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“Next — This wont hurt a bit.”” These were
the words we heard on vaccinating day at Fairfax

School.
Kindergarten brought many rousing times;
Lynn Marshall, Jack Winkler, Bill Winkler, throwing sand on‘the floor; climbing on the “jungle

gym” during naptime; cookies and milk — but on
the other hand it prepared us for the life we
were to follow for many years fo come.

First, second, third, fourth, fifth, and sixth
grades passed by, and finally we were seventh
graders of Mariemont High School, an important
segment of the class of ’59.

Remember how it was back in Dale Park kin-
dergarten? There are only a handful of us charter
students remaining now. Yes, this being the tran-
sient community that it is, we've seen many a
friend come and go. Some stayed for many
years; others, only a few weeks. The names are
too numerous to mention, but the exchange of
ideas and the companionship with our friends will
never be forgotten. Many of our present class
joined us lately and are here to help bolster our
forces.

Let’s try to remember some of those humorous
things that happened in our childhood days . .
like Don’s bouncing art gum erasers off the teach-
er's glass book cases; or Peggy’s sucking her
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