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We needed coffee but we’d got ourselves convinced that the later we left it the better it would taste, and, as the country grew flatter and the roads became quiet and dusk began to colour the sky, you could guess from the way we retuned the radio and unfolded the map or commented on the view that the tang of determination had overtaken our thoughts, and when, fidgety and untalkative but almost home, we drew up outside the all-night restaurant, it felt like we might just stay in the car, listening to the engine and the gentle sound of the wind
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Virtual airport
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And the moment it takes to blink your eyes and stare, and feel as if you recognise the place you are in, is just long enough for the air to cool off again or the lights to dim, and for the entire feeling of familiarity to drift away to nothing.




 





The public address plays a mumbling kind of music. The corridor becomes less crowded. A group of girls goes by.




 





The colour of the light is like new aluminium. A sugary orange-smell carries into the air.
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The cups of weak coffee and the nylon-colour lighting, the noisy rows we go through and the drifting, hollow music.
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Like drawings of drawings, or the thoughts of thoughts, the seated figures facing out into the bottle-glass murkiness of the arrivals lounge seem, in a way, to become more absolutely themselves, as if, in taking their place among the magazine kiosks and hot drink machines, they take on a truer understanding of who or what they are, and, in doing so, bring to the buff-colour floor-tiles and plush-effect seating a plainer, steadier, more even perspective.




 





The light from the windows is like a kind of weariness; the blurry, coloured signboards show nothing that makes much sense.
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There is a kind of completeness to these families camping out around the restaurant, altogether different from the completeness there is in the colour of the sun, and how it swims over the floor, shifting beyond the shadows of the stools and the chairs.
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The way the shadow catches the metal of the telephone kiosk gives it the look of something a little out of place. The walkway is empty and the chairs are all empty. The light is like a gesture not everybody is going to understand.
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There is a sad kind of surprise in the way the steel-colour light takes up the space between the cafeteria and the corridor, giving an even emphasis to the low metal banisters, the pigeon-colour flooring, the wall lamps, the mirroring, the open double doors.




 





The space itself has the feel of something imagined or something not quite recognised, like getting to your destination and feeling you are still in the place you departed from. Or like returning home and finding no house there, no street, no pavement lined with hedges, your town not even mentioned on the regional travel map. 
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The way the mind sometimes gets these quiet late-winter mornings, the colourless light in the vehicle rentals office and the electric hum from the public address seem to mix in with the usual feeling of uncertainty or distraction, and that other feeling, that there was some-thing you were trying to remember.
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The sunlight reflecting off the wooden floors; the smell of good coffee; the low curving chairs.




 





The guy at the window with the girl in the coloured shirt.




 





The light like something that needn’t be explained. 
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The light is like something only dimly understood.




 





The light is like greaseproof paper.
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In the time it takes a thought to occur, the feeling that comes with sitting at a table holding a cup of coffee takes on a simple and very positive sort of significance, which will drift away and leave you suddenly sadder, and a little tired.
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The chairs are the colour of blue chocolate-papers. The departures board is unreadable. The ceilings are low.




 





The light is like a kind of lengthy explanation – the light is like two thoughts occurring at once. 
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An orange kind of colour like softened wax; a lemon kind of colour; a bright-coloured brown; some green in the blue; some chocolate-colour red; the yellow the colour of a picture-book sun.
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The fluorescent yellow lighting in the upper-storey corridors is not absolutely like anything you remember.
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That feeling of sourness you get in the gut, stepping onto a descending escalator, is not unrelated to that trembling sensation – that other feeling you sometimes get – of actually being two places at once.




 





This is probably something it is better not to talk about. 
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The abrupt bright red of the advertising panels, and the concrete-colour shadows, and the white-painted walls. The blue light reflected in the escalator banister. The almost-green colour of the goods-room window.
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Wandering out into the softly lit transfers lounge, the feeling you get of something shifting into itself becomes fuller and firmer, simpler and more actual.




 





There does not have to be any reason for this.
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The first thing is how much the light from the chandelier brings to mind a pan of bubbling caramel chocolate, and the other’s the way the angles of the fluorescent ceiling-tubes are like something from the diagram page of an organic chemistry textbook.
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Sometimes the light is a soft vanilla-colour; sometimes it is a colour like the yellow of an egg.
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More than anything, it is for the way the sunlight against the windows gives off a lemony, sugary kind of glow that we imagine we will remember today.




 





Voices muffle over the tannoy, and an aeroplane idles far off on the concrete.




 





Somehow we know the moments we live through will carry on happening again and again.
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The light is a colour like sugar or aspirin; the light is a colour like still lemonade.
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Waiting out the morning in the roped-off restaurant area, the feeling of looseness and unreality that keeps on bringing us back to ourselves is not unrelated to the certainty we feel as we sit and watch the planes pulling off into the distance, that if we fix our eyes on the names painted along the bodies of the aircraft then we will continue to be able to read those words, never losing focus as the planes become speckles in the vivid deep blue of the sky.




 





This is nothing much more than a trick to do with distance, like the way our childhoods fasten themselves in the memory always just so far off, so they never seem any more distant or any less real, though further and further away from us they grow.




 





Warmth comes like a murmur, and the minutes go round. The sunlight at the windows is like honey and butter.
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In the upstairs lounge the smell of coffee drifts over like the memory of a memory. The ceiling sags like a belly; the light feels incomplete.




 





The dust-colour shadows spreading over the floor are like hazy little clouds fallen out of the sky.
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