
Annual Inglewood Fly-In:  

Once again the weather was  

kind for the May long week-

end fly-in to Inglewood. 

Caboolture Microlights was 

again well represented with 

4 trikes making the jour-

ney. There was some excel-

lent flying done and good to 

see one of the 3-axis boys 

(Chris) back in the saddle.  

Troy Dallimore: Troy who ? 

Thatõs right, 3 axis man has 

returned to redeem himself. 

Its good to see Troy getting 

a good grip on the control 

bar and not his joy stick. 

Well some notable events 

and some significant mile-

stones have occurred since 

the last newsletter. So here 

are the ones that are wor-

thy of front page news: 

Ross Poyser: Its been a long 

time coming, but Ross suc-

cessfully passed his flight 

test and has now got his 

wings (Pilot Certificate).  

Peter Martin: Not only did 

he complete his first mi-

crolight solo flight, but also 

successfully passed his 

flight test for his weighthift 

endorsement. 

John Cresswell: Our beloved  

Chief Flight Instructor 

(CFI) broke free from the 

corporate world to pursue a 

full time aviation career 

instructing budding recrea-

tional pilots. 

Zibi Hubicki: Zibi has taken 

the plunge and ordered a 

brand new red XT-582 

Tourer with a Cruze wing. 

That will bring the number 

of resident Caboolture 

trikes to sixñtime for a 

photo shoot.  
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All out of gift ideas ñ then look no further 

Do you have a family member, partner or friend with 

a sense of adventure and a thirst for freedom? Not 

sure what to get them as a gift? A Trial Instructional 

Flight (TIF) maybe the answer to your prayers.  

 Why not share the experience with your family mem-

ber, partner or friend by flying two TIFs together. 

For more details contact John Cresswell 0447073151- 

Gift Vouchers are available 

Web: http://www.caboolturemicrolights.info/ 

CFI Corner 

For once I shall try to resist mention-

ing the weather in this CFI corner so 

firstly congratulations to Ross Poyser 

for obtaining his RAAus Pilot Certifi-

cate, Peter Martin for his weightshift 

endorsement and Steve Bartlett for 

converting his overseas trike license to 

RAAus. Very well done all of 

you.  Several other students are very 

close to completing their flight training 

so hopefully more will be joining the 

ranks of our qualified pilots very soon.  

So far my "retirement" seems to in-

volve more travel time & longer hours 

than when I was commuting to NZ - 

the pay is far less as well but at least 

the other rewards are greater.  I've not 

had chance to use my bus pass yet 

though !  

On a public relations note, please take 

a few minutes to review the noise sensi-

tive areas on the notice board by the 

vehicle access gate - there have been 

recent complaints and trikes are espe-

cially vulnerable due to our relatively 

low speed and the times we tend to fly. 

It is in all our interests to do our very 

best not to antagonize the locals - TIA  

 

Safe flight  

- John Cresswell (CFI) -  
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digital memory of the trip, so he 

quickly set about installing the GoPro 

video camera to Chrisõs trike. 

In the mean time, the preflight brief-

ing was taking place. Which position 

in the loose formation, who would fly 

where, and what our reactions were to 

be, in an emergency.  Eventually after 

what seemed like an hour and a half 

(and probably was), we taxied out for 

runway 12 for an overhead departure 

south west on route to Clifton. 

Climbing we passed over the DõAgui-

lar range which provided spectacular 

views of Somerset and Wivenhoe dams 

along with many other smaller ones. 

As we passed down through Amberley 

air space, there was a fair amount of 

cloud ahead of us. At that point it was 

decided to divert to Gatton airpark 

and rethink plans.  

A couple of quick phone calls to Neil 

and Zane, who had already landed at 

Inglewood in Neilõs Savannah, con-

firmed that it was clear west of the 

Great Divide. So after about an hour 

on the ground at Gatton we were once 

again airborne and heading to Clifton. 

By now the south westerly winds had 

picked up considerably making our 

progress slow.  

Just to keep us entertained for a little 

longer, our landing at Clifton saw us 

tackling a decent cross wind on a 

downward sloping runway (certainly 

made for challenging flying). A quick 

top up of the LYT (Little Yellow 

Trike) and a splash of left over fuel 

into the other two trikes (4235 & 7332) 

and it was time to point the nose to-

ward Inglewood for the last leg of the 

journey. 

Over this last leg from Clifton to 

Inglewood the scenery gets a little 

sparse. No mountain ranges, very few 

geographical features, just empty pad-

docks and the occasional herd of sheep 

and cattle. In the distance however, 

what does appear prominently is lake 

Coolmunda lying 10 miles to the east 

of Inglewood. Finally the end to this 

epic journey is in sight. Now it was 

just a case of fighting the temptation 

to head toward the lake rather than 

hold our  compass heading.  

Finally after about 4 and a half hours 

of flying and nearly 7 hours after leav-

ing Caboolture we touched down on 

the familiar tarmac at Inglewood.  

Whilst it was an adventure Iõll never 

forget, Iõve also never been busier in 

my life.  

I found it difficult navigating while 

staying just under controlled airspace, 

let alone trying to work out from the 

map as to exactly where I was and 

how far I had travelled.  The constant 

mental calculations needed to work 

out ETAõs and how long before we 

should see the next checkpoint on the 

map left me exhausted. The con-

stantly changing view of riverõs, rail-

Well it was that time of year again 

that we at Caboolture Microlights al-

ways look forward toñthe Annual 

May long weekend Inglewood fly-in. 

I was the first to arrive at Hangar 10 

after being dropped off by Mark. Oh 

well with no one there yet it gave me 

an opportunity to walk around the 

bitumen, around the hangar and check 

out the conditions. Kangaroos and 

Wallabiesñcheck, Windsock limp 

with a very slight south westerly 

breezeñcheck, Sun still not upñ

check, coldñcheck ! All looked fairly 

normal for an Inglewood departure.  

Shortly thereafter John, Chris and 

Zibi turned up finally followed in by 

Mark and his dad.  With everyone 

there it was time to get to work. We 

opened the hangar doors and Zibi and 

I set about doing the aircraft pre flight 

whilst John and Chris compared 

weather forecast, compass bearings 

and, like a divorcing couple, who was 

going to take what equipment. Being a 

deployed operation, there was extra 

gear to carry (i.e. tie down pegs and 

ropes, satellite phone, GPS, map 

boards / pens, tools, full tanks of fuel, 

a couple of litres of water etc.). 

Chris had been off flying 3 axis for 

some time, so earlier in the week he 

completed some refresher training and 

a flight (fright) test with John just to 

ensure he was up to the task (just 

needed to make sure all that 3 axis 

flying hadnõt made him go softñafter 

all these trikes donõt come with a 

Latte machine). 

Of course Zibi wanted to capture a 

Flying is the second greatest thrill known to man.... Landing is the first! 

http://www.caboolturemicrolights.info/photos/galleries/05-Inglewood_Flyin_2012/06_Enroute 038.JPG
http://www.caboolturemicrolights.info/photos/galleries/05-Inglewood_Flyin_2012/11_Gatton.JPG


Always remember you fly an aeroplane with your head, not your hands. 

Inglewood Camp 
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encountered cloud cover on the east-

ern side of the range and was checking 

how far it extended to the west. 

After  what seemed an eternity (well 

all of the morning at least), the trikes 

finally arrived with their precious 

cargo looking a little worse for wear.   

Needless to say after the trip they had, 

that was all the flying that was get-

ting done that day. Mind you the sight 

of 4 trikes all lined up was pretty im-

pressive. 

Oh well time to put the trikes to bed 

and head to town for something to eat. 

Knowing that Steve was unable to 

book a hotel room in town for the 

night due to a wedding, and that last 

year the bowls clubs ended up short of 

food, we all headed off early. In chat-

ting to the bowls club staff we let 

them know we were in early to avoid 

any rush from the wedding. This was 

greeted with a òwhat weddingó reply! 

Apparently they hadnõt heard of a 

wedding being on in town that week-

end. Oh well maybe Steve had got the 

wrong weekend, although he seemed 

certain there were no available hotel 

rooms. Well half way through dinner 

in streamed the crowd. It was like a 

great big family reunion, older folk, 

younger folk and even young children, 

all wearing name tags. As the story 

goes, the real wedding had been held 

the previous weekend, however it had 

been a small affair and therefore not a 

lot of guests had been invited. This 

weekend the folk who thought they 

should been invited to the wedding 

decided to organise their own week-

end. It seems that although Inglewood 

is only a small town the word didnõt 

get around. Needless to say the bowls 

Day #1: Not having my cross country 

endorsement combined with having to 

carry camping gear for the whole fam-

ily meant hitching up the trailer/trike, 

throwing the wing on the roof racks 

and dragging it all up the hill to Ingle-

wood. I set out on the Friday to give 

myself plenty of time to set up camp, 

rig the trike, and all going well get in 

some flying before the masses arrived. 

Mission accomplished we settled in for 

a good nights sleep for tomorrow the 

skyõs would be busy. 

Day #2: Not long after the sun rose it 

was time to fire up the trike and get 

some clear air. Shortly after getting 

airborne, the radio crackled into life 

òInglewood Traffic, Savannah 8020, 

can i get a report of cloud cover at 

Inglewoodó. Savannah 8020, I was 

sure that was Neil, but it seemed a 

little early for him. It also seemed a 

little strange that it was a request for 

cloud cover given from where I was at 

2,500ft there wasnõt a cloud in sight. 

It wasn't until much later did it all fall 

into place. Neil, like the trikes, had 
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level and usage, and always on the look 

roads, highwayõs, dirt roads, electric-

ity power lines and townships, and 

trying to identifying them on the map 

(which at times looked upside down to 

me) was such a mental drain. 

As if all that wasnõt enough, there was 

the constant monitoring of; engine 

parameters (Cylinder Head tempera-

tures, Exhaust Gas temperatures, Oil 

pressure and Oil temperature), fuel 

out for emergency landing areas and 

other aircraft (including the other 

trikes). Finally trying to maintain 

straight and level flight along with a 

constant magnetic heading meant 

resulted in a thoroughly rewarding 

but exhausting flight.    

- Ross Poyser -   

http://www.caboolturemicrolights.info/photos/galleries/05-Inglewood_Flyin_2012/16_Inglewood.JPG
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If God had meant man to fly, he'd have given him lots more money 

Inglewood Camp (cont) 

for the night, it was off to the Sunday 

night dinner put on by the local Lions 

club. Its a night we all look forward to 

(no cooking or washing upñHooray). 

The locals really do take care of every-

thing. As per last year, the range and 

quantity of food put on was nothing 

short of spectacular. For those of us 

not flying home the next day thereõs 

even a couple of beers laid on. With 

full tummies we retired back to the 

camp fire where one of the Drifter boys 

had us all engaged, detailing some of 

our past and colourful stories. It was 

hilarious to see how the earlier stories 

suddenly became òallegedó happenings 

when Zane, being last in the circle, 

briefed us all on who he was and his 

background. Iõm glad to say it was all 

taken in fun though and a good laugh 

was had by all. 

club once again was scrambling to find 

staff and food. Lucky we got in early. 

Being well fed and watered, we all re-

tired back to the airfield so that we 

could make the most of the following 

day. 

Day #3: day 3 saw us greeted by a 

beautiful , if not crisp, morning. Once 

again we were blessed with cloudless 

skies. Needless to say the trikes 

launched on mass so as to make the 

most of it. As it turned out it was still 

perfectly flyable at midday. Needless 

to say quite a few hours were logged. 

Without the hang gliders this year 

there was plenty more airspace for us 

trikes to play in. Of course one canõt 

fly all day without refuelling so it was 

time to stop, grab some lunch and top 

up the tanks.   

So mid afternoon it was time to once 

again take to the skies. The weather 

was still good and flying  conditions 

were smoothing out yet again. As the 

sun was sinking in the west, most of us 

started to settle back into camp. The 

one exception being Chris Pfeiffer. The 

ex trike pilot (now 3 axix man) was 

back in the seat of Johnõs XT-912 and 

loving it. Obviously flying the XT on 

the trip out only whetted his appetite 

for more. As the sun sank toward the 

western horizon and the full moon rose 

to the east, it was time to bring the 

bird home for the night. As the wheels 

touched down for what we all thought 

was the last landing, the engine once 

again arced up and Chris was airborne 

to sneak in one last circuit before dark.     

With the aircraft all tucked up in bed 

Day #4: Mark, Chris and John were up 

nice and early, planning, pre-flighting 

and packing for the flight home. As for 

the rest of us that would make the 

journey by road, we were more inter-

ested in Breakfast than breaking 

camp. With breakfast out of the way 

the boys fired up the trikes and headed 

for home into a clear sky. It certainly 

appeared it was going to be an easier 

trip home that on the way out.  

Those of us left behind on terra firma, 

we had the job of breaking camp and 

packing the vehicles. I had the extra 

job of packing down my trike and get-

ting it loaded onto the trailer. Thank-

fully Ross was still around to give me 

a hand. Slowly one by one we rolled 

out of the airfield with the last of us 

leaving around 1:00pm for the lei-

surely drive back down the hill to 

home.  

The locals really do an amazing job 

supporting the entire weekend. Not 

only is it the Sunday night dinner, but 

they get to work days before hand 

making sure that the toilets and show-

ers are working, the rubbish bins are in 

place, cooking breakfast for the hun-

gry hoards every morning, and helping 

us out with the fuel runs into town. On 

top of that, thereõs the clean up after-

wards.  

Its a weekend for not only us avid 

aerosexuals, but friends and family as 

well. Iõd encourage everyone to sup-

port the Inglewood community and 

get behind this weekend event in 2013.  

- Perry Johnstone -   


