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HE WAS JUST A QUIET CROC 
 
The longest job I ever had, and probably one of the most interesting was when I 
worked as a Crocodile Farmer in N/E Arnhem Land. I was there from the end of 1991 
to the beginning of 1994, and I must admit there weren’t too many dull moments. 
From going out and collecting croc eggs from the wild for incubation, to catching and 
trapping adult crocs for breeding, to many days hunting scrub cattle and buffalo, in an 
attempt to help feed all the hungry inmates. It was a real adventure and the thrills and 
spills and Minor Successes were numerous. The local Aboriginal people or ‘Yolngu’ 
as they are called opened their doors and made me feel welcome, and they taught me a 
lot about their amazing part of the country. 
I made a lot of good mates, but as enjoyable as it was I suppose after a few pretty solid 
years I decided to move on. Australia is a big place and I wanted to have a bit more of 
a look around before I finally put the cue in the rack.  
Everyone understood, and there were no worries. 
But I wanted to leave the farm in the best order possible before I took off. 
 
Everything was travelling pretty well, but there was a large croc named Gunyangara 
that had been living by himself in a pond that was really designed for growing out 
hatchlings. For two reasons this wasn’t any good, firstly a croc like Gunyangara 
should be paired off with a female and utilized as far as breeding was concerned. 
Secondly, instead of having one big croc laying there doing bugger all, there should be 
about 100 juvenile crocs growing up in there turning themselves into some good 
money for the farm. But moving him had been one of those jobs I never got around to 
doing because there just never seemed the time, and probably because he was so big, 
the whole thing just got put on the backburner. 
Gunyangara was an impressive croc, about four and a half metres and still growing. 
He was girthy as well, and I’m not sure what he would have weighed in at, but I don’t 
reckon you would have got much change out of half a ton.  
We all thought he had a quiet personality, relatively speaking of course. I mean a few 
other crocs on the farm were pretty toey, but the natures of crocodiles vary a bit from 
lizard to lizard and Gunyangara was very laid back…or so it seemed.  
 
At least once a week, we’d go into his pen and clean all the green slime that builds up 
on the concrete. He’d lay there completely relaxed as we swept the concrete around 
him with these stiff bristled brooms and then hose it all down. We never had a 
problem; just his eyes would follow you around the pen as you worked and that was it. 
 
He was just a quiet croc, a real gentleman, almost passive. 
 
So just before I left the farm I organised to move him out of his pen and then 
hopefully put him in with a female and get him earning his keep. 
The plan was for me to get in there and noose him, then with some help drag him into 
a cage then carry it across and release him in another pen.  
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Fairly straight forward, especially taking into account he was such a quiet croc. 
 
About ten blokes had turned up to help with the carrying of the cage and I had the 
noose all ready to go. The noose consisted of a rope threaded through a three or four 
inch wide and two metre long length of PVC pipe. The rope had a lasoo type knot at 
one end, and the idea was to poke the croc a bit with the PVC and get him to open his 
jaws up. Then you just slip the noose over his top jaw, and about half way along is a 
large tooth, once you get over that pull the rope and tighten the noose behind that 
tooth, and you’ve got him. Then to calm him down a bit throw a wet towel across his 
eyes like a blindfold, and then drag him into the cage and carry him over to his waiting 
bride. Then undue the rope and let him go, all very easy. 
 
This was the basic concept anyway, and I’d like a dollar for every time someone said 
‘It shouldn’t be a problem, because he’s a quiet croc’. 
 
There was no need to worry, no need to get nervous, no big deal at all, take a deep 
breath, time to get the job done…quiet croc. 
 
Gunyangara was laying on the edge of his pond half in and half out of the water, 
looking very relaxed as usual, almost dopey, just his eyes followed my every move. 
I slowly approached him.  
Raising the PVC pole and the noose, I gave him a poke around the ribs to get him to 
open up his jaws so I could slip the noose over.  
That was the last thing I remember with any real focus. 
Gunyangara exploded out of the pond and lunged straight for me with horrifying 
speed. In the blink of an eye half a ton of croc was going to be all over me like a rash, 
then sucking on me like a ‘Paddle Pop’.  
Everyone reckoned he was a quiet croc, but obviously no-one had explained that to 
him. The news hadn’t filtered through. He hadn’t got the mail.  
My ten helpers standing outside the pen couldn’t believe Gunyangara’s terrifying 
bloodthirsty rush, but they were even more surprised at the speed that I noosed him. 
‘Bloody hell did you see that’! I could here them all excitedly saying. 
 
I think I used up every bit of luck I was ever destined to have in one lifetime, right 
there in that pen - all in one go. 
 
As the big croc came at me he somehow flew straight into the noose, and noosed 
himself! It was a million to one; the rope went perfectly over his top jaw behind the 
tooth and bang. 
I had absolutely nothing to do with it. I just happened to be the bloke holding the pole. 
I never told the other blokes, they still think it was sheer speed and skill on my behalf.  
The rest of the operation was a breeze and we carried the cage with the big bastard in 
it over to the other pen and let him go. It all went so well, everyone reckoned. 
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But I felt a lot more relaxed once I went home - had eight cans - and changed me 
underwear. 


