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isn't black at

all. It's as blue as my languagT
and the sky that | fall from as{
hurtle towards it, @ g-lforce o t
seven melding me with my .seda
as though | were being burled ‘
underneath a ton of wet sand. .
want to shut my eyes but | c‘a(? 5
the speed of my descent hol s :
them open. My face, seven time
its normal weight, climbs jo;vrk\)
my skull. My flesh is knea e y_
g s orld is get

B l#‘.a.
r and cl s

plateau. The fear of death
washed away by relief. My hands
are dark bruises where | grip so
hard they ache. There i,s a
crackle in my headset. Again?
he asks. Yes! Again, | nod.

This is an insensitively named
crash course in aerobatics, an
experience of physical extreme.s
that can only be topped by a trip
into space. We are in Constanta,

on the south i!oa:,&_-of Romania,
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above ground and travelling at
250mph. They even drop real
bombs on targets floating in the
sea. It's where dambusters meets
video games, and as a spectacle
itis amazing.

Before I'd climbed aboard
my craft, a two-seater Extra
300L piloted by a stony Sloven-
ian called Igor, I'd asked Aero
GP's managing director Jeff
Zaltman, what to expect. He
broke it to me gently. ‘We oper-
ate in a third dimension that most
sports don't and that brings

g-forces into play. The strains on
the body are intense. Our pilots
will pull more g-forces than an
aviator in a dogfight. The traini
they have to go through take
years. When they are

these levels of gs, ofte

just as he straps my emergency
parachute to my back.

Don't worry, he says, | wrote
the book on aerobatics’ A quick
check on Amazon |ater confirms
that he actually did, Regardless, |
keep my hand as close as possi-
ble to the ripcord on my chest.

‘Oh, he then warns me, 'if
you do have to pull that, it's
going to hurt. It's not a normal
parachute, it's an emergency
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