
Farming Main Lesson 
 
 
Wednesday 7th October 
 
 
Recall 

1. List three reasons why it’s good to keep chickens in an orchard. 
2. Why do some farmer’s keep chickens in cages? 
3. What are free range chickens? 
4. What do chickens eat? 
5. What job did Ella do very carefully when caring for the chickens? 
6. What do chickens eat to make their egg shells strong? 
7. What is dust bathing? Why do chickens do it? 

 
 
Draw chickens: refer to the PowerPoint (pictures and audio recordings) or the PDF (just pictures).  
 

 
 
Write about Monday’s story (cows): 
Write the following sentences into your orange main lesson book. Please draw writing lines if you need 
them or otherwise a border and a background.  
 
Cows are beautiful, gentle animals that give us many things. We can drink their milk and their milk can be 
made into many products such as cheese, cream and butter. Cow dung can be mixed into compost, which is 
added to the soil to provide rich nutrients for the plants to grow. In other parts of the world, cow dung is 
dried and used for fuel and as an insect repellent. 



 
 

 
 
 



Story: Pigs 
 
The afternoon was sunny and Ella told Tim that she was going to introduce him to the farm helpers. Tim was 
puzzled, he had met them all; George, Felix, Raina, Jess and Mara. He always greeted them in the mornings 
and had many a chat with them throughout the day. “They’re plump, with skinny legs” chortled Ella. Tim 
thought that was a rather rude way to describe a farm helper. He wondered whether she would use that 
description to their faces. “We’ll stop by the dairy on the way” said Ella, handing him two buckets. “Maybe 
these helpers are fat because you give them too much cheese” thought Tim. Though how they kept their 
legs skinny he was not so sure.  
 
At the dairy, Mary greeted them cheerfully and brought them into the kitchen where some of the cheese 
was prepared. Milk was boiled in large pots that were so big that Tim could comfortably sit in one, if he were 
allowed. Mary poured a slightly sour smelling, light yellowy-green cloudy mixture into their buckets. “What 
is that?” asked Tim. It didn’t seem to be a nice thing to give to farm helpers. “This is whey” chuckled Mary, 
“the pigs just love it and people drink it too sometimes. You can use whey when you make homemade 
lemonade, it makes the drink much more nutritious and is especially tasty with a good whack of fresh mint.” 
Tim wasn’t convinced. “What is whey?” he asked. “Well, when we make cheese, we add citric acid, with 
some cheeses you can just use lemon juice instead. When the milk is heated, the curd separates from the 
water and is made into cheese. The liquid that is left is this, whey”, explained Mary. Tim still wasn’t too sure. 
“Oh, don’t worry, you don’t have to drink it, but the pigs will love it” giggled Mary when she saw the look on 
Tim’s face. “Wait, pigs?” said Tim, “I thought this was for the farm helpers?” “And that they are” replied 
Mary with an all-knowing smile.  
 
Tim and Ella walked carefully with their buckets of whey to the far end of the farm, past fields of recently 
planted tomatoes and capsicums. Up ahead were little huts within a large fenced area. As they neared, Tim 
heard some rustling and soft grunting from behind the fence. There were four enormous pigs in the pen and 
Tim laughed, now he understood what Ella meant by big and fat with skinny legs. “That big black one is 
Bruce” said Ella, “the brown one is Buck, the one with brown and white splotches is Patch and the pink one 
is Piglet. Don’t put your hands in the pen” warned Ella, “they are very friendly pigs, but they might mistake 
your hand for food and try to eat it! Here, we can pour the whey into their troughs.” The pigs quickly trotted 
over to the troughs the moment the whey was poured in, they certainly looked like they enjoyed the whey.  
 
When the buckets had been emptied into the troughs, Tim and Ella watched and the pigs happily drink up 
the whey. “They’re not fussy at all” said Ella, “they’re happy to eat just about anything”. Tim could see that 
the pigs had a warm dry shelter filled with hay in which they could rest and sleep. There was a large muddy 
area out the back as well as a rather large grassy field. They seemed to be very contented pigs.  
 
“Why did you call the pigs farm helpers?” asked Tim, “don’t they just eat, make a mess and roll around in 
mud?” “Pigs are very clean, intelligent animals you know” replied Ella. “They roll in the mud to cool 
themselves down on hot days and to protect their skin from the sun. The mud is like a natural sunscreen.” 
“Huh” thought Tim, “that is very clever”. “Well they are extremely helpful” continued Ella, “precisely 
because they happily eat just about anything. It means that nothing goes to waste on this farm. The whey 
for instance, we have much more than we can use ourselves, but the pigs love it. Sometimes there might be 
some fruits and vegetables in our crops that aren’t good enough to sell because they have worms or 
something inside them. Well, instead of throwing it out and wasting it, we can just give them to the pigs. 
When we have huge crops of food or we aren’t able to sell all the food, we let the pigs out into the fields 
and they eat everything so that it isn’t wasted. And while they do that, they dig into the earth with their 
snouts looking for things and this actually aerates the soil. We would have to do this ourselves if it weren’t 
for the pigs and their droppings fertilise the soil as well. So, they really are incredibly helpful animals.” 
 
 The pigs had finished all the whey and were making their way back out into the field. “See Bruce over 
there? The big black pig?” said Ella, “he is the reason why we keep the pigs on this end of the farm, away 



from all the other animals.” Ella told Tim that the pigs used to share a paddock with the cows. The cows and 
the pigs were quite content together and got along well. The pig’s home wasn’t quite so smelly then and 
they enjoyed rooting in the old hay and cow dung with their snouts. “Yuk!” cried Tim. He couldn’t fathom 
why any creature would wish to plant their face in fresh cow manure. Ella continued saying that all was well 
until one day, her dad noticed that Bruce was very close to one of the mother cows. As he got nearer, he 
realised that Bruce was drinking milk from the mother cow! The cow didn’t seem to mind at all and just 
continued grazing as though one of her own calves was drinking her milk. Tim burst out laughing as he 
imagined big old Bruce drinking milk straight from a cow. “In fact, none of the cows minded” said Ella. “Of 
course, once Bruce started, the other pigs started copying him and the cows just let them do it. No one 
seemed to mind except the calves who were no longer getting as much milk as they wanted. That was when 
dad realised that the pigs needed to be moved and so here we are”. Tim couldn’t stop laughing as he 
continued to imagine all four enormous pigs drinking milk straight from the udder of grazing cows. “Well, I 
guess they are pretty smart after all” thought Tim.  
 


