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Mr Monroe QOutwits a Bat

The Monroes opened their summer place a little late,
for carking cares had kept them long in town. The grass was
greening and tangled when they arrived ,and the house had a
woodsy smell. Mr Monroe took a deep breath. ‘I’ 1l get a
great sleep tonight,’ he said. He put on some old clothes,
pottered around inspecting doors and windows, whistling.
After dinner he went out under the stars and smelled the
clear fine air. Abruptly there came to his ears a little scream
from inside the house-—the scream his wife gave when she
dropped a cup or when some other trivial tragedy of the
kitchen occurred. Mr Monroe hurried inside.

‘Spider!’ cried Mrs Monroe. ‘Oh,kill it, kill it]’ She
always held that a spider,encountered but not slain turned
up in one’s bed at night. Mr Monroe loved to kill spiders for
his wife. He whacked this one off a tea towel with a
newspaper ,and scooped it outside the door into the petunia
bed. It gave nim a feeling of power, and enhanced the
sweetness of his little wife’s dependence on him. He was
still glowing with his triumph,in a small, warm way, when
he went to bed.

‘Good night, dear,’ he called, deeply. His voice was
always a little deeper than usual,after a triumph.

‘Good night ,dear,”she called*back {rom her room.



The night was sweet and clear. Nice old creaking
sounds ran down the steps and back up again. Some of them
sounded like the steps of a person.

‘Afraid ,dear?’ he called out.

‘Not with you here,’she answered sleepily. There was
a long pleasant silence. Mr Monroe began to drowse. A very
ominous sound brought him out of it,a distinct flut,a firm,
insistent ,rhythmic flut.

‘Bat ! > muttered Mr Monroe to himself.

At first he took the advent of the bat calmly. It seemed
to be flying high,near the ceiling: He even boldly raised up
on his elbows and peered through the dark. As he did so the
bat ,apparently out of sheer malice ,almost clipped the top of
his head. Mr Monroe scrambled under the covers, but
instantly recovered his composure and put his head out
again—just as the bat,returning on its orbit ,skimmed across
the bed once more. Mr Monroe pulled the covers over his
read. It was the bat’s round.

‘Restless,dear?’ called his wife ,through her open door.

*‘What?’ he said.

‘Why,what’s the matter?’ she asked,slightly alarmed
at his muffled tone.

‘I’ m all right,it’s okay,” responded Mr Monroe,{rom
under the covers.

“You sound funny,’said his wife. There was a pause.

‘Good night,dear,’ called Mr Monroe, poking his head
out to say this,and pulling it in again.
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‘Good night. ’

He strained his ears to hear through the covers, and
found he could. The bat was still flitting above the bed in
measured ,relentless intervals. The notion came to the warm
and stuffy Mr Monroe that the incessant repetition of a
noise at regular intervals might drive a person crazy. He
dismissed the thought ,or tried to. If the dripping of water on
a man’s head,slowly,drip,drip ,drip—flut ,flut , flut—

‘Damn it,’ said Mr Monroe to himself. The bat was
apparently just getting into its swing. It was flying faster.
The first had just been practice. Mr Monroe suddenly
bethought himself of a great spread of mosquito netting
lying in a closet across the room. If he could get that and put
it over the bed,he could sleep in peace. He poked his nose
out from under the sheet,reached out a hand,and stealthily
felt around for a match on a table by the bed—the light
switch was yards away. Gradually his head and shoulders
emerged. The bat seermed to be waiting for just this move. It
zipped past his cheek. He flung himself back under the
covers,with a great squeaking of springs.

‘John?’called his wife.

‘What’s the matter now?” he asked querulously.

“What are you doing?’she demanded.

“There’s a bat in the room,if you want to know,” he
said, ‘and it keeps scraping the covers. ’ |

‘Scraping the covers?’

“Yes,scraping the covers. ’



‘It’ 1l go away,’said his wife. “They go away.’

‘I’11 drive it away!’shouted John Monroe,for his wife’
s tone was that of a mother addressing a child.

‘How the devil the damn bat ever --+” His voice grew
dim because he was now pretty far under the bed clothes.

‘I can’ t hear you,dear,’ said Mrs Monroe. He popped
his head out.

‘I say how long is it before they go away?’ he asked.

‘It’11 hang by its feet pretty soon and go to sleep,’said
his wife, soothingly. ‘It won’ t hurt you.’ This last had a
curious effect on Mr Monroe. Much to his own surprise he
sat upright in bed,a little angry. The bat actually got him
this time ,brushed his hair,with a little “Squeep!’

‘Hey !’ yelled Mr Monroe. |

‘What is it dear?’called his wife. He leaped out of bed,
now completely panic-stricken,and ran for his wife’s room.
He went in and closed the door behind him,and stood there.

‘Get in with me,dear,’said Mrs Monroe.

‘I’ m all right,’he retorted,irritably. ‘I simply want to
get something to rout that thing with. I couldn’ t find
anything in my room. ’He flicked on the lights.

“There’s no sense in your getting all worn out fighting
a bat, ’said his wife. “They’ re terribly quick. ’ There seemed
to him to be an amused sparkle in her eyes.

‘Well, I’ m terribly quick too,’ grumbled Mr Monroe,
trying to keep from shivering, and he slowly folded a
_ newspaper into a sort of club, With this in his hand he
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stepped to the door. ‘I’ll shut your door after me,”he said,
‘so the bat won’t get in your room. ’ He went out, firmly
closing the door behind him. He crept slowly along the hall
till he came to his own room. He waited a while and
listened. The bat was still going strong. Mr Monroe lifted
the paper club and struck the jamb of the door, from the
outside, a terrific blow. ‘Wham!’ went the blow. He hit
again, “‘Wham!’

‘Did you get it,dear?’called his wife,her voice coming
dimly through the door. | |

‘Okay,’cried her husband, ‘I got it. ’He waited a long
while. Then he slipped,on tiptoe,to a couch in the corridor
halfway between his room and his wife’s and gently,ever so
gently,let himself down upon it. He slept lightly ,because he
was pretty chilly, until dawn, got up and tiptoed to his
room. He peered in. The bat was gone. Mr Monroe got into
bed and went to sleep.
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