginary or
real crimes.
#
Some traditional societies in Kenya, like the Maasai and Kuna have also been known to
marry off underage girls for the sake of Wealth, mainly in the form of livestock.
All these unfortunate incidents have a serious effect on children and their right to develop -
normally. They lead to children not gping to school and this apart from making them unable to
have responsible families in future also has a negative effect in the future development of our
country. Child labour and lack of parental care also exposes our children to poor mental and
physical development. They are exposed to sexually transmitted diseases and HIV/AIDS related
infections. Child prostitutiofTatSD leads to the increase in the number of street children, and
destitutes.
/
Child abuse should be condemned all and sundry in the society because every child has
a right to love, care and protectidn>Denying children education is tantamount to killing the future of
the nation because as we often claim, they are the future leaders. Child rights organisations for
children should be made more effective. The issue of child protection should be preached in
churches, villages, baraza�s andny other social gathering. The law should also put heavy penalties
to those who abuse the rights of children. This is because a nation that allows her children to suffer
has no credit and people should know that this act is equivalent to a man cutting the branch that he
is sitting on. Let us defend the child.
TO BE AT SCHOOL LEARNING IS BETTER THAN TO BE ON SCHOOL HOLIDAY.
DEBATE.
A school is an institution where learning takes place. In a school many people learn how to
read and write. A school is very important in our lives. We have schools for the disabled children
-and schools or the able children. Among these schools we may have boarding schools or day
schools.
In schools, children have a particular time for learning and resting. During this time of
resting we can call it a school holiday. School holidays may come several times during a year. First
of all it may come during national holidays where we take time off from learning . When learning
w$ acquire knowledgeln different ways, this is why to be at school learning is better than to be dft
a school holiday.
First and foremost when we are in school learning, we acquire a lot of kflbwledge from our
teachers and also from our friends. Knowledge and intelligence are the key to success in life and
if we do not have them our lives will not bear fruits. During a learning lesson we are taught subjects
like Enah'sh, Mathematics, Kiswahili and many other subjects which will help us in life.
'Secondly, when we are in school learning we can interact with people from different
backgrounds and know their ways of life. Interaction can help us acquire good relationships between
students. When we know each other better we can help one another in Various subjects and ways.
Interaction can also.be a way of acquiring knowledge. we learn new things from each other which
can help us in our lives.
�
Thirdly, when we are in school learning we do not waste anytime. Pupils can easily maintain
and keep their time by following their time tables. The timetable helps them to know what they are
going to do. It helps them to be prepared and ready for any subject. By managing their time their
scores can improve and also their behaviour improves likewise.
Discipline can also contribute to school learning. Disciplined people usually make it in life.
When We are disciplined-we can depend on ourselves without supervision from any adult. disciplined
pupils usually get high grades and make it to good schools.
School holidays is not better than being at school learning because there'is wastage of
time. Pupils may tend to watch television, listen to the radio or play video games during the whole
day. Working hours are very little and this makes them to be lazy.
Over and above all we should reduce the school holidays so that we can learn in school
and acquire more knowledge. Children who are fond of being lazy should be trained by their
parents on how to work. Television sets should only be watched when necessary.
By doing this we will improve our lives. Truly to be at scljtfol learning is better than to be on
school holidays.
DRUG ABUSE
The abuse of drugs has become widespread among the youth. Discuss. Drug abuse is
the usage of drugs without an important cause. Drug abuse has mainly affected the young in
several ways.

First and foremost drug abuse has many ways of affecting us as individuals. Drug abuse can lead,
to poor health, diseases, theft or robbery and even poor nutritional diet. We have different types of
drugs, cocaine, heroine, marijuana, alcohol just to mention but a few. Drugs like tobacco are
allowed in our country Kenya.
Drug abuse leads to poor health. Health is an important aspect of life and if we do not take
it seriously sooner or later we are going to kick the bucket. Health can be abused in several ways.
Drugs like heroine cause vomiting, memory lapses, drowsiness and poor thinking methods. As
such your brain functions wrongly. We may want to do something and all of a sudden we forget
what we are going to do. By doing this our brain cells get killed.
Secondly, malnutrition has increased because of taking harmful drugs. Cocaine is a drug
which is derived from the cocoa plant. This drug affect our nutrition by leading to loss of appetite.
Food is a major thing that our bodies need in order to function and if we do not take the food our
poor standards of eating will weaken our bodies.
Thirdly, drug abuse can lead to low education status. As we all know, education is the key to
a good future and a good future means leading a life full of fulfillment. Most of our children in
schools may drop out or even get a suspension from school. Their parents may want to know why
their children are not passing any examination. Drug abuse can contribute to this because it damages
the brain cells and interferes with the memory cells. This has been a big problem among our youth �
today.
The next thing that drug abuse can lead to is theft. Theft in our country Kenya is increasing
by each day and because of this we have to find a way to destroy it. Poor Children or street children
are people who are brought up from poor families. If they do not find jobs they can end up as drug
addicts because of idleness. By doing this they will try by all means to get money and buy the
drugs from their sources. This has increased theft in various countries.
Another thing that drug abuse has led to is that children are used as drug traffickers The
drug dealers stuffthe drugs inside the child�s stomach or any other part of the body. They are then
taken to the airport and to various customers.
Above all drug abuse can lead to a well known disease called Acquired Immune Deficiency
syndrome. The disease can be spread when two people use the same needles for injecting drugs
into their bodies. People may get this killer disease by using the same sharp object such as
needles. '
All and sundry has to contribute in order to stop drug abuse by educating children while
they, are still in school. Rehabilitation centres can also work for drug addicts who are trying to
become clean. Lastly bad. television programmes that may lead to drug abuse should be scrapped
off completely.
i By doing this we will iall help each other by making our lives better for tomorrow.
WILDLIFE IN KENYA
Wildlife is the keeping of wild animals for future use. Animals ar» conserved in order for our
young ones to see them in future.
In Kenya we have different types of national parks and game reserves . In a game reserve
human settlement is allowed while in game parks human beings are not allowed to live together
with animals. Examples of national parks are, Maasai Mara, Amboseli, Ruma and Tsavo to mention
but a few.
�
Wildlife in Kenya helps our country in very different ways. First and foremost, our country
Kenya earns foreign exchange. This happens when tourists come to our country in order to see
wild animals. Foreign exchange helps our country to earn foreign currency and with that our country
gets profit. Foreign exchange has helped our country change in different ways and because of this
wildlife in our country Kenya is very important,
Again wildlife profits our country by giving people jobs. Some of the people wok in hotels
as cooks and also, as drivers. Thisis because of tourists. When tourists come to our country they
have to stay in hotels. In these hotels we must have people to work in them especially drivers who
take the tourists around the national parks and game reserves. Employment has helped many of
us Kenyans. Poverty can be reduced and people can earn a reasonable amount of pay. When this
happens many of the young people have opportunities to work in hotels and other places.
Furthermore, wildlife in Kenya contributes in making our country beautiful. Natural scenery
beautifies our country Kenya as a whole. When this happens we are able to protect natural forests
which are habitats for wild animals.
Apart from our country benefiting from wildlife, we also have some people trying with all
their will and power to kill wild animals. Poaching is a major factor that undermines the keeping of
wild animals in our country Kenya. Poaching is very dangerous because it can lead to extinction of
some animals. Some animals that used to tie large in numbers are now decreasing by each day
because of poaching. 
Cutting down of trees can also lead to wildlife extinction. Natural forests are the major
habitats for wild animals. If we cut the forests down some animals may be forced to migrate into
other regions thus making those places their habitats.
The Kenya wildlife service is trying to protect the wild animals by fencing the national parks,
appointing rangers and protecting natural forests. Every one should contribute to this noble course
in order to protect the wildlife in our country Kenya.
SECTION 8
SPEECH:
A writer is required to deliver a speech depending on the instructions given. One can be
asked to deliver a speech as a chief addressing parents or pupils etc.
�The following must be observed. The candidate must give a speech that reflects the
position of the person talking ie. A village chief addressing a baraza can not talk like a
school head teacher. In this respect a chief must talk like a chief and talk of issues like
farming, security, hard work etc.
There should be minimal interruptions. A greater part of the composition must be, a speech.
Just set the background to prepare the reader on where it is taking place, when and who is
in attendance then give the speech.
I V, _
THE MOST MEMORABLE DAY AT OUR SCHOOL
�Guest Of honour, distinguished guests, parents, ladies and gentlemen, good
afternoon. I am happy to see that all of you were able to attend this ceremony. 1 Rope you
"have

� said. Mrs. Oluoch our head teacher her face glistering
with sweat as it was a hot Saturday afternpon.
This was both a speech and a Prize giving day at our Top Achievers Academy. Those
invited hod,
JfeJd were alf full to
capacity. Various classes hdd entertained the guests in song, dance, poems and pfays. ft was af
the end of these that thetiead teacher Mrs. Oluoch stood to address the gathering. She looked
around and when she realized everyone was all ears she cleared her voice and continued.
�As I was saying, I will allow the guest of honour to give us his speech, but first I would like
to thank all those who took part in various entertainment activities. They were very good and
interesting especially the Std. two poem about the lazy boy Thank you pupils. In the same note I
would like to thank all theleachers profusely for the good work done with the pupils in preparing
ttjsentations. Thank you very much� said Mrs. Oluoch. There were thunderous
dapping which rentthe air for quite sometime. The Std two class teacrrermodo
show her appreciation at the mention of her class.
When calmness set in Mrs. Oluoch continued, �This is a great day for us at Top Achievers
Academy because it�s the fffst prize giving day that has been attended by our Director of Education
none other than Mr. Warutere, who is also our guest of honour this afternoon. Mr. Warutere we feel
proud that you did accept to be with us today. On behalf of, all the parents and invited guests thank
you very much,� sid Mrs. Oluoch. Mr. Warutere the Director of Education waved at all the other
guests as Mrs, Oluoctunentioned his name. Parents and all invited guests waved back at him, as
the pupils gave three hearty claps to welcome him. Mr. Warutere was clad in a green three piece
suit with matching black shoes. He was a short man with a big stomach, which hung in between
his legs. His round deep eyes made his face glitter with excitement. He was a pleasant man larger
than life. He then stood upas the headmistress went on to invite him to greet the parents and the
other invited guests before awarding the presents to the best pupils in the main examination
K.C.P.E. which had been done the previous year. The Director cleared his voice, waited for us to
keep quiet then he began.
�Thank you everybody who is here. I know we are all waiting for the most important part of
this ceremony and that�s prize giving part of it. Because of that, I will not take a lot of your time lest
I bore you stiff,� He said, his Adam�s apple bobbling up and down. � I will begin by praising all the
parents present here: Parents you have done a lot of work by creating a peaceful atmosphere for
these young ones to learn. You have also given the school tremendous support by attending all
the meetings, seeing teachers any lime you -arfe
ircuQctax\t of all paying
school fees in time. Now this confirms the love you have for your children.� the director said.
There was an applause as we cheered our parents. As for mejwas not sure how my father
felt, for he was a perpetual school fees defaulter. I stole a quick glanceTaTthe high table where all
Jhftju3£y±ant invitedguests had sat with our head teacher, My eyes locked with our headteacher�s
and almost lost balance on the chair I sat on. There was a dri&f
onihe higb tabJe. When this was done the director continued. �To the pupils, I must say you have
wbrked very hard and mine is to congratufafe afftfie prize wrrmers oftoday as / urge the Jo$&rs to
continue working hard. Remember not all can be numbers one, two or three, So long as you are
doing your best even if you are the last position that�s good enough,� said the Director. At that time,
on that day, Mr. Warutere the Director of Education was the man I would have loved to have as a
father. I had never been any other position but last. My father could not understand that though I
was last rny marks were improving. I looked at the crowd again to see the impression on my
father�seyes but I never spotted him. Before the Director gave out the presents we clapped loudly
for him. Most of the big boys were whistling. It had to take the strong hand of our senior teacher to
Quieten us.
�
He awarded the prizes to the former std. 8�s who were by then in various form one schools.
The most outstanding of all was when my cousin Tobias got a cheque for twenty thousand shillings
for his text books. �Take this and use it well,� said the director as Tobias shook his hands. We were
all happy for him after all he had done his best. When all the prizes weregiven out the celebrations
ended.
,
,
Our head teacher thanked everybody and invited aff the guests for refreshments. All said;
and done it was a memorable day. It will linger in my mind for a long time to come. I only learnt to
do my best since where there is a will there must be a way.
Here is a beginning of a story. Complete it and make it as interesting as possible.
ONE GOOD TURN DESERVES ANOTHER.The bell was run and we stopped writing. We stood up and gave our scripts. The
examination had come to end.
....I heaved a sigh of relief when all the scripts had been
collected and I walked out of the examination room as proud as a peacock, sure that I held done
my level best.
It was mid July and our eagerly awaited Mock examination had finally set in. We had been
as busy as a bee preparing for it, doing numerous papers for we knew well that practice makes
perfect. The English paper B which was composition was put as our last paper. It was usually the
first paper. With all the excitement of completing my Mock examinations I rushed over the paper
forgetting to make haste slowly. I wrote what I thought was the best way I probably could. Little did
I know that as one makes her bed so must one lie on it.
We alL hemmed in on one of the desks in the classroom and began flipping over some
books to check whether we had used the expressions well. One of my friends shouted an expression,
which I had used and my whole body almost went numb with fear. I could hardly move a muscle.
I thought I had used it wrongly but when I came back to my senses, I rushed back to her. it was
then realized that I had not made any mistake.
At this juncture our Mathematics teacher entered the class. When I set my eyes on him I
almost lost balance. His eyes were beetroot red and I knew it had to be something with his subject
Mathematics, Either we had all not done well or we had all failed. The examination paper had been
very tricky and I was not sure of my results. Mr Edward was a dwarf of a man, larger than life. He
always scared the daylights out of me. He ordered us to sit down, his eyes stinging with the fury of
an erupting volcano. We obeyed his words to the letter knowing it is better safe than sorry.
He looked at each and every one of us, anger written all over his face. I felt a lump form in
my throat. A cold sheet of sweat broke out of my forehead and the palms of my hands became as
dummy as a frog. �These are the worst results you have ever produced. What is in those heads,
cowdung?� he asked his eyes fixed on me and his looks were as piercing as light. He began calling
out the marks, starting with seventy eight percent out of one hundred. My heart was thundering
spasmodically against my chest. He continued and everybody got their papers with the last one at
forty-six percent and I had not gotten mine yet. I could feel fresh tears forming in my eyes and I
blinked like an owl several times to keep tears from flooding my eyes.
�Jacqueline, stand up � Mr. Orora barked. My heart almost skipped a beat. I stood up my feet as
weak as water. �This giri has shocked us all. Come here Jackie.� I could not believe my ears as I
raised my head and looked at him. The look on his face at that time pleased me. It was then that
I walked timidly towards him, all eyes fixed on me. When I reached him, he gave rtie my paper and
I could not believe it. Nevertheless seeing is believing. I had one hundred percent. He announced
my marks and there was a thunderous applause . My face lit up.
He showered me with praises calling me all the gdod names that one could think of. I felt on
top of the world. When he finally, walked out, I knew it was wrong to blow my own trumpet lest I
loose my friends. I had passed my Mock Mathematics paper like I had never imagined, I knew I
had prepared well and God had answered my prayers. Truly God helps those who help themselves. '
er us, then settled on mine. I did not know whether it was intended or if it was a coincidence
We were gathered in the main school hall. Unlike other Fridays when we would just stand.
On this day workers had arranged the chairs for everyone. This surprised me but because I had
arrived jwetort time I could not- ask anybody why it was so. He reached into his left trouser pocket
a neatly folded piece of paper, looked at us again, perhaps waiting for silence.
vAM it, he cleared his throat and said, �You must be wondering why the hall has seats on
a-F~nHyto6rning. Well, stop wondering, I�m the one who instructed the workers to bring chairs. l
#£ve always noted that sometimes (talk too much on Friday mornings and some weak bodies
(heip feel dizzy and finally faint. To tpoid that I have decided that every Friday morning, the
assemblies will be held while all of us are seated. Is that okay with you?� he asked his Adam�s
apple bobbling up and down. We chorused the answer in the affirmative. The headmaster was a
shot fat man whose thick body comfortably carried his hanging stomach, He was very strict but we
flked him. On this Friday, he was immaculately dressed in a blue suit and black shoes to match. I
wondered what %4was up to. When I looked in front at him, he was just adjusting his spectacle
then he said.
—
�I hatejytat |-m always talking about bad things, When shall I ever stand before you to say
something pollllve? Today one of you has done something awful, something very bad. Where is
Janice? Come here, right in front, look at this girl. Surely appearances can be deceptive, wherr
one looks at this girl she looks very innocent, besides, she�s a class prefect. Look at you. how
could you of all the people go home and tell your mother that the French teacher called you
�Mpumbavu.� What did you want your parents, to do to the French teacher? You liar. What example
it this to the others? Your mother called me yesterday evening breathing fire. Why should you,
peddle lies and erode the relationship between your parents and your teachers? How free will they
be while teaching you? I want every child to know that telling lies to your elders is wrong.� The
head teacher pau'sed and looked at the pupils and then at me. He was enraged that his red eyes
seemed to pop out-of their sockets, His heart beat rapidly and he shook with annoyance. I
avoided looking his direction but I could feel his eyes watching over me with extreme hatred as I
went in front. I felt so sorry that I was the cause of the head teacher�s annoyance, it was true I had
bid my mother. I knew it was not true but I had failed in my French test and I was looking for
sympathy from my mother. Nevertheless�, I then realized I had only moved from frying pan and
into the fire. I knew I had to tell the head teacher the truth, for it is only truth will save me.
�From today on she is no longer a prefect. Her class teacher will appoint someone else. I
thirik you have heard me, now, since we have prayed, I will release the rest of the school to go, but
Janice � will learn this morning what it takes to lie. No teacher will teach you until you write apology
letters to all the teachers and to your parents. I will then ask Mrs. Kuio the counselor to talk to het.
Nobody is allowed to befriend her until we are convinced that she has changed her bad habits,"
said Mr. Majiuri the head teacher; his voice growing faint

He released the rest of the school and as they went to their respective classed in a file, I
trotted behind the head teacher to his office in brooding silence. I wanted to tell him that I was
sorry and that I was ready to do whatever punishment he would give but-rny throat was as dry as
a bone.
I swore to open a new leaf in my life since experience is the best teacher.
TIT FOR TAT IS A FAIR GAME
When my turn to appear before the headteacher came, I walked into the office
trembling. The head feacher called out my name and said, �I want you to tell me the whole
truth about what happened in your class this morning!� He looked like a wounded lion ready
to pounce on its prey. I had never seen him like that before. .
Fear dripped into my heart and it beat heavily in my chest, almost threatening to crush my
ribcage. My feet felt weak and if I had moved c&ser to his table to Igafc an it, have acpsed.
The air in the office felt hot and uncomfortable. I was looking down but 1 could ffeet his eyes tooking
at me. All was silent save for the ticking of the clock vtfiich hung on the wall behind him. �Areyou
making up a lie as you always do? Speak, I don�t have a whole day here�� Mr. Koyo the headteacher
bellowed, his big round eyes staring angrily intolnine. I felt lonely for I knew those who had been
called b'efore me must have let the cat out of the bag. It was bow everyone for himself but God for
us all. Suddenly, a wave of some strange confidence came over me. Cleaning my voice I began.
�Sir, Mr. Karianja our class teacher punished me this morning for a mistake that was not
mine. As he was heading to the staffroom, he heard noise from our class. He stopped by the door
and wanted to know those who wiere making noise. Nobody answered as it was not clear who had
started talking because at thait time everybody was talking. He asked again but he received no
answer. This infuriated him. He stormed into the class, walked straight to my desk, held me by the
collar of my shirt and slapped me severally across my left cheek. I tried explaining to him that I did
not know the person who had started the noise but he refused to listen. He accused me of being
a useless prefect and called me a good for nothing pupil who has no futupe. I thought the
teacher had gotten too personal and I lost my temper, for this I�rwtremewdously sorry.
I got up from my desk and walked towards the door. I had the intention of walking out of the
class. Tears had flooded my eyes and I did not want to cry before my colleagues. Mr. Karanja
mistookrny aetion and thought I was going to hit him. So he grabbed me and wrestled me to the
floor. I was surprised. While on the floor I decidedlo fight the teacher. I got hold of his left leg and
push 3d him towards the blackboard. He lost balance and fell on the floorhiting his head on the
teacher�s table. At this time, I was on my feet. Fearing that he was going to get up and beat me up,
I picked the teacher chair and hit him on his head then, in that confusion I ran out to the girls toilet
to hide. I heard wh6n the teachers came looking for me but they could not find me because I Was
in the girls toilet while they were looking in the boys�toilet. Iknewitwasjustamatter of time before
I was found so I decided to come and explain to you what had happened in the class. Again I want
to say that I should not have allowed my temper to guide my actions. I now know no, teacher
Wants to have anything to do with me. I am sorry sir.� My voice trailed off as the reality of what I
had done hit me hard like a sledge hammer. For sometimes the headteacher never spoke. The
worry of what would happen to me gave me jabbing pains across my stomach.
Then the headteacher looked up. �You wrestled, my teacher to the floor? Then as as if that was
not enough you picked a chair and hit him on the head? I did not know we are teaching thugs. Do
you know what you�ve done? Mr. Karanja was rushed to Nairobi Hospital unconscious. You cannot
go back to class as no teacher is willing to teach you just as you have said. You have messed your
life aod I am ashamed of you. Your bag is with my secretary, take it and go home. Give your father
this letter, it explains why I have expelled you," the headteacher was talking like somebody singing
a lullaby to a baby to sleep. I understood how he felt. I knew there was no amount of apology that
would make anybody understand me.
It was then I stepped out of the office, picked my bag from the headieacher�s sedfetaiy and
in silence I plodded out of the office in the weight of my shameful behaviour.
I was then I longing for the dangers I knew to those 1 knew not. I learnt thatWfortatis not
always a fair game.
■ < •
The following is the beginning of a story. Read it and then complete it. Make yojir stopy as
interesting as you can.
N

WHERE THERE IS A WILL THERE IS A WAY
"I plead not guilty Your Honour. The following will provoto the cotttt $iat I took no
part in the misdeed�. I said bKnkmg my eyelid tepidly.
It was Friday the 26th Jinuaty, 2003 at six O� clock in the evehing wheA k 'mts arrested by )
two policemen accusing me ofthe murder of my wife. A week later I stood before the judge Derrick
to prove my innocence. The courtroom was full to capacity. My parents and my workmates sat on
the front seats. The judge was a handsome lean old man whose head was as bald as an egg. His
eyes were deep and piercing. He was dressed in a black suit. He looked up from his papers and
motioned me to continue. I swallowed hard, cleared my voice and continued.
�Your Honour, I work at Aga Khan hospital as a doctor. On the night of my wife�s murder. I
had left the hospital at four in the evening and drove straight home. My wife welcomed me warmly
as usual and we spent the evening together. At about one thirty in the mor s Your Honour,
someone from the hospital called me that I was required urgently at the hospn I tried to refuse
because I was not on call that night but the caller insisted. It was then I bid good night to my wife.
Leaving the door under lock and key, I drove straight to the hospital. When I arrived, I reported to
the duty nurse to Oe tofcf wfto and wfrens patf&at w&s. Your Honour) coyki not believe it when
Patricia the duty nurse told me that there was no emergency and that they had not called me.
For an instant I got annoyed and then I smelt a rat. I knew beyond any reasonable doubt
that something was not right. Fear gripped me as a cold chill run down my spine. My immediate
action was to rush home, as I could not guarantee my wife�s safety. In a wild rush I left the hospital,
got into my car and drove home at the speed of lightning. From far I knew something was wrong as
all the lights in my house were on. I drove directly into my compound and came to a sudden halt by
the main door. I stormed into the house breaking the door, as I had no time to open it using the key.
On opening , I raced uj5 the stairs like a cat on hot bricks calling my wife�s name all the way. When
I got to the bedroom door, my heart almost missed a beat at what I saw.
There on the bed, lay my wife on her back in a pool of blood. Our kitchen knife driven right
into her chest. Yptir Honour, it was a horrific sight, I almost collapsed. I rushed towards her in a bid
to pull out the knife thinking that she was still alive. Immediately I did so, two policemen burst into
the bedroom and ordered me to kneel down as one of them relieved me ofthe knife. They accused
me of the mut'der of my wife as they handcuffed me. I tried telling them I had just come and found
my wife in the state she was but all my pleas fell on deaf ears. Your Honour, )�m a harmless man.
I cannot even hurt a fly, moreover, 1 love my wife dearly. I still maintain that I�m innocent.� I said. I
tried to remain strong but the-dangling tears iri my eyes betrayed my strength. It was after abotit
seven minutes that the judge consulted thejury then pronounced me guilty as charged. �Mr. Makuyu/
we have heard from you but that�s your story. Both the jury and I are fully convinced that you
murdered Mary. What this court would like to know from you, perhaps in the future is why you did
so. I therefore pass a judgement of guilty as charged," He said in a mean voice which sounded
hatefulas'his eyes seemed to bore right through my heart I could not believe him.
Tears flowed freely down my cheeks as the two policemen led me away. I knew 1 would
suffer punishment for a crime I had not committed but I knew better also not to cry over split milk.
A RED LETTER DAY (MEMORABLE DAY)
�Ladies and gentlemen, may I take this chance to officially welcome you to this occasion
that marks our thirty eighth independence day celebration. This day is very important to
our country because it marks all these years we have been free from the white man�s
colonialism. We also thinly back to remember all those patriotic citizens who fought and
sacrificed their lives for our freedom .� He.paused. his Adam�s apple bobbling up and down as
he swallowed a huge lump of saliva.
My father and I were seated three rows behind the head of state. This was in the main stand
where all important government officials, diplomats and esteemed guests from other countries,
were seated. Earlier on other important national officials including the vice president had spoken
but before them we had watched various spectacular entertainments. Schools, colleges all parastatal
choirs, had performed and various armed forces had marched past the main dias. What had
enthralled me most had been the acrobatic manouvers by the Kenya Airforce Jet fighters. Their
formatipns had been so spellbinding that I appreciated when tlie president had stood up to salute
them.
Turning over to a new page of his prepared speech, the presidenjt continued �When we
attained our independence, the founding father of our nation, the late Mzee Jomo Kenyatta, spelt
out three things that we needed to combat as a matter of priority. These were poverty, ignorance
and illiteracy. Let us reflect back and see what we have been able to achieve. By independence,
only about five percent of Kenyans were able to read and write but today sixty five percent of
Kenyans can do that. We have managed to build thousands of primary and secondary schools.
Five public universities and numerous private universities have also come up and this, lajdies and
gentlemen is a good reason for us to be proud.� There were thunderous applause from the big
crowd that sat patiently on the grass in the park, braving the sweltering midday sun. They had
come In all kinds the young , the old all resplendent in their best attire to mark this eventful
occasion
The head of state took a sip of water from a glass and continued.� Fellow Kenyans, in as
much as we have struggled to eliminate poverty and achieved much, there are various issues that
have been great obstacles. These are corruption and tribalism.� Many in the crowd nodded in
approval. �These vices have only succeeded in making a few people rich and many people poor.
We should ask ourselves why we fought for independence, was it to enrich individuals? Was it to
loot our country? No. It was to enable all Kenyans to share the national cake equitably. From
today, I have formed an anti-corruption unit made up of special police and special courts meant to
deal with corrupt government officers. Anybody found misappropriating government funds by virtue
of his or her office will be prosecuted straight away!� Once more the crowd roared in approval,
happy that at last the unpatriotic Kenyans who had been stealing from them would fac the law.
Some-of them got so carried away they stood up and surged towards the presidential rostrum,
probably to hug him in approval but the ever-yigilant presidential security team made of young
mean -looking, athletic men in dark glasses kept them at bay.
Finally ladies and gentlemen, let me appeal to each one of you to help fight the HIV/AIDS
scourge that is ravaging our country. Let us do everything to stop it. With those few remarks i
would like to wish you a happy Jamhuri day and Merry Christmas that is coming in a fortnight�s
time. Thank You�
The president did not sit down but stood at attention as the national anthem was sung. The
crowd was also on its feet. After this, the president and his entourage made, its way down the
rostrum amid a retinue of bodyguards and a battery of inquisitive journalists who jostled for space
to take snapshots and interview him. He answered a few questions before getting into his official
limousine that sped away amid the wailing of sirens. My father held my hand tightly and fed me to
our car. He told me that we were going to state house fdrxthe garden party hosted by the president
to commemorate this day. What a day it had been.
SECTION 9.
LETTER WRITING:

There are two types of letters:
a) Official (formal) letters

b) Friendly (informal) letters


a) Official letters should observe the following-.

i) They must be precise and to the point. Just answer what has been asked ie. If you are
x | asked n f to apply for a job, do exactly that, write the qualities that would give you the
job.
Do not cjfivert.

it) Length does not matter so longasyou address what you have been asked,
iii) There is a format to be followed.






:
GraceAkinyi
P.O. Box 56680
Nairobi
10th October, 2005
TO THE HEADTEACHER
ALLIANCE HIGH SCHOOL
P. O. BOX 29080
KIAMBU
!
Dear Madam,
REF: APPLICATION FOR A VACANCY IN FORM ONE
I wish to apply for a vacancy in form one in your school. I have heard about your school and
found out that it is the best that one can ever go to.
The reason as to why I wish to apply for a vacancy in your school is because of the science
subjects you offer. In future I want to fulfill my ambitions of becoming a doctor.
I am a 14yearold girl. I did my K.C.P.E. examinations last year in November at Top Achievers-
Academy and achieved the following grades
Mathematics
90%
English
92%
Kiswahili
88%
,
Science
90%
SST ;
88%
Total
448 marks
Besides academic achievements I was also active in co-curriculum activities. I played
volleyball for my former school for two years and received four trophies.
I am ready for an interview, if called upon for one. I look forward for a favourable answer.
Yours faithfully
Susan Ogola.
TO THE HEAD TEACHER,
PANGANI PRIMARY SCHOOL
P.O. Box 2146
Nairobi
Dear Sir

REF: ABSENCE FROM SCHOOL
>
I have not attended school for two weeks now for reasons that were beyond my control I am
�deeply sorry for any inconveniences caused to both you and my teachers.
Both my parents anpl I were arrested and then locked on Friday 11th June 2005 at Karpiti
Maximum Prison. My parents had fired our house help on Thursday 10th June 2005 in the morning.
In the evening ofthe same day she was found hanging on a leso behind our servants quarter. All
along we thought she had gone home to her parents.
\ They were released yesterday in the evening after the intervention of my uncle Samuel
Kadir. the bearer of this letter. I am depressed, tired and sick.. I need a few days to recollect and
think properly. Itiqpe to resume lessons next week on Monday,
j Ajjjain I apologize for my absence and ask that you bear with me.
\

Yours faithfully
Betty Gikonyo
Friendly (infonnal) letter 
This type of letter should strike a conversational note.
i) The length here must be pf the required normal composition standards
ii) Only one adclress should toe used.
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JOEL KAKUBWA
P. O. Box 56086

INDIA
:





10th October 2005
Dear Mum,
"

How are you mum, I hope you are fine. I am just doing well here in India and I hope that you
are also doing fine. I am missing you very much and I hope that you are missing me too.
The reason as to why I am writing this letter is to inform you about all you want to krdw
about my university and what else I do here in India. I have settled and found an apartment next to
my university �Vmgjo� The apartment in which I live is high up in the sky next to the clouds. Sfty
scrappers are very common in this count try. If is safe and sound because the buildings can
absorb shock when an earthquake occurs.
My university is not as big as you may imagine. Very few people from this university are
Africans but most of them are from India. I have one friendalled George who is from Kenya. V\
live together in my apartment and we have grown fond of each other. In the university they offer a
few courses which I liked. I took a course on communication and computers.
Do you rememberthe first day I saw a computer? I was in class six and the school had just
bought themJ came home as happy as a king and told you about it and how excited I was. I can
still remember that day. Besides offering courses they also offer sholarships a full term of four
years. By doing so a lot of us have a chance ofcgetting a job anywhere in the world. I am working
very hard for this and I hope you usually pray for me.
Besides education I am also active in co-curriculum activities. I play vofleyball for qyr
university. Recently we had a game against a very great university here .in India. We Were very
excited we had reached the top rank. We practiced day and night for thrfe weeks and I lost about
six kilograms. When we were playing I unfortunately tripped and broke my leg. As the captafn of
my team, my team mates lost hope and we were defeated.
However, my leg was treated and the doctors told me that it was just a minor bone which
had broken. I am now as fit as a fiddle. I thought that I would never play again but now I can. I
thank God for that. I also have a job. I work in the library ofthe university. I remember how I hated
reading. I was not good in any of the reading languages but now I can stay in the library all day
long.

As I am writing I wish not to end because I enjoy writing to you and the rest of the family. I
hope that you can send me some more money for a charity sale which is going to raise money for
the poor and the orphans. Remember to greet my father, Job, Mary and Rose, especially Rose. I
Virfeft her great success in her K.C.P.E. examinations.
Remember to write to me as soon as possible.
Yours loving son
Joel Kakubwa
SECTION 10
TOP ESSAYS 1995 - 2008
(Year 1995)
Thefoliowing isthe beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as
interesting as you dan.
Shehad now been walking for almost two hours. Suddenly Stella stopped. Stopped
Did she hear a noise in the forest or was it imagination? She listened again...
She heard it for the second time dearly. �What could it be?� she asked herself. Ho sooner
had she resumed her walking than a pocket Hercules emerged from the thicket. She had to run
for her dear life. Her mind did a whirlwind and refused to function. She ran madly to nowhere
with the man following in hot pursuit, her pace more with hate and anger.
�This ip my chance!" thought the man. He dived at Stella andxaught her by the collar. Stella
tried to throw mules kicks but to no avail. She was infuriated. She was seized by an overriding
desire for revenge but she didn�t exactly know how she would revenge. �Can I fight him alone?"
she asked herself. Questions were flowing through her round head like an overflowecMver, but
she got no answer. �Come on young girl! I am being paid very well for your capture!� said the man
harshly. I�ll do no harm to you if you just co-operate and let us go!� he said.
�Should I follow him?� she asked herself. A hot argument, followed but didn�t change the
state of Stella. Panic stroke her and she kept quiet and followed the man not daring to breathe a
word. They were now approaching a ramshackle house, which Stella thought belonged to the
kidnapper. Yells of laughter welcomed them as they entered the house.� A lot of congratulations
�Nick! I told you that you would make it! Now lock her in that underground cell and give her food!"
said their ringleader

After Nick locked her in the cells, Stella�s minds started functioning. �Where I?� were the
kind of questions she began asking herself. �I have to escape before it is too late!� she thought.
Meanwhile, her kidnappers were celebrating their victory. �Hey! that girl is fast! I chased her for
thirty minutes! I nearly lost hope but all the same, I caught her!� boasted Nick. �Give her some
food! She must be as hungry as a sand boy!� said the ringleader. 
The (floor opened slowly and in entered Nick holding a plateful of rice.� Eat that! before I
butcher you!� ordered/Nick. He went out and no sooner was he out than Stella started looking for
an escapexoute. She/went at the door and twisted the knob. To her amusement the door opened!
Thanks God!� she said and started running with a terrific speed. Gasping for breath, chest
heaving, she stopped running at the tarmac road. She waved a matatu to a stop and entered
quitckly without knowing where it was heading. She was relieved when the car stopped in a town,
which she had knwrl from childhood. The conductor let go off her after hearing her story. She
uvntthape and
the story to her parents.
She had now been walking for almost two hours. Suddenly Stella stopped. Stopped still.
Did she hear a noise in'the forest or was it imagination? She listened again.,.
his time it was louder. A chill of fear ra.i down her spine. She Started regretting bitterly
because of her selfish actions. It was about six o�clock in the late afternoon and usk was setting
in. Stella was all alone in the eerie forest. Questions started bugging her mind. Why did I let my
anger get the better of me? ]/Vhy did I go too fir from the village?
Her remorseful questions had no answers. Where in the spooky forest could she obtain
shelter? All of a sudden she heard the hoot of an owl and jumped up in fear. As time elapsed with
the setting ofthe sun, she thought hard about her fate. By then, dark nimbus clouds were gathering.
Stella knew tht they were meant to bring rain. She ran helter-skelter looking for a sound place to
" stay in. .

At long last, she spotted a tree with a hollow in it. It was large enough to' accommodate her.
A few minutes later it started raining cats and dogs. Soon the floor of the hollow started filling
with water. Stella started bucketing out the water with her bare hands. It was then dark and Stella
started worrying for she knew that there were creatures that dwelled in the dark.
t
'.I / ■ -
Since she was exhausted, she started dozing off. A howl or a hoot kept awakening her.
She felt restless and uncomfortable. Just as the raining died off she set off in a bid to find a better
shelter. As she walked around stumbling she was being watched. She started trembling like jelly.
Suddenly she heard the rustling of dry leaves. She stood rooted to the spot.
Her instincts assured her that it was merely a gust of wind so she pressed on wjth the
search. Her once smooth skin was now covered with scratches from thorn bushes. She almost
cried with happiness when she saw a hut. It was like seeing rain in a desert. She rushed and
knocked on the door but no ansWer came. Through the moonlight she could see that the hut was
well cared for and couldn�t have been abandoned,
She forced the door open and without thinking to look around for people, headed straight
for the bedroom. She felt as heavy as lead and couldn�t carry her weight any longer. She had only
sfept fora few hours when she was awakened by a strong grip on her arm. She opened her eyes
and screamed. A woman with a wrinkled face and no teeth was smiling down at her. Without
hesitating, Stella got out of the grip and sped out of the hut never turning back. Somehow she
found herself at the opening to the village.
She was as happy as a king. She went home and was welcomed like the prodigal soh.
Stella apologized bitterly and swore never to play truant again. She never could find out how she
suddenly found-her way home but leamt the proverb,� once bitten twice shy.�
+
COMPOSITION I
 (Year 1996)
The following is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as
interesting as you can.
A DAY TO REMEMBER
By the time we arrived, the celebration had already begun. There were more people than I
had ever seen, all smartly and colourfully dressed. From the look on their faces, we could,
tell that they were excited. Since it was the grand opening of the regular African games, as the
best performing school in our developing country, we had been chosen to form a band so as to
entertain the guests who had arrived. Tambourines, saxophones, flutes and drums were all that
could be heard at all the corners of the round well-arranged stadium. Many other bands and
groups had come before us but as soon as they saw us march into the field they all cheered
yvholeheartedly at the top of their voices. I did not know what intrigued them most but I guess it
was either the way we played our instruments in unison or they found it delightful for mere primary
school pupils to be able to form a band.
As soon as the field was clear and we were the only ones on the field we decided this was
our golden opportunity to show our abilities to the rest ofthe audience. We arranged ourselves in
four straight files while still marching on the spot. We had competed before in a daring competition
with a set piece but now we had put in an action using the instruments. It needed a lot of practice
and determination to be able to perform it properly since trying to find the right instrument for a
note is not a simple task.
We also played simple songs, which are commonly played by the army and bands on special
occasion . After every song the crowd cheered at us so as to accompany the just ended song. It
was enjoyable to the audience and to us as well and it wasafi encouragement the saying
goes,�No hard work goes unrewarded . "Okay band, let us play our last song�, �Goodbye my
friends�. One, two, three, go�, our bandleader went. We played our song and we left the grounds
in our respective straight files.
\
" We went and stored our instruments back in their right cases and went back to the stadiUm to
watch the other groups as they performed. There were all kinds of dances from all parts of our
small country. Each and every ethnic group had something to present. It was appealing and also
encouraging seeing that most of us had not forgotten about our African traditional heritage. After
all the entertainment was over, the head of the republic stood to make his speech. First he
congratulated all who had taken part in making the day so memorable and also encouraged the
others to be taking "part in such activities.
Then he welcomed all the guests from the visiting countries and assured them to have full
pleasure in our country. These games are very important to each and every country. It enables
individuals to portray their abilities to others for the benefit of oneself and also the, country as a
whole. It has-been a privilege to have these games to be held here in this country and we also ask
you all to feel welcome always, Thank you, the president concluded�. As soon as he had sat down
the games begun. There were all kinds of games, football, basketball, long jump, javelin, discuss
and Jiigh jump are some ofthe games, which were going on in the field. By the end ofthe day, we
were all fatigued due to the long day, which seemed likg[ a month. The games w£nt on for three
weeks. We were astonished to be informed that we had been invited once again' to the closing
ceremony.
Composition J
By the time we arrived, the celebration had already begun. There were more people than I
had ever seen, all smartly and colourfully dressed. From the look on their faces, we could
tell that they were excited...
We walked majestically and took our places next to the chief. After all, wasn�t it our celebration?
Earlier that week, a group of herds� boys had saved the entire village from raiders. I also grazed
my animals with four other, boys from the village and this particular day we had noticed a whole
gang of raiders approaching from the hills. We had informed the warriors who in turn took the
necessary precautions and stopped the raiders. That was when the chief called for a celebration
because our act also meant the first step to our initiation into adulthood.
Once we were seated, the chief stood straight and as stiff as a rod with his nose high up in
the air like pharaoh�s wife and spoke in a good tortuous voice,� Ladies and gentlemen, we are
gathered here this fine evening to witness the initiation of our fine young men to adulthood . �At
this everyone clapped and the chief went on speaking. Meanwhile, nothing the chief said entered
my head. I could hear the words but was really thinking of my late father who gave his life to -
protect his village from the vexatious raiders I hoped that my initiation would give me a better
chance of avenging his death.
When I came back to reality the chief was motioning us to stand and perform a traditional
dance before the elders who were coming to escort us to our last test arrived.. I glanced this way
and that hoping to see a familiar face that could give me the confidence I needed. Seeing no one
among those many excited faces I started panicking. My mouth felt dry as a bone and my knees
like ratter. Immediately I joined my fellow age mates, I was fine and started singing and dancing
like my life depended on it.
After the dance, the chief invited everyone to the field to eat and drink traditional beer. The
last test, which was to kill a lion, mattered no more. This was a celebration to mark a very important
part of our initiation and everyone had fun. Then the chief motioned to the dancers to come in.
Thy gave a pretty good performance that made everyone tap their feet in rhythm. Later, they
burst into a song that every Tom,1 Dick and Harry knew and before long, everyone had loosened
up and was singing in chorus.
even if he walked'
death, he would not shov;
the sky and
in r&nna -man.ew sou\h %\A \ 'nbs mote determined than ever to succeed, in the test.
We marched into the forest in dead silence. The elders were to escort us to the middle of
the forest and let us go our own ways-The one who arrived first with a lion�s head would be given
the privilege of being the leader. As I had guessed everyone was determined to be the first. We
split and as I took my own path, I swore to the spirits of my father not to showlfear but (be a brave
warrior like him and that�s exactly what I did and as the wisemen stated clearly.� Where there }s a
will there�s certainly a way.� We had proved our loyalty by warning the village and it was timejto
prove our bravery and thank God I was ready.
'
A SUDDEN DEATH
(Year 1997)
The following is the beginning of a story. Make your story as interesting as you can. \
The teacher quickly entered the classroom and told us that the important visitor had at last
arrived...
The moment we had been waiting for the whole day had finally arrived. We all made ourselves
look as we possibly could for the king of our village, Budu.
Yes, Budu the king was his name and he was actually in our school. Our headmaster told
us that we should all assemble in the hall, so we made two lines and walked silently to the hall.
As we entered we saw him. Among all the other people presem, he was the shinning star
and his golden crown absolutely conspicuous.
When we were seated the king stood up slowly and strolled to the dais where he was
going to address us, �Good afternoon?" he asked, and as meek as a lamb we all retorted, �Good
afternoon your highness.�
As he spoke he informed us about how he has always wanted to come to see our school
but actually never had the time toi But today morning when he Woke up, he decided to come over.
We wepe very honoured by his honesty.
/By the time the speech was over we were all very tired and hungry due to the fact that we
hacf not had our lunch yet. Seeing this the king ordered for food and drinks from his royal palace.
In less than fifteen minutes the hall was full of children eating cakes, sweets and other
foodstuffs. There was enough food to feed the whole of our village and the next two villages.
Suddenly in the midst of everything, something very peculiar happened. There were shots,
shots like the ones from a gun, which were being fired. Everybody was very scared and people
were running for their lives.
j- Without further ado the king was surrounded by all his bodyguards. After a few minutes
they came tcwxtice that it was useless to try and shield him from the bullets for he had already
been shot and was bleeding profusely from his left leg. 
Everybody was shaken when they saw the king on his chair, dead. It was a terrible sight.
The teachers tried to get us out of the hall to somewhere safe. Nevertheless, the killer was long
gone. All this happened so fast that it was actually unimaginable.
The king�s body was carried out of the school accompanied by a few mourners. When the
village was informed about the king�s death everybody was in absolute shock.
We attended the king�s funeral outside his royal palace. We cried all the way to the palace
and all the way back to school.
 
It was a very unfortunate experience. Our headmistress decided that we should have the
words of the epitaph on his grave put in our school hall. We will never forget that day in our fives.
Not because it was an experience worth remembering but it was an experience never to be forgotten.
' ;
, /, .
THJ DAY THAT WE WILL NEVER FORGET
The following is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as interesting
as pm can.
The teacher quickly entered the classroom and told us that the important visitor had at last
arried...
We /ere as happy as sand boys as we had waited for him to arrive for hours. He was the
mini,ter for education Mr. Joseph Kamctho and we were requested by our teacher to go and meet
him it the school gate. We were anxious, while some of us were nervous. We marched like a
troof of soldiers leaving a gust of wind behind us.
We reached there just as his car was being parked. We stood there waiting for a signal
frorrDur teacherto start singing. The door was soon opened and out popped the head of a man,
theniis legs and soon he was out of his car. He was as short as a dwarf and as fat as a pig. He
was martly attired, but he looked differently. He looked harassed, tired and sleepy. What followed
mad< our hearts to sink into our boots. Out followed a gigantic man who wore dark glasses..
He was wearing baggy trousers and a sleeveless top. In his hands, he had a short gun.
Somt lighthearted pupils fainted while the rest shook like branches on a feeble twig. Sweat
started dripping down our faces as he placed the bolt of the gun on Mr. Kamotho�s head.� I want all
the noney that you and the school has, or else I�ll blow your brains apart!� he roared. We were
shoc;ed and stood there dumbfounded. Others stood with their mouth wide open. Mr. Kamotho
rumnaged through his pockets removing any single cent that he had.
�Bu!" went the piece of wood as Jimmy gave the rogue a metallic blow. The rogue fell
dowr, dropping his gun and his grip,or- the minister. The minister due to shock fell down and lost
consfiousness. We also snapped out of our shock. The boys went to help Jimmy. While I as the
leader of the first aiders started applying our knowledge to help our visitor. Soon he revived. We
walk<d him slowly towards our school sanitarium. The teachers who had gone to telephone the
consables came back walking hastily.
Soon we heard the wail of a siren from a distance. At once we knew that it was the police
officers. They arrived in a wink as they were driving as fast as bullets from a gun. We told them the
whofe story while they picked the big guy up, and threw him into the boot of the car. The minister was
also aken to the hospital for farther check-ups.
We were unhappy that the day had ended up so badly opposite of what we had expected.
While we were going home, another police car arrived. We were given prizes according to what
we tad helped in. I was given a prize for saving the minister�s life who had suffered a heart attack.
Jimmy was given the biggest pack for his brave and courageous move. He had helped to capture
a wanted criminal in our country.

�Oh!" It was a day which some of us might never forget in our lifetimes.
Composition J
(Year 1998)
The following is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as
interesting as you can.
It had been raining heavily all night. When I woke up, I looked out of the window and I did
not like what I saw...
The sight that greeted my eyes made jhem nearlyop out of their sockets. The whole compound
was flooded and all our livestock Fwefe not thee. I thought I was dreaming, so I rubbed my eyes to
make sure that it was not. Truly, I was not dreaming and my eyes were wide open. Where had our
livestock gone? That was the question flowing in and out of my confused mind.
I was still in sixes and sevens when my mother came rushing into my room shoutind� Your
brother Nicholas is lost I quickly rushed out and ran helter skelter towards the door. Vhen I
opened the door, water suddenly rushed in and in a minute or so, I was busy trying to swe my
innocent life, I remembered the story in the bible about Noah, had God thought of finlshiri us?
After about half an hour, I managed to climo on top of my bed. Although I was safe and sojicTtike-
a baby lioness near her mother, my innocent brother nefeded my help. Father was not aroihd and
my elder brother was working at Garissa as a mechanic. I wished my father was arounj for he
could have done something. �Help� Help! Help!� l heard my brother shouting. A frenzy wilcjfeeling
told me that I had a part to play.
Splash! I jumped into the cold water. I swam like a fish and followed the cry and pies of my
drowning brother. How on earth he had come out of our house, nobody knew? I continued svimming
quickly towards him and in a tick ofthe clock, I was folding his hand. He allowed hisiips the
freedom of parting and put out a broad smile that made him very handsome. I helped hfn swim
into our house but just holding and pulling him as I swarm with one hand. Lucky enoughjl was a
good swimmer and I knew many ways of swimming.
My mother clapped her hand happily as she saw how her son had savd his little pother. I
wonder if she thought she was watching a movie but the question was her�s and she was supposed
to answer it �Hallelujah! God is good!" my mother, screamed. She was just but a lucky npther to
have such a wonderful son and the son we were talking ab&ut is none other than I. Isiolais not a
wonderful place to live when it rains. The place is flat and dusty. The type of soil there is sjmdy, so
water does not remain stagnant
That day, my mother went and telephoned The Nation Newsletter Media and my SDry was
quickly published. That following day, I borrowed my neighbour Mr. Salim his newspaper aid there
were the headlines -13 YEAR OLD BOY SAVES 7 YEAR OLD BROTHER FROM DROWNING�
I was as happy as a newborn lamb and my only wish of my name being published in the newspaper
had been granted.
-
That year, I was declared the boy of the year and I was given a reward of two iundred
thousand. Truly, to a warrior is to happiness but a coward is to sorrow.
Composition K
It had been raining heavily all night When I woke up, I looked out of the window aid I did
not like what I saw...
Most ofthe trees and crops had been uprooted. Our compound was in a mess. I came out of bed
and headed for the door. My mother had already woken up and told me that our roof had nearly
been blown off completely. I decided to go outside and see for myself. I stood aghast when I saw
what had happened. Not only had our roof been blown off but all the other houses! in the
neighbourhood bad been seriously damaged. One house in particular hafdjfiad its roof completely
blown off forcing its occupants to take refuge in another house.
1
Since it was a Saturday, we were not going to school and I decided to visit my friend and
enquire on his safety. I did not believe my eyes when I saw his house. The house had been,
seriously damaged beyond repair. Apparently, his father had been hospitalized due to the
catastrophe that Had hit the country. I decided to go back home after a while.
My father had already got some plans up his sleeve. He decided to get a mason to repair
our house. The next day, which was a Sunday, no one seemed to be in a mood of going to church.
The estate was in a flurry of activities as people repaired their houses. Moreover the church in the
estate had been hard hit by the catastrophe.
The next day which was a Monday, I woke up early, avid to go to school and see if the
buildings had been hard it by the storm. When I reached school I iuas perplexed to find some of
the old buildings in a rubble. The new buildings were in a similar state as our headmaster had
been deluded by a bogus contractor who built unstable buildings. However, Mr. Filins, our
headmaster was to blame since he ran with the hare and hunted with the hounds about school
matters arid his leisure. He1 had not been ardent on choosing an experienced contractor ana naa
slightly renovated the buildings. We were all forced to go back home until the school was in a
better state.
Mr.' Filius was now in a predicament. He was either to choose running with the hare or
hunting with the hounds under such perplexity and with the hue and cries of our parents, it was
quite inevitable that he could choose -to construct a new school buildings. He gave some
implausible excuses that there was not enough money but the parents were more than delighted
to give him a hand since their children�s education depended on it. Frdm then on Mr. Filius gave
school matters first priority.
"
The storm had brought with it some pernicious effects but proved that not all tides have
their ebb! In the case of our school it was an opportunity for betterment.
Composition J
(Year 1999)
The following is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as interesting
as you can.
When I arrived home I found everyone looking happy and excited...
It was an afternoon and having finished my K.C.P.E examination and completed my primary
education, I could hardly wait for my results. The afternoon was hotter than usual, so I had decided
to go for a swimming at the swimming pool, which was near our home. The unexpected came
when I found the swimming pool closed for repairment because there was to be a competition the
following day. Unhappily, I went home, sweating until my clothes were nearly soaked. On reaching
home my mother told me that I had passed my exams with flying colours! It was too good to be
true. At first I was shocked and stood still for several minutes. But when it dawned on me that I had
passed, I jumped up and down the house. My mother had promised to take me to a trip to Mombasa
if.only I had passed. Now I could see why everyone was happy with me. That meant that they too
were to go for the trip. I felt as happy as a lark. I had managed to score five hundred and ninety
marks.
After a week, the journey had been arranged. Time waits for no king is what the wise
Englishmen said. At dawn, I woke up, jumped out of bed and was dressed. The mirror told me just
how wonderful I looked like, so I ran downstairs with my suitcase. Everybody including my brothers
and sisters were ready so we all got into father�s car, which drove us up to railway station. We got
into the train and found our seats in the third class. We were all screaming with laughter when
the train started moving. We waved goodbye to father.
After a long journey we reached at Mombasa. We went straight to the hotel where we were
going to sleep. After a delicious meal, we went straight into our beds. My eyes were heavy and I
was fast asleep before I could know it.
Early the next morning, there was a gleam of sunlight outside the hotel. The weather was
fine. Mombasa is a hot town usually; so sleeveless blouses, shorts and swimming costumes were
the order ofthe day. Out on the beach, we played in the fine sand and enjoyed the cool atmosphere
under those big coconut trees. This was something to boost my morale. We then went on the big
ferries, which took us across the water to the other side of Mombasa. I was surprised to see how
big that boat was. On the other side, we bought hats made from makuti (Coconut leaves) and
collected cowrie shells on the banks of the ocean.
Next day we went to Kilindini harbour. We saw the Fort Jesus in Mombasa, which was built
about six centuries ago. I was glad to see it. I had only learned in geography about it, but seeing
is believing. In Mombasa we visited a lot of places, jewellery shops, markets, oil refinery, game
parks and-fun tours. It was not only fun but this was also an educational trip.
All�s Well that ends well, our trip was coming to an end and I have never enjoyed anything
else in my life as much as this trip. Good work is always rewarded. I was proud to have wrrked
hard and thanked my mother for, such a wonderful time. I don�t know how much I can thank her,
enough to give her the world but something that I Know is, good gifts come fromtheheart.;
i ' 7 y

Composition K

The following is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make sure your story as
interesting as you can.
/
EVERY DOG HAS ITS DAY
When Mirrived home I found everyone looking happy and excited...
I tried taguess what could have made everyone so jolly but nothing came to my mind. I speculated
/for, any hint but there was none. I implored everyone to give me a clue but no one was willing to
■tell me. I finally gave up the quest and waited.
After about one hour or so there was a knock on the door. I wilKngly went to open it. When
I opened the door I was overjoyed to find out that it was my grandmother and grandfather.
I showed them in and called out enthusiastically for my family members to come out and
see the unexpected arrivals.
To my surprise not everyone was as enthused as !. I stared at them in disbelief and shock
because it was once in a blue moon that my grandparents came to visit us.
All of a sudden I guessed that my grandparents were the reason for my family�s excitement.
I looked at my sister�s face and the evidence was there, I had guessed right.
I led my grandparents into the living room and left them there with my parents. They chatted
for a while about various matters.
I made myself as busy as a bee preparing lunch. My mother came to help me and so we
worked hand in hand preparing for a mouth-watering delicacy.
As soon as the minute hand landed on twelve o�clock the foopl was served and we all ate as a
family.
As we were eating there was another tap on the door, this.time my mother jovially went to open it.
I unsuspiciously continued eating unaware of whatever lay ahead of me. I heard my mother
calling me and I ran to her aid.
AS I approached her, my eyes almost popped out of their sockets. My mother was holding
a green duffel bag that also had green contents.
She exposed the contents to me. What I saw made my stomach do a flip-flop. I looked at
my mother unbelievingly as if asking her to agree to my suspicions.
The contents were green uniforms of one ofthe best schools in the country. I later learnt
that th?t was the cause of all the excitement.
I was to start school the following day. Everyone was happy for me and we were all eager
for the following day to come. That day was the happiest day of my life and as the wise men said,
�Every dog has its day.�

Composition!
(Year 2000)
The fdllowing is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as interesting
as you can.

LAUGHTER THE BEST MEDICINE

My best friend is a very funny person who really mkes people laugh. One day...
As we were going to school she proceeded to ask me what teachers we were to have that
day. As I told her she kept groaning whenever she heard the name of a teacher she was at
loggerheads with. As we approached the school premises I asked her,� Have you finished your
homework?" �What homework?� she asked surprised. I told her the homework We had been given
the previous day. She gasped when I told her we had been given ten sums to do in algebra, Her
face turned as pale as death. Mister Maina, our mathematics teacher, was-censtantly afguing
with Grace. They never got along.
Grace broke into a run towards the school,� I have to dothehomework: � she said over her
shoulder. I strolled to class and found Grace scratching her head. She was leaning over her
exercise book. She had not even gone through one sum.Mathematics was not exactly one of
Grace�s favourite subjects.
Just as I sat down, the bell rang and mister Maina walked in.� Good morning class,� he said.
We all stood up and greeted him. We sat down and got about removing our exercise books.
�I gave you homework to do.� He said, �if you have done it, you kiiowjwwrtlsgood for you.
If you have not... well you will just have to wait and see.� Grace put up her hand and walked
towards the teacher. �Es.. � excuse me,, sir,� she stammered. I never finished my homework.� The
brvthen gjared at her and asked why. �Well y-you see sir
No, I do not
) see ■’ the teacher said menacingly: “This is the third time this week you nave not TimsYiet. ywn,
homework. What do you have to say about that young lady?"
“ §tr, } fr&yp an ©ycuse:’ said Grace as timidly as a mouse. “Well then, what are you
vraftmg for? Spit it out,� growled the teacher.� Um .... As I was doing my homework yesterday/
mother sent me to the shops. I ran to the shops and while coming back I found a
penny on the mud. I picked it up and ran back to the shops. I was as happy as a lark w'hen'i was
given two sweets in exchange. As I was coming home I met Gloria,� she said pointing towards
me,� she told me her mother was sick so I went to see her mother. When I returned home it was as
dark as pitch outside. And since we did not have electricity, I had to go to bed. In the morning
wheif I woke up I saw my dog chewing contentedly on my book. And that is the whole story.�
By the time she was finished, the whole class was roaring with laughter. Even the teacher
himself was beat over double. I could not help it. I laughed until my ribs ached. �Go.... sit.... down,�
the teacher said between laughs. She seemed to have gotten herself out of hot water.
Grace sat down, stupefied by what she saw. This was the first time she made the best of it/
by laughing her head off with the others.
That day mister Maina was so jovial that he forgot to give us homework. Laughter seemed
to have been the best medicine for anger.
Composition J
The following is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as interesting
as you can.
THE PREP TIME INTERRUPTION
My best friend is a very funny person who really makes people laugh. One day...
As was the usual thing, we were studying. It was the four o�clock prep time. We were all
expected to be either doing our homework or reading a schoolbook. The prep was usually done in
the library, which was a very big one.
In the library there were two floors; one down'and another on the second storey. There was
pin drop silence in the library on that Tuesday afternoon and the only sound that could be heard
was the scraping of pencils on paper, the shuffling of paper and the occasional cough, sneeze
on footstep. Everyone was very engrossed in their work. I was reading one of my favourite Charles
Dickens books� David Copper field�. I had already done my homework. I usually sat on the seat
next to Connie (my best friend) but today I had thought it better to sit on my own. Connie always
had to interrupt me during my reading. It was either a joke she had just thought of or one she had
read from one of her many joke books.
Just then, a sharp shriek came from the second floor. Everyone was startled and books,
pencils and every other kind of stationery were seen flying everywhere. In another split second,
we were all scrambling to get upstairs. Usually, in our school when something of this nature
occurred, there was a stampede to the scene. Woe unto the ones who were tripped and fell, for
they were trampled on by the rest.
When I finally got there, what I saw nearly made me fall down with laughter Actually I did.
Thf>re on the floor, was our literature teacher, frozen like a pea in a box of ' e. She was as
stationary as a statue. Sincerely, I thought she looked very awkward. As awkward as a cow on ice.
Afew sympathizing students helped her up but they were also engulfed in the laughter. When
asked what had happened Connie narrated the story of how she used her rubber snake. She had it
placed in the teacher�s humongous book; so that when the teacher opened it she would fall with
fright. Of course Connie got herself into hot soup and it was good for a laugh. The whole school knew
all about it. The members of our class had briefed them. That evening, the entire institution was in an
uproar including the rest of the teachers. Surely Connie had made our day.
NEVER JUDGE THE BOOK BY ITS COVER
(Year 1993)
/
He was our new gardener, who had come to work in our house a month before. His face wis
unshaven, his hair unkempt. He had bulging muscles on his arms and whenever we saw him we
would run away and hide. He always looked sullen as he went about his work, trimming hedges
and planting flowers. None of us talked to him and he looked as though he had no friend in the
world, save for his tools. Surely, we never can tell when we need the assistance of one such as
Juma, the gardener .The day we were to change our opinion of him came only too soon.
My sister Emily and I were playing near the edge of black wood forest. Suddenly, I spied a
beautiful butterfly on a flower. I crept towards it, in a bid to catch it. Just as my fingers neared its
wings, it flew away. I had made up my mind to catch it, no matter what the cost. I ran after it, Emily hot
on my heels, curious to find out what I was up to.
The butterfly flew here and there, up into tree leaves, and found tree trunks. I ran after it
frantically, until I heardcryfpain behind me. I stopped inny tracks and turned round. There
on the forest ground lay Emily, her face covered with scratches, her hands and knees bruised and
bleeding. I let out a gasp of horror. I helped her get up and dusted het clothes clean. I looked
round for Crystal Spring, so that I could wash her cuts oh! Horror of horrors! We were lost!
I sat down helplessly, not knowing what to do. Emily kept on pestering me, asking me what
I was doing. I had to tell her the horrible truth. She began sobbing pitifully. I could.do np more than
reassure her that help would come soon. I did not believe a word I said. We sat there for an hour,
not attempting to go anywhere. Wild animals were known to dwell in the dark, dense part of the
forest.
Suddenly, I heard a hiss, and a rattle. I could hardly bear to look but fear drove me to. I
knew only too well what it was. A cattle snake! Emily and I were off like bullets from guns. None
of us looked behind us, we sat down again, gasping for breath.
Another sound came to my ears. Emily and I clutched each other, eyes wide open with
fright. Heavy footsteps plodded through the forest. We sat glued to the ground, waiting for the
worst to happen. Juma emerged from the thick forest trees. The sight of him was like seeing rain
in the desert. How we ran to him! Emily and I started sobbing hysterically, telling him the story. He
said nothing, but took our hands and led us through twisting paths and out of the forbidding
forest.
Once we were out and in the open, Emily and I jumped with joy, hugging Juma at the same
time. For the first time since I saw him, a smile spread across his face. We ran to tell our parents
all that had happened, pulling Juma along with us.
From that moment on Juma was our best friend. He was no longer sullen and gloomy, but
always did his work with a happy heart and a smile on his face.
_
Composition J
It was on a Saturday night when we were having our supper. Everyone was busy munchirtg his
food. We had a hearty meal, which was followed by some soup. People were chattering like monkeys
We cleared our plates andtbrew the waste in the dustbin. This was surely a treat because we
had never had such a delicious meal>We hurriedly ran back to our respective classrooms.
We usually had our preps for h&lf an hour. After around fifteen minutes, the headmaster
told us to carry our chairs to the hall. We were surprised because we had never had preps for such
a short time. We immediately carried our chairs to the hall. We found two muscular men trying to
connect some wires to the switches. We knew that we were going to watch a film. This was surely
an exuberant day. I wondered what had made the headmaster give us such a treat.
We all assembled in the hall and waited anxiously for the film to start. Some people were so
excited that they could hardly settle down. Our school was known as a place where people were
treated like prisoners. The punishments were so thorough that some people preferred to stay at
iiome. However it was also known to have strict rules.
One of the men signaled us to settle down. We all looked at him attentively as though he
was a picture. He told us that the film that we were just about to watch was about murder. He told
us that if we were light hearted, it would be okay if we went back to our classrooms. None of us
went back because we did not want to miss a chance in a million. All through the film everybody
was trembling, i was sure that I was the only one that was not yellow hearted. Some people
screamed when they saw someone being shot. I was so terrified that I could hardiv breathe.

 I was glad when the breath - taking film was over. We were all told to go back to our dorms.
I was frozen in my tracks and everything seemed to be whirling round. I gathered my wits and
ran to the dormitory as fast as my legs could carry me. When I got to the dorm, I almost collapsed.
What I saw made me pinch my elbow to make sure I was not dreaming. I had an excruciating pain
on my leg, My heart was beating too fast. All the beds had been stripped and everything was in a
, mess. Clothes had been thrown about and some things had been annihilated. I was sure that the
person who had done that must have been a rot. Other pupils came in and they all stared at the
beds.
I started soliloquizing to myself. I was determined to get the one who had done this. I
asked a few pupils whether they were suspecting anyone. Some had no clues whatsoever as to
who had done it. One pupil had a hint and told me that a certain boy by the name Kamau had not
been in the hall. I knew that it was my only chance to get him. I racked my brains as to what I
would do. I got a solution, which seemed a little risky. I requested the other pupils to help me
search for the person who had done this. We started searching in every corner of the dormitory but
it was all in vain. I did not despair because I knew �where there is a will there is a way.�
I remembered a place that no one had searched. Inside our dormitory, there were shelves,
which were high above. I did not see the reason as to why I could not get there. I was sure that I
would I find a few rats and plenty of cobwebs but that did not matter. I climbed one of the beds and
opened the shelves. I could not believe my eyes when I saw Kamau seated there. I was not very
sure as to whether I could take him to the teacher or not. He was dressed in rags and his feet were �
bare. Many pupils sqiw him and led him to the headmaster�s office. I was sure that he was the one
who hgd caused all the damage. I was worried because I thought that he could beat me.
The headmaster punished him heavily and told him that he would be expelled. What a
hectic day it had been!
Marks Awarded: 37
Composition J
(Year 1989
I had a feeling that this would b$ a special dayF It was difficult to explain first what I felt
Then I saw my sister coming towards me with a smile on her face. I waited, my heart beating
fast and after what seemed a lifetime, she got within a hearing range of my ears. �He is coming! He
is, coming! She shoqted.� Who i coming? l asked, and the tale unfolded.
My sister attended a missionary school and she had been top in her class the whole of that
year. As a result of that, the Irish father at the missipn was going to pay a visit to our home so as
/
to try and convince our parents to tetmy sister go to Kagui mission school which ottered better
quality education than our village sehool. I congratulated my sister though I was apprehensive to
whether our father, would agree to the proposal. Kagui mission school was pot only two valleys
away but was also too far away for a little girl to be by herself, so my father believed.
I kept these thoughts and doubts to myself, as i did not want to break my poor sister�s heart.
As ftiy sister went on excitedly about the next Saturday which was when the father was coming to
our humble home, our father walked in and we immediately dispersed when we realized that he
was, as usual, stone drunk. This was the other factor to consider about the catholic father�s visit to
our home.
Our father was never seen sober day in, day out. As a D.D.O. (Daily Drinking Officer), he
spent his meager income from our half-acre plot checking which bar sold better beer. During any
festivals or parties in our village that included beer drinking, he was the first to arrive.
We his family had obviously suffered the adverse effects of his �Hobby.� When he came
home depressed he would beat us, his children. But worst of all, our patient mother would endure
his slaps, kicks and abuse without a word. Were it not for our Christian faith, we would have fled
and left our �father� and �husband� alone.
That day our father went straight to bed much to our relief. No sooner had we sat down
rejoicing, than we had someone knock at our door. Opening the door, you can imagine my shock
when I saw our revered father-�man of the cloth and holy calling:� standing outside. As we welcomed
him in, he explained that something had cropped up and he could not come that Saturday. He
had decided to come that day.
By this time, my father had awoken and come, cursing and abusing everybody he saw, to
see what the commotion was about. The Holy Father, undeterred by his unceremonious entry,
proceeded to greet him. After greetings, the father tried to preach to our father about changing and
you can imagine our shock when our father decided to commit himself to righteous living at that
very moment. He apologized to us for any wrong he had done to us and promised to make
amends. To add on to this, after hearing about my sister�s good work, he agreed that she should
go to Kagui mission school and gave his consent. Never before has rejoicing like the rejoicing that
was in our house that day been heard. It was a day of great happiness.
Our mother soon came home and we greeted her with cries of happiness. After hearing
the news and hearing he reckoned �atheist�s� apologies, she broke down and cried with joy. It was
truly a special day and a day our family will never forget. Our father- cum- husband has never
turned back and is still following the path of righteousness. We in turn have never ceased to
praise the Almighty for His wonderful works. It was a day to keep in memory and we in our family
have kept it in memory and always will.
Composition J
I waited expectantly and she proceeded to tell me the good news. To add to the suspense
she begun to beat around the bush. I implored her and she finally gave in to my constant
pleas.What she�told me almost made my eyes pop out of their socketS.The elders' council of our
village had appointed me as the warrior who was supposed to go and stalk and kill a Mara lion
which had virtually wiped out the village�s herds of cattle in its sporadic attacks. This recent
spate of attacks had commenced two weeks/ago when the valiant lion had carried away the
Oloibon�s prize bull. The villagers had laid snares but to no avail. The lion could not be deterred.
Each night he struck and this had led to an almost total annihilation of our herds of cattle.
Spurred on by his successes, the bloodthirsty lion had added two young Morans to its long list of
victims. But now I faced the daunting task of killing a man-eating lion. I was the lone obstacle
between the lion and a hearty meal. Would I be its next victim?
I set out in my conquest to kill the lion and consolidate my position as a valiant warrior. I
trod continuously in the dark forest with my eyes searching every nook and cranny for the lion. It had
proved elusive so far but this did not deter me. The forest was alive with noises and ear splitting
shrieks of various wild animals made chills of fear run down my spine. Once I had the crackling of a
huja and I stood paraded with fear with my hands shaking like leaves in a storm. I almost showed
t|pe white feather and took to my heels.
«My commitment as a young Maasai Moran spurred on. As I progressed, the forestpaths
becarae narrower and narrower. Thoughts of being devoured by wild animats who were as plenty
as grajps of sand preoccupied my mind. Night was approaching and I racked my brain for an
ypo. Suddenly, a brainwave struck me and i quickly formulated a plan of action.
I removed my cask of sheep fat and smeared some on my body. This was in an attempt to
lute the lion mho had proved elusive so far. As the saying goes, God helps those who help
Uiemsetves and suddenly I heard a low growl undoubtedly that of a lion. It suddenly dawned on
Me that the sizztiag aroma of sheep fat had wafted to the lion�s nostrils and he was now stalking
jie-.l moved closer to the edge of the forest in an attempt to lure the fion. Before I could move a
heavy blow struck my leg .... The lion had caught me flatfooted and it had mauled me. As Hay
writhing in excruciating pain, I struck him. Almost simultaneously I heard a cry of pain and then
silence ensued. I had killed the lion! I limped home with my kill. I had showed my worthiness to
manhood.
I arrived home two hours later. A party was held in my honour and I was given the� beauty
queen of the village as a bride. From that day, I learnt to expect the unexpected. What had
looked just another day ended with I being the pride oMhe village? Truly Wonders will never
cease.
A FATHER�S LOVE
(Year 1986)
I had never before seen the old man standing on our doorstep but sure enough, when I
blinked, he was still there. In a voice weak with days of hunger and thirst he asked for a drink of
water. I was a little scared if this strange, wild looking man and hurried to the kitchen without
answering him.� Mummy, there�s a man outside who wants a drink of water.� She looked puzzled
but came with a grass of water to the door. The old man drank quickly in long gulps never pausing
for a breath of air When he finished he handed the glass to my mother and though shobby, was
polite enough to say a gruff �thank you.�
Overcome by curiosity I asked,� who are you and where do you come from?� A sad look
came into his eyes as he answered,� a long way away from here my child� By now both my mother
and I were intrigued by the old man and she invited him in to tell us his story.
He spoke with a slight accent and looked as wise as his years. His clothes were little more
than rags and had not been washed for a long time. He began his story saying.� Where I come
from the land is green and fertile and the village I live in is on a hill overlooking, a wide plain , "It all
began when my son won a scholarship to study in the land across the seas. We were all very
proud of him and the village contributed what it could to cover the cost. With a little here and a little
there, we managed to collect the money and he Ifeft for the big town just before the harvest. I sold
my two good cattle and rented paft bf Mfeffftte tntift Wffet
He got to the land across the seas safe and sound and at first he wrote to us every month long
 Iptiers about- his discoveries there. He wrote about their food, which was very different, he sa»d
and h® wrote about the people and his fellow students.
A few months ago he wrote about a girl he had met but we did not take this seriously as he was
already betrothed to the chiefs daughter. After this his letters became fewer and fewer and we
thought he was ill. We were asking if he was in trouble or if he needed moey but he never
replied."
Shaking his head the old man continued.� It had been six months now and then my wife
.was taken ill and hapl to be rushed to the hospital. The farm had not been doing well and I had
· already sold a 4arge part of it away. My brother, who is very rich, did hot see it fit to help us and my wife
needed an operatidn soon. I got words from one of my son�s old friends that he had come back and
was now living in thebigftown. I thought all our troubles were over and I set out with the little money I
had to look for him. I left my wife in the care of her sister and promised I WOtl)d bnflQb3C)(Tl6l OltyWT).
None ofthe bus companies would give me a ticket for my little money and I had to walk along the road
for days. Along my way I passed many cruel and kind people. Mosjt of the time no one noticed an old
tired man making his way through them. When my money was finished I begged for whatever food I
could get and slept in the shelter of trees and Old abandoned buildings.
Once, I thought I had found him for in each town I passed I would ask for his name but
every time no one knew him. I once found a man who thought he had heard the narfoe and he
directed me to an old house on the outskirts ofthe city. But the person I saw bore no resemblance
to my son.
_
\
Sometimes I was attacked by dogs and sometimes I would have to run away from the
young boys aind hooligans who wanted to take away the little food I had. I have not heard from my
wife or family all this time and have given up hope of finding my son.�
I had listened to hisstory with growing sadness and I now asked. �What is your son's
name?" �Mr Kindwa� he replied. "Mr. Kindwa?� I asked incredulously The old man�s eyes lit tip
and I quickly looked at my mother who showed the same shock I felt. �Mr. Kindwa is my teacher.�
�He told us he had no parents but I knew he was educated abroad.�
Tears of joy fell from the old man�s eyes and he quickly asked us to take us to him.
A few hours later, a happy reunion took place. The man�s son confessed and asked for his 
father�s forgiveness for being foolish enough to be caught up in the pleasures of the body. He had
learned his lesson the hard way. Happily we celebrated with tea and cakes in my teacher�s house
and I knew, for the first time the real meaning of a father�s love.
Composition H
(Year 2001)
THE KIDNAP
Although we had been practicing regularly for the competition since the beginning of the
tf rm, the day wa/a big disappointment... and it will remain like a printed book in my%ind. I had
/been waiting for it with so much zeal and anxiety, sending a prayer upwards every now and then:
It was� a divisional quiz in which the winner would receive free education and other additions like
visiting overseas countries. From my school came three participants and we had done our very beM
in practicing things like mathematics formulae and we were more than prepared. Our motto was the
practice makes perfect and we were sure the group would not let us down.
It was a bright, inny, cloudless morning and the birds twittered as they moved hither and
thither from tree to trfee. Radiant rays of the sun penetrated via my bedroom window and the
aroma of freshly baked bread, bacon and eggs wafted in the air. I quickly visited the frog�s kingdom
and after dressing, I ran quickly down the stairs into the dining room. I gdbbled down the
scrumptious breakfast because I was already late for school.
I quickened my steps as I neared the school for I feared Ihe teacher who was on duty that
week. He was as tall as a flag post, his teeth were as brown as cnocolate and his hair resembled
my grandmother�s yard broom. He seemed like a walking advertisement for the benefits of
unhealthy eating.
I neared a comer, which led to a narrow passage into the school backyard. I saw a car,
which was as expensive as glory. All its windows were tinted such that one could not see its
occupants and I at once had a queasy feeling in my stomach.
I remember vividly that I was at the middle of the passage when a dark shadow fell ■rom
behind me. I was as scared as McBeth before the ghost of Bangia and rivulets of swea inched
their way down my back. My heart thumped furiously nearly breaking my ribcage and I at once
smelt a rat
J
A big smelly hand covered my mouth and for a whole minute, I did not know,whether to cry or to
scream. A stream <0T thoughts raced through my mind in a complex web of confusion as I
remembered some ofthe kidnapping stones I had heard from family members and friends. They
were as horrible as a murderer�s wig and I could not believe that this was happening to me. I pinched
myself to make sure that 1 was having neither a reverie nor an austere dream of apparitions.
I was half-dragged, half carried into the awaiting car and I could do nothing but sit there, as
meek as a lamb. I tried to reconnoiter the surroundings as the car jotted and bumped to heaven
alone knew where but what I could see was only blurred images of houses and trees because the
car was moving t high speed.
I was locked up in a well-furnished house with just bread and water for food. There was also
a man who seemed to have faced better days in his life but he was as old as history. After telling
me his name, I at once recognized him for he was the last minister for education. They did not give
him food and I gave him mine because I dreaded the idea of having a dying man in the same
room.
�
I laid out a plan and after promising the cook a large sum of money if he helped me escape,
I finally smelt fresh air. I inhaled mouthfuls and thanked God for it. I ran to the police station and
reported the incidence. The kidnappers were arraigned in a court of law for kidnap and because
they were found guilty, they were sentenced to twenty years imprisonment, forty strokes of the
cane and hard labour.
(Year 2003)
The following is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as
interesting as you can.
School was finally over. The pupils cheered as the bell rang. It was Friday, and I...
Composition H
was as happy as a sandboy because the following day we were going to Mombasa
with my other classmates. � We rushed home to go and get prepared. As I was shuffling my feet,
I met my mother who told me that she had already prepared everything I needed.
The time seemed to pass unusually slow that night. So I kept turning and tossing
in my bed which made me feel very uncomfortable . Finally , it was daybreak. I did what I had to
do and within thirty minutes I was ready to leave. I embraced my dear parents affectionately and
started walking to school. When I got there my friends were laughing merily waiting anxiously for
the bus to arrive.
After about one hour, which seemed to be one year to us the bus arrived. We all
jumped in and started singing hymns. But the journey to Mombasa was long and tiring. As we
drove by, we saw the baobab trees, the mischievous monkeys and the well known Athi River. After
exploring the area, we reached Mombasa at about six o�clock. You could see the glitter on some
pupils as they saw the Indian Ocean,
Time came for us to rest. We were looking forward to the next day but when we were
almost alighting, some peculiar men forced their way to the bus and held out thejr guns. Then
suddenly, one of them said,� I dp not want to hear even a squack:� then they took over from the
bus driver and started driving .
My heart was now pounding like a millet in a mortar while my body started trembling like jelly.
We were afl terrified but we dicljpot dare talk. We threw several glances to our teachers hoping
against hope that they could save the situation. Then suddenly the car stopped and we were all
told to come out ofthe car. We obeyed their command right away. They took us to a spooky forest
where you could hear the hyenas laughing, the elephants trumpeting and several birds
chirpping.
They held us hostage for one full night. Neither did we eat nor sleep. We prayed to
the Almighty Father to help us. As the sun�s rays began to appear, they took us back to the bus, took
all the money we had and not leaving anything valuable behind. Then fortunately they went away,
1 leaving us sad but safe and sound. The headmistress, Mrs. Onyango, immediately called the police
and within a fraction of a second, we could hear the police siren. They took a statement then went
away.
.
We were taken to a hostel and we were left to rest because we had a terrible day. We
went fast asleep and some slept soundly like a frog. When we woke up, at about three thirty p.m, we
were amazed and at the same time happy to see a samptours dish in the kitchen. Without being told
a word, we all helped our stomachs which had earlier announced their filling.
After that, the headteacher came in, looking rather sad and gloomy. She told us that
we had to come back to Nairobi the following day which was on Monday. Everybody started murmuring,
but the teacher insisted and finally we gave up. It was sad because those men who had kidnapped
us had made the whole journey to be canceled.
When we arrived at Nairobi, our parents stood with their mouths agape because of
seeing us. We looked dirty and tired and furthermore, they were not expecting us.We told tfiem
the whole story but we were happy because the headmistress told us that the kidnappers had
been caught and this remains a day that I will never forget.
The following is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story7. Make your story as
interesting as you can. '
School was finally over. The pupils cheered as the bell rang. It was Friday, and I
\
Mark awarded 38
Composition I
... could hardly want to get home. I had finally done away with my longest phase of education
primary school.
Completing the K.C.P.E. Exam was much of a relief to us.We had been waiting
eagerly for this day to come. We were all well prepared after eight tiresome years of preparation.
Hard work and determination kept us going through the bad times. My primary school education
started when I was brought to standard One.
I still recall this day quite well. My mother woke me up quite early. After undergoing
the normal procedures, which are bathing, eating Breakfast and brushing my teeth, we started for
school. We entered the classroom I was to begin learning. The classteacher was not pleasant at
all. She had long nails she would use to pinch the pupils if they went �astray�. Her big eyes were
scary enough to make Lucifer run and never look back. Perhaps it was the sight of her that made
me burst into tears. Or maybe it was the fact that my mother had notified me of her wanting to
depart. I finally agreed to stop crying when my mother told me she would be outside waiting for me
to finish my lessons.
x
That was my first year in school. I finally stopped crying when my mother left me.
The years flew by and before I knew it, I was a candidate. I was about to sit for my exam. Anxiety
and worry filled my heart. �What if I fail?� I would ask myself this question quite a number of times.
The teachers prepared �us in all the aspects.� The ball is now in your court. Make sure� you
make good iisfe of it,� they would often tell us. Our parents also played a key role in our final year.
Encouragement,and support came in plenty. Before we knew it, success cards started pouring in.
The time we had been waiting for so long had finally come. We had read all the books we could get
our hands on.
Then one morning, tidings that were not pleasant to hear came to us. The teachers had
gone on strike� This would mean postment of our examination, luckily they resumed their work a
month later. �Phew" was all many of us could say. We thanked our God for listening to our prayers.
At last We completed primary school and we are all in a jovial mood. We are now waiting
for our results. Once again we consulted our heavenly father for good grades. And, who knowfe?
Maybe this time, congratulation cards wilk;ome pouring in instead of success cards.
Composition G
(Year 2002)
A WEDDING GONE SOUR
The occasion was very different from what we had expected . Even before we entered the
room, we could hear some noises. Everyone was in a jovial mood. Mother welcomed us warmly
as we sat down near the mirror. People were as busy as bees preparing the bride and also themselves.
I could not believe the day we had waited for with much pluck had finally arrived. Everyone was set
Mjo. In the wink of an eye we drove off to the church.
Today was my sister�s wedding. A smile was plastered on her angel face. Her eyes
twinkled like the stars in the sky. Joy seemed to be rising in her after every minute. We finally
. arrived at the saint Andrew�s church.
Ululations were sung by the old women as we came out of the cars. The church was flocked by
relatives and friends. As bridemaids we lead the way inside.
Red and whit§ ballons decorated the church. The choir sang in a melodious voice
as we sat down and waited the bride. Mark the groom was as happy as a lark. He was so
exicited that he kept fidgeting all the time. Just then Mary walked in. We all stood up in awe. Her
snow white dress caught everyone�s eyes. Her beauty was revealed by the wonderful smile on her
visage. She swayed her hips from left to right. Many women were green with envy. Her diamond
necklace shone in a bewitching manner.
As she made her way to the podium Mark revealed his set teeth. It seemed like £
million years had parsed before she reached the podium. Dressed in a well ironed black suit the
pastor welcomed usall to the occasion. He started by his normal preaching about marriage. At
that moment I went to slumberland. §
Joy my best friend nudged me on my side. I woke up to find it was time for them to
say their vows. �Mary do you take Mark to be your lovely husband through sickness and in health
until death do you part?� I do,� she replied.� And you Mark do you take Mary to be your wife until
death do you part?� �No.� he said.
/
Murmurs rented the air. Everyone was mixed with disbelief and confusion. There
and then I took holcFof my heels and headed out ofthe church. I stopped abruptly as I heard Mark
unfold the story to Mary.� I love your sister, that is why I cannot marry you.� just then Mary shot out
' of the -church. Everyone glared at me as I rushed after her to explain. I was a minute too late
0 because when I reached outside she had driven off in my mother�s car.
Tears were stained all over her face Oh no! how could this happen. My relationship
with Mark was meant to be top secret.
Just then, a loud bang rented the air. A cloud of smoke was seen rising from the eastern
direction. I rushed to the scene and what I saw made my heart skip a beat. Mother�s car was
mangled into a wreck. Flames of fire danced around the car. It had come head on with a stationary
lorry.
The horrible truth dawned on me that Mary was dead. A torrent of tears cascaded
jlown my face. Sadness surged through me. I had caused the death of my sister! If only I had
never involved myself with Mark. As long as diamonds remain priceless and the ocean wet, I will
livf td remember that awful day.
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Composition H
A NERVE-JARRING ORDEAL
The occasion was very different from what we had expected. Even before we ertered the
room, we could hear some noises. We slowly approached the room gazing at each otier worriedly.
�Where are all the people?� I curiously asked myself. My mother and I were invited for a Thanksgiving
party in my neighbour�s house but to our utter disbelief, there was no one in sight.
Abruptly, we heard another sound inside the room. We looked around to see if anyone
was there but our efforts were futile. Slowly and cautiously, we approached the room. My heart
beat erratically, as I stared suspiciously at the door, wondering what horrors lay on the other side.
I reluctantly got hold of the door knob as the open door creaked loudly. I was engulfed by
a wave of pitch darkness. My mother stood beside the door gazing at me. Suddenly, I heard
another sound, although it was more distinct and dose I stood still as I gazed into the darkness
that had enveloped me, trying to make out shapes. In a split second, I heard a hair-rising scream
from behind me. I turned around knowing perfectly well that it must have been my mother.
Fear ran its icy hand up and down my spine as I made my way back to the door. In the blink of an
eye two strong hands clutched my neck in a vice-like grip holding me back.
My heart concorted in painful lumps as I tried to escape from the grip. The hands
tightened and pressed against my skin. I tried to breath but my efforts bore no fruits. I stood there
trying to evade the brutal force that had already captured me. My body began to get limp as I
began to lose my senses. I felt the grip loosen and finally let go. I fell to the ground with a sickening
thud. I tried to breath but air could not reach my lungs. I shut my eyes as my world exploded into
pitch darkness.
When I came to, I found myself in a room. The walls were black with age and dirt.
The ceiling seemed not to have touched white-wash in more than a decade. A dim light in the
centre ofthe desolate room flickered as if a soft breeze was blowing. The memories of what had
happened came flooding back. Questions filled my mind, questions whose answers I did not
know. I slowly stood up.
My neck still felt sour and the marks of the attacker�s nails that had dug into me were still fresh.
I gazed around looking for a way out of the mess. I called out my mother�s name
repeatedly but my cries were only answered by the pin-drop silence. Tears of despondency
cascaded down my ruddy visage as grotesque images filled my mind. My stomach twisted in
agonizing knots as searing pain surged through me. What if my mother was killed?
I thought to myself. Even the thought of it made shocks run down the nape of my neck to the tip of
my toes. Bitterness dug a deep cavity into my heart as I thought about life without my mother
Hardly had I thought of it when I heard a loud embittered laugh come from outside
the room. I quickly wiped away the tears and reluctantly approached the door. I thought to myself,
that the attacker was standing waiting for me, but my instincts told me otherwise.
Mustering all jny'oourage, I slowly turned the door knob and the door creaked open.
�Surprise!� I stood there transfixed to the ground as�I gazed around. My eyes soon
adjusted to the bright IfcjhjJhat had covered me. All around me was everyone I knew. My friends
and relatives were all around all clad in special costumes. Out of the crowd came my mother./! run
towards her as she hugged me fondly. Tears of joy welled up in my eyes but I blinked repeadly
to bid them back.
,
�Happy Halloween Priscilla:� she whispered gently into my ear.
j
All the fear and melancholy that had filled me, turned into joy for I was as happy as
a sandboy. It had all been part and parcel of the plan to scare me out of my wits, but it aid not
matter anymore. An ear to ear smile formed access my ruddy visage as I knew it was going to be
a day tobe remembered.
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(Year 2005)
f he following is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as interesting
as you can.
NONE BUT THE BRAVE DESERVE THE FAIR

I had never been told such a funny story before. I laughed until tears came to my eyes. This is the
story. Which my grandfather told my cousins and I by the fireplace. As a young man, my grandfather lived in
the heart ofthe Village together with other young warriors. It was the initiation ceremony and my grandfather,
together with his comrades were supposed to hunt and kill a lion so as to be recognised as a fearless
Imoran.� On that eventful morning my grandfather woke up at the crack of dawn. The sun�s radiance
lacerated through the atmosphere like demon eyes. Flowers blossomed and smote the air with their
perfume. The day had began well, credence to the old adage, � A good beginning makes a good end.�
The young boys were paraded before the village warriors who were going to lead them into the forest. The
warriors were tall and masculine. Some had iron-rod muscles that could make a Greek god skirhper away
in shame while some had facial features which were too sarcastic to be human. In real sense, they resembled
a claytnodel which had orange seeds for eyes, two thumb-size inlets for nostrils and two thin horizontal
lines for lips.
My grandfather�s heart was pounding like the pistons of a locomotive and sweat trickled down his
forehead. He recapitulated fervent prayers to the Almighty to save him from his calamity, but he
knew he had to dare the devil and take the bull by the horns. He clutched his spear and earned his
feeble body as fast as his legs could take him to the forest.
The forest was alive with chirping sounds from the birds and chattering noises from the monkeys.
The tall trees with their canopy leaves cast a dark shadow over the young men. The warriors took
them deep into the forest to hunt lions and decide thejr own fate. My grandfather and his allies treaded
softly on the ground like soldiers during an undercover mission and within an eye-winking second,
they had spotted a pride of Hons.
-
My grandfather stood transfixed to the ground perplexed and perturbed. He opened his mouth but
no sound could be heard. He knew that worse had come to worst. He took his bow and arrow and
aimed at a lioness but he missed his target and the arrow went hissing through the air and landed on
the ground. The lioness was provoked and she let out a wall cracking roar.-Everybody was chilled to
a spontaneous catch of breath. Determination being their driving-force, my grandfather took aim
and shot his arrow again. This time the arrow lacerated through the chest of a lion. The other boys took
aim and shot their targets too. All of them except an Afidus Achates tailed Ngome. Ngome had taken
to his heels the minute he heard the slightest roar but he was unlucky because a lion chased after him
when the pandemonium broke loose.#n utter confusion his wrapper fell from his waist and he showed
a clean pair of shoes while stark-naked! To add salt to an injury, the hairs on his body had
simultaneously stood on end due to fright and he resembled a madman who had escaped from an
assylum.
As the young initiates returned to the village in triumph, they told the tale of their expedation and
Ngome became the coward and the laughing stalk of the village. Surely this funny tale shall remain
permanently imprinted in my mind until the day of my demise.
Like composition K, thftxandidate manages to fit the story with the given opening very smoothly.
The storyline is progressive and well executed. The preamble prepares the reader for the action.
In fact, the KiVoi incident provides a beautiful foil against which to set the fiasco that is Kimani�s
attempt to gain �manhood�. It heightens the contract and hence the cowardice of Kimani, who
not only causes laughter by his obnoxious conduct but more so when he flees �naked� and is
 ridiculed henceforth.
Again there are few slips or lapses as when the candidate mixes up the spelling of �ripped� with
�reaped� or says the crowd �roared into laughter�. I call this lapse because I believe the candidate
knows there is �burst into laughter� an expression which may have been in t|%§pdidate�s
mind as he/she grappled with the options available to him/her.
 
This is a more sober and controlled composition than (K).
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Composition M
The following is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as
interesting as you can.
LAUGHTER HAS NO BOUNDARIES
1 had never been told such a funny story before. I laughed until tears came to my eyes. This js the
story.

Priscilla a young girl was very cheeky and naughty. Her parents knew that but they could not do
anything. Her sisters suffered because of her but all she could do was laugh at them. It was her habit,
as the saying goes habit is second to nature.
She usually went to school very late and when her teacher asked, she would say that their alarm clock
wasn�t working. The teacher got used to her excuses and was tired until she could not ask her why she
was late.
One day, she told her parents that her sisters were bullying her but it was not the truth. Her sisters tried
to defend themselves but only got themselves into hot water. The following week, all of them were sent
to boarding schools.
She saw that she had accomplished her dreams as the whole bedroom was left to her alone. She was
the last born and had everything she asked for.
Priscilla grew up and when she was in standard seven, adolescence caught up with her. She disobeyed
teachers and was cruel to her other classmates without keeping in mind that one who laughs last
laughs best. Her homeworks was always left undone. Her teachers couldn�t cope with the situation at
hand as it was getting out of control everyday.
One Saturday morning, she was sent to the market by her mother. She went with her friend Delilah
who was also very rude and impolite. She went first to Mr. Kamau�s shop and there she found other
customers waiting in a queue. She pushed her way through and talked to Mr. Kamau while he was still
attending to a pregnant woman.
Mr. Kamau was shocked beyond words as he gawked at her realizing her misbehaviour. He.tried to
correct her but his advice fell on deaf ears. He told her to say the items she wanted which she did
without any politeness. She was given everything she bought and .soon they were out of the stall.
She shoved her way through the crowd of peopfe who f�lau� ga(trensd around ih& stalls. She held her
nose up high like Pharaoh�s wife as she thought that the people there were poor and beggars.
She was thirsty and soon she spotted'an orange tree. She persuaded her friend Delilah to catch the
fruits while she threw them down. She put her basket down and climbed the tree agily.
Priscilla found a branch where the oranges were ripe and juicy not knowing that forbidden fruit tastes
sweetest. Her parents had warned her against stealing but she was ignorant and arrogant.
She threw down the oranges as Delilah caught them in mid-air. �Hey! little rascals, what are you doing
with my tree? "Priscilla started trembling like a doctor operating on a druumatic drill. Her heart missed
a beat if not two as she turned around to see who was shouting. Delilah showed a clean pair of heels
leaving dust behind her.
The man was gigantic and had a protuberant nose matched with deep rulpine eyes under bushy
eyebrows. Priscilla�s heart slid into her boots as fear surged through her leaving a deep cavity. She
climbed down quickly as her heart pounded exhuberantly in her small ribcage threatening to escape.
Within a velocity of a bullet she was down and started running but the man was too swift for her and
finally she was caught. She asked for forgiveness as crocodile tears cascaded down her chubby
cheeks making them as red as cherubs.
The man was infuriated by her act and could not let her go. So he told her to dig his farm every
weekend. 'You see srr.
�Sfc? tried exptsmng. �See whafyoung laty?? I can�t see anything, � the man
bellowed. �It�s was that we are poor as churchmouse and we were cursed. I mean our whole family that�s
why 1 stole from you. I have demons in me,� she said trembling like a chameleon on a feeble twig.
�What? Demons? You mean you have demons? That�s good one young lady,� the man said as he fell with
lauahter. His anger evaporated and Priscilla could see him laughing until tears rolled down his ruddy visage.
weekend. �You see sir.
� She tried explaining. �See what young lady?? I cant see anything, � the
man bellowed. �It�s was that we are poor as churchmouse and we were cursed. I mean our whole
family that�s why I stole from you. I have demons in me,� she said trembling like a chanwfcon on a
feeble twig.
�What? Demons? You mean you have demons? That�s good one young lady,� the man said as he fell
with laughter. His anger evaporated and Priscilla could see him laughing until teais roieddown his
ruddy visage. He was not angry anymore. Surely laughter is the best medicine.
This is an almost excellent composition. The plot is well managed»and the story interesting andiiinny.
The narrative even includes direct speech that is properly negotitjgd. Apart from one or two slips and
awkward expressions �gawked at� and �operating on...
pneumatic drill�, the composition
communicates superbly. In fact it has an edge over the cQByogtttoiiri this categovy for being original
and more afi/fhentic and having a more personal touph.

(Mark Awarded: 37)
Composition I
· - 
We had come to the end of another term. There was a long holiday before Mir friends and I
decided to try something new... which could keep us occupied alt,through the ctaaflenging holiday.
We had decided to invent a tree nursery, which we could use its seedings for selling in
order to gain an income. After some days weftad put up the fence around the irifnded area and were
now collecting the tins that we came by duririg our free time and had some particular moments that we
just used for wandering in the village with intention of getting those tins.
Within no time, the nursery was full of tins filled with soil. Now we started planting the
seeds in the seedbed. We used to water the plants everyday and soon the seeds spmuted and we
really felt motivated. We transplanted them and now took care of them and also made advertisements
in the villages for people to come and buy. We waited but no one responded to our advertisement.
One day the chief of our location visited our village and bumped intoour treejnursery. He
was astonished to hear that the villagers did not buy the seedlings. He decided to call a sudden
meeting to talk to the villagers about that. The meeting was scheduled for thursday of the following
week. We felt quite important when the chief decided to gather the people simply because of us.
The day soon came and people flowed into the village hall like the running rain water.
The meeting kicked off after the quorum number of people came, We were seated on the front chairs
as the meeting began. The chief had glances on us occasionally and most of the taro stored at the
crowd which murmured. It was unmistakably a murmur to ask the reason for the meeting. He got up
and surveyed the crowd which soon kept quiet to show concerp for the chief.
� I pass my greetings to you this warm afternoon. Good afternoon aHof you? I know you
are a bit disturbed because it is not a common thing for such a sudden meeting to be organized. Here
is the reason to why it is doaljke this today. The other week I came into this village just to see how
things went by. I was reatompressed to find these two boys seated in front of you making a tree
nursery, however, your response is very wanting and I was really interested in loKmnhg.why you
cannot buy those seedlings. They are of use to all of us not only them. You just want to wait for other
people to come and do things for you. That is irrelevant and my stand according to the temperatures
in our region are not favorable. This is the only opportunity that you have and you need to utffize it or
else you will suffer. Those boys are very'intelligent. Ask yourself, you all have children more sosons
don�t you? What are they doing now that they are in a long and very challenging holiday? These boys
have decided to do something gainful to the community. They are worth appreciation, you yourself,
how are you appreciating them we have thieves, rapists and many other animals, in our community
they have just decided to leave all those and focus on a good |6b. | call on you to buy those seedlings
and have them
in the villages. The way your are seated here, I want to see you waflc slowly to
the nursery and buy those seedlings. For I know they are enough. That is all I have today and boys,
thank you very much continue with that spirit okay? Thank you? The crowd burst into a thunderous
applause in agreement, They accepted the proverb that goes, � if you cannot cut it then join it�
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A fair attempt. The candidate has almost mastered the language and its mechanics. The topic is well
understood and the plot is developed and nearly credible. Apart from the fact that the candidate has
only one friend, instead of friends, there is a new thing and quite a beneficial thing they try. There is a
fair attempt of dialogue.
There are quite a number of flaws in the composition. The candidate misuses some words such as
�inventlor �start� �make� for �put up� and �sudden� for �urgent�. There are misspelt words, such as,
�quorum� and �occassionally�. There are mixed tenses and omissions of prepositions, determiners
and punctuation marks. Some sentences are run - on and therefore structurally weak. Finally, the
candidate uses a strange saying that is not English and which is misplaced or does not add any value.
Maybe the candidate wanted to use the cliche �if you can�t beat them join them�!
Composition J
The following is the beginning of a storv. writ? and complete the storv. Make vour story as
interesting as you can.
We had come to the end of another term There w$s a long holiday before us. My friends and I
decided to try something new

� Michael what do you think we should do this holiday?� Shane asked me. We were
sitted in our living room eating popcorns while watching a movie � I don�t know�, I replied. We had
closed school two days before and we were already bored.
A brainstorm hit me and I had a terrific idea. � why don�t we go to the coast,� I told
Shane. � it is going to be brilliant,� I shouted.
The next morning I woke up with a start. I drew the navy blue curtains which abruptly
threw spears of light to every comer of the room. My parents had agreed that I go to the coast with my
little brother Nick and Shane who was my cousin.
I made my way to the frogs kingdom where I took a blood curdling shower which left
me shaking a rose and as clean as a new pin. After taking our breakfast, my father gave Shane and
I instructions which we were to follow.
We bid my father goodbye as we boarded a bus. We had to take care of Nick since my
father loved him and could not let anything happen to him. We saw many magnificent views and after
traveling for a couple of hours we could see the deep blue ocean in the distance.
We reached the coast safe and sound. We found a hotel where we could stay. I could
not hold back my excitement. The next day we went out f or a swim. The water felt cool on my body.
If onlyh could move back the hands of time this would not have happened. I made the worst mistake
my entire lifetime. I dared Nick and Shane to swim out into the Ocean away from the beach. Whoever
swam faster than the other I would give him a present.
Soon the race was on. I watched from the beach. A cold shiver ran its hand up and
down my spinet. I saw a shark. My heart beat like the West African drums. Watch out,� I shouted at
the top of my lungs. My heart came to my mouth as my mouth dropped to my knee I could hardly
believe what I saw.
The shark was heading at a terrific speed towards Nick. I closed my eyes and when I
opened them the water had turned red. Tears of despondency cascaded down my face. If only he
could see the tears in the world he left behind. Even when I close my eyes there is an image of his face
and once again I come to realize that he is a loss, cannot replace.
� My prize� I heard a voice behind me. I turned around and saw Shane grinning at me.
� Nick is gone� I pointed at the water Shane collapsed on the sand. My father died of heart attack when
I told him the incident. I was nobody on my own. The word is so wild. Surely the journey of a thousand
miles starts with one step and I had to make that one step. Surely as long as the diamond remain
priceless I will live to remember that day.
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the candidate hks mastered the EngHth language. The candidate's at home it dialogue and spelling
aparUrom One word �entire�. What mars the composition is the ill - gdvised zeal from sprinkling in
cliche�expressions and sayings. Some carelessness is also discernible. For instancfe, this candidate is
beyond errors such �had have� and �a lost�. Otherwise the composition reads well. There is a well
managed plot development with quile artwistand suspense. It displays a well executed climax. But the
is poor. In fact, an antithesis. ¥he storyline was extended beyond its usefulness. The story
COtjJBlry well have ended at the �ca&jpse1 of Shan,®. If not, then with the death of �the father�.
ThU Composition would have scorectoffiuctv Better tnark if the candidate did not have quite a number
of vaguoti'aftabiguos expressions oe. 

.lb die frogs kingdom�, � bloodcurdling shiver ran its
hand�, �stranded
top of my te,ars�fespoodency�1 one gets the feeling these are expressions
picked from some prepared cortfSBBttpns ffiey eetffnotiie the recurrence of some expressions) and
which very little,
COMPOSITION
I
We had come to the end of anafhcrr term. There wa& a forrq holiday friends and I decided
to try something new

Most holidays we eBhei stayed cooped up in one of our rooms or went swimming. W
had been together for as long as anyone could remember. At f frst, we had planned to do the usuahuntil
I the night we were huddled up in my room..
We had been discussing about the upcomin-ctays when Andrea asked, � why doesn�t
your mother allow us into your attic?� The question was directed to me but the truth was I did not have
3 single clue. I Iboked into my two best friends faces and wondered, � why doesn�t she?" it was really
odd. My mother was very easygoing but she would always get vexed if anyone talked about the attic.
Before I could control myself, I said the thing that had been gnawing at all our three
heads, why don�t we go see?� Uncertainly was evident on our faces but we soon agreed upon that
notion. It was late at night and everyone else was dead asleep. We crept up the creaking stairs each
.qjL.gs praying that no one found us.
» " It was a relief to f ind ourselves at the top of the flight of stairs without an interference,
tftere for a moment looking CSnfused, anxious and scared. I glanced at my first move. If
ewfirtfbwed my fear and summoned asmuch courage as I could before opening the old Viptorian
door."
Darkness, murky stenches, cobwebs and dust seemed like the only present things. It
fotifce empty. Lets go. This place gives me the creeps... Phillipa told us she made for the door.
Wait a minute.� I said removing the torch I had carried. I knew there was something
<yateab!e in there. Something priceless- 4 brushed away the cobwebs and in the heart of it ail, was a
1 motioned for the others to follow me. They did so, though Reluctantly and the � three of us found
pwsfelves kneeling around an g4d dusty chest.
My heart began beating without a reason. Different things began formulating due to my
$jyeractive. Imagination but I brushed them off mentally I reached out slowly and opened it. At first, it
fibbed efripty. But when I looked closely, I saw letters. Dozens of them. We were all rendered
speechless. What on earth would letters be doing in an attic? Dazed, I reached for a letter. TO THE
READER; 1 rfead in capital, excitement had already began building in me bMt I removed the fragile
material from the aged envelope and unfolded it, with gentile expertise.

�Dear reader,
You must be a descendant of mine to get your hands on this. By finding this chest, you
have discovered unfathomable greatness in a field that many take for granted ...
I paused and glanced at Andrea and Phillipa. Their eyes glistered with interest. I knew
it was something very important. They knew it too.
� This is the key to your future. I was handed this information by my grandmother. Guard
it well.,You now have the power given to every Jedi warrior. Things shall happen. Unexplained things.
But it is your duty to face them. Be strong,
Yours truly,
Tunila
The door swung open and we turned around in f rights. A figure was clearly silhouetted i'r the dark. Lt
stepped out and we found ourselves face'to face with my mother. Only this time, she was not angry.
She stretched her hands towards us." Come, you have a lot to learn,�
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An excellent composition. It is not captivating to read but it displays mastery of language use anr'
impeccable grammar and sentence construction.
The topic is well conceived and the plot quite unexpected and properly executed. This is a candidate
who has read widely and does not just throw around phrases and expressions that have not been
internalized. The candidate is fuH in charge of both the situation and the language use. The vocabulary
and phraseology arise naturally from the context. The account reads well - one would think they are
reading � H. G Wells� � � The lion, the witch and the wardrobe�, that is how advanced the candidate
has come. I am sure there are few people who can conceive of a topic and produce such quality work
within the confines and pressure of the examination.
There are few errors that do not detract the account. The candidate writes: � discuss about� which is
redundant, misspells �valuable� and �already�and has a clumsy. �I looked intomy two best friends�
faces....�
LIKELY TOPICS
A wedding ceremony
An accident
Fire
Robbery you experienced.
Riots
One good turn deserves another.
Never count your chicks before they are hatched.
Tit for tat is a fair game.
A red letter day.
A stitch in time saves nine.
Luck knocks once at every man�s door.
It is useless to cry over spilt milk.
Pride comes before a fall.
All that glitters is not gold.
Look before you leap
All�s well that ends well

Once bitten twice shy.

A red letter day

Experience is the be best teacher.

Unity is strength.
An apple a day keeps the doctor away.
Two heads are better than one.
Better late than never.
East or West home is best.

Hurry hurry has no blessings.
STARTED STORIES
Tom was walking alon the road one day.

I stood up when I heard a knock at the door 

. �Please allow me in�, said the old man

I was looking after our cattle one day along the hills when 

By the time we arrived the celebrations had began. Everybody was so colourfully dressed
I had to do something about it otherwise my sister would be in trouble

I had not Renown what I was walking into when I asked the stranger my way round town
Grace had been walking for two hours and she was now exhausted

r We had not expected so many people to come to our home

The suspect ran across the road with the crowd iniiot pursuit

When I walled into the classroom I could not believe what I saw.

The Strong winds blew, sending the trees swaying, soon raindrops began to fall
DESCRIPTION STORIES
Describe your school sports day.
Describe a party you attended at your neighbour�s home,
pescribe a burial you attended.
You have attended a Jamhej day celebrations. Describe what you saw.
Describe an accident you witnessed.
Describe a tour you made to a national park.
Describe a robbery that you witnessed.
Describe a red tetter day.
Describe your saddest day.
Describe the happiest moment you have ever experienced.
ENDED STORIES

that was wheri 1 learnt that lady luck only smiles at a person once.
... i-shall never forget that moment of my life.

 when I stepped out of that door I knew I would not come back again

It is true that once bitten twice shy.

I learnt that all that glitters is not gold.


 one good turn deserves another.
,....
it is better to be safe than sorry.

 as I walked into our home.
. \-
" 

 on that day I really felt special to my parents and teachers
- 
FACTUAL STORIES
Soil Conservation
Pollution
Food sftejitage in our country
Forests
Water
Effects of HIV/AIDS
Boarding schools are better than day scfioo Is

■
Why we should be keen.
Child abuse
The percentage mean for the paper improved by 5.63 points from 35.47 in the year 2006 to 41.10 in
the year 2007
J
The paper tested the candidate�s ability to compose a personal and convincing story about an event
that is both urgent and exciting and which happened to him /her or which he/she witnessed and which
he/she considers a �must hear� for his inner circle of friends. These friends happen to be in a different
class from the one attended by the candidate - the story teller. The urgency and impatience is signaled
by the words �4s soon as....� and �I rushed out....� The story could hot wait! " I was eager....�
Perhaps the friends had not met for a while. Or perhaps the happening was so unexpected, so
riduculous... Whatever it was, this must come out of the story and how it is told.
The account had to be interesting, accurate grammatically and fluent to read. The candidates were
expected to show some mastery of plot development and use a variety of sentence structures and a
fair range of vocabulary and be conversant with the English idioms - the English way of saying things.
Once again, the majority of the compositions presented lacked originality, and were not well conceived.
Most were full of cliches and misplaced sayings. Some took the occasion to tell folktales and were
penalized for lack of originality.
In the year 2007 examination the toic was as follows:-
You have 40 minutes to write your composition.
Write a composition that begins as follows:-
As soon as the bell for break rang, I rushed out of the classroom to look for my friends, I was
eager to tell them the story.
It wasn�t long before I saw Lilian�s beedy eyes peeping over the huge crowd of people, for she was as
tall as a giraffe. As I meandered through the crowd of pupils all occupied in their own conversations,
finally I found my way towards my bosom buddies, Lilian and Orpah.
�Hi guys, how was class?" I asked enthusiastically. �Boring, I could barely stay awake, Mr. Pedro is
simply boring, but he has taken it to a new level,� Orpah said angrily. �Well then you will love to hear this
story, I read it during today�s library lesson. Miss Maple, said it was a page turner and indeed it was," I
said enthusiastically. �Really what is it about and what isthe titled� Lilian inquired a sudden smile
appearing on her pale visage.
-�Well, its title is the �weeping willow�. Here is the story, it is one of turmoil and sorrow in its own way.
About a century ago, when our country, Kenya was at the pinnacle of the war between her and
Somalia, there lived a girl called Rebecca. Now Rebecca was a tall slim girl with a fair complexiori,
almond-shaped eyes and rosy cheeks. Luckily, her family was one of the few who were not living in or
near the heart of the war. In fact, if it weren�t for newspapers and radio announcements, I don�t think,
she would have the slightest idea about the country�s crisis. Nevertheless, Rebecca and her family
were affected by the food rationing because the war had brought agricultural production to a stand-
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still.
Nonetheless, Rebecca went to school as usual and played with her friends, as any girl of her age
would do. On top of that, Rebecca was terribly close to her father, who was a doctor. They did every-
thing together, played games, read books and spent countless occasions collecting stamps, for that
was their hobby.
However, one fateful day Mr. �Kongo�, Rebecca�s father was called to �Mandera� to assist the wounded
soldiers. Although Rebecca was devastated to watch her father leave her at home with her mother,
she still new that it was his duty to help those in need. Truly, a friend in need is a friend indeed.
After a month went by, one day, Rebecca�s mother came home with a short dark girl with huge bright
eyes and bulbous nose. Her name was Kisha and she was from Somalia. She had been brought over
to Kenya because her parents had been killed by Somali warriors and since the main battle ground was
in Somalia, it was not safe for her to reside there.
From the instant Rebecca laid eyes on her, she was as sure as death that Kisha was nothing but
trouble. To make things worse, Kisha had to share a room with Rebecca. Rebecca dreaded the idea
3nd avoided conversing with Kisha at all costs. On the other hand, Rebecca�s father wrote them every
week and his letters were always worth reading. For they were as true as the gospel and he narrated
to them how agonising it was watching hundreds die and others escape death by a whisker, for their
severe injuries were hardly curable. Rebecca lotfed listening to her father�s letters, they made her
think twice about others, which eventually led to Kisha andier becoming close companions.
One day as they sat at the dinner table, enjoying their evening meal, all of a sudden the warning
siren was heard. �Come on, everyone get Ifown to the basement as a quick as lightning.� Mrs. �Kongo�
said hurriedly. Quickly, they sprinted down to the basement and lit the candles. All was silent, unlike in
a place like Sbmalia and North Eastern Kenya, the warning siren was just a safety drill jn case of any
attacks. Slowly, Rebecca approached Kisha and sat beside her. Kisha was as silent as the grave, she
had goTte eftrerrtety pate and teats begaa trie Wing down her cheeks.
�When I ws in Somalia, whenever the siren was heard, everybody would run into their houses and
lock the doors and windows. If you were found outside, you had to run to the nearest gas station for
refuge. There, we would sit on the cold pavement, in tens or even hundreds. Some of us were tired
others hungry, while others were injured yet we would sit in the cold darkness waiting for the clearance
bell. Sometimes it wouldn�t be heard until morning. When it was finally heard we would come out of the
hiding. As you walked down the street, a building or maybe even your own house was nothing but a pile
of bricks and blood would be strewn everywhere, a long with shreds of glass�. Tears were now flowing
down her cheeks continuously as she concluded,
n �Well continue what happened next?� Orpah asked�. I�m not going to tell you, borrow the book and
\ee what happens,� I answered, a cunning smile on my face.
Generally a clean script, readable and even engrossing. But the punctuation is problematic making the
reading heavy. It is not clear if the composition is patently the candidate�s own work.
Marks awarded 30
/
As soon as the bell for break rang, I rushed out Of the classroom to took  for my friends, I was
eager to tell them the story.
;
The ordeal I had encountered the previous day had been sculpted in my heart not easily eroded,
and I had much anticipation to spill the beans to my closest counter-parts. �I have been looking all
bver for you two, you seem to be disappearing each time I get a glimpse of you and try to reach you,
�I began, as soon as I got hold of Misha�s and Fuma�s complete attention.
" Us too! So now, what happened yesterday, when you were called to the headmasters� office?�
curiosity had now taken over them as their eyes landed on me, anxious to hear about the encounter.
� It all started when I got to the headmaster�s office. A young man had called for me claiming to bear
som§ information that had to do with me. I did not recognize his face nor his shadow but something
urged me to listen to what he had to say. He was dark in complexion, with a wide nose and'Slftted eyes.
His lips were barely visible as his moustache had covered everything. He clad in primrose-yellow suit
and his deep set eyes seemed to bore holes through my head, each time he looked at me, �I paused
and took in a deep breathto relieve the trauma that followed.
�I sat looking at him; checking him up and down-he kept fidgeting with his fingers and could not sit
still as the headmaster droned on and on introducing him- Apparently, he had known me before and
needed to make a confession. As soon as the headmaster finished talking, he began, �I
don�t
know where to start. I.
I just can�t keep on. �As soon as he finished he bent down and dipped his
head in his hands as if he was crying,� I stopped and looked straight into my friends� eyes. The noise in
the dining hall was unnoticable since the story ha tsiKen full control.
�He said he knew me when I was young, around fottryears of age. He had no job in his hands and
one way or the other he urgently needed some money to fcgter for his needs. He asked my parents if
they could hire him so as to work for them, and they agreed on a small wage and for as long as he took
good care of me,� Fuma was now rubbing smoothly against my back as tears welled up in her eyes on
the verge of spilling out.
�He did his work well but around three months later, he broke his oath with my parents� as he said.
He had trouble speaking and kept stuttering and stammering as he neared the confirmation. I had then
torn all barriers and eargerly listened to him. Suddenly, there was silence and the sound of a pin-drop
could easily be noticeable. The cat�s curiosity was softly killing me when he finally blurted out that
he was the one who molested me,� I stopped to look at my friends� expressions. They had suddenly
.changed and Misha began shaking - Tears were now trickling down my cheeks forming accurate
, elevens.
-
He said he wanted to apologize but I was pretty sure that no-one in his right mind would forgive such
a beast. He said that he was then a pedophile and had changed his ways but for him to be completely
whole, he needed my forgiveness. I could not believe my ears, lie was the same person who ruined my
cfcild- hood life yet asked for my pardon!� I stopped and gathered courage to continue.

� I stood up and got out of the office running wild like a goose. He followed suit to try and catch
me as the headmaster cried out for me to stop. I could not stop, I could not believe it. He had opened
a Wound that was yet to heal; a past that I made a solemn vow never to remejnber. He caught up with
me and held me tightly with his muscular arms. I was too shaken to wriggle out of his grip. His pitiful
eyes rested on my visage as he begged for my forgiveness. Just then, in a split second, I bent down
to wretch, and vomit landed squarely on his polished black shoes. He let go of me and I ran continously
till home where I told the whole encounter to my parents, � I finished biff in k shabby voice as they both
hugged and patted me on my back to soothe away the pain. The end'of break bell rang and I rubbed
off my tears and rushed to class.
For as long as the sun rises in the East and sets in the West that day remains engraved in my heart
swaying me back and forth like a hammack in the summer breeze.
The candidate communicates fully. The account is well conceived and the language flows. Yet the
candidate has serious problems with punctuation and faijs to execute direct speech. The candidate is
ambitious but is culprit to phrase bandying and ruins the account by ostentation. The conclusion Is
forced and as a result distracts the reader.
· Marks awarded 32
Composition 3.
As soon as the bell for break rang, I rustled out of the classroom to look for my friends, I was
'eager to tell them the story.
· >
The story itself was of my ordeal. It would be fitting to narrate the incident to you. It was during the
weekend when I was running an errand given to me by my mother.
As I was trodding on the path leading to where I was sent, I saw a lady from a distance. She looked
elegant and more of a no-nonsense human being but in the few seconds she was infront of me, I was
able to gauge and dismiss her. Her hair looked old and frayed and her face was a monstrosity of
poorly applied make-up which was screwed by a mockery of a permanent smile.
Her skirt which seemed to have originally been red was now pink due to overwashing - Her black
S' leather handbag was cracked on one corner. Her shoes indeterminately looked genuinely new but I
could not shake the feeling that there was something fake about them.
Having almost seen her move away from the comer of my eye, I herd, �little girl would you mind
holding this briefcase for me for a while?� i have just remembered something that I have forgotten. I
knew more than to disrespect the elderly and so I reluctantly got hold of what she was handing out to
me for assistance. It was a briefcase.
It feit heavier than it really looked and I could not guess what its contents were. As soon as the lady
was out of my sight, I shook the briefcase severally as a result of inquisitiveness. I knew very well
that curiosity killed the cat but because I could not deduce as to what the contents of the briefcase
were, I gave up.
I waited patiently for the woman to arrive like a vulture waiting for its prey. �What could be taking her
so long?� I wondered as my stomach began having a queasy feeling. In the process of waiting ea-
gerly, a man appeared out of the blue. I was now as confused as Moses when he saw the burning
bush, why? I will tell you why. The man looked suspicious and seemed like he was aiming for the
briefcase. What could I do? I was a helpless child.
Due to my suspense, I could feel my first stirrings of apprehension and before I knew it I was
running as fast as my lanky legs could carry me. My greatest fear had just been confirmed, the man
was indeed after the briefcase because as soon as I began running for my dear life, the man pursued
me closely behind with no other place to run to, I found myself finding my way into a restaurant. I found
my way into the washrooms and got into one of the cubicles. My heart was beating spasmodically in
my chest as a thW ran down my spine each and every second. My hands feW as dummy as a frog
as beads of sweat dotted my forehead.
I sat on the lavatory trying to take in deep breaths to ease my tension. I must have been in there for
about twenty minutes when I heard a knock on the door, �how mucfvlonger are you planning to be
inside there young girl?� Inquired a voice. I presumed it wassone of the employees working at he
restaurant and so I responded gingerly, � Just a minute more�.
I
After saying,that, I walked out of the cubicle. My eyes popped out of their respective sockets on
seeing my pursuer, smiling in a sly manner. My body felt limp as the thought of what the man would do
to me hit me hard like a bolt of lightening on a clear day.
� I wonder little girl,'What I should do take you or the briefcase,� said the terrifying man. Luckily, he
chose the latter and as he spent his time snatching the briefcase away from my hand, I found a
moment of freedom.
As soon as he took it away from me, I scurried to the door, clutched the door-knob and got out. I
thought it better to get away with my life than with someone else�s briefcase. As soon as I got outside,
I could see people goggling at the restaurant.
On turning back, I was flabbergasted to see smoke and then a loud bhang that almost deaf-
ened me. I began trembling like a rat in a cat�s mouth but as I did so, I heard a familiar voice.
It was of the lady who had given me the briefcase. I gathered courage as I tried to think of how to
explain to her of what had happened to her briefcase. On moving closer to her, I heard her telling
sdrrieone on the phone on the other side, � do not worry, all has been taken care of. the little girl did
the job. She blew up the restaurant!�
On hearing that, my stomach dropped toward my feet as my mouth went wide agape. I ran
away towards home mindful of how close to death I had come that day.
That is an ordeal I shall surely never forget.
The candidate displays some mastery of the language. The account is generally captivating to read
and the plot is well executed. Yet there are glaring flaws in the composition. The take-off is faulty. The
candidate addresses the reader rather than the friends. There is no mention ofthe friends reaction. It
is assumed the story we are reading is what was told to the friends at some other time. This is not
correct.
The candidate has not quite mastered the use of direct speech and falls in the perennial trap of misus-
ing English idioms. Some spelling and punctuation errors are also evident. 
Mark awarded 34
Con\position 4.
As soon as the bell for break rang, I rushed out of the classroom to look for my friends, I was
eagr to tell them the story.
I easily found them treating themselves to bottles of soda at the canteen. Breathlessly, I started to
tell them the story. Once I was done most of them were laughing their heads off with their ribs
aching. Karanja one of my friends, after laughing started to mock me. �You say you saw a monster?
You mtfst have bots in your belfry�
My efforts to make my friends believe it proved futile. But I was utterly sure of what I saw. A large
red monster was looking at me. I was able to catch a glimpse of a queer thing as 1 was hanging the
clothes onjhe line. All of a sudden, there was a growling sound coming from beyond the fence. I
timidly as a hare peered over the fence but was only lucky enough to see it disappear behind a wall.
The hours of the day passed by quickly and before anyone could say Jack Robinson, the sun was
sending its last rays of golden liht across the face of the earth. I walked home with my friends
continuing to ridicule my story. I sadly hung my head. I wished that there would be some way to prove,
to them. My friends .started growling in a bid to mock the monster�s sound. They then started calHng
out for the monster. Suddenly, the surrounding bushes started to rustle. At first it was unnoticable, but
soon it was evident that there was something in the bushes, and it was coming closer. We all huddled
together in the middle ofthe path, while wobbling like jelly. Suddenly Karanja yelled out. �Help I'm bein$jj
pulled by something Our efforts to save Karanja were fruitless for in a last gasp of fear, he sunk into
the leaves.
We were all trying to be lion hearted, but who were we fooling when we trembled like chameleons
on frail twigs? We were hindered from showing a clean pair of heals as Karanja�s life was probably
at stake. I prayed to the omnipotent to save us, remembering the adage that goes �God helps those
who help themselves� Just then, pitful cries for help were heard. It was Karanja�s voice! Absent-mindedly,
I made for the source of the sound. I could hear heavy footsteps following me. Thinking it was my
friends, I turned round, only to see a humongous red figure chasing after me. It was the monster from
before! I quickened my pace, still following Karanja�s faint voice. Up ahead, the land was cleared of
bushes. I was sure that I would be faster running there. But I was unable to enjoy it, for I tripped over a
root jutting out of the ground. I fell onto the bushes in such a way that I was looking upwards. Low
growling sounds of victory were coming closer to me. The monster�s face, which 1 was seeing for the
first time was one only a mother could love. Several spikes jutted out of. its wrinkled face. Its coffee
 I
brown teeth were exposed as it bored its fangs at me. Tears of despondency cascaded down my
visage. This was truly the end. Just then, I passed out.
When I came to, I found myself fettered to a cold metallic chair in a pitch black room. I could tell
someone else was there, for there were groaming sounds coming from beside me. Just then, a door
was opened and light leaked in. I was now able to realize Karanja beside me fettered to a chair as well.
A man walked into the room. He was wearing a red costume. In his hands was a mask-that seemed
very familiar. The man had a smile of malice spread across his face that exposed his yellow teeth. �I
am your monster, � he started. It is too bad you won�t live to see me wear it again. �And with that, he
brandished a large knife from a sheath strapped onto his belt � I am a criminal mastermind and my
life has prospered from since I became a pick pocket and grew to my present status. But of late, you
have been talking about my costume, which I use to scare people away and steal their goods without,
shedding blood. Police have most recently gotten wind of this and have started searching high and
low for me. A police car was following you since you got out of school and are bound to find me here.
But before I am put behind bars. I must rid this world of yojti two. � He proceeded to lash out of his
knife. He missed me by only a hair�s breadth to get my hpart palpitating erratically. He slashed
Karanja in the chest and was about to turn on me, when two bullets tore through his skull.
Transition from the given input to the personal accounts superb. The suspense created by the delay
or rather bypass of the story to the reaction of the friends heightens the curiosity of the reader. In fact,
it creates a flashback style of.
which is not only riot worthy but quite unexpected. Indeed the very
twist in the story involving the �doubters� and �mocKers� makes for much of the enjoyment.
/
The narrative proceeds at a fast pace and the suspense is sustained till the very end! The reader
heaves a sigh of relief with the unexpected erid to the whole episode.
The candidate has numerous tickable itejrts of vocabulary, idjom and whole construction types.
' /
Yet the enthralling composition has its share of flaws. There are construction errors. �I timidly as a
hare
", "
the first time, was one only..../�. This last instance causes vagueness and near
absurdity: Instance the expression "...in a last gasp of fear.� What does that mean? The candidate
misspells �unnoticeable� and misuses a number of words and expressions, such as, �mock the
monsters'sound� (perhaps �mimick�); �pitch black room� (perhaps �pitch darky, �...missed me
by only a hairs breath. � There are areas too fantastic to be believed.
Nevertheless, the candidate has presented a generally clean, readable and interesting piece of com-
position that is meritorious at the level and in the circumstances.
Marks awarded 37
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The paper tested the candidates� .ability to compose a personal and convincing story arising naturally
frofn the sentence given. The story had to take cognizance of the excitement attendant to educational
touts and the unusualness of the paFple at the unusual time. Whatever the candidate chose to write
on, Jt had to hinge on these twjo: either the antithesis of the excitement naturally expected by such
escursions or the unexpected good news that eclipses the stories arising from the educational tour.
Besides, the account had to be interesting, accurate grammatically and fluent to read. The sentences
had to show variety eif construction and emphasis. Proper use of apt idioms and vocabulary enrich
such an account arl makes it captivating to read.
The followirig is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your stoiy as
interesting as you can.
HOMICIDE
When we arrived in school at 3 o�clock from the standard eight educational tour, we weiie surprised to
find the other pupils on parade

Everyone including the teachers who had accompanied us were puzzled. We had just come from the
famous Nakuru in very high spirits. Rhetorical questions brewed a storm in my mind. What was
actually going on?
/
Without dilly-dallying, we joined the rest of the school. Mr. Kiharo, the deputy headteacher was
addressing the pupils. On seeing the expresssion on his face, I instantly, smelt a rat �Good afternoon
pupils?� he asked in a shaky voice. �I have some very terrifying news for you. Our principal has been,
killed, he added.
/ /

On hearing this, everyone was completely amazed. Somven shed tears since he had just come
recently anti
awl Tran. Ux Kihoco still said that the people responsible for his
murder were still around and we needed to take caution of that.
His body; was found in the playing ground with severe bruises. As soon as the deputy headteacher
completed giving his speech, everyone headed for the dormitory for it was safer there. Had the gods
predestined such a dire fate for our entire school fraternity?
I was scared stiff for I did not have even a single clue of what would happen next. Just then, the
booming of a gun rent the air. It was crystal clear like the quartz crystals that what was in store for us
was not fascinating. No one dared to go out of the dormitory, until we heard a loud bang.
Alas! three men who had mountain like muscles entered. They told us to lie down on the floor or
else we would get into hot soup. At first I was completely, perplexed. One of them started looking for
Valuables as the other two kept watch of us.
One of my colleague, stood up and went to one ofthe scoundrels. �How dare do such a shameful
thing in front.of little children?� she courageously, asked. The rogue got so worked up and he pointed
his rifle on the girl�s temple. Hesistantly he pulled the trigger and the girl fell. Blood oozed profusely
from her hed and we were all as sure as death that what was in store for us was not good.
The scoulndrel approached me with a �you-next-brat� expression on his face. Just before he reached
where I was, the men in iplue together with Mr. Kihoro entered the dormitory. The three thugs gave in;
and were apprehended for further investigations.
/
I was both sad for our principals� death and happy for I had escaped death by a whisker.
This compostion is written by a candidate that is comfortable with the language. The sentences are
well constructed and the idioms jnoetfy well used. There are still ridiculous ones like ���mountain like
muscles,� but they do not detract from the overall effect. The composition reads well and the storyline
is definite. Spellings are no problem.
Marks awarded 30
The following is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as
interesting as you can.
THE WAGES OF SIN IS DEATH
When we arrived in school at 3 o�clock from the standard eight educational tour, we were surprised to
find the other pupils on parade

�What is going on?� was the first thing that came to mind. With this question sti Hngering in my
entangled mind, I -dashed forward to search for an answer. I was met by the enraged headmaster
whose cheeks had turned into a crimson red. Glaring at me angrily, he mercilessly pushed me out of
the way and headed towards the pupils standing a few strides away from the other pupils.
Picking myself up from the earthy ground, I watched as the headteacher, Mr Musau stormed off.
As he neared the children, one could see the look of fear in their eyes. They trembled so temfaty that
it was a difficult task to keep steady. For some their teeth clattered and their knee bones hit against
each other while for others, they wet their uniforms as sweat rolled down their cheeks.
�What do you have to say for yourselves?� asked the curious man.There was silence. The five
pupils each glanced in a different direction and then all looked straight down at their feet. �I asked p
question and I expect an answer, �Mr- Musau inquired impatiently. When none said a thing, he contin-
ued, �Kamau, step right up.�
With no hesitation, Kamau took his position. �I want the truth and I want It now or else
lie said.
The tall boy looked back at the others who gave him a warning look. He knew that if he i/tlered a word
they would make life a living hell for him. His fury mounting up to volcanic pitch, the headteacher
thrust his hand ount of his pocket and a hot slap found the poor boy on his left cheek, �will he talk (low?
I soliloquized. I watched all this in total awe, half scared and my heart beating at a thousand beats a
second. I hoped he would come dean so as to minimize the consequences.
All right! I shall talk . Mwangi is the one who suggested that we go steal from your drawer which is
atoays wrKtet \ocfc and Ys&j. Forturatety, you had tout key thafc day or you tefcAe. Karo was Yhe
guard while Sisi is the one who was to do the task. When Karo heard you coming, he signalled to Sisf
who handed over the bag to me through the window. I sprinted away into the depths of foe pitch-black
night. �He paused, swallowed some saliva then carried on. �We had agreed to meet at a nearby store.
After two hours had elapsed, it dawned on me that something was wrong.
That is when I made up my mind to return. You then caught me, � he winded up. �Ah! I see so,
yesterday when I caught you, you had come to rescue your friends Mr. Musau asked Kamau who
nodded shyly. I am just curious. What were you to do with the moneys Mr. NttBl asked. �Karo�s
grandmother is sick and we needed some money to buy the required drugp
After that, they were ordered to lie down strewn on the grguntj. They were thoroughly caned and
suspended from school for a month. They leamta tessort the hard way. Undoubtedly tile wages of sift
is death.
The candidate who wrote this composition right away plunges the reader into the action and sustains
the suspense till the very end. The presence of th& school on parade is explained and the ending is
appropriate. There is good attempt atmaaa dtect speech and go6d use of vocatwraly.
With their faces shining brightly like broken pieces of mirror exposed to light. They were all smiles as
they cheered. This sent a gaad sign to us all. We knew that something nice was going on. Hope
glowed in my heart tike huge flames resisting the strongest wind. At last, the news reached our
ears.
We were to perform in an international - drama festival. Cheers rented the air as the headmaster
explained the main aim ofthe festival. I couldn�t believe my ears when she said that many international
figures were going to attend the festival. �Everybody go to your classes forthe attires!� She shouted as
we quickly followed her orders. It was like a dream come true, fast a tour followed by a festival, what a
day!
The whole week we worked tooth and nail to polish up our dancing and singing talents, Sisal skirts
were in plenty. As we ran up and down looking for every part of our attires, it was a flurry of actitivies
for an international function which needed extra-commitment. Teachers worked body and soul to
train pupils in whatever part they participated.
Finally the big day reached . We packed Our attires and as quick as lightining, headed for the
venue. My eyes almost popped but of their sockets when I saw a huge mammoth of a crowd anx-
iously waiting to witness the event. We all felt as happy as larks as we went to change our clothings.
� A short speecnwas said a» we anticipated behind the curtains. �We are going to welcome Bidii
Priamry School!� suddendly a golden voice exclaimed.
Radiants of joy filled our hearts as the curtains were being drawn. It was our turn. Many people
from all walks ofthe world had gathered at the stadium ready to witness, as they firmly believed that
seeing is believing. Our hearts melted with joy as/e walked to the podium, all smiles. It was a moment
to be recalled and engraved in our minds.
Immediately the beats were heard and without dilly-dallying we were shaking our waists like
never before. It was a chance of a lifetime and we had to spend it to the fullest. Everybody, cheered
thurjderetisiy with heavy claps accompanied. Schools which had performed earlier were left mouth
agape in astonishment. We made our last routines as we majestically walked out of the podium.
We changed our clothes andame back for the results. Eerie silence loomed the area as we
waited to hear the winners, in the competition. I felt my heart beat erratically as if it wanted to get out
of my ribcage. First were the drums then the announcement. �Bidii! You took the cup! congratulations!�
a voice shouted. We heaved a sigh of relief as we headed towards the cup-shaped trophy.
It was a brilliant experience which left others with their mouths wide open though it was our first
attempt. We felt as superheroes who had come to save the world. Our journey back to school brought
our exciting day to an end. As the old shying goes �all ttat has a beginning has an end�, we finally
had to return back.
w
What a marveQgjtis day crowned with surprises!. This day will linger in my mind like a crucifix on
an Archbishop�s neck.
This is one of the pieces that merits the highest honours in this year�s composition writing. It is well
concieved and well executed. The take off from the given sentence is superb. It involves the reader
from the beginning to the end, and one can feel and share the enthusiasm of the candidate and feel
that they ar present at the venue of the action described. The language is good and apt. In fact such
vagueness as in �radiants of joy� is likely to be missed because of the involvement of the reader!
Marks awarded 38
The following is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as
[image: image2.jpg]



2009 - TOP COMPOSITIONS
EXAMINERS� EXPECTATIONS
The percentage mean for the paper dropped drastically. It is not clear whether it was the topic or the
demands of the task that gave the challenge.
The paper tested the candidates� ability to compose an original, personal, convincing and interesting
account of a match/game at which the candidate was a spectator dt even a participant and at which the
candidate had a side/team to support. Whichever game the candidate chose, whether football, netball,
volleyball, hockey, rugby, paired lawn tennis... the candidate had to discuss the events of the f:ist half,
what transpired during the break and finally the events and fate of the team the candidate supported or
played for. The candidate was expected to be conversant with the game and the language register or
terminology that is normally employed in discussing the game. Besides the language had to be accurate
in grammar and fluent in economy of expression as well as being interesting. The account had to be
involved and involving by heightened and focussed or vivid description of the action ancksustained
suspense till the end.
Below is the beginning of a story. "Write and complete the story. Make your story as interesting
as you can.
It was hatf-Ome and our team was leading. We were all excited. We rushed and gathered round
the games captain and the team coach


We we're huffing and puffing due to the running we did on the pitch. �Listen, we�re in the lead�, sa$T
the coach, �we need to keep that lead until the final whistle is blown.� After this we proceeded back to
the field, refreshed and ready4o play.
Since our opponent? kicked-off the first half it was now our turn, Ijhe, referee blew the whistle.
Carlos, our captain sprinted past the mid-fielders dribbling with great accuracy. When he was in the
opponents penalty area, before you could say Jack Robinson the bali was stolen from him by one of
the defenders.
The defender passed the ball to the famous Odemwingi, who was known for his outbursts of speed.
Odemwingi wasted no time and shot off like a speeding buffet leaving our mid-fielders� mouths wide
open. When he was about thirty yards from the goal post, he did something no one expected. Even our
ever-alert goalkeeper was caught unaware.
He fired a paverful shot which sent the ball speeding at lighting speed to the top corner. Our goalkeeper
tried to block the ball from entering but his attempts proved futile. The crowd of people watching burst
into song and dance showering their team with praises.
When the celebration died down, it was pur turn once more to kick-off. This time the ball was stolen
from us in a flash. Within no time, our opponents equalised in the dying minutes to make it four all.
The referee decided to call for extra time where we would play for thirty minutes in two halves. The
first half was our chance to regain our lead but our opponents fought tooth and naH to prevent us from
scoring. The first half ended with each team not scoring.
At the second half of extra time both teams came close to scoring but none was abte to make the
kill. Then came what the players feared most; penalties. After a few minutes of selection we went back
to the field.

-
First up was our very own striker Okocha Okocha who scored easily adding the goal to our side.
Our opponents did the same levelling the playing field. Our next player was Oti who missed when the
ball hit the crossbar. Our opponents celebrated this loss but it was short -lived because our goalkeeper
saved their shot.
Now was the moment of truth. If our team scored we would win, but if it did not we would all go home
heads held low. Our mid-fielder positioned the ball, said a prayer then shot.
The ball flew to the bottom comer sending the keeper the wrong way. We all ran to him with shouts
of joy, lifting him shoulder high as a way of gratitude. Instead of shameful faces, everybody went home
with happiness written all over their faces.
The candidate has no problem with grammarThe candidate is at home with the language. The sentences
are varied in structure and the vocabulary is apt. The topic has been understood and the register is just
right. Dialogue is weH managed and so are idioms and suspense.
Marke awarded 30
Below is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as ihteresting
as you can.

It Wps half-timd and our team was leading. We were all excited. We rushed and gathered round
the games captain and the team coach......
as they talked to the heavily perspiring players torrents of sweat were streaming down their bodies
making them look ashey had been rained on. Thp team coach was making a few amends that could
make our team score more goals. We were leading by two goals to nil.
Our opponents looked deflected as they conceded the goals stupidly. Our team had capitalised on
their errors to score the two goals. Our team coach was not satisfied as he wanted to add other goals.
After giving the players pieces of advice, they went into the pitch for the second half.
They received a thunderous applause from the spectators that had converged at the stadium. They
were shouting in unison for their teams. No sooner had the players arrived on the pitch than the referee
blew the whistle. The match was on. The opponents looked dangerous as a drowning man will clutch at
a stray. They wanted to at least force a draw which would result in a penalty shoot out.
Our goalkeeper was in impressive form as hehad gone through sessions of vigorous training.
However, he was caught unawares by a shot from the opponents striker that went past him as if driven
by supernatural powers. The goal sent the fans into a frenzy. Surely pride comes before a fall.
My teams player looked weary. The coach made some substitutions but all was in vain as the
opponents scored their seconcjoal. The time was ticking away as the old adage goes time waits for no
man. Any time from tjjen the referee would blow the whistle signalling the end of the match.
\
Well, as anytime means no time, the referee soon blew his whistle. The coach was in a pensive
mood. Maybe he was wondering why fate had turned the tables on him. As he talked to the players, I
could not help pitying him. Soon it was time for the shoot-out. The players held hands with their heads
bowed maybe praying silently to the almighty God. The first penalty was for our opponents.
The players matched sadly as the opponents striker sent their goalkeeper the wrong way and blasted
the ball into the net. The fans went wild with excitement. Soon our striker took the ball. The fans jeered
at him as he had failed a moment ago. This time round he did not make any mistake. He blasted the
ball into the right hand corner leaving the goalkeeper wondering how the ball got past him.
i . .
It was time for the last penalty. The teams had four goals each. It was a do or die penalty. This was
our teams chance, the player nicknamed �Fabregas� for his style of play sent the ball into the net. The
fans went info a frenzy. We had won!. The coach was carried shoulder high by the ecstatic fans. What
a day it was. Surely all is well that ends well.
This composition is more descriptive and is almost error free. The candidate uses apt vocabulary
and idioms, ffie mastery of thecontent and the fluency in expression makes this composition oner
ofthe best.
/
Marks awarded 32
Below is the beginning of a stoiry. Write and complete the story. Make your story as interesting
as you can. . 

It was half-time and our team was leading. We were all excited. We rushed ahd gathered round
the games captain and the team coach

eager to hear what they had to say. As soon as we formed a circle around them, we bowed our heads
for prayer. Soon after, we started discussing the progress of the team. At the sight of our faces, one
would have deduced that we were as happy as larks. It was beyond our imagination that we would win
the most coveted prize; the Tournament Cup.
�I know you are determined to win, your exemplary hardwork has proved that beyond doubt,� our
coach said. �However remain steady. Play with your mind ahd nM heart otherwise you will become last
in no time. Defenders, well done but try to strengthen your format. Let�s show these Tigers what we are
really made of.� He concluded.
Punching the air in triumph, we marched back to the field not knowing what fate had in store for us
that particular session. Immediately the whistle was blown and the ball was shot into the air by the
referee, a struggle ensued. With all the agility and speed of a striking cobra, Musa, our best player was
in full control of the ball.
He glided through the field like a hot knife through butter not hesitating even for a second. All of a
sudden, we saw his face contorting into a mask of horror. The Tigers who were built with twitching
muscles had aligned themselves at the goal-mouth. All of them had the expression, �Dead end� written
on their faces.
Musa�s efforts to shoot the ball into the net proved as useless as a snake�s slough. The giants of
men advanced menacingly and with a fiery war cry, took possesion of the ball and raced at a jet-
fighter�s speed towards our goalkeeper. Due to our overconfidence, we had left Mike, the goalkeeper,
minus any defense.
I Despite the fact that we raced untH we huffed and puffed in fatigue, it was too late. A cool shot from
bne of Tigers that passed Mike by an inch tore through the air and landed into the goal accurately.
Cheers aftd jeers from numerous fans smote the air as we hang our heads in utmost shame consoling
ourselves with the wisemen�s saying, �It is never too late till the whistle blows," we summoned our
energy and swore to work to the bone so as to equalize.
As the wisemen say, �Lady-luck smiles at each person once,� our luck had gone with the first half. All
our dire efforts to even reach near our opponents goal mouth hit a brick wall. None of our players was
having luck. Soon, we fell apart. It was now a game of everyone for himself and God for us all. Without
putting in mind that unity is solidarity, we all decided to pfeiy according to our wishes.
�Tiger! Tiger! Bears down! Bears downT Infuriated spectators shouted as the Tigers strikers neared
our goal mouth. We were all set to uphold our dignity through thick and thin. In a bid to prevent the ball /
from penetrating into the goal, we sprang in the opposite direction only to see the bail landing squarely
in the net.
Stinging tears rolled down my cheeks as I tried to stand. It was painful that even aft Of 
a whole week, we had been beaten. Fans cheered as the Tigers went to the podium( to receive thir
well-deserved prize. For us, the losers, watching our opponents taking the award home was a fact too
much to bear.
We regretted our utter arrogance and wished we could turn back the�clock but alas)! Regrets come
after deeds. We had learnt a lesson worth remembrance; pride comes before a fall. ,
/
True the composition has a number of flaws. Yet it is still the best. It may not be top mark in the 2009
compositions, but it still holds its own among the best. The candidate has command of the topic and
register relating thereto, He/she is able to captivate and take the reader along and to sustain the narration
and balance this with the vivid descriptions not only of the action but also of the persons and their feelings.
The vocabulary and idioms are well executed. The reader finishes reading still wishing there was more. Not
that the composition is not brought to its logical conclusion, but rather because ofthe beauty of arrangement
and precision or economy of expression that accounts for the fluency.
2010 - TOP COMPOSITIONS
EXAMINERS� EXPECTATIONS
The paper improved in the percentage mean by 10.30 points from 32.40 in the year 2009 to 42.70 in
2010. This improvement may be attributable to the fact that the topic was friendly and each candidate
could relate to it. As always, the paper tested the candidates� ability to compose a personal and convincing
account; what it was that caused the excitement and had been long coming. Besides, candidates had
to write an account that was accurate grammatically and fluent in that it reads well and is interesting
and original. Mastery of plot development as well as proficiency in the use of a variety of structures and
vocabulary was expected.
.
Below is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as interesting
as you can.
The day I had been waiting for finally arrived. I woke up excited

and ready for the days events. It was the finals. The Eagles were to tackle Super Strikas in their
final match. We, the Eagles players were-excited. We all muttered silent prayers as we got ready to
play that title winning match. We put on our sparkling jersies and stealthily walked into the field.
�Listen boys, this is our title winning challenge. Take heart and have courage for we will emerge
tops. We have to try with vim and ire to defeat out worthy adversary, � said the coach.
As I was gulping down some water to wet my bone dry tongue I recalled. The previous games
events had kicked off as early as dew on the grass was evaporating. We had ruthlessly attacked the
goalkeeper when he slackened. Our bodies seemed to work like oiled pistols. Our efforts truly bore fruit
when our striker Jim, with the precision of a pharmacist and the accuracy of a surgeon spectacularly
curled the ball into the, net. Alas, all the goalkeeper could do was escort it into the goal mouth'
As I was jogging on the pea green level grass, the fans erupted into cheers. The referee quickly
set the ball rolling and our opponents took possession of the baU. Their striker, a tall lanky lad in his
early teens dribbled the ball skillfully past our defence. With only the goalkeeper to beat, he laughed
sardonically, he drilled the ball into the back ofthe net with such force that we were bewildered with our
mouths wide open.
What soon followed was a neck to neck battle. Beads of perspiration dripped from out faces.
Swift passes and thorough balls were the order of the day. I was sure we were giving the fans their
moneys worth. It was what they had paid for; A clash of the titans.
Half way through the second half we doubled our efforts and managed to make our goals two.
Our opponents the Supa Strikas alias the Supas were breathing on our necks. They did nothing to �
conceal their anger but played as if their lives depended on it.
The game continued with much vigour. The atmosphere was electric. By then the ball was like
a blurry figure shifting from this foot to the other. It was a fight to death. We had to fight tooth and nail 
to win.
�Tang!� went the loud bang that could arouse the dead. The ball had hit our post and rebounded.
The issuer of the shot was none other than Olung their striker. Olung went for the ball which was in no
man�s land. We were all scared crossing our fingers so that he could miss the shot. Our hopes were
shattered when the ball was wrapped snuggly in our net. We were one goal down. The final whistle was
blown.
�Pheep!� the whistle was blown shiilly by the referee to usher in extra time. We were all high
hopes when our striker Odul was brought in. He had insisted on getting in on seeing our hopeless
state. He threw caution to the winds disregarding the fact that his heart was faulty.
By ill. Omer. The worst occurred. Just as he had snaked through the Supas defence line he fell
to his knees. It hit me there and then that he was gone. Odul had succumbed to cardiac arrest. I rubbed
my eyes to ascertain that I was not dreaming. Fans and players alike mourned the death of a soccer
king. Not even a sea of tears could bring him back. May the almighty rest his soul.
The candidate displays enthusiasm and ambition in writing the composition. Although he makes errors and
omissions and some vagueness, the story reads fast and the experience is full. The phraseology and
register are good and there is variety of sentence construction and structures. Suspense is sustained till the
end. Of course the twist at the end was as unexpected as the outcome!
Marks awarded 32
Below is the beginning of a story. Write and cdmpiete the story. Make your story as interesting
as you can.
The day I had been waiting for finally arrived. I woke up excited

and jovial ready to kick-start this day. This was amazingly seen in the breath-taking view of the
sunrise that morning. The atmosphere seemed to be bubbling with j3y.
As I made my way downstairs, I met everyone scuttling around doing this and thafto make sure
! everything went well. Every now ahd then, I kept on gazing out into space as I tried to come to terms
with whaf I would be at the end of this auspicious day.
All the hustle and bustle was wearing me out, so I decided to go fora little stroll, down the street.
As I trudged on the dewy lawns, I took a trip down memory lane,.
/
I remembered the first time we set our eyes on each other at college. How we instantly bonded
like Darby and Joan. Our promises to each other that would be fulfilled that very day Mike, the apple of
my eye. Most importantly that joyful day when he proposed. The six-carat diamond ring. Just looking at
it I wondered how lucky I was.
/
However, I forgot lady luck does not smile at a person. Out of the blues, my cellphone rang.
Thinking it was my husband-to-be I picked it up without checking who it was. j
��Hello, my dear, I said eagerly. �Hello, my name is Mobida. I would urgently like to speak to you.
I was sceptical. I had no inkling of who she was or her motives. The saying goes, look before you leap.
1 am terribly sorry, but today is my wedding day and 1 can�t make it, why don�t you tell me what
is up now?� I said with every intention of getting this over with.
�Okay, Here it goes
I listened to her story and with every word she uttered I grew more and
I more taken aback. I stood on the lawn like a lifeless zombie praying beyond hopes that it was stuff and
nonsense.
-J v When I hang up, I stood transfixed to the spot. Tears streaming down my countenance. I simply
could not come to terms with the sudden twist of fate.
Signaling for a taxi I took one and drove all the way to Greenview apartments. I hobbled up the
stairs, a monster red with wrath inside me yearning to be let loose.
I knocked twice at the door four and waited for a response. The door swang open. �Darling, how
are you? Whgt are you doing here? Don�t you know it�s bad luck to meet before the wedding?" Mike
asked ushering me in.
Sweetening the furious look on my visage, I trudged in. Once in, I took a deep breath and turned
to confronthim. �Mike I need you to tell me the truth. Do not make a mountain out of a molehill. Do you
love me?� �Of course I do. How can you doubt that?� I made an unconvincing laugh to indicate mockery.
�Then why is it that you have also proposed to a lady called Mobida?� The sound of her name
made his expression change drastically. I knew as well as he the jig was up.
He tried to beg for mercy but all this fell on deaf ears. I was tired of being played is a fool and
a sock puppet. �Never again,� I bellowed as I stormed out of the room
From then on I concur with the undoubtable saying �love is blind�
The account is terrific! From the first sentence, the story captivates till the end. And one wishes the story
ended at 7 stonned out ofthe room." The last sentence seemstagged on and is an antithesis. Nevertheless,
the reader is left begging for more
There qre errors in the composition. They may not be slips. But the reader hardly notices them On the first
readincj\as they are engrossed in the account.
/
Marks awarded 36
2011 - TQP COMPOSITIONS
EXAMINERS� EXPECTATIONS
The paper declined slightly in the percentage mean by 0.23 points from 42.70 in the year 2010 to 42.47 in
the 2011 .This may be attributed to the fact that the candidates could not relate to the topic as readily as in
2010. As always, the paper tested the candidates� ability to compose a personal and convincing account
Candidates had to write an account that is accurate grammatically and fluent in that it reads well, is interesting
and original. Mastery of plot development as well; as proficiency in the use of a variety of structures and
vocabulary was expected. To do justice to the topic, the candidates had to show the preparations done
(...!we were ready�) towards the day; the expectations ofthe pupils, staff and administration; the arrival and
receipt of guest of hohour (M.P) and parents and community; the events of the day, including the award of
prizes of thosetwho excelled in variousareas, and the role the narrator (candidate) played and the conclusion
ofthe day.
Below is the beginning of a story. Write and complete the story. Make your story as interesting as
you can.
We lined up on both sides of the road from the school gate ready to welcome our Member of
Parliament (MP). It was our school prize-giving day.

and each pupil had taken time to look impeccable in the school uniform. Our school was nothing special so
a member of parliament honouring us with his presence was big news, little did we know that our big day
was not to be. A popular saying, my grandmother loved reciting to us day in day out was shown perfectly on
that day. The saying went a little bit like this, if I knew where I would die, I would not go there. If we knew what
would befall us on thatill fated day, I am certain none of us would be found within a ten-mile radius ofthe
place we were currently standing.
Time ticked slowly by and the awaited guest had not yet arrived-impatience was slowly building and
the air was thick with anticipation coupled with tension. Some, or should I say most of us, were ready to
throw in the towel and head back to our respective classrooms when disaster struck. AH we heard was
threatening blast of an explosion followed by the sight of huge flames licking at the blue sky. Now, most
���piffpifs would have ran away from the source of all the commotion but that was not the case. Curiosity held
us by the scruffs of our necks and led us to find out what had caused the explosion. Well, curiosity killed
the cat but satisfaction brought him back.
Throwing caution to the wind, we ran towards the source ofthe fire all the while turning a deaf ear
to the pleas of our teachers to turn back, it did not take long to reach the centre of everything and we soon
found out that a gasoline station had exploded. The start was yet to be ascertained. As we stood around
gaping at the flames leaping higher and higher into the air, there was another violent explosion and this one
sent all of us flying. I guess we should have been smart enough to know that misfortunes seldom come
singly but we were not and our ignorance cost us dearly.
I eannot exactly remember regaining consciousness, I just found myself crawling on the ground,
pinching my nose shut as protection from the smoke filled the air. Location of my fellow pupils proved to be
as difficult as'looking for a needle in a haystack an attempt which was equally futile, snatches from
conversations here and there confirmed my worst fears, casualties from the scene ofthe explosion had
been numerous mainly consisting of young pupils.
Lady luck had smiled upon me that day for I had escaped with but a few bruises. Most of my
classmates were not as lucky and had suffered ill fates. The member of parliament actually did show up
that day, howe\(§r his message was a sober one. All in all we had no one to blame but ourselves.
candidate, this one also avoids the set task preferring to twist the topic to suit his or her
Jut this candidate blends the topic chosen with the goings on the prize giving - at least in so
far as the waiting j of the guest of honour�s arrival and diversion of boredom is concerned. The candidate
remembers to tie the two by a comment about the message delivered by the guest of honour who apparently
IGNORANCE IS NOTAN EXCUSE
i/s candidqtpm almost at home with the language. Sentences are varied and apart from a few run-on
ntences structures and punctuation are alright.
Below is the beginning of a story: Write and complete the story. Make your story as interesting as
you can.
 ! i
HARD WORK NEVER GOES UNREWARDED
We lined up on both sides of the road from the school gate ready to welcome our Member of
Parliament (MP). It was our school prize-giving day.


\
We lined up on both sides of the road from the school gate ready to welcome our Member of Parliament
(MP). It was our school prize giving day which all and sundry had been eagerly waiting for. Soonerthan later,
the sleek metallic white. Mercedes Benz appeared, reflecting the bright rays ofthe sun following bumper to
bumber were three black cars perhaps which were for security.
Immense joy was written all over our visages as Mr. Simba the member of parliament was received
with shouts of joy and ululations. Before one could utter Jack Robinson we had all settled down under the
various tents, patiently waiting for the much anticipated ceremony to begin.

�Good morning and welcome to Kanga Primary school�s annual prize giving day, boomed the baritone
voice of the masterof ceremony from the speakers.
Without further ado, the ceremony began. First ahd foremost we had entertainment from the pupils
from plays to skits to dances... but the one which almost made the crowd die of laughter was the short play
by the standard eight boys. Attired in worn out suits with protruding bellies they danced and walked in a
mannerthat resembled that of a drunken grasshopper!
Not only that, some of them were dressed as ladies and furthermore swirled their dresses in pride
as they danced with their male counterparts. It was a sight to see! Ripples of laughter rent the air to a point
that others cried. Soon, it was time for speeches.
The joyous and noisy atmosphere suddenly turned quiet. Pin-drop silence prevailed as the member
of parliament who was also our chief guest sauntered the podium to give his speech. By then, the savage
noon day sun was high up the mellow blue sky, mercilessly showering the earth with its oppressive teat.
�Ladies and gentlemen, good afternoon?� he questioned happily. �Good afternoon,� replied the crowd,
in unison. �Today. It is with much joy that I stand before you. As you all know hard work brings profit,
therefore, without dilly dallying, we shall reward those who were outstanding in the'different fields of
education,� He remarked jovially, an'ear to ear smile swathing his face.
'
The composition'reads well. The candidate hasremained relevant and used language mostly aptly. There
is variety in sentence structures and punctuation is okay. There is an attempt to use idbmatic English.
Generally a clean and easy reading script.
Yet there are few errors. There are two glaring spelling errors (�atleast� and �proffessor�), one or two misuse
of words (�unprofound bliss�) and some vagueness �one by one went to the pupils
" and �questioned
happily." ,
'
Marks awarded 36
A collection of fabulous and outstanding IDIOMATIC EXPRESSIONS,
SIMILES, SAYINGS, VOCABULARIES,
PROVERBS AND EXPRESSIONS
(1995-2008)
SAVMP PROVERBS
· Oftce bitten twice shy
k-
V-
· hard work goes unrewarded.
· Where there is a will there is a way.
· To a worrior is to happiness but to a coward is to sorrow.
· Ran with the hare while hunting with the hounds.
· Not all tides have their ebb!
· Time waits for no King.
· Seeing is believing.
· All is well that ends well.
· Every dog has its day.
· A good beginning makes a bad ending.
· One who laughs last laughs best.
· The forbidden fruits tastes sweetest.
· Laughter is the best medicine.
EXPRESSIONS
· Fond memories returned as ...
· On that eventful morning I had woken up at the crack of dawn.
· To add salt to an injury.
· Determination being their sole driving force, the poor family survived through thick and thin.
· The tall trees cast a dark shadow over the young hunters.
· He became the laughing stock of the entire village.
· The chattering of monkeys and the chirping of the early birds woke me with a start

· He tried to correct her but his advice fell on deaf ears.
· Her heart slid into her boots as fear surged through her.
· Crocodile tears cascaded down her chubby cheeks.
· She trembled lijga chameleon on a feeble twig
· The crowd burst into a thunderous applse in agreement.
· A terrific idea struck the now desperate hunter as daylight gave way to an agonising dusk.
-1 could not hold back my excitement /tears/joy
-1 summoned us much courage as I could before kicking the door open.
· We were all rendered speechless.
· Like a vulture patiently waiting for its prey.
· I Was as confused as Moses when he saw the burning bush.
· My heart was beating spasmodically in my chest as a chill run down my spine every second.
· My hands felt as dummy as a frog as beads of sweat dotted my forehead.
-1 took a deep breath to ease the tension within me.
-1 responded gingerly.
· My eyes popped out of their respective sockets on
seeing my pursuer.
-1 gathered enough courage.
· As true as the gospel.
· A pocket hercules
· Her mind did a whirlwind
· In hot pursuit
· To throw mules kicks
· Questions were raging like an overflowing
river Tana
· Yells of laughter rented the air
· As happy as a sandboy.
· Gasping for breadth and chest heaving,
we approached the last thicket
· A chill of fear ran down her spine.
· Dusk was setting in quickly and fast.
· Questions bugged her small mind.
· The hoot of an owl could be heard from far.
· She ran helter -skelter for her dear life.
· It was raining eats and doge.
· She stood rooted to the spot
,
· It was like seeing rain in a desert
· As heavy as lead.
· As happy as a king.
· She was welcomed like the prodigal son.
· As stiff as a rod.
· As dry as a bone.
· In the still of the night, the army struggled.
· We marched in dead silence.
· In the midst of everything, something
strange occured.
· As meek as a lamb.
· Without further ado.
· A troop of soliders
· A gust of wind.
· As short as a dwarf
· A mettalic blow
· As fat as a pig
· The wail of a siren.
· As fast as bullets from a gun.
· Arrived in a wink.
· In sixes and sevens.
-1 was safe and sound.
· In a tick of the clock.
· As happy as a newborn lamb.
-1 stood aghast.
· A flurry of activities.
· The building was in a nibble.
· When it downed on me
· To hope against hope.
· Within a fraction of a second.
· Tears were stained all over her face.
· Flames of fire danced around the car.
· Her car lay by the side mangled into a wreck.
· A torrent of tears cascaded down my
frail mother�s face.
-1 heard a hair -rising scream.
· The house was engulfed in pitch darkness.
· All my efforts at rescuing the drowning boy
were futile.
�
'
· We watched in utter disbelief as our beloved
country went into flames.
-1 closed my painful eyes as my world
exploded into emptiness.
-1 stood transfixed to the ground gazing in all
directions and expecting the Worst' to happen.
· Grotesque images filled my mind.
· Bitterness dug a deep cavity into my heart as I
thought life without my parents.
· All the fear and melancholy that had filled me
turned into unbelievable joy.
The sudden sound of gunfiro scared mo out of
my wits.
· An ear to ear smile formed in my previously
scared visage as I anticipated a prosperous and
bright future ahead.
· A stream of thoughts raced through my mind
in a complex web of confusion.
-1 could see only blurred images.
· He seemed to have faced better days in his life.
-1 kept turning and tossing in my bed until it
was finally daybreak.
· My heart was pounding like a millet in a nidftar.
· We threw several glances at each other /to our
audience.
· His big eyes were scaring enough to make
Lucifer take to his heels.
· In the wink of an eye we drove off to the church.
-Many of my classmates were green with envy.
· Her eyes twinkled like the stars in the sky.
· Murmurs of confusion welcomed the guest
speaker as the headteacher frantically
gesticulated with his hands for silence.
· The podium was full to capacity.
· The tale unfolded.
· We were greeted with cries of joy and happiness.
· To beat around the bush.
· He is a force to reckon with.
· Sporadic attacks were the order of the day.
· Spate of attacks.
· A daunting task lay ahead.
-1 needed to consolidate my position as a valiant warrior.
· Searching every nook and cranny.
-1 stood paralysed with fear.
· Shaking like leaves in a storm.
· To show the white feather.
· The sizzling aroma had wafted to his nostrils.
· She lay down writhing in excruciating pain.
Find the meaning of the following:-
	· To loose hope

· To dt\7e. off.
 



	- To play truant

	

	- In shock

	

	- To take refuge

	

	- Up his sleeve

	

	- Hard hit

	

	- The hue and cries

	

	-At dawn

	

	- They got along


	

	
	

	- In a bid to-

	

	- To our relief-

	

	- To make amends -

	

	- To give consent -

	

	- A force to reckon with -

	

	- To make ends meet-

	

	- From rags to riches-

	

	- To move hither and thither..'...
	

	- To move helter -skelter.

	

	- To come to -

	

	- To kick off-

	

	- To hold back -

	

	- On the verge of-

	

	- To catch up -

	

	- To catch a glimpse -

	

	- To follow suit

	


· As happy as a lark.
· Screaming with laughter.
· A gleam of sunlight.
· The order of the day.
· Once in a blue moon.
· My stomach did a flip-flop.
· At loggerheads with.
· As pale as death.
· As timid as a mouse.
· In hot water.
· The whole crowd roared with laughter.
· A pin drop silence ensued.
· In a split second.
· Frozen like a pea in a box of ice.
· As stationary as a statute
· Put someone in a hot soup.
-1 stopped in my tracks.
· He gasped for breath.
· We sat glued to the ground.
· He led us through twisting paths.
· As fast as my legs could carry me.
· Wonders will never cease.
-1 learnt to expect the unexpected.
· He was overcome by curiosity.
· He rose from rags to riches.
· He needed to work hard in order to make
ends meet.
· It bore no resemblance
· She asked incredulously.
· The birds twittered as they moved hither
and thither.
· As tall as a flag post.
· She seemed like a walking advertisement
for the benefits
of unhealthy eating.
-1 could vividly remember.
· Rivulets of sweat inched their way down
my back.
· My heart thumped furiously nearly break-
ing my ribcage
· Smell a rat.
· Escape death by a whisker
· To spill the beans
· curiosity had now taken over them.
-1 had them tom all barriers and listened
attentively
EXPRESSIONS
· Yellow -hearted
-1 gathered my wits
-1 was frozen in my tracks.
-1 racked my brains as to what I would do.
Find the meaning of the following VOCABULARIES
· Revive
· sanitarium
· frenzy
· pleas
· drown
· handsome
· aghast
· flurry
· catastrophe
· avid
· delude
· bogus
· rubble
· invitable
· ardent
· predicament
· hue
· implausible
· pernicious
· soak
· dawn
· delicious
· boost
· morale
· implore
· quest
· speculate
· hint
-jolly
· enthusiastic
· chat
· flip-flop
· proceed
· groan
· gasp
· loggerheads
· stroll
· scratch
· Stammer
· glare
· menacingly
· stupefy
· growl
· spit
ensue
shuttle
engross
startle
stampede
scene
· trample
· engulf
· humongous
· unkempt
· bulge
· sullen
· unshaven
· pester
· dwell
· gasp
· munch
· gobble
· soliloquize
· exuberant
· wits
· annihilate
· hectic
· expell
· unfold
· meager
· adverse
· relief
· unceremonious
· undeterred
· revere
· commotion
· Amend
· consent
· cease
· reckon
· sporadic
· blood thirsty
· valiant
· snares
· spate
· commence
· daunting
· consolidate
· obstacles
· conquests
· nook
progress
formulate
aroma
undoubtedly
preoccupy
maul
simultaneous
scare
puzzle
· pause_
-gulp
· overcome
· intrigue
· accent
· betrothe 
· abandon
· counterparts
· glimpse
· pause
· relieve
· hire
· barrier
· blurt
-moles?
· - pedophile
· ruin
· vow
· wretch
· encounter
· soothe
· sway
· engrave
· errand
· awful
· frail
· stare
· envelope
· pitch
· futile
· utter
· creak
· evade
· brutal
· desolate
· flicker
· transfix
· pertubed
· grotesque
· clad
· anticipate
· prosperous
· fond
· blink
· lacerate
· eventful
· sacarstic
· calamity
· fetfvent
apple

PAST COMPOSITIONS
The following shows topics for composi⁴ion writing in som聥 pasô English
exa⁭inations. Use them ôor youࡲ Ѱractice in composi䁴ion writi«g.ဍWrite"At`least one compo䁳iŴࡩon every two ၷeeksĮ
198ꀵ

hࡡt evenѩng my fàther 聣ame home loo«ilg unusuࡡlly lappy. Hå told 聭e he!had something to
tell us, but$beၦore he could dg Thát, he aѳked ѭå 4o call Meri. When ŷѥ both ceme

1986䀍An old man cၡme to yo聵r Home. шe had0dust on his f⁥et ၡnd askod for"watE聒 to drink. Your
motleF gave him`water anͤ ask%d him who he was and wѨere heภhaࡤ!come from.
Write the story the old man told you about himself
1987
You woke up to find yourself in the same room where you had always slept. Your excitement
immediately died. K had only been a dream but it had made you vary teappy.
Write a story about the things that happened in that dream.
1985 
You have recently read a story that you really enjoyed and you would like to encourage your
friends to read.
Write a composition telling your friends what the story is about.
1989
I had a feeling that this would be a special day. It was difficult to explain just what I felt. Then I saw
my sister coming towards me with a smile on her face.
I waited, my heart beating fast....
 � This is both a happy and a sad occasion. We are happy because you have worked and completed
your primary education. It is a sad moment because you are leaving us and we shall miss you.

1991
1 was beginning to feel afraid when I saw a dim light at a distance. I had walked for so long in the
darkness that I was starting to wonder if I had lost my way.
1992
At first, all of us were afraid of him. But how wrong we were to judge him by his appearance.
When my turn to ajppear before the headteacher came, I walked into the office tremblirig. The
headteacher caNed out my name and said,� I want you to tell me the whole truth about what
happened in your class this morning!"
I got attracted to some noise on the road. I decided to go and find out what was happening
· \
1995
She had now been walking for almost two hours. Suddenly Stella stopped. Stopped still. Did she
hear a noise in the forest or was it imagination? She listened again...
1996
By the time we arrived, the celebration had already begun.There were more people than I had
ever seen, all smartly and colourfully dressed�From the look pn their faces, we could tell that they
were excited
1997
The teacher quickly entered the classroom and told us that the important visitor had at last arrived.
1998
It had been raining heavily ail night.When I woke up, I looked out of the window and didn�t like
what I saw...
1999
When I arrived home I found everyone looking happy and excited ....
2000
My best friend is a very funny person who really makes people laugh. One day ....
2001
Although!we had been practising regularly for the competition since the beginning of the term, the
day was a big disappointment....

\
2002
The occasion was very different from what we had expected. Even before we entered the room,
we could hipar some noises:
2005
I had neveri been told such a story before I laughed until tears came to my esyes. This is the
story.
2005
We had com(e to the end of another (term. There was a long holiday before us. My friends a«d I
decided to tryfsomething new.
2007
As soon as the bell for breakfast rang, I rushed out of the classroom to look for my friends ! wasc
eager to tell from the story.
2008
When we arrived in school at 3 o�clock from the standard eight tour, we were surprised to find the
other pupils on parade.......
2009
It was half-time and our team was leading. We were all excited. We rushed and gathered round
the games captain and the team coach

2010
The day I was waiting finally came. I woke up excited

2011
We lined up on both sides of the road from the school gate ready to welcome our Member of
Parliament (MP). It was our school prize-giving day.

2012
When I knocked on the door, nobody opened immediately. I was just about to leave when my aunt
came to the door smiling......
edutech cslts�
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