Eisteddfod 2012
Infants

House Choir

Mi Welais Jac y Do
Mi welais Jac y Do

Yn eistedd ar ben to,

Het wen ar ei ben a dwy goes bren

Ho ho ho ho ho ho

(Repeat)
House Choral Recitation
Hoppety
Hoppety the kangaroo

Goes hurrying along.

His hind legs help him when he hops,

His tail is thick and strong.

The trouble is that once he starts

He finds it hard to stop – 

Hop, hop, Hoppety,

Hop, hop, hop!
Infant Solo Recitation
I love a duck called Jack
He’s my very favourite pet.

But last week he took poorly

So I took him to the vet.

The vet said, ‘Lad, the news is bad,

Your duck has lost its quack

And there’s nowt veterinary science

Can do to bring it back.’

A quackless duck? What thankless luck!

Struck dumb without a word.

Rendered mute like a dunged-up flute

My splendid, tongue-tied bird.
Eisteddfod 2012: Years 3 & 4

Junior Choir
Franz o Wlad Awstria

Roedd Franz o wlad Awstria

Yn iodlan ar fynydd mawr

Pan ddaeth cwymp o eira

A’i fwrw’n fflat i’r llawr.

Ho-la-ki-

Holiaki-kia Holiakw-kw (Swish swish) (x3)

Holiaki-kia ho.

Roedd Franz o wlad Awstria

Yn iodlan ar fynydd mawr

Pan ddaeth arth mawr ffyrnig

A’i fwrw’n fflat i’r llawr.

(Grr! Grr!)

Roedd Franz o wlad Awstria

Yn iodlan ar fynydd mawr

Pan ddaeth ci St. Bernard

A’i fwrw’n fflat i’r llawr.

(“Pant, pant”)

Roedd Franz o wlad Awstria

Yn iodlan ar fynydd mawr

Pan ddaeth ei annwyl gariad

A’i gusanu’n fflat i’r llawr.

(“Kiss, kiss”)

Roedd Franz o wlad Awstria

Yn iodlan ar fynydd mawr

Pan tad ei annwyl gariad

A’i saethu’n fflat i’r llawr.

(“bang, bang”)

Junior Choral Recitation

Dolly on the Dustcart

I’m the dolly on the dustcart,

I can see you’re not impressed,

I’m fixed above the driver’s cab,

With wire across me chest.

The dustman see, he spotted me,

Going in the grinder,

And he fixed me on the lorry,

I dunno if that was kinder.

This used to be a lovely dress,

In pink and pretty shades,

But it’s torn now, being on the cart,

And black as the ace of spades.

There’s dirt all round me face,

And all across me rosy cheeks.

Well, I’ve had me head thrown back,

But we ain’t had no rain for weeks.

Years 3 & 4 Vocal Solo

Dau Gi Bach

Dau gi bach yn mynd i’r coed,

Esgid newydd ar bob troed.

Dau gi bach yn dŵad adre,

Wedi colli un o’i sgidiau,

Dau gi bach.
Years 3 & 4 

Welsh Solo Recitation

Ble Wyt ti’n Byw?
Years 3 & 4

English Solo Recitation

Homework! Oh, Homework!

Homework! Oh, homework

I hate you! You stink!

I wish I could wash you away in the sink,

If only a bomb would explode you to bits.

Homework! Oh, homework!

You’re giving me fits.

I’d rather take baths

With man-eating sharks,

Or wrestle a lion

Alone in the dark,

Eat spinach and liver,

Pet ten porcupines,

Than tackle the homework

My teacher assigns.

Homework! Oh, homework

You’re last on my list,

I simply can’t see

Why you even exist.

If you just disappeared

It would tickle me pink.

Homework! Oh, homework!

I hate you! You stink!
Eisteddfod 2012

Years 5 & 6

Junior Choir

Franz o Wlad Awstria

Roedd Franz o wlad Awstria

Yn iodlan ar fynydd mawr

Pan ddaeth cwymp o eira

A’i fwrw’n fflat i’r llawr.

Ho-la-ki-

Holiaki-kia Holiakw-kw (Swish swish) (x3)

Holiaki-kia ho.

Roedd Franz o wlad Awstria

Yn iodlan ar fynydd mawr

Pan ddaeth arth mawr ffyrnig

A’i fwrw’n fflat i’r llawr.

(Grr! Grr!)

Roedd Franz o wlad Awstria

Yn iodlan ar fynydd mawr

Pan ddaeth ci St. Bernard

A’i fwrw’n fflat i’r llawr.

(“Pant, pant”)

Roedd Franz o wlad Awstria

Yn iodlan ar fynydd mawr

Pan ddaeth ei annwyl gariad

A’i gusanu’n fflat i’r llawr.

(“Kiss, kiss”)

Roedd Franz o wlad Awstria

Yn iodlan ar fynydd mawr

Pan tad ei annwyl gariad

A’i saethu’n fflat i’r llawr.

(“bang, bang”)

Years 5 & 6 Vocal Solo

Sosban Fach

Mae bys Meri Ann wedi brifo

A Dafydd y gwas ddim yn iach,

Mae’r baban yn y crud yn crio,

A’r gath wedi sgrapo Joni bach.

Sosban fach yn berwi ar y tân,

Sosban fawr yn berwi ar y llawr,

A’r gath wedi sgrapo Joni bach.
Dai bach yn sowldiwr,

Dai bach yn sowldiwr,

Dai bach yn sowldiwr a chwt ei grys e mas.

Sosban fach yn berwi ar y tân,

Sosban fawr yn berwi ar y llawr,

A’r gath wedi sgrapo Joni bach.
Junior Choral Speaking

Dolly on the Dustcart

I’m the dolly on the dustcart,

I can see you’re not impressed,

I’m fixed above the driver’s cab,

With wire across me chest.

The dustman see, he spotted me,

Going in the grinder,

And he fixed me on the lorry,

I dunno if that was kinder.

This used to be a lovely dress,

In pink and pretty shades,

But it’s torn now, being on the cart,

And black as the ace of spades.

There’s dirt all round me face,

And all across me rosy cheeks.

Well, I’ve had me head thrown back,

But we ain’t had no rain for weeks.

Years 5 & 6

Welsh Solo Recitation









(English Translation)
Fy Ngôl Gyntaf


My First Goal
Dw i’n




I 

Driblo’r bêl



dribble the ball

Igam-ogam,



zig zag,

Rhwng ei goesau,


between his legs,

Heibio i’r bechgyn tyff,


passed the tough boys,

Rhedeg ar hyd y lein


Running along the line

At y gôl.




Towards the goal.

Rhedeg…





Running…

Yn gyflym…





Quickly…

Yn gyflym iawn…




Very quickly…

Yn gyflym iawn, iawn.


Very, very quickly…

Anelu,





Aim,

a…





and…

GÔL!!!





GOAL!!!

Dw i’n neidio,


I jump,

Dw i’n dawnsio,

I dance,

Dw i’n gweiddi,


I shout,

Dw i’n sgrechian.


I scream.

Fy ngôl gyntaf!


My first goal!

Ond,



But,

Syrpreis a sioc – 



Surprise and shock -
 

Mae’r bêl



The ball is

Yn fy ngôl i!



in my goal!

Hedd ap Emlyn
Years 5 & 6

English Solo Recitation

A Smuggler’s Song
If you wake at midnight and hear a horse’s feet,

Don’t go drawing back the blind, or looking in the street.

Them that asks no questions isn’t told a lie.

Watch the wall, my darling, while the Gentlemen go by!

Five and twenty ponies

Trotting through the dark – 

Brandy for the Parson,

Baccy for the Clerk;

Laces for a lady; letters for a spy,

And watch the wall my darling, while the Gentlemen go by!

Running round the woodlump if you chance to find

Little barrels, roped and tarred, all full of brandy-wine;

Don’t you shout to come and look, nor take ‘em for your play;

Put the brushwood back again, - and they’ll be gone next day!
