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Geoffrey Narkle was born in Narrogin, Western Australia, in April 1951. 
In 1997, he co-wrote King Hit with David Milroy, which chronicled his 
own life from mission kid to manhood, travelling throughout Western 
Australia as part of Stewart’s boxing troupe where he was known as 
the Barker Bulldog. In 1993 he became a pastor at the Aboriginal 
Evangelical Church, Balga, and was a very respected and strong 
presence in the Noongar community. He was married to Glenys Narkle 
and they had four children: Bradley, Geoff Jnr, Vanessa and Melanie. 
Geoffrey Narkle died in August 2005.

For David Milroy’s biography, see the title page for Windmill Baby.



FIRST PERFORMANCE

King Hit was first produced by Yirra Yaakin Theatre Company at the 
Dolphin Theatre, Nedlands, on 23 October 1997, with the following 
cast:

Warren Collard
Derek Nannup
James Sollis
Lynley Tubb

Director, David Milroy
Designer, Michael Betts
Costume Designer, Ron Gidgup
Lighting Designer, Linda Haywood
Musical Director, David Chesson



AUTHOR’S NOTE

King Hit for me was a realisation that I carried the pain of the Stolen 
Generations with me. The reality of losing my family bond—and 
the searching for who I was—came to the point where I just had to 
do something. I’ve seen too many brothers and sisters die, seen the 
effects of being taken away impact across generations and I had to 
force myself to take the first step towards healing. It made me aware 
that it’s all right to talk, to seek out positive ways of dealing with pain 
and to push forward with a meaningful life. I’ve managed to find a 
spiritual centre, both through culture and my belief in God and it’s 
helped me forgive myself for the hate I’ve carried, the loss I’ve felt 
and the turmoil I’ve raised up from. I cried all the way through King 
Hit—tears of joy, tears of pain and in sharing my story with you, I 
share my appreciation of life.

Geoffrey Narkle, 2002



CHARACTERS

GEOFF

CAROLINE. his sister
LARGY, his father
BELLA, his mother
CHARLIE, his cousin, a boxer
AUNTY 
UNCLE

GEORGE
KID DYNAMITE

DALE
JACKIE
KERRY
NOONG

TRADER
SCHOOL HEAD
JUDGE
POLICE
FATHER LUMEN
MISSION PRIEST
WELFARE OFFICER

ASSORTED BOYS, GIRLS, MEN, WOMEN, FRIENDS, CROWD, MOB



KID DYNAMITE and GEORGE enter. KID beats a drum and as GEORGE 
begins spruiking, a CROWD gathers.

GEORGE: Holda! Holda! Holda! There’s gonna be a fight in this house! 
There’s gonna be a fight in this house! Come and see my fighters, 
come and see my champions! They’re the best in the land, they’ll 
fight any man! Rally the bells and the drums. We’ll fight any man—
black, white, blue or brindle. If you’ve got the courage to come and 
have a dash then you get the cash. Do we have any takers? Do we 
have any takers?

GEOFF: Your fighters are a mob of pussycats!
GEORGE: Holda! Holda! Holda! Hello, hello, hello! Here’s the little 

troublemaker. Follows me from town to town, ladies and gentlemen. 
Don’t come around here looking for trouble!

AUNTY comes forward.
GEOFF: Your fighters are a mob of pussycats and Kid Dynamite’s the 

biggest!
AUNTY: You tell ’em, neph!
GEORGE: Had to leave the troop, ladies and gentlemen, ’cause he was too 

jealous of Kid Dynamite winning all the fights.
GEOFF: I’m the best fighter you ever had!
GIRL: Yeah. He’s Moorditj!
AUNTY: You keep your hands off my nephew!
GEORGE: If you’ve got a grudge to settle, Bulldog, then step into the ring. 

Kid Dynamite will blow you apart and smash you to smithereens.
GIRL: Make ’im jump, Geoffery!

GEOFF shirtfronts KID DYNAMITE.
GEOFF: I’ll fight Kid Pussycat and you’ll wish you never crossed the 

Barker Bulldog.
GEORGE: Tough words, ladies and gentlemen. Let’s see how tough he 

is in the tent. Come inside and see Kid Dynamite and the Barker 
Bulldog settle this grudge match once and for all.

AUNTY: I’m comin’ in, that’s my nephew!
GIRL: Me too! He solid, eh! 
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GEORGE: There’s gonna be a fight in this house! There’s gonna be a fight 
in this house! We fight by the Marquess of Queensbury rules, no 
rabbit punching, no hitting below the belt and no king hits! Keep it 
clean, boys, keep it clean! Touch gloves and come out fighting. Keep 
it clean, Bulldog!

GEOFF and DYNAMITE gee fight—a staged fight to keep the CROWD 
entertained.

GEOFF: Where’d ya get your pretty belt buckle from, ya girlfriend?
KID: Barker Bulldog, all bark and no bite.
GEORGE: Let me check your gloves. Now fight!
AUNTY: Watch out, Geoffrey!

GEOFF gets king hit.
Get up, Geoff! Come on, get up.

GEORGE: …7, 8, 9, 10!
GIRL: Hope you didn’t bust his pretty nose.
GEORGE: Well, there you go, ladies and gentlemen!
GEOFF: I’m not finished yet!

GEORGE moves to GEOFF, takes off his gloves and pushes them into 
his chest.

GEORGE: Nothing but a troublemaker, nothing but a troublemaker, 
nothing but a troublemaker…

BELLA walks to the front of the stage, bends down and looks at 
the sand. LARGY walks up behind her, placing his hand on her 
shoulders.

BELLA: My babies, Largy! My babies!
LARGY: Come on, Bella, they’re gone. There’s nothing we can do.
GEOFF: [to the audience] That used to be me. The Barker Bulldog 

boxing for Stewart’s troupe. When I decided to share my story and 
write this play I travelled back to the reserve where I was born. 
As I walked to the top of the Granite Ridge a small flock of black 
cockatoos welcomed me back to Clayton Road Reserve. When I 
was a little fella I stood on this ridge looking out at the farms spread 
out like a patchwork quilt. To the east about a mile away was the 
town of Narrogin. That’s where the Wadjullas lived. Noongar’s 
lived on the reserve fenced in by the rubbish tip, a farmer’s barbed-
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wire fence and Clayton Road. At the entrance to the reserve was a 
big white sign.

ACTORS: ‘No whites, no alcohol and no taking Aboriginal women.’
GEOFF: [to the audience] Old man Abram had his camp to the west of 

the reserve on the rise. From there he could keep an eye on everyone. 
His camp was the same as ours and everyone else’s. Tar drums, 
canvas, bits of tin and anything else that we could find on the tip. 
He never spoke much English, even his cocky spoke Noongar. The 
first Noongar word I learnt was from that cocky. When the police 
turned up at night with their spotlights the cocky would screech out, 
‘Manatj! Manatj!’ Noongars weren’t allowed to be out after dark 
and when the sun went down Mum would start worrying.

BELLA: Geoffrey! Caroline! Largy, go see where them kids are, it’s 
getting dark.

LARGY: Ah! Don’t worry about them, nowhere to go around here.
BELLA: Well, tell ’em to come home before that rat ban comes around 

with its spotlight. Geoffrey took some damper down to old man 
Abram’s camp.

LARGY: Haw, that boy! Any excuse to hear that cocky talk. Here they 
come now! Worrying about nothing.

GEOFF and his sister CAROLINE come racing on.
CAROLINE: Mum! The cocky taught Geoff another word.
GEOFF: Shut up, Caroline!
CAROLINE: He taught Geoffery to say…

She whispers.
BELLA: Geoffery! That cocky’s gonna wind up in a stew if he keeps 

talking like that.
LARGY: Settle down, it’s not the cocky’s fault.
BELLA: Go an’ get cleaned up, you two.
CAROLINE: I told you it was a rude word.

GEOFF and CAROLINE leave.
LARGY: Saw Mr Fowler today.
BELLA: And?
LARGY: He reckons he’s got three months work clearing and burning.
BELLA: And how much is he gonna pay ya?
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LARGY: Not a lot, but it will get us off the reserve for a while. All I need 
is permission from Native Welfare.

BELLA: You’re not getting any younger, Largy. You’re breaking your 
back just for rations.

LARGY: I can’t just sit around on the reserve every day.
BELLA But when we come back we’re worse off. No money and just 

startin’ over again.
LARGY: They’re getting a good price for possum skins. You can tan 

some and when the work’s finished we can trade them for some 
clothes for the kids and I’ll buy a new hat like we seen on that 
movie poster and… let me think… a pretty new dress for you.

BELLA: Go away, Largy! Don’t start making promises! Don’t start 
making promises.

LARGY and BELLA kneel and tan possum skins. GEOFF and 
CAROLINE watch them at work.

GEOFF: [to the audience] At night our camp would be filled with the 
smell of fires smouldering in the winter rains. I’d curl up in my 
Native Welfare blanket and watch Mum and Dad get the skins ready 
for tanning. Any scraps of meat would be snapped up by our two 
kangaroo dogs that we used for hunting. 

LARGY: I reckon this skin will buy pretty ribbons for the girls and this 
one a new pair of pants for Geoffery.

CAROLINE: Why don’t you make him a pair out of a kangaroo skin?
GEOFF: Why don’t we make your ribbons out of kangaroo guts?
BELLA: Geoffery! 
LARGY: Go to sleep, you two.
GEOFF: [to the audience] Dad would work from sun-up to sundown 

clearing and burning the land and when it was all finished we 
headed back to the reserve. Not with too much money, but a lot of 
possum skins.

TRADER enters.
LARGY: Gorn, get out of here.
TRADER: By gee! What’s your secret, Largy, I never seen so many 

skins?
LARGY: We’ve been clearing land at Fowlers. Biggest mob of Coomall.
BELLA: Give me a hand with these skins, Geoffrey. Largy, take this 

medicine to your mum, she hasn’t been too well lately.


