
Thankful for Dad
My father loved telling the story about the day I was born,
September  7,  1955.  He  named  me  Florence  Rose,  after  his
mother, who died when he was a boy.

During my childhood my parents did not get along well for a
very long time. Years later I asked my dad why he had stayed
around, and he said, “Because no one was gonna get my kids.”

Back in the 1960s fathers had few rights, but our dad took
care of my siblings and me when our mother moved out. Although
she returned after several months, our dad was always there
for us.
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