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STATEMENT

Now that I’m in the airport, I have to cross the departure gate. Take my shoes and belt off. Switch off all my electronic instruments (cellphone, iPod, digital camera, laptop). Then, like a frightened child, I have to get through the x-ray detector, trying to look indifferent. They find my lighter and I have to leave it there. I let them touch me one last time before being able to take my stuff back, the metallic taste of blood in my mouth, a mix of humiliation and restrained violence — of potential threat. 

Here I am: the sterile zone of the airport is opening before me, a privileged space of solitude and quiescence, without any noise or possible disturbance. After a few obligatory words with a handful of people, I get in a relatively comfortable plane. The air is perfectly air-conditioned there, though a little cold. After take-off, I hibernate and fantasise about a  golden age of air transport, when Andrée Putman created cutlery for Concorde and air-hostesses were dressed by Courrèges rather than in terylene. Seven hours later, just before landing, fear floods the jet-lagged brain of the commander. The airport track sinks right in front of me, I touch the ground in shock, the brakes start to grate, the wheels slip, the plane finally stops. Outside, there are the same controls, the same interminable corridors, the same papers, the same people, the same décor.
