
PREP-YR 2 PRIMARY AGE CHORAL SPEAKING 

There are Big Waves 

By Eleanor Farjeon 

There are big waves and little waves, 

Green waves and blue, 

Waves you can jump over, 

Waves you dive thro’, 

Waves that rise up 

Like a great water wall, 

Waves that swell softly 

And don’t break at all, 

Waves that can whisper, 

Waves that can roar, 

And tiny waves that run at you 

Running on the shore. 

 

YEARS 3-4 PRIMARY AGE CHORAL SPEAKING 

I Found a Four Leaf Clover 

By Jack Prelutsky 

I found a four leaf clover 

and was happy with my find, 

but with time to think it over, 

I’ve entirely changed my mind. 

I concealed it in my pocket, 

safe inside a paper pad, 

soon, much swifter than a rocket, 

my good fortune turned to bad. 

 

I smashed my fingers in a door, 

I dropped a dozen eggs, 

I slipped and tumbled to the floor, 

a dog nipped both my legs, 

my ring slid down the bathtub drain, 



my pen leaked in my shirt, 

I barked my shin, I missed my train 

I sat on my dessert. 

 

I broke my brand new glasses, 

and couldn’t find my keys, 

I stepped in spilled molasses, 

and was stung by angry bees. 

When the kitten ripped the curtain, 

and the toast burst into flame, 

I was absolutely certain 

that the clover was to blame. 

 

I buried it discreetly 

in the middle of a field, 

now my luck has changed completely, 

and my wounds have almost healed. 

If I ever find another, 

I will simply let it be, 

or I’ll give it to my brother- 

he deserves it more than me. 

 

YEARS 5-6 PRIMARY AGE CHORAL SPEAKING 

Pirate Don Durke of Dowdee 

By Mildred Plew Meigs 

Ho, for the Pirate Don Durk of Dowdee! 

He was as wicked as wicked could be, 

But oh, he was perfectly gorgeous to see! 

The Pirate Don Durk of Dowdee. 

 

 



His conscience, of course, was as black as a bat, 

But he had a floppety plume on his hat 

And when he went walking it jiggled - like that! 

The plume of the Pirate Dowdee. 

 

His coat it was handsome and cut with a slash, 

And often as ever he twirled his mustache 

Deep down in the ocean the mermaids went splash, 

Because of Don Durk of Dowdee. 

 

Moreover, Dowdee had a purple tattoo, 

And struck in his belt where he buckled it through 

Were a dagger, a dirk, and a squizzamaroo, 

For fierce was the Pirate Dowdee. 

 

So fearful he was he would shoot at a puff, 

And always at sea when the weather grew rough 

He drank from a bottle and wrote on his cuff, 

Did Pirate Don Durk of Dowdee. 

 

Oh, he had a cutlass that swung at his thigh 

And he had a parrot called Pepperkin Pye, 

And a zigzaggy scar at the end of his eye 

Had Pirate Don Durk of Dowdee. 

 

He kept in a cavern, this buccaneer bold, 

A curious chest that was covered with mould, 

And all of his pockets were jingly with gold! 

Oh jing! went the gold of Dowdee. 

 

His conscience, of course it was crook'd like a squash, 

But both of his boots made a slickery slosh, 

And he went through the world with a wonderful swash, 

Did Pirate Don Durk of Dowdee. 

 

It's true he was wicked as wicked could be, 

His sins they outnumbered a hundred and three, 

But oh, he was perfectly gorgeous to see, 

The Pirate Don Durk of Dowdee. 

 

 

 



SECONDARY AGE CHORAL SPEAKING 

If 

By Rudyard Kipling 

If you can keep your head when all about you  

Are losing theirs and blaming it on you,  

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you, 

 But make allowance for their doubting too;  

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting, 

 Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies, 

 Or being hated, don’t give way to hating, 

 And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise: 

 

 If you can dream—and not make dreams your master; 

 If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim; 

 If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster 

 And treat those two impostors just the same; 

 If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken 

 Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools, 

 Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken, 

 And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools: 

 

 If you can make one heap of all your winnings 

 And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,  

And lose, and start again at your beginnings 

 And never breathe a word about your loss; 

 If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 

 To serve your turn long after they are gone, 

 And so hold on when there is nothing in you 

 Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’ 



 If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,  

Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch, 

 If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you, 

 If all men count with you, but none too much; 

 If you can fill the unforgiving minute 

 With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run,  

Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it, 

 And—which is more—you’ll be a Man, my son! 


