in the aeroplane

We board through an extendible extrusion, a sort of ovipositor. An imaginary corridor. I have to be pointed to my seat by a steward, so vague and bewildered have I become. I suppose this is the first time I have ever flown alone.

We dribbled along for a time over a surface of uneven concrete and tarmac to reach the end of the runway, and there we parked for a while as a queue of planes pulled up into the sky. Then, with suddenly appreciable power, we pushed down the runway and left below us, suddenly loose, above, angling up over appliqué-work golf courses and into a white envelopment which resembled snow fields as we climbed outside. Sometimes this dropped through with a giddy rush, pulling the eye to a new green and brown, road incised landscape.

The channel appeared hallucinatory, blue, green, silvered with a pale bronze sunshine, seemingly entirely still, and ruched into symmetrical folds by the assumed passage of stick-like ships.

*

We cross Belgium, or some dispiriting part of France, perhaps Germany, then Alps. 

Web or network of the gleaming roads which threads the world up.

*

I feel the thrust reversing and the plane slides in on tiptoe. Over the tiny detailed red brown fields. And thundering the earth sucks us backwards.

*

It is not usual in the current political climate to praise America, but I at least have never personally plunged flaming earthward from the sky in a Boeing.

*

Books at the airport:

Hairy Pooter and the Rivers of Sick

Hairy Pooter and the Blindingly Obvious

Hairy Pooter and the Piles of Cash

Hairy Pooter and the Envious Carping.

*

I walked around with my heavy rucksack in the marble emptinesses of Athens airport. I had Greek coffee at a tiny artificial café. I went outside and stood in the sudden heat and glare. My rucksack was heavy. I had waited for my rucksack at the special, exciting airport roundabout they never let the children play on with some other people I recognised from the plane. Fat Englishman. Thin (slim) dried up (tanned) women past middle age with sharp faces and European haircuts. Everyone knew more than I did. I only knew I was tired enough to die and that I couldn’t walk with a rucksack. They were superior to me in every way. They knew where they were going and how to make phone calls and some of them were actually Greek but spoke English better than ourselves. They had friends here, they had people meeting them, places to visit, things to do, something to accomplish, something purposeful. They were self-possessed, polite, infinitely distant, better than me in every way. They were real people and myself is someone who has never met. 

Such things in the world.

*

I was astonished to see on a magazine rack a porno/glamour mag for the Greek market entitled ‘KAIK’. The thing about that name is that many years ago when my parents took me to Corfu there was a small dusty shop that proudly displayed a notice proclaiming ‘KAIK’, something which (we presumed) stray Britishers had pronounced hopefully on entering the premises over the years. Anyway, the word has spread, as they say.

*

I went back in I had to wait hours even to check in. I was outside I didn’t want more coffee I was sitting on a bench as the sun angled low across the plain into the west. I suppose we were quite high up above the city, because of all the aeroplanes affecting the gravity.

An Australian Greek woman came over and sat beside me and she started talking. You look lonely she said. She talked to me about Olympic. She said they’re losing money she said I said the Olympics always lose money she said no, not the Olympics the Olympics always lose money that’s not why they do them the Airline is losing money she said you see it’s they have all these people they don’t know what to do with them, because it is like a bureaucracy. She said they’re going bust and the government is pouring money into it and the E.U. don’t like it. They’re all going bust I said two American Airlines went bust. I don’t know which ones. American Airlines, probably, and Northwestern, or something I don’t know the details. There are too many airlines. Swissair went bust. It’s Ryanair and Easyjet you can get to Prague for a fiver. They must make their money somewhere else. Olympic, she said, it’s a scandal, they don’t know what they’re doing they think they’re the national carrier it was set up by Aristotle Onassis, he was a businessman, he knew what he was doing, then the government take it over and look at it now. 

I don’t know, I said, I hadn’t heard.

You OUGHT to know she says, it’s YOUR Europe, jabbing a finger. 

Her flight is delayed, of course, and she is furious, soon after when I see her again inside. They have these marvellous phone cards in Europe she says we don’t have them, you buy one and you can talk for ages, to Australia, yes we talk for hours my daughter and I I am seeing her and the Grandchildren, for a week, and then I don’t know what I am doing, I am moving about I have many relatives in the Old Country, but first I must fly to Crete. 

Or perhaps it was Rhodes.

The sun went lower and lower.

It was very bright and it was difficult to see. Cars came up and people came out of buses and taxis with suitcases full of desperation and longing, ritual and superstition.

*
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