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Jinx continued the story. “Right below the light, that’s home plate. The idea is to 
drop a bat, but after three strikes, you’re out, and you have to take a turn throwing the 
gumdrops.”

Okay, so my staff was just having fun whacking bats, not freaking out on me. “Terrific, 
but keep those brooms out of Yolanda’s sight.” From what I know about what animals 
do when they’re startled, the bats would be doing their share of dropping, too. I had 
no intention of scrubbing bat shit out of broom straw, no matter what Theresa’s mom 
said. The bat game developed into a nightly ritual for the counselors, for the bats kept 
coming … and coming. And we owed all our fun to the congenial breeding ground 
lurking under the eaves of Uncle Joe’s cabin. It was hard on the brooms, but there were 
no losers in the bat-the-bat contest. It also built a camaraderie among the counselors 
that gave them a leg up in dealing with the kids. And the bats either liked the gumdrops 
or the quick rubdown with the brooms. Like I said, everybody was a winner.

Uncle Joe wasn’t too keen on the bats, 
however, so when he took possession of 
the cabin, he slept with a baseball bat at 
his side. When the chittering above him 
became deafening, he’d pound on the 
wall with his bat. This shut up the bats, but 
it also shook loose a shower of bat shit. 
Before too long, he moved to the trailer 
behind the dining hall, and I didn’t blame 
him. Uncle Joe was the Bat Cabin’s last 
full-time tenant, but we continued to use 
it for storage and for sleepover guests we 
didn’t like too much. I guess we were pretty 
sadistic. After we watched the unwelcome 
guests go into the Bat Cabin, we’d set up 
chairs in front of the dining hall and make 
bets on how long it would take for them to 
come screaming out. When they did, we 
laughed till our guts ached.

Theresa: Don’s story about the bats is typical of the crazy things our counselors 
would do, but they also did a great job with the children, giving them both home-
work support and companionship in the evenings. Don and I, of course, were there 
for the campers 24/7. Since I had four kids of my own, I couldn’t help but cuddle the 
tearful little eight-year-olds when they were trying so hard to be brave. Giving them 
big hugs and talking to them in a mommy sort of way usually did the trick, and 
they returned our affection with a vengeance. All I—or any other woman—had 

Uncle Joe and family at the “Bat Cabin.”


