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C-SCAPES
Part 1: Cleared for landing (and not a second too soon)

If Mark Twain were alive, I think he’d amend his famous quote about weather to “Everyone complains about air 
travel, but nobody does anything about it.” 

Despite all the acts of Congress, new regulations from the FAA and the complaints received by the airlines, air 
travel just seems to be getting worse, with problems and frustrations permeating every aspect of the experience, 
beginning with making the reservation.

When a friend recently booked online, he was automatically “assigned” the middle seat for all four legs of a 
round-trip flight. To change to a window cost $225 ($260 for an aisle) over and above the “base fare” of $402. 
And because he had booked on a third-party website, an additional $25 would be charged. He gently hung up the 
phone.

Next comes “pre-boarding” — a term made up by the airlines since everyone knows you can’t board ahead of 
yourself, but I’ll let that pass. Pre-boarding is not only reserved for certain passengers, it is available for purchase 
(or is it pre-purchase?). If this trend continues, no one, even the person last to board, will be able to get on 
without paying extra. 

Once on board, the real fun starts.

There’s no ventilation until the doors are sealed shut.

Then those endless, mindless announcements and commercials begin, with the volume set to screeching and the 
flight attendant chosen for her nasal, blaring voice. No one wants the perks program, the airlines credit card or a 
30-day trial subscription to the in-flight magazine.

Finally, the ventilation system comes on. Air, at last!



The guy behind you keeps pushing his knees into your back. You remind yourself that it’s not his fault, because 
your knees are likewise pushed into the seat in front of you. If anyone reclines his seat back, every passenger on 
board must do the same lest someone gets squished. Death by seatback reclining. Now there’s a safety message.

Throughout the flight, strategically timed to coincide with your sleep patterns (if you’re lucky enough to fall 
asleep sitting straight up), there are more announcements.
The seat belt sign is now off. Or on.

In just a moment, food service will begin (don’t get me started).

The attendant will collect the trash.

You are reminded that the First Class lavatory is not for you. 

In and out of these are those ear piercing dings and dongs (I found out from a friend who’s a flight attendant that 
they are actually little codes). Same with “cross check” and those other mysterious phrases. When I asked what 
they meant, she kind of giggled. Personally, I think they have something to do with underwear. What else could 
be so amusing and secretive?

Regardless, these endless signals and announcements, more than the “food,” the cramped seating, the kicking 
and screaming children and even the flexible fares themselves, have ruined the air travel experience for me.
I once had fallen into a glorious sleep two hours into a flight to Europe when the captain came on, very loudly, to 
announce that we were right on time to arrive at our destination — still six hours away. I didn’t sleep a wink the 
rest of the flight.

 Through all of this, you are in the loving arms of the flight attendants (who are actually the least to blame and 
the most courageous of all). Indeed, those tireless wait staff in the sky are themselves victims of this harrowing 
experience, expected to smile when a scream is would be most forgivable. My heartfelt thanks to each of you for 
merely scowling and not screaming.

So what might Mark Twain have suggested? I don’t know, but I do have some thoughts on what might be on the 
horizon for travel by air.  

Please tune in for Part 2, coming Sept. 18.— When Cheryl Turner is not traveling, she is often showing homes on 
the job as a busy real estate agent. 


