                                                                     Sent Home from the Vindi

    Geordie was a tall easygoing likeable bloke from the North East who had been on the fishing boats for a couple of years so he was way ahead of the rest of us in his knowledge of sea life and the world generally. Anyway someone at his local employment exchange had suggested that it might be a good idea for him to go down to Sharpness to get a bit more training, so there he was in our squad. Everything that we were taught he had a good 'handle' on already. So he was very good at explaining things that were not quite clear when the Instructors were giving their talks and practical demonstrations.
He was very helpful to the lads and I would have thought the Officer Instructors too would have appreciated his efforts. They seemed to like him as much as we did. He had a really good sense of humour; true he did interject sometimes during lectures but it was always politely on some point of fact and to my way of thinking he was usually spot-on the mark. Imagine our great surprise when about half way through the course we found him almost in tears packing his case in readiness to leave. He'd been up on a charge of insubordination and told that he was to be expelled and to collect his rail ticket and leave the camp.

Now that seemed to us all a grave miscarriage of justice for he hadn't done anything wrong really. True he had given the Instructors a bit of 'back chat' now and then but surely nothing that anyone could really call offensive. He didn't deserve to be sent down the road. We all kept our heads down after that and bore some mistrust regarding the staff.

Years later my family and I emigrated out to Tasmania to start a new life; as coincidence would have it that same Mr. Scott that I had known all those years before had also come to Tasmania and lived near us, together with his wife Jean and three daughters. We eventually became very good friends and together with a few others ex Vindi lads we got our own very successful little social group together. Les has passed on now, but by the time we knew him he had much mellowed and was in fact very good company and could relate many a good yarn based on his WW2 experiences. I often asked him about the Vindi days, but he usually didn't say that much but I'm sure that he very much enjoyed his time there and that he got on well with his fellow Officers. He told me once that while at the camp he held the rank of Special Constable with powers of arrest. But the only outcome of that was that he sometimes had to deal with troublesome drunks. A few of the senior Vindi staff were either ex Royal Navy or Royal Navy Reserve, therefore it was accepted that a modified Royal Navy type of discipline should apply at the training school.

When I mentioned that perhaps a few of the lads were treated unfairly by being expelled for fairly minor infringements, he readily agreed but gave the following explanation. The Ministry, and The Shipping Federation Authority in London had plainly laid it down that the boys should be vetted for their suitability for naval life and that implied that a certain minority would have to be rejected as unsuitable. That created something of a problem for the Officer Staff Members who ran the camp. There were never enough really bad boys to receive the bullet; most were keen as mustard. So the outcome was that many a good lad was sent down the road for no good reason at all other than to make the statistics look good. Les admitted that rather sad fact but said that they had no alternative really because if they hadn't skinned off a certain proportion of the recruits someone at Head Office would have come to the conclusion that the Officer staff at Sharpness were somehow failing in their duties. Anyone who knows anything about bureaucracies will be familiar with that kind of reasoning. As for the Officer Staff as we might put it today 'they were between a rock and a hard place' but let's hope that the good boys who didn't make it,  still found a Skipper to take them on. They were some of the best.

John Richmond, Tasmania
