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It was one of those days in late summer, a real

stinker with no breeze and the air so moist you

could pour it. Then came a blinding flash and
simultaneous ear-splitting crash as a bolt of

lightning speared into a roof toP iust over the road'

I don't know whether it was the ozone from the

lightning , or the noise of the thunder jolting my

brain, but almost as if I was standing there I could

visualize those storms in the Kimberley, when I was

a young bloke. As the thunderstorm filled in, a

rainsquall entered the street and rushed away to

the north, with my memory jogging along behind it'

Old Ginger had just Put in a'wet'as a carpenter
on the Wyndham meatworks construction job He

was a bit of a loner, a funny bloke. While the rest of

the workers were down at the pub at every
opportunity, Ginger would be climbing the Bastion

oi borrowing a horse to'have a bit of a squiz' l was

a bit that way myself, so when I saw him sitting at

the end of the ietty 
'watchin crocs', another of his

pastimes, I sauntered out with a view to having a

chat.
'G'day Ginge, what's happening?' I asked.

He looked around a bit startled. 'Orh, ya

frightened six months growth out of mel! G'day
young fella, I was daydreaming. A flock of birds just

il"* itr tor""tds Parry Creek, reminded me of a day

one of the old tribesmen took me in to see the birds'

Hey you're interested in the bush aren't you?'

'Yeah, I suppose I am,' I replied, sensing another
one of Ginger's yarns coming on.

'Well, that place is like magic. In five minutes I

can show you more than an eyeful of birds, more

than you've ever seen at once, millions of them!'

Very few people ever doubted Ginger, he was
about six foot and eighteen stone, but I must admit

bloody birds!'he roared jovially Just then the black
sky started to spit, in normal fashion for that time

of the year, and Ginger and I dashed for cover'

Slowly, over the next month or so, the clouds got

less and less. Easter came around, and there hadn't

been any rain for a while. A cool breeze was
wafting in frorn the south-east, and there wasn't a

cloud in the sky. On Good Friday Ginger and I rode

out to the Nine Mile, then headed north on a track
across the flat towards Parry Lagoons. The flat was

like an endless green felt table, with a few boab
skittles here and there lt was dry for the most Part,
and the horses were able to negotiate the black-soil
plain without difficultY.

Ginger hushed me and pointed to a drying swamp
a hundred yards away. At first it seemed lifeless,
but as my eyes became adjusted I realised that I

couldn't see the banks of the lagoon for birds. Then

one of the horses snorted and as if they were one

almighty creature, thousands and thousands, or

maybe a million ducks left the water and the grass

,,rrio.,ndit g the lagoon to blacken the sky like a

thunderhead. I iust sat there in wonderment and

said 'strewth!'. Ginger iust smiled.

It seems that during the 'wet' the whole of the

flat is mostly immersed and so is an excellent
habitat for waterbirds. As the rnonsoon ends, the

flat drys out and the birds are forced to concentrate
on themore permanent pools. Flash Mick, another

old Wyndham man, was in town a month or so ago'

He telis me that in April or May, or when the track

is dry enough, the quiet observer can still catch a
good eyeful of waterbirds on Parry Lagoons Nature

Reserve.
True as I'm sittin'here, cheers

For more information on the reliability of the Old

Timer's tale, contact the CALM office in Kununurra'
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WA is o vosi, sporsely populoted Stote, ond it is
not uncommon io heor some ports of it described
os 'the lost frontie/. But there ore few. if ony, ports
of W.A. thot hove not been offected bV Europeon
settlement.

Evidence of western civilizotion in some of the
most remote oreos is for foo often the empty con.
But even where there ore no obvious troces, the
efiecis hove been profound.

There is compelling evidence, for exomple, thot
the displocement of Aboriginol communities from
much of inlond W.A, - ond the subsequent
removol of Aboriginol firing proctices - is directly
responsible for mojor chonges in vegetotion,
which in turn hos resulted in the virtuql extinction
of mony notive onimols.

It is not olwoys eosy to pick the effecis of
Eurooeon civilizoiion on the noturol environment
even when the hisiory is well-documented. This
Landscope's occount of the woodlonds oround
Kolgoorlie tolks obout the often horrific
environmentol domoge, but on observer of these
woodlonds iodoy would hove difficulty
recognizing thot vost oreos were cleorfelled less
thon 50 yeors ogo.

While the concept thot we should 'lei noture do
its thing' hos superficiol opp€ol, the reolity is ihot
the purity of noture hos been, ond will continue to
be, distoried by humon presence" We hove no
option if we wont to sustoin the unique ecosystems
of WA but to opply monogement principles.

The history ond monogement problems of
Benger Swomp, which feoture in this edition.
illustrotes two fundomentol points. Firstly, even the
mosf disturbed oreos of W.A, con moke o mojor
contribuiion to consevotion. Secondly, we must
be coreful not to chonge o system thot works even
though ihe woy it works moy not be 'noturol',

As comolex ond os difficult os the tosk of
understonding ecosystems is, the sociol ond
politicol foctors which influence ihe type of
monogement thot con bs opplied ore often more
ditficult to deol with.

The key to good monogement is on
understonding of the processes thot drive the
ecosysiem. Once we understond whot the noturol
processes ore, we con then devise monogement
svstems which will mimic them.

The only woy to ensure thot rotionol decisions
ore mode on environmentol monogement is to
orovide the focts .
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Justwhen you thoughtyou hod seen every
ongle on our Stote symbol, photogropher
Jiri Lochmon surprises you with o fresh
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