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rod in years, but after listening to some of the tall tales com
ing back from the daily fishing trips about the famous 
Australian barramundi, I felt I should give it a go. There 
were four of us cruisers on the tender that afternoon, and 
the other three seemed to know what they were doing. I was 

fortunate that our captain, Shaun Hutton, was a man of 
patience. It all sounded simple-drop the lure and hold on. 
It was a beautiful day, warm but not hot, a clear blue sky ... 
what could be more relaxing? Then I got a bite, and things 
suddenly became very hectic. Before I knew what was 
happening, I was on my feet and the rod was bent nearly 
double in front of me. By the time the fish's silver flank 
flashed into view, I'd been through a grueling upper-body 

workout. When Shaun pulled the fish into the boat, he told 
me it was a queenfish, not a barramundi, but my delight 
was undimmed, and in the photographs (I made sure there 
were plenty of photographs) I look as gleeful as a child. 

On the last afternoon, I spent an hour or so beachcomb
ing in the suitably named Tranquil Bay. I found conch shells 
and intricately patterned fragments of white coral skeleton 
and walked over high dunes to a long saltwater lagoon. But 
it was the rocks, not the water, that caught my attention. 
They weren't yellow, umber, or orange this time, but pink, 
violet, and purple. Lying at the foot of a low cliff, lopsided, 
crammed with subtle inner stripes and swirls, they resem
bled a Zen garden raked and tended by the motions of the 
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tide. As I bent down and traced the 
patterns of erosion on their surface, I 
noticed the ways they had been sharp
ened to a fine point or bored into by 
the actions of wind and water. I felt 

that this must be art, not nature
that the rocks were too well composed 
to be the result of mere chance. 

Indeed, the landscape of the 

Kimberley was almost too beautiful 
to be believed. More than once, as I 
turned a corner and saw an entirely 
unexpected view, I was struck by the 
uncanny thought that what I was 
looking at must be man-made, that it 
was so perfect it had to be unnatural. 
Whenever this happened, I had 
to stand there, shake my head, and 
let the visual cliches drop away 
before I could see the landscape for 
what it was: not a copy, but an 
original, not something remembered 
or dreamed about, but something I 
had truly never encountered before. • 
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