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Recall 

1. What finally made Tim’s mother and father decide that he should probably spend some time at his 
cousin’s farm? 

2. When did Tim have to wake up? 
3. What was the first job Tim had to do? 
4. What was the name of the cow Tim milked? 
5. How is a cow milked? 
6. What did Tim learn about cow dung? 
7. Name three things that cow milk can be made into. 

 
Write the answers to at least 4 of the recall questions in your English practice book. If writing is something 
you can do quickly, please try to answer all the questions. Check your answers (at the end of this document) 
to see if they are correct. Your sentences do not need to be exactly the same as mine, but should say 
something similar. 
 
Draw a cow: refer to the PowerPoint (pictures and audio recordings) or the PDF (just pictures).  
 

 
 
 



Story: May the Silkie 
Tim already felt comfortable with the cows by the second day. After completing his jobs in the cow shed 
with Ella, it was time for breakfast and as he sipped his glass of milk, he had a new appreciation for the 
richness and freshness of milk that had come straight from the cows. It was frothy and still slightly warm and 
the best milk he had ever tasted. Claire and Ram, Tim’s aunt and uncle told Ella that morning that they 
would come to help with the chickens has it was time to give the chicken coops a good clean. Normally, 
looking after the chickens was something that Ella did on her own.  
 
After breakfast, they made their way to the orchard. Tim didn’t expect the chickens to be roaming freely in 
an orchard, he had expected a large shed or at least a fenced off grassy area. “Why are the chickens in the 
orchard?” asked Tim. Aunty Claire explained that they felt that the chickens would be much happier that 
way. “Well, before chickens lived in farms, they lived in forests. They like to perch themselves in high places 
when they rest and sleep. The orchard provides them lots of high places to rest in, but having them here is 
great for the fruit trees as well. They eat worms and snails as well as any insects that might cause harm to 
the plants. The chickens also eat the fruit that has fallen to the ground, which prevents any diseases the 
plants might get from fallen fruit that has been left to rot. Not to mention, the chicken droppings are great 
in the garden, though any droppings we collect usually go into the compost first.” Tim tried to remember 
what he had heard about chickens, he was quite sure he had never heard of chickens being kept in an 
orchard. It made a lot of sense to him though, and the chickens certainly looked very content and healthy. 
Some were sitting up in the branches of the fruit trees, some were warming themselves in the sun and 
others were pecking at the ground for worms and insects.  
 
“Do all farms raise chickens like this?” asked Tim, he was sure that he had driven with his parents past many 
orchards and had never seen chickens in the orchards. Maybe he had never noticed, it occurred to him that 
he had been to his aunts and uncle’s farm many times and had never really noticed either. “In some places, 
chickens are kept in battery cages; long lines of cages that are attached to each other and many chickens 
are crammed into a very small space. Some places treat their chickens better and allow them to roam freely, 
depending on how many chickens a farmer decides to keep some of those chickens may not have much 
space either. Still these chickens are called free range chickens and their eggs are called free range eggs.” 
Tim was puzzled, “But Aunty Claire, why would anyone want to keep chickens locked up in tiny cages when 
they can have them running around freely?” “Well”, said Claire, “a lot more chickens can fit into a space 
when they are put into little cages I suppose and it means that the farmers can make a lot more money.”  
 
Tim looked at the chickens around him. Every chicken was different, some had dark brown feathers, some 
were white, others a warm golden brown, some were black and some were a mixture of colours. There were 
quite a few red hens, which were the kinds of hens Tim usually thought of when he thought of chickens. 
They were a reddish brown with a red comb. The rooster had a larger red comb and black and green tail 
feathers. Ella saw Tim looking at the chickens and came and stood next to him. “Those little ones there are 
bantams” she said, “the ones with the pretty speckled feathers”. “What are the funny white fluffy ones with 
the black feet?” asked Tim “the ones with the little patch of black on their white heads?” “Oh, they’re 
Silkies” replied Emma, “they have such beautiful soft feathers, would you like to hold one?” “Would it 
mind?” asked Tim, “these chickens are quite used to being held” said Ella “and they see me all the time, so 
they know that they’re safe.” Tim cradled the soft white Silkie in his arms, “this one is called May” Ella said 
softly. As she nestled into Tim’s arms, he felt so calm and contended that he thought he could sit on the 
grass in the warm sun and hold her all day. Looking around at the chickens in the orchard, Tim could not 
imagine placing any of them into a cage. 
 
“Let’s go” said Ella, “we need to help clean out the chicken coop”. As reluctant as Tim was to let go of May, 
he felt a burst of enthusiasm for the job ahead. He imagined that the chickens would be very happy to 
return to a freshly cleaned coop. Tim saw his uncle, auntie and some farm workers moving the chicken coop 
out of the sun and into a shadier spot. The coop was large and it had many high places for the chickens to 
perch. Underneath the perches were boards that collected the droppings; this helped to keep the floor of 



the coop clean. Around the back, was a dark quiet space where there were many nesting boxes. They 
collected the eggs. Tim had never seen so many different coloured eggs before, in the shops all the eggs 
were always the same colour. Ella explained that different types of chickens lay different looking eggs. After 
the eggs were safely put away, it was time to clear out everything. The droppings on the board under the 
perches were scraped off and all the straw throughout the coop was cleared out. “This will be great for the 
compost” said Claire. Then the whole coop was washed down and fresh new straw was scattered. The coop 
smelt airy and clean and Tim felt an incredible sense of satisfaction. May will be extra happy tonight he 
thought.  
 
Ella then showed Tim where the grains were kept and they cleaned out the water. “Chickens like clean 
water just as much as we do” said Ella, “I’m always extra careful when I change the water to check that the 
container is clean and not slimy or filled with dirt. Do you know, the chickens simply won’t drink dirty water, 
so if I don’t make sure it is clean, they will dehydrate.” They scattered some fresh scraps from the kitchen 
along with a few herbs they had picked that Ella said was good for the chickens. Tim noticed that there were 
egg shells in the kitchen scraps. “Why are you giving them broken egg shells? Why would they want to eat 
that?!” cried Tim. He was sure that the beautiful white Silkie, May, would not approve. “Calm down” giggled 
Ella, “it’s actually really good for them and helps them to lay eggs with a strong shell.” Tim thought it was 
ludicrous, “but that’s like saying that eating bones will make our bones stronger! Yuk!” Ella shrugged, “Well I 
don’t know, I guess chickens are different from us in some ways.”  
 
They stepped out of the chicken pen and Tim looked back at the work they had done. The coop was lovely 
and clean and he almost wished that the chickens would go straight in so that they could appreciate 
everything they had done. It was still a long time until night though and the chickens were safe from foxes 
for now with so many workers moving about the farm. Then up ahead he saw a little cloud of dust. “Oh 
no!!! What are they doing? We just cleaned the coop and now they’re making such a mess of themselves!” 
cried Tim. Ella laughed out loud, “they’re dust bathing.” “Dust bathing? What kind of bathing is that? Aren’t 
you supposed to get clean when you bathe? Why would you bathe in dust?” “Firstly, Tim, I’m not a chicken 
and I don’t bathe in dust. The chickens however enjoy scratching the earth and covering themselves with 
dust. It’s something they like to do together and it keeps parasites away from their feathers.” “Chickens are 
strange animals” observed Tim, “they eat shells to make shells and they clean themselves in dirt.” But 
somehow as Tim walked out of the orchard with Ella, everything that he had learned about the chickens that 
day made him like them so much more. 
 



 


