
 
 
FROM GRADE 3/4J – Reports of our excursion to Werribee Zoo and what was an 
awesome/favourite experience. 
 

On Thursday 29th my school went to the Werribee Zoo by bus.  It had lots of 

animals inside it.  We went there to learn more about endangered and non endangered 

animals. My favorite part was probably patting the lizard and the snake. Another great part 

was the safari tour and patting the green tree frog [it felt slimy].      By Brody 
 

My favourite thing, no crocodile!   I liked the lion, the funniest bit, the snake licked me. 

 By Dylan C 

 

My favorite thing was when we went into Milly’s Discovery room because we got 
to pat the Snake, Lizard and Frog. 

 
My Second favorite thing was when we went on the Safari trip because we got to 
feel the animals fur and other stuff. The animals that we saw on the Safari trip were 
Bison’s, Rhinos, Giraffe, Zebras, African Hunting Dogs, Harry the Hippo and 
other animals. 

 

The Funniest thing about the Werribee Zoo was when the Frog did a wee on Kody 
while we were in Milly’s discovery room. 
 

The worst thing about the Werribee Zoo was when we went on the Safari trip because 
our bus was the only one that wouldn’t work at first.     By Kylara 

 
We got to pat the frog. The animals I saw was Harry the hippo. The safari tour was Ron. My 
favorite animal was the rhino.  By Lucas 

 

My favourite part was seeing the lions and the African hunting dogs. The 

most amazing thing was seeing the rhinos because they are very big. We went 

in to a room with Millie and we got to touch a snake and lizard.    By Lucas P 
 

3/4J, 3/4B, 3/4C and 3/4G loved Werribee Zoo. We walked in and 

had lunch.  Later on we saw LIONS! One went really close to me and I 

said “It loves me!” My favorite part was when Rusty was pretending to 

be a king of crocodiles. It was SO funny. Also I liked the part where I 

patted a SNAKE! We also patted a blue tongue lizard and a slippery 

frog. Did you know? Frogs shed their skin after 3 days and eat it.        

By Nalani  
 



My favourite thing was when I patted the frog, lizard, and a snake. 
The frog felt really slimy, lizard felt smooth and the snake felt soft. 
The frog was the best one to touch.       By Rusty 
 
After lunch 3/ 4J and 3/ 4B went on a safari. The safari was great. On the 

safari we saw 3 rhinos, 4 giraffes, zebras, antelope, brown spotted deer, wild 

horses, bison, emus and “ Harry the Hippo” . 

 

A fter the safari 3/ 4J went into the discovery room. Our guide’ s name was Milly. Milly 

let us touch the snakes, lizards and a frog.  

 

The worst thing was our safari bus was broken down but it eventually worked.  By V 

 
I have 2 favourite parts. First of them was seeing the meerkats, because it looks like ‘To 
mn’ from an old cartoon show. Second part was touching the snakes, they felt very soft.    

   By Karjac         

                 

On Thursday all the 3/4s went to the Werribee Zoo to learn about Eendangered animals. We went at 8 oõclock. 

We went by bus. My favorite part was when we went with Milly because she showed us a house. It had lizards in 

it and frogs and snakes. The best animal to pat was the lizard because itõs my favourite animal.  By  Kye K 
 
The most amazing thing was the Meerkats because one little meerkat was sitting on top of 
a termite mound looking for danger. Our Endangered but fighting back teacher was called 
Milly she let us pat some of the animals. We got to pat a Madagascan Ground Snake, a Blu 

e Tongue Lizard, and a Green Tree Frog. After we walked around the zoo we saw two 
Lions, African Hunting Dogs, Harry the Hippo, four Giraffes, lots of Zebras, Meerkats, three 
Rhinos, and lots of different Antelopes, Bison, Camels, and a Cheetah. We played on the 
hippo playground then caught the bus back to school.              By Shona S                                
 
Grade 5/6 BM listened to the famous poem ñMulga Billôs Bicycleò and then adapted the 

poem to modern times. 

COREY RONCHIERIôS CRICKET BAT by C.R. "Corey" R 

'Twas Corey Ronchieri, from Long Gully, that caught the cricket craze; 

He turned away the good old racing car that served him many days; 
He dressed himself in baggy whites, resplendent to be seen; 

He hurried off to town and bought a shining mean machine; 
And as he sprinted through the door, with air of lordly pride,  

The grinning shop assistant said, "Excuse me, can you slide?ó  
 

"See here, young man," said Corey Ronchieri, "from Walgett to the sea, 
From Conroy's Gap to Castlereagh, there's none can bat like me. 

I'm good all round at everything as everybody knows, 
Although I'm not the one to talk - I hate a boy that blows. 

But batting is my special gift, my chiefest, sole delight; 
Just ask a wild duck can it swim, a wildcat can it fight. 

There's nothing clothed in hair or hide, or built of flesh or steel, 

There's nothing walks or jumps, or runs, on axle, hoof, or wheel, 
But what I'll sit, while hide will hold and girths and straps are tight: 

I'll bat this bowler from concern right straight away at sight." 
 

'Twas Corey Ronchieri, from Long Gully, that sought his own abode, 
That perched above M.C.G, beside the busy road. 



He turned the bat down the ground and mounted for the fray, 
But 'ere he'd hit a dozen yards and bolted clean away. 

It left the field and through the town just like a silver creation, 
It whistled down the awful slope towards the Finders Street Station. 

 

It shaved a fielder by half an inch, and dodged a big white-box: 
The audience in fright went scrambling up the stand, 

The umpires hiding in their spot hid deeper near the fans, 
As Corey Ronchieri, as blue as sky, sat tight to every stroke. 

He struck the ball and gave a spring that cleared the big red oak 
It raced beside a tram line as close as close it could be; 

As the bowler let out one last despairing rotation 
The ball made it to two hundred feet into Flinders Street Station. 

 
 

'Twas Corey Ronchieri, from Long Gully, that quietly saw the ball: 
He said, "I've had some nearer shaves and lively hits in all 

I've rode a wild chicken round a yard to win a five-pound bet, 

But this was the most brilliant hit that I've encountered yet. 
I've given that evil bowler me best; Iõve shaken all his nerve 

To feel it whistle through the air and plunge and buck and swerve. 
It's safe at rest in Flinders Street; we'll leave it lying still; 

A bowler's back is good enough henceforth for Corey on the hill. 

 

Chen® Martinôs Netball By Chené M 

'Twas Chené Martin, from Spring Gully, that caught the Netball craze;  
She turned away the good old dancing that served her many days; 
She dressed herself in a netball skirt, resplendent to be seen; 
3ÈÅ ÈÕÒÒÉÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 3ÃÈ×ÅÐÐÅÓ #ÅÎÔÒÅȟ Á ÐÌÁÃÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎȠ 
And as she walked through the door and people moved out of her way, 
The grinning receptionist said to her, "Excuse me, can you play?" 
 
"See here, young lady," said Chené, "from Land to Sea, 
From Maiden Gully to Castlemaine, there's none can play like me. 
I'm good all round at everything as everybody knows, 
Although I'm not the one to talk - I hate a lady that blows. 
But Netball is my special gift, my chiefest, sole delight; 
Just ask a woman can she talk, a shark can it bite, 
4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÃÌÏÔÈÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÉÇÈÔ ÓËÉÒÔÓȟ ÏÒ ÂÕÉÌÔ ÏÆ ÆÌÅÓÈ or steel, 
There's nothing leaps or jumps, or runs, that hears whistles squeal, 
3Ï ) ×ÉÌÌ ÐÒÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÐÌÁÙÅÒ ÅÖÅÒȟ 
I will play for you, through any sort of weather. 
 
'Twas Chené Martin, from Spring Gully, that wanted to prove herself not a toad, 
That stood in position of Goal Attack, on the court beside the car park road. 
She heard the whistle blow and away with the game they went, 
"ÕÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÓÏ Á×ÁÙ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÅÎÔȢ 
It bounced over the fence and over a car, 
It whistleÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅȭÓ ÈÅÁÄȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÆÁÒȢ 
 
It dodged some trees, and bounced off rocks, 
But Chené had to stop to pull up her socks, 
The cars on Marong Rd stopped for the ball, 
And then it bounced off of a big, red brick wall. 
It struck a stone and gave a spring that cleared a fallen tree, 
It rolled along the dirty, cracked asphalt, as far as the eye could see, 
And then it rolled into the stadium, and past a lady called Prasine, 



It made bounce of three feet, into the popcorn machine. 
 
'Twas Chené Martin, from Spring Gully, that slowly walked back to the court: 
3ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ͼ)ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÌÉÖÅÌÙ ÃÈÁÓÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÓÏÒÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÒÔȠ 
I've chased a wild bull round a yard to win a five-pound bet, 
But this was the most awful chase that I've encountered yet. 
I'll give that round-leather outlaw best; it's shaken all my nerve 
To see it whistle through the air and bounce and roll and swerve. 
It's safe at rest in the Popcorn Machine; we'll leave it lying still; 
! ÄÁÎÃÅÒȭÓ ÓÔÅÐÓ ÁÒÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȟ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÄÁÎÃÉÎÇȩ 9ÅÓ ) will."  
 

Caleb Macumberôs Motorcycle by Caleb M  

'Twas Caleb Macumber, from Golden Square, that caught the motor cycling craze; 

He turned away the good old bike that took him places for days; 
He dressed himself in motor cycling clothes, resplendent to be seen; 
He hurried off to the Suzuki shop and bought a shining new machine;  
And as he wheeled it through the door, with a BIG smile on his face , 
The grinning shop assistant said, "Excuse me, can you go the pace?" 
 
"Listen up young man," said Caleb Macumber, "from Melbourne to the sea, 
From South Australia to Castlemaine there's none can ride like me. 
I'm great all round at everything as everybody knows, 
Although I'm not the one to talk - I hate a boy that blows. 
But motor cycling is my special gift, my chiefest, sole delight; 
Just ask a Cheetah can it run, a lion can it fight? 
There's nothing clothed in skin or fur, or built of hair or steel, 
There's nothing runs or crawls, or walks, on wheel, hoof, or feet, 
But what I'll sit and rev and swerve and hold its handlebars tight 
 I'll ride this here two-wheeled concern straight away at sight." 
 
'Twas Caleb Macumber, from Golden Square, that sought his own abode, 
That perched above Bendigo creek beside the mountain road. 
He kick started the motorbike and sped clean away 
But 'ere he'd gone a few slow feet when it bolted clean away. 
It left the track, and through the bushes, just like a silver steak, 
It whistled down the painful slope towards the Bendigo creek.  
It missed a stump by just a bit; it dodged a big white-box: 
The very kangaroos in fright went scrambling up the rocks, 
The wombats hiding in their caves dug deeper underground, 
As Caleb Macumber, as white as a cloud, sat tight to every bound. 
It struck a stone and gave a spring that cleared a fallen tree, 
It raced beside a stream as close as close could be; 
And then as Caleb Macumber let out one last despairing shriek 
It made a leap of quite a lot into the Bendigo Creek. 
 
'Twas Caleb Macumber, from Golden Square, that slowly swam ashore: 
He said, "I've had some narrow shaves and lively rides before; 
I've rode my bike around the lake and never once got wet, 
But this was the most awful ride that I've encountered yet. 
I'll give that two-wheeled outlaw best; it's shaken all my nerve 
To feel it whistle through the air and plunge and buck and swerve. 
It's safe at rest in Bendigo Creek; we'll leave it lying still; 
My good old bike will do me now until... 


