It was the 14th century. A cog

 HYPERLINK "https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cog_(ship)"
 was sailing across the Baltic Sea, carrying beer barrels. The Hanseatic League

 HYPERLINK "https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hanseatic_League"
 was a commercial organization dependent on such vessels. This one was sailing from Danzig to Lübeck, in modern day German waters. They were expected to arrive in Lübeck next morning, to leave the beer and load some salted fish and iron goods.

Back in medieval times, rats were really a problem, and especially on ships. It's hard to imagine how much food or goods were lost to rats back in those days. An example of this happened on board that cog, on a calm summer night.

That cog was really small, and her crew had strict orders to catch and kill any rat they saw, to protect their commodity. So, there was only a rat left on board. We'll call her Heike. Her color was dark grey, and she was quite young. She was small, not much bigger than a regular mouse, but she was already a full grown young adult. She was fertile, ready to get pregnant and continue expanding the numbers of her rodent kind. Sadly for her, she couldn't, because she was the only rat left alive on that ship. Heike had been smart and fast enough to escape and hide from the human crew, unlike her fellows, who had all perished, hit by the ruthless human sticks...

Mother nature had given Heike a set of very sharp and continually growing teeth, some very strong gastric juices, intestinal bacteria able to decompose cellulose and an amazing immune system. She was able to eat and digest pretty much everything of animal or plant origin. On board the cog, there wasn't a single piece of leather or barrel which didn't have her teeth marks. She also enjoyed eating the sea biscuits, which were the base of the human sailors' diet. And she was driving them nuts.

That summer night, Heike went out her hiding place in the cog's hold. She listened, and when she was sure that the humans were not there, she ran towards one of the barrels she was gnawing on. She found her hole on the oak wood and continued gnawing.

Oak wood was very tough, but it was no rival to her strong teeth and jaws. Her powerful masseter muscles tensed as her huge yellow incisors scratched the wood, removing tiny pieces of it in every bite, which she usually swallowed. Her appetite simply had no limits. The sound of her gnawing was loud and clear, so it was only a matter of time that humans appeared. Luckily for her, the final layer of wood in the hole gave way before that happened. The beer started flowing from the barrel with a gurgling sound. Heike got all wet from it, while she cutely moved her muzzle and stuck her tongue out, drinking and tasting the delicious barley juice, while it spilled all over the hold's floor.

Suddenly, she heard a human entering the hold, so she ran towards her hiding place as fast as she could.

"Oh, that offspring of Lucifer again!", the sailor exclaimed. He made the sign of the Cross and ran towards the barrel, twisting it, leaving the hole on top to prevent the loss of even more beer.

Meanwhile, Heike yawned under a board, showing her whiter and pitty molar teeth. With her belly full of beer and wood, she soon fell asleep.

Next morning, the cog had docked in Lübeck. The port was big, busy and dirty. The sailors started unloading the beer barrels, after blocking the hole Heike had gnawed through.

Karl was a large gull, thriving on the many forms of food the bustling coastal city provided to the quick witted, the avian and, most importantly, the cunning. His wing span exceeded one metre at this point, making him one of the largest gulls at the harbour, granting him the additional luxury of being able to bully other birds or even cats out of their hard earned meals to easily consume them himself. In those days, it was easy enough to find fish in the water. Radar based fishery systems which could eradicate entire populations of sardines in one afternoon had not yet been invented, and the fishing rods and hand thrown nets of the medieval people left more than enough for him to live off comfortably. Yet, there were easier ways of getting food which did not include having to dive under water. The bird was so well off that comfort was an actual concern to him and so he preferred going after the chicks of doves or other seabirds, or hunting down clueless rodents which did obviously well for themselves, given how much edible materials the humans tossed away. There were literal mountains of fish heads and chicken guts piling up at the market places and the resulting reek was the base of a little food chain in its own, starting with filth and encompassing insects, small birds, rodents, house cats and on top of it all, Karl and his kind.


Right now he was soaring over the harbour, finding a newly arrived ship which had not been there the evening before. He knew ships meant food. Eventually they would drop some bread or toss away stale meat their sensitive stomachs could not process. And the gull had all the time in the world gliding overhead, waiting for his handout of free food.

Heike's little warm-blooded body had completely digested all the beer and the wood she had consumed last night. She was feeling very hungry when the cog docked. Small, warm-blooded animals eat the most compared to their size.

She was able to smell that the port was plentiful in edible stuff, which made her even more hungry. When the men finished unloading the barrels, and she felt like the little ship was empty, she went out her hiding place and ran towards the crack next to the trapdoor between the deck and the hold.

Once on the deck, Heike observed her surroundings. Definitively, she was alone in the ship. Now, her priority was to get to land to gobble up some chicken guts or fish heads. She saw the thick hemp ropes which kept the cog tied. They were a perfect bridge for her, so she started walking on one of them, towards the pier. There were no humans or cats nearby, so she was confident and calm.

Low above the harbour, Karl was looking for an easy meal, gazing over working shoremen with a good deal of boredom until a small moving dot caught his attention. He banked over to take a closer look and sure enough there was a rat scurrying along one of the cables of the new ship. Already he started to salivate, his body's way of telling him that it wanted to have that rodent. If his approach worked out nicely, the rat would be a lot easier to snatch up than a fish and still nourish his greedy avian body until dusk. The gull lowered his altitude, eyes bolted to the fast moving figure below him, ignoring everything else while his brain was suddenly recalling dozens of similar events which usually ended in a little wiggling lump kicking around in his crop. He tried his best to remain unseen until he started his advance, the open ground near the docks his best chance of getting his prey. He dropped down fash and tried to catch the rat in his beak mid strafe, aiming for its rear end.

Heike was grabbing on the rope with her claws. She jumped from the rope to the ground, when she noticed Karl, a huge seagull, flying towards her. Her instincts kicked in, recognizing him as the predator he was, and Heike started running for her life. Unfortunately, by doing so she exposed herself even more, because she ran towards an open space, where she was even more vulnerable. Heike screamed in terror, like the rat she was. Adrenaline flooded her bloodstream.

Nearby, Hans, a young boy who had been helping his fisherman father, noticed the scene. He knew firsthand from his job at the sea and the port that seagulls were opportunistic and greedy eaters, but he had never seen one catching and eating a rat. So, he stared at Karl and Heike with much interest.

Karl was sublimely annoyed by the stroke of luck which had allowed the rat to escape his first attempt. But apart from the flapping of his wings he made no noise, circled around and tried again.


The open was a better place for him to go after such a prey, and with enough space to plan and carry out his attacks, the third or fourth succeeded. His open bill eventually impacted the rat sideways, scooping it up. Triumphantly, he clamped down his beak, securing his now helpless prey and and lifted her up as he landed to swallow her in piece. He would enjoy every last of her futile struggles for the troubles she had caused.


Heike screamed even louder when she suddenly felt the strong clamp of Karl's beak squeezing her body. She had had no time to hide. It was her end. Her short life was about to finish. She left no offspring behind her, so she and her lineage were about to disappear forever, only to keep a greedy seagull satisfied for a brief time. Her body would cease to exist completely, consumed by his...

Heike wriggled, kicked and screamed, but to no avail. She could feel the heat and the humidity of Karl's maw around her body. She tried to scratch his predator's face, but she couldn't reach it. She was too small.

The gull came to a stop in the middle of the open pier, lifting up his head proudly and then starting to feed. He opened his beak slightly and jabbed his head forwards at the same time, using his meal's inertia to force her back into his gullet. One slip at a time, the rat was consumed, transported into the elastic chute which had devoured so many vermin before her. The hard ridges on the gull's tongue and the top half of his beak helped to refuse her any chance of escaping, while his warm, moist throat pulled eagerly on her rear. With a few additional bobs of his head, he finished her off, leaving no trace of the rat other than a wiggly bulge which slid down a little bit before she plopped into his capacious crop which occupied most of his neck. With nowhere for his meal to go but through his digestive tract, Karl spread his wings and took to the air, aiming to land on a roof where he could guide his breakfast down into his stomach in peace.

Heike screamed as she was forced down Karl's gullet. She was kicking and shaking so hard, that she was almost breaking some of the bones in her legs, but to no avail. She was going to perish as a snack for a seagull, no matter what she did.

The ridges in Karl's maw prevented her from escaping very efficiently. She was trapped in a one-way tube, which headed to her predator's belly, and only there. Whenever she tried to move any part of her body towards the outside world, it would meet the rough ridges and be stopped. But the ridges felt soft when she moved towards his belly. Every millimeter that Heike went down, was a millimeter irremediably lost. She couldn't do anything, but kick, scream and go down, as she was eagerly consumed. She was also in terrible pain when her predator shook his head, to swallow better.

Heike continued screaming and kicking after becoming a bulge in Karl's neck, and partially filling his huge crop. Everything was dark. The avian heat of Karl's body was unbearable as well. She felt like her body was burning. And she wasn't even facing any acid yet. Breathing had become harder too, due to the heat and the humidity. Still, she didn't feel like she was going to die suffocated. She could still breathe inside Karl's big crop. She felt it when Karl started flying.

The little Hans, for his part, felt astonished to have seen the rat disappearing so quickly down the gull's gullet. "Thankfully, I am not a rat!", he thought. "Otherwise, that gull would come and swallow me as well". He left, for the seagull was gone and he had nothing else to see.


Now safe from being trambled or chased, Karl could finally enjoy his meal. He stretched out his neck and pointed his beak at the sky as he swallowed, sending drool drippling down over Heike while he felt her body slipping further down. It took some motion and some more lubricant to finally get her slippery, but eventually he felt the tiring weight in his throat sliding further down. The bulge took on some speed before it was stopped in a little impact when the doomed rat reached his stomach. It was even hotter there and the gull would simply sit down on the roof, enjoying himself and the scenery with his digestive tract occupied. The stomach was a narrow but stretchy chamber, meant to smother the meal in strong, warm acids before pressing it into the gizzard, where the actual digestion would take place. Still, it would start burning immediately.

Heike's fur soaked up the lubricating drool. It felt disgusting. She was still screaming, but her kicks had become weaker. She was exhausted and feeling like she was about to pass out.

Unfortunately for her, she didn't pass out. She was conscious as she slid all the way down. She couldn't do anything to prevent it. Her slippery, wet legs couldn't grab anywhere. She couldn't hurt his crop's walls either, because they were too slimy and because her strength was failing.

Once the drool covered her completely, she slid down quite fast, and she entered Karl's hungry stomach without having much time to react. There wasn't much that she could have done, anyway.

Inside the stomach, Heike could barely move. She was tightly trapped. The organ's walls squeezed her all over her body. The powerful and acidic gastric juices burnt her nose, her paws, her ears, her mouth and, more than anything, her eyes. She also felt her teeth becoming rough, as the hydrochloric acid

 HYPERLINK "https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hydrochloric_acid"
 eroded her enamel. The heat was even worse inside there. Heat is important to digest proteins.

She shook her whole body, as hard as she could, and she continued screaming. Screaming is a natural reaction in dangerous situations, because it's like a way to ask for help. But deep inside Karl's digestive system, nobody would help Heike.

Karl could feel her struggles change in his belly as the acids commenced their work on the rat. But her torment was not yet over. Before she was allowed the bliss of suffocation she was yet to feel his body squeezing her even further down into the deepest part of his belly. First the acids slipped into the next chamber and then the muscles contracted harshly enough to press her on and through another sphincter. Exhausted and badly hurt, yet alive, she arrived at the gizzard, a harsh chamber with thick muscular walls and hard ridged walls. As soon as she entered, there was a hardly ever stopping dribble of acids pouring in from the stomach, while her soaking body was being crushed and churned around. Karl's gizzard was kneading and pressing about five times her body mass on her, tearing on her skin and pelt, allowing the acids to work much faster, and in due time tearing her up into bloody giblets.

Heike was pushed towards Karl's gizzard. She was squeezed even more when she passed through the sphincter which opened onto it, but that was nothing compared to what she had to suffer on the other side.

The gizzard's hard ridges wounded her all over. Her numerous wounds started to sting as much as her eyes. The powerful muscular walls were pressing her so much, that she had troubles breathing as well. The foul, hot and humid air had already been making her a little light-headed, so she finally passed out. She died soon after from suffocation and wounds.

Nothing recognizable was left of her, thanks to Karl's efficient, avian digestive system.

With the prey finally dead and the pleasant internal massage stopped, Karl's gizzard could finally start to really do its job. By that time, the empty crop and idly acid drooling stomach had animated the gull to take to the air again and look for a replacement for the rat, which was currently being torn to pieces. The convulsing mass of firm ridged muscles which encompassed the remains of Heike made sure that her spine was broken in short time before her body would burst like an overripe fruit under the steady onslaught of the gizzard and the strong acids continuously flooding it. Within less than two hours her flesh and organs were liquefied, reduced to a nice slurry to fuel the avian predator as the broken, acid pitted bones and her fur were creating a soggy pellet to be expelled later.

