A happy childhood may very well be the finest inheritance that parents can bequeath to their children. In that regard, I find myself extremely fortunate. Born in what I consider now to have been an ideal small-town environment where cultural diversity was the rule, I, for nine and one-half years, savored the zest of the mining milieu. When, in 1952, our family felt forced to leave Park City, we all carried with us a host of memories. Most of mine are as vivid today as they were that September day when Dad and I drove out of town in our Model A Ford with people waving to us from every doorstep. This brief text entitled Park City Remembrances is my first attempt at committing any of them to paper. I hope that these twenty alphabetically ordered personal vignettes will be read by those who mean the most to me and that these dear folks will see in them an expression of my love and respect.
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