  


CHAPTERS OF A WONDERFUL FAITHFILLED CHILDHOOD
                            STRENGTH THROUGH FAITH
                                  Jacqueline Wenger Raymond
                           
                           Knowing God Before My Earthly Existence
                         Early in my existence, I knew Him, my best Friend, God 
In October, l932, He gathered me in His arms, placed me in my earthly mother's body, assured me that he would always walk beside or carry me. He kissed my forehead and disappeared.                                                           
Time passed. I was rolled up in a ball, cozy and warm.
Often, I heard a sweet soft voice sound mingled with a voice sound like my Friend’s  laughing and saying, “Wow! That was a big kick.” 
Tender rubbings over my body, especially as I stretched and rolled around, comforted me. I was getting bigger and needed more room.  Suddenly, I was upside down.  My head and body had slid down into a tunnel. Movement was difficult. My shoulders were squeezed and legs were stretched upward. 
My Friend’s voice whispered, “This is the big day when your mother will take over your care. Know I will always be by your side. Be brave. Push hard with your legs.”  
My mother’s body squeezed me extra hard. Suddenly I saw a bright light. I was out of that little tight space and could stretch.
A deep voice bellowed “Grab her!” 
The nurse held me upside down by my feet and slapped my back. I coughed out something and began screaming. 
The doctor bellowed, “Melba, you have a beautiful little dark curly haired girl with a powerful set of lungs. She’s perfect, two arms with hands and five fingers, two legs with five toes on each foot.”
My Friend leaned over my Mother and whispered, “Take care of my little girl. I will always be here to help.”
At six weeks of age, my Mother and Father had me Baptized at Christ Episcopal Church.

                                       My Life as an Only Child
Never regret a day in your life; Good days give happiness; Bad days give experiences; Worst days give lessons; Best days give memories.  
Being an only child had disadvantages and advantages. On the Negative side, I had and still have difficulties having female friends. The plus side, I had parents whose unconditional love, firm and unwavering, laid the foundation of who I am today and what I have accomplished as a wife, mother of five wonderful children, two boys, three girls, eleven grandchildren. They treated me as an adult child, taking me to dances and grown-up activities. My babysitters were relatives. 
Together both parents warned me of ‘traps, facts, defenses of life.’ 
My father was the tenth of twelve children. Mother the second of seven children. At sixteen had to work, finish high school while supporting her widowed mother and five younger brothers and still manage to get a high school diploma. She groomed me to get a college degree and be a loving, forgiving mother. 
 	My father, the tenth of twelve children, was a gifted storyteller. He nurtured my auditory skill and love for adventure with dozens of treasured stories. He taught me to dance, waltz, jitterbug, Charleston, sing duets and grow vegetables.
Camp Washington Elementary School’s education was excellent. Also, from fifth to eighth grade I sang Alto in the choir and played a trumpet in their Band (in the eighth grade, as first chair trumpeter, played as the flag was raised in the morning and lowered in afternoon.
	The bell-clanging streetcars carried school children on field trips. On Sundays, for twenty-five cents, they took people to the different Museums, the Symphony Hall, and the Zoo, where on weekends in the summer Operas performed in their open-air theater. 
 	 

                     AGE FOUR, MY FIRST ADVENTURE WITH MY DOG SPOT
When I was four, I embarked on my first adventure with my best friend, Spot, a spirited, two-foot-high black-and-white furry bundle of energy. 
My father, a gifted storyteller, filled my young mind with tales of Hansel and Gretel, The Boy Who Saved Holland, and other adventures that sparked my thirst for exploration.
It had rained all morning, leaving the backyard coated in mud, perfect for making mudpies. Spot, however, had other ideas. His tail wagged furiously as he dug an escape hole under the white picket fence. He looked at me with his eager, doggy grin as if to say, “Come on, Jackie, help me! Let’s get goodies at Daddy’s store!”
Excited, I dropped to my knees and dug alongside him. Mud smeared my face and new flowered dress as we squeezed under the fence and set off. I sang Shirley Temple’s “On the Good Ship Lollipop” while Spot barked along. Our unusual duet filled the neighborhood air.
By the grace of God, we triumphantly reached Daddy’s grocery store and marched straight to the candy counter. “I’d like a big lollipop,” I announced proudly, “and Spot wants a gooey chocolate!”
Suddenly, a booming voice echoed through the store. “WHAT ARE YOU AND SPOT DOING HERE WITHOUT YOUR AUNTS?” Spot and I froze, hearing my father’s thunderous tone resonating throughout the store. 
Later, when Daddy’s panic subsided crafted a playful ditty about the incident:
My father was a butcher,
My mother cut the meat,
And I was the little Wiener Wurst that ran around the street.

                                   CAMP WASHINGTON ELEMENTARY SCHOOL                                               
 	At age ten, fifth grade, I picked up my schoolbooks and trumpet case and yelled goodbye to Grandma, Grandpa, and Aunt Marie on my way out, singing, “Onward Christian soldiers, going as to war, with the cross of Jesus going on before.” 
Our church said that singing these words, God protected us from the devil’s wickedness. I felt protected from the cars, trucks, streetcars, and devils cluttering the three miles of Colerain Avenue I trudged Monday to Friday, September through May to and from Camp Washington Elementary School.
	My father loved this section of Cincinnati. He was the tenth of twelve children first-generation German Americans born and raised here.  Father taught me to be fearless. To embrace life with its adventures. He pretended to put sensory little eyes all over me to help me notice bad things around me. I avoided imminent danger.  
Over the next six years, I, too, learned to cherish Camp Washington’s sights, sounds, and awesome smells flowing from the White Castle Hamburger, Cincinnati Chile Parlor, Potato Chip Factory, even the nauseating smells emanating from the slaughterhouses. 
	On weekends, we had fun going to movies for ten cents, buying five cent candy. On Sundays, for twenty-five cents, we took the Streetcars to the Cincinnati Zoo, Museums or the river boat to Coney Island.  	
	Camp Washington School, built in 1881, offered excellent education from Kindergarten through Eighth grade plus Shop for non-academic students. It had superb programs in Math, English, Science, Social Studies and two electives. I chose Choir, singing Alto, and Band, playing a trumpet. These music electives unleashed my genetic links to my mother’s grandparents’ classical music successes and mine.
In 1954, I received a Bachelor's Degree in Biology. In 1973, a Master’s Degree in Elementary Education enhanced my teaching.   
                              


298 words                              1946 TO 1950 HIGH SCHOOL YEARS
    	Hughes High School was four stories high and four times the size of Camp Washington Elementary. Entering the building, a giant-sized statue, the Winged Venus, greeted me.  It was overwhelming. By the grace of God, I adjusted.
         A year and a half into Hughes High School, February 1948, my father shaking tons of soot-laden white snow announced, “This is the last winter I will be shoveling snow; we’re moving back to Miami this summer.” 
          June 1948, we sold our house and furniture. Our 2-door dark blue Chevrolet coup packed with clothes, pots, pans, and a ton of canned goods, we moved to Miami, Florida.
	 I was a sophomore and loved Hughes High School, located across from the University of Cincinnati. 
My life drastically changed. in more ways than just weather. Cincinnati’s weather with seasonal changes, Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter  Miami was pretty much Spring and Summer.   
A real shocker occurred the first day of school. at last arrived. Hughes High School was collegiately fashionable. My light grey heavy cotton straight skirt, with slanted pockets, had an inch and a half outward fold, a cuff, at the hem line.   My white blouse had a simple puffed sleeves and a scooped neckline. I looked out of place. 
Miami Jackson High School students did not seem to notice. By the end of the first week all seemed to accept me unconditionally. I was welcomed into the “IN” group.  As the year progressed, my life got even better. The social activities of the school were geared to academically enhance the college-bound students if they so desired.
By the end of my Junior Year, the Student body elected me Vice President of the Senior Class, a Cheerleader, National Honor Society and had my first boyfriend. Life was good.

                               
288 words                            My College Years and Marriage
  It was my senior year at the University of Miami.  My transfer here from Florida State was due to my mother’s near-death experience from a ruptured stomach ulcer.  I was not told about this until they were certain she would live. By the grace of God, she It was Spring of my Sophomore year, l952, at Florida State. I had everything going for me, the University’s Village Vamp, Kappa Alpha Theta sorority, and elected by the student body to their Judicial system. I had been a Cheerleader my Freshman year, however my inability to do flips exited me for my sophomore year. 
I felt the need to be sort of a watchdog for my mother and her health.  Bottom line, I transferred to the U of M for my Junior and Senior year.
U of M was quite different from Florida State.  No sorority, no University elected office, no nothing. I knew some boys from my high school, Miami Jackson, only good friends.  I was a good listener, friend and counselor to them.  I was flagged by the U of M newspaper as a Hurricane Honey, picture on front of the school newspaper for a Month. 
At the end of my third year, the Kappa Alpha fraternity elected me to be their Sweetheart. The following September, I met my husband, Norman, who was a Kappa Alpha returning from the Korean War.
August 27, 1955, Norman and I were married and my single life evolved into a new adventure as a wife, mother of five beautiful children, two boys and three girls, and eleven wonderful and great grandchildren, two girls and nine boys, all ages from sixteen to twenty-six. None married, no great grandchildren.




        
