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Vic Vermin wiped his hand over his scruffy face as he sat on the plane watching the luggage handlers load the baggage.

He saw a wooden crate on the conveyor belt. 

Looks odd.

He bit his lower lip and squinted.

It was rugged and cracked on the side. The handler grabbed the crate and quickly retreated his hand.

Vic watched the handler quickly remove his glove and looked at his fingers as if inspecting them and turned to say something to the co-worker beside him. 

The other guy walked to the crate, peeked inside. He scrunched his nose as he stepped back shaking his head. He shrugged and mouthed to the other that looked like he said something like, ‘I guess we better load it.’

The other guy shrugged then they both lifted the crate from the bottom. They made sure they kept the crate away from their chest and their fingers away from the tiny holes.

Vic shook his head, chin cradled under his thumb as he watched it being loaded with the luggage.

Something’s not right there, he thought.

He sipped his water and shifted in his seat.

An old woman around her late seventies sat beside him. She smiled. “Good afternoon.”

“Good afternoon.”

“Nice day, isn’t it?”

“It is. Not a cloud in the sky. Should be an easy ride.”

“I hope so. I don’t do well on planes.” She held up her shaking hands. “Gives me the shakes.”

“You’re going to be fine.”

“Have you flown a lot?”

“More than I care too.”

Vic couldn’t help but watch the pretty blonde stewardess assisting the other passengers with their luggage. Her body shaped like an hourglass.

Hmmm. His eyebrows rose.

“I’m going to see my grandson. He’s in the Navy. I’ll tell you. The things we do for our grandkids.”

“That’s great. I was in the Navy,” Vic said.

“He’s going to be going to his first ship in two weeks. I’m going to spend some time in San Diego with him and my daughter.”

“So, your daughter lives in San Diego and that is where is first ship is. He got lucky on that one. Sandiego is a great place to be stationed.”

“Ohh, that’s so great to hear. I was hoping it was someplace nice. Where are you heading?”

“I’m going home. I have to be at work tomorrow morning.”

“What do you do?”

“I’m an exterminator.”

“Ohhh, I bet you’ve seen a lot of big bug problems.”

He grinned. “You can say that.”

The captain came on the loudspeaker and announced they will be departing soon and that they will be arriving in the wonderful and bright city of San Diego on time and the weather is perfect with a high of seventy degrees. 

The lady fastened her seatbelt. “Sure beats this Indiana weather. That’s some weird weather here.”

“It sure is.” And things around here keep getting weirder. “At least we should have a nice flight.”

The lady swallowed. “That’s good because I don’t like it when these things do all that jumping around. Makes me queasy.”

Vic watched the blonde flight attendant walking down the aisle, smiling, inspecting the seatbelts.

She paused in front of him. Smiled.

He smiled back and nodded.

The seat belt light went on as the plane was heading toward the runway. Vic glanced at the older woman beside him and grinned. “It’s going to be just fine.”

“I know, honey. I just get nervous.”

“Nothing to be nervous about.”

“There is when you get my age.”

“I suppose you’re right. Just let me know if you need anything.”

The plane paused, engines revved as and within a minute the plane was charging down the runway.

The woman’s fingers clutched the armrest as the plane bounced and jerked and left the ground heading into the clouds.

Climbing.

Vic looked over at her. “See, that wasn’t so bad.”

The woman giggled. “No. It wasn’t bad at all. Still, I couldn’t do this all the time though.”

The captain announced they were going to be in cruising altitude shortly and the flight attendants will be passing out drinks shortly.

A drink sounds good right now, Vic thought.

The captain came on and stated that they are running into a bit of turbulence but nothing to be concerned about and reassured everyone that it looks like smooth ride.

The woman exhaled. “That’s so good to know the weather hasn’t changed.”

“I agree,” Vic said.

Vic saw the blonde flight attendant in the front and wished she was in his section.

She noticed him looking and smiled and waved.

Vic smiled back.

The woman grasped the armrest as the plane jolted and dipped. “Whooooa. Almost lost my teeth on that one.”

He grinned as he leaned his seat back and covered his face with his Reds ball cap. He breathed deeply and exhaled.

This was going to be a long flight.

In the background he heard passengers asking for drinks and snacks, some asked for water. One man he heard seemed more demanding and asked for some sort of fancy cocktail that Vic could not pronounce. 

Vic shook his head.

Some people.

He was a beer man.

He was about to fall asleep when he heard a soft squeaking. It sounded like it was coming from the back.

Sounded like some sort of small animal.

Maybe I was just hearing things, he thought.

He heard it again. Subtle. 

He saw the stewardess pushing the soda cart five rolls in front of him. He chuckled when he realized it was the wheels on the cart making the noise.

She stopped in front of him. She had long shoulder length black hair and nice thin legs. “Would you like something to drink?”

“A water will be fine.”

He sipped his small plastic cup of water and listened to the squeaking wheels as she moved to the next aisle.

“Rat!” A woman screamed. “There’s a rat on this plane.”

The plane filled with screams as everyone looked down at their seat, raising their feet. Looking around. Searching.

Clutching their bags.

More screams erupted from the front all the way to the back of the plane.

Some were standing on their seats but were unable to actually balance.

The stewardess asked the lady. “I’m sorry, mam. I don’t think it was a rat. This plane is inspected and cleaned before we take off.”

“I’m telling you. I saw him. He went that way,” she pointed.

The stewardesses looked at each other and shrugged. The blonde looked at the woman who screamed. Her eyebrows lowered and tight lips as she glared at the woman.

A big man looked back at the screaming woman. “You mean you saw it by me?”

“Yes.  It ran right against that wall.”

“Raaaat!” A young girl screamed from the front.

“Where?” Someone asked.

“I hope it’s not rats.” Another said.

“Where there’s one there’s always more,” someone said.

Vic lifted his cap and sat up. For once he wished he could have a peaceful travel moment. Always something.

Last time it was spiders. Then once it was giant beetles. Geeez. When does it all stop?

Now rats?

He doubted that. But the plane was leaving out of New York.

Vic unbuckled and stood up. “Everyone relax. I’m an exterminator. He made his way toward the back to the woman aiming his flashlight along the aisle.

Inspecting.

SQUEAK SQUEAK

He heard it plain as day now.

“There it is,” someone screamed from the front of the plane. “It went back there.”

“Where?” a woman said, lifting her feet.

“It’s here,” a large man said. “Come get it.”

Vic made his way through the crowd of passengers bumping into several and accidentally knocking one of them down trying to navigate the crowded and narrow aisle.

He bumped into the pretty blonde attendant. They locked eyes momentarily. Vic felt a flutter in his gut.

She smiled.

“Excuse me.”  He slides between her and the seats. The perfume she was wearing was welcoming. “We’re going to have to quit meeting like this.”

“I like it.”

Yes. He’s got her hook, line and sinker. He wanted to continue talking to her.

“Excuse me,” a large man with black glasses nudged him. “Are you going to get that rat?”

“Yes. Of course.”

“It ran over there,” a woman said. “I saw it run under the seat.”

She pointed six aisles toward the front. Vic ran over there, shining his flashlight between the seats.

He paused.

“Droppings.”

“Rat droppings?” a woman asked.

Vic nodded. “Very much so.” He picked it up and held it between thumb and forefinger. Smelled it. Inspected it.

“That’s so gross,” a woman said. She looked older and all the wrinkles on her face showed she had
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