*  THE PHENOMENON KNOWN AS MY FAMILY  *

Don't get me wrong, we're a darn fine bunch of people.

But each of us is a little eccentric in our own endearing way.  My dad 

has a jaw that pops when he eats, my mom smiles bigger when she's taking

a picture than when she's actually in the picture, my older sister can fall asleep

on any surface other than a bed  (floor, chair, ironing board, etc.),  my younger 

sister can tell you what she was wearing on any given day since she was born,

and me.......well.............you could write a book about my eccentricities.  In fact,

I think I should write a book.  I could even have a contest to see who could come

up with the best title.  SAMPLES:   "Am I Worried About Paranoia?,"

......"1976:  The Year It Escaped,"  or   "My Cat Is Trying To Kill Me."

Now let's get down to business.  To better understand my family, you must

first understand two things.  Number one ~ we're not crazy.  Number two ~ some of

us think we are the most important people on the planet.  Therefore, whatever we're

doing at any given moment becomes the most important issue in the universe.  As a result, we have the potential of creating quite a stir wherever we go, leaving chaos 

behind mixed with semi-legendary stories.  

I come from a long line of pessimists.  I also come from a long line

of procrastinators.  My family has procrastination down to an art form.  This was

best illustrated in an infamous New Year's Eve skit that depicted some of the more

subtle differences between our family and a group of normal people from another

family.  We attempted to show everyone in great detail how these two groups get

ready for a vacation.  The normal family skit included  phrases like 'made from scratch,'  'home baked, and 'croissant.'  But on our family's side, you would hear phrases such as 'panic attack,'  'dry heave,'  and  'near death experience.'

Nothing says dysfunction like a good old fashioned family vacation.  

I have a healthy collection of fond vacation memories.  I also have a plethora of vacation memories you can only laugh at many years later.  Some of those include accidentally going down the Alpine Slide at Winter Park without the much needed cart.....having my older sister think this accident was a "funny crash," then posing for a photo while standing 

in subzero degree mountain water.......and last but not least, what we now refer to as the "Hiking Scandal of '95."  [the details of this perky little venture are too grizzly to expand upon]   Personally, I don't think this family should ever be allowed outside again.  But we never learn our lesson, which proves I also come from a long line of stubborn people.

Eating out while traveling is an event in and of itself.  TYPICAL SCENARIO:   We find ourselves faced with a mind-boggling dilemma.   We can't decide where to eat, so after hours of deliberation, we take a vote.  (Which I carefully abstain from, knowing that my opinion was asked for only out of politeness.  It's one of the perks of being a middle child.)  The vote is tied.......and we're usually not bright enough to explore the 

option of splitting up to eat wherever we want.  But in this impending dinner decision between two eating establishments, there is always  "Secret Option #3."  Suddenly,

a mysterious restaurant that appears only once every five hundred years  (much like

the mystical village in "Brigadoon")  is spotted from the highway.  We know full well that this will be our only chance to go there......unless we happen to live a really, really, REALLY long time like Methuselah.  So, that usually cinches the vote.

Most people think of  "emergency food" as canned goods stored in your basement.  My family has invented two new categories:  "Emergency Crackers" and  "Emergency Bagels."  According to Bower Legend, these items can save your life.

It all started many generations ago when our ancestors discovered one of their major 

phobias.  If they were ever stranded while traveling, they simply disliked the idea of having to eat each other as a source of food.  So, some distant relative threw a couple

Ritz Crackers and a Lenders Bagel in the back of the covered wagon to maintain their survival.  The rest is history.  In present times, Bowers have been known to carry enough of these crucial items to build a shelter out them, feed a small country for up to a year,

or intimidate the heck out of any local bake sale.   

HELPFUL HINT:
  If you ever have the pleasure of dining with us in 

a restaurant----never leave the table for any reason whatsoever.  If you make this mistake,

you may discover that strange things happen when you return.  These can include (but are

not limited to): #1)  finding out that certain items are missing from your plate, #2) finding

out that miscellaneous objects have been added to your food and / or drink, #3) finding out that everyone at the table has mysteriously vanished and is waiting outside to see if you think it's funny.  We were eventually banned from one restaurant in particular.  (Actually, they just happened to go out of business.  Coincidence?  The jury is still out on that one.)  So, I also come from a long line of practical jokers.  But, I believe that gene has skipped a generation.

Well, I'm FINALLY getting around to the paragraph about procrastination.  

(pause for effect)    If procrastination was an Olympic sport, my family would win the gold medal..........except we would never actually show up for the event itself.  When 

we plan to leave for any type of family bonding experience, we may set a lofty departure goal of 8:00 in the morning.  But, each of us secretly knows that the actual time we'll end up leaving is 10:45 AM.    RULE OF THUMB:   If we leave within three hours of our original estimate ~ we've done our job.  However, I think we should change this rule.    NEW RULE OF THUMB:
Never, ever set a departure goal, so that whenever we get around to leaving ~ we're right on time.

Okay, I've procrastinated long enough.  I'll probably never get around to

being pessimistic or stubborn.  But as a practical joke for next Christmas, I'm stuffing

all my family's stockings with crackers and bagels.  I think I'll go to the store right now.

[Translation:  In 2 hours and 59 minutes]    No, wait!  I've changed my mind!  I just spotted that magical disappearing restaurant by the side of the road.

