
Confessions of a Traveler 

I have a confession to make.   

Forgive me… I have been really bad.  I can’t help it.  I think it must be the close quarters that cause my primal instincts take 

over, and maybe a little ADHD.  I get territorial, cranky, annoying.  I jiggle and wiggle, I sigh and grumble.  I toss, I turn, I roll 

into a ball then flip over. 

I am that nightmare seat mate on your last plane trip… 

I’m the one who grabbed the last pillow, stole the extra blanket.  I stretched unapologetically into that empty seat between us 

and claimed it for my own before you even arrived.  Should you complain, you will be graced by my stinky socks.  At any 

rate, you will likely be confronted by them somewhere along the way as I tuck my toes into the seat pocket or your armrest.   

When you weren’t looking, I also stole the headphones out of your seat pocket – you weren’t going to use them right ?  

Those crumbs ?  Those are mine, as is the gum stuck in your air sickness bag.  Who is eating that smelly garlicky sandwich 

?  That would be yours truly…  I can’t stomach the airline “food” so I bring my own and the smellier the better.  That however 

doesn’t stop me from complaining about the terribly disgusting how-can-they-call-it-food.  Maybe you’ll change seats if it 

bothers you enough!  It’s win-win for me either way. 

And don’t even try to talk to me… I’ve got my head in the latest Sci-Fi novel and I don’t want to be disturbed.  You’ll certainly 

feel the warning vibes; they’re hard to miss…  If you don’t, you will clue in quick enough.  At least for a moment I am not 

bothering you (much)… 

But your peace will be short lived, as I pull out things from my massive bags and bump your seat…  Two carry-on items per 

person ?  You’re kidding right ?  That’s for amateurs.  All you have to do is cram all your things overflowing into one bag, the 

stuff that doesn’t fit you pretend was purchased at the airport souvenir shop, and then tuck the rest into your pockets and 

down your pants.  Once on board, I just let the overflow crowd your leg space.  I prefer it in your space rather than mine. 

You wish to take a nap ?  You don’t actually think I am going to lower my shade do you ???  Most definitely not!  I’ve actually 

had a battle of wills with a few flight attendants on this one.  I never ever lower the shade, even when the sun is blinding my 

eyes. 

You finally managed a little shut eye ?  I’m sure my knees in your back and my feet on your armrest will take care of that 

quickly.  Should you try to complain again, remember I haven’t brushed my teeth in over 24 hours – do you really want to 

have a conversation with me ???   

I am a black belt when it comes to airplane territory wars.  For your safety and peace of mind, please don’t start a war with 

me. I will make it my unending goal to protect my imaginary turf and invade yours until you sigh in relief at your eminent 

escape as the plane touches down… 

I wish I could say that my bad behavior on planes was a rare occurrence, but I would be lying.  Any trip over 2 hours and I 

quickly begin to lose my manners.  Survival instinct takes over, and it’s Lord of the Flies.   

Is the lack of a working TV monitor an adequate excuse ?  How about a headache ? Oh, did I give you one too ? Sorry about 

that…  Those kids a few aisles up may have been better behaved than I was?  Sorry again, my Mother obviously didn’t do 

her job in raising me right.  I’ll have to talk to her about that… 

So, to all my future seatmates, I apologize in advance for my misbehavior.   Please forgive me for my multiple 

transgressions.  I just somehow can’t help it… Perhaps a little therapy is in order? 

- Anonymous 

PS – I apologize to the nice English lady that sat next to me on my last trip.  I am sure you are a wonderful human 

being.  We were fairly well matched, perhaps that was the problem.  Unfortunately it just became sport in the end… 

PPS – Oops, sorry…forgot deodorant again this morning. 


