
[image: image1.png]Naturalist Island Lea, Expedition Leader, followed up with an explanation of how this was to be done, and to take
bookings.

Sometime later we anchored off Winyalkan Island We landed on a tiny island shell-covered beach to view a frieze
of Gwion gwion or Bradshaw art. The small red ochre figures were of human activity with some of the subjects
wearing tall head dresses somewhat like the bunched and bound hairdos of the desert Aborigines. The question of
course still stands; who were the artists? A small collection of beach washed treasures enabled us to explore the
world of corals, shells and other marine life.

We moved up the coast to Bigge Island. The island has a major Wandjina art site in small caves close to the beach.
The art site had many images to interpret. There was a big Wandjina spirit, Kaiara, who came from the sea and
monsoon clouds and who created most of the island landscape. The painting of the senior Sea Wandjina with its
great white face, black eyes and radiating rain and lightning headdress had no mouth because they acted and did not
speak, On the back wall was the son of this Wandjina. Other paintings included three clear Dutch sailors, complete
with clogs, cap, pipes, bib, baggy trousers, dogs and carrying buckets. These are supposedly the watering party of
Abel Tasmans expedition. Other paintings included sailing craft, a white canoe with three occupants, snakes, shark,
turtles carapaces, and a character with huge penis and testicles able to deliver destructive waterspouts. Les even
found some Sheath-tail bats.

On the beach were the signs of old Green Turtle nests and very fresh crocodile tracks. On the way to the ceremonial
initiation site a sharp lookout was kept for Monjons the smallest of the rock wallabies who use the art caves and
boulders for shelter. Lea and some guests saw them. Malcolm did not. We joined the ship and travelled to Prince
Frederick Harbour. After dinner there was a screening of the Australian film ‘Brab Nue Day' a fun look at
Aboriginal coming of age in North Western Australia.

Day 4 Mitchell Falls, Hunter River (Porosus Ck) & Prince Frederick Harbour
Monday 15/08/11

During the morning and early afternoon parties of four were transferred from the ship to Naturalist Island beach,
from where they were picked up by helicopter for a spectacular trip to Mitchell Falls over the estuaries and
mountains of the western Kimberley. Some parties landed for a walk and even a swim at he falls and other parties
took the pure scenic flight route. All were thrilled with the flights especially the ones sitting next to the missing
doors.

In the meantime, the rest had the option of undertaking a great tour in the Explorer into the entrance of Hunter River
and Porosus Ck. Rounding the western end of Naturalist Island it was clear from the black rock and the grass-
covered smooth slopes (no cliffs), that it was composed of volcanics under the typical sandstones of the area. We
entered the true mouth of the Hunter River after passing by the sentinel “Ninepins” or "Indian Head". Beyond, the
river’s edge, was flattened into a broad mud flat upon which grew a heavy mangrove forest. A tall triangular rock
marked the presence of a classic Osprey nest site. We turned into Porosus Creek to look at the mangrove and mud
life. Great orange cliffs provided a backdrop separated by lines of lush mangroves, the outer ones usually the
venerable Soneratia and Whitw Mangroves backed up by an impenetrable wall of the stilt roots of the Red
Mangrove. Certainly, these plants made up a classic shock absorber for what lay behind. Linking these spectacular
units together were the numerous sightings of Brahminy Kites, Ospreys, and along the shore were Reef Herons, and
Striated Herons. The mud edge was the feeding and display ground for the amazing mudskippers demonstrating
how fish can emerge onto land.

Fishing trips were the next order of the day with mixed results. The first boat load had good success with Stripeys
and Fingermark but with a catch and release policy no fish were permanently damaged bar the bait. The second boat
load failed to achieve the high standards of the first. Was it skill or the tides? Both groups scored better with birds
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