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Raparapa presents the raw and gritty stories of the Aboriginal 
drovers and stockmen of the Kimberley, in their own words. 

The determination of Senior Nyikina lawman, John Watson, to 
present an Aboriginal perspective has produced personal stories 
that show how these hard-working men adapted to station life 
and why they became the backbone of the pastoral industry in 
northern Western Australia.  

Mustering and droving in open country for several months a 
year, the stockmen travelled through their traditional country 
uninhibited, and were able to maintain law and culture and 
land management practises. 

Their foresight and perseverance has helped generations of 
Kimberley Indigenous people secure vast tracts of land where 
they now live with their families, running their own cattle stations.

Raparapa will be available from May 2011 in bookshops and 
online at www.magabala.com for $29.95.

Launched in 1987, Magabala Books is a not-for-profit Aboriginal 
Corporation, based in Broome, that aims to promote, preserve 
and publish Indigenous Australian culture.
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J o c k  S h a n d l e y

of Go Go when I first started was old Ted Millard. He would send us up 
to Louisa Yard straight after the Wet. That’s on the station boundary, up 
near the top end of the Black Hills. Oh, it was hard times boy! Shoeing 
those horses. In that country you’ve got to shoe all the horses. We even 
had to knock down the young horses and shoe them too.

We still weren’t getting paid. I even had some kartiya working under 
me. I’d tell them where to go and what to do. But they were getting paid, 
and all us Aborigines were getting nothing. Just rations.

They used to send me out to get seven hundred bullocks in three or 
four days. Go Go wasn’t like Christmas Creek, where you had to look 
around a bit. On Go Go you could go out and get four or five hundred 

Desmond Bedford leading horse  
to saddle, Mt Barnett Station

bullocks in two days. But that was in those days; you couldn’t do that 
now! There’s not so many cattle around now.

We’d get up at about three o’clock in the morning, and we’d be on our 
horses as soon as it became daylight. We’d muster the cattle and bring 
them back into the cattle camp by about eight or nine o’clock. Then I used 
to tell the stockmen, ‘Hurry up and have your dinner, it’s cooked there 
ready for you. We need to hurry because we’ve got to work a big mob of 
cattle today.’ They used to have their dinner, get straight back into their 
saddles and head out onto the flat to start drafting. There were no yards 
in those days, so we used to find a good flat and take the cattle there.

If we had time while we were drafting out the bullocks, we’d try to 
brand as many of the clean-skins as we could. There might be thirty 
riders that day. I’d put some of them out to hold the cattle, and get four 
blokes to make a branding fire on the flat. I’d tie a bronco hookup in a 
tree with a bit of strap, and we’d pick out three or four bronco horses.

Using the horning sheers,  
Johnny Malay with Patrick Echo
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He got rifle
My father was a bullocky, a kartiya by the name of Jim Shandley. When 
he first came to Fitzroy he was carting supplies to the stations with a 
bullock team. When he didn’t have a load he would stop and do some 
work for the station manager, firstly at Go Go and then at Fossil Downs. 
He worked for Willie MacDonald, not Bill MacDonald but his old 
father Willie. And he worked for a few others too. I heard a few stories 
about him from Dick Fellon, who used to be the owner of the Fitzroy 
Crossing pub. Dick knew him because he used to drink at the bar in his 
spare time.

Apparently he was a real fighting man. If anyone picked him he 
wouldn’t just go for one bloke, he’d go for three. He’d take them out on 

Bronco rider, Thomas Skinner, 
Noonkanbah Rodeo, 1986

Spectators at the Noonkanbah 
Rodeo, 1986

The text is wonderful. The photographs are haunting. This is another world. Most
Australians have no idea. HON. MICHAEL KIRBY AC CMG

More Australians should read these stories which are intensely personal but which also
show the contribution Aboriginal people have and are making to the Australian story.

RT HON. MALCOLM FRASER AC CH


