
SPEECH WARM-UP 

Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers 
If Peter picked a peck of pickled peppers  
Where’s the peck of pickled peppers Peter Piper picked? 

Brrrrrrrrsch (like a horse out of breath) 

N   D   T   L 

Tu-wit twinkle ‘twas 
Twice twigged tweaker 
To twenty twangy twirlings 
The zinnia crisper 
Zither zooming shambles 
This smartened smacking smuggler 
Sneezing snoring snatching 

K   L   S   F   M (waterfall) 

Grab it 
Get it 
Skin it 
Cut it 
Pot it 
Put it in a pie. 

Cook it 
Box it 
Shut it 
String it 
Send it 
Stamped as “Rabbit”. 

Cleave and carve the crystal rock, 
Create great glory. 

Gagged by gargantuan hags in ghastly caves  
They kicked and struggled ‘gainst the cackling crew. 
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“Fee, fie, fo, fum” 
Fierce the giant frets and fumes 
Captive feet and fingers flail, 
Then frantically fight free. 

While the mists of morning moisten 
Fill the meadows by the stream 
Which meanders, making music, 
Like the melody from a dream. 

In the vast unmeasured world-wide spaces 
In the endless stream of time, 
In the depth of human soul-life, 
In the world’s great revelation: 
Seek – the unfolding of life’s great mysteries. 

Thou scarest, thou scornest , 
Thou scoldest scoffing 
Scarest not, scornest not, 
Scoldest not scoffing. 

Otto tot, anna tat, ehe, elle 
Renner, retter, relief filer 

Come, 
Oak of the two voices! 
Come,  
Hand of the fourfold sound! 
Come Summer! 
Come Winter! 
Sound of harps, words, and flutes! 
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VOICE AND THE ACTOR 
Cicely Berry (Author), Peter Brook (Foreword) 

BUILD US A BOAT WITH OAKEN TIMBER 

Build us a boat with oaken timber  
To bear us over the turbulent sea, 
With bold, high bows to brave the billows 
And bring us back to the harbour quay. 

Now shall the boys bring flowering branches,  
And drums be beaten and bells be rung, 
And the banquet feast be brought and eaten, 
And the song of the blue-bright sea be sung. 

WINDY NIGHTS 
By Robert Louis Stevenson 

Whenever the moon and stars are set, 
         Whenever the wind is high, 
All night long in the dark and wet, 
        A man goes riding by. 
Late in the night when the fires are out, 
        Why does he gallop and gallop about? 

Whenever the trees are crying aloud, 
         And ships are tossed at sea, 
By, on the highway, low and loud, 
         By at the gallop goes he, 
By at the gallop he goes, and then 
By he comes back at the gallop again. 

THE FEET IN THE FOREST 
By Euripides, THE BACCHAE, translated by Gilbert Murray 

Will they ever come to me, ever again, 
   The long long dances 
On through the dark till the dim stars wane? 
    Shall I feel the dew on my throat, and the stream 
    Of wind in my hair?  Shall our white feet gleam 
          In the dim expanses? 
Oh, feet of a fawn to the greenwood fled, 
    Alone in the grass and the loveliness; 
Leap of the hunted, no more in dread, 
    Beyond the snares and the deadly press: 
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Yet a voice and a fear and a haste of hounds; 
     A wildly labouring, fiercely fleet, 
Onward yet by river and glen. 
     Is it joy or terror, ye storm-swift feet? 
To the dear lone lands untroubled of men, 
Where no voice sounds, and amid the shadowy green 
The little things of the woodland live unseen.
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