     Aunt Sukie was moaning about something whizzing around her face—then Effie Mae. They were shuffling about like two old sows, kicking the blankets off me and Tut and sitting upright scratching the daylights out of their legs. It was a constant scratch. You could hear fingernails gouging the scalp and each of them was saying, “Scratch my back. Down, jist a little bit. No yer missin’ it. Go up further.” It was contagious.

     Tut kept yelling, “J. D., stop a ticklin’ my face. Don’t cha be doin’ thet agin’. Sumthin’s itchin’my laigs! It’s whizzin’ round my haid. It’s a bitin’ real bad. It’s them durned old blud suckin’ skeeters.”

     I have to admit they weren’t the only ones who were itching. I was 

clawing at my butt and around certain areas: that shouldn’t be clawed. All of a sudden, a mosquito sat down on my ear lobe and bit the living hell out of me. It laid an itch on me so bad, that my ear swelled up the size of a hornet’s nest. My ear was on fire and it felt like someone had whacked me in the head with a board. I could feel my ear burning but soon forgot about it when my other ear--.was attacked in a feeding frenzy. A mosquito was lodged inside my ear and buzzing like crazy. I jerked the covers up around my head so tight that I couldn’t breathe. When I jerked the covers up, I exposed the bare ankles to the blood sucking varmits. They hovered over my legs like buzzards looking for a good juicy meal.

     Aunt Sukie and Effie Mae were fanning the air trying to shoo the 

mosquitoes away but were not having any luck. Fanning the air created an enormous suction and forced the mosquitoes under the covers. Great balls of fire, we were encased with an itch beneath our clothes and covered on the outside with mosquitoes—lying in wait to devour any precious exposed skin. There was not one square inch on any of our bodies without a whelp the size of a goose egg! 

tiny little red chiggers embedded in every fold of our skin.
