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Returned student at Walsh

Jim Lawson reports the tie rod issue has left us with about a dozen member aircraft grounded, but there is good news 
on the horizon with the first shipment of new manufactured parts arrived and being distributed to those in greatest 
need. If you are in need of tie rods be sure to register your interest with Jim Lawson who is busily looking for ways to 
get us the best deal.

The AGM was held at Mandeville in late February and whilst weather affected the competitions an excellent safari to 
the event was enjoyed by a number of members in a variety of aircraft. Credit must be given to John Baynes who flew 
BAH from Mandeville to Cape Reinga to join the northerners flying south to … Mandeville. Earning himself the Pine Park 
Trophy and setting a formidable record into the bargain.

Members will be pleased to hear their club is in good financial health, with an excellent response to members 
subscriptions and donations to the scholarship fund reported by new club treasurer Eddie Doherty. If you haven’t paid 
your subs for 2014 please do so now using the renewal form enclosed in this issue of the Tiger Rag.

Key dates to keep in mind are Taumarunui - 17th – 19th October 
and the clubs AGM at Kaikohe - 6 – 8th March, 2015.

Scholarship recipient Susan 
Scott looks like she is loving 
adding some DH60G time to 
her logbook

Photo Jerry Chisum 
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The tie rods are two long pieces of 8mm round steel, threaded at both ends, which go through the lower longerons
of the airframe and to which two undercarriage mounting blocks are attached on the outside of the airframe and 
held in place with nuts on the ends of the tie rods. Other bolts complete the fixture. See enclosed picture, courtesy 
of the NTSB.

It is to these undercarriage mounting blocks that the front, lower wing spars are attached, so one can understand 
why the tie rods are a critical component.

I enclose a picture taken by 
the NTSB of the recovered 
remains of the Tiger Moth, 
clearly showing the tie rods, 
still attached to the wing, 
having been pulled out from 
their place in the fuselage.

The UK CAA have now issued 
an AD condemning all tie rods 
made in Australia, similar to 
the ones referred to in the 
preliminary accident report. 
Production of new tie rods, 
made in the UK will not be 
available until late July, at the 
earliest. The Tiger Moth Club 
NZ Inc., have tie rods on 
order and until they arrive, 
around twelve of our Tigers 
are grounded.

Jim Lawson.   President, 
Tiger Moth Club NZ Inc.

TIE RODS.

There is a saying, that “safety is by 
accident,” which comes to mind, with 
the recent crash of a Tiger Moth in 
Queensland, Australia, which claimed 
the lives of two people. This accident 
has brought numerous Agencies 
around the World, together, to 
investigate, correlate and summate 
the likely cause of the accident.

The Australian Transport Safety Board 
(NTSB) have issued an interim report, 
wherein they raise the point that the 
lateral tie rods are a safety critical 
component and it is likely that an 
inflight failure of both rods could have  
led to the structural breakup of the 
airframe. They are also investigating 
other critical factors.



The President’s report for 2014

Another year has just slipped away and with it a de Havilland Rapide and a de Havilland  Mosquito, both going 
overseas. Both aircraft rebuilt and put back into the air by Kiwis, skilful at what they do and amongst them some of our 
members. Wherever they go, these aircraft will be a tribute to the teams involved.

Our flying year started with the Annual General Meeting,  held at Opotiki with our Host, Terry Rogers and his wife 
along with their willing team of helpers. The weather was exceptional, the airfield was excellent and the hospitality 
was first class, we have been invited back. Opotiki has uncluttered airspace, so we had the place to ourselves, like 
Taumarunui, it is a must go to place.

Our Spring fly in, at Taumarunui was a great success, as it always is. The weather was exceptional, as usual, so it was 
hard  to drag ourselves away. While there, we had a visit of a mystery aeroplane, which turned out to be a de 
Havilland Venom in the capable hands of John Luff, from Wanganui. The Taumarunui Aero Club are a great bunch of 
people, we are so grateful to them for placing their airfield at our disposal, extending their hospitality and as  always, 
they  ask  us to come back. Thank you again, Taumarunui Aero Club.

On the sombre side, while at Taumarunui, we went down to the site of the tragic  plane  accident that took the life of 
two of our members, Nola Picard and her husband, Mike. A small memorial has been erected,  around which we 
gathered for a remembrance service conducted by Pat Gilately. It is ten years since the accident and the service was 
attended by Nola’s sister and brother.  It is also ten years since the sudden passing of Ross Duncan, a stalwart of the 
Club and remembered by many.

During the year your Committee has been busy, as usual, behind the scenes. As well as the day to day matters, we had 
to make preparations for the 2014 Safari, this was largely done by Wayne Edwards who put together the route which 
we were to follow and made arrangement for things to happen along the way. Arrangements were made for our two 
sponsorship recipients to commence their training and further to that Grant Drinkrow suggested that we offer the 
services of 3 pilots with their Tiger Moths to the Walsh Memorial Flying School to introduce students to our type of 
aircraft and flying. This was a major innovation and required a lot of negotiation, particularly with the CAA, which was 
all successful. 

The Tiger Moth Club of New Zealand is in a strong financial position, with a membership of over two hundred. The 
Committee you elected last year has had a busy time and they have responded well to the tasks that they have been 
set. I take this opportunity on your behalf, to thank them for their efforts, they certainly made my job a lot easier.
I would also like to thank the members at large for their various contributions along the way and in particular, the 
volunteers who throw themselves into the spirit of the occasions when they take on the various tasks, that make  our 
fly ins the success they are.

Jim Lawson.      President



Secretary's Report

Graeme Wood

The Annual General Meeting of the Club was held at Mandeville on Feb. 23rd. 2014. 
Key Points from the meeting were; 

A financial surplus for the year, with assets of $41,029. 
The present committee was returned, with the addition of Grant Wilson as a committee 

member 
Annual Spring Fly-in to be held at Taumarunui on the weekend of Oct. 18th. 2014. 
2015 AGM/fly-in to be held at Kaikohe on weekend of March 6-8th. 
Scholarship funds are a separate entity of Club funds. 
Les Marshall elected to Life Membership of the Club. 

A Committee meeting of the Club was held on April 29th 2014 
Key points from the meeting were; 

*Club Polo and T-shirts now available at $30 and $20 respectively. 
*Membership annual subscription payments were increasing. 
*Club to purchase a new supply of 700 x 7.5 Tyres and Tubes. 
*Funding for specific requirements may be available from the White House Tavern Trust. 
*A sub committee was set up to source and arrange funding of scholarships, and other 
Club promotional activities. 
*Jan Chisum appointed to keep a record of trophy holders. 



Taken over Lake Manapouri just 
before Easter’s airshow at Wanaka,

when the rest of the country was being thumped by an 
enthusiastic Cyclone Ita, Adam Butcher is flying ZK-AKY. 

The full story behind this new tourist flying venture can be found 
in the June Aviation News

John King

Treasurer’s Report, June 2014

This is an interim report covering the first three months of the financial year following my appointment at the last
Annual Meeting of the Club. It has been an interesting learning curve picking up from my predecessor and the first
job was completing Annual Accounts which were approved at the Annual Meeting held at Mandeville. Current
financial members will receive a copy of the report in a separate email.

Since then I have been supervising receipt of Subscriptions for this year and payment for fuel supplied to members at
Taumarunui last year as well as supervising receipt of payment of annual meeting registrations from Mandeville.
There has also been the need to keep track of merchandise sales and other expenses associated with the costs
involved in the 2014 safari.

We have also supervised payments for the Flying Scholarships and received further donations from members towards
future payments. So far $350 has been received for this.

When I took over the records forwarded to me they showed we had 220 addresses on our list of members, not all of
them current, since then we have received applications for 17 new members and it seems likely this number will
increase as the year unfolds.

101 members have renewed or joined for the year 2014 to date. This leaves approximately 140 who are on the
mailing list and we await your reply by emailing the renewal form enclosed with this issue of the “Tiger Rag” or
otherwise confirm to me that payment has already been made.

There are some members who have paid the subscription but we do not have their current address or email details.
Nick Rowe is one of those and there will be several others. The 101 renewed members include seven Life Members
and 17 new members and one member (Bob McGarry) who has rejoined.

I confirm that internet banking to the Club’s ASB is always preferred as this includes your name on the bank
statement. Unfortunately ordinary bank deposits are still being made without details of the payees and this is making
it difficult to keep track of all payments. I am having difficulty in identifying some of the individual fuel and
merchandise payments and it is important to send this information to me either by email or by post to P O Box 62507,
Greenlane, 1546. If you do not have a copy of the account for any outstanding payment just let me know and I can
give you details.

E F DOHERTY
Treasurer 31 May 2014



Les Marshall 

At the Annual General Meeting, veteran Club 
member and aviation legend Les Marshall was 
elected unanimously to Life Membership of the 
Club.  

Les learnt to fly on Tiger Moths, and has been a 
member of the Club since soon after its 
inception. In nominating the Life Membership, 
the Secretary, Graeme Wood, recognised the 
selfless contribution Les has made as a pilot, 
and member of the Club.      

Les`s career in aviation now spans nearly 60 
years, principally in the agriculture industry, 
where he flew aircraft types ranging from Tiger 
Moths to DC-3`s. Though now retired from 
flying, Les still attends all Club functions as a 
willing helper. 

An open letter to the committee and members 
of The Tiger Moth Club of NZ ( inc )

15th March 2014.

Graeme Wood,
Secretary,
Tiger Moth Club of NZ,
Postal Centre 14,
Papakura.

Hi there Woodsy,

Well, it was with much surprise and dismay that I read your formal letter yesterday, advising me of my life 
membership to the Tiger Moth Club of NZ.

I have since tried to figure out why you guys have done that, however, for what ever reason it is accepted in a 
most humble and appreciated manner. I feel most honoured to have been considered for this award.

To help quell my pangs of guilt re. my non attendance at your AGM at Gore, I would like to offer my
explanation on the subject. For some reason I had a time of " nine ish " in mind for the meeting on the 
Sunday morning, and as Jill and I had a lot of miles to travel heading North that day, we headed for
Mandeville just after nine to spend some time at the meeting before departing. Of course, there were no
signs of life in any humane form at the field, and as no one had appeared by nine thirty, we decided to 
depart. Obviously, the most enjoyable social activities the night before had had the " usual " effects on the 
troops, and also put a much wider meaning on the term " nine ish ".

On receiving your letter yesterday, I realise now what I missed out on.

My sincere thanks to all concerned, and the very best of luck for the years ahead for the Tiger Moth Club.

Les Marshall



Dear Jim,

I write to ask if you could kindly put this in your 
next NZ Tiger Club newsletter. It was an honour to 
be allowed to join the Club on it’s 2014 Safari of 
your wonderful country. We saw so many 
fantastic sights and met so many wonderful 
people. Absolutely everyone was wholly 
welcoming and inclusive, even to a couple of Brits, 
and flying an Auster to boot.

It would be impossible to individually and 
adequately thank everyone who contributed to 
the success of our holiday, so may we please use a 
few lines of the newsletter to express our sincere 
thanks to everyone who made our trip such an 
outstanding success, we’re still struggling to 
believe that it actually happened as the whole 
experience was too good to be true.

If any Club member is ever brave, or daft enough, 
to visit the UK and we can help in anyway please 
do get in touch as it would be a pleasure to be 
able to reciprocate.

Best Wishes,

Charlie and Anna Huke



Don’t follow me, I’m lost. 
The pheas

That will be my instructions next time. After a great trip down to Masterton via Hastings, with wife Gloria as pax, I 
tied down to wait for the group to catch up from Slipper Island. Friend Bill Finlen and his wife Jenny joined us from 
Aus, and we had a leisurely day Monday by car down to Castle Point, reputed to have the record for the strongest 
wind gust ever recorded in NZ.  Rather benign while we were there, but the monster boat trailers on the beach bear 
witness to the potential for rough conditions while launching.

Tuesday saw all preparing to head out across the Rimatakas and the top of the South, life vests much in evidence. 
Airborne, listening to various radio calls it was obvious we would have a rough ride at some time. A certain Fox Moth 
complaining of 1,000 ft downdrafts at the Rimataka saddle sent the rest of us north to the Pfeiffer saddle where we 
had better luck, and all ended up over Mana Island on track for the Brothers, unseen in the murk ahead.  BFF took a 
guess and laid off 10 degrees drift against the Norwester, with several other tigers seeming content to sit on my 
shoulder.

When the Brothers loomed up right on track, one admitted later he thought I was a whiz, but unknown to all, my 
secret weapon was Aussie Bill in co-pilot mode, with iPad on knee, advising me to lay off another 2, then another 1 
degree, and later, when I diverted 90 degrees to get back on track for French Pass, someone asked if I had situational 
awareness, in the tone of “ do you know where you are at all?” I responded, “we’re good” and only then did they 
twig to my GPS equipped tiger, and all settled down quietly behind me all the way to Motueka. 

Next obstacle was the call from a para-drop ship about to dump 6 canopies in front of us, so we orbited at the 
harbour for a few minutes. Very busy these days, a far cry from the last time the tiger club had it’s AGM and bunfight 
there in 1989 when we had a big grass field all to ourselves apart from the Citation Jet flown in by Boyd Munro, along 
with his tiger moth which he later flew to Aus. That was the time that Bill Shaw won a trophy for missing the airfield 
altogether in the landing comp, when DHA succumbed to water in fuel and had to land in the only paddock not 
covered by tobacco or nashi vines.

Anyway, after a lunch rustled up by the ladies of the Beaver support crew, we headed to Takaka for the night, where 
another friendly lady advised that the local servo had a 1000 litre mini-tanker, which was duly delivered next morning 
to refuel all tigers with minimum effort.  Highlight of TK had to be the early morning visit to a private museum which 
has a collection of everything you could name, from militaria to toy cars and motor bikes and biros, and an actual jail! 



With weather threatening to block us further south, we headed for the Heaphy track and the west coast, where GPS 
not needed, just keep NZ on the left all the way to Greymouth, and another lunch by the side of the Beaver, followed 
by a briefing and decision to go on to Hokitika, to be as far south as we could for a big day Thursday. 

My own thoughts were and still are, that Hoki is the least suitable airfield on the west coast for our type of aircraft, 
being the only field not having grass available to land/taxi, and as it turned out, the most expensive landing fee in NZ 
so far, at $20,  payable to the third party company AIMM via a notice attached to the locked honesty box on the 
airfield fence by the terminal. Greymouth is a much better place, with a friendly aero club and grass usable when 
weather permits.

Thursday was one out of the box. Absolutely still and clear, the Tasman Sea flat, and glaciers and Mt Cook from 4,500 
feet stunning. 

A truly delightful run down the coast, turn left at Haast, tigers following the pass at various levels from several feet to 
4,000, over Lakes Hawea and Wanaka, to a pre-arranged formation arrival over Wanaka town, then a further para-
drop of 10 canopies giving us the excuse for dawdling around over town a bit longer before landing and lunching at 
the café while Peter Hendricks fuelled the tigers for us. 

Airborne once more, another formation over the schools in town, as the first arrival was too early for their lunch 
time. On down to Mandeville in time to be briefed for a flight to Invercargill to be ready to re-enact the 100th 
anniversary of the first ever cross-country flight in NZ. 



John Baynes, wanting to complete his marathon 
Mandeville-North Cape trip was being thwarted by the 
Airways ban on non –transponder flight, so BFF, being 
one of the more up-to-the-minute tigers with the magic 
beeper, agreed to be the beacon of light to circle Bluff 
with him. 

We cleared overhead Invercargill tower at 1500 ft, and 
half way there I asked the tower to confirm my xpdr 
height, to be told there is no radar there so they could 
not see me. So much for TM space. But we duly rounded 
Bluff, and JB was duly able to claim the trophy for the 
longest trip to the AGM, with no other takers. 

The return to LV via Gore was a doddle, IFR the same 
way Will Scotland did it 100 years ago, the rail line is still 
there. 

And so to the competitions on Saturday, challenging in 
the wind rolling over the Hokanuis, which put paid to the 
aeros and non-instrument circuits, so a relatively laid 
back weekend.



Monday and the Norwester on it’s way, we 
scarpered east to Oamaru and north to Rangitata 
Island, where BFF came unstuck, not having Bill 
and his iPad, flew up the wrong river and got lost 
in broad daylight, only 5 miles from the field. 
Then, after departing ahead of the bunch to drop 
in at Lismore for a cuppa with the Vincents, Les 
and Liz, left there an hour after the bunch and 
again got lost up on the Canterbury plains, 
finishing up at the very hospitable Swannanoa 
with Des Lines for the night. 

I did hear that another tiger got lost somewhere 
around Hanmer, but I won’t go there.

The others bedded down at Hanmer Springs, and 
after a rather rough ride the ladies called a lay-
day at the hot springs. BFF finally caught up next 
afternoon after once again getting lost and 
landing on what was an old airstrip, had another 
cuppa with the local farmer who put a new X on 
the map and off I went again.



I finally figured out it was the 500,000: 1 scale maps I was using, the tiger just doesn’t cover the ground quickly 
enough, and the detail is not clear with all the overlays of radio and control zone data on them. I did much better with 
the 250,000:1 that I borrowed from Des L.

From Hanmer we didn’t need maps anyway, 2 of us chose the Molesworth route, with a big power-line all the way to 
Omaka, and the others flew to Kaikoura and from there kept NZ on the left once more. After lunch and a tour of the 
magnificent Heritage Museum (where once again I got lost, couldn’t find the exit,) we headed out across the wide 
blue ditch and back into familiar territory, bedding down at Wanganui with all tigers housed in a large wash down 
shed of WAW. Next day we split, I landed at Taihape to see friends and then home to Tauranga, while the mob went 
the west coast way back to AKL. 

All in all a great trip, 27 hours in BFF and the third time I have flown the South Island’s west coast in brilliant weather. 
My thanks to Wayne who proposed the jaunt and kept us laid back with minimum organization. A great pity there 
were so few tigers on the trip, and the South Islanders were noticeable by their absence. Perhaps next year! 



A War Hero Story June 7th 1940.

At an emergency aerodrome near Blois, in France, a young pilot was about to fly a Magister home to England for 
special duties, when he saw his Hurricane nearby. He was about to taxi away, then stopped and climbed into the 
Hurricane and said to his mates, “one more beat up me lads”. 

He flies over the drome, barely 20 feet off the ground, upside down and travelling at 350 mph, still upside down the 
aircraft shoots up to 1,500 feet in less than a minute, then turns right side up and started a series of rolls, earthwards. 
Two rolls completed, he goes into a third. The Hurricane does not quite complete the third roll, its port wing touches 
the ground 

The young officers lift their dead comrade from the wreckage, a mechanic climbs into the cockpit of the Magister and 
switches off the engine.

IN EMPORIUM
TO

Flying Officer
E.J.(Cobber) Kain, DFC

Royal Air Force
of New Zealand accidentally killed on
Active Service, France, June 7 1940

at the age of 21 years.His courage, his fighting heart and his life 
were at Britain's service.

Taken from “Fighter Squadrons” By Noel 
Monks, 1941 a Daily Mail war 
correspondent with the RAF in France. The 
epic story of two Hurricane Squadrons in 
France.

In 1994 the writer heard on the radio an 
interview with Cobber Kain’s sister, Judy 
Pickard, it ended with her saying, “I often 
wished I’d had a live brother, than a dead 
hero”.

The writer has also seen, many times, a 
memorial to him in the foyer of the 
Memorial Hall in Marton with some of his 
mementos in a glass case, with a prop hub 
up on the wall. 

Loretta McGarry.

Members contributions are always 
welcomed and usually published. It is these 
contributions that make the Tiger Rag the 
newsletter it is.

Please email your pictures, stories and 
unsubstantiated rumours to

tigermothclub@gmail.com

mailto:tigermothclub@gmail.com


Not a Good Sunday Peter Fahey 

Sunday 23 March. Nice day. Piper Pacer PAT parked in the hangar and looking tempting. Be silly not to go and have a 

bit of a toot and get some air under the tires.

Blast off on 21 at Ardmore and head south past Drury. Pukekohe East airstrip appears and as I haven’t been in there 

for a while seems like a good idea to go and get a bit of strip practice again. Be silly not to.

Overhead rejoin and land on 09 which is the uphill vector on this great little strip. Nice enough landing and taxy up to 

the top of the strip. Alight and have a chat to a couple of the local who are shooting the breeze as people do at 

airstrips on a nice fine Sunday.

Time to get going, start her up , do the checks, all ok, taxy onto the strip, hold the brakes, full power and down the 

strip we go.. Half way down 09, ease her into the air, hold it down to get airspeed and at the end of the strip, level 

with the trees, start to raise the flaps and get a positive rate of climb

Holy shit….no power. Prop going round but no power at all!!

Shove the nose forward and keep her flying. 10 degrees to the left there is a paddock, too short, up a hill but it is the 

only choice we’ve got. We are 300 ft AGL. Let’s get this puppy on the ground.

At this point everything is a blur but I get on the ground roughly where I plan! What happens next I’m not too sure but 

next second we are tipping onto nose and over we go, a nice tight loop at zero feet on the ground! We are stopped 

which is what happens when the plane is upside down and the prop has found a new use as a brake!

I’m hanging upside down, conscious that I am alive and there is no pain, can’t see any blood. Whew!! I must be OK.



All of a sudden that dirty four letter “f” word is percolating my brain…..FIRE. 

Gotta get out of here real quick. The windscreen is shattered so I punch my way out there and slowly extricate myself 

from the remains of what was a nice little aircraft.

Next thing two guys come rushing over and tell me to sit down, ask if I’ve turned everything off ( I haven’t) Its funny 

when you are upside down in an aircraft and it is collapsing around you how it all of a sudden it becomes a very 

unfamiliar place and nothing is where it is supposed to be, not helped of course by the fact that your brain has turned 

to Weetbix.

Brain starts to work a little and I ask myself how come these guys are so onto it.

Turns out they are a couple of airline pilots who happen to live right by. To this day I’m not so sure who these guys are 

but I owe them a big vote of thanks.

Next minute all the emergency services have turned up, Police, Fire, Ambulance and I’m the centre of attention.

In a fit of insight, I call Ardmore Tower and tell them that PAT won’t be coming home tonight. I don’t think the 

Controller quite knew how to deal with this but somehow she must have got the word around. Next minute, Frank 

Parker, boss of Warbirds calls to ask if I’m ok. I really appreciate that.

Finally the hubbub dies down, the emergency services realise that there ain’t really any emergency, and they all start 

to dissipate.



One strange little ritual does occur though. I am breathalysed by the Police!!! Not what you expect at a plane crash. 

The Police guy sort of apologizes but says that it is a CAA mandate. No problems I say, brain rapidly scanning back to 

Saturday night and thinking what was I up to?

Fortunately I had had a couple of wines and gone to bed by 2200. Another “Whew” moment! All OK. Alcohol not a 

factor.

All that’s left is the mortal remains of PAT lying upside down in a paddock looking very forlorn. She deserves a better 

fate than this.

So… I’m alive and writing an article about a plane crash where I am in the starring role. What have I learnt from this?

I have analysed this over and over. I must have done something right and have given myself a pass mark. 

What else could I have done?? 

I had seconds to get PAT onto the ground. That was my entire focus! 

Did I do Carburettor Heat, Fuel Cock, Fuel Pump, Trim for the glide….NUP…… Didn’t do anything of this. 

Survival instinct takes over. Get the plane on the ground…..keep it flying. 

I can remember pulling the throttle back just to ensure that the engine didn’t come alive….. just instinct. Seemed to 

make sense at the time. I have a vague memory of trimming the aircraft and the fact that I hit the ground where I had 

planned says that I did something vaguely right. I don’t know. 

I’m alive and totally unscarred, PAT will be rebuilt by an enthusiast, the members of the syndicate will get the 

insurance pay out and hopefully we will replace her. 

I know that each time I take off I will definitely have an EFATO plan in my head, but hopefully lightning doesn’t strike 

the same place twice and I won’t be subjected to a repeat drama

All’s well that ends well



Answer: Very carefully, and with a 
sufficiency of alert and fit deckhands ready 
to catch a passing wingtip.

These DH82A images have just come to my 
attention, via Ian Goldingham. John Morton, 
who has been in our pages recently, died 
the other day and these previously unknown 
shots were among his effects.

Captain R.K. Dickson, having taken 
command of the aircraft carrier HMS 
Theseus, thought he should learn to fly. 
Accordingly, he had Tiger Moth BB858, 
formerly G-ADOY, seconded to Theseus and 
called it Montague.

How does one land a Tiger Moth on an aircraft carrier deck under way?

When Theseus and her shipboard 14 CAG (Carrier Air Group, comprising 804 Squadron Seafires and 812 Squadron 
Fireflies) visited Auckland on 30 August 1947, the aircraft were launched somewhere off Tiritiri Matangi Island and 
flown to Whenuapai. Captain Dickson and Montague followed later, presumably a bit closer in and with not so much 
water to cover.

After three weeks ashore and having exercised and enjoyed the RNZAF’s and RNZN’s hospitality, the CAG reciprocated 
with an air display at Whenuapai on 13 September, celebrating the Battle of Britain, in hail, driving rain and a strong 
wind reported to be 50 mph. Montague played its part, flown by Air Group Commander G.R. Callingham with a 
polished aerobatic display and ribbon-cutting and balloon-busting display, spoiled only slightly by the balloons 
disappearing off downwind faster than the Tiger could catch them.

The following day 804 Squadron re-embarked on board Theseus, “starting with the Sea Otter and then the Tiger Moth 
which had to be caught by many willing hands”, according to Bill Grice. The Takapuna shoreline is discernable in the 
background.

Kind regards,

John King
Editor 
NZ Aviation News



SHORT STORY. Will O’ the Wisp.

There were about fourteen of us gathered in the Croydon Trust hangar to commemorate the centenary of Will 
Scotland’s first cross country flight from Invercargill to Gore. ACE and Wayne Edwards, Jim and Cheryl Schmidt, 
Graeme Wood, John Baynes, Glen Armstrong, Charlie Huke, Jerry and Jan Chisum, Greg McDonald, Hawkeye, John 
Pheasant, Adam Butcher, Jim Lawson, the managing editor and I listened as Lockie Falconer briefed us carefully on Air 
Traffic procedures to enter the Invercargill Control Zone.

”Take off from here will be between 1740 and 1810,” he pronounced. ”Flight plan via Hedgehope and Makarewa at 
one thousand.”

“Where the hell’s Makarewa?” ACE Edwards scanned his topographical map.

“On the railway line running North/South to Invercargill,” Lockie pointed. “Plan to enter the Control Zone from the 
East. Invercargill are expecting us to be on the ground by 1740, so non-transponder equipped aircraft must formate 
on their leader. Any questions?” It looked like a good bit of fun, an excuse to go flying in vintage aeroplanes on a hot 
Southland summer day to commemorate the achievement of our leading New Zealand aviation pioneer, Will 
Scotland. ”Departure out of Invercargill will be at 1815,” Lockie continued. “We’ll follow Will’s original track along 
the railway line to Gore. Keep below 1,000 feet to give spectators a good view of the aircraft. Any 
questions?” Everything went well initially. The various Moths landed at Invercargill on time and their crews enjoyed 
Southland hospitality while waiting for departure time.

Meanwhile, my boss, Switches On magazine’s managing editor, decided we’d short cut procedures and save money 
by taking off later and intercepting the Tiger formation on their way home. So as the sun dipped lower in the Western 
sky, the editorial team got airborne in Proctor ZK-DPP (Der Pheasant Plucker) and headed towards Woodlands, a 
place just outside Invercargill’s controlled airspace, to await the returning Moths. Like most well laid plans of mice 
and men, ours went ‘Aft Agley’ when an incoming Mount Cook A.T.R. suffered a bird strike on approach, delaying 
everything on the ground at Invercargill.

“Invercargill, good evening from Der Pheasant Plucker, any sign of our Tigers?” the boss enquired impatiently after 20 
minutes circling Woodlands, unaware of the delay.

“Pheasant Plucker from Invercargill, they should be starting their engines soon. Advise your intentions?’

“Invercargill, we’re holding clear of your zone at Woodlands, one thousand.”

“Roger Pheasant Plucker, understood.”

We orbited Woodlands for another fifteen minutes while listening out on Invercargill’s tower frequency. Not a sound 
was heard. 

“Bit of a waste of time, burning up fuel circling Southland all blooming evening,” the boss remonstrated. “C’mon, 
let’s head towards Gore and retrace Will’s track. Turn left onto zero four zero.” I obediently turned our Proctor onto 
the Nor ‘Easterly heading to follow the railway line leading to Gore. Marton Mains and Kamahi passed under our 
wings as we squinted forward to where the line turned left at Edendale. “It was quite a long distance in a rickety old 
Caudron,” the boss commented. “35 minutes was a blooming long flight in 1914….HEY, WATCH OUT, traffic ahead 
same altitude!”

We shot past a turquoise blue bi-plane proceeding along the same route. “Orbit right and slow down!” the boss 
commanded urgently. “Fly alongside him, I want a photo.” By the time I’d completed a 360 degree orbit, the other 
traffic had passed Mataura and was orbiting overhead Gore.



SHORT STORY. Will O’ the Wisp.

“Must be one of the Tiger Moth chaps but I don’t recognise him,” the boss commented. “Can’t you slow this thing 
down a bit further?”

“Not without stalling and spinning into the ground,” I replied angrily, for I’d put down full flap and we were already 
mushing along on the point of the stall, nose high with lots of power on. We watched the turquoise blue bi-plane 
circle the town twice then head towards the show grounds. Below it, a steam train had stopped to allow its 
passengers a better view.

“Looks like a visitor unfamiliar with the area,” the boss muttered. “Could be one of Hawkeye’s friends not knowing 
where to land. Fly alongside side him and waggle the wings to tell him to follow us. We’ll lead him to 
Mandeville.” Sure enough, when I passed his starboard side waggling the wings, he waved and followed.

”Wind’s calm, so make a straight in approach to runway two seven, and touch down well down the airstrip so he can 
land behind us,” the boss commanded. I landed and we watched the machine touch down and taxi to the workshop 
hangar.

“Strewth, it’s a replica of Will Scotland’s Caudron!” the boss exclaimed admiringly. “Complete with 45 horse power 
Anzani engine, and look at that authentic fabric work. And the four wheels. What a masterpiece!” We approached a 
young fellow in his mid-twenties, immaculate in a dark suit, waist coat, starched collar and tie, attending to his 
machine.

“Where have you come from?” we interrupted him as he greeted us.

“…Scotland, what a delightfully smooth alighting ground you have here,” he straightened his tie and spoke in a slight 
Scottish accent as he proffered his hand. “Delighted to make your acquaintance.” We exchanged technical 
information on our aircraft and he was amazed when we told him ours could carry four people at 150 m.p.h. He told 
us he was re-enacting the Invercargill to Gore flight of a hundred years ago, and commented on the changes in air 
travel since then.

“Scotland’s a long way to come.” the boss remarked. “We’d be delighted if you’d stay for tonight’s dinner,”.

“Thank you, Sir, you are most courteous,” he consulted a large pocket watch on his waist band as he spoke. “But I 
should really be heading back to my air drome before candle light. I’ll come back another day ’though.”‘

“I wanna interview this guy then photograph him and his machine. This could be a big story”. the boss muttered 
furtively. “keep him talking … what time is the dinner?”” I think we both sensed something strange was happening.

“2115.”

“Oh no, I‘ll be back before then,” the mystery pilot assured us, “I’d like to see Southland again long before then. I’d 
like to come back again in another fifty years in 2064. Aircraft will probably have replaced ships by then on long 
ocean journeys. You’ll be able to get to England in a week, or Auckland in a day with a machine like yours.” The air 
had turned strangely cold as he spoke.

The boss took me aside to confer confidentially; something strange was afoot which neither of us understood. “He 
could be one of those microlights,” he concluded. “Hey wait a minute!” but the suited gent had started his engine 
with one swing of the propellor and climbed back into his wooden nacelle on the wing. He manoeuvred out onto the 
airstrip with a burst of power and took off Eastward towards Dunedin and Timaru.



SHORT STORY. Will O’ the Wisp.

“Strange fellow,” the boss commented. ”Funny accent, could’ve been Scottish. What did he mean about coming back 
in 2064?” My reply was drowned by the sounds of the Tiger Moth contingent joining overhead, all fourteen of 
them. Woodsy landed first in the Fox Moth, closely followed by Jim and Cheryl Schmidt in their Tiger with Wayne 
Edwards and John Pheasant close behind. Adam Butcher was last to land in the Dominie behind Jerry Chisum.

”Where the hell did you get to?” John Baynes demanded. “You missed all the fun and excitement. John King wanted 
to photograph you and Jim Lawson from the Dominie..”

“Sorry, we came back early,” I explained. “We waited nearly an hour for you before heading home.”

“HULLO!” Colin Smith emerged from the Dominie. “Did anybody call while we were away?” I looked across at the 
boss, who held one finger to his lips as he looked at me.

“Nobody,” he winked conspiratorially.

“Right then, what time’s dinner?”

“2115,” I assured him.

Only two people noticed the erratic note of a 6 cylinder Anzani engine fading into the distance, or the puddle of 
Castor oil on the grass, as we headed towards The Moth for the Will Scotland Commemorative dinner.

Croydon Staff Writer.



TIGER MOTH CLUB OFFICIAL MERCHANDISE

After numerous requests from members and the public alike, 
your committee has been investigating merchandise 
opportunities.

Available now is the official club pin, for which limited numbers 
are available ex stock for the criminal price of $15.00 plus post 
and packaging if necessary.

We also have a few 40th Anniversary badges available at $10.00 
each.

In response to great demand, the club has negotiated 
embroidered t-shirts at $20.00 and embroidered polo shirts 
(with a pocket) at $30.00 – excellent value so be sure to get in 
quick with your order.

The club logo is the pin embroidered.
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Edward Doherty
PO Box 62507
Greenlane
AUCKLAND 1546

EMAIL:   edoherty@duthiewhyte.co.nz

Fax: (09)  309 1536

I wish to donate    $
to the Scholarship fund
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Please ensure you include your name as reference when 
making an internet deposit, and email notification to...

EMAIL:   edoherty@duthiewhyte.co.nz

Fax: (09)  309 1536

Please return your form to the treasurer
Edward Doherty
PO Box 62507
Greenlane
AUCKLAND 1546
EMAIL:   edoherty@duthiewhyte.co.nz
Fax: (09)  309 1536
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