Choral speaking is the interpretation of poetry or poetic

prose by several or meny voices speaking as one. It is bringing
words to life giving written symbols a new vitality throuwh ade=-
quate oral expression. It has educational wvalues beceuse it con=
tributes to the enjoyment and apprecization of literature to in-

proved reading, to personality znd character growth cnd to better

speeche

*Abney givee these helpiul pointers for choral spceking:

l. Choose the right poems-- poems adapted to literiry apoprecia-
tion of thc group,; cmotioneally as well ac mentc lly

2« Voice you: choir gccordlq; to pitch(sopreno; sccond sopr.nos
alto or timbre (lizht, dex

3¢ Know the rhythm and sound pattcerns of thc poeil

4, Know your poem. Vhether you are reading it from thoe orinted
page or from iomorys be fomilicr with the content of the poem

5« Rcad the poam aloud to the closs with sincerity and inspirction
You nust have sincerity, enthusiosm, vitelity, ond intelligence in
your own prcescntation if you hope to inspire otherc.

6. Affard o corrcet example in your speeche A corrcet cxomple
) ’\gf sen more valueble then & correct mcthods Check your vowels
Poontsy cnd dipthongs. If you e in doust, speech “Looks will
gu_ue you.

7« Clorify the mecning of tihce nocm through explmction of unkinown
words , phr..scss diclect or cther unfomilicr references. =« hyper=-
intecllectucl tnalysis is not desircble 3 but thought mcs tcry is es-
senticl to interpretation.

8+ Recad the poem <. sccond time, or invite - studint to rond dte
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10e Let the group try vorious sujjested & o cucats with cttent-
ion to thoug ht mastery, correct rhythmyspure tonc, ind geod dict=
ion. N

1le Selcct the solo purts, if nr, by tryout cnd cless Jjudgment

12. Keep tix voiccs lizght. Vélume: can be increased when nece
cessary but poems must never be forced

»« Memorization becomes spontciecus through actucl porticipation
in verse speaking

She also glvcs. the following precautionss

1. Awoid checp elodutionary mctericl

2e¢ Avoid matericl beyond the pupils! powers of cppreciction ond
enjoyment

3y Do noct exploit your directing ability. Great dirccting con-
sists in bringing out the latent possibilities of the choir and
guiding those abilities toward a satisfying end. Remuin as '
COﬁnPlCUOUu s possible « Often it is possible to turh the choir g!&
over to o student léader without disturbing either the security

or the crtistry of the choeir

4, Avoid 81ng—song patterns and broken thoughts which result in

Jerky grouping or phrasing.

5¢ Awoid emphasing tone volume at the expense of zood quality.

6e Avoid choosing 'star! pupils for cll solo Uu?tuo such ouplls

need the training lecsts and lecdership is frequ atly develeoped

by giving the avercge c¢hild ample ﬁpportunlty to grow

z_ Avoid using the choir simply cs a 'show deviece. If it becomes
crely exhibiticnary in its aim, it has no plaee in e dcmoerctic
educational progrom

8. Avoid mechoniccl direction which results in mechanicil inter-

pretotion, clipped vowels, crd overslong pauses
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Rache eld

Last nightt the gypsies came
Nobody knows from where-
Where they'veé gone to nobody knows
A nd nobody seems to ca re-
Between the trees on the old swamp road
1 s&a w them 'round their fire
Tattered children and dogs that barked
A s the flumes leaped higher and higher--
. There were bluck-e yed girls .:In scarlet sha wls
10.01¢ women wrinkled with years
All:Men with hunkerchiefs round their throats
And silver loops in their ears
Rugged & né red like maple leaves
When frost comes in the fa 11.
10.Mh¢. gyrsles stuyed but a single night
9. In the morning, gone were all-
. Never a sha ggy gypsy dog
. Never & gypsy child
Only & burnt-out gypsy fire
Where cdanced thut ba nd so wild
All goune wnd a wuy--
Whou knows where?
Only & wind that sweeps
M& ple branches bare..
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The Baseball.Game

While the breakfust tuble waited

For a magn that never cume,

The syrup jug suggested

That they ha ve & basebsll ga me
The kitchen folk - applauded, saying

"Waiting ' .. .uch a bure

We'll pla y « ga inst the china

And the clock sha 1l keep the score

We'll ask the pa ncuke batter

From the kitchen fur the fun

He's such & splencicd batter

A nd he's thin enough tu run.n

The cream jug wa s & pitcher

Of reputation great

He deftly put the butter ball

Right over the hume plate

The puncake buatter made & strike

And ran for second base

But a spry young tea spoon got the ball

ARG beat him in the race

But he recuvered soun

Anc saicd, "Oh, well, I'm used

T® belng besaten by the spoeon

The clock said five tu seven

The excitemwntt mounted high.

But the ga me abruptly enced

When the pitcher ca ught a fly..




A Wasted Word

A wast ed word

That nobody heard

Weht circling round the air,.
It tried to get in

With the radio's din,

But 1t wasn't manted there.

It flew to a frog

On a flioating log,

B ut it couldn't find his ear.
The dogs were sleeping,
The.biris were cheepirg,

And non> of them seemed t o heoars

It trli-? a bear

And 1t <G¢riecd a -:00

And it tried a ¢ancing mousc,
But onc was busy

And one was dizzy

And one was cloaning houseg

The poor little word

That nobody hoard

Grew very; faint and ihin,
Like the tiny sigh

When the moth goes by

And folds his wing-tips in.

B ut it camc at last

Just b eforc it passed

Where I stood b y the wishing wcll.
'Twas a magic word,

And 'twas I who hcard,

I heard==but-_I'1l ncwer telll
Eunice Tioctjens

¢LOUDS

If I had a spoon

As t all as the sky;

I'd dish out the clouds
That go slip=sliding byes

I'd take them wight in
And give them to cook

And soc if they tasted
As g ood as they looke

Dorothy Aldis

Mountains have & dreamy way
Of folding up o noisy day
In quict coverm, cool and gray,

Only mpountains scem to know
That shadows comc and shadows go
Till stags are coug ht 1in pools b clowe

Only mountains,dim and far,
Kneeling now b encath one star,
Know how calm dark vallcys arce

Jancs,




THE NIGHT WIND

Have you ever heard the wind go "Yooooo"?
'Tis a pitiful sound to hear!
It seems to chill you through and through
With a strange and speechless fear.
'Tis the voice of the night that broods outside
When folk should be asleep,
And many and many's the time I've cried
To the darkness brooding far and wide
Over the land and the deep:
"Whom do you want, O lonely night,
That you wail the long hours throught"
And the night would say in 1ts ghostly way:
"Y0000000000!
Yoo000000000!
Yoooooo0000!!"

My mother told me lon go
(Wnen I was a little tad)

‘-That when the night went wailing so,
Somebody had been bad;

And then, when I was snug in bed,
Whither I had been cent,

With the blankets pulled up round my head,

I'd think of what my mother'd said,
And wonder what boy she meant!
And, "Who's been bad to-day?" I'd ask
Of the wind that hoarsely blew;
And the volce would say in its meaningful way
"¥000000000!
Yooooo00000!
Yoooooo000!"

That this was true I must allow--
You'll not believe it, though!
Yes, though I'm quite amodel now,
I was not always so.
And if you doubt what things I say,
Suppose you make the test;
Suppose, when you've been bad some day
And up to bed are sent away
From mother and the rest--
Suppose you ask, "Who has been bad?"
And then you'll hear what's true;
For the wind will moan in its ruefulest tone:
"Yooooo00000!
Yoooo000000! .
Yooooooooo!"




