
a i rpo r t s
I came to see airports two ways: as places where many cultures merged into a single manic �ow, and as 

benchmarks where I could meter my own changes as the world around me shifted. 

Airports delivered a sensory overload you couldn’t ignore. A structural jumble. A muddle of smells: 

sweat and jet fuel seeping through the walls, �oral bouquets in damp tropic air. Audio mashups of wailing 

babies, squeaking luggage wheels, distorted public announcement systems that were incomprehensible 

even if you understood the language. 

�ere were the glances shared with fellow travellers—faces �lled with loss, confusion, grief, love,  

excitement and expectation, the waypoints of life. Where were they going? What were they leaving? And why? 

Vignettes from outside the building… smoke lingering in inexplicable heat… icy blasts raking the 

tarmac… vans and taxis… a swirl of heads hurrying through a bricolage of unfamiliar technological clutter. 

And me—the bewildered explorer, each destination a new transition to decipher. Did I waste too 

much time in these polished corridors? Time stirred with the guilt of contributing to the waste and pollution 

spewing into the world. My own inner disorder, I now believe, demanded I �nd solace in the kind of exter-

nalized chaos airports provided. Like the couloir in La Grave, they were a tool to test my balance—could I 

keep it together, stay focused and organized, manage money and not lose my passport?

When the shit hit the fan, as it inevitably did, airports also became arenas in which to practise  

patience—keeping calm during run-ins with border and military personnel, or staying composed in the 

face of graft-hungry police, damaged surfboards and $1,500 baggage fees.

Yet airports were also a space for introspection. Opportunities to walk with the mind, to question, 

to grow and learn to accept unwanted truths: the bags are missing, the �ight is delayed, we have the wrong 

visas. �ey were places of true vulnerability when I was stuck or in pain and unable to communicate in the 

local language, but also welcome think tanks for considering how I might better pursue career aspirations, 

manage a�airs of the heart, let go of something or hold on tighter. 

Perhaps most important, airports were where you learned to truly appreciate the concept of 

“home”—waypoints that registered your gratitude in returning alive from a dangerous adventure, hopefully 

bearing the gifts of more poise, insight and wisdom.
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