
Mosquito’s Revenge 

She sat naked in her car waiting for the mosquito to land on her clothes. She had arranged them 

to look like a sleeping person, with the headrest for a head. She knew it was raining outside, a thunder 

storm that shook the car and thapped against the windows, machine gunned against the roof of the car, 

but she didn’t hear or feel any of it. Not right now. She waited for the goddamned mosquito to come out 

from hiding and land on her clothes so she could demolish it and get on with her life. 

 The thought had been to fold down the back seat, climb into the truck and get the handle from 

the jack to use it, but when she ran through the exercise of doing so her in head, there was no 

guarantee she would get around fast enough and had enough room to swing it. It did occur to her that 

she might damage her car, too, with such a heavy weapon, but that was not what changed her mind. 

One hit, one kill. That was what she wanted. This would be her only chance. She would use her hand, 

bring it down on its tiny body, and smash it. 

 As a kid, when she visited her aunt’s farm (she actually was lucky to have two aunts and was 

young enough to love them before learning much later in life that not everyone else understood that 

love) after dinner she would sit on the front porch and read, or if it was raining or too warm to be out, 

she’d stay inside and listen to the radio. The farm was way out in the country and she wasn’t so old that 

television hadn’t been invented yet, rather that they didn’t have an antenna that gave a good television 

signal but they managed to get excellent radio reception. She became a lifelong CBC Radio supporter 

before she was twelve years old. But, in August, just at the tail end of summer, if she wasn’t reading or 

listening, she was out in the backyard, near to her aunts’s huge vegetable garden, sitting on the picnic 

table – never on the bench, always on the table (no one ever ate at it anyway, near as she could 

remember) – assassinating mosquitos.  

It all started after she experimented with something she learned from the girls at recess – that if 

you used your thumbnail to press in the shape of a cross on the mosquito bite that it would heal faster. 

So she let the mosquitos bite her to see if it would work. Several dozen painful, itchy bites later, she 

learned that it didn’t work. And for some reason, that made them itch and hurt even more. So, she 

devised a plan. 

 She would sit, holding out her forearm, waiting for one to land. In August, a hot, muggy month 

for evenings in that area, it didn’t take long. And when it did she would let it dig it’s proboscis in, she 

would see it push in just a little bit, and then she would clench her fist and bend it towards her, tensing 

all of her muscles and locking the little bloodsucker in place. It would try to pull out, once it had drank its 

fill, but it wouldn’t be able to. And she’d hold that position as long as she could until the mosquito 

actually exploded on her forearm. The plus side to all of this is that she learned that the mosquito would 

not deposit it’s venom in the wound, so the remaining bite would not so much as itch while it healed. 

She could do that for an hour or more, until the sun went down.  

 When her aunt caught her doing it (not her mother’s sister but the other aunt) she seemed 

embarrassed and uncomfortable when asking for her to stop doing that. At the time, she didn’t 

understand the problem with it. There were millions and millions of them and they were going to bite 



you anyway, and the odds were at least half of them would be swatted dead and when they did bite and 

pull away before you swatted them, the resulting bite would itch for days when it healed.  

  


