
 

What every father should know! 
 

Order Today 
  

Life has a way of causing a person to 

remember and cherish the 

good.  Despite the tendency to 

recollect fondly on the past we each 

also have negative childhood 

experiences that we hope never to 

repeat. 

    I grew up in Los Angeles with four 

brothers and two sisters; we had three 

different biological fathers.  My older 

two brothers and I had the same 

biological father.  My first recollection 

of my father was when I was nine 

years old.  He came to our house to 

visit us when we were living in 

Compton, California.  As I recall that 

beautiful Saturday afternoon, he pulled 

up in his white El Camino, step out of 

his car and my mother immediately 

called my two older brothers together 

and said that we were going to stay 

with our father for a while.  This was 

an exciting time for me because I had 

never before seen my biological 

father.  I had seen my stepfathers, but 

not my biological father.  

 

“DADDY WHERE ARE YOU?” 

 

Order Today! 

  

 


