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The mysterious Botswana Flood Plains of uncharted Africa.  Concealed inside native jungle shrubbery, a shrewd photojournalist with a watchful eye captures a pack of wild, undomesticated creatures in their natural environment.  Beyond the horizon, most shreds of sunlight have already disappeared.   A glowing array of brilliant magenta filling the African skyline is evidence of the sun’s remains.  A thick and burly Australian accent introspectively breaks into the wild silence.  “It is truly amazing how nature can be so beautiful yet so rugged.....’ 


Then, across the luminous expanse of African night sky, film credits suddenly appear.  Primal music begins to intensify as the evocative narration continues.  “....Few places on our great earth evoke such a sense of mystery.”  The seducing music swells.  Intriguing sparks of enthusiasm set the stage thrilling melodrama. “Tonight, National Geographic Explorer invites you to journey along as we explore the infinite beauty and untamed frontier of....”  


Act I. Scene I.    Time: 4:12pm.   Set:  Reuter household; living room

Assuming that my trusty remote-control caretaker had long since fallen asleep or that he might be thoroughly engrossed in the magazine laid open on his chest,  I am completely caught off guard as the documentary mechanically whizzes into fast-forward, abruptly interrupting both the primal music and disingenuous narrator.  Diverted by silence, my attention now focuses on suspicious animalistic snorts and grunts which saturate the static air.  


Across the living room, in the worn leather easy-chair, a large stack of magazines precariously balances on my dad’s slouched body.  Slowly, the magazines slide off of his lap, one by one, onto the head of Pebbles, our slightly overweight Dalmatian.   She takes no notice to the falling periodicals and could care less about the buttons on my dad’s VCR remote control which her haunches rest upon comfortably.  Pebbles’ main focal point of interest remains intensely engaged with more important items originating from her owner’s lap.  Cold green beans and chicken skin cover the white living room carpet along with baked potato remnants, sour cream, and vinegar drenched lettuce bits.  A clean dinner plate rests next to my dad’s bare feet.  


In an average day, this is a typical interlude composed by the Reuter family .  The colorful script of this extravaganza has all of the mystery and heightened drama found in a typical wildlife documentary while combining the elements of random humor delivered in an episode of Seinfeld.  My best friend Kati continually insists that a single visit to my house is an ordeal which far exceeds the entertainment quality of any television program.   In the same respect, all of my friends appreciate my unpredictable  quirks a great deal more after they understand the family dynamics I was raised within.  


Act I, scene II.    Time: 4:24pm    Set:  Reuter household; living room 

The television continues its speedy presentation of the Botswana Flood Plains as I enjoy a real-life dramatization that stages itself on the opposite side of our living room.  All of a sudden, the phone rings, followed by the familiar sound of a car door slamming shut in our driveway, as if an unseen stage director had just yelled “CUT! Next Scene!”  The previous light-hearted and comical soundtrack with a cartoon-ish tempo quickly modulates to a full-blown dramatic musical score. Its fanatical rhythms and hectic tempos foreshadow the events to come. 


It wasn’t until very recently that I myself finally began value the theatrical spectacle in which I was raised.  Not very long ago, I completely devalued our choreography of unusual quirks and took the humorous spectacle for granted.   Everyday, I continue to marvel at the wonderfully chaotic architecture of my contextual family existence.  I don't really know  how it was possible for me to grow up in my household and become the somewhat sane human being that I am today.  Before I moved to college, I thought that my family made me crazy.    My life thus far has been a constant circus production which included a colorful cast brimming full with an eclectic assortment of characters.  When I think about the all encompassing term of family, I visualize some sort of a cast taking their final bows on stage after an exhausting performance.  Each character in the Reuter family cast is a distinctive personality who is jam-packed with unique charisma and eccentricity.  The humorous interplay between these comedians is difficult to understand without a glimpse behind the scenes.  Most successful circus acts introduce a big show with their most entertaining and comically amusing clowns, so I assume that I must do the same by raising the curtain on my dad. 


 Cast member: James Reuter Jr., Professional Photographer by trade.  I would not classify my father as average by any means.  He exemplifies a human specimen which I’ve never seen equaled. He represents some sort of two-faced super hero with the exception that both sides of his mask are in the unrecognizable “Clark Kent” image. Only the “Lois Lane’s” in my family have the capability to witness my dad become a specialist in many diverse areas at the flip of a coin. He is consumed with all sorts of unusual hobbies, interests, and collections which never cease to amaze me.


To name a few, for instance, he designed and constructed an extremely elaborate Chinese pond and waterfall in our backyard last summer which also happens to be operable by remote-control.  For some unknown reason, he collects all kinds of different flashlights in every possible shape, size and wattage.   Martha Stewart could learn some valuable lessons from his fanatic gardening expertise.  He habitually records tasteless, low budget cable films late at night and then proceeds to watch them all in fast-forward  the next day.  He also owns a personal navigation device that picks up satellite signals which can tell you at what precise point  on earth you are standing.  It is also capable of telling you what exact speed you are moving, as well as display the shortest route to any desired location on earth. This nifty hand-held device compliments his wall-size electronic world map/clock nicely, which tracks daylight on earth as it shifts throughout out the day  as well as through each season.  


One of my friends suggested to me once that, using all of his many gadgets, my dad could run World War 3 from our house.  I told him this and he replied to me as if he didn't know I only joking.  He said, "Yeah....."   And then there was a long pause.  I could almost see  his mind think the serious matter over, and finally, as he finished considering the idea and said, ".....but I don't want to."

Act I, Scene III    Time 4:29pm    Set: Reuter household

As I lunge to grab the phone before our stupid answering machine turns itself on only after the 3rd ring, the viewing audience hears one final snore as my dad simultaneously hurls himself upward through the remaining reading materials.  Instantaneously, Pebbles begins to ferociously bark  at ear piercing decibels as she switches gears to Full Alert Mode.  She continues with this routine, even when she recognizes that the people invading her territory aren’t strangers at all, but the same people whom she has been living with everyday of her life.   Two new characters walk through the front door.  Sitcom laughter and applause fill the room. Guinea pigs squeal and a talking parrot exclaims “heeeerreee kitty kitty kitty kitty!” as our cats come racing out of hiding to celebrate yet another unbelievable safe return from yet another perilous 20-minute long excursion.  At this point, I can no longer decipher what the other person on the phone is saying.  “NO PEBBLES!  Shut UP!  No no, not you Mrs. Hubert, the DOG....NO Pebbles, NOOOO!!! DOWN!!!!!!!!!!...Sure, you can call me back later.”   

My dad has always insisted that our household has an out of control fascination with pets, yet he is absolutely obsessed with squirrels hunting along with the entrapment of other small woodland creatures that live in the vicinity of our house. Yes, my dad traps squirrels, for amusement, and he insists on being referred to as "Trapper Jim." Although he thinks himself to be a ruthless hunter in pursuit, he has a compassionate side.  He “Relocates" the squirrels to “Really Nice Places,” (by which he means PLU). According to the latest data, he has trapped roughly 200 small creatures to date. Some of which (mostly rats), were  "returned to the carbon cycle,"  as he says.  He methodically keeps track of all this information on his "Wild Game Score Card," which is updated daily on his computer. My dad jovially prints out this record and dispenses to everybody and anybody, including any stranger who might just happen to appear at our doorstep.   Go ahead, I dare  you to ask him for one. If you do, he will love you forever.  Most likely, he will show just how much he cares by endlessly handing you all sorts of  odd gadgets and possessions of his to inspect, which believes are the coolest  things since sliced bread.  During your inspection, he will make a hyped up,  exited speech about whichever What-cha-ma-call-it  Doo-hickey contraption he has given you.


My dad will also have a heart attack of excitement if you inquire about his new, 1976 silver "Vespa" motor-scooter.  It does not particularly bother me that my dad owns a Vespa motor scooter. But the fact that he has transformed our entire backyard garden shed into some sort of Vespa worshipping temple actually leads me think that something out of the ordinary might be going on here.  He calls it “The Scooter Shack”. This term sounds much scarier when you consider the fact that, when asking my friends if they want to see his Vespa, he instead

inquires if they want to take a trip back to his "Scooter Shack."


He spends so much time pacing between the shed and our house that our backyard lawn is scarred by his muddy foot path.  I don't know what he does out there. I mean, how much time does it really  require to polish a scooter?  There is only so much one can actually do with just a scooter and a garden shed.  Perhaps that explains why my dad has purchased special fluorescent lighting to put out there along with a new TV, an electric heater, a Vespa wall clock (a valuable collector's item shipped form Italy),  and a new radio.  I suppose this also explains why he dug up our entire backyard to put in all of that electric wiring. My father also specializes in being a Professional Crazy Old Man.


Act I, Scene III.   time 4:38pm   Set:  Reuter household; dining room

Meanwhile, my 16-year old stubborn, head strong sister Lacey  has somehow managed to provoke a heated argument the with my mom concerning her relentless demand for $24,000 to attend an exclusive arts high school in Michigan. It’s their  third brawl thus far today, and they’ve only been in contact with each other for less than an hour.  In the very middle of their bickering, my dad attempts to ask my mom if he can invite a newlywed couple to our house to pick up their long awaited wedding photographs.  All three might as well be yelling at the dining room walls in Mongolian Pig Latin because they do not know the meaning of the word “compromise.”  The melodramatic background music crescendo’s to its maximum level of emotion and annoyance as I practice my violin obnoxiously in the same room.
Cast member:  Georgette Reuter- my mother and Professional Kindergarten Teacher, both in and  outside of her classroom.  You could tell her that you are going to be the first person attempting a Neptune space voyage (either seriously or sarcastically), and her answer will always that enthusiastic, crescendo-with-glissando-remark that mothers say when a child presents

their latest work of Refrigerator-Scribble-Art: "That's sooooo NIIIIIIIIICE!!!!"  That is my personal motto thanks to my mother. 


Quite frequently, she engages in meaningless, one-sided conversations with herself, which usually consist of endless babble on the most trivial of topics. During these episodes, my mom  will often ask, and then immediately answer her own questions, at which time she always turns to my father  (previously absorbed in anything else, of course), and add in "Right Jim?"  To respond to my mother (as if he even has a clue  as to what the question was in the first place), he'll stop whatever he was occupied with, turn around, and gaze at her with an extremely bewildered expression on his face as he contemplates the  possibilities of what on earth  could have happened.  It is a horribly perplexed look, almost as if he were being poked and probed by some sort of toaster-oven-shaped alien dignitary named Zorbatron, who has asked just my father to rule his Great Outer-Space Alien Kingdom of Zozxuybrox.  But my mom takes no notice of this expression because she has long since started working out a solution to another one of her own questions.  


 Now, I go absolutely crazy when my mom has this kind of conversation with me, but when I see how my mom and dad balance each other out, I can’t help but feel satisfied that these two strange people found each other in this crazy world.


Act I, Scene IV   Time:  5:05pm   Set:  Reuter household    

 When anyone comes to our house, the UPS delivery guy included, my mom freaks out and the pressure to have a clean (or at least “normal” looking) house is
enough to swing her into full action.  By full action, I mean that she hurriedly races around cramming every item of clutter (which is everything in our house including the actual house itself), into any space where we will forget about it for up to 3 years. The most amusing  highlight  of any Reuter day is when we locate a weird or unidentifiable “mystery treasure” that might have been hidden for up to 25 years.  


Reuter Clutter includes: Multiple mess piles, countless art projects created by 45 kindergartners; random samples of violin sheet music; disfigured treasures that an animal family member may or may not have chewed up and carried into our house or vice versa; hundreds of unlabeled VCR cassettes most likely containing W.W.II documentaries.; random photographs covering every possible surface,  some of which are people whom I’ve never before seen in my life;   miscellaneous Post-It-Notes with mysterious 6-digit phone numbers whom have no identifiable ; other notes with ambiguous phrases scribbled in unledgable handwriting such as “return her call” or “get blank form,” or “Remember Wednesday!”  or  just 2:45!!”;  bits of candy from any major holiday;   a single Lego piece; a year-round array of sporadically placed Christmas ornaments;  magazines dating back to 1987 which are mysteriously organized within the same mess-as today’s mail,  deflated balloons, long overdue library items which are not even worth returning anymore ;  and questionable bars of soap from hotels we have never even stayed in.

Cast Member:  Cora-Marie Reuter-  Age 21; 3rd year college student at Pacific Lutheran University. Violinist, pianist, composer, sculptor, painter, philosopher, writer, seeker of life in all of its infinite clutter.   My quirks?  I am a horrible scatter brain, am perpetually indecisive and clumsy as an ox. I am an avid clutter collector like my mother, yet I am obsessive compulsive when it comes to having a tidy dorm room.  I don’t understand why I still have any  possessions at all  because I loose everything (I am a Professional Looser”).  I don't really know  how it was possible to grow up in my household and become the somewhat sane human being that I am today.  Before I moved to college, I thought that my family made me crazy.    My life thus far has been a constant circus production which included a colorful cast brimming full with an eclectic assortment of characters.  An atmosphere filled with chaotic frenzy follows us wherever we go.  But oddly enough, I never felt like any sort of main character in the wide assortment of starring roles that  I grew up knowing. Until recently, I felt like I was type-cast to play unnoticeable “extras” in colossal high-budget movies for the rest of eternity.  Only now am I beginning to realize that I am free to become any number of different characters.  But even today, I remain an unemployed actress who continues to search for that one perfect starring role. 


In the past, I alone created the  burden and weight of responsibility to find myself an identity.  But as I have now learned, it is impossible to seek an identity in an unstable and environment such as my house.  Just finding the freedom to be who I want to be has not only shown me a path, but has led me to build a new respect for my family.  Kati’s familiar words echo in my ear like a treasured Confucius lesson:  “Can I come over to watch your family?  Or better yet, can I bring my family to show them how to be cool?”  


If I had the chance to live my childhood over again, I wouldn’t take the experience forgranted again. I think the part of a narrator would suit me well.   I’d stand back, perhaps hide behind my dad’s old leather chair, and dictate as my unknowing family gives a priceless performance filled with captivating mystery and unparalleled antics.   I was a voiceless observer in Act I, but I am almost positive that Act II will be a huge box office smash.


Act I, Scene V    Time: anytime    Set:  Reuter household

Meanwhile in the foreground of the frame, my dad had whipped up another gigantic Caesar salad (this time with mini-sausage links on the side).  He finally noticed that the television monitor was moving faster than it should.  Then he noticed his former plate lying empty on the carpet, but he picked up the remote instead, which was smeared with food remain.  And then,  without rewinding the documentary  at all, he pressed “play”



The loud volume of our hectic voices gradually fades out and the musical soundtrack crescendos. A profound yet cool and rational voice interjects over an image of beautiful and rugged turbulence.   “.....indeed, just as our conflict quickly evolved within he context of obscurity, it just as quickly transformed itself into a battle of instincts and survival .  For nature must ultimately decide which members are fit to survive in an environment filled with such unsuitability, diversity and chaos.”   

Reuter, 


