
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



Gather written material



Trim to fit the time limits



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,
Where 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;
I have seen full many horsemen since I first commenced to roam,
But nowhere yet such horsemen have I 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,
And the stockwhips woke the echoes, and they fiercely answered 
back
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,
Till they halted cowed and beaten, then he turned their heads for 
home,
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)


