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			Bob Lampard

			in conversation with Rob Fleiner

			The man, the Machine, and his Dogs

			Two border collies sit soaking up the early rays of the autumn sun while inside stands a ninety-one-yearold Bob Lampard, keen to share his family’s history.From his prodigious memory and a lifetime of black and white photos, he brings to life his early years when horses meant horsepower and there were jobs to be done before and after school.

			The ancestors of Robert, or Bob as he prefers, lived at Buckhurst Park, Hartfield in Sussex, England. Thomas Lampard worked as a game keeper for the Earl of Delaware. The De La Warr’s, a name later Anglicised to Delaware, lived in a manor house where the family and their forebears have lived since the reign of Henry the Second.

			Thomas aged 42, his wife aged 28 and their three sons: George 13, William 12, and James 5 departed England in 1839, with free passage to Australia. Their agent, which we assume to mean referee, was in fact Lord Delaware. The family arrived in South Australia in December and took up residence in Melbourne Street, North Adelaide. In no time at all,Thomas and his sons were to earn respect in the fast-developing colony for their sporting prowess. 

			By the time the family moved to Wellington on the Murray River, three more children had been born. Bob recalls family conversations about Lampard’s being the first to cultivate land in the area.

			As to what was grown in the area is unknown, but any irrigation from a nearby river would have been primitive, if there was any at all. Crops were most likely a ‘hit or miss’ affair but maybe a small holding of stock helped them survive. Education would have been rudimentary, but five capable sons able to take on outside work when available would have helped prop up the household budget.

			In 1851, the Ballarat Gold Rush in Victoria attracted thousands of adventurers from near and far, including the older Lampard boys. One of the brothers was to write home to his sibling James that life in the ‘fields’ was full of opportunities … “one pound of flour was worth £20 in the Ballarat Diggings”! This fired James’ interest as large quantities of flour could be easily purchased from a local mill in South Australia making such a move quite profitable.

			Finding a means of transport became a pressing occupation for these budding entrepreneurs!

			In and around the scrub at Wellington, wild bullocks roamed free. These were the castoffs from the local stations where they were used to cart wool and other supplies. James and his mate set about catching them after determining the beasts’ favourite waterhole. After installing stout posts, they began the task of lassoing the bullocks and securing them to the posts.

			In time, the beasts would settle while the lads refreshed themselves with cups of tea. Then the bullocks were tethered two abreast, yokes were positioned over their necks and secured with metal bows. This process would be repeated until they had assembled the team. The job was probably made easy given the way the beasts had been managed previously.

			Bob recalls that in the 1950’s in Mildura, he assisted in demonstrating a bullock team at work. He explained that bullocks were easier to train and smarter than horses. When it was time to assemble the team, the two abreast animals would remember where their position was in the line-up, so the assembly was a matter of patience. According to Bob, “They were not the quickest moving animals”.

			But back to James Lampard and his mate …

			With their bullock team harnessed and the dray loaded with flour, the boys set off for the Ballarat diggings. “There were no roads, tracks, or signposts to follow. The boys would have needed passers-by or people from occasional settlements to steer them and their team to the gold fields”. There were hills, rivers and streams that had to be crossed. It would have been necessary to make their own crossings. “They did this by taking the wheels off the dray, roping them on-board and floating the cart from bank to bank. The bullocks either swam or walked across”. (It is known that the explorers Hume and Hovell used this method when crossing the Murrumbidgee).

			After reaching the Ballarat ‘diggings’ and selling the flour at inflated prices, the boys too were attracted to the lure of gold. Unfortunately, it was without success, so they eventually resumed their journey and returned home.

			When aged twenty-one, James met and married a young Scottish lass by the name of Margaret Sinclair. Margaret had arrived in Australia twelve months prior, having endured a journey which should have taken four months. Unfortunately, after two months at sea, cholera broke out onboard and the ship was forced to return to London. It was some while later that Margaret recommenced her voyage to Australia. After the wedding, James and Margaret stayed in Wellington for another twenty years, raising eight children: six girls and two boys, before crossing the border into Victoria and settling on a property six miles from Apsley.

			Bob’s father Donald was born in 1902 at a sheep station in Polkemmet, nine miles northwest of Horsham. He attended school at Dooen but following family tradition, he finished his education early and worked as a station hand. This employment enabled Donald to court a young Sophie Blake; eight years was the time needed to save enough money to get married.

			Soon after they were married Don travelled to Melbourne to purchase a ‘new’ truck and drive it back to Polkemmet. “Although it was ‘new’ there was no roof, no cabin, no doors, no windscreen, and a log was attached to the front to act as a bumper bar. The front seat was corrugated iron”.

			It was no surprise that the clutch gave way while Don was navigating the Pentland Hills south of Ballarat. While there’s no information about how repairs were carried out, Don and the truck did arrive back home in reasonably good health. The truck was used for logging wood, wool, and general cartage. Sophie was taught to drive, to carry and deliver goods, all without a driver’s licence. 

			Bob reflects, “Once she got her licence, that’s when she stopped driving”.

			As the Twenties rolled over to the Thirties, hard times took over the country: the Great Depression was taking its toll on everyone. Unfortunately, the truck was not fit for purpose, being only able to carry 30 bags of wheat when larger trucks had the capacity to carry 100 bags. Soon the electrics failed, and the truck was repossessed. Out of work, Donald and his family moved to Frances in South Australia to work with his brother-in-law Bill Lehman who had decided to ‘go big’. It later proved his undoing, leaving him with nothing but a small team of horses.

			Donald and Sophie were on the move again. In 1932, just a month after they arrived back at Horsham and moved in with Don’s grandfather, Bob Lampard was born. “At least it stopped me from being a crow eater!”, he says.

			His father obtained work with the Shire before winning a postal contract. Bob remembers his father going to Horsham to purchase a car to deliver the mail. “His choice was between a secondhand Chrysler or an equally aged Rolls Royce. He chose Chrysler”.

			At age four and a half, Bob was taken by his mother to school at Dooen, only to be told by the teacher that he was too young, “much to my relief” he says. He prides himself on going to the same school as his dad and shows me his father’s award for top senior student. It is a 1919 bible with inscriptions. Bob claims it is, “The only book at home that I never read”.

			There were between eighteen and twenty kids at the Dooen State School during his time. “Next to the school was the 3WV transmission mast which was secured by guy ropes and sat on a ball so it could absorb wind movements. At assembly the students would watch the tower and start swaying in time with the mast”.

			At the time Bob’s family was preparing to leave Horsham, Bob recalls Neville Chamberlain, the British Prime Minister, declaring war on Germany. Apart from the war, it was also the start of a very serious drought which lasted until 1945. This prompted Bob’s family to move to Kiamal and take up the lease of a square mile of land (640 acres). By 1942 all the sheep had died, and the farm became a sandhill. “The farm practices of the time allowed the wind to whip up the sand until it eventually buried the fences”.

			The effects of the drought in 1943 saw three hundred horses transported by train, for agistment in Gippsland. Bob states: “Only the poor-quality horses were returned. This meant that when the drought was replaced by regular rains, there were very few horses available to work on the land”.

			During this time, Bob was still attending school, and unofficially working with his father on the land. He well remembers his father writing a letter to the school so that Bob could be excused from class. He does however have fond memories of his teacher at Kiamal, especially Mr. Piggot who had a paralysed left arm and was unable to serve in the Army.

			One morning he pulled Bob and his mate aside and said, “You two are the dumbest students in class and I hope by the time I die, I will find something that you are good at”. In any event, Bob’s mother insisted tha he reach Grade Eight and the Merit Certificate.

			Reflecting on his school years, Bob recalls how he and his two sisters would round up the horse, attach the buggy and travel to school. “On one occasion the horse stopped to graze, and my sister gave the unsuspecting animal a ‘touch’ with a stick. The horse took off separating itself from the buggy and us kids. We had several horses to work on the farm. One of my jobs was to hitch the horse to a cart with a tank and, with my sister, travel one mile to the dam and pump water for use at the house. While pumping the water we encouraged the animal to drink but it refused to drink there. It would only drink when we arrived back at the house and then only from the tank”.

			The dam was supplied with water once a year via an irrigation channel. The channel was continually a victim of wind-blown sand which had to be excavated prior to the arrival of the water. An inspector measured how much sand had to be removed by poking a stick into the sand until it hit the hard clay. He then estimated how much sand had to be removed and the owner was paid a small retainer to clear the sand. This was achieved by bob, two men, a scoop and four horses. They camped on-site until the channel was cleared.

			Horses were the mainstay in their lives. They did not have the money to buy horses that were broken in, so they had to do it themselves. When asked if he suffered any long-term effects from being thrown off horses, Bob says “No”. He then explains that alongside a brumby, a tame horse was led into the yard and walked around until the wild horse was cornered.

			“With the tame animal on the outside we would lean over and lasso the cornered horse, tie the rope to a pole then go to lunch. An hour later we would find the horse standing still”. Bob would then untie the lasso, walk around the yard and the horse would follow.
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			Bob (on the left) with his siblings and their horse

			Bob then took me out to his shed and showed me a 73-year-old RM Williams lasso made from cotton and wax. After a demonstration of lassoing the handlebars of a motorcycle first go, he quickly claimed he was a bit rusty. As a youngster, Bob was not allowed to ride a horse with stirrups because if 24 he fell off his foot could be caught, and he’d be dragged along. “Bare back was the way to go”.

			In 1947 the family decided that without the appropriate plant, their property was unprofitable. Most of the local landholdings were only 640 acres and any thought of expanding was out of the question, so they surrendered their lease.

			However, the State Bank inspector was very obliging according to Bob. “He offered to increase the area at a reasonable rate, but our family was on the move to Trinita and the lease of 3000 acres with no home. The land was partly cleared. The agreement with the controlling body was that only a small area was able to be cleared”.

			The rest was to remain as scrub as the licence was for grazing only. The land cleared by the previous tenant proved profitable as only the mallee trees were removed, and the roots remained. By this time the family had purchased a Fordson iron wheel tractor with a chain and hook which meant that the roots could be grubbed-out of the sandy soil.

			The railway master at Ouyen was then informed that they had enough wood to fill a rail wagon. It was to be left at the Trinita siding for Bob and his father to stack. They were paid £25 for the wood but sometimes the train driver forgot (or “could not be bothered”) to leave a wagon and they would have to wait for the next train. A wagon carried ten tons of wood. If, however, they couldn’t fill a wagon when the train returned, they were charged a fee. It was hard work.

			Bob’s job was to chop off the arms of the roots with an axe so they could load more wood. Any excess of the required amount was not charged, and this made it more profitable. But as the train stopped at various sites along the way, “some of the load was pinched”. 

			Long after the war, equipment was difficult to obtain due to a lack of supply and an ever-present black market. Their house took five years to complete. Bob and his dad were able to procure green timber via a family contact working at a box-making factory in Melbourne. When the frame of the house was finally erected with the green timber, it took several more years to obtain and complete the outside. Bob recalls how the timber warped in the hot summer sun and cold winter nights and it was quite a job straightening the frame before fixing the outside iron.

			Apart from the day-to-day work at Trinita, there were several events that would significantly affect the family’s future. Bob’s father had a stroke, and he took several years to fully recover. It placed more demands on the rest of the family. In 1964, Bob was able to obtain a freehold allocation of one square mile at Carwarp. Over the years there was more land purchased, land which he still owns today.

			The land at Trinita was barely profitable.

			Eventually the seed of an idea arose about ‘starting again from scratch’ and establishing a store at Hattah on the corner of the Murray Valley Highway and the Calder Highway. There were only a few houses at Hattah at the time, largely occupied by the fettlers when working on the rail line. Other than that, the houses were vacant.

			Bob was able to supplement the family’s income by learning how to shear sheep. The only problem was that Bob is left-handed and most shearing equipment is right-handed. After purchasing a small plant, he was eventually able to teach himself and pick up work around the Mallee on various farms.
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			Clearing the land for a shop at Hattah

			Bob did not work for contractors and preferred to be self-sufficient. He then knew that he could coordinate his time with other work and serve in the shop when shearing was out of season. In 1955 the family moved from Trinita. Prior to that, they had spent five years applying for half an acre to build a shop at Hattah, but it wasn’t until the intervention of the local Member of Parliament that a permit was granted.

			Eventually, the land sale was approved and an inspector from the Country Roads Board visited to indicate the boundary lines of the roads. Bob then stepped-out the planned sites for the shop and the fuel pumps. After the land was cleared and levelled, the house from Trinita was transported by truck to the site to become their home. A building inspector arrived to view the home. Bob does not know what transpired as they had never seen or heard of a building inspector before, and never saw him again!

			A problem surfaced when they were unable to find a company to supply petrol. In the meantime, Bob was driving trucks, shearing sheep and moving earth, as well as helping at the shop. To help pay the mounting bills his mother made scones and cakes and maintained a rabbit chiller behind the shop. The family improvised every way they could think of to make ends meet. Eventually a representative from Golden Fleece, Mr. Frank Beaten, offered them access to the fuel, which had been denied by the other companies.
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			Relocating the house to Hattah

			Two men from Mildura experienced at sinking dams arrived and in one day excavated through three feet of sand then a layer of blue clay, to house the 2,500-gallon fuel tanks. There was no power so after much grafting, a powerplant and batteries were installed.

			The fuel had to be paid for prior to being supplied and more head scratching took place. Finally, on December 28, 1955, £247 was paid, the fuel arrived and was sold-out by the weekend. Refrigeration to the premises consisted of two kerosene fridges and a cool box.

			All bottles at night were kept in the cool box then transferred to the kerosene fridges in the morning. Although Bob’s work was largely shearing sheep, driving stock, transporting and earth works, (all independent of the shop), the store was still his home where he could provide support for his aging parents.

			His father initially rejected the pension but after some persuading, came to appreciate that it did have some benefits.

			The years spent at the shop certainly had some moments. “A chap pulled up wanting a drum and his vehicle filled. My father obliged. After filling the drum, Dad became suspicious and asked for payment. The ‘customer’ pulled a gun insisting he fill the car as well. He was later apprehended at Manangatang and police discovered he was wanted in Western Australia”.

			On another occasion, a villain ran around the back of the shop in bare feet, disappearing into the scrub. He was later pursued by the police from Mildura and Ouyen. “He briefly evaded the constabulary by circling around them. After crossing the highway and entering one of the vacant homes, he fell asleep”. Tipped off by a local resident, the police arrived and arrested the ‘tenant’ and took him away. Bob remembers this day fondly as he and his dad sat with the resting policeman watching on as the events took place and replenishing themselves with beer and sandwiches from the drums which had previously stored the shop’s bulk ice cream.

			He remembers the gypsies. “They were pretty slippery and for some reason always had a plentiful supply of petrol ration tickets”. 

			Bob recalls one day clearing around the outside toilets and in amongst the weeds were some live cartridges which he thought could be safely disposed of down the dunny. “It was okay until one particularly hot summer, when his excited young nephew raced inside and hurriedly explained that the outside dunny had exploded”.
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			The first docket in the Hattah store’s cash records (1955)

			Around 1960 the first motor bike and dune buggy races were held at Hattah on Crown Land; (the races continue to be held outside Hattah on private land). The event was widely advertised in Melbourne and other areas, but the provision of accommodation and food was not adequately planned, and the popularity of the event was not anticipated. The influx of competing riders, drivers and their supporters put a strain on the unsuspecting community, especially in relation to accommodation.

			Bob recalls seeing people sleeping on the sand and around the saltbush, waking up with their clothes covered with the ever-present bindii. His job was to find enough food to feed the masses. He claims to have cleaned out all the bakeries and shops around Red Cliffs, Ouyen and Mildura of bread and butter and anything that went between. Although the race meeting commenced in a crude fashion it did provide 32 the formula for success and proved that people were prepared to travel long distances to compete.

			A sanctuary was declared to protect the Hattah Lakes, and later the Kulkyne State Forest was included to form the Hattah-Kulkyne National Park. It was managed by a very experienced ranger who was unable to work Saturdays because of his religious convictions. Bob stepped in and guided tourists and especially bird watchers around the park and surrounding areas. In Bob’s opinion, his neighbour, the late Ben Eggleton, had no peers with his knowledge of the flora and fauna in that part of the Mallee.

			On one occasion when Ben was asked to guide a dozen American and Canadian tourists around the area, he asked Bob to assist him on the three-day journey. One group wanted to photograph birds, another snakes, and another, flora and fauna. One visitor was interested in taking a photo of a Tawny Frogmouth Owl and Ben knew where a nest was located. They found the nest with the bird ‘in residence’. After taking the photo the tourists made mention that on other trips they had been dropped off and left to locate what they were looking for themselves. They further emphasised how grateful they all were for a most informative and satisfying guided tour of the Mallee.

			Bob explained that the shop was not a great financial enterprise but more of a community service, not charging for small deeds like towing cars out of the sand (a trap for inexperienced drivers). If someone gave them a bag of oranges, his parents would just hand them out to visitors. Bob kept all the old tyres and tubes he could find and stored them just to help drivers who arrived at the shop with punctures. “They could get the motorist to a larger service station, at no charge”.

			In 1973, the Hattah Store was sold. It had been a family-home and business for eighteen years. Bob’s mum and dad moved to Nangiloc, initially living in a caravan until their house was built. Bob moved to his property at Carwarp which, after some buying and selling, had grown to 1920 acres. It was a lonely life, he recalls. He survived by shearing sheep in the winter and carting vegetables for various growers to the old Queen Victoria market. The vegetables were sold off the back of the truck to people on the street and small-scale green grocers.

			Bob says it was a steep learning curve dealing with experienced buyers … “The Chinese dealt in pounds and shillings but kept the pennies”. Assistance was sometimes available “when the local police finished their night shift and came down to the market to earn a few extra bob”.

			One time, Bob’s assistant pointed out someone in the crowd and said he was one of the best pickpockets around, but “not to worry as he only goes after the well-off gentry”. On another occasion the truck required a push. “The off-duty police were only too willing to help, but neglected to notice it was unregistered”.

			Acknowledging that was a lonely life at Carwarp, when a vacant block came on the market next to his parents, Bob put his skills to work, bought the block, erected a shed, and installed his caravan. But his great love of dancing meant he had to travel back to Mildura from Nangiloc, a round trip of many miles. He and his brother never missed the ‘Old Mill’ dances, meeting friends there, and afterwards going to the ‘Setts’ or other good night spots. He reflects that there was a dance held just about every night in those days.

			Bob would dress up in a clean white shirt, tie, and suit. The ladies dressed up in their best finery. “Glen Miller’s music was popular at the time and whatever dances you attended; everyone knew each other. At the dances in those days, you danced gracefully in unison”. He reflects that it was the introduction of the drive-in theatres that killed-off the old-time dance venues, and today, “people rock-up in jeans, a Tshirt of doubtful origin and stomp around on the spot to loud incomprehensible music”.
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			Bob and Valerie’s wedding

			Bob was a bit of a ‘cool cat’. He had a friend called Katherine who was pally with his mate and after the dances they all went back to Kath’s place for tea and biscuits and a bit of a chat. (To those who know Bob, a good chat goes a long way.) Kath had that female cunning according to Bob because he was invited along to keep a certain Valerie Dean company, or as Kath said, “To keep the numbers even”. They had known each other for some time but she wouldn’t dance with him. He reckons, “It was because I did not have a good enough car”. However, Bob soon asked Valerie out and their friendship developed.

			Bob insists, “it was not all ‘lovey-dovey’” but twelve months later they were married and honeymooned in Canberra and down through Gippsland and Lakes Entrance. Bob recalls that the weather was icy cold and windy for most of the trip so they couldn’t see as much as they would have liked, “but the caravan was warm!”

			Fifteen months later, much to the delight of Val and Bob, Dean was born. Bob was still busy. They had moved into the caravan in Nangiloc and shearing had taken a backseat as the wine grape industry expanded and required large areas of land to be cleared. He was still driving to and from Melbourne twice a week delivering vegetables to the market. He said it would have been nice to have a daughter to keep Val company.

			A new house was out of the question as Bob insisted on having at least half the money, however he was able to convince the bank manager to lend him the money to purchase a transportable home in Adelaide, with delivery to Nangiloc. There he would use his skills to finish the project at a cost of $10,000. In 1996 at the tender age of 64 Bob sold their home and purchased a run-down orange property up the road which supported a comfortable home for his family. The irrigation system required water to be 37 pumped from the river into a billabong then onto his farm, but regulations insisted that he remove the pump and irrigate direct from the river.
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			Bob, Dean and Valerie

			Fortunately, he had the necessary gear to complete the exercise except for boring under the road. While work continued to improve the property, he concluded in 2000 that his preference was for dryland farming. The family sold the citrus property and moved into Red Cliffs. Bob transferred the ownership of the farm at Carwarp to his son Dean.

			In 2008 Valerie developed dementia. Bob was able to care for her at home until 2014, when she needed high care where she “passed away quietly”.

			 Sometime later a neighbour gave Bob two old ewes three lambs which Bob turned loose on Dean’s property. He then bought a ram and built the flock up to over 100 head. A small sideline he maintained was visiting stock yard sales and purchasing the second 39 lambs, ones which were in poor condition, sending them to Carwarp to fatten up and on-sell them at a handy profit. He sold the last of his sheep several years ago but not before they were shorn. He couldn’t find any shearers to shear the lambs, so he did the work himself. Previously he was able to complete the task well before morning tea, but at the age of 88, it took him all week.
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			At age 91, Bob spends most of his time servicing his six Caterpillar bulldozers and a large assortment of tractors and harvesters at home and on the farm, in between going to working bees with his Truck and Tractor mates.
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			The man, the machine and the dogs

			On a chilly winter’s morning, as I start the trip home from one of our chats, Bob heads out the back to put up a wall in the shed. He is followed closely by his two dogs.

			Bob dedicates his story to his parents, Don and Sophie Lampard, who instilled in him the benefits of hard work, and just as importantly insisting on him knowing the importance of quality life values.
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