| am a Noongar girl
and | live by the sea.
This is wardan country. ‘ Sl i R — E———

dt.idii

u dales hl;j 'ﬁ'ﬂ.ﬂ

Fo
<

-:;“.:. =2




| call the ocean wardan,
see it roll across the bay,
watch it lift to curl and crash,
then softly slip away.




The beach | call ngabar,
where wardan meets the land,
a place for fun and laughter,
running through the sand.






