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The Plaid Memorandum

By Bert Paul



Chapter 1. Obituaries

“How DARE they!” exclaimed Mrs. Plaid, who was eating breakfast in her house.

“What a load of crap! How can they do this?” yelled old Mr. P, who was eating breakfast in his house.

Both Mrs. Plaid and old Mr. P read the T-Ville Times while eating breakfast, and they always turned first to the obituaries to see who they had outlived. It was a hobby they shared, but they probably didn’t know it. Both were dismayed to read their own obituaries that morning, and they were both of the opinion the local newspaper was a little premature in publishing them. They also were incensed that the obituaries were not quite accurate.

Mrs. Plaid’s obituary:

Mrs. Plaid passed away at her home yesterday morning. She was raised by wild chickens on the island of Borneo, but moved to England after the Wild Man of Borneo ate all the chickens. Soon after moving to England, she emigrated to the United States. She traveled all the way from Southampton, England to New York City as a stowaway in the cargo hold of the Titanic, which sank en route on its maiden voyage in 1912.

She was educated at the Miss Fortune School of Hard Knocks and was crowned Miss America of 1914. She signed the Treaty of Versailles in 1919 using an assumed name, adding a clause that was blamed for causing ill will and sparking World War II some 20 years later.

She single-handedly won women the right to vote in 1920 and became a famous brain surgeon and rocket scientist by 1940. She was a quadruple spy during World War II, until both the Allies and Axis powers were so thoroughly confused by her efforts they begged her to stop and sent her to ride out the rest of the war in the Bahamas. There she whiled away the time playing Canasta and strip poker with the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, who were living there at the time.

Her travel restrictions were eventually lifted, at which time she traveled to T-Ville and took up her post as Supreme Commander of High Towers, Division 42.Z Living for the elderly, funded by HUD.

An undisclosed number of husbands predeceased her, and she is survived by unspecified relatives. Due to national security reasons, many details cannot be disclosed. Foul play is suspected. The investigation is ongoing.

Mr. P’s obituary:

Mr. P passed away yesterday evening at his home under suspicious circumstances.

Mr. P was born on the wing of a biplane just after it crash-landed on Pike’s Peak in a blizzard. In his formative years, he walked uphill both ways to and from school in chest-high snow all year round. He excelled at recess and writing his name in the snow with warm liquid of his own manufacture.

As a teenager, he kept Nazi troops from invading Bog Hollow. Later, he single-handedly fought and won all the wars of Bermuda. He designed and built the Taj Mahal, the New River Gorge bridge on U.S. 19 in West Virginia, and Times Square. He developed a controversial cure for Pittsburgh, but so far no one has ever used it.

After he patented the flashdark—the opposite of the flashlight—he returned to T-Ville and spent many years warping the minds of local youth. After his retirement, he spent a lot of time engaged in his favorite hobbies: doing things that are highly inadvisable or dangerous, operating motorized vehicles way too fast, being difficult, and complaining about things that most people wouldn’t bother about. (“We know Mr. P will complain for us, so we don’t have to,” said many appreciative members of the public.)

He outlived some people but died before some others. Exact details cannot be given due to national security reasons. Foul play is suspected. The investigation is ongoing.

“And that picture of me is NOT me!” said Mrs. Plaid.

There was no picture for Mr. P.

Mrs. Plaid was highly annoyed. She decided to stop at the T-Ville Times office on her way to work. Mr. P decided to make a special trip to the T-Ville Times office. He was retired and not on his way to work anymore.

So as the chapter ends, they are both on their way to the newspaper office. It will take them most of Chapter 2 to get there, so Chapter 2 has to be about something else, most likely the Vladivostok family.

Mrs. Plaid and old Mr. P were not worried yet about the Large Hadron Collider. Why should they be? They were also not worried about the industrial spy lurking about in the tunnel beneath the Swiss-French border, where the Collider is located. And since they weren’t worried about that, they couldn’t possibly worry about the information the spy was gathering.



Chapter 2. Time for the Vladivostoks to make an entrance

“Good morning!” said the butler, cheerfully. “I’ve brought you coffee, juice, and a cinnamon roll.” He placed the tray on the bed between Mr. (Byron) and Mrs. (Vladexa) Vladivostok. The Vladivostoks yawned and stretched, like people do when they’ve just been wakened too early by butlers they don’t have, bearing trays of breakfast they didn’t order.

“Oh, er, how nice,” said Vladexa, sipping her coffee and looking puzzled.

“Hmmm,” said Byron, frowning and biting into the cinnamon roll, which he then spit out. “Yuck!” he said. “This is an anchovy roll, not a cinnamon roll.”

“You were out of cinnamon. But you have a case of anchovies in the garage, so I used those instead,” said the butler. “Now, enjoy your morning pick-me-up. Meanwhile, I’ll go down and start a full breakfast, now you’re awake. The other people have been hungry and waiting for over an hour.” The butler withdrew from the master bedroom and returned to the kitchen.

“Something is wrong,” said Byron. “We don’t have a butler. No one here likes anchovies, so why is there a case of them in the garage? And what ‘other people’ could be downstairs waiting for breakfast?”

Byron had a good point. Their three children were grown up and seldom in the house any more. Vladerina, the middle child, and her husband Codeine Sleepfield, worked as nurses in area hospitals and had their own home. Vladimir, their eldest child and only son, was in graduate school studying lunatics. The youngest, Vladetta, still lived at home, but she wasn’t home often. She, too, was a nurse. She had worked a late shift the previous night, so she would be sound asleep and not downstairs waiting for breakfast. Well, at least SOMEBODY was snoring in her room down the hall, and Mr. and Mrs. Vladivostok assumed it was their youngest.

“Maybe we should go downstairs and see what is going on,” said Vladexa.

“I suppose you’re right,” agreed Byron. They went downstairs.

A man in a tuxedo and a woman in an elegant evening gown were seated at the dining room table, napkins folded on their laps.

“Well, here are the sleepyheads,” said the woman, brightly.

“Finally!” said the man. “We thought you’d still be up when we got here.”

Byron and Vladexa looked at each other. Vladexa said, “Who ARE you? And what are you doing here?” In the background, Byron and Vladexa could see the so-called butler busily preparing a big breakfast of bacon, eggs, ham, home fries, and toast.

The man and woman looked at each other, perplexed. “Why, we’re the Swahilis,” said the man. “I’m Tomalok, and this is my wife, Michelina. We were invited.” He handed over an invitation.

“This is an invitation to a turkey shoot. For November, 1984,” said Byron. “And it’s from the T-Ville Hunters and Liars Club. They disbanded in 1988.”

“Yeah,” said Vladexa, “but we’re not sure whether to believe them.”

“You’re not helping,” said Byron to Vladexa, quietly. Louder, to the Swahilis, he said, “Now, who ARE you people? Your name sounds familiar, but I can’t quite place you.”

“Oh, that’s easy,” said Vladetta, who had just come downstairs, sleepy, but awakened by the delicious smell of frying bacon. “They’re the people who crashed the White House party in November 2009.”

“We were INVITED,” insisted Mr. and Mrs. Swahili in unison.

“Breakfast is served,” announced the butler.

“We might as well eat,” said Vladetta, seating herself at the table beside Mrs. Swahili. “We’re going to need our strength to get through this.”

“To get through WHAT?” asked Mrs. Vladivostok.

“Goodness, you MUST still be half asleep,” said Vladetta. “Think about it. A bogus butler, two wannabe celebrities faking their way into our house, a case of anchovies in the garage…what does that all suggest?”

Byron and Vladexa closed their eyes and groaned. “Story!” they cried together.

A knock on the door and a cheery “Hello!” confirmed their worst suspicions. They were caught up in yet another Uncle Bert story. Ordinarily, everyone tried to flee when they saw they were in an Uncle Bert story, but it never worked. By the time you know you are in a story, it is already too late. So you just have to stay and make the best of it.

“Let’s eat!” said Uncle Bert, entering the house and seating himself next to Mr. Swahili. Resigning themselves to the inevitable, Byron and Vladexa sat down and joined the others in a hearty breakfast.
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