“Such a hearfwarmihg story. Beautifully written and illustrated.”
' — author-illustrator Eric Fan (from The Fan Brothers)

Oliver never met his grandpa. He wonders what he would tell Grandpa i the two of
- them could meet, even once. Oliver decides that he would tell him about an amazing man
that Grandpa never met: Oliver’s dad, Grandpd's own son. In this touching and heartfelt
story, you will be taken on a journey of what it means to be a dad and to be the master

of your own destiny.
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To all loving fathers, especially the self-taught ones. And for my son. — V.D.O.S.
With all my love, to my ‘babbo’, my first word. — A.F.

My Dad, My Rock
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“0f all the titles Ive been privileged to have,
‘Dad’ has always been the best”

- Ken Norton (professiouat boxer)




“Dad, was Grandpa a magician?”
“Not that I know, my love.”
“Then why did he disappear?”




And my grandpa never met my dad
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My dad has two eyes,
But sometimes I thin

If I let go of his har
OctopusDad.
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He says those who laugh
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ing a boy how to fish instead of always
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He always reads with me at bedtime. He says that a child without
books is like a house with no windows.







When I am angry, he asks me to count to ten. I am not sure why. It always takes so long that when I am done, I don’t even
remember why I was counting. ..




When I can’t sleep, he can’t sleep either. It’s as if he can feel what
I’m feeling.
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