
[image: image1.png]including an unexpected flock of Little Curlews probably on passage from their migration from Siberia to inland
overwintering sites.

In the afternoon we cruised the Prince Frederick Harbour and explored an art site. By lying on our back we saw a
nice fresh looking Wanjina paining that had been touched up in the sixtys. More nimble rockhoppers saw a Gwion
gwion site behind large boulders. After a hectic day and dinner a short documentary "From the Heart - the
Kimberley" was screened.

Day 5 Careening Bay and Prince Regent River.
Tuesday 16/08/11

During the previous evening, we had travelled to an anchorage opposite Careening Cove.

Careening Cove was named after King’s activities here where he careened his ship, the “Mermaid”, in 1820 to
repair what he thought was damage caused on running aground much earlier. However after he had hauled his little
boat high onto the beach, well above low water mark, he discovered a much greater problem. The teak boat built in
India had had its planks nailed with iron nails. While these would have inevitably rusted out, it wasn’t until the hull
was sheathed in copper that the real damage was done. Galvanic or electrolytic action took place between the iron
and the copper once it was submerged in sea water. The nails virtually dissolved out. Removal of the copper
sheeting revealed the planks with hundreds of nail-sized holes. The iron material still in the holes had to be removed
then replaced with crew-made copper nails or wooden plugs. A further problem occurred as the job took too long
out of water causing the drying planks to shrink. The seams opened up. With as much speed as possible, the hull
was repaired before the ship was returned to the sea. The leaky hull remained so King had to return to Sydney poste
haste. The fact that King got home is testament to his wonderful seamanship.

The highlight on the shore is the giant split Boab that King placed his graffiti on; chiselled in very large well drafted
letters are the words “HMC Mermaid 1820” while on the opposite side a shrine-like chamber has been cut out. The
tree had changed little since it was carved indicating the great age of Boabs. The Boabs at present are not in leaf and
not flowering. Along the beach, Malcolm was distracted by interesting marine life on the mud flats including an
enormous nudibranch. The Pink Mull Mulla, a Ptilotus was in flower. At the southern end of the beach the cycad
Macrozamia basaltica created interest. The area had been recently burnt carefully to aid regeneration and protect
the highly historic tree from a severe wildlife.

While the ship was completing its pre-lunch run to St. George Basin through the violent Whirlpool Passage,
Malcolm presented an introduction to the Coral Reef in the Lounge, preparing us for the visit in a couple of days to
Montgomery Reef. The anchor ran out near the entrance to the fantastic fault-controlled course of the Prince Regent
River. Opposite lay a dense and broad mangrove forest out of which protected a number of cuboidal sandstone
structures that drew a comparison with city ruins.
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After another delicious lunch we again took our seats in the Explorer for a cruise up the Prince Regent River for
some 25 kms to visit King Cascade. We called in at Camp Creek and went for a swim in a-pool that would have
easily won a prize for landscaping. Even the water we swam in contained Perch, prawns and Rainbow Fish. We
had a good look at a large crocodile (3.0m) in Camp Creek. It was inquisitive and scared of a local man fishing in a
small dingy.

Back on the main river and another couple of zig-zags and we were soon near the King Cascade. Lea provided a
clear run down of King’s finding and naming of the water fall before we turned into the pool at its base. The
continuous flow of fresh water kept the cascade a stunning green. Here, a small Mertons Water Monitor rested on a
ledge. As we drifted around in the Explorer taking photos and looking at plants and wildlife it was hard to imagine
the tragedy of the young American girl who was taken by a crocodile in this very same place. We partook an
onboard afternoon tea before a refreshing trip back to the CP into a light breeze with thoughts of pre-dinner drinks
and another great awaiting meal. The Chestnut Rail remained a myth. We relaxed in the evening with a spot of
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