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Deputy Reuter remembered —continued from page 1A
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Slain Deputy Remembered As Loyal
To Family And Community

Minuies  before  Grani
Cownly shedille depuly Toum
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Reuter, 38, radioed o the
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This was reporied ms the
first case of a sherill"s deputy
being Eillked in the lime of duty
in i least 30 years,
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Revier, s Mlavieville nsbve,
grew up in rural Platieville on
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Reuter's family conssied of
hiz wife, Diane, a lormer ob.
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podition. Their children sre Dian
aml Doug, Bath 13, Tim, 13,
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Linited Meihodisi Church, com-
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Deputy Reuter remembered

Recently during the high winds [on
March 15], my brother was involved in
a tractor-trailer accident in Grant
County on Wisconsin 81 south of the
U.S. 61 intersection. We are all very
thankful Mark made it through what
was obviously a most terrifying expe-
rience.

Unfortunately, what saddened my
brother and all of us here was the fact
that deputy Tom Reuter was the officer
who took care of my brother’s acci-

H.590

dent. He told my brother if he hadn’t
done what he did, he’d be in the
morgue right now. Tom felt Mark had
handled the situation well.
- My brother said he was the nicest
man and was very helpful. He was nice
to talk to and Mark really liked him.
Our family extends our deepest
sympathy to the Reuter family.
No words can express our thanks to
Tom for being there for Mark.
Esther Weis
Menomonee Falls
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Tom and Diane Reuter were
college sweethearts; they met in
chemistry class at the University
of Wisconsin-Platteville in 1969,

“He used to give me a ride back
to my dorm,” Diane said. "“We
were friends first, then
sweethearts,”

The couple was engaged for two
years while Diane went to nursing
school at Madison General
Hospital and were married on July
T, 1973, at the Platteville United
Methodist Church.

“Married life for us centered
around our kids,"” Diane said. “We
went hunting and fishing and
camping together.”

Bow hunting was something
they enjoyed in recent years, Diane
said. They belonged to the Stitzer
Sportsman Club and Tri County
Archers.

Tom, who grew up on a dairy
and hog farm in rural Platteville,
enjoyed hunting as his “chief
entertainment.

In the early years of the couple's
marriage, trap shooting was a
favorite activity. “We kind of gave
it up after we had three kids,
Diane said.

The couple moved to Livingston
in 1975 when twin sons Doug and
Dan were a few months old.

Tem became interested in law
enforcement while he worked part
time as a Livingston police officer.
He went to night school at
Southwest Technical College,
Fennimore, to qualify for law
enforcement, Diane said.

Diane said her husband was
opposed to gun control and hoped
the media would not use her
husband's death as an issue for
gun-control legislation.

“He was concerned about the
person  behind the gun,” Diane
said. - 2 LA . 4
“fom-loved guns and teught giwe-
safety courses at-dowa-Grant-High _l“ :
St'hUDI. | ¢

Always safety-conscious, Tom
also taught bicycle safety classes
and made it a point to sit in school
zones in Montfort and Livingston,
Diane said.

A Grant County Deputy Sheriff
for about five years, Tom was
killed in the line of duty shortly
before midnight on Sunday, March
18, a few minutes before he was to
go off duty and join his
family—wife, Diane, twin sons
Doug and Dan, 15; Tim, 13:
Sherry, 10; and Andrew age 6.




“Our help is in the name of the Lord whe
made heaven and earth. " . 3

-~ Psalm-i24:. 8 _
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Thomas “Tom” Reuter was born on April 17, 1951 in
Platteville, Wisconsin, the son of LaVerne and Frances
(Sherwin) Reuter. He and his three sisters: Mrs. Shirley Mayo
of West Bend, WI; Mrs. Jack “Kay” Maisa of Port Saint Lucie,
FL; and Mrs. Sherry Ingersoll - deceased in 1980; grew up
on a farm in rural Platteville.

Tom graduated from Platteville High School in 1969. He
had an avid love of trap shooting and traveled extensively to
participate in shoots.

On July 7, 1973 Tom married Diane Allen in Platteville.
Tom and Diane were blessed with fwe wonderful children:
Dan, Doug, Tim, Sherry g
and Andy.

Tom lived for his fam-
ily. He and Diane have
planned their entire lives
around their children.
They have hunted to-
gether, enjoyed trips,
worked, played and loved
together. Tom was a de-
voted husband and dad
and made the most of each
day with them.

Tom joined the Grant
County Sheriff’'s Department in 1985. He had worked diligently
over the last five years to earn the respect, trust and comradery
of his fellow officers.

Tom’s warm and friendly manner will be missed by the




I remember one of the first occasions I met Tom Reuter. 1 was
running radar near Livingston when he called me on the radio to meet with
him. This was when he was chief of Livingston. We met in town, squad
cars side by side. I remember him congratulating me on getting the
deputy sheriff's job, and complimenting me on what a good job I was
doing. Being a scared rookie was one thing, but being the first female
road officer in the history of the department, I was more than a little
bit insecure. But Tom's easy-going charm and sincerity made me feel at
ease right away.

Very seldom do 1 meet someone I like instantly, I guess I'm a little
on the suspicious side, but Tom was someone who grew on me right away.
I've never known anyone so sincere. He would loock you right in the eye
and you knew what he was saying was coming straight from him heart. I
guess that's why talking to him was such a joy--we could easily while
away hours discussing just about anything. Just a month ago I stopped by
the house to pick up a radar set--which should have taken all of five
minutes. He was busy making supper for the family, but took time out to
talk shop, politics, family, etc. Almost an hour later I wanted to talk
more, but I figured it was time to go back to work!

After Tom joined the sheriff's department, you might say we “"grew
up" together on the midnight shift. With Vernon Stanfley, we named
ourselves the "A Team," learning the ropes, getting the job done and
having a lot of fun in the process. And above all, come hell or high
water, we were always there for each other.

We took our job seriously, but Tom's sense of fun often took the
edge off things. Along with dispatcher Ron Knutson, the four of us could
fill quiet midnight shifts with dry-humoured radioc banter. Occasionally
we would gang up on Vernon, but I also enjoyed giving "Little Tommy" a
hard time. I remember one time he accidently drove his squad car into a
small ditch and had to have a friend pull him out. He thought I was on
the other end of the county and was ignorant of his situation. I can
still see the look on his face when I pulled up with camera in hand and
started snapping pictures. Fortunately he didn't strangle me. On
another occasion he was turning around on a siderocad and managed to get a
rear wheel off the ground and couldn't move. He called me on the radio
to see if I could help him somehow. I arrived and we tried
everything--sitting on the trunk to add weight, rocking it, etc. Adding
to the embarassment was the fact that we were near a main highway and
scores of people were watching the spectacle. To add insult to injury,
once again I dug out my camera and captured the moment on film. Some
people might have been angry, but Tom tock it all in stride, as he always
did.

Then there was the time he and his rider, Dan Watson, showed up for
breakfast in Boscobel wearing oversized "clown" glasses, or when he taped
Dan snoring during a particularly slow night.

In addition to his sense of humour, Tom had other attributes which
endeared him to us all. One of them was his devotion to his family. I
can say in all truthfulness, he was the most dedicated family man I have
ever known. Although he liked to socialize, if one of his kids had an
event at school, birthday, or other special occasion, we couldn't make



him venture out with us no matter how hard we tried. There was never a
doubt that Tom's family always came first in his life. BAs a husband he
had to be equally devoted. We would kid him about doing laundry,
cleaning and cooking meals in his crock pot, but secretly I admired him
for giving so much of himself and relieving the burdens of his wife Diane.

Also so appealing were his humility--his gentleness and certain
sense of wvulnerapility. The man was a prize--emotionally,
intellectually, physically. He was someone we all wanted to be like and
had a hard time measuring up to. But just try to give him a
compliment--you could count on his shrugging it off, or actually getting
quite embarassed about the whole thing. His only counter was generally
to commend you on something you had accomplished.

I always liked the way he seemed to be looking over my
shoulder--telling me to hang back; wait for backup when I was in a
questionable situation. Or when I drank too much at Intoxilyzer school
and he made me stay at his house, talking to me and feeding me soda until
he felt it was safe for me to drive home.

As a friend and as a co-worker, he was most definitely someone you
could count on. Just a week or so ago I discussed that with him . . .
how if I were ever in trouble I knew he would be there, and if he were
ever in trouble I would be there for him. He told me that that was
something that could be left unsaid--after all the years we had worked
together it was something neither of us had to verbalize. I get the
feeling most of his fellow officers felt this way about him.

In my own mind, I know that Little Tommy is in heaven now. And I
hope for his sake, they have hunting there, and volleyball, and pizza,
and Andy Griffith reruns.

I love you Tommy and I'll miss you always.



