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Although getting to the Bloomfield Region Wakakirri Festival was quite a last minute rush, 
everything worked out successfully. I was able to find the Bloomfield River State School website 
which gave me an idea of where we were going, what the kids were up to, a brief mention of the 
festival and that their teachers seemed very well organised, but I was still unsure what form the 
festival would take. I had no concept of how far north we would be travelling or what the kids 
would be expecting from us. 
Landing in a surprisingly cool Cairns, I found two of the other students and we went on a mission 
to find paper, pens and whatever we could get hold of to be prepared for the next day. 
Unfortunately before we left we could not access plaster or a gutsy gus, two of the great hands- 

on activities the kids love.  
Instead we made do with an anatomy poster we found for half price! For the next festival, 
although we were very lucky with Amie and Shruti from the ANU being prepared with the 'sugar 
man', and getting hold of some medical gear last minute, plaster and a gutsy gus really do make 
our contribution memorable for the kids. They’re two things that they are unlikely to get to play 
with usually, so now that the festivals dates are known, time can be allowed for this important 
sourcing of materials. 
Cairns was bigger than I thought and an interesting mix of tourist and culture - more nightclubs 
and bars than the much bigger Canberra where I grew up, but a fantastic museum of 
contemporary art and regional art gallery and little boutique stores. It was great to have Hassan 
from UNSW, a local of Cairns and Cooktown, to show us around. He knew many of the people 
we worked with from school and his mum put in a lot of effort to make us comfortable and find us 
a place to sleep. Having someone who “belonged” made the trip more special.  
The drive to the Wujal Wujal community from Cooktown, where we were told the kids were, was 
similarly alien to me, through very lush forest, although drier than I was led to believe. We arrived 
eventually after being paid out for driving so slowly by a pair of policemen we checked with to see 
where we were going! At the community, we were greeted with enthusiasm by the Wakakirri 
organisers, who’d been impressed with the NRHSN student’s activities in Yuendemu the previous 
week. At 10:40am we were told we had two hours to run activities from 11am, with kids ranging 
from Kindy to Year 7 and from as far away as Leura and so after a quick brainstorm we got going. 
We ran four stations: sugar man, relays, sphygmos and steths and anatomy. Perdi and I ran the 
anatomy station, where we had the kids trace their friends and then draw in where their organs 
should go as a starting point for discussion. The kids were amazing – on asking what happens 
when you eat food to the kids around kindergarten age, I was told that it goes down the 
oesophagus then into the stomach that churns food. 
They reported they had to “do this in their school books” so thanks to some wonderful teachers 
and health workers, there are around 50 children under 12 who have already completed first year 
university anatomy! We were lucky to have the opportunity to then watch the children’s movies in 
the woman’s centre, made in conjunction with Desert Pea Productions, after an introduction by 
the community mayor. The films were hilarious, particularly for the kids seeing themselves on a 
big screen.  
It was an exhausting but rewarding day. We got back to Cooktown in time to watch the end of the 
sunset off Grassy Hill, a tall hill that looks both over the town to the west and the ocean to the 
east, that Captain Cook stood on and wrote of the desolation he saw. None of us agreed with 
him! I had a fantastic time learning about an area I would love to work in when I graduate, with a 
true local and getting to know very briefly small parts of the community. Talking to a young girl 
who was adamant she was going to become a midwife when she grew up and knew how to go 
about it was inspiring. It was good to be able to change some preconceptions the kids had on 
school and university, such as the different pathways they could go through such as TAFE, 
university prep and indigenous stream programs. It was a wonderful opportunity to listen to the 
kids knowledge and hopes for the future. A huge thanks to the NRHSN for such an opportunity 
and to UOW for the organisation. 
