1953 - MEETING THE MAN I WOULD MARRY
         ` It was September 1953. I was a twenty-year-old Senior and Sweetheart of Kappa Alpha fraternity at the University of Miami.  It was their first Rush Party where potential young, mostly freshmen interested in joining a fraternity would be attending. It was my job with their President to greet the young men and then have a brother take them to meet other members of the fraternity. 
          The evening was uneventful, until around 8:00 when the door opened, and this gorgeous hunk of human entered wearing a button-down collar plaid short sleeved shirt tucked into light brown trousers. He was tall, at least six-foot, slim, but muscular, beautifully tanned, with sun bleached brown wavy hair neatly combed back.  His infectious big smile, twinkling green eyes made me inwardly gasp and inwardly utter, “This could be an interesting year after all.” 
 “Hi! I’m Jackie Wenger, welcome to Kappa Alpha.”
The President, Jim Peterson, pipped in, “Jackie is our Sweetheart, and I am President.”
“Hi! I’m Norman Raymond.  I pledged KA at the University of Florida, in l950, but was drafted into the Navy before I could be initiated. My stint in the Navy has ended and I would like to repledge.”
 I responded, “Welcome to our Chapter, but why here and not back to the University of Florida.”
        Norman continued, “I spent almost two years on the deck of a ship in the miserably freezing cold water of Korean and vowed if I ever made it back to the United States, I would attend a university furthest south, and here I am.”
 His flirtatious grin and compelling intense green eyes made it difficult to focus on what he was saying. It was a good thing Jim ushered him to meet others.
         I had a date with a nonfraternity guy and when he came at 9:00 to pick me up, I slipped out.
The next weekend, the fraternity was having another Rush event, a Saturday Beach Party at Crandell Park. 
 	All week, I was beside myself with the possibility of seeing him again, at the beach.  
         During the week, I thought I saw him on campus, but decided I was blissfully hoping. 
Saturday morning arrived. One of the brothers picked me up. We arrived early as part of the Welcoming Committee. By noon No new guy, guess he decided this KA was not for him, not sophisticated enough for an X Navy man. This KA Chapter had a lot of immature young boys.
           Suddenly, like coming off an ocean wave, this powder-blue Pontiac convertible, top down, came reeling along the hard sandy beach road towards us. Driving was that six-foot, bronze-skinned, blond hunk of a human, with one hand on the stirring wheel, the other arm resting on the door window area 
          As they, YES, THEY, pulled to a stop, the balloon-like euphoria I was feeling, slowly deflated. A dark-haired female, hair blowing in the air was sitting, very close to him. She looked familiar, muttering to myself, “Oh, my Lord, I knew her from Florida State. Patricia, a Tri Delta and from Orlando, four hours from here. He’s from Daytona, she from Orlando, an hour apart and both four hours north of Miami. She must be a serious date.”
           The rest of the day was a miserable blur. I reacquainted myself with his girlfriend, as he courteously stood by.  
           He asked, “Do you have a 10:00 class on the first floor of the Dooly building?”
           I replied, “I do, Spanish. Why?”   
           “I have a two-hour class above your classroom. We have a break between the first and second hour, and I see you walking with a girlfriend. You disappear below me.” 
           I laughed, “Our Spanish class. We seem to always be running late to that class.” 
          To myself I thought, “Whoa, you are that good looking blond guy smoking a cigarette and looking down from the outside corridor above our classroom below.  Charlotte and I had indeed noticed he and another guy leaning on the rail above as we are scurrying across the grass area of the campus.”
          The rest of the afternoon dragged on. I was there in body, not spirit, smiling though my heart was broken.  My dreams of a new beau smashed by some little out-of-town girlfriend.
           I remember pulling myself back to reality and as I looked out to the ocean thinking, ‘There are lots of fish in the sea, get on with your job for the day, you’re the hostess for your little group here.’  With a smile on my face, I joyfully played the good hostess role.  I did sneak glances towards Norman and a couple times caught him looking at me. Hope sprang up in my heart.            
           Monday, as Charlotte and I lazily lumbered across the grass to our Spanish class, I saw Norman, as usual, leaning over the railing. This time he smilingly waved to us, I limply smiled and waved back. Muttering to Charlotte, “What a miserable shame.”
           Later that week, as I was leaving my Spanish class, head down, I sort of crashed into Norman.  
           He explained, “The second half of my class was cancelled, and I wondered if I could accompany you to the to the Break area, Where is your buddy?”
            Startled, I muttered, “Oh! She overslept.  Sure, come along.  There are tables lined up along the railing overlooking the lake. Inside is food and drinks.”  
         Once there, we sat down, and spent time chatting.  Seems his weekend date was a girl he had met at a friend’s wedding in Orlando in 1951.  She was one of the bridesmaids and he an usher.  He dated her a few times, nothing serious   
          Charlotte appeared. “Charlotte, this is Norman Raymond. He is one of the two young men that we see above our Spanish class.”
        The three of us began talking. One thing led to another. Charlotte found out that she and Norman were both Roman Catholic. 
          Suddenly Charlotte exclaimed, “Jackie, am I still spending the weekend with you.”
           “Yes, Mom and Dad are planning to take us dancing.”
           Charlotte continued, “Are you still planning to take me downtown to that old Catholic Church.”
            I had said I would take her to church. I was Episcopalian but didn’t mind attending a Catholic Church.
           Charlotte then said, “Norman, why don’t you come with us. You could pick us up at Jackie’s house and we can go together. It’s old and really neat.”
           Norman responded, “Sounds like a good plan.”  Thus, our first date ensued.
            I later found out she and he had arranged this as Norm’s and my ‘First Date’ so to speak. Norm picked us up in his gorgeous powder-blue, top-down convertible. I felt like a queen.
           That was the beginning of our life together. A Sunday morning attending a Roman Catholic Church Mass. After the church service, the three of us drove over to Miami Beach, hair flying in the beautiful salt air of Miami, to have lunch overlooking the Atlantic Ocean VE – NORMAN LOUIS RAYMOND
