 THE MONZA PARK

I was all set, in a nice afternoon of August, for my paragliding flight. I had taken my Paramotor to a wide field, not far away from my house near Monza, and had assembled it already. The fuel tank was filled up with 5 litres of oil mixture at 2%. The wind was down to a light breeze, coming in from the West. That was exactly what I needed for my flight, as launching a Paramotor from the flat ground comes much easier when it is done in a light breeze. 

Personally, I don’t like to fly in a good wind, as I would find myself travelling very nicely downwind, then face serious problems when it’s time to come back home, fighting against the wind. On the other hand, if I were to head into the wind first, it would take me ages to make a little headway and then I would be zooming back home in minutes. 

Back to my flight, the key point was obviously to make a good inflation for a start. One last check to my equipment, a look at my little wind sock, engine running to idle… and…Go! A strong pull on the front risers and I was feeling a good pressure in the harness already, telling me that the paraglider was catching the wind. As I’d got it well clear of the ground, I started gradually applying power and moving ahead faster and faster and feeling lighter and lighter, until I was off the ground. 

Upon a successful take-off, I normally give a check to the lines of the glider, to make sure I have no entanglements or knots, then I make a steady climb to 300 feet with 70 % of the power. Then I level out, using only 30 % of the power to maintain height, while I carry out a few final checks & settings, like wearing gloves, zipping up my flying suit, verifying that brake and accelerator lines are free and in good order, making a 360 Deg. turn to assess visibility, airspace clearance and weather situation. 

At that point I’m ready to proceed for my planned cross-country flight. What I had in mind this time was to take an aerial look at the large Monza Park, claimed to be the largest Park in Europe.  “Well, let’s see it then, from the air I will certainly be able to assess that!”, I was thinking while heading to the northern side of the city of Monza. A rather large forest was ahead of me and I kept heading towards it. As I was getting nearer, minor features were becoming more and more evident. A number of wide fields, for instance, were nicely carved among trees – it’s always nice to have fields at hand, just in case my so far very reliable engine decides to give me troubles…

But all was fine, the engine sounded very healthy and I went low over the fields, waving to the astonished people who were taking a stroll or laying down in the nice grass. Further ahead, another field was being used for horse riding - thought it was best to climb to a good height before crossing it, in order not to scare the horses…

Further on, I went over the little river Lambro, coiling lazily through the forest before heading straight towards the city centre of Monza. As my flight over the Park continued, I was really amazed at the size of it, discovering more fields, the horse stable, a gardening house, a jogging and training course with resting and exercise stations… and more fields…Wow!!  

A long, flat building was now ahead and it took me a while before I could recognize it… The  Racing Stand! Soon I was over the famous “Formula Uno” Monza Racing Ring and – surprise, surprise! – a number of Wolkswagen cars (“the Maggiolino” type) were having a competition there, all fitted with ailerons, spoilers, roaring engines and the like. For a while I followed them from the air, but I was losing my personal race with them… Well, actually I was overtaking them at the “scicanes”, where they had to slow down at the tight corners, but then I was seeing them zooming past me on the straight tracks…

 Oh well, the purpose of my flight not being a race, I turned to the right over something I never had a chance to see, neither in TV nor from the ground. The track was splitting onto an old one, which appeared to be no longer in use - yet it had been clearly a racing track… Ha! All of a sudden I remembered of the famous “Curva Parabolica” of the Monza racing track. It was in use many years ago and it used to be a nightmare for the racing pilots. Designed for high speed, the wide turn is banking in such a way that the car has no side-forces, the centrifuge force being all converted into a tremendous weight making the bottom of the car scrape the road… 

However, as top speeds increased, it became so dangerous that, after a fatal accident to one of the pilots, it had to be closed down. Oh well, to the hell with it… I happily made my circuit over it, for  ol’ times sake! At that point, I’d been flying for a good 30 minutes already, yet hadn’t crossed the whole park…Wow, IT IS big! That was enough, I skipped reaching its furthermost Northern boundary and turned back, heading straight towards the city centre, which was towering right in front of me.

Obviously, I had no intention of ending up in trouble so, just before it, I turned to the “Villa Reale”, the huge villa that was once the summer residence of the Royal family. I enjoyed the nice view over its very well kept gardens, and fountains, and greens, before heading back. But before leaving such a wonderful place, I wanted to have one last go over a large field and went very low, skimming the nice grass and zig-zagging around trees and lamp posts… One last waving to the people there, who were enjoying my surprise show and up I went, finally heading back to my launching field. 

Fifteen minutes later I was over my place already, doing a low pass near my wind sock and checking for wind conditions. The light breeze had in the meantime stopped completely and I knew I had to make a good flare in order to land safely. As I use to do in these circumstances, I prepared myself by taking a good wrap of the brake lines around my wrist and switching off the engine. A short glide and a vigorous flare sent me happily on the ground, near the wind sock. 

The final inspection showed that the fuel tank was still half full, and that was making good sense as I had flown for just over an hour. My fuel consumption in flight is about two litres per hour and the 6-litre tank is designed for a 3 hour flight. But I was happy with that, with my nice flight over the Monza Park which - I can now confirm it - is really huge! 

Enrico

