
THE BAUHINIA TREE

I strolled past the Bauhinia tree one hot summer’s day a few 

years ago, and so quickly it caught my gaze and my thoughts. 

What a place to be and meditate on a quiet afternoon! I think of 

it often, and have planned to visit many times, but I never get 

there. Maybe this year will bring my desires to fruition. Maybe 

this year I will visit my tree, where I can spend those lonely 

hours contemplating and praying. I think of the sandy creek 

bed where it grew from a seed. How did it manage to establish 

its roots after so many floods threatened to wash away its very 

foundations? 

The debris lies pile-high, where many floods have been and 

gone. I have no energy to remove the debris surrounding its 

beautiful trunk. I hope that here, I may begin to accomplish my 

desire: to sit under the shade and while away the time as a soft 

south-easterly rustles its leaves and rouses its flowers’ perfume. 

The pollen begins to waft through the evening breeze, sweetly 

scenting the night and attracting the hungry bats who desire the 

sweetness of its honey buds.
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C h a p t e r  1

A CHILD OF FORBIDDEN LOVE

It started with my mother, around about the age of fourteen or 

fifteen – very young. She was given away by my grandfather 

to a husband much older than her. She stayed with him, and 

didn’t bear any children, but she was a very young person. My 

dad, Eric Lawford, who had been removed from Bohemia 

Downs station by his father, had supposedly been sent to 

school. At least, that’s what his mother thought. It was all to do 

with the welfare act which removed half-caste children from  

their Aboriginal mothers. He went away to Mugumber/

Moore River and practically became a man there, you know? 

He returned, a fourteen or fifteen year old, back to his own  

home, Bohemia Downs, to work. And then later the love 

affair started: a secret romance between my dad, who was 

then an eighteen year old or thereabouts, and my mother, who 

was fifteen. But my mother was already married, so the affair  

was forbidden.

The retribution and consequences for that secret love were 

very serious in those days. A person either got badly beaten or 

killed for violating the tribal marriage law. The people living at 

Bohemia at the time were all related, and my blood father is a 

cousin of my other father that was married to my mother. So it 

is possible that there was a bit of respect there or something.
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The marriage act started when you were a child. It is the 

law, the system. Within the tribal custom the elders assigned 

someone to all females at birth before that, even. There were 

different relationships between the clans, and the skin group 

system is quite complicated. It was all very systemised with 

the sons-in-law and other family members. The woman was 

considered within a system of skin groups. Someone else in the 

skin system promised the unborn child to an older man. So 

when a man reached tribal status, he was then told that he had 

this mother-in-law, that mother-in-law and that mother-in-law. 

So when there was a girl-child born they would give the child 

to him. There was all of this betrothal and all of these promises 

going on.

The child of forbidden love, however, would be killed if 

it was seen to have different features to the father, or if by 

rumour it didn’t belong to the promised man, the child had 

to be destroyed. And it was considered worse, still, if it was 

a half-caste fathered by a white person. The child would be 

immediately destroyed. So I was lucky that people made sure 

that that didn’t happen to me. That was quite amazing. 

When a child was born, you had at least two or three 

midwives looking after the woman, and they’d take her out 

bush and keep an eye on her. There was a lot of work done 

out there, massaging and all that to make sure the woman and 

her child were safe. At the time of my birth, there were three 

or four midwives who were caring for my mother, and one of 

them was my kind of great-great…she was an old lady. In the 

system I was now her elder. It’s a cycle of life: it comes around 

and you become the elder of your relatives when you are born. 

So this old lady respected me as an elder now, as a great. And 
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when I was born, she was there to protect me. And I’m glad she 

was there because when I was born, the others saw that I had a  

different colouring because my father is a half-caste and they also 

had heard rumours that this liaison had happened between him 

and my married mother. My father’s grandmother was cross –  

she was really, really cross. She said, Nuh, I’m gunna destroy it. 

I’m not gunna have it. So give me the child. Let me squash it. Let me 

just pick up this rock and smash it. So anyway, the old great came, 

I believe, and held me – that’s what I heard. She shielded me 

because there was this old lady coming with a big rock, ready to 

squash me. But the old great stood over me and protected me. 

No, leave her alone, leave her alone. She’s my… With that system, 

now she called me mum, you see? I was now her mother. And 

so she had to protect this little mother that was born! This was 

my mother’s first baby and she was still a teenager. She had 

earlier lost another one through miscarriage. 

The old man, my mother’s husband, was killed. At what 

stage, I don’t know. Whether it was my mother, pregnant, who 

did it or what, I don’t know. But the story I hear is that he was 

killed in a horse accident when he was breaking in wild horses. 

The horse bucked and it killed him. 

My parents never became a couple. A long while after that 

my mother had more children. She saw through her stormy days 

with me being born and having all of those other issues and 

problems within the traditional law system at Bohemia Downs. 

It was very turbulent. They were going to marry her off to one 

of the cousins. There were men after her because of the tribal 

customs of marriage.

But then one particular night, she decided, Look, I’ve had 

enough. And at some unearthly hour, possibly midnight, she took 
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off and ran. She ran and ran. I suppose she waited until there 

was no moon, till it was a dark night, and she took me with her 

to Christmas Creek.
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C h a p t e r  2

BEGINNINGS

My birthplace is more or less on the edge of the desert, although 

there is a little creek that runs past it adjacent to the pastoral 

oasis. The place was actually established by my grandfather, 

Bert Lawford, who was a white stockman. In those days they 

had pioneered the whole of the valley. It was the wisdom of the 

government to give them the land for a pittance. They destroyed 

people who stood in their way, such as the Aboriginal people 

who had lived on the land. I hear that my grandfather was quite 

notorious for his massacres and dealings with people. There were 

a lot of those sorts of things happening. He went and settled in 

another place and he called it Bohemia Downs. But then after 

a while, he moved away from that place to another spot about 

ten to twenty kilometres south, on the edge of Christmas Creek, 

and that’s where he established the pastoral lease. He took most 

of the Booniyiri people with him. They were all my relatives 

and they were all related to each other. There were no others. 

My grandfather, judging by the way he determined who he had 

on the station or who he destroyed, specifically chose a related 

group of people – one group of people. His so-called wife, who 

became his drover’s wife and then mothered his children, came 

from this group. 
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I think he was doing that, moving all of them to a new 

place, to protect her people. It seems like that. The Bohemia 

Downs station is actually a nice spot. It is situated on the banks 

of Christmas Creek and I’d say it was an ideal spot for people to 

come in and settle, or to come in from the desert to the station. 

It was a nice place, a very welcoming place. A lot of people 

came and were welcomed from the desert by my ancestors and 

my people who settled there. But there were also times – really 

bad times – when people were not treated very nicely by Bert 

Lawford, especially when they came in from the desert. My 

father told me that Bert Lawford saw me when I was a baby. My 

dad said that I came into his house and he actually accepted me, 

even though I was a child of forbidden love. 

All of his children were taken from him by the authorities. 

But all three brothers eventually came home, and then Bert had 

them working on the station. My father Eric was about fourteen 

when he returned to be a stockman. But unfortunately Bert 

wasn’t a very nice man. He was a very tough father, and a lot 

of his children didn’t really like to discuss him in their old age. 

They had one sister, the three men, and I was told that he wasn’t 

a very nice father to her either. He treated them quite cruelly. 

One of the things he made the children do was if they’d lose a 

donkey or a goat when they were tending them out there in the 

bush, he’d send them out all night. They were just kids! He’d 

tell them to go out and find the animal and bring it back, and 

Don’t come back without it, you know? 

He was quite a powerful man with a pastoral lease. But he 

didn’t protect those children even though he could have. I don’t 

know, it sounds to me like he must’ve been a bit of a coward. He 

could’ve fought for them, you know, and kept them there if he 
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had wished to. I have heard of other people who did that. But 

this man refused to look after them and care for them. He was 

quite a cool, rough father like that. When my dad came back he 

worked for him and he said at one stage – it must have been as 

his father was getting older and his mind started playing up and 

he started becoming quite mental – he started threatening one 

of his sons: my dad. Once, he actually pulled out a gun to shoot, 

or to threaten to shoot him at least.

I remember one of the other stories, where somebody passed 

by Bohemia station, travelling somewhere. I think it must have 

been a welfare worker. They asked my grandfather, Now, who 

else is there with you? And he replied, It’s only me and my dogs. And 

so that could have been his way of protecting his children, or 

maybe he was just calling them dogs.

After my mother had fled from Kupartiya, from Bohemia 

Downs (there are a lot of things I can’t remember and things she 

hasn’t told me), she got to Christmas Creek, where her parents 

were. But there were a lot of moves by the government to dump 

people over in the leprosarium at Derby. So my grandparents 

were dumped in the leprosarium, and she didn’t have anyone to 

look after her and her child. So there were some dark moments 

that she hasn’t wanted to remember. 

Then this old man came from the desert and was hanging 

around in Christmas Creek and eventually took her as a wife. 

My grandfather must have allowed it. He was old, and she never 

had children with him. But he was a gentleman. He loved me. 

My other brother that was born many years after me didn’t 

really belong to him, but he took us in and cared for us, so I 
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remember him quite fondly. He had to teach me a lot of things: 

traditional and tribal things like hunting skills. I talk fondly 

about days with him and his group – his cousins and all that. 

We’d travel around and live with his clan. I was the eldest child 

out of the group that was with his family and I’d hang around 

with the old men, listening to their stories. They’d be carrying 

me, taking turns carrying me. They were my greats, too, so I 

was their elder. They respected me through that system.

The elders wanted to give us the skills for life. My step-

father wanted to teach me about hunting. We go out today and we 

track a goanna. That is how you’re going to learn. You are learning to 

survive here. That was his intention, so we would go out and we 

would track the goanna. 

You watch me spear an emu or a kangaroo. And then you watch me, 

how I prepare it for cooking. And I will now tell you why I’m giving you 

this part of the animal, and why I’m not giving you this part. There are 

reasons why I’m not giving you the fat or any other choice parts. 

So those were the secrets that I’m now beginning to put 

together, why I wasn’t given the choice parts, you know! And I 

tell my grandchildren that. In the old days I never was given the tail 

of the goanna or anything like that, I was given the arm or the leg where 

there is no fat. It’s all dry! 

Unfortunately, because I spent this time with the men, they have 

remained as the clearest moments in my memory, you know? I 

spent a little time with the women, going out and doing things 

with them such as gathering plants, foods, seed and other things. 

But my most vivid recollection is of being with these old men. 

My mother was the person who gave me the breast, you know? 
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She gave me comfort and food and kept me healthy, but I learnt 

my practical skills from the men.

I suppose my childhood, in the traditional sense, was a very 

restrictive one because there were many rules and regulations 

that governed us within the clan. For instance, I remember that 

as children, we were to respect our elders. We were told to 

respect people who were strong, who gave information, who 

were wise people. These were the people who passed on the tra-

ditional law and culture, who told us stories and kept the tribes 

and the clans intact. They made sure the rules weren’t broken or 

anything, and if you disobeyed them, there was serious, serious 

punishment. So we were told to always be in sync with these 

rules and regulations, and especially to respect the tribal elder. 

I remember one time there was a town crier, an old man who 

would make these announcements very early in the morning 

before the people went out to hunt and all that. He’d impart his 

wisdom to them. But one of the most difficult things for me as 

a child at the time was that the old man would give these wise 

words in riddles. They weren’t understood. In the culture when 

I grew up, I had to try to understand every bit of those riddles. I 

had to have a listening ear. During the night that old man would 

make an announcement and he’d say something like this: Now 

listen to the birds. Listen to the crickets. Listen to the crackling of the twigs 

because they are telling you something. Now what he meant by that 

was stay awake, keep your senses sharp, because the enemy could 

come and kill you during the night. The twigs crackling are 

the stamping of their feet as they are coming through, creeping 

through the bush. So stay awake, keep alert and be ready to flee.

There were enemies, but they were clan enemies. I’m a 

Gooniyandi person: part Gooniyandi, part Walmatjarri. I heard 
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that this particular person had broken the law. He was only a 

young person. Now, he was kept with another clan who were 

further west, around the area where I live. He had violated a 

law against the clan. He had murdered somebody or made some 

very serious violation and this other clan came for him. They 

all painted themselves in white ochre, because that is what they 

wore, and they came for him. And even though I suppose the 

town crier would have warned the clan, the enemies got him. 

They came for the family, and because this clan was very, very 

powerful, they couldn’t fight against them. They put the person 

in the middle and they speared him to death. His mother had to 

look on and she was not allowed to scream or cry or anything 

like that. These things happened every now and then. You really 

had to watch out for them. Within our tribal people, the elders 

were taught not to be cowards. If they were to protect their 

people, they had to take responsibility for everyone’s actions. 

They had to practically stand in between their people and the 

enemy as a shield. If they fell, they fell as warriors. They didn’t 

run from their troubles; they had to face them and protect the 

others.

My education came along many, many years after my birth. 

I think I must have been at least seven or eight years old when I 

started education. I was living at this place called Chestnut Bore 

at the time, with a small group of families – a large number of 

the original group had moved on by then. We were all living 

there when we heard rumours that there were missionaries 

coming. We knew the pastoralists – the station people – but 

there were other people coming in. These people were visiting, 

and they used to be described as the ‘clap clap’ people. We were 

told that if the ‘clap clap’ people came, the children needed to 
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be hidden from them. They were dangerous. They were also 

taking kids away. That was a rumour, but it was also something 

that they definitely did carry out because that was the policy 

of the time. Children were removed, and I think some of the 

missionaries had to comply with the policies and take children 

away to the missions. 

In a sense, if the missionaries got hold of the children, they’d 

give them a different world – of ideas. I heard quite an interesting 

thing recently, at the fiftieth anniversary of the Christmas Creek 

School. The first principal said that one of the reasons why he 

was sent out there to teach the children was to make them more 

white. So that was the intention at the time. They were sent out 

to change us. Even though they couldn’t change the skin colour, 

they changed the way that we lived and the way we thought. 

There would have been two or three families in our group, 

I think. And we fairly stayed put, but sometimes we’d go out, 

you know? The first time I saw white people started when I saw 

my grandfather, Bert Lawford, but I can’t remember that – I was 

too young. I have no recollections of what he looked like. But 

after that, I didn’t see any white people until I got to Chestnut 

Bore. My old dad, my step dad, was put there by the pastoralists 

at Chestnut Bore to take care of the pump – to keep the station 

troughs happening and all that. There was a little community 

of people living there, too. It was like an outstation. And the 

old road, the old highway that’s still here now, ran through 

Christmas Creek. It sort of followed the river and then it went 

on to Halls Creek. The big trucks would come – the transport 

trucks taking in supplies for the station – and I’d get a ride with 

my old man. That’s the first time I saw the white people who 

were driving those big transport trucks. My dad would hop on 
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and I’d be there with him, you know. So I saw them, but I was 

still afraid of them. 

But then we had also a white man on Chestnut Bore who 

was stationary – he lived there all the time. The only thing I can 

remember is that I stole from him a lot, you know. He wasn’t 

a friend at all, even though he was friendly to us kids. Our 

families would go out on hunting trips and on the weekend he’d 

get fruit for the kids. I loved those times when he’d produce a 

packet of sultanas and give us a handful. He was quite nice then, 

but other times we saw him in a bad mood, like when he was 

drunk. When he was sort of overly drunk we’d go and steal 

tobacco from him, and all that sort of thing. We experimented 

with tobacco at the time, the kids, and it nearly killed us. 

This one particularly hot day he was fast asleep and each one 

of us snuck in to pinch a bit from his log cabin tin. The older 

people, our parents and other people, were chewing tobacco and 

we just wanted to try it! There was an older child there and we 

were all sitting, huddled up in the one corner of this old garage, 

and we decided, Okay now, he’s fast asleep there in his house, and 

the door is open. We’ve got to sneak in slowly and pick up a little bit of 

tobacco and bring it back.

The older child did it first and he came back. See? he said. 

But then each time we took a bit of tobacco we started getting 

slower and groggier and all that. Then it was my turn to go in. 

And I actually was so clumsy, you know, that I opened the door 

and it creaked. The man must have woken up and stayed lying 

still. I tiptoed slowly and I sort of wobbled over to the bench 

beside his bed where he kept the tobacco. I tried to slowly open 

the tin and pinch it, and he just grabbed me right there and 
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hopped out and went, You little so-and-so, you…I’m gunna take you 

out there an’…

Now, we didn’t know how to cool our water in those days. 

The station hands and pastoralists had to have these water bags 

that they made out of hessian or something like that, and they’d 

hang the water bags up and cool their water that way because 

there were no fridges or anything like that. The kerosene fridges 

came after that. Anyway, he went out to the garage shed where 

he had this water bag hanging, and it was very cold. Look, he 

said, come over here, you little so-and-so. And he poured the whole 

bag of cold water over me! That’ll teach you not to steal next time! 

My, did I wake up fast!

Well, he didn’t give those magazines with Father Christmas 

to me. You see, his loo was outside. It was a fair way from where 

he slept, from the outside of the gate to the east side of it. And 

he walked this distance and then he’d leave the magazines there 

because he read them while he was in his loo. It was a dug, you 

know, one of those pit loos and he’d leave a lot of books and 

magazines there. As kids, we’d slip in and see what he had. You 

know, why did he sit in his loo for so long? He must be doing 

something there! We were such a curious lot of kids and I was 

particularly curious, too. All I wanted to do was explore. And 

I found these books, these magazines. As long as he wasn’t 

watching from his house, at least we could sneak into his loo and 

try and see why he was there so long! 

Anyway, as you can imagine, we found these wonderful 

things on the floor! They were books and magazines, and things 

that we didn’t know anything about. My word! I found one – I 

think it was a travel magazine if I can remember – and much 

2998_The Bauhinia Tree_Final.indd   15 24/11/2015   5:50 pm



16

to my surprise, I saw pictures of African people all in their grass 

huts. I got a big fright! It really, really affected me. Who are 

these people? You know, different people. Why do they look 

like that? So I don’t think it was a wise thing to even look at 

them! I didn’t understand where these people were from and 

who they were and all that. And then I saw a picture of Santa 

Claus, which really stayed with me. 

After that, every wet season (as I said, I was a daydreamer) 

I would look at the clouds and think, Are there people in these 

clouds, in these far distant lands? Or, What is over the rainbow? When 

I saw the clouds on a clear afternoon, I thought the man in 

the red suit would come riding down, you know. Bringing all 

these – whatever he had, riding some strange animal which I 

didn’t even know of!
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C h a p t e r  3

EARLY LESSONS

White people were not friends, but you relied on them to give 

you things, of course. But they were also thought of as a devil, 

you know, from a far, distant land. One of the stories I heard 

was that they were spirits of departed relatives, who had gone 

and travelled somewhere way up. So I used to daydream when I 

saw the clouds building up during the wet season and wonder if 

there were people up there, you know, and if there was land on 

the other side. I’d daydream of these spirits – these people who 

had returned – and of how they had turned into white people 

who were possibly our ancestors, you know? That is a story that 

I had heard. But you also had to be careful. You had to get to 

know them first, to know if they were real ancestors or not, you 

know. And so many of them seemed to be foreign or alien. So 

that kind of makes sense, the idea that they’d been somewhere 

else and had come back. They’d been somewhere else and 

they’d come back, but they’d changed, you know? They were 

not the same ancestors that we knew. They were known as bald 

people and a few other things. There were all sorts of names that 

people gave them.

I have one particular memory from when I was a child and 

my old stepfather was looking after us. The other old white man 

that I was telling you about was dead, because he had drunk 
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himself dead. We heard his radio going all night and my old 

stepfather thought, Well, I wonder why the radio’s going, he usually 

switches it off at night. When he went there the man was sick. I 

don’t know how it happened but they called the Christmas 

Creek people, who came and took his body away. I don’t know 

whether it was my stepfather who called them or not, or whether 

they came to check whether he was okay. But they found him 

dead in his house. After that, we were alone on Chestnut Bore, 

just my stepfather and another family. Everyone else had left for 

Gordon Downs station. 

We were there alone, just this family and my family. This 

other family had two boys who were younger than me; I was 

much older than them. One of them has passed on and the 

other is still here with us. Anyway, on this particular afternoon, 

these two strangers came to Chestnut Bore (I think they were 

just doing some sort of touring expedition or something). We 

didn’t recognise them, and we were quite wary of any strange 

white people coming, you know? But that road through 

Chestnut Bore was a highway and anyone travelling through 

there had to pass through it. So these two men come and they 

ask my old man to show them where the road goes because 

they didn’t know. He said to them, Look, it goes on up all the way, 

wherever it goes. 

We didn’t see past our own little place – wherever the road 

went, whether it went to Darwin or Halls Creek River – we 

didn’t know of any other places! Anyway, yeah, follow this road, 

it’ll take you somewhere. But that night they said to him, Look, it’s 

too late in the day and we wanna just camp here and leave the next day. 

Can we just camp outside? 

They were quite polite. They said, Look, we just want to camp 
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outside this rest area, just outside the gate and cook our meal tonight, and 

then we’ll be off in the morning. We’ll camp just out there.

So after they’d left and set up their camp outside, this 

woman (she’s long gone now, rest her soul), she was my auntie, 

the mother of the two boys. She started to get restless and her 

brain went overtime. She started thinking, Oh, these are white 

people, they’re not to be trusted. You know? And, We must flee 

tonight, get away from Chestnut Bore!

Anyway, she just made up these stories. And as the sun went 

down, they lit their fire outside and were cooking their meal 

and then this woman, this auntie, she started saying all sorts 

of things. I think I saw the glint of a knife there! Or, Now they’re 

sharpening their knives to skin us tonight if we don’t…they’re gunna 

cut us up! Because we’d heard of people skinning people alive, 

and poisoning people, too! These are the sorts of things we 

heard. They are here to poison us, don’t accept any food from them, any 

strangers, and they’re also gunna skin you alive, you know! 

Alright, so even though they gave us tinned foods and 

tobacco early on in the afternoon, the women were still wary, 

and they threw it all away. They just flung it out in the bush 

there and said, Nup, these are all poisoned. Better not touch them.

Previously, the two men in the family had killed a goat – 

’cause there were goats on the property – so that it could be meat 

for us. They hung it up to dry during the night, left it hanging 

on the tree because we were going to have it the next day. But 

then that night, with all the things that had happened – all these 

sorts of stories about being skinned and all that – this other 

lady, my auntie, said Look, put our fire out. Let’s sneak out of this 

place! And there was no moon there; there’s not a moon at night  

out there. 
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So off we went, running into the bush. There was a couple 

and two children, and me, my old dad, and my mother. We all 

ran. No water – they didn’t carry any water for us. And all night 

we stayed out, right down at Christmas Creek. We were just so 

scared. Everyone was watching what was gunna happen with 

those people, whether they were gunna follow us or not. And 

they didn’t know where we were because we were out there in 

the bush all night. Us kids were so thirsty. We wanted water. 

Let’s go back to the station and get some water!

But they kept us all night, till the morning! Then, gingerly, 

everyone wakes up and walks back to the little place, seeing 

whether the men were still there. But they had left. They had 

gone. So we came back. Nothing had happened, you know. 

Slowly we got back, and still saw the goat hanging there, the 

whole carcass. And everyone said, Nuh, we better not touch it. I 

think during the night the men have put poison on it. Throw it away! 

While you heard rumours of what was happening, at the same 

time you would hear a lot of facts.

I didn’t see many white women because it was mainly men 

who pioneered the region up here. It was to the detriment of our 

people because a lot of these men had forced their way in and 

taken wives. There were a lot of violations of the tribal people. 

One of these incidents with these white people happened while 

I was still at Chestnut Bore. I had a very traumatic time there. I 

not only loved being with my mother and my old stepfather, but 

I also loved another family that I hung around with. 

This old gentleman, he was sort of related to me as though 

he was my grandfather. I really loved this family because I grew 

up with these children. He had three wives. Men could have 

multiple wives at the same time. Traditionally they had the right 
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if they had a kind of strong leadership status in the traditional 

law. As a man, if they passed all of their law obligations, they 

were given many wives. Of course, it doesn’t work the other 

way with women. 

Anyway, one of my best friends was one of his daughters. 

Her name was Topsy Chestnut. I remember that I dearly would 

have loved them to stay at Chestnut Bore because I had grown 

so fond of all the kids, you know. But they wanted to leave to 

this other station, Gordon Downs. The old man packed up with 

his two wives, because he had lost another wife. She had died 

there at Chestnut Bore and he wanted to take his family away. 

He took them on a long trek, and I cried and cried. I just wanted 

to follow them, you know, but my mother wouldn’t let me. I 

wanted to chase after them and be with them. As they left, the 

children were calling out. My best friend, Topsy Chestnut, was 

calling out, Oh come, come! Look, don’t listen to your mother. She’s 

gunna starve you there! But my mother kept getting me back. I 

had to listen to my mother. 

To explain something about Aboriginal people’s names, 

when the pastoralists first came they went wild with the naming, 

giving names to people and places. A lot of people bear the 

names of either the station of the pastoralists, or someone quite 

well known, like Hitler and all those sorts of people. They went 

wild and started naming people willy-nilly. 
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