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| have written this

TO MY FATHER

Father,

your strong and young hands,
whose warmth still | really feel,
held so often mine

to guide my first, unsteady steps.

| hold yours, now,

to help you to stand and walk again
through that shaded valley,

you once went across

at a brisk pace and with bold gait.

We still today, father,
enjoy the same colours,
the same flowers scent
of that countryside.

poem on January 9 ", 1990. (www.americanpoems.com/members/nino)

We still hear birds singing
in the sky,

the sound of water running
nearby.

Spring begins, revives the whole nature.
Your spring, father, revived my future.

Memories of you are crowding my mind.
Searching now my memory, here is what | find:
sacrifices, hardships and tough struggles

by which you won life’s daily battles,

and wisdom, too, dignity and just pride.

Forever, father, you shall be my guide!
Igino Andreotti on his 83" birthday




