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In the last days of his life, I massaged his hands, not knowing what else to offer in the 

face of his pain. How strange to touch my father's hands in such a way for the first time. 

I see his hands in my mind's eye, long, practical fingers, smooth curved nails, good 

sensitive hands. Hands that flew passionately, describing ideas barely able to be 

contained. His were hands that connected, hands that laboured, and hands that talked. 

His hands took from the hands before him: those of his mother; all bent with hard work in 

the fields, from stoking the hearth and baking bread; those of his father, who told stories 

at a table at the village kafeneio to a backdrop of steep mountains. 

The love of stories somehow passed down from generation to generation, tumbling forth 

despite ourselves. Stories inhaled and exhaled, living and breathing, inherited from the 

stones and hills and water, and passed from mouth to mouth across continents. 

From his hospital bed I begged him to tell me more stories, knowing that this would be 

the last chance we had. I felt greedy, not wanting to waste this time as we had done in the 

past. 

Even in sickness he held court in his bed, telling me childhood tales of his native Greece, 

filled with deceit and fun, poverty and resilience, tales wrapped in the rosy hues of 

nostalgia. 

And upon leaving his beloved patrida, the homeland, I imagine his parents looking at his 

back as he walked down the dusty road away from his village, the parched earth and grey 

stones unable to offer any comfort to counter their pain. 

Only three days after his ship the Patris docked at Port Melbourne, there started the tales 

of the factory floor. I can almost see his dark skinny frame working the production line at 

General Motors Holden in Dandenong, drinking the beer at Carlton and United Breweries 

in Abbotsford, building ammunitions in the Vickers Ruwolt factory under the gaze of the 

Skipping Girl sign, or cleaning the offices of the SEC nearby. 

I remember sitting beside him in a pub, a little girl drinking lemonade and smelling stale 

beer on sticky carpet. I have flashes of our little patch of inner-suburban concrete yard, 

where he sat in a white Bonds singlet. Of watching John Wayne movies together late at 

night. And memories of the back of his hand, securely on the wheel of our Chrysler 

Valiant. 

Hands so full of life, it was unthinkable to imagine them without movement. And yet, 

there they were, his hands resting on white hospital sheets, strangely still. 



Shortly after his death, it felt sacrilegious to sort through "his" drawer of things: a 

wedding photo here; a fading passport there; the title to the house tucked under some old 

bills. 

The photos in my father's drawer fill me with a dull ache. The people in my parent's 

wedding photo are in their sixties and seventies now. They have worked so hard, 

labouring in factories, cleaning offices, frying up fish and chips, raising their children. 

Their hands hurt, their hearts don't work properly. They congregate in ever-dwindling 

numbers in churches and talk about their ailments. 

My father's passing felt like the doors swung closed to my own childhood. His loss was 

like a physical pain, an absence of a part of myself, part of my history. What saddens me 

now is that, in the march to make new stories, the old ones are slowly forgotten. 

As I write these words, I look down at my own hands, so like my father's hands: hands 

that create words; evoke memories; concoct smells; hands always searching for meaning. 

I write his stories down, I revive him for myself and my children. I search for words to do 

him justice. I try to hear the whispers from the stones of his village and from the voices 

of his ancestors. I recreate him in words so that his spirit, his hands, may be remembered. 

 


