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Trophies Presented At 
Dinner 

fk 

Tasmanian visitors Miss Judith %Mitcham 
(left), of Hobart, and Miss Jennifer 
Tidey, of Launceston . . . at the women 

pilots' dinner. 

The Director General of the Civil 
Aviation Department (Sir Donald 
Anderson) presented prizes at the 
Australian Women Pilots' Associa-
tion dinner at the Pier Hotel, Glen-
elg, on Saturday. 

Mrs. A. Hatfield, of 
Perth, deputised for the 
newly elected Federal 
president (Mrs. Sue 
Polka), also of Perth, who 
was unable to attend. 

During their three-day 
convention visiting pilots 
are the guests of the SA 
State president (Mrs. 
Elaine M ar d) end 
committee. 

Mrs. Esther Mather, of 
Canterbury, Victoria, the 
association's immediate 
past Federal president, 

was present with Miss 
Freda Thompson and Mrs. 
Norma Buckland both of 
Melbourne, and Mrs. 
Moira Robinson, of Leo-
pold. Victoria. 

Queenslander Miss Olga 
'ruling, one of Australia's 
two women air traffic 
controllers, was among the 
diners with Mr. and Mrs. 
James Harris, Mrs. Marie 
Richardson, Mrs. P. 
Barnes, Misses Orate Ca-
varnish and June Perry, 
all from Sydney. 

Another Sydney Visitor 
was Miss ROSEMILIy 

Arnold, Australia's only 
woman helicopter pilot 

New SA member Miss 
Arm Burchell, of Mount 
Ebel. Station, via Kingoon-
ya, was a guest with fel-
low State members Mrs. 
M. Farr, Mrs. P. Roberts, 
Mrs. B. Spicer, Miss Kath-
leen Sutherland, a former 
Federal president. 

Other SA pilots included 
Mlas Nancy Cooper, Mrs. 
K. Chem, Mrs. M. LePage, 
Mrs. J. Nelligan of Port 
Lincoln, Mrs. S. &sunders, 
Mrs. M. Trel0flr, Mrs. T. 
Tlver, of Hallett and Mrs 
.1. Wheeler. 

Telegraph, Friday, March 15, 1968 
loecpistatri9 

Cherokees, 
ins and outs 

Jia operating, 
rology — this 
world of Mar-
Hagedorn, of 
s's Plains. 
In g la Marlao's 
lye and is in fact 
bby and occupa-

snty-four-year-old 
le employed as 

rs at the Royal 
land Aero Club 
an active member 
the Australian 

Pilots' Memel-

been flying for 
n two years and 
me an awful lot to 
she says. 
that's being mod-

, in that time, Ma-
ss chalked up 100 
of flying, and has 
a licence to fly a 

and a Piper che-
On March 28 she 
to fly to Adelaide 
mete in a reliabil-
trial which will be 

n conjunction with 
anal general meet-
if the Australian 

4 sr" 

GIRL ENJOYS 
PLANE LIVING 

Women Pilots' Associa-
tion. 

"I hold a. restricted li-
cence which allows me to 
fly only within the con-
fines of the Archerfield 
zone — an area which 
extends to the South 
Coast. This year I have 
been flat out trying to 
get the restriction re-
moved before the end of 
March, so I can fly to 
Adelaide," Marian ex-
plained. 

"Last week-end I fin-
ished the necessary 20 
hours navigation train-
ing with my instructor, 
Mr. Norm Bothwell and 
on Sunday, will sit for 
my test — a five hour 
solo flight to Month, 
Bundabe and back to 
BriSlittnerg. If I do it in the 
set time and don't get 
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lost on the way all 
should be well." 

And what of the ex-
pense? -That's the draw-
back, it Is an expensive 
as Oorutt 

$15 
- worksit out at 

t hour — but 
it's worth every penny," 
Marian insists. "And 
anyway, it's my only ex-
travagance." 

Any plans to make 
money out of It as a 
commercial pilot? 

"No, not in the for-
seeable future. I would 
like to get my commer-
cial licence for my own 
satisfaction but don't 
think I'd ever go in for 
flying commercially," she 
said. 

"The family thinks I'm 
mad enough flying as a 
hobby I would never live 
it down if I took it up se-
riously," she laughed. 
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Marian Hagedorn, 24, is completely at 
home at the controls of a Piper Cherokee 
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Mrs. R. Finch (left) 
and Mrs. P. Barnes 

. . . at dinner. 
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A.W.P.A. ANNUAL CONVENTION, PARAFIELD 
Or 

Stand Aside Boys and Let the Girls Have a Go 
By an nn-named Mere Male observer. 

Powder puffs? No.! Female pilots? YES! 
Gorgeous, resourceful and talented pilots who 
stopped Parafield in its tracks. The mini-skirts 
that made engineers breathe a little faster, 
sweaters that made us all say a silent "thank you" 
for the cooler weather, that confident air about 
them as they unloaded their aircraft, the hands 
that described arcs through the air as each one 
went back over their flights, the tower boys that 
stammered into their microphones as more (in-
duding a beaut Tiger) aircraft appeared from all 
directions. Yes! The girls had arrived — Para-
field suddenly took on a "new look". 

Some managed to arrive on time, others left 
their aircraft at various towns through NS.W., Vic. 
and S.A. because of weather and reached Parafield 
any way they could — one even called in on 119.1 
Kcs. from an airliner to say that her aircraft was 
in some interstate country town. Two aircraft ar-
rived late on the Saturday — one returned to 
Charleville early next morning and the other flew 

on to Coober Pedy and the Centre on the Monday. 
Saturday dawned with a strong wind and the 

threat of rain but the Reliability Trial was still 
on — those pilots minus aircraft found alternative 
aircraft and in the final line up there was a mixed 
bag of Bonanzas, Cessnas (including a 150), and 
a Piper Colt. Some had trouble finding the duty 
runway and for a time aircraft resembled ants as 
they sorted themselves out. "Head for the Dakotas, 
Madam". "What's a Dakota?" "Just taxi past that 
line of DC3's, Madam . . . ." Back they came, no 
tears, no looks of dismay as they talked about their 
missed check points — they had enjoyed them-
selves. They threw themselves back into the fray 
— more competitions and cups of tea; little did 
we know that they were holding a rehearsal for 
the "ding" to be held that night. 

At last came the evening — out came the "glad 
rags", creased and crumpled? Not on your life, 
one would have thought they had just stepped out 
of the beauty parlour. 

Non-stop went the chatter, forgotten was the 
flying — tonight was their night and may every-
body remember it (they will!). 

All too soon it was over. Aircraft appeared 
from hangars, luggage lay everywhere, lunch 
hampers were carefully put aside and out tame 
the Nay. gear. The briefing room buzzed witt 
the excited chatter of pilots, exotic perfume: 
curled the area forecasts, the clatter of computer: 
and other gear competed with the teleprinter 
briefing officers sharpened their pencils and pre 
pared to do battle. 

The tower boys reached for their microphones 
engines started; well-wishers waved dainty hankie 
as one by one the aircraft taxied out to the runway 
The tarmac became quiet, friends drifted awe 
and Penfield became its normal self again. 

A few empty coffee cups, ashtrays with hall 
smoked cigarettes quickly butted, screwed up bii 
of paper — this was all we had left to remind 
of an excitement filled weekend, of the in 
maculate aircraft and crews, of the little funn 
mannerisms each one had, of the minis and tt 
sweaters. 

With a touch of sadness we turned to our des) 
and work benches to get it out of our systems. B 
a long time to come we will talk about the tin 
when for just an instant, Penfield stirred in i 
deep slumber. Maybe one day they will con 
back, 

THIRD Women's Page 

Trophies Presented At 
Dinner 

Tasmanian visitors Miss Judith Wotchom 
(left), of Hobart, and Miss Jennifer 
Tidey, of Launceston . . . at the women 

pilots' dinner. 

The Director General of the Civil 
Aviation Department (Sir Donald 
Anderson) presented prizes at the 
Australian Women Pilots' Associa-
tion dinner at the Pier Hotel, Glen-
elg, on Saturday, 

Mrs. A. Hatfield, of 
Perth, deputised for the 
newly elected Federal 
president (Mrs. Sue 
Folks), also of Perth, who 
was unable to attend. 

During their three-day 
convention visiting pilot' 
are the guests of the BA 
State president (Mrs. 
Elaine Millward) end 
committee. 

Mrs. Esther Mather, of 
Canterbury, Victoria, the 
sasocistion's immediate 
past Federal president, 

was present with Miss 
Freda Thompson and Mrs. 
Norma Buckland both of 
Melbourne, and Mrs. 
Moira Robinson, of Leo-
pold, Victoria. 

Queenslender Miss Olga 
Tar 

d 
of Australia's 

two women air traffic 
conbrollers, was among the 
diners with Mr. and Mrs. 
James Harris, Mrs. Marie 
Richardson, Mrs. P. 
Barnes, Misses Grace Ca-
vanagh and June Perry, 
all from Sydney. 

Another Sydney visitor 
was Miss Rosemary 

Arnold, Australia's only 
woman helicopter pilot. 

New BA member Miss 
Ann Burchell, of Mount 
Eba Station, via Kingoon-
ya, was a guest with fel-
low State members Mrs. 
M. Farr, Mrs. P. Roberts, 
Mrs. B. Spicer, Miss Kath-
leen Sutherland, a former 
Federal president 

Other SA pilots included 
Miss Nancy Cooper, Mrs. 
K. Chase, Mrs. M. LePage, 
Mre. J. Nelligen of Port 
Lincoln, Mrs. S. Saunders, 
Mrs. M. Treloer, Mrs. T. 
'rivet, of Hallett and Mrs. 
J. Wheeler. 

Telegraph, Friday, March 15, 1968 
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PIPER Cherokees, 
the ins and outs 

>f radio operating, 
meteorology — this 

the world of Mor-
an Hagedorn, of 
Cooper's Plains. 
Plying is Marian 's 

meat love and is in fact 
ler hobby and occupa-
ion. 

Twenty-four-year-old 
Marian is employed as 
acretary at the Royal 
ueensland Aero Club 

inci is an active member 
the Australian 

Women Pilots' Associ-
ation. 

"I've been flying for 
lust on two years and 
still have an awful lot to 
learn," she says. 

But that's being mod-
est for, in that time, Ma-
rian has chalked up 100 
hours of flying, and haw 
gained a licence to fly a 
Victa and a Piper Che-
rokee. On March 28 she 
hopes to fly to Adelaide 
to compete in a reliabil-
ity air trial which will be 
'held in conjunction with 
the annual general meet-
ing of the Australian 
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GIRL ENJOYS 
PLANE LIVING 

Women Pilots' Associa-
tion. 

- I hold a restricted li-
cence which allows me to 
fly only within the con-
fines of the Areherfleld 
zone — an area which 
extends to the South 
Coast This year I have 
been flat out trying to 
get the restriction re-
moved before the end of 
March, so I can fly to 
Adelaide," Marian ex-
plained. 

"Last week-end I fin-
ished the necessary 20 
hours navigation train-
ing with my instructor, 
Mr. Norm Bothwell and 
on Sunday, will sit for 
my test — a five hour 
solo flight to Monto, 
Bundabe and back to 
Brisbanerg. II I do It In the 
set time and don't get 
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lost on the way all 
should be well." 

And what of the ex-
pense? - That's the draw-
back, It is an expensive 
sport — It works out at 
about $15 an hour — but 
it's worth every penny," 
Marian insists. "And 
anyway, it's my only ex-
travagance." 

Any plans to make 
money out of it as a 
commercial pilot? 

"No, not in the for-
seeable future. I would 
like to get my, commer-
cial licence for my own 
satisfaction but don't 
think I'd ever go in for 
flying commercially," .he 
said. 

"The family thinks I'm 
mad enough flying as a 
hobby I would never live 
it down if I took it up se-
riously," she laughed. 
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TEENS 
AND 
TWENTIES 

Marian Hagedorn, 24, is completely at 
home at the controls of a Piper Cherokee 
. . . she has clocked op 100 hours 
flying tins. during the past two years. 
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Mrs. R. Finch (left) 
and Mrs. P. Barnes 

. . . of dinner. 
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A.W.P.A. ANNUAL CONVENTION, PARAFIELD 
Or 

Stand Aside Boys and Let the Girls Have a Go 
By an sin-named Mere Male observer, 

Powder puffs? No.! Female pilots? YES! 
Gorgeous, resourceful and talented pilots who 
stopped Parafield in its tracks. The mini-skirts 
that made engineers breathe a little faster, 
sweaters that made us all say a silent "thank you" 
for the cooler weather, that confident air about 
them as they unloaded their aircraft, the hands 
that described arcs through the air as each one 
went back over their flights, the tower boys that 
stammered into their microphones as more (in-
cluding a beaut Tiger) aircraft appeared from all 
directions. Yes! The girls had arrived — Para-. 
field suddenly took on a "new look". 

Some managed to arrive on time, others left 
their aircraft at various towns through NS.W., VIe. 
and S.A. because of weather and reached Parafield 
any way they could — one even called in on 119.1 
Kcs. from an airliner to say that her aircraft was 
in sonic interstate country town. Two aircraft ar-
rived late on the Saturday — one returned to 
Charleville early next morning and the other flew 

on to rnober Pedy and the Centre on the Monday. 
Saturday dawned with a strong wind and the 

threat of rain but the Reliability Trial was still 
on — those pilots minus aircraft found alternative 
aircraft and in the final line up there was a mixed 
bag of Bonanzas, Cessnas (including a 150), and 
a Piper Colt. Some had trouble finding the duty 
runway and for a time aircraft resembled ants as 
they sorted themselves our. "Head for the Dakotas, 
Madam". "What's a Dakota?" "Just taxi past that 
line of DC3's, Madam . . . ." Back they came, no 
tears, no looks of dismay as they talked about their 
missed check points — they had enjoyed them-
selves. They threw themselves back into the fray 
— more competitions and cups of tea; little did 
we know that they were holding a rehearsal for 
the "ding" to be held that night. 

At last came the evening — out came the "glad 
rags", creased and crumpled? Not on your life, 
one would have thought they had just stepped out 
of the beauty parlour. 

Non-stop went the chatter, forgotten was the 
flying - tonight was their night and may every-
body remember it (they will!). 

All too soon it was over. Aircraft appeared 
from hangars, luggage lay everywhere, lunch 
hampers were carefully put aside and out came 
the Nay. gear. The briefing room buzzed witt 
the excited chatter of pilots, exotic perfume: 
curled the area forecasts, the clatter of computer 
and other gear competed with the teleprinter 
briefing officers sharpened their pencils and pre 
pared to do battle. 

The tower boys reached for their microphones 
engines started; well-wishers waved dainty hankie 
as one by one the aircraft taxied out to the runway 
The tarmac became quiet, friends drifted awa 
and Parafield became its normal self again. 

A few empty coffee cups, ashtrays with hall 
smoked cigarettes quickly butted, screwed up hi, 
of paper — this was all we had left to remind 
of an excitement filled weekend, of the in 
maculate aircraft and crews, of the little funs 
mannerisms each one had, of the minis and tf 
sweaters. 

With a touch of sadness we turned to our deal 
and work benches to get it out of our systems. Pi 
a long time to come we will talk about the tin 
when for just an instant, Parafield stirred in 
deep slumber. Maybe one day they will con 
back. 

                                                          


