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The	Tower:	

A	Greek	Girl’s	Tale	of	Living	Through	the	Death	of	her	Father.	

‘Your	dad’s	passed	away.’	

	 2014	was	the	year	I	experienced	my	Tower	year,	which	I	fondly	look	at	the	

worst	year	of	my	life.	I	was	723	kilometres	away	from	my	family,	living	in	Melbourne,	a	

city	I	was	familiar	with	after	living	here	for	two	years,	when	my	uncle	called	to	tell	me	

that	my	dad	had	a	heart	attack	and	died	at.	He	was	fifty-five,	fit	and	strong	as	he	was	a	

security	guard	at	Flinders	University	and	my	ultimate	hero.	Dad	was	dark	skinned	from	

working	outside	patrolling	the	campus,	he	had	a	smile	started	at	his	eyes	and	lit	up	his	

whole	face	and	a	Cheshire	like	laugh.	He	was	a	jester	and	a	wise	man	at	the	same	time	

allowing	me	to	call	him	for	advice	whenever	I	needed	it.	He	taught	me	the	skills	I	needed	

to	learn	how	to	live	by	myself	in	the	world	from	how	to	pay	bills	to	how	to	fix	the	TV.	He	

was	the	stern	figure	in	my	life	that	guided	me	on	my	path	in	a	way	I	didn’t	like	as	a	child	

but	muchly	appreciated	as	an	adult	as	I	was	able	to	live	in	another	city	and	build	myself	

up	to	be	completely	self-sufficient	with	him	but	a	phone	call	away.		

	 The	Tower	is	the	sixteenth	card	in	the	Major	Arcana	from	The	Tarot.	It’s	the	

card	that	symbolizes	disaster,	upheaval,	sudden	change	and	revelation.	The	Tarot	is	a	

card	deck	which	is	compiled	of	78	cards	that	is	broken	down	into	a	22	Major	Arcana	

cards	and	56	Minor	Arcana	cards.		The	Majors	represent	life	lessons,	karmic	influences	

and	big	archetypal	themes.		The	Minors	represent	practical	aspects	of	life	and	can	refer	

to	current	issues	that	are	having	a	minor	or	temporary	influence	in	one’s	life.	 	

	 Origins	of	Tarot	aren’t	clear	cut	but	there	are	theories	of	its	beginnings	in	

Ancient	Egypt	by	a	mysterious	priesthood	or	through	the	makings	of	extravagant	
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games.	The	Tarot	took	on	the	shape	of	suits	that	were	not	unlike	that	of	a	regular	card	

deck	with	numbers	from	ace	to	ten	with	four	court	cards,	commonly	known	as	the	Page,	

Knight,	Queen	and	King.	They	took	on	the	names	of	Italian	suit	signs	that	allowed	

readers	to	come	to	the	conclusion	of	the	cards	being	split	into	Cups,	Batons,	Coins	and	

Sword	signifiers.	After	this	there	was	an	addition	added	for	twenty-one	trump	cards	and	

The	Fool	as	a	novel	idea	to	help	readers	break	down	the	symbolism	throughout	a	deck.	

The	Tarot	first	surfaced	in	1449	when	it	was	gifted	to	Queen	Isabella	of	Ajou,	the	

consort	of	King	René	I,	Duke	of	Lorraine.		

	 Tarot	is	used	as	divination	tool	and	there	is	no	evidence	previous	to	the	end	of	

the	eighteenth	century	that	it	was	used	as	such.	This	is	due	to	the	religious	factors	

during	the	Renaissance	era	with	their	attitude	towards	divination	and	magic.	

	 A	Tower	year	is	a	year	of	sudden	change,	of	revelation	and	upheaval	with	layers	

to	it.	There	are	four	different	levels	of	tower	destruction:	Top	Level,	which	is	common	

looked	at	the	being	a	problem	that	can	be	fixed	by	removing	the	object	and	rebuilding,	

much	like	a	leak	in	the	roof	when	there	is	a	storm;	Mid-Level,	which	is	the	removal	of	a	

structure	or	situation	that	isn’t	aligned	correctly	and	the	new	addiction	has	to	come	

down,	this	is	the	most	common	interpretation	of	the	Tower	card;	Foundational	Level,	

which	is	seen	as	a	huge	trauma	and	requires	the	tower	to	come	down	to	help	us	rebuild	

our	foundations,	and	Sub-Basement	Level,	which	is	rare	and	happens	without	

awareness,	includes	nervous	breakdown	and	potential	family	constellations	that	

change.		

	 As	a	child,	my	mother	had	one	set	of	Tarot	cards	in	our	home.	The	Mythic	Tarot	

Deck.	A	deck	based	on	Greek	mythological	beings,	heroes	and	journeys	that	are	depicted	

on	the	cards.	I	grew	up	going	to	Greek	School	and	learning	about	the	Gods	and	
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Goddesses,	the	trial	and	tribulations	of	Odysseus	and	Jason	and	how	they	shaped	the	

world	around	us,	so	I	was	always	drawn	to	them	whenever	Mum	pulled	them	out	and	

did	readings	for	others.		

	 The	original	Rider	Smith-Waite	deck	has	the	image	of	a	tower	that	is	being	

struck	by	lightning,	because	of	this	the	Tower	is	on	fire	and	people	were	jumping	out	of	

the	building	for	safety,	the	card	is	bordered	in	white	with	the	roman	number	XVI	and	

the	name	of	the	card	at	the	bottom.	There	are	different	versions	of	the	card	that	have	

the	depiction	of	the	Tower	in	a	different	way.	The	Light	Seer’s	Tarot	has	an	organic	

tower	made	of	what	looks	like	grass	being	stuck	by	lightening	around	it	are	butterflies,	

grass	acorns	and	a	rabbit.	In	the	Wild	Unknown	Tarot	there	is	a	tree	that	is	being	hit	by	

lighting	in	two	places	that	have	erupted	with	a	fire.			

	 Easter	Saturday	is	the	second	busiest	day	in	retail	and	we	had	a	full	roster	of	

girls	in	the	store	and	we	were	as	ready	as	we	were	ever	going	to	be	when	it	come	to	the	

horde	of	shoppers	who	were	upset	that	the	shops	had	been	closed	for	a	full	day.	I	lasted	

about	an	hour	until	my	manager	pulled	me	out	the	back,	demanded	that	I	get	my	bag	

and	leave.	It	was	uncharacteristic	for	her,	because	she	was	hard	working	and	pushed	us	

all	to	be	better.		I	did	as	I	was	told	and	walked	out	of	the	store	thinking	that	I	was	

playing	hooky	with	my	auntie,	who’d	come	to	pick	me	up	and	sprung	me	from	my	shift.	

The	first	words	out	of	my	mouth	were	when	I	saw	her	was	‘Who	died?’	Because	there	

was	no	reason	that	my	manager	would	react	like	that	unless	something	big	had	

happened.	My	auntie	reassured	me	that	no	one	had	died	and	asked	for	my	phone,	

uttering	something	about	hers	being	broken	and	at	home.	That	should	have	been	the	

first	flag,	but	I	shrugged	as	she’d	alleviated	my	worry,	we	were	joined	by	my	uncle	and	I	

didn’t	think	twice.		
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	 Back	at	my	apartment	I	showed	my	auntie	around,	it	was	the	first	time	she’d	

seen	it	in	the	flesh,	and	she	exclaimed	that	she	loved	it.	She	gave	me	my	phone	back	and	

it	was	an	afterthought	as	I	puttered	around	making	tea;	my	mother	had	instilled	in	me	

the	skills	on	how	to	be	a	good	hostess,	just	because	they	were	family	didn’t	mean	

anything	less.		

	 Uncle	Jim	is	my	Dad’s	only	brother	and	is	younger	than	him	by	a	few	years	and	

he	has	the	burden	of	telling	me	the	news	that	he	uttered	were	unparallel	to	anything.	In	

fact,	he	had	to	repeat	himself	because	I	thought	he	was	joking.	When	he	repeated	

himself	and	his	voice	broke,	that’s	when	I	knew	it	was	true.	I	slid	down	the	back	of	my	

couch	and	the	phone	was	taken	out	of	my	hands	because	I	couldn’t	hear	him	over	the	

sound	of	my	body	shaking	sobs.	Tears	flowed	freely	down	my	cheeks	and	in	that	

moment,	I	would	have	done	anything	to	jump	out	of	my	tower	that	was	just	set	alight	by	

the	jolt	of	disastrous	news.		

	 The	loss	I	experienced	was	a	Foundational	Tower	Level,	where	my	whole	

foundation	was	rocked	hard.	The	man	who	had	given	me	my	sense	of	humour,	morals	

and	brown	eyes	was	gone	due	to	a	bad	heart;	a	phone	call	hours	after	it	happened	was	

all	that	it	took	to	bring	me	down	the	depths	of	my	grief.	I	was	lucky	to	have	my	auntie	

there	to	comfort	me,	20	years	or	so	before,	she	went	through	the	same	thing,	losing	her	

own	father	to	brain	aneurism,	I	was	too	young	to	remember	him,	but	I	could	feel	the	

way	she	protectively	tried	to	help	me	through	the	immensity	of	the	pain	sitting	in	my	

whole	body.	

	 As	I	composed	myself,	I	padded	around	the	apartment,	disposing	of	flowers	that	

would	die	while	I	was	gone;	I	cleaned	the	counters	and	even	quickly	vacuumed	the	mess	

that	came	with	the	flower	crime	scene.	My	auntie	laughed	at	me,	but	I	knew	that	if	I	
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didn’t	do	it,	my	housemate	wouldn’t.	She	would	be	oblivious	to	the	rotting	flowers	and	

the	mess	that	would	gather	around	it.	So	while	I	mindlessly	puttered	around	to	make	

sure	that	the	apartment	wouldn’t	be	left	in	shambles,	I	had	a	list	of	people	that	I	had	to	

call,	to	break	the	news	to.		

	 My	cousin,	who	now	resides	in	Sydney,	was	first	on	the	list,	because	I	was	

supposed	to	go	to	her	house	the	next	day	for	Easter	lunch,	along	with	my	vegan	caramel	

banana	cake	I	had	made	for	the	occasion	and	had	taken	all	day	Friday	to	prepare.	She	

had	already	heard	and	asked	if	I	needed	anything.	She	didn’t	say	any	words	that	could	

help,	no	one	could	really	use	any	words	that	could	make	the	hurt	stop,	but	it	was	

comforting	knowing	that	she	was	there.	Next	were	my	three	best	friends,	one	of	whom	

was	away	on	holiday	with	her	husband,	the	other	was	working	and	the	other	was	across	

town.	I	don’t	know	why	it	was	so	hard	to	tell	them,	but	it	was	in	this	moment	that	I	

really	understood	what	friendship	meant.	They	cried,	I	cried	some	more;	the	phone	cut	

out	with	one	and	I	had	to	repeat	the	news	three	times	over.	

	 On	the	plane	ride	back	to	Adelaide	I	was	two	beers	and	two	tequila	shoots	

buzzed	as	I	sat	next	to	my	Uncle	Glenn,	who	met	me	at	the	Melbourne	Airport	to	give	me	

some	support	on	the	plane	ride	back.	He	and	Uncle	Louie	proceeded	to	get	a	few	drinks	

into	me	at	the	airport.	I	wasn’t	complaining,	but	it	did	feel	weird	drinking	with	Uncles	

who	I	normally	didn’t	drink	around.		

	 Mum’s	house,	how	weird	it	was	to	call	it	that	and	omit	Dad	from	the	descripting	

has	tall	white	fences,	the	brick	façade	of	the	house	was	small,	but	the	lines	of	roses	were	

the	saddest,	they	were	the	crowing	jewels	of	the	home,	a	prize	that	Dad	was	so	careful	

with.	They	would	never	see	his	careful	cutting	or	hear	the	unique	whistle,	not	unless	

they	heard	them	from	our	cockatiels	that	had	mimic	the	tune.		
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	 The	house	was	full	of	people,	but	none	of	them	mattered,	I	saw	my	brother,	

hugged	him	and	kept	him	together.	I	hugged	others	and	made	small	talk,	but	I	was	

longing	to	get	through	the	screen	door	to	where	I	knew	my	mother	would	be	lying	in	

bed.	I	went	through	the	kitchen	and	into	the	living	room	but	as	my	Yiayia	

(grandmother)	saw	me	from	the	seat	that	she	sat	in	with	her	broken	leg,	she	burst	into	

tears,	something	that	I	was	sure	was	the	norm	for	the	day.	She	was	muttering	Dad’s	

name,	he	was	her	first	born	after	all,	and	I	tried	to	stay	with	her	but	I	was	so	close	to	

seeing	Mum.	I	told	her	I	would	come	back	out	after	and	I	went	in	to	see	Mum,	she	was	

lying	on	the	unmade	sheets	of	the	she	shared	with	Dad.	As	soon	as	she	heard	my	voice,	

she	roused	herself	and	I	had	to	hold	my	mother	as	she	wept	for	my	father.	Even	as	I	

write	those	words	now,	they	bring	back	the	anguish	and	bring	the	final	piece	of	the	

tower	breaking	down,	to	the	surface.	As	a	grown	adult,	to	have	to	hold	your	mother	as	

she	wept	inconsolably	is	something	that	I	can	never	wipe	from	my	brain.	The	feeling	of	

her	body	shaking	in	grief	for	the	loss	of	the	man	she	had	loved	and	continued	to	love	

was	not	something	that	I	could	even	begin	to	understand.	I	was	his	daughter	and	losing	

his	challenging	nature,	his	Cheshire	like	laugh,	his	crinkling	eyes	and	his	deep	advice	

was	something	that	changed	my	whole	being.		

	 The	next	few	days	blurred	together,	the	pain	of	losing	dad	as	I	slept	on	his	side	

of	the	bed	deepened	as	I	could	smell	the	lingering	scent	of	tobacco	and	Lomani.	The	

sheer	number	of	relatives	that	threaded	their	way	through	the	gates	of	our	tower	were	

immeasurable.	They	brought	food,	jars	of	Greek	coffee,	brandy,	paxamathi	(double	

baked	Greek	shortbread	biscuits),	well	wishes	and	disctractions.	Every	time	I	passed	a	

tray	of	brandy,	I	took	a	shot	–	I	hated	brandy,	but	it	was	at	least	acceptable	to	the	

relatives	that	walked	through	our	home.	Uncles,	some	of	whom	I	hadn’t	seen	I	years,	

commented	on	Peter	(my	brother)	drinking	beer	because	it	wasn’t	“allowed”	after	a	
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death.	Did	that	make	him	stop?	No,	in	fact	after	the	comment	was	made,	I	made	a	clear	

point	to	drink	a	beer	if	they	were	around.	Who	were	they	to	say	what	we	could	and	

couldn’t	do?	

	 The	upheaval	that	came	with	his	death	was	a	fracturing.	The	family	that	I	had	

once	known	to	be	close	and	tight	knit	was	shattered.	The	darkened	cloud	that	gathered	

as	the	Tower	that	I	built	started	to	burn	furiously.	It	was	stripping	the	layers	of	the	

family	I’d	once	known,	and	the	person	I	had	been.	

	 Peter’s	friends	gathered	around	us	and	it	was	nice	to	have	people	to	talk	to	who	

were	closer	to	our	age,	they	were	distractions,	helping	us	see	past	the	deep	pain	and	

bringing	us	out	into	the	warmth	of	their	laughter,	their	questions	and	their	jokes.	Day	

after	day	they	came,	making	sure	that	we	were	ok	and	pulling	in	on	the	food	that	we	

would	be	gathered	around.	It	made	me	smile	and	feel	like	I	was	an	actual	being	since	I	

heard	of	the	news,	almost	like	they	helped	heal	a	part	of	me	that	allowed	me	to	keep	

going.	To	keep	moving.		

	 The	day	that	my	mother	had	seen	that	Yiayia	was	ok	enough	to	go	back	to	her	

house,	was	where	the	first	fissure	happened	within	our	family.	We	were	learning	how	to	

be	a	part	of	three	and	it	was	harder	when	we	had	to	try	and	look	after	Yiayia	too,	her	

broken	leg	was	getting	better	and	she	was	getting	better	at	being	able	to	come	around,	

so	it	shouldn’t	have	been	a	surprised	but	Yiayia,	from	this	moment,	took	it	upon	herself	

to	think	that	she	was	being	kicked	out.	We	had	had	close	to	three	weeks	of	people	

coming	in	and	out	of	house,	giving	us	their	condolences,	barely	sleeping	and	trying	to	

accommodate	for	everyone.	Mum’s	house	wasn’t	big	and	it	was	hard	to	move	around	

the	three-bedroom	home	without	bumping	into	someone.	After	this	Yiayia	felt	like	she	
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was	being	forgotten	and	that	our	family,	that	had	once	been	so	united	and	tight	knit,	

unravelled	because	of	an	ideal	that	she	had	in	her	mind.		

	 I	was	infuriated	when	Mum	told	me	that	Uncle	Jim,	the	very	same	man	had	been	

like	a	second	father	to	me	had	said	to	her	that	I	should	stop	laughing.	It	wasn’t	the	place	

to	laugh.	What	did	he	expect	from	me?	To	be	in	a	corner	in	a	shuddering	heap	as	I	wept	

for	my	father?	Is	that	what	he	had	expected?	No.	Dad	was	a	man	who	was	always	

laughing,	he	was	always	cracking	jokes	and	he	wouldn’t	have	wanted	me	to	sit	in	a	

corner	and	cry.	He	would	have	wanted	to	me	to	make	the	most	of	this,	to	help	bring	

smiles	to	others	and	to	be	ok	with	laughing,	because	that	was	what	he	always	did.	The	

fact	that	his	brother	was	telling	me	how	to	act	was	unacceptable.	I	wasn’t	his	daughter.	

	 As	the	family	that	had	always	made	me	proud	to	be	a	part	of,	started	to	shatter,	

so	came	the	revelation	of	how	I	had	no	one	there	to	catch	me	as	a	I	feel	into	the	world	of	

being	a	fatherless	daughter.	There	were	friends	and	work	colleagues	who	had	been	

through	the	same	thing,	but	it	wasn’t	the	same	They	couldn’t.	Everyone’s	experience	is	

diverse	and	their	relationship	with	their	fathers	different.	I	always	counted	myself	

lucky,	because	I	had	had	a	father	who	always	listened,	even	if	what	he	had	to	say	that	I	

didn’t	want	to	listen.	He	would	challenge	me	to	learn	how	to	use	my	voice	and	stand	up	

for	what	I	wanted	in	life,	like	when	I	wanted	to	move	to	Melbourne.	He	said	no.	But	with	

Dad	there	were	different	kinds	of	no,	because	he	never	flat	out	said	yes	to	anything,	and	

this	no	was	soft,	it	was	a	confirmation.	I	had	done	all	of	the	leg	work,	gotten	myself	an	

interview	with	the	head	of	the	department,	gotten	the	family	in	Melbourne	on	board	

and	even	told	Mum	the	dates.		

	 Without	his	strict	rules	I	wouldn’t	have	been	able	to	pay	bills	on	time,	conserve	

money	to	make	sure	that	I	had	food	in	my	fridge	or	buy	and	budget	for	the	cat	I	got.	I	
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never	needed	anything	and	when	I	did,	I	could	pick	up	the	phone	and	get	past	my	ego	

and	ask	him	for	help.		

	 He	would	always	be	there	to	help.	That’s	what	I	missed	the	most	these	days.	I	

can’t	just	pick	up	the	phone	and	call	him	for	advice,	I	can’t	tell	him	about	the	boyfriend	I	

have	and	how	he	has	some	very	similar	characteristics	to	him.	Using	The	Tower	to	pick	

through	the	layers,	level	by	level	has	been	something	that	has	been	the	hardest	to	do.	I	

didn’t	think	that	I	would	have	to	be	able	to	be	the	adult	when	adults	were	being	children	

and	how	I	would	handle	that.		
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