For many, NYE is the one night of the year to cut loose and celebrate an end which is also a beginning – the same starry sky, yet a bright new dawn – or some other poncy minstrel shit. Looking back on what has easily been the hardest year of my life so far, going to bed at 8.30pm on December 31st 2009 with a nasty headache, only to get up sometime after midnight and fall heavily on my ass while failing for the first time ever to step over our (rather low) side fence wasn’t the best omen. While I sustained no physical injury – not even to the once torn and still sometimes troublesome left arm I also landed on – the fact that there turned out to be no txts or missed calls on the mobile phone I’d been en route to retrieve from my father’s car gave me another kind of butthurt. Combined with my retrospectively symbolic stack over the fence, what was to follow seems less surprising…

The last few months of 2009 weren’t much fun, as I’d been let down so badly by the one person in my life that I actually looked up to that I still feel betrayed, managed to sabotage my ‘career’ as a music journalist with two errant – yet honestly harmless – txt messages (unrelated to aforementioned betrayal), been banned for a year from the only online forum I frequented, and reluctantly resigned myself to letting go of several ‘friends’ with bad habits for hollow words. Still, they were good times compared to the serious stroke my Mum suffered in the middle of January 2010: a grade four sub arachnoid hemorrhage that she wasn’t expected to survive. The fear I felt was magnified almost twofold, as my Dad practically lives for my Mum, so losing her would likely lead to him simply fading away, and perhaps fatally. (It is for this reason, and not any form of personal preference, that I really hope that she outlives him.) 

While Mum seems to be making an almost miraculous recovery and even appears to have sustained no manifest brain damage, she spent a month in hospital, including two weeks in ICU during which she looked much more dead than alive, with multiple tube filled holes in her head. At the time I was thankful for the company and support of a girl I’d started spending ‘quality time’ with on NYD, only for it soon to become clear that she was studying for a degree in sociopathy, or was at best a psycho hose beast with a bad case of grizzly cauldron syndrome. In short, after I’d eventually managed to defuse her latest emo episode, she tearfully told me that she loved me, only to fuck a ‘friend’ of mine two days later and then attempt to avoid admitting so. To make it worse, she was not only the first person I’d let myself be intimate with in over three years, but also less to blame for me being in such a situation than my own blood-fuelled baby batter baton and blue balls – fuck you, testosterone. 
By April Mum had been at home continuing her remarkably complication and (serious) consequence free recovery for more than a month, and I was also finally able to afford to put my plan to move to London into action. Only five years behind schedule, my mutant power of immaculately bad timing allowed me to arrive in London nine days before the election. Sadly, the resulting coalition government put an immediate freeze on public sector recruitment – including positions already advertised and applied for – and their ‘austere’ emergency budget has left the economy in an even more fragile state with an uncertain future. On the bright side, my gracious, Godloving (get ready for it) cousin David had said I could stay with him and his daughter for the first two months, in order to make the transition less expensive and stressful for me…
If I had to choose between the two, I’d much rather be a ‘glass half full’ guy than the opposite option, but it’s hard to focus on the money I saved when the same cousin ended up effectively equating me with somebody who commits sexual assault: according to David, smoking weed is the same as rape, as both of these things are illegal (he’d come home days earlier than expected from an overseas business trip and smelt the smoke from a pipe I’d smoked in the window an hour beforehand). Then – post my humble and unreserved apology – when I tried to express via email to the only extended family member I thought I had something in common with that I didn’t appreciate such a logically fallacious and offensive comparison, he coolly informed me that I was both ranting and overreacting. 
While it was easily the best example of the negative experiences I had in England, it is also sadly only one of many in an apparent pattern of depressing familiarity: people being friends or family doesn’t stop them from being human – or in other words, prone to mind bogglingly poor form. Finally, following two months of fruitless job hunting and the discovery that nobody seems willing to rent a room to an unemployed person (even if they can afford the steep deposit and are eligible for housing benefits), I reluctantly returned to Perth. 

The best thing about being back home was being reunited with my canine companion Fei’lo, who is the most important creature in my world. The first half of 2010 had been fucking horrible, but while I was back somewhere I really didn’t want to be anymore, I was much less stressed in general, steeled with resolve and hopeful that the harsh happenings for the year were behind me. Fei’lo had turned ten at the end of June, which was also the first winter he’d started to show any signs of slowing down; he was sleeping and sooking more, obviously becoming more arthritic, and had started to sometimes need assistance to get up into the car. Little symptoms like this are usually due to aging, which is an inescapable part of life, so I tried to ignore the unsettling feeling I couldn’t shake completely that yet another unpleasant surprise was in store.
Whether I was being paranoid or channelling Cassandra (dooOom!) we’ll never know, but in October Fei’lo started to piss blood. Tests showed crystals in his urine, and a subsequent x ray revealed that he had a bladder full of stones that would need to be surgically removed. This was made even more worrying than it would have been by the fact that Fei’lo’s heart had almost stopped the last time he’d been anaesthetised, although the vet was confident that switching the sort of sedatives used would make it safe this time. Almost all kidney and bladder stones are smooth or rounded like they’d been tumbled in a stream, but the calcium oxalate kind can also form into sharp, angry looking things that resemble morning stars. Proving himself yet again to be the special statistical outrider we already knew he was, Fei’lo had around thirty of these little fuckers scratching the shit out of his bladder, which had to be turned almost inside out to successfully remove them all. To add insult to injury and the $2.5k vet bill, in an attempt to avoid more of these stones forming, Fei is now faced with eating expensive, specially formulated food he’s no fan of for the rest of his life. Still, that’s gotta be better than storing miniature sea mines in your belly and pissing blood, and the foreboding feeling I’d had for too long was finally gone.
It’s now late November here on the edge of the endless sand that makes up most of this wide brown land, and a rainy Sunday afternoon less than two weeks from the start of summer. Such unseasonal weather seems an apt setting to sit down to summarise my series of unfortunate/unexpected events, although it isn’t what motivated me to build on the two paragraphs I began earlier in the week. This is not an attempt to extract sympathy either, as I’m well aware that my ‘white boy in the western world’ problems pale in comparison to the ongoing nightmare that is daily life for far too many millions of people on this planet. 
Despite ostensibly being more sceptical than superstitious overall, I do want to believe in concepts like karma, yet then recent events would seem to suggest that I was a right royal cunt in a past life, which makes me wonder why I’m not a cane toad, a buttplug, Kyle Sandilands (huhu tautology), or a Tea Party-er this time ‘round. I don’t have an evil stepmother, and know that the universe has better things to do than toy with my insignificant ass (regardless of how reincarnated or rumpalicious it may be) so the only conclusion I can comfortably draw is that sometimes shit just happens. Ad nauseam. On the surface this might not seem so reassuring, but keep in mind that it leaves plenty of scope for good shit to go down too.
Now that my sorry tale is told I feel pressured to proffer a point to this discourse – one both pithy and profound. Still, all I can come up with at the moment is a passionate plea to keep both your eyes and mind open, and your head up.

Oh, and your cock out of crazy Kiwi chicks. 

