Mosquitoes Can Be Savage
Keith Garvey

'These are the savagest mosquitoes I've ever seen' I complained as I piled cow-dung on the fire.

'My boy' said Uncle Harry, 'you have never seen mosquitoes. These are only midgets compared with the mossies in the Warialda district.'

Harry began to draw on his pipe, and as the nicotine hissed and bubbled it became apparent that the old gun was a better mosquito repellent than the cow-dung.

'I went to a job some years ago at Bogamildi' Harry began, 'cementing a tank in one of the back paddocks. I put all me tools in the tank ready for an early start next morning, and boils the billy for tea. Suddenly, as I'm bendin' over the fire I feels a fierce pain in the back of me neck. I reached back and slapped it hard, and down falls what I thought was a giant grasshopper, but on closer inspection I finds it's a mosquito. Only the one, and his sting was still embedded in me neck. I pulls it out with some difficulty About the size of a darning needle it was. I came to the conclusion it was a freak mossie that had mutated by some prank of nature, but I soon found out I was wrong. He was only a forward scout. All of a sudden I hears a hummin' noise, growin' louder till it sounded like a thousand jet‑planes takin' off. Then black against the sky I sees this huge swarm of mosquitoes comin'. I legs it for the tanks, climbs inside and pulls the manhole cover over me.

'The mossies began to charge the tank. Small dents appeared, but the tank held. I peered out through a hole, and saw that the frontal attack had failed. Hundreds of dead bodies were piled up and I guessed that these extensive casualties had caused a ceasefire to be ordered.

'Next thing a swarm moves in slowly and lands on the tank and believe it or not, they starts drivin' their stings through the tin. I grabs me hammer and starts bendin' the stings over as fast as they came through. I dunno how many I bent, but it must have been a hell of a lot, because I was nearly knocked up when I feels the tank beginnin' to sway and move. I looks through me spy hole and finds the tank is well up above the trees, and flyin' at a good pace, due to the efforts of all those mossies I had tethered by their stings. We flew on for a long time, but as they grew weaker the tank slowly dropped to earth, and finally landed on a hill close to Bingara.'

Uncle Harry paused for a while.

'I never told anybody about it' he continued. 'People might have accused me of exaggeration. But the tale came out soon afterwards.'

'How was that?' I asked.

Harry relit his pipe and blew a cloud of odious smog.

'Check the records at Warialda Court House' he replied. 'You'll find I was fined a tenner for flyin' over the town without a licence. Come on, let's get a feed down before we get eaten alive.'
