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      74 Squadron’s Standard to be laid up at St Clement Danes. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Standard that is to be laid up was presented to the squadron when then Wing Commander Graham Clarke was 

Officer Commanding. The weather at Wattisham didn’t play its part on the day as prolonged heavy rain meant 

the ceremony had to take place in a HAS. The presentation of the new Standard was made by our former 

President AVM Boz Robinson. It was received by Will Jonas, while the old was marched off by Harry Day (it can 

still be seen in Ringshall church adjacent to the former RAF Wattisham). Two Phantoms, led by Gordon James, 

managed a flypast despite the atrocious conditions. 

 

All former Tigers are welcome to attend the ceremony at St Clement Danes on Sunday 16th February 2025 at 

11am during Matins. If you will be attending and you haven’t already done so (and over 60 of you have) please let 

Bob Cossey know. Treble One’s Standard is being laid up as well on the day. Refreshments afterwards will be 

available at the Penderel’s Oak pub, just a 15-minute walk away.   
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Welcome to……. 

 
Mark Coleman who has joined the Association. Mark was a Tiger from 1989 to November 1992 as an SAC and 

his trade was Aircraft Mech Airframes. Mark served for 12 years with the RAF retiring with the rank of 

Junior Technician whilst serving with 6 Squadron at RAF Coltishall. Mark will be attending the laying up of the 

standard at St Clement Danes, so we will be able to bid him and his wife Cheryl welcome then. 

 

Farewell 
 
Flt Lt Dave Samuels, who was a Tiger at Tengah from 1969, died on 25th October, aged 92.   74 was his final 

Service appointment, leaving in 1971 prior to the squadron’s disbandment and moving to Hong Kong to join Cathay 

Pacific Airways where he initially flew the 707.  He left Cathay in 1987 and went on to fly Dassault Falcon 20s 

with Flight Refuelling Ltd. 

 

Dave was a Cranwellian and prior to 74, amongst other squadrons and units , he was with was 111 Squadron during 

which time he was part of Treble One’s Lightning F.3 aerobatic team which was led by George Black. He was also 

a test pilot with the Empire Test Pilot School at Boscombe Down in the early 60s, working amongst other things 

on the control system of the Folland Gnat and conducting Lightning hot weather trials. He was a sportsman, 

competing on the Cresta Run and playing polo with the Sultan of Jahore. 

 

 

 
This is Treble 

One’s display 

team. Dave 

Samuels is 

fifth from 

the left 

 

 

 

 

 

Identification confirmed 

 
Remember this photo on page 12 of 
the last Tiger News (No.87) which I 
had no details of? Thanks to our 
webmaster Tony Clay we can put that 
right. It is Spitfire Mk 1 K9867 ZP-J 
flown by 74’s CO at the time, Sqn Ldr 
Frank ‘Droguer’ White who was 
forced to land at Calais-Marck with 
engine trouble on 23rd May 1940. He 
returned to the squadron after rescue 
by 54 Squadron in which a Miles 
Master was flown across the Channel 
by Flt Lt Leathart who landed at 
Calais, located and picked up Sqn Ldr 

White and returned with him to Hornchurch. While this was ging on a pair of 54’s Spitfires were engaging 
Me109s overhead and successfully preventing any harm coming to the Master and its passenger. 
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Change of Command. 
 

In February 1992 Wing Commander Graham Ckarke handed over command 

of the Tigers to Wing Commander Nick Spiller (left), Graham having been 

given a traditional send off (below). Graham went to work at the MoD in 

London while Nick was given the unenviable task of standing No 74 (F) 

Squadron down in 

anticipation of it 

reforming as No 

74 (R) Squadron 

at RAF Valley, 

having swapped 

its Phantoms for 

the BAe Hawk as 

its role in the RAF 

changed to that 

of a training 

squadron.  

No 56 (F) Squadron was co-located with 74 

at Wattisham, but when they became the 

OCU of the Panavia Tornado F.3 at Coningsby 

the Tigers became the last remaining F-4 

squadron and they were determined that the 

mighty Phantom should go out with a bang! 

They flew aerobatic displays at air shows 

with Sqn Ldr Archie Liggat and Fl Lt Mark 

Manwarimg in the cockpit (right). There was 

the 16-ship flypast in honour of HM the 

Queen’s birthday (page 4). And there was a 

mini–Tiger Meet at Wattisham in September 

shortly before disbandment with Dutch, 

French, Portuguese (below) and USAF 

participation.  
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The Queen’s Birthday Flypast (June 1992) and 74’s Disbandment (October 1992). 

The photo in the last Tiger News of the 16-ship practice formation flypast for the HM the Queen’s Birthday in 

1992 prompted Nick Spiller to write: “your photo of the flypast stirred up some old memories.  Note we even 

lined up the tail letters appropriately on the pan at Wattisham (below).  I can honestly say that I have flown down 

the Mall and over Buckingham Palace and seen nothing except the jet pipes of the aircraft in front.  Happy days!” 

 

 
 

Nick also reminisced about the day 74 disbanded at Wattisham on 1st October 1992 prior to moving 

across to Valley and the BAe Hawk as No 74 (R) Squadron. 
 

“This is the nine-ship flying over the 

disbandment parade.  It was led by Dom 

Riley.  He was a first class pilot with 

more formation flying experience than 

any of us, having had a tour with the Red 

Arrows.  As always his formation looks 

immaculate and his timing was absolutely 

spot-on.  74 Squadron had style!   
 

“A nine-ship also flew for the ‘Farewell 

to the Phantom’ dining-in night.  Because 

the Phantom had done air defence, 

ground attack and recce in the RAF, 

everyone who was anyone was 

there.  Guest of honour was Chief of the 

Air Staff (ACM Sir Micheal Graydon) 

and he was running late.  We kept being 

told to sit in the hold for another 5 

minutes.  When we were finally cleared 

for the flypast it was practically dark.  When we split up into four-ships afterwards for a tactical run in and 

break (over the mess instead of the runway), it really was dark.  As it was our final swan song, I had briefed that 

formations could break from as low and as fast as they wanted.  I was told it was quite spectacular!  But what I 

had not briefed was that one or two of the younger pilots would claim a missed approach and do another reheat 

flypast over the mess!  Apparently, the Station Commander kept saying, “Right, that’s it.  All please go 

inside.”  Only to be drowned out by another low reheat pass.  He couldn’t tear us off a strip as the top brass all 

loved it!” 
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Two Phantoms on disbandment day! 74 used the Rolls 

Royce Phantom to take Nick’s wife Jacqueline and AVM 

John Allison (the reviewing officer) to the parade.  As 

Nick says, “74 Squadron always had style!” 

 

Disbandment Day photos below. It’s a shame that the 

Tiger scheme was applied to a non-airworthy Phantom, 

but it does show what might have been. The Hawk on 

display was photographed on its return flight to Valley 

proudly proclaiming the Tigers’ new role. 
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After the disbandment, 74 was tasked 

with delivering their Phantoms to various 

airfields. Nick writes “Five were to go to 

Shawbury which was something of a 

problem as the runway was only 

6,000ft.  The solution was to put in a 

temporary RHAG, in case needed, and to 

land individually on minimum fuels.  All five 

aircraft landed and stopped without 

needing the RHAG.  This is a picture of 

the five crews who delivered the 

aircraft.  As you can see, one crew 

realised that this was their last ever 

Phantom sortie, so decided to fly it in 

style, wearing their No. 1 uniform! “   

 

By March 1993 RAF Wattisham had completed its transition to Wattisham Airfield in the hands of the .Army 

Air Corps. 

Five days after disbandment at Wattisham No. 74 

(Reserve) Squadron reformed with the Hawk T.1 as part 

of No. 4 Flying Training School at RAF Valley in the 

weapon instruction role (left) . At the 1993 Tiger Meet  

at Cambrai the squadron  won the 'Silver Tiger' trophy 

while competing against the likes of Spanish Mirage 

F.1s and Belgian F-16s -  a great achievement, especially 

for a training squadron up against front line fighters 

(the victorious aircrew are below left and groundcrew 

below right). 74 operated from Valley for 8 years in 

total but when 4 FTS was reduced to just two 

squadrons the Tigers were disbanded for the final time 

on 22nd September 2000 despite intense lobbying to 

save it. This was when the squadron Standard was laid 

up in the rotunda of the College Hall at Cranwell and 

from where it will be transferred to St Clement Danes 

in February.  
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Assistance Required! 

Well known aviation 

journalist Denis Calvert has 

asked David Jones – whose 

career as a Lightning Tiger 

Dennis documented in an 

article in Aeroplane in June 

2023 - whether he can 

identify any of the people in 

this photo, date the photo 

and confirm where it was 

taken.  He would also be 

interested to know the 

airframe number.  David 

can't answer all the 

questions, but he does have 

some suggestions: 

Looking at the VIPs from left to right, the civilian is possibly a Secretary of State: the AOC - Sir 

Hector McGregor : his ADC ?: a Lord Lieutenant ?: and Coltishall’s Station Commander Gp Capt L Malins. 

Sqn Ldr John Howe is standing by the cockpit. David thinks that if he is right the photo was taken 

some time between 15th November and 12th December 1961 (which is when John Howe left the 

squadron). But David is not convinced it was taken at Coltishall. The airframe number would probably 

be impossible to tell – there are no clues. 

Please get in touch (bob.cossey@ntlworld.com) if you can help. 

Talking of magazines featuring Lightnings, in July 2000 Air Pictorial (remember that magazine) ran a 

retrospective. 

Right. Lightning F.1 

XM157/H on the 

cover. 

 

 

Featured in the Air Pictorial 

article was this photo taken 

in the summer of 1961. Tim 

Nelson was the Squadron 

Adjutant at the time. This 

could well be the same 

Lightning as in the photo 

above which was also marked 

as Tim Nelson’s aircraft. 
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Boz’s Hunters       Part Five       Cyprus 
 

In September 1958 we had news that we were to deploy to Nicosia, Cyprus for an indefinite period. As far as we 

knew the assassination of King Abdullah of Iraq, coupled with unrest in the Hashemite Kingdom of Jordan, had 

prompted the British Government to offer assistance in the form of RAF Hunters. We were to join 43 Squadron, 

54 Squadron and 208 Squadron to make up a fighter wing ready to deploy wherever we might be needed in that 

region and possibly to take on Syrian opposition. The prospect was very, very exciting. After a quick visit home 

to Guiseley to see my parents, courtesy of the Meteor T.7 to Church Fenton, on the morning of the 8th September 

I climbed the ladder of XF425 and set about readying myself for the transit to Orange-Caritat near Avignon, 

France. That took just one and a half hours, followed by an excellent luncheon in the Officers’ Mess of the Armee 

de l’Air (where we were astonished to note just how much red wine was consumed by our French counterparts). 

After lunch we departed as pairs. I was leading Roddy Mundy 

who was in a 43 Squadron aircraft we were ferrying out for 

them and we indulged in some spectacular high level 

photography of each other en route to Malta (right) which 

we reached after just one hour and forty minutes. As we 

approached Malta – a bright yellow jewel set in an azure sea 

– letting down from around 40,000ft it was hard to imagine 

that perfect sky filled just a relatively few years before 

with aggressive Axis bombers being harried by the few RAF 

fighters that the island’s defences could muster and it 

brought a lump to the throat. Certainly to mine it did anyway. 

 

The next day we planned the sortie to Nicosia. Because it was a long leg, the upper winds were critical but 

fortunately favourable and we were able to complete the route as a large battle formation, maintaining a constant 

power setting and keeping wide station by climbing or descending, or moving closer or further away from the 

datum leader. There was absolutely no need to maintain an altitude given by ATC at that time since ATC did not 

exist at the levels we flew, except for position reporting. In the event it took only two hours and we managed to 

form up and give a short flypast on arrival at Nicosia. There we found a world entirely different to the sort of 

cottage-industry atmosphere of Horsham St Faith where we had been the only resident squadron, occasionally 

augmented by squadrons visiting one at a time to do standby duty. The Aircraft Servicing Platform (ASP) at 

Nicosia was crammed with Hunters and close by were the Hastings transports of No 70 Squadron. Barbed wire 

barricades existed everywhere; established to make it difficult for EOKA terrorists to move around and plant 

bombs. And the heat! Fortunately lots of old friends from the other squadrons came by to offer advice and 

encouragement and after getting settled into the ops accommodation we were whisked off to the Mess and 

revitalized with large quantities 

of Keo lager. The bar was very 

large but with so many fighter 

pilots there, also very busy. In 

one corner stood a strange group 

of elderly looking officers, 

browner than most of us, and 

seeming resentful of our 

presence and vitality. That we 

learned was 70 Squadron and 

they did not talk to us!  

 

The squadron on deployment 

at Nicosia (left). 

 

Training took on a new and more 

realistic emphasis. We did a lot 

of work with the Army and many 
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of us got our first taste of FAC work. An FAC is a Forward Air Controller situated with an army formation on the 

ground and directing pilots overhead onto the targets nominated by the army commander. The Air Force speaks 

a different language on the R/T from the Army and it had been found advantageous for the ground controller to 

be a pilot who not only could speak the right language but could also see the surrounding terrain from a pilot’s 

point of view (there are usually hundreds of bushy-topped trees) and thereby give him crisper and clearer 

instructions on where to aim his weapons. After these exercises and before the aircraft returned to base it was 

customary for the aircraft to give a low fly by 'to encourage those on the ground'. And anyway, it was fun. One 

day I was out with the Army and Tony Dean had completed a successful series of attacks on targets. He asked 

for and was given by me clearance to do a beat up. To my surprise he pulled up into a steep wingover and dived 

down straight at us! Like many before him he left his pull out too late and we watched in horror as the aircraft’s 

attitude changed suddenly but the aircraft continued to descend toward the ground – on which we were sitting 

spellbound! There was no time to duck or weave. A blast of very hot air suddenly blew away all our hats, gear and 

papers and I found myself looking down on the tailpipe of Tony’s Hunter as it continued down the side of the hill 

on which we were perched, then staggered back into the air. The noise, dust and general pandemonium were 

unforgettable but thank heavens Tony had made it by the skin of his teeth. Even the Army were impressed, but 

not favourably, and it was made clear to me that someone would have to sort out the pilot, possibly using a Court 

Martial. I gave my view that little good would be served by such a process and that given the urgency of the 

current situation 74 could scarcely afford to lose one of its most experienced pilots. Far better for me to make 

it quite clear to the pilot that his mistake had been totally unacceptable and that he and we had been lucky to 

escape with our lives. No need for anyone else to know or to be involved. Eventually after prolonged discussion 

that policy was agreed. They would say nothing. A very shaken Tony and I exchanged some pungent remarks that 

night, sank a few beers and to the best of my knowledge no one ever heard any more about the incident that so 

nearly cost several lives. Tony certainly needed nobody to tell him not to do it again. 

 

Conditions at Nicosia were not ideal in the constant heat but they made the best of it. Although these 

guys are hardly in hot weather gear are they! 

 

With three other squadrons also deployed to Nicosia, 

accommodation was in extremely short supply and many 

had to resort to tented accommodation. 

 

There was always time for fun and games whatever they 

were. The Tigers team look to be dressed for the part! 
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At the beginning of October, we were tasked with carrying out reconnaissance of a village called Paralimni where 

several nasty EOKA attacks had taken place on convoys taking supplies down to the relatively isolated radar 

station at Cape Greco further down the coast. Prior to a new convoy detail I was leading a pair of aircraft and we 

approached the village fast and low. As we swept over the road to the north of the village we saw two men run 

out from under a bridge, jump into a Hillman van and drive away toward the village. Having told the ground party 

about that we heard no more, but to add a note of warning flew down the village main street at about five feet 

below the rooftops. Hopefully those tactics proved effective and stopped further attacks on our guys. We never 

heard of any more. 

 

Another highlight of my time in Cyprus was one day when Ian Sheppard and I were scrambled from stand by, guns 

armed, to intercept some targets headed our way from Syria it seemed. With the help of our excellent GCI 

controller I managed to get us positioned well up sun of the targets as they approached from the east and when 

I spotted them was able to tell Ian to follow me as I barrelled through inverted and dropped down behind them 

just like they do in the movies. Long before we reached firing range at 200 yards I had identified them as a pair 

of F-100s, probably out of Adana. I was able to relate to our USAF exchange officer Jack Martin later that the 

pair had given us no sign whatever that they had been spotted and that we had closed within seconds to a lethal 

firing range. Ian had been captivated by the barrel manoeuvre I’d used to attack and when we discussed it later 

I realised something I was to come to note several times in my life. That is that at times of stress the brain 

seems to function on a plane of its own, driving the body to carry out actions without conscious thought to get 

out of trouble, or to work in three dimensions.  

 

It’s a faculty that has saved my life more than once. 

 
 To be continued 

Evasion.  74 Squadron on the island of Kos 1943 

As told in the previous Tiger News, Sqn Ldr J C F (Jim) Hayter took command of 74 whilst they were in the 

Middle East on 1st April 1943. At the time they were flying Hurricanes out of Meherebad with detachments 

operating from Abadan and Shaibah.  On 23rd May the squadron relocated to El Daba and then on 26th August to 

Idku whilst still operating as a detachment from El Daba. On 22nd September a detachment of eight Spitfire Vs 

to which they had by now converted flew to Nicosia, followed by another six on the 28th September on which day 

the CO led nine of the now Nicosia based Spitfires to Antimachia airfield on the island of Kos.  Later the same 

day one of 74’s pilots encountered five Ju88s at 6,000 feet near Kos and damaged one. The following day, the 

29th, Ju88s with an Me109 escort attacked Antimachia, putting the airfield temporarily out of action. It was still 

unusable the next day although four pilots managed to take off, landing on nearby flats into which two of the 

Spitfires sank.  

 

The Germans invaded Kos on 3rd October and Antimachia was overrun. Any attempt to get the squadron into the 

air again was impossible, 74’s ground crews now being in action alongside the Army fighting the Germans. Jim 

Hayter, with four others, went into the hills south of the salt flats. He took his log book with him which he used 

as a diary whilst they were on the run from the Germans and they have been transcribed below verbatim. Mike 

Shaw is a New Zealander who now lives in Australia and he is a collector who has acquired Jim Hayter’s archive 

including his log books. It is thanks to Mike, and to Geoff Piper who is researching Jim Hayter’s story (see Tiger 

News 87), that we can reproduce Jim’s log book notes here. 

 
October 3rd     Invasion of Kos at 0500 
Suspected sound of launches and bags of 88s overhead. Some straffing (sic). Rang Ops about three 
times and they seemed to be experiencing the same thing. At last things got hot and Ops W/C Love 
told me to beat it which I did just in time as no sooner had I gone than a Very light went up from my 
telephone position. Joined others in a field and ran like hell with a lot of whirring of bullets and 
bloody close. SAAFs beat it in the jeep and left us. The bastards. Eventually we reached the hills 
panting like hell. Pinched water and food from odd houses and got right into the mountains. Feet 
bad and so are the others. 109s, 110s, 88s, 87s all going like hell. 
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Today we must have walked 20 miles but could not get into Cos (sic) as it was surrounded, so went 
back to mountains to sleep. Hope to make a raft now and get to Turkey. Three boats have got to 
Turkey but the other, a kayak, got sunk. We consisted of S/L Morgan, F/O Lewis, F/Sgt Wilson, an 
erk called Dobby and myself. Still lots of noise but they will have a hell of a job to get me in these 
hills. 
 
Oct 4th 

I am writing his on the 5th. Banging all night long and a hell of a lot of shrapnel, I thought the boulders 
on the hills would slip and fall on us.  We explored again and found a good Greek and plenty of water 
thank Christ. Our tongues were beginning to feel furry. Language a great difficulty. Morgy and I had 
a look at the other end of the island and saw some Greeks who ran away.  The villagers were there 
and the boats well guarded and the boats had all been pulled a long way up. I think we have had any 
decent boats (sic). 

Lewis and Wilson also did a spot of exploring and found an old house with some good timber in it. In 
the afternoon we hit out for this place but ran into a German patrol and had to climb like bastards 
for half an hour. Why they did not shoot I don’t know. Anyway, the bastards never caught us. Bags 
of Italians in the hills trying to escape also. Motor boats appear to be going all night these days 
which will make it difficult when we do get going.  All our feet are bad now. 
 
Oct 5th 

Last night was fairly quiet but did not sleep a wink as it was freezing. I have a bush jacket and a pair 
of slacks which are soaked with sweat and don’t give out much heat. Christ we must get something 
otherwise we can’t last. Morgy has shorts the poor bugger. Started off this morning and looked 
down the ridge and saw 6 Italians coming up. You can’t trust those guys and they blame the Inglezie 
for everything. Luckily we have just met an old Greek and I have made him understand we want a 
boat or saw or axe. He has gone off and says he will bring back a saw in one hour. We are waiting 
now. 
After two and a half hours, still no old Greek so Wilson and I started off for more water and bumped 
into the old boy who had a rope and saw. He guided us down a bloody great ravine for about 2 hours. 
My feet were bad and the others were worse. I think Dobby is a f------ nuisance and lags all the time. 
Old Greek showed us a secret water hole and while on the beach we found a bit if a raft. What luck. 
Dobby getting very weak, absolutely useless. Thinking of leaving him or shooting the bugger! 
XX (sic) whether raft will take all of us. Shocking night – nearly froze. 
 
Oct 6th 

F------ nearly froze. Two Greek boys came over to our hideout and gave us some bread and some 
bloody funny stuff. Killed a sheep, cooked the lot in my little Dixie. Jesus these guys are useless in 
a lot of ways. Mustering did me a lot of good. One or two nosey buggers around. Ities (sic) pinched 

the rope. They’ll get shot tonight if they come near. I’m desperate. Dobby’s in poor condition. He’ll 
get a bullet if he’s not careful, poor bugger. Found hut with lovely rafters. Pinching the lot will 
complete our raft. I reckon two days. How marvellous it would be to get to Turkey. 
God I hope Pat (Jim’s wife) is taking this well and still believes in me.  Going to work all night tonight. 
Just got a hell of a fright. Greek boy started pointing along beach and saw three types. Morgy and I 
went up and accosted them. Turned out to be commandos (sic) who had landed to help types get 
out. 
Things had gone wrong. They had no clothes as their raft had packed in. The bits we found were 
theirs. Great news they have….. (sic) 
 

As the days passed, Jim’s log book notes became fragmented and incoherent – a result of the privations of the 

previous few days no doubt. 
. 

Oct 7th 

Last night we celebrated a bit too soon admittedly and opened a tin of bully and had two cigs each. 

Gave me a sore throat. Had a nasty fright and bloody nearly shot a Durham Light Infantry bloke. 
They approached our camp and we were in the shallows and they came right up to us before seeing 
us. I put my gat (sic) right in his guts with pressure on the trigger. Christ – in poor condition. One 
wounded. Three of my squadron types with malaria. Some fish about. The next bastard who passes 
will get a couple of Italian hand grenades 
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Killed another sheep….. 

Kenneth G Wynn in his book A Clasp for the Few which tells the story of New Zealanders awarded the Battle of 

Britain clasp, completes (corrected) the story. 

 

“A chance to use his farming experience came when Hayter killed a sheep with his bare hands. The sheep was 

cooked and the raft started but then they met three Special Boat Service men who told them that a boat would 

come the next night. In the early hours of 8th October Hayter’s party, the SBS men, five soldiers and three of 

74’s airmen who had turned up on the beach embarked and were taken to the Turkish coast. They eventually 

reached Cyprus in a fishing boat on the 14th and Jim Hayter flew back to Idku ten days later.” 

* 
Singapore Sling 
 

 
 

Simon Mumford of the Guild of Aviation Artists has produced this stunning new print depicting Association 

member Flying Officer Dave Roome taking his English Electric Lightning F.6 XR768, ‘A’, of 74 (F) ‘Tiger’ 

Squadron to 87,800ft over Singapore on the 21st of January 1969. The print captures the power of the 

Lightning as it climbs towards extreme altitude where the sky darkens and the curvature of the Earth is clearly 

visible. The print is signed by Dave himself and five other 74 Squadron Tengah based pilots - Paul Adams, Ian 

McBride, Trevor MacDonald Bennett, Dave Carden and Russell Peart. 

 

The print is limited to 100 copies. The price of £59.00 includes free UK P&P and  a Certificate of Authenticity.  

 

For more details or to purchase a print please visit https://www.etsy.com/shop/studio19shop  


