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WHAT’S ON?
18th November

Assembly—9am

20th November

Yr 9/10 Cunderdin Ag Visit
Yr 4-6 Cricket Carnival

23rd November

School Board AGM/GM

24th November

2021—Yr 7 Orientation

25th November

Early Childhood Transition Day

30th November

First Lego League—Wongan Hills

Yr 9/10 Cadet Camp
The year 9/10 Cadet camp was an exhausting, challenging, and joyful experience that the
whole class will remember for a long time. On the last Wednesday of October, our class
arrived at school at 11 o’clock with arms full of packs, pillows and sleeping bags as we
watched the year 7/8’s unload from their camp trip. While we packed the trailer, we
were entertained by the stories that they brought back with them about the falls and
stacks that unfortunate students faced. Hearing about their troubles on camp made us
feel nervous about the bike ride waiting, but lucky that we didn't have to ride up the hill
out of Northam again.
We left school forty five minuets before schedule as we were all eager and ready on the
bus by quarter past eleven. The bus trip was a pleasure as we were basically a feast on
wheels as everyone pulled out their sweets as soon as we left the school. Once arriving at bakers hill, some of us
believed that it would be a casual ride to Lake Leschenaultia as we arrived extremely early (forty five minuets before schedule), but were we wrong. As soon as we were off the bus, the bikes were off the trailer and we were
zooming down the track trying to keep up with each other. The beginning of the ride was flat and easy, but it got
harder as time went by. Little did we know what was waiting for us the next day though.
Arriving at Lake Leschenaultia was a relief but, we were shocked to find out that the keys to the trailer were
missing, along with Mr Halls other important keys. We waited while people searched cars and boxes, in this time
the most serious injury that we encountered on camp occurred when Courtney slipped over on the loose gravel
and scraped the back of her leg on the ground; not even twenty minuets since we arrived at camp. Luckily a spare
key was found and the trailer was opened in good time. We could finally relax, unpack, and shower. People pulled
out their frozen meats for dinner and a few games of spotlight were played, but the night drifted by fast as we
were all exhausted and ready for bed by nine.
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The second day began early for some; we were all up by quarter past seven. People made pancakes, eggs, rolls
and noodles for breakfast as we were going to need a lot of energy to get us through the ride to the Mundaring
Weir and back. We were told that the ride to the weir would be easier than the ride back, but once we began we
realized that the whole day was going to be full of pain, suffering, and heat. The ride there was full of hills and
slopes making it a hard ride. It didn't take us too long to get there as we left camp around 8:30am and got to the
weir at around lunch. We would have arrived earlier but we were delayed by a few mishaps preformed by some of
the students riding.
When coming into Mundaring , the front group that had ridden past the allocated supervisor missed a turn and
kept on riding towards the far end of Mundaring. We realized that they had gone the wrong way and tried to radio
them, but they were out of range. There was no contact between us and the group. A while later, Mr Hall found
the group and we continued our ride to the weir. On this ride, which was the last stretch before the weir, we rode
out bikes on the road. We picked up speed and the people at the front of the group went too far and through a
‘Caution—DO NOT ENTER’ sign where Gregson threw himself over the pipeline on his bike. Many of us thought he
had broken his leg but as they walked back up the hill out of that death trap, we all brushed off and continued
until we reached the weir.
At the weir we enjoyed our packed lunches and reviewed the falls that we had witnessed that second day. A
couple of bikes were a little worse for wear. We were all exhausted, but we did not want to miss the sight of the
weir and take some photos. We soon realised that the plan for riding back up the hills to camp was not going to
happen, so Mr Proud and Mr Hall drove all the way back to Lake Leschenaultia to get the bus so they could drive
us up the worst of the incline. We were all extremely grateful and relieved as riding back up the steep hills would
not have been possible. We were dropped in Mundaring and the ride back was not easy, but it did not last as long
as scheduled because of the distance removed. We arrived back early and showered as everyone was covered
from head to toe in dirt, muck and sunscreen. The rest of the afternoon was relaxed, as we sat down then played
a few rounds of cricket. That night burgers were served. Bread , meat and salad was what most of us needed to
get us through the night without falling asleep as we were so exhausted from the intense day we had rode. Most
of us enjoyed the late afternoon sun at the grassed area around the lake as the ducks and bush chooks begged for
food. Donuts were served for dessert and not long later, we were all in bed and asleep.
The Friday began with different orders of events with some people packing their tents up as soon as they woke
and some enjoying their last breakfast meal on camp. We packed, cleaned, and ate as everyone decided weather
or not they were going to endure the mountain biking tracks where the people who decided to join would ride
around 1.3 kilometres up-hill only to choose and ride down a track of their choice. I made the choice of going
down the ‘hula’ track, which was said to be the easiest. But was I wrong. What was described as a flowy and easy
trail turned into a bumpy and rocky roller coaster ride. I could only imagine the harder tracks that others chose to
ride down. We went up three times, the third time Mr Hall guided a group of boys down a harder track where he
fell of his bike. Luckily, he did not injure himself badly. The boys that followed seemed to be fine and did not fall.
After Mr Hall’s fall, we decided to leave camp. Everyone was excited to get to McDonald's in Northam so they
could indulge themselves with the delicious lunch meals they had to offer.
To everyone's surprise, Mr Halls keys were still missing and he believed they were near
Bakers Hill. As we drove we looked on the side of the road. Mr Hall pulled the bus over
and ran back to see if what he caught a glimpse of while driving were the missing key
set. They were found! After the whole three day camp, the keys that were lost on the
first day were retrieved. Some were bent and destroyed but some were still usable. He
was relieved that they were found. Northam McDonald’s was a longer break as there
was so many of us to serve. Everyone got large drinks with burgers, wraps or nuggets.
Some getting ice-cream too! People tried to stuff themselves full of food before getting
back onto the bus but the amount of food was so large, that they had to disregard Mr
Halls guidance of not bringing food on the bus. We went back to school while listening to
tunes and arrived in the heat of the afternoon. After unpacking the trailer and making
calls in the office all of us went home early. We were all exhausted, tired, but proud of
our accomplishment of completing the ride. Written by Abigail Proud.

Together We Strive

dowerindhs.wa.edu.au

Day 1
We awoke Monday morning, prepared and excited for the long day ahead. We heaved our packs and sleeping
bags onto the trailer that was to be transported with the bus and threw our day packs onto our seats. As we
waited for the rest of our campmates, we chatted among ourselves, curious as to what the next few days would
deliver. As soon as everyone had arrived, we boarded the bus and rushed to our spots.
Once we had started driving, Kalicia handed out lollipops and, without us knowing, the teachers had been alerted.
Suddenly, Mr Hall called out, “Who’s handing out lollipops?” and the whole bus went silent. Someone quietly
muttered Kalicia. We were all prepared to be yelled at when surprisingly she was asked, “Can I have one?”. We all
breathed a sigh of relief and looked forward to our first stop… Northam.
By the time we reached our ant infested destination all sense of excitement
faded away. We unloaded the bikes off the trailer connected to the car and
went over the basic KEP track rules. Finally, we jumped on our bikes and
peddled our way down the track of our treacherous journey. Little did we
know, the hill out of Northam would be horrific, and most of us walked the
steepish, long hill. Luckily for us, the ride down was quick and easy, as long as
we avoided the potholes and bumps. But to our disappointment, there where
various uphill climbs we had to achieve, but the ride down made it worth it.
At one of our quick breaks, we were glad to hear there would be no more
hills…. But, there was massive hills dotted our path to Bakers Hill. Everyone
got annoyed at Mr Hall after he had reported there was supposed to be no hills. But we still had fun speeding
down an old road called Eadine Rd, zooming under bridges at what felt like 60km/h. We had finally reached our
halfway point, Clackline, as we all stopped for a long, relaxing lunch break. To our enjoyment Mr Hall announced
there were no more hills left, but no one believed him after the last time. But, he was right. Sadly, the flat, rocky
ground was tiring, with no downward hills to give us a break.
After what felt like days, maybe even weeks, we had finally achieved our goal. We turned quickly around a corner
to see Miss Hibbitt standing on the middle of the path, near the bus, making everyone sigh in relief. We had made
it to Bakers Hill! We drove the 20-minute bus drive to Lake Leschenaultia and set up our tents, tired and sore.
Some had showers whilst others collected wood for the fire, and played cricket. By the time we had finished
organising our tents, the sun had almost set, and the first stars began to twinkle. We consumed our dinner and
some people had dessert, then excitedly, we all grabbed torches or head lamps, and sat around the fire discussing
the rules of our favourite game, spotlight. People ran every-which-way into the irky darkness, as the students that
were “it” waited patiently for about a minute. After a few rounds, some people retreated to their tents to relax,
and listen to the echoing screams of students as they were caught. By nine thirty, we were all close to sleep in our
tents, worrying about what the next day would bring. The heat, ride and pain on our legs. Slowly, we drifted off
into a deep slumber as the darkness consumed us, the sounds of the frogs fading away.

Day 2
Planes. The loud engine noises hovering above us early in the morning. The birds chirping happily to each other,
and the frogs now silenced. We were awake. The darkness slowly transitioned into a bright light radiating from the
sky, the stars disappearing. It was morning.
*Later that day* Our legs throbbed as the sweltering hot sun fell down on our bright red skin. Sweat slowly
dripped down our faces as we cycled our way to Lake Leschenaultia. The 27 kilometre track was already starting to
wear us out as our excitement faded. But determined, we pushed ourselves (because Mr Hall made us) along the
sandy trail. Finally, after just one hour of riding, we had already arrived at our midway point, 14.7 kilometres away
from Bakers Hill, Chidlow. We slumped back and enjoyed about 40 minutes of relaxation and conquering jumps
(some of us), until it was time to continue on our treacherous journey.
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The second half of our trip felt much longer than the first, as we slowly trudged our
way through boggy sand and loose gravel. Some people stopped, but others continued towards our goal. The signs on the track popped up every so often, 9km, 7.9km,
6.1km, 3.1km, then finally, only one kilometre left. We could see our destination
hidden in the foliage, and suddenly our energy bars refilled and we were motivated
to speed up and complete our trek. We halted near another bike park, as we waited
for the rest of our group to arrive. Then, the worst thing imaginable happened, we
were told we still had 3km left to ride! Luckily for us, most of it was in a steep downhill direction, on the smooth bitumen road.
Suddenly, a car pulled up behind us (it was Miss Hibbitt) telling us to turn off onto the dirt path, that some people
had already missed. We were so close, less than 100m to go. We flew down the hill and swerved around the Lake
Leschenaultia ‘pedestrian entrance’ sign, and slammed on the brakes as we arrived next to the bus and bike trailer.
We had done it! 50km in two days on a bike. We all rushed down towards our tents, jumped in the shower and
relaxed for the rest of the camp (until we started playing spotlight).
It was burgers for dinner so we were all excited to help out. We devoured our dinner and waited until dark. It was
time to play spotlight!! We quietly hid but the silence didn’t last long. Little did the teachers know, stories had
been told about a ghost that haunted the forest, a person that had drowned a few years earlier and strange creatures that, if their name is mentioned 3 times in a row, would chase and scare you. Suddenly, we heard a scream…
it was Sharnee. Not long after more screams could be heard and the sound of thundering feet rushed towards the
fire. Something had scared everyone and they all had returned to the safety of the tents and warm fire. Even
though there were strange sounds echoing the bush, everyone had a great sleep, ready for the trip home.

Day 3
There was fog everywhere as we woke up on Wednesday morning but no one minded. We were going home!!
Some of us went for a walk as we waited for the others to wake up. We quickly packed up our tents, moving them
up the hill and resetting them up for the 9/10s and finished our breakfast. No more
riding… we were going home!! Everyone was excited but upset to be leaving at the same
time.
After the trailer had been packed, we all jumped into the bus with huge smiles on our
faces… looking forward to the delicious lunch we were going to have at Bakers Hill.
However, by the time we got there, we realised it was only
9:00am… too early to be eating lunch since we’d only had breakfast not even an hour ago. Most people just got a small snack,
others got sweet treats while some either had drinks or nothing.
It was silent as everyone ate their “lunch” and soon we were
back on the bus.
Without warning, Mr Hall turned on the radio and raised the volume. We listened to the tunes blaring through the speakers as
we all slumped back in our seats. Finally, we saw the signs out of
Dowerin…. We were almost there! Everyone got excited to go
home and pass out for the rest of the day, but sadly we had to
take a quick detour to the roadhouse…. Ugh…. 5 more minutes
of waiting. Eventually, we unpacked our bags from the trailer,
grabbed our sleeping bags and threw everything on the ground.
We patiently waited for our parents to take us home, as students
began disappearing into cars. Sadly, a few of us had to stay back
at school, but for most, it was great to be home.
-Nat and Tess <3
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Year 7 students have been answering the big question of how do imaginative texts entertain their readers? They
have been learning about how narratives have standard conventions and features; different narrative genres
require specific features and that writers mix and experiment with genres to create new forms. The class will be
looking at The Hobbit by J.R.R. Tolkien and Call of the Wild by Jack London to explore these ideas and
conduct and evaluate their review of narrative texts.

Year 8 students have been looking at how language influences a person’s identity. They have been looking at
how text structures and language features vary according to texts, the idea of how names affect the way we
view people and characters and how does lost or hidden language affect identity. The class is looking at the
texts of Bridge to Terabithia by Katherine Paterson and The War of The Worlds by H.G. Wells.

The Year 9/10 class have been looking at how language is used in the world of crime fiction, examining the
ways the genre has developed and looking explicitly at the structures and features of such texts. They have been
applying their understanding of the historical period to look at how a book is constructed and evaluate the
views and values associated with the language and text. The students have been reflecting on how the character
of Sherlock Holmes has evolved over the years. Students have used these ideas to make covers for a fictional
crime novel and create their own characters. Have a look above, it looks like a few creative ideas are on the
horizon.
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