Example of how to build a
competitive speech

“The Man from Snowy River”
A poem by Banjo Patterson
(also made into a movie)



Choose type of speech

Humorous interpretive reading
Dramatic interpretive reading
Dual interpretive reading
Oratory

Expository

Editorial commentary
Impromptu



Know the contest rules

DRAMATIC INTERPRETIVE READING: One or more selections of prose, poetry, and/or drama from a
published source. (NOTE: selections from UTube, Saturday Nite Live etc. are prohibited unless the
speaker presents a copyright printed copy of material). Material should be serious in nature. If more
than one selection is read, they should be connected by a central theme. Presentation must be from a
manuscript. Speaker is required to have a short Introduction (usually memorized) and “transitions”
should connect selections as needed. The illusion of reading must be maintained. Movement and
gestures are limited. Over-dramatization should be penalized. Costumes and/or props are prohibited.
TIME LIMIT: 8 minutes with 30 second grace period




Gather written material

There was monsmemt 22 the staticn, for tha word had passed aroe=d
That the colt fom old Ragrat had got mweey,

And bad jeined the wild bush horsss - be was worth 2 thousand poazd,
5o all e cracks had gathered o the .

A1 tha trisd amd zosed riders Son: the stasions near and fr

Eird mensrarsd 22 the hemestead ovemmight,

For the buskengn love kard ndizg where the wild bush horss aze,

And the stockborss sout the batds with delight.

There was Harmison, who made his pils wien Parden won the cop.
The old zan with his heir a5 wiiis a5 mow,

But for could nde beside hins whees bis blood was fxirky op -

Ha would go whargver horss and man could go

And Clazcy of the Chsrflow canm dowe to keod 2 Eand,

o bettar borseman ever bald te rains;

For nevar korse could throw ki=n wrhile the saddle girhs weould ssnd,
iz lazmnt to ride whils drovizg oz the plains.

And cze was there, 2 smpkng oz 2 small azd weady beast,

s was somngthizg Liks 2 racehomie mmdarsizad,

Witk a tourk of Timor pomy - thres parts thoroughhred 22 least -
And roch 25 2rs by mountain homemes prized.

e wes kard and tough and wiry - just the sert tha: wen't s2y die -
Thare was courage in ks quick patiant tread;

And ba bora tha badge of gresaness m s brighs and Sary ava,
And the prond and lofty carmiags of his head.

But =l so slight and weady, one arould doubt his powsr 1o sty
Axnd tha obd pzan sasd, “That barss will mever do

For 2 komg a tiring gellop - lad, you'd betsier shop zamy,

Thoss hills are for too roagh for roch 2z yon ™

%o ko weaited s2d and wissfil - onby Clancy stood iz frieed -

*1 think we cught to let hin: coma.” ke szad;

"I warramnt ba'll be with ws whemn ke's wamted at the sod,

For both his borss amd b o mocemtain bred.

“He Eails from Snowy River, op by Koscrodke's sida,

Wiars the hills are twice 25 sieep and twice =3 rough,

Whars 2 Rome's hoofs strike Srelighe from the flint stozes svary sorida,
The mzan thas hedds i ooe & good anoagh

And the Szoary Bivar miders oz the mounizms meks ther boma,
Wears the mvar muns thess mane 2l bemresm
I bavw seem full movmy horsames sinca I Sret comrmsancad te roame,
But zewwhesw vet such Borsemsn bang [ seem.”

S0 ko want - thay fmmd the bersas by te big mimesa clump -

They raced awvay towerds the moc=tain's brow,

And the old man geve his onders. "Boys, po 2t tham frons the junsp,
Mo nss bo oy for fancy ndimg zow

And, Cla=cy: vou noust whesl than, fry 2nd wheel thess to the rght.
Fida boldly, lad, and zaver faar the spills.

Fornevar vat was rider that corld Eesp the mob in sight,

If once fey gain the shalter of dhoss hills ™

Sa Clancy rode to whesl thens - be was racing on the nizg
Whars the bast and holdest riders take thair place.
And be raced his stockborss past thany, apd be mads the rangss ring
Wik the stockwkip, a5 be mwi them facs o f2cs.
Then thay halted for a momanr, whils bs swung the deaded Lash,
But thay “sewr Eir wall-loved mountain fall iz view,
And they charged bezeats the speckuvzip witk a sharp a=d sudden dash,
And off imo the mov=sin sondh teay Baw

Then 25 the herssman followsd, whars the gocges desp and black
Fosommdad o e thundar of dair traad,

And the stockwiips woke the schoes, and they fiarcely answared back
From chiffs and crags that bewtled ovarkead

And woarard, svsr opoard, the wild horses held thatr way,

Whars mounizin 25k and amrajong grew wida:

And the eld man mutterad Sarcaly, "We may bid e mob good day.
Mo man can bold tem dow= the other sida.”

Wean they mackaed the mev=tain's smmmir, vz Clancy ook a pull,
It wall =gkt meky the boldast hold their braath,

h.n':l.lldh.-:p sinih graw thickly, and the hidden ground was fall
Of wombat boles, and amy ship was death.
But the man from Soewy Biver let the pozy Bavs his Baed,
And ba swmmg ks stockwhip round and gaw 2 chaer,

And ba raced his: dowm the meee=tyin g 2 sormsnt down it bad
Wedls tha others stocd amd wratcked in very faer.

Eis semt the flizt siones fhying, but the pozy kept his Set,

Eis clearad tha falle= timber in his sida,

And the mom Fom Szewry Biver zevar shifted = bis seat -

[t was grand e ses that mountzm homema= ride

Throegh the strimgyberks and saplings, oo the rough 2nd hrosen grownd,
Dozt hillide 22 2 racing paos be want;

And ba nevar der the bridle el he landed st 2= pound,

At the bosom of at tamible descant

Ha wes nght among the borses as they climnbad the furthar hill
And the weschers oo the monmiai= standing peua,

Saw bim ply the stockowhdp Ssecaly. ke was right amvoeyg tham still,
As ba reced across the cleaning in pursat.

Then teey lost bins for 2 moment, wiars teo mommtze alliss mat
[n tha rezges, bt 2 So2l glimpse revsals

U 2 dins and distane hillsids the wld Borses maciz=g yat,

Wik the mom fom Snowy Biver at thedr besls

And ba ran them single-bamdad 11l thatz sades wars white with foam.
iz follewsd ke & blocdiound on ther =ack,

Till teeny halrad covameed and beatez, an be temed thair heads for home

Axnd 2lons and unzesasted brought theen back

Buf =iz kardy sooe=tain pomy he could scarcely raise a trot,

e was bloed from hip to shonlder Sony the spar;

Bur ks plack was 52l undze=eed, 2=d bz cowrage fiary bat,

Foe nevar vat was neountain horss a cur.

And doam by Eosciaske, whare the pine-clad ridges e
Thaer I:-::n.:.u.d.runml:l'hrl]mm: oo high,

Whara the 2ir is clear as czysial, pmd g Whits sars fairty blaza
At midnight = tha cold !.I:I.I:lEESI.‘_I- SEY,

And wherg around Tee Crarflew the meed beds saeep and sy
T thw braezes, and the 'I:I|.|.I__-, plaing ame wida,

The man fom Szewy Biver is 2 housskold werd today,

And ihs stockmee sl she story of kis ride.



Trim to fit the time limits

There was moverment at the station, for the word had passed around 5o he went - they found the horses by the big mimosa clump -
That the colt from old Regret had ot away, They raced away towands the mountain's brow,

And had joined the wild bush horses - be was worth a thousand poun And the old man gave his onders, "Boys, go at them from the jump,
Soall the cracks had gathered 1o the Tray. Mo use o try for fancy riding now.
All the tried and noed riders from the stations near and far

Had muserad at the homesead ove might,

Far the bushmen love hard riding whe re the wild bush horses are,
And the stockhorse snuffs the batile with delight

Then they lost him for a moment, where two mouniain gullies met
Inthe ranges, but a final glimpse reveals

On a dim and distant hillside the wild horses mcing yet,

With the man from Snowy River at their heels.

And be ran them single -handed till their sides wer white with foam.
He fiollowed like a bloodhound on the ir rack,

Till they halted cowed and beaten, then be turned their heads for home,
And alone and unassisted brought them back.

Then fast the horsemen Followed, where the gorges deep and black A0 down by Kesciuske, where the pine-clad rid ges raise

. Their tom and migged battlements on high,
Resounded to the thunder of their tread, Where the air is cle i the whi fairty bl
And the stockwhips woke the echoes, and they fiercely answered back @ the air i clear as crystal, and t ite stars fairly blme

- At midnight in the cold and frosty sky,
irs;u cliffs and crags that I:-eetl.e-:! avecimad, . And where around The Crverflow the reed beds swespand sway
- upward, -er'_ueru[:rward, the Tnld horses }.Ejd their way, To the breexes, and the rolling plains ae wids,
Where mouniain ash and l:urrajung:grerwwﬂe,_ The man from Snowy Riveris a housshold word tod ay,
And the ald man mutered Hercely, *"We may bid the mob good day, And the stockmen tell the story of his ride
Mo man can hold thern down the other side.® )

Eut the man from Snowy River let the pony have his head,

And he swung his stockwhip round and gave a cheer,
And be raced him down the mountain like a torrent down its bed,
Whik the others stood and watched invery fear.

"He hails from Smowy Biver, up by Koscivsko's side,

Where the hills are twice as skep and twice as rough,

Where a horse's hoofs strike firelight from the flint stone s every strid
Thie mian that kolds his own is good enough.

And the Snowy River riders on the mountains make their home,
Where the river muns those giant hills between;

I have seen full many horsemen since [ first commenced to moam,
But nowhere yet such homemen have [seen.”




Gift wrapping

Print with comfortable font, size, page
breaks, etc.

Write an introduction if appropriate

Add transitions between multiple pieces
and/or a conclusion if needed

Use a nice presentation binder



Practice and perform

The BEST confidence builder is good
preparation (even for impromptu’s)

Strive to understand the material
Memorize if appropriate
Practice with a stopwatch

Perform with good attire, stage presence,
and eye contact



(INTRODUCTION, make eye contact with audience)

The life of cowboys has been the stuff of legends. Today’s city jobs don’t
compare to the hard work of those days when men on horseback drove
cattle across open land. A part of that life was sometimes domesticating
horses, to aid the cowboys in covering great expanses of land. This is an
Australian story of such an event when a group of men rode to reclaim a
lost colt that escaped from its paddock and joined a group of wild horses.

(PAUSE) “The Man From Snowy River” by Banjo Patterson (PAUSE)

There was movement at the station, for the word had passed around
That the colt from old Regret had got away,
And had joined the wild bush horses - he was worth a thousand pound,
So all the cracks had gathered to the fray.

All the tried and noted riders from the stations near and far
Had mustered at the homestead overnight,
For the bushmen love hard riding where the wild bush horses are,
And the stockhorse snuffs the battle with delight.



...(cut)...

"He hails from Snowy River, up by Kosciusko's side,
Where the hills are twice as steep and twice as rough,
Who?re a horse's hoofs strike firelight from the flint stones every
stride,
The man that holds his own is good enough.

And the Snowy River riders on the mountains make their home,
Where the river runs those giant hills between;
| have seen full many horsemen since | first commenced to roam,
But nowhere yet such horsemen have | seen.”

So he went - they found the horses by the big mimosa clump -
They raced away towards the mountain's brow,
And the old man gave his orders, "Boys, go at them from the jump,
No use to try for fancy riding now.



...(cut)...

Then fast the horsemen followed, where the gorges deep and black
Resounded to the thunder of their tread,
Qndkthe stockwhips woke the echoes, and they fiercely answered
ac
From cliffs and crags that beetled overhead.

And upward, ever upward, the wild horses held their way,
Where mountain ash and kurrajong grew wide;
And the old man muttered fiercely, "We may bid the mob good day,
No man can hold them down the other side."

...(cut)...

But the man from Snowy River let the pony have his head,
And he swung his stockwhip round and gave a cheer,
And he raced him down the mountain like a torrent down its bed,
While the others stood and watched in very fear.



Then they lost him for a moment, where two mountain gullies met
In the ranges, but a final glimpse reveals
On a dim and distant hillside the wild horses racing yet,
With the man from Snowy River at their heels.

And he ran them single-handed till their sides were white with foam.
He followed like a bloodhound on their track,
;I}'ill they halted cowed and beaten, then he turned their heads for
ome,
And alone and unassisted brought them back.

But his hardy mountain pony he could scarcely raise a trot,
He was blood from hip to shoulder from the spur;
But his pluck was still undaunted, and his courage fiery hot,
For never yet was mountain horse a cur.



And down by Kosciusko, where the pine-clad ridges raise
Their torn and rugged battlements on high,
Where the air is clear as crystal, and the white stars fairly blaze
At midnight in the cold and frosty sky,

And where around The Overflow the reed beds sweep and sway
To the breezes, and the rolling plains are wide,
The man from Snowy River is a household word today,
And the stockmen tell the story of his ride.

(LONG PAUSE, thank the audience before exit)



