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the first few kilometres into the park —
out along the narrow ridge to the
lookout with its panoramic view over

ridges and gorges, then down the
steep spur to the river flats beside
Gorge Creek.

By the time we reached the
bottom, the rain was heavy enough to
force us into our parkas. As we
plodded up a creek bed in a narrowing
gorge on our way to Gamu Waterhole,
| searched the low cliffine above us
for a cave to shelter in. To my
surprise, as we scrambled up a steep
bank to an overhang | had walked past
several times before, we were
confronted by red and white ochre
hand stencils and red boomerangs.
The stencils were even visible from
the creek bed, if you happened to look
up at the right moment. We were told

Gay and Graham McLean at 'The Hourglass', Isla ®org later by the Ranger in Taroom that the
white ochre stencils are thought to be

Party: Frank and Meg McKone, Warwick and Shirley more recent than the red.

Daniels, Gay and Graham McLean, Sue and lan Olsen, The rain eased and we continued on, finding good

Bas and Hester Slade. water and noisy frogs in some pools below Gamu

Map: Ghinghinda 1:100 000 Waterhole, though campsites in the vicinity werarsp.

Reference: Warner, Charles: ‘Exploring Queensland’s

Central Highlands’, 1987. Available from the autrad

PO Box 194, Picton NSW 2571; also from the bookshop

at Carnarvon Gorge.

Photos: All taken by Meg McKone unless otherwise

attributed.

Sketches:All watercolour sketches by lan Olsen.

(Continued from the November 2007 1TB)

A forecast of continuing rain had driven us ouKaf
Ka Mundi a day early, and Mt Moffatt, the next pavi
intended to visit, was closed for the aerial shuptof
feral animals. As we drove east across the Expedit
Range headed for Isla Gorge, it came on to rairg
Fortunately the camping area on the top of theeplat
above the Gorge was only a kilometre off the tarnoetl
and presented no access problems. By mid aftermwaon |
had all straggled in except Bas and Hester, whiveatr &
late with engine trouble. They would have to leaiew 7
days early to get their oil seals replaced in Moura £

We had enjoyed our four days up the Nogoa Rive?
and were looking forward to a five day trip out time
further reaches of Isla Gorge after car camping doidg
day walks at Ka Ka Mundi. But it rained overnigirtd
faced with a chilly, grey, showery morning, we dfet to
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sandstone formations which I'd stumbled across fi ALK ; AU ¥ Caent .
years previously. We were to become very famiiéh The party descending the ‘Coloured Caves’ ridge
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featured prominence across the saddle.
| promised him a pointier view of it
from Wappilka Ridge the next day.
Pinnacle or not, despite the cold wind
and drizzle we had to climb it before
we returned to camp, zig-zagging up
through the broken cliffs. From the
top, we enjoyed the view of Wappilka
Ridge and other unnamed hills and
ridges, a split rock at the end of the
next ridge to the north and a “pudding”
of bare grey sandstone on the plateau
below us. It continued to drizzle as we
dropped into a creek bed and wound
our way back to Gorge Creek. At the
end of a seven hour day, | felt | could
have done without the climb back up
to the Lookout.
lan took most of the party for a
From here we headed up to an intermediate plawaal | walk on the plateau near the campsite in brillemshine
below the main cliffine where we found a shalloawe the next day, while Frank and | had no option bustay
with children’s red ochre hand stencils crumblingag  in camp and dry out our soaked tent and Thermardsts
on a fragile curtain of white sandstone so thaydhk  had poured overnight and we'd discovered why thexs
silhouette of their fingers remained. The stensiemed a nice flat bed of sand, where we had optimistjcplit
even more eroded than when | had seen them fivis yeaour tent, at the base of a pebbly slope. Nextvaayvere
earlier. We moved on around a sandstone headlathd ain action again and headed for Wappilka Ridge, rieta
across a flattish bench covered in grass treagnchlin a  for the tunnel which bores right through its centid/e
white sandy cave beneath ‘The Pinnacle’, the featiumt climbed to the top of the ridge easily near thetlsou
had drawn me to this area on my first trip. eastern end with views of Observation Peak and the
Across a high saddle south west of The Pinnaek li Chimneys to the east, and across The Pinnacle and a
a narrow ridge with the most remarkably colouredesd  myriad of narrow, broken ridges to the farmlandtbe
have ever seen. On one side the predominant ciour western horizon. To the north, a maze of creeks
yellow, with cream, yellow, ochre and brown striggsl  disappears into the plateau — perhaps next tinhegét
swirls in the current bedding and a
pillar gracefully worn into the shape of
an hourglass. A hole passes right
through the ridge, probably formed
aeons ago by a fallen tree which gave
its shape to the sand cementing around
the trunk before it rotted away. The
other side of the ridge is even more
breathtaking, with its cave of fragile
coral-like formations stained in a
symphony of pinks ranging from the
palest beige to deep fuschia,
interspersed with thin lines of orange
and mauve. The top of the ridge is
well worth a look too; though a deep,
vertical gash cuts through it after a few
hundred metres, there are excellent
views of the surrounding country and
on this dull day flowering boronias
made a bright splash in the subdued
light.
“Call that a pinnacle?” questioned
Bas, looking at the rather blunt Bas and Hester Slade at the arch near Kallaroo Rrésla Gorge

The tunnel through Wappilka Ridge, Isla Gorge
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After a short distance we turned up
Wadyu Creek where vine forest,
mossy boulders and elkhorn ferns
offered a contrast to the rest of the
park. Soon the songs of small birds
heralded the proximity of water and as
we headed upwards we came across a
waterfall trickling over a high band of
conglomerate. A large cave, filled
with flood debris, had been eroded out
of the rock band beside the pool under
the waterfall, above which were more
pools. From here we climbed out of
the creek past Observation Peak,
dropping back into Gorge Creek via an
attractive bouldery, forested slope.
Then came our last grind up to the
Lookout. Next trip I'll base camp at
Kallaroo Creek.
Our party was about to be broken
up. Warwick and Shirley were called
The party at Gorge Creek below the Lookout, Islagéo home urgently. Bas and Hester headed
north to Moura to get their engine
there. Above the tunnel the ridgetop breaks asaynot  fixed, while Frank and | drove south to Taroom heck
wanting to risk an exposed climb in an isolatechave oyt a horrible screeching noise in our engine ufuately
retreated and reached the tunnel by fO"OWing theehof Only a s||pp|ng a'ternator belt We were in Taroﬁn‘n

the cliffs. It has been formed by two caves onasifie  the moon eclipse and a much appreciated dinnertivith

sides eroding back into the ridge until they cazdeand  remains of the party two nights later.

is big enough to walk through easily. The trip wasn’t over yet. We still had a weekgm
Once through, we circumnavigated Observation Pealgnd headed back west, first to check out the Aecadi

checking out its arqhes and eroded sandstone fammsat  valley, which, we'd discovered through a pamphléet a

then headed north into Kallaroo Creek. Here weadoa Salvator Rosa Campground’ held three national pm

spot which would make an ideal base camp for ei@mss \ve were heading into Beilba Section of Expedition
deeper into the park. There were several poolsabér,

albeit stained by gum leaves, in a
conglomerate layer in the creek bed
with a broad, sandy plateau 10-15
metres up backed by a beautiful
curving white cliff punctuated by a

high arch. We walked back to Gorge
Creek at the mid plateau level finding
more colourful caves in the base of the
cliffs. A momentary burst of sunshine
brought the landscape to life as we
approached the climb to the Lookout
near the end of our eight hour day.

Our final day at Isla Gorge was in
marked contrast to our previous walks
there, with sunny weather and some
time in a dry rainforest creek. This
time, instead of going upstream, we
headed down the broad valley of
Gorge Creek. Its sandy creek bed was
flanked by wide, grassy terraces
supporting large gums with attractive

pink, white or dark ironbark trunks. North from Cave Hill
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Admiring the view to Cave Hill

National Park after passing several squatter pgean the two local tribes, the survivors were roundedang
bustard, an echidna and lots of big trucks, wessnesl to  put into missions where they were not allowed teasp
a halt when we saw Bas and Hester on their way outheir own languages. Only a little cultural knodde
They stopped to advise us not to waste our timeth80 was passed on in whispers. The highlands were used
we continued on to Lonesome Section where we admireprimarily for initiations and burials, and the aofk
the view up the Arcadia Valley from the top of theillustrates this. She pointed out a tiny hand atenith
escarpment, then descended to camp beside the dognt fingers —a dead baby with its fingers twistedgor
Dawson River. It was an attractive place for caring, = mortis, the adult hand with a missing finger nearby
but had little to offer as a bushwalking destinatioThe  signifying death. The engravings were apparergbduas
Ranger at Taroom had warned us that Lake Nuga Nugaex education for the newly initiated boys. Theieal
the third park, was too dry at the moment to bethvar  cross hatchings represented the nets which westeistd
visit, so we decided to finish our tour of Central across gorges to capture kangaroos. Boomerangs wer
Queensland at Carnarvon Gorge. depicted in pairs because hunters carried two boams

Carnarvon Gorge is the most spectacular, and naif the same size, shape and weight — if they mitiseid
surprisingly the most popular, of all the NatioRalrks of target at the first throw, they had a second chaticeas
Central Queensland. The members of our party vatb h a timely reminder that our now uninhabited bushlesad
never visited it before were delighted by its sogivhite  not so very long ago the home of people who created
cliffs, beautiful forests of shining palms and tall stories and art to explain the meaning of theiedivso
eucalypts, huge overhangs filled with hundreds ofintimately engaged with these mountains, gorges and
Aboriginal stencils and engravings and narrow sideplains.
canyons, refuges for rare ferns, even though ticehalve Though we had spent three weeks in the area, we
to share the tracks with lots of other visitorss §jood to  hadn’t exhausted the bushwalking possibilities Iy a
have a place where the general public can, witlitla | means. There was more to do in Ka Ka Mundi aral Isl
effort, appreciate the kinds of natural beauty ofomly = Gorge and we hadn’t touched on Mt Moffatt or the
seen by bushwalkers. The crowded campsite wasa bi Robinson Gorge section of Expedition National Patrk
a trial, though, especially when a truck with aasan on all. | thoroughly recommend a trip to the Highlanaf
top came bashing through the trees, pumping diesé&entral Queensland, but allow yourself at leasiranight
exhaust over our dinner and almost demolishingenir to visit a comprehensive selection of the highlsght

Frank and | were fortunate enough to be at the ‘Ar
Gallery’ to hear an Aboriginal Guide explain whahswv
known of the art and way of life of the original
inhabitants of the area - not a great deal, it seeAfter
massacres and introduced diseases had almostyaektro oW




