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The Latest News 

Well the weather really hasnõt improved 

much over the last three months and it 

looks like weõre in for an unusually wet 

winter. However when the weather has cut 

us a break Caboolture Microlights has 

made the most of it. The following are 

some of the more notable achievements 

from the last three months: 

Mark Gentry: After years of flying an XT-

582 two smoker (affectionately known as 

the Little Yellow TrikeñLYT), Mark sold 

it off to move across to an XT-912. 

Gabe: Markõs loss however was Gabeõs 

gain. Gabe snapped up Markõs XT-582, so 

the LYT still calls Caboolture home. 

Saille Clougher: A big congratulations goes 

out to Saille who completed his weightshift 

endorsement on 07Apr13. We look forward 

to seeing him regularly grace the skies 

around Caboolture. 

Paul Taylor: Congratulations go to Paul 

for successfully completing a major mile-

stone in the journey to his weightshift en-

dorsement - his first solo flight (17May). 

Paul has since followed up by successfully 

passing his flight test (16Jun) adding a 

weightshift endorsement to his existing 3-

axis credentials.  

 Frank Agius: Frank has taken a monu-

mental step into the crazy world of aircraft 

ownership. Frank has bought himself an 

XT -582 Cruze and will be learning to fly it 

over the next few weeks. We look forward 

to this new family addition gracing the 

local Caboolture skies soon.    

CFI Corner - John Cresswell 

Despite the traditional lack of communications, there can 

hardly be any RAAus members without some awareness of 

the challenges currently facing the organisation. The ongo-

ing saga of grounded aircraft and delays in registration re-

newals & transfers is playing out to a background of resign-

ing board members, subsequent withdrawal of those resigna-

tions, almost monthly changes to the Executive and alleged 

disregard for the constitution. If it wasn't so important to 

us, I'd suggest selling the story as the plot for a soap opera 

(the income might be very handy if the scuttlebutt about 

the number of impending lawsuits is accurate).     

You might think that there isn't a great deal we as ordinary 

members can do about this but two of the Southern Queen-

sland board positions are due for election this year. Nor-

mally only around 10% of the membership even bother to 

vote but, hopefully, this year there will be sufficient candi-

dates  to make a reasonable contest and I encourage you to 

express our concern by at least voting.  

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/ 
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The Road To Inglewood 
(Perry Johnstone) 

The annual Caboolture Microlights pilgrimage to Ingle-

wood was thrown into a degree a chaos this year when the 

Queensland Government decided to change the Labour day 

long weekend to align with our southern brethren. Of 

course this meant that there was no longer a long weekend 

in May and therefore weõd all resigned ourselves to the fact 

that thereõd be no fly-in this year. That was of course until 

I received a phone call from the Inglewood rural fire bri-

gade (who have always provided local support for the gath-

ering) 3 weeks before Anzac day advising that the 46 people 

had notified him they would be flying in over the weekend 

immediately following Anzac Day. With Anzac Day falling 

on the Thursday a number of folk suggested taking the Fri-

day off work and making a long weekend of it. With that in 

mind, the planning was frantic.  

The first hurdle was planning how we would get the trikes 

and necessary camping gear to Inglewood. Although a 

number of us own trikes, due to weather and financial con-

straints we didnõt have the necessary cross country en-

dorsements. Unfortunately with such short notice it proved 

impossible to find enough Cross-country endorsed pilots to 

ferry the trikes out to Inglewood. Never the less, Ross and 

I made the decision to trailer the trikes out (along with a 

small city of camping gear) early Thursday morning which 

would enable us to set up a base camp for all others as they 

filtered in over the weekend.   

Day #1: - So with the trikes packed up the weekend before, 

it made for an early start to the trip. With just a quick de-

tour off the Motorway to meet up with Ross and Zibi, who 

had just come in off the ôRed Eyeõ flight from Perth that 

morning and was dropping of some camping gear for us to 

take up in the car for him), it was a rather uneventful road 

trip.  

Arriving around lunch time, we quickly unloaded the vehi-

cles and went about setting up the campsite (tents, Gazebo, 

cooking facilities etc.). Then with the essentials out of the 

way it was time to rig the aircraft and make the most of the 

brilliant weather that Inglewood had bestowed upon us. A 

quick check and familiarisation flight was in order, so Ross 

and I took to the air, while Jenni kicked back with a book.  

Even though Zibi had just returned from Perth that same 

morning, after dropping his camping gear with Ross and I 

earlier in the morning, he caught a couple of hours sleep 

before meeting Mark at Caboolture. The idea being that as 

Zibi didnõt have a cross country endorsement, Mark would 

ferry Zibi and his trike to Inglewood. Well it seems both the 

lads forget the golden rule of flying õmake sure the fuel tank 

is full and the bladder emptyõ. By the time they were in 

sight of Clifton, the intercom was filled with the sound of 

õwe want to, we want to, we want to wee....õ Reversing this 

awkward situation, the lads were soon in the air again and 

on their way to Inglewood. To ease the boredom of the 

flight, and help Zibi in the back go to sleep, Mark kindly 

sang ôSoft Kittyõ (from the Big Bang Theory). Mid after-

noon the lads arrived although one could say a little less 

than refreshed, however at least base camp had been estab-

lished and they could sit down for a while and relax.  

Being a Thursday, and given the eventõs short notice, the  

airfield camp ground was relatively empty, even by mid 

afternoon. But with so few people, it was easy to get around 

and meet them all. In fact with base camp well established 

those that were there tended to migrated to our site. It was 

great to meet up with Danny and his son Hunter. Danny 

was the sole representative of the Hang Gliding community 

with his Mosquito. Whatõs a Mosquito I hear you ask ? Ba-

sically itõs a Hang Glider with a small motor integrated into 

the harness to allow it to be self launched. Danny was also a 

self confess GoPro addict, so check out his Mossie in action 

(http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9lOgLUASOkk). 

Try to learn from the mistakes of others. You won't live long enough to make all of them yourself.  

* Setting up Base Camp at Inglewood *  

* Trikes rigged and ready for their first flight *  

* Danny & his Mosquito *  
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We hadnõt planned to fly again that morning, however Roy 

Petzke from the local Rural fire Brigade came round to let 

us know that the Lions club would be cooking breakfasts 

for all the aviators at the airfield on Saturday and Sunday 

mornings and that the Fire Brigade were putting on the 

dinner on Sunday night for us. As weõve always received 

amazing support from the local community, Mark offered 

to take Roy for a local flight over the town and surround-

ing areas. So grabbed the keys for one of the trikes and 

strapped Roy in. It wasnõt a long flight (27mins), but it 

would have taken a bag of lemons to get the smile off Royõs 

face.    

Over the course of the morning the number of aircraft 

steadily grew. Meanwhile Mal and Chris (or should that be 

Statler & Waldorf) had set off from Caboolture in their 

Foxbat, hoping for a mid afternoon arrival. Both, being a 

little soft in their old age, had decided to stay in town at 

the pub rather than camp at the airfield next to the railway 

line. Anyone would think theyõd be worried about the 

2:00am train waking them up !  The boys did eventually 

arrive safely albeit with some stories to share about their 

navigational abilities.  

Danny had dropped by base camp once again to show us all 

his GoPro hardware. With heat dropping out of the day a I 

offered to take him for a flight in a trike, which despite fly-

ing Hang Gliders for many year was not something heõd 

previously do. Of course we just had to kit the trike up with 

a couple of Dannyõs GoPros so we could capture the mo-

ment. The resultant footage has been posted on youtube at 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EAi8TRVqEEs 

When a prang seems inevitable, endeavour to strike the softest, cheapest object in the vicinity, as slowly and 

gently as possible 

One of the other colourful characters to gravitate toward 

base camp over the weekend was Syd (or Evil Knevil as he 

would come to be affectionately known). Evil first came to 

or attention when he unpacked his Powerchute from a 

rather large trailer he was towing behind his rather large 

Motorhome. He explained that he wanted to get some fly-

ing in while it was still relatively quiet. So off he went with-

out much fuss and all was going well up until the landing 

(or at least we think thatõs what he was trying to do). At 

around 30 ft Evil cut the engine (which he assures us a rela-

tively normal ?), but instead of gracefully descending to the 

ground, it descended rapidly for a heavy landing. A later 

inspection revealed that it had indeed sustained a broken 

axle from the impact. Apart from a little minor back pain 

(no surprises there) Evil was fine. He later confessed to be-

ing a õwalking disasterõ and hence the name Evil stuck.  

As darkness settled in over the airfield, the trikes were put 

to bed and thoughts turned to food. Being Anzac day, weõd 

figured not much in town would be open for dinner, so be-

ing prepared weõd packed enough food just in case. Itõd 

been a long day and we were all pretty tired (especially 

Zibi), so eating at the camp site was preferable anyway.  

Once again the locals had done a marvellous job in provid-

ing and maintaining the facilities (flushing toilets, hot 

showers, and plenty of firewood) which made for a comfort-

able first night. 

Day #2: - Day two saw us awake to clear skies and calm 

winds (something that we werenõt quite used to), so eager to 

make the most of the good weather, we quickly had break-

fast and preflighted the trikes. We had planned a small 

navigation exercise from Inglewood to Yelarbon (20nm to 

the west) and return to practice our skills now that we were 

flying over the great abyss (fewer distinguishing features 

than weõre used to around Caboolture). Surprisingly Jenni 

decided to join me in my trike (sheõd only ever been up with 

Neale once before). So Ross, Zibi and I (with Jen) took to 

the air leaving Mark guard base camp. The flight itself was 

an uneventful and leisurely 1:14hr thanks to the weather 

gods smiling on us. We could only pity John who was stuck 

back in Caboolture on instructional duties (making money).   

The Road To Inglewood (cont) 

* Nothing Like a Hot Shower *  

* Mal & Chris / Statler & Waldorf  *  

* Can you tell who the real Muppets are ? *  

* Now where was Yellarbon again ? *  
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The Road To Inglewood (cont) 

Ross was also kind enough to offer a flight to Dannyõs son 

during the day which kept the young fella more than 

happy as thereõs no room in the Mossie for him. 

With the aircraft packed away for the night and folk hav-

ing showered, it was time to chauffeur Mal and Chris to 

their accommodation (the Commercial Hotel). Of course 

this made it easy decision for dinner. So off to the Commer-

cial we all went for the $10 dinner special. The one thing 

you can say about the good old country pub meal is thatõs 

its certainly get bang for your buck, the meal was huge. 

Once fed and watered, it was back for a relatively early 

night in preparation for a big days flying.  

Day #3: - Another perfect day and the smell of bacon and 

eggs cooked on the BBQ was almost to much. But rather 

than waste the best part of the flying day, we preflighted 

the aircraft, suited up and went in search of a small private 

airstrip (Ourungal) 12nm south of Inglewood. Breakfast 

would have to wait until we got back. Ourungal itself was-

nõt to hard to find, but it did mean that we had to fly over 

some ôtiger countryõ to get there. Of course that meant hav-

ing a little extra altitude as a safety margin, but boy did it 

start to get cold. I guess it just made the hot breakfast all 

the more enjoyable when we returned. I must say that at 

$5 for bacon, egg, sausages and a roll, the Lions Club sure 

gave us value for money. 

Whilst we were off early in search of Ourungal, Mal and 

Chris had rung looking for a lift from town to the airfield - 

sorry fellas !  They had arranged a lift with the barmaid the 

night before as she was on her way to Warwick early in the 

morning, but it appeared sheõd stood them up. Luckily the 

airfield is only 1.5km east of the town so it wasnõt to far for 

them to walk. At least they had an appetite for breakfast 

when they got there. 

Chris being a trike flyer at heart couldnõt wait to trade up 

from the Foxbat to the front seat of an XT-912. Oh well, 

who are we to stand in his way. We didn't need to ask twice 

as he grabbed the keys and headed skyward to make the 

most of the calm morning air. 

The rest of the morning was spent watching the visiting 

aircraft number swell even more as lot of folk had just 

planned to stay overnight. In amongst them all were a lot 

of familiar faces from Caboolture. Including Neale and 

Mark Kyle is their Savanahs,  

Of course while we were all on the ground relaxing, check-

ing out the myriad of different aircraft, and looking for-

ward to some more flying later in the afternoon, Danny was 

airborne in the Mossie to making the most of the thermals.  

Mal and Chris also spent a good part of the day taking folk 

for local flights in the Foxbat (including me). These flights 

are always appreciated, especially by the locals, and ensure 

that we receive excellent support every year.    

Try to stay in the middle of the air. Do not go near the edges of it. The edges of the air can be recognized by the 

appearance of ground, buildings, sea, trees and interstellar space. It is much more difficult to fly there  

* Off in search of Ourungal *  

* More Aircraft arriving *  

* Danny flying his Mossie *  

* One of the many Foxbat flights *  

* Flying with the GoPro fitted *  


