The AK-47’s fine, sir, but please switch off your mobile phone  

These days, as I’m sure you know, nobody is allowed to die of anything other than extreme old age. And if someone does dream up a new and unusual way of dying, such as eating themselves, or getting stuck in a suitcase, no expense is spared in the headlong rush to make sure that it can never happen again. When the floor of a shopping centre is wet, we must have a sign telling people that the floor is wet. When it’s foggy, we must have a sign telling us there is fog. And with its severe weather warnings, the Met Office now treats an incoming low pressure system like the imminent arrival of an ebola bomb.

At work I am shadowed constantly by a health and safety officer who’s on hand to provide helpful tips on how I can perform the next task without tripping over my shoelaces, or falling out of a tree, or exploding. And if I choose to ignore his advice, he has the power to call a halt to the shoot and send everyone home.

That’s why every BBC reporter now delivers the news in a hard hat and a high-visibility jacket. And it’s why we are no longer warned not to “try this at home”. Because anything that can’t be done at home can’t be done on the television either.

All of this means that we can do pretty much anything we want, safe in the knowledge that billions of man hours have been spent making sure that we will come to no harm. Anything even remotely dangerous was banned long ago.

But wait. What’s this? British Airways has just announced that passengers will be allowed to use their mobile telephones while the plane is taxiing. Surely this is madness. We know because we’ve been told a million times that the signal from your mobile phone will cause a petrol pump to explode.

We also know it will give us cancer. And we definitely know that if we switch on our BlackBerrys while we’re on a plane, even when it is trundling along the ground at 4mph, it will immediately veer onto the M4 and rush into London, where it will crash into Harrods.

There are many scare stories. Back in 1998 a Qantas jumbo went out of control over London. It lurched upwards, fell onto its side and was careering towards the city centre before the pilot managed to regain control. A subsequent investigation found that the autopilot had gone bonkers and that this might have been caused by signals from a passenger’s mobile phone.

In fact, there have been 50 incidents in recent years that investigators say could well have been caused by mobiles. And yet British Airways has decided that it’s OK to use them when on the ground. Most airlines say it’s OK above 10,000ft. And an Emirates Airbus I used the other day even had wi-fi to encourage their use. How on earth we managed to land in Dubai, I will never know. So many people were making calls, I fully expected to touch down in Leicester.

Except, of course, I didn’t, because I simply do not believe that mobile phones interfere with the safe passage of an airliner. Never have. And neither does any pilot I’ve met, or else they wouldn’t sit up there in the cockpit ringing their wives and their bookmakers pretty much constantly.

Think about it. To make sure the plane does not crash or explode, passengers are told to place their cricket bats and bows and arrows and toothpaste in the hold. And before they are even allowed into the departure hall, they must pass through a machine that allows security personnel to have a look at their genitals and their breasts.

Before takeoff a lady with a Manchester accent will come on the public address system to lay down a few rules and why they are necessary. You must remain seated with your seatbelt fastened in case of turbulence. For health and safety reasons you are not allowed to smoke in the lavatories, and detectors are fitted to make sure you comply. Drinks will not be served to anyone who’s had one too many already. Everything electronic must be turned off completely. And then you are told how to put a mask on. The announcement usually goes on until you are over the Azores.

And then it’s time for the announcement about preparations for landing. On Virgin, in particular, this takes about 16 hours. They tell you that things may have moved in the overhead bins and how to position your seat and what sort of headphones to use, and that smoking is still not allowed anywhere at all, ever. And then they come through the cabin to make sure that absolutely nothing at all is on the floor in front of your seat. Or on your knee. Even a sheet of newspaper or a sock is deemed to be hazardous and must be stowed.

You know, as the lady from Manchester drones on and on, that the airline and the aviation authority have addressed every conceivable issue. That every possible danger has been eradicated.

Which raises the question: if you are not trusted to travel with a tube of toothpaste, do you really think for a moment that they are going to let you board with a device that can cause the plane to lurch about and crash? You think they would trust you to turn it off? Not a chance.

If phones were even the slightest bit dangerous, I can absolutely guarantee that you would be told to put yours in the hold with your deodorant and your rounders bat and your cigarette lighter.

And it’s not just me saying this either. Airbus has subjected its planes to such a fearsome radar bombardment, the skin of the plane was hot enough to toast bread. And none of its equipment was affected. Boeing has done much the same thing with similar results.

So I reckon using your phone on a plane is no more dangerous than driving a van into 3ft of water. But two weeks ago I wasn’t allowed to do that either.
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