
Marngrook 
 
“Goal!” The Williamstown Wombats had scored another goal. The crowd was 
cheering so loud it hurt my ears.  
 
Mum and dad had taken me into town to watch the new ball game called 
Australian Rules Football. It was different to any game I had ever seen before but 
it was very exciting. Even the cockatoos and kangaroos seemed to enjoy it. The 
game was played with a leather ball that was oval shaped, like a big Easter egg.  
There were two teams with twenty players on each team. The other team was 
called the Kyneton Koalas. There were four goalposts. If you kicked the ball 
through the middle posts you got six points and if you kicked it between the 
outer posts you got one point.  So far the Wombats were winning by 10 points. I 
found it quite hard to keep track of the scores.  
 
The boy next to me was cheering really loudly “Go uncle Bill!”. “Who is your 
uncle?” I asked. “He’s that person with the ball in the Williamstown Wombats  ”  
he replied pointing at a player with the ball. “How did he get so good at this new 
game?” I asked. “ It’s not new, it’s an old game that we call Marngrook” he said 
“Do you want to come and play it with me and my friends?” “Sure!” I exclaimed 
“that sounds like fun. What’s your name?” “ My name is Ricky”. We walked 
towards a small grassy spot near the big game. When we got there Ricky 
introduced me to his friends. He handed me the ball, it was furry and very soft in 
my hand. “What’s this made of?” I asked. “Possum skin” he said “because it’s 
easier to catch”. The game was quite similar to Australian Rules Football but 
there were some other differences. There are around 50 people in a team, the 
game goes for 2 days and there is only one winner at the end. They win by 
jumping the highest, kicking the furthest or having the ball the longest 
throughout the game. I loved playing Marngrook with other kids and learning the 
game. We played and played, until well after the other game had finished. It was 
getting dark when we decided to stop playing, since we were all pretty tired. I 
enjoyed playing and I thought I did quite well. But we all had a vote and Ricky 
won. “Goodbye Ricky” I said. “Maybe I’ll see you next time my uncle plays” he 
said hopefully. “Yeah maybe” I replied. As we were walking home dad said “What 
did you think of the new game?” “Actually it’s not new it’s an old game called 
Marngrook” I replied and I told him all about Marngrook. 
 
A few years later I was watching the Williamstown Wombats playing when I 
heard the little boy next to me shout “Go uncle Ricky!”. And I wondered if it was 
the same Ricky who had taught me Marngrook. 


