The Long Commute Home

Operation Fairbrother

When | was a youngster, | remember my Dad getting a ptelhigom a couple who
summered on Plum Island, named Benny and Irene Fairbrofiey had come to the
island to check up on their cottage and wanted to stap m ¥isit. Since their cottage
was a stones throw away, that meant they would befowa visit at any minute.

Well, you can well imagine the state our small, retedaottage, housing 11 people
could look like on any given day, despite my Mom’s begtnapits to keep it looking
presentable. My father started bellowing out ordexddan this or move that. He soon
had us all marching to his tune. He constantly remasgso this day, that he drove a tank
as an Army sergeant in World War Il, under Generalddattcommand. So it is only
natural that my father would give a name to the manshemwas putting his ‘troops’
through.

We managed to shove anything unsightly into closetarothings upstairs out of view of
company. We swept and wiped and ran around like commandesvere able to shove

and cram and sweep and dust in time for the neighboits Vis sure our neighbors were
amazed that a house full of 9 children could be kept in stadr. If they only knew what
had taken place five minutes earlier.

From that day on, whenever the call went out, whatheas the Fairbrothers stopping in

unexpectedly or someone else, the call was the s@peration Fairbrother!” We all
knew what to do. | must say, as kids, we were as corabdi as any wartime battleship!
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