DAY 2 – SMELLS – CAMP WASHINGTON, SUBURB OF CINCINNATI, OHIO
	I was 10 years old when we moved back just Cincinnati, Ohio, from Miami, Florida, to care for my grandparents, Rose and Fred Wenger.  World War 11 had been declared in December of 1941 and couple things existed that made this move mandatory.  My father’s twenty-three-year-old brother, Pete, and his thirty-six years old single sister had been caring for grandma and grandpa. Pete was drafted into the army aunt Marie, who was working for the Western Union was put-on 24-hour alert work schedule.  His other six brothers and sisters owned homes and had families and was unable to assume their parents’ care. 
We had moved to Miami, Florida two years ago to escape the wretched, wicked weather of the cold Cincinnati winters. My father suffered terribly from infected sinus and needed the beautiful warm, sunny climate of Miami.  Once in Miami, my mother fulfilled a lifetime dream to open her own restaurant, Melba’s Grill became a reality.  This she had to close, but caring for older parents was something mother and dad always did without hesitation.
 Mother closed her restaurant, Dad quit his job and we moved back to Cincinnati. We would be living  in the second-floor apartment in my grandparent’s 
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house, sharing it with Aunt Marie.  She kept her bedroom on the second floor and the third-floor attic area. 
               Mid July we arrived at my grandparents’ house. We entered through the kitchen which was located at the back of the house where we parked the car. My nostrils were immediately filled with a familiar odor that I remembered from early childhood. The sweet smell of cinnamon, apples, and a hint of cooked oatmeal made my stomach ache for food. Grandpa had hot oatmeal and Grandma’s homemade applesauce, made from fresh sliced cooked apples every morning, all his life, for breakfast.  Even if eggs were being served, he had to have his oatmeal and applesauce and a hot strong cup of coffee.
The other odor trickling into my nostrils overpowered the first odor. Oh, yes, it was grandma’s deep-fried donuts. Then my eyes landed on the large platter of white powdered sprinkled on a pile of fresh deep-fried donuts sitting in the middle of the big round wooden table with its familiar red and white checkered thick plastic tablecloth.  Some things never seem to change.  I could feel my mouth salivating and I had to restrain my impulses to run to the table and grab several of her donuts.
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Grandma greeted me with the usual. In her thick German accent she said, “Ya vant my donot, Ya!.” I sheepishly lifted my shoulders indicating I was afraid to 
respond.  She continued, as usual, with her thick German accent, “Ya don know, than ya don gea one.”  Then laughing, she grabbed two from the platter, handed them to me, and still laughing hugged me. It was going to be a good year with family again, and grandma’s wonderful German desserts.

