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S1 – CHORIC SPEAKING  - GRADES 4 to 6 
(Choice 1) 
 
THE KANGAROO DOCTOR 
 
By Valerie Warwick 
 
The wombat went to the doctor’s 
‘Cause he had a bad case of flu. 
He thought the doctor would help him. 
For he was a grey kangaroo. 
 
“Perhaps I should check your pulse rate,” 
He said with a glint in his eye. 
“Cause what we need to establish 
Is … …if you’re going to die.” 
 
The wombat jumped up in horror. 
“But I’ve only got a bad cold.” 
“I’ll be the judge,” said the doctor. 
“Now sit down and do as you’re told.” 
 
The wombat started to quiver 
And his temperature started to rise. 
The kangaroo doctor just grinned, 
A look of delight in his eyes. 
 
“Perhaps you should have … … a needle. 
What I’ll do is call in my nurse. 
For she is the cutest echidna 
With needles that gently immerse.” 
 
That was enough for the wombat, 
He lunged for the surgery door. 
The kangaroo tried to grab him,  
The wombat avoided his paw. 
 
Safely outside by the gum tree 
A kookaburra laughed and said, 
“I think the next time you’re unwell, 
You’d do better … … to stay in bed.” 
 
 
 



 

 
OR 

(Choice 2) 
 
SCHOOL DAY 
By Lesley Gibbes 
 
Alarm clock rings.  No time to rest. 
Jump out of bed. Get up, get dressed. 
 
Collect your bag. Pack up your lunch. 
Apples and cheese. Carrots to crunch. 
 
Say bye to Mum.  Race down the street. 
Start of the year. New kids to meet. 
 
Hear the bell ring. Run to the gate. 
First day of school. Do not be late. 
 
Find your new class. Sit in your seat. 
Unpack your pens. Make your desk neat. 
 
Rule up a page. Time for a test. 
Science and maths. Just do your best. 
 
Read a great book. Listen and spell. 
Add and subtract. Do your sums well. 
 
Put on a smock. Set out the glue. 
Cut up and paste. Colour-in too. 
 
Watch the clock tick. Hear the bell chime. 
Race out the door. Now it’s playtime. 
 
Everyone cheers. It’s a sports day! 
Time for cricket. Your turn to play. 
 
Run down the pitch. Bowl a fast ball. 
Catch someone out. Don’t let it fall. 
 
Three o’clock comes. Now your day ends. 
Grab your schoolbag. Say bye to friends. 
 
Race home to Mum. Everything’s cool. 
What a great day. Can't wait for school! 



 

 
S2 – CHORIC SPEAKING – GRADES 1 to 3 
(Choice 1) 
     
WITH HIS FEET  
 
By Gregg Dreise 
 
 
At the bush dance party, they started the sound. 
Emu went STOMP, STOMP, STOMP on the ground. 
Everyone jumped up, they loved Emu’s beat: 
He was making music … with his feet. 
 
Then another joined in, it was Grey Kangaroo, 
Blowing a cool rhythm on his didgeridoo. 
As he blew the music, making a cool sound, 
He went STOMP, STOMP, STOMP … on the ground. 
 
Then Wombat joined in, it sounded good. 
He began to clap, two pieces of wood. 
The music sounded awesome, it sounded sweet. 
He went STOMP, STOMP, STOMP … with his feet. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
OR 
(Choice 2) 
 
CROCODILE’S LUNCH 
 
By Andrew Chant 
 
SLOW 
Swims the crocodile; 
His body barely shows. 
 
SNAP 
Bites the crocodile; 
His jaws loudly clap. 
 
HISSSSS 
Says the crocodile; 
His tasty meal’s been missed. 
 
CREEP 
Moves the crocodile; 
Then suddenly, he leaps! 
 
MUNCH 
Eats the crocodile; 
He quickly chews his lunch. 
 
SLURP 
Licks the crocodile; 
He rudely tries to burp. 
 
SNORE 
Sleeps the crocodile; 
Out of sight once more …. 



 

 
S3 – CHAMPIONSHIP GIRLS and BOYS POEM – 14 – 18 Years  
(Choice 1) 
 
TROUT 
By Brian Turner 
 
The water runs over 
And under him slickly. 
The bottom is green 
And black and dull yellow. 
 
You can hardly see him 
For nature’s camouflage: trout, 
Magnificent trout, darkly 
Speckled, toffee brown, 
 
He lies and swings 
With the current. He 
Pumps like a bellow, slowly. 
The water swirls 
And purrs over him. 
 
He edges upstream 
Till his belly rubs gravel, 
Then he drifts back 
And swings turning 
Downstream, returning 
And sinking to nose 
Among mottled green and white 
Stones; then 
 
He floats upward, 
Pouts, takes the fly 
From the puckered surface. 
Look out, trout. 



 

 
OR 
(Choice 2) 
 
IT IS RAINING ON THE HOUSE OF ANNE FRANK 
By Linda Pastan 
 
It is raining on the house 
Of Anne Frank 
And on the tourists 
Herded together under the shadow 
Of their umbrellas, 
On the perfectly silent 
Tourists who would rather be 
Somewhere else 
But who wait here on stairs 
So steep they must rise 
To some occasion 
High in the empty loft, 
In the quaint toilet, 
In the skeleton  
Of a kitchen 
Or on the map – 
Each of its arrows  
A barb of wire – 
With all the dates, the expulsions, 
The forbidding shapes 
Of continents. 
And across Amsterdam it is raining 
On the Van Gogh Museum 
Where we will hurry next 
To see how someone else 
Could find the pure 
Centre of light 
Within the dark circle 
Of his demons. 
 



 

 
SHAKESPEAREAN EXTRACT 
(Choice 1) 
 
PHEBE from ‘AS YOU LIKE IT’ 
 
Think not I love him, though I ask for him. 
‘Tis but a peevish boy. Yet he talks well. 
But what care I for words? Yet words do well 
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth – not very pretty – 
But sure he’s proud; and yet his pride becomes him. 
He’ll make a proper man. The best thing in him 
Is his complexion; and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 
He is not very tall; yet for his years he’s tall. 
His leg is but so-so; and yet ‘tis well. 
There was a pretty redness in his lip, 
A little riper and more lusty-red 
Than that mixed in his cheek. ‘Twas just the difference 
Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they marked him 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near 
To fall in love with him; but for my part, 
I love him not, not hate him not. And yet 
Have I more cause to hate him than to love him. 
For what had he to do to chide at me? 
He said mine eyes were black, and my hair black; 
And now I am remembered, scorned at me. 
I marvel why I answered not again. 
But that’s all one. Omittance is no quittance. 
I’ll write to him a very taunting letter, 
And thou shalt bear it. Wilt thou, Sylvius? 
 
 
 



 

 
OR 
(Choice 2) 
 
PETRUCHIO from THE TAMING of the SHREW 
 
Thus have I politicly begun my reign, 
And ‘tis my hope to end successfully. 
My falcon now is sharp and passing empty, 
And till she stoop she must not be full-gorged, 
For then she never looks upon her lure. 
Another way I have to man my haggard, 
To make her come and know her keeper’s call – 
That is, to watch her as we watch these kites 
That bate and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She ate no meat today, nor none shall eat. 
Last night she slept not, nor tonight she shall not. 
As with the meat, some undeserved fault   
I’ll find about the making of the bed, 
And here I’ll fling the pillow, there the bolster, 
This way the coverlet, another way the sheets, 
Ay, and amid this hurly I intend 
That all is done in reverent care of her, 
And in conclusion she shall watch all night, 
And if she chance to nod I’ll rail and brawl 
And with the clamour keep her still awake. 
This is a way to kill a wife with kindness, 
And thus I’ll curb her mad and headstrong humour. 
He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 
Now let him speak. ‘Tis charity to show. 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
S4 –  GIRLS and BOYS POEM - 14 – 18 years   
(Choice 1) 
 
THE GHOST MOTH 
 
By Lauris Edmond 
 
Once we lived so close to the bush 
each day wore the beech trees’ rangy profile, 
all night the creek purred, brushing 
the antennae of our sleep; in the evening 
moths came pouring into the lamplight, 
some small, blue-sheened, as though it was 
light itself combed to dust on their wings 
 
or a ghost moth stared from a doorway 
sheathed in its gentle shallow gaze; 
and we ourselves seemed diffused like 
the light, and would wander away 
past the moths to the leaf-shivering trees 
as though summoned in secret 
by the morepork’s comfortless cry. 
 
That earthy unearthly life is over now 
but sometimes still when you come in 
from the purposeful street and hesitate, 
blinking, I think of the moths 
how they wheeled into the lamp’s bright 
aureole and turned and turned, dazzled 
by something they never really saw. 
 
 
 
 



 

 
OR 
(Choice 2) 
 
MARILYN AT MALIBU 
 
By Fiona Kidman 
 
 
In that other country the one we call home 
on the faded apricot wall of my study 
hangs a great big silver-framed portrait 
of Marilyn Monroe at Malibu standing 
 
on a terrace drinking champagne out of a slipper 
glass, her head thrown back and her white teeth  
sparkling in the sunlight that you simply know  
was shining though George Barris captured her 
in black and white. And you know she hasn’t 
long to go and what she is thinking 
 
is anyone’s guess, perhaps a rueful moment 
of hidden glee over the night she stepped out 
of JFK’s birthday cake or her skirt swirled  
round her head when she made Some Like It Hot 
or just some moment of madness the kind 
you can feel when standing high on the colonnaded 
 
balcony of the Mediterranean palace where 
we live now, sipping rosé, eating the white 
flesh of a peach and thinking how easily 
we are tempted to walk into space towards the sea. 
 
 
 



 

 
 
S5 – GIRLS and BOYS POEM- 12 and under 14 years 
(Choice 1) 
 
BASKET WEAVER 
 
By Peter Kocan 
 
He sits, having long ago 
Given up counting the years 
That drag past his dull corner 
In the therapy workshop. 
 
Rows of baskets testify  
How he labours at his craft, 
And he will accept your praise 
With a wide and ready grin, 
 
Yet nothing truly moves him 
Because nothing penetrates: 
He has grown grey perfecting 
Habits of disengagement. 
 
And now, childlike, he drifts 
Into late middle-age, walled 
By the known minutiae 
Of a gigantic boredom. 
 
But he’d not be different 
Or ever care to reclaim 
Those dry fibres of his life 
Woven into cheap baskets. 
 
 



 

 
OR 
(Choice 2) 
 
HUNGER 
 
By Robert Laurence Binyon 
 
I come among the peoples like a shadow. 
I sit down by each man’s side. 
None sees me, but they look on one another, 
And know that I am there. 
My silence is like the silence of the tide 
That buries the playground of children; 
Like the deepening of frost in the slow night, 
When birds are dead in the morning. 
Armies trample, invade, destroy, 
With guns roaring from earth and air. 
 
I am more terrible than armies, 
I am more feared than the cannon. 
Kings and chancellors give commands; 
I give no command to any; 
But I am listened to more than kings 
And more than passionate orators. 
I unswear words, and undo deeds. 
Naked things know me. 
I am first and last to be felt of the living. 
I am hunger. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
S6 – GIRLS and BOYS POEM – 10 and under 12 years 
(Choice 1) 
 
THE CAT AND THE WIND 
 
By Thom Gunn 
 
A small wind 
blows across the hedge 
into the yard. 
The cat cocks her ears  
- multitudinous rustling 
and crackling all around – 
her pupils dwindle 
to specks in 
her yellow eyes 
that stare upward 
and then on every side 
unable to single out 
any one thing 
to pounce on, 
for all together 
as if orchestrated, 
twigs, leaves, 
small pebbles, pause 
and start and pause 
in their shifting, 
their rubbing  
against each other. 
 
She is still listening 
when the wind is already  
three gardens off. 
 



 

 
 
OR 
(Choice 2) 
 
LONE DOG 
 
By Irene McLeod 
 
I’m a lean dog, a keen dog, a wild dog and lone, 
I’m a rough dog, a tough dog, hunting on my own! 
I’m a bad dog, a mad dog, teasing silly sheep; 
I love to sit and bay at the moon and keep fat souls from sleep. 
 
I’ll never be a lap dog, licking dirty feet, 
A sleek dog, a meek dog, cringing for my meat. 
Not for me the fireside, the well-filled plate; 
But shut the door and sharp stone and cuff and kick and hate. 
 
Not for me the other dogs, running by my side, 
Some have run a short while, but none of them would bide. 
O mine is still the lone trail, the hard trail, the best 
Wide wind and wild stars and the hunger of the quest. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
S7 –  GIRLS and BOYS POEM - 8 and under 10 years   
(Choice 1) 
 
TAKE CARE IN THE TOP END 
 
By Harry Laing 
 
Down by the billabong the bank is bare 
This is the Top End and I’m taking care 
 
The water so still and waterlily calm 
So why do I feel a sense of alarm? 
 
One small ripple from a log that’s drifting 
Two small nostrils slowly shifting 
 
Just a few metres in front of me 
The teeth are glinting evilly 
 
He lunges I jump it’s a croc heart stop 
It’s a saltwater croc he lunges I jump 
And I’m running like crazy towards a tree 
But that croc’s about to catch up with me 
 
I take a running leap and grab on a branch 
The croc’s jaws snap like he’s missed his lunch 
 
His eye doesn’t blink 
And his breath really stinks 
 
Hey croc, you got something better to do? 
No says the croc I’m waiting for you.  



 

 
 
OR 
(Choice 2) 
 
A STRANGE OLD MAN 
 
By Margaret Mahy 
 
I shan’t forget if I live to be 
Even as old as a hundred and three, 
The strange old man that I happened to pass 
Curled like a snail in the sweet green grass. 
 
By his pointed knee was an old grey cat, 
And magpies three on his shoulder sat, 
And COBWEBS covered his mouth and eyes – 
Oh, what a horrible, horrid surprise! 
 
And I somehow knew that that strange old man 
Had been sitting there while winds and rains 
Beat mountain tops into the grassy plains, 
 
Had been there while dancing seas and lands 
Changed their places and clapped their hands. 
And that old man will be sitting about 
When the world runs down and the stars go out. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
S8 – GIRLS and BOYS POEM – 6 and Under 8 years 
(Choice 1) 
 
BUGS 
 
By Andrew Chant 
 
 
I like bugs, 
Both big and small, 
Bugs that fly, 
And bugs that crawl. 
 
Bugs that sing 
On summer nights, 
And bugs that give  
My sister frights! 
 
I love bugs 
With stripes and spots, 
And bugs that live  
In flower pots. 
 
Bugs that shine 
Green, blue, and red – 
Just not bugs 
Found in my bed! 
 
 
 



 

 
OR 
(Choice 2) 
 
YAWN ALERT 
 
By Harry Laing 
 
In every room 
There’s always a yawn 
Hiding in the corner 
 
Yawns are invisible 
Until they find a face 
Don’t let it be yours 
 
There’s one  
Moving away from the wall 
Looking for someone to try itself on 
 
Don’t change your expression 
Ignore that yawn 
 
Ignore … 
Ignore … 
 
I’m being attacked by a monster yawn 
Aaaarrrhhhh 
 
I’ve created a storm of yawns 
STOP YAWNING 
 
STOOOOPPP YAAAAWWWNING! 
 
 



 

 
S33 - PUBLIC SPEAKING – 14 to 18 years 
 
In Someone Else’s Shoes 
 
OR 
 
Have we become desensitised to violence? 
 
 
S34 – PUBLIC SPEAKING – 10 and under 14 years 
 
My Definition of ‘Family’ 
 
OR 
 
A Turning Point In My Life 
 
 
S35 – PUBLIC SPEAKING – 8 and under 10 years 
 
The Relevance of Fairy Tales 
 
OR 
 
The Importance of a Pet 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
S49 – RELIGIOUS READING – 14 – 18 years 
(Readings are from the Good News Bible) 
 
LUKE  Chapter 8:  4-15 
The Parable of the Sower 
 
4 People kept coming to Jesus from one town after another; and when 
a great crowd gathered, Jesus told them this parable: 
5 “Once there was a man who went out to sow corn. As he scattered 
the seed in the field, some of it fell along the path where it was 
stepped on, and the birds ate it up. 6 Some of it fell on rocky ground, 
and when the plants sprouted, they dried up because the soil had no 
moisture. 7 Some of the seed fell among the thorn bushes, which grew 
up with the plants and choked them. 8 And some seeds fell in good 
soil; the plants grew and produced corn, a hundred grains each.” 
And Jesus concluded, “Listen, then, if you have ears!” 
9 His disciples asked Jesus what this parable meant, 10 and he 
answered, “The knowledge of the secrets of the Kingdom of God has 
been given to you, but to the rest it comes be means of parables, so 
that they may look but not see, and listen but not understand. 
11 This is what the parable means: the seed is the word of God. 12 The 
seeds that fell along the path stand for those who hear; but the Devil 
comes and takes the message away from their hearts in order to keep 
them from believing and being saved. 13 The seeds that fell on rocky 
ground stand for those who hear the message and receive it gladly. 
But it does not sink deep into them; they believe only for a while; but 
when the time of testing comes, they fall away. 14 The seeds that fall 
among the thorn bushes stand for those who hear; but the worries 
and riches and pleasures of this life crowd in and choke them, and 
their fruit never ripens. 15 The seeds that fall in the good soil stand for 
those who hear the message and retain it in a good and obedient 
heart, and they persist until they bear fruit. 
 



 

 
 
 
S50 – RELIGIOUS READING – 10 and under 14 years 
 
 
12 & 13 yrs: 
 
EXODUS  Chapter 23: 1-9 
Justice and Fairness 
 
1 “Do not spread false rumours, and do not help a guilty man 
by giving false evidence. 2 Do not follow the majority when 
they do wrong or when they give evidence that perverts 
justice. 3 Do not show partiality to a poor man at his trial. 
4 If you happen to see your enemy’s cow or donkey running 
loose, 
Take it back to him, 5 If his donkey has fallen under its load, 
help him get the donkey to its feet again; don’t just walk off. 
6 Do not deny justice to a poor man when he appears in court. 
7 Do not make false accusations, and do not put an innocent 
person to death, for I will condemn anyone who does such an 
evil thing. 8 Do not accept a bribe, for a bribe makes people 
blind to what is right and ruins the cause of those who are 
innocent. 
9 Do not ill-treat a foreigner, because you were foreigners in 
Egypt.” 
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