
Wara  
 
Next year I might be going to Steiner. It’s 
going to be weird because I’ve had my 
whole entire schooling at Kerry Street. I 
have lots of photos of this year, like of gym, 
camp, art, the Coogee Beach Challenge, 
buddies and the Fremantle Festival Parade. 
I will miss all my friends, my teachers, the 
school and the sense of community in it. 
 

 
This was at gym where Ying Li, an ex-
gymnast, teaches us. The classes are fun 
and we have had discos and birthday 
parties there. 
 

 

 
I helped Aeron write his Fathers’ Day card 
and draw some pictures. 
 
Aeron wasn’t actually one of my buddies but 
Katie, William, Carnie, Woody and Ruben 
were. We do our pack up together, 
sometimes do activities together, then read 
or play games with them afterwards. You 
get to know the little kids a lot more. 
 

 
Geraldine was showing us how to do 
mosaics. My mum did a few mosaics, like 
there’s a 57 above the steps at our house. I 
helped her with the 57 by smashing up 
mirror pieces. 



 
The Coogee Beach Challenge was fun 
because we got to eat lots of bikkies, run 
around the beach, swim around and jump 
off the jetty. This year we won; all of our 
practice must have paid off. 
 

 
We went to Landsdale Farm School and 
during the time we were there we had billy 
tea and damper. The damper went pretty 
fast but I had a lot of the billy tea and spilt a 
lot of it on me as well. 
 

 
After we did some jobs at Landsdale Farm, 
we got to have a look at the place and they 
had two little baby kids which were cute. 
They wouldn’t stop sucking at my thumbs. 

 
Before we did the jobs Farmer Pete told us 
a bit about straw and how the musty straw 
was not as good for the animals as the fresh 
straw. We gave the fresh straw to the 
pregnant and lactating mothers. 
 

 
At the end of camp we got to go to The 
Great Escape. It was fun because we got to 
scull the milk from the milk containers; I 
liked Stephen’s comment about dreams 
coming true. My favourite slide was the slow 
one. 
 

 
This was just before the parade. I ripped my 
kilt but I went without it; it didn’t really matter 
because I had black jeans. 


