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  FOREWORD


  The breast cancer journey is an emotional and physical roller coaster and a breast cancer diagnosis can bring a range of unexpected emotions. Uncertainty and fear for the future, changes in personal and family relationships, a sense of isolation – these are just some of the normal feelings that may be felt when one is diagnosed. For others, a breast cancer diagnosis may bring financial hardship. Many patients want access to information about their diagnosis and the treatment options.


  It was these feelings that led me as Chair of The Foundation and Founder of The Living Centre, to set Think Pink on its course today.


  I am a two-time breast cancer survivor and during my second brush with breast cancer in 2003, I underwent daily radiotherapy for six weeks at the William Buckland Radiotherapy Centre at Melbourne’s Alfred Hospital. There I came into contact with many women who were, due to their breast cancer, finding it difficult to hold down jobs and make ends meet financially. At Think Pink, we refer to these circumstances as “cancer induced poverty”.


  It was obvious to me that these patients needed immediate assistance, so I suggested to the then Committee that Think Pink change its focus from funding breast cancer research to funding projects providing direct financial, emotional and physical support to patients.


  In September 2006, Think Pink became an independent Charitable Foundation. Within a short time, the Foundation raised sufficient funds to establish its own unique state-of-theart, independent and non-clinical wellness facility called The Living Centre. The Centre was officially opened by The Minister of Health for Victoria, The Hon Daniel Andrews MP on 9th September, 2010 and the Foundation has plans underway to establish Living Centres across Australia in the coming years.


  Since 2010, through its unique and innovative program of activities and services, The Living Centre has proudly supported hundreds of breast cancer patients from right across Victoria like Sasha and Sharon. The Living Centre provides professional and caring, practical support completely free of charge to patients, their families and carers at any stage of their journey with breast cancer.


  Just as The Living Centre is a haven of comfort and support for breast cancer patients and their families, S.K. Reid’s A Year of Medical Thinking provides a beacon of light to those newly diagnosed with cancer or who face life-challenging situations. At times dark, this tale of one woman’s journey captures the emotional rollercoaster of a breast cancer diagnosis. Ultimately a tale of hope and courage that holds universal appeal, A Year of Medical Thinking speaks to all who may find their lives touched by cancer.


  


  Irene Hendel


  Chair of The Think Pink Foundation &


  Founder of The Living Centre
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  SUMMER


  A Very Special New Year’s Eve
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  This New Year’s Eve is different to every other. This New Year’s Eve is the night before our special year. After so much sadness and struggle over the past several years, this New Year’s Eve is one of hope and promise.


  Over the past few years we had created a new tradition with some friends who live in the city. We’d head to town and enjoy a late barbecue meal in their back yard, and then around half past eleven we’d fill up our glasses with bubbly and go to the beach to watch the city skyline light up with fireworks at midnight. We considered ourselves brave – alcohol is not permitted on the streets or the beach but we defied council by-laws in favour of a good time.


  At midnight, kisses would be doled out liberally and resolutions set. I’d close my eyes, and say a little prayer: please, make this year a good one! Maybe this year we will be blessed with a baby. But one year after another drew to a close and we found ourselves further and further from our dream of having a family of our own. One particular festive eve I confided in the host and one of my oldest friends, ‘I can’t do this anymore! I am so tired! It is too hard! I have been holding on to this hope for such a long time and I simply can’t keep holding on to it anymore.’ In defeat, I knocked back the dregs of one too many glasses of champagne.


  Holding on to that hope and vision for our future was exhausting. Career moves were put on hold and marriage plans postponed so that we might have a baby. We met endless questions as to when we would tie the knot with some lame excuse but the truth was we couldn’t afford it. IVF is expensive and time consuming. We were living in a state of suspension: life on standby, an endless waiting game, until we could join with the rest of humanity in taking on the shape of that which the rest of the world seems to take for granted: a family. Only then, we felt, could we move forward into our future, child in tow, just like everyone else.


  This New Year’s Eve is unlike others. Instead of going into the city to spend the evening with friends and watching the fireworks from the beach, we are spending a quiet evening together, putting distance between us and the loud festivities. A storm is forecast for later in the night, and there is a good chance the fireworks will be cancelled due to the wild weather.


  We decide to go to the lookout tower in a nearby township and watch the early fireworks from the hill overlooking the city – where the local fire tower is situated, and from where observers on duty on Black Saturday watched the massive flames that leapt towards the heavens, destroying the township of Kinglake. From the top of the hill is the most spectacular 360-degree panoramic view. It’s the perfect vantage point. On this night, the twinkling lights of the city skyline cut a geometric shape against the horizon and light the westerly view.


  I am surprised by the number of people gathered here already. Mostly it is families with young children. I feel quietly thrilled that we will soon be like them, and next year, maybe we can bring our new baby with us. Troy and I have conversations about starting a new tradition, one of our own. It is time to begin new things, so we are thinking that next year we might invite some friends up here to celebrate with us, perhaps bring a picnic dinner and toast an early celebration to the New Year. No more treks into the city on New Year’s Eve for us! We will have a young baby and I will want to spend every waking moment with our bundle of joy. And I have two girlfriends who will have new babies too who could come here with us, one whose baby is a few weeks old and the other who is due in a couple of months’ time.


  I am excited to be part of this enormous club, the family club, and although I am a bit behind my two friends, we will all have babies together. With enormous excitement, I have already planned my social calendar for when the baby is born: there will be barbecues and dinner parties and picnics and family outings. I can’t wait. A picture-perfect lifestyle. Just like you see in the magazines and on television. That’s what I want. It’s what everyone wants, isn’t it? To have a family of one’s own? Most people I know already have this. And finally, too, so will we. I want a fanfare announcing my grand entrance into the realisation of a long-held dream as it becomes a reality. Bells and whistles in celebration of having finally arrived!


  I have waited, for a very long time, for my dream to be a reality. I am so looking forward to going to social gatherings and when the inevitable ‘So, do you have children?’ question comes up I will be able to say, ‘Yes actually, we do! It took us a while, but yes, we do have children!’


  We want to try for another straight away after this one is born. There is no time to lose: we want a tribe of children. We still want to adopt as well, as has been our vision for some time, but this will be once we have our little one or two safely with us. Besides, under current Victorian legislation, if you are undergoing fertility treatments you can’t proceed with the adoption process until you have well and truly finished treatment.


  Every day is the giddy joy of imagining this magical future we are growing into. It is one of the most difficult but most exciting things I have ever done. Certainly, the most important. After so many years of disappointment and heartache and negativity eating away at one’s spirit, eroding one’s faith in life, now there is a life filled with hope, and the expectant promise of a happy future. We are charged with the delightful task of having to decorate a baby’s room, and perhaps there will be a new car to consider. The two-door Festiva won’t quite do the job anymore. I shall have to get something more suitable for carrying a pram and a baby car seat. We might even have to consider getting one of those SUV’s I see other parents drive around in. These are the playful and frivolous thoughts that occupy my sleepy pregnant mind, daydreaming about how our life will be when we have our baby.


  On top of the hill on New Year’s Eve, I feel tired but almost quite literally on top of the world. I am pregnant. How joyous to be pregnant at New Year’s Eve! I look about me at the mums and dads up here with their young children. I wonder if they know how lucky they are. Do they appreciate what an absolute privilege it is to have children? I suspect this kind of thinking may elude them, particularly if their journey towards parenthood was trouble-free. Sadly, it seems at times, many people seem to take having children for granted. I often hear people say, ‘Unless you have children you just wouldn’t understand; having children changes you.’ On the contrary, I think it is quite possible that it is the very people who proclaim with such certainty their particular perspective on life who are lacking in understanding! Perhaps anyone who hasn’t been through IVF or experienced difficulty in having children cannot, by definition, have any true understanding of what it is like to endure the heartache of wanting children but not having them; of being surrounded by families, young families, older, extended families; of living your life where it seems the entire world around you is built on the foundation of family. They don’t understand how hard it is to find yourself in a world in which you witness the narrative of other people’s lives stretching on into subsequent generations through their children and their children’s children, all the while knowing your story will conclude abruptly, ending as it must, with your demise.


  Sadly, it seems to me that many people are not appreciative of the enormous privilege it is to have children. And most people I know have very little understanding of what an ordeal it is to go through IVF – the hope, the heartache, the emotional rollercoaster. They don’t know what it is like to be the odd one out when the world around you is populated by parents and children, where all your friends have children but you don’t.


  In darker times through my journey towards pregnancy, I found myself reflecting that it would seem a person doesn’t need to be anyone or do anything particularly special to produce offspring. How many children are born into uncaring environments every day? The alarming number of children who are victims of abuse or neglect, requiring foster care or permanent placement to shield them from dangerous environments, is testament to the truth that becoming a parent requires no special skills or qualities at all.


  Sometimes, I would see people in various social settings, perhaps a shopping mall or some other public place, demonstrating a distinct absence of the evidence of particular skills or special qualities required for procreation. As judgmental as it may have been on my part, I would despair at the sight of some heavily pregnant young woman, can of alcoholic beverage in one hand, cigarette in the other, and language foul enough to shock a wharfie. Why should she have a child but not me? It never made any sense.


  Or I’d see them at the local pool on the odd occasion, cursing and swearing at their young children with absolutely no apparent awareness of how damaging such a tirade could be to their child’s emotional development, let alone any inkling of their questionable role modelling. One time, there was a particularly notable instance in the change room at the pool. Heavily pregnant, this woman snapped at her young child who was perhaps all of three years old, ‘If you don’t stop your whining, I’ll throttle you!’ She turned to her friends and continued in her pronounced Strine tone, ‘I tell you, if this next one comes out anything like him I’m sending it back to where it came from!’ She and her friends laughed at her crass humor. The child looked crestfallen, hurt by his mummy’s harsh tone, the glisten of tears catching the light in his eyes. I wondered if a shiver of fear had not been planted in that young child’s heart, a seed of doubt about the certainty of Mummy’s love, the fear that one day her love may be revoked as punishment for something he’d done which he didn’t quite understand. I would have given anything to have that young child as my own, that living, breathing little human being, filled with potential, a life story unwritten. To have, to hold, to behold, to cherish. Here he was, at such a tender age, already learning the rules of bartering for affection, the raw innocence of childhood an unwilling recipient of thoughtless, uncaring and harsh tones, with no idea why Mummy was being so mean.


  My time of wanting a child for so long had created a bleak and cynical outlook on life, one filled with quick and at times unfair judgment as well as an abundance of bitter resentment. How ironic that there are children needing foster homes and permanent care placement because of risk of harm in their own homes, and yet, some politician in their wisdom, sitting at a desk in an office far removed from the real world, has deemed it appropriate, under recent state legislation, for people undergoing IVF to be subjected to a formal police check as well as a working with children clearance. Doesn’t this politician understand? Doesn’t this person realise that people who do IVF desperately want to have children, and that they have to pay enormous amounts of money to go through the process, as well as put themselves through enormously stressful and invasive procedures? Not to mention attending compulsory counselling sessions. To some of us deprived the easier privilege of children, one wonders if it should be the people who don’t go through IVF who must attend compulsory counselling in order to become parents, and who ought to submit themselves to a formal police check and get ‘clearance’ for working or living with children. One wonders if this might perhaps go some way towards reducing the social and emotional consequences of bad parenting, helping in some small measure to mitigate the abuse of children.


  Couples will go to great lengths to try to make their IVF successful. In my own case, I had walked away from a fulfilling job so that I had the best possible chance of the IVF working. In fact, I stayed pretty much on the couch for the entire two weeks it takes to wait for the results of the blood test to see if the embryo transfer had been successful. The only time I ventured beyond the front door was to go to the letterbox to check for mail. I was afraid to move very much at all, doing my utmost physically and emotionally to create the best environment to assist the embryo to ‘stick’.


  The two-week wait for the results of the blood test was horrendous; I kept praying that the transfer had worked and the embryo had implanted, being too afraid at times even to stay upright for more time than necessary. Apparently I am not alone in such efforts. There are many others who have gone to similar lengths to ensure the best possible opportunity for a successful embryo transfer. So whichever politician thought it was a good idea to subject IVF patients to a police check evidently has no clue about the extraordinary dedication and sacrifice required – emotional, physical and financial – to undergo IVF, just for the opportunity to create a family. I wonder if those responsible for this legislation could subject themselves to the ordeal of fertility treatments, all the while keeping their sanity intact and still maintain a conviction that the integrity and intention of IVF patients must be questioned? Lucky for us, we were already pregnant at the time the legislation was introduced, and so we didn’t have to endure such an insulting and ludicrous formality.


  Desperately wanting a child shapes your entire consciousness. It consumes your focus, day in, and day out. Everything in one’s life is defined in relation to, and in the context of, the possibility of having children, of being a family. Everywhere one goes, everyone one is with, everything one does is cast against this backdrop. It is an enormously stressful emotional state to sustain, and I was grateful to finally have my companion of constant craving behind me. I was, before too long, about to realise this biological, physical and emotional imperative, and give bodily expression to one of the most fundamental blueprints for human existence, a blueprint that is as ancient as the human race itself.


  I am looking forward to adding another grandchild to Mum and Dad’s clan. My niece and nephew will have a little cousin to play with from this side of the family. I am also looking forward with great enthusiasm to doing the grandmother-mother thing. I have fond memories as a child of going places with my mum and grandmother, shopping, picnics, ‘clan’ outings, and was now looking forward to doing the same with Mum and my baby. These past years, when out shopping or at a cafe or similar, I’d look upon the mother-daughter-baby trio with envy, the clucky grandmother’s face beaming with besotted pride, and her somewhat distracted daughter busy with her little baby. Now I was going to be just like them! And I just know my dad will be the proudest grandparent one could possibly imagine! In some ways, it feels like fulfilling a kind of generational duty, to bring a child into the world and to give my mum and dad the experience of being the grandparents to my own children. I can’t wait. Although of course I have no choice but to wait, such is the magical unfolding of pregnancy.


  Just as the fireworks are scheduled to begin, an enormous gust of wind sweeps up the hill, rattling the trees and blowing dust over everything. The storm is about to hit. People race to pack up picnic rugs and foldout chairs, scrambling for shelter in the observatory and under the large cyprus trees. My instinct is to move away from the trees. The last thing we need is for a branch to come down on us. I feel enormously protective of this new life growing inside me, and I can’t risk the possibility of an accident. As the distant city lights become obscured by the encroaching storm clouds, we decide it is a good time to make our escape and head back to the safety of home, before the night turns wild. Once back at home, we toast the New Year in with a crisp ginger ale, watch the fireworks on the television, and have an early night. I think it is the quietest and earliest New Year’s Eve we have had in a very long time.


  The Beginning
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  The difference between an IVF pregnancy and a normal pregnancy, at least in the early stages, is the intense monitoring that takes place as part of the process. The monitoring and review appointments, the numerous blood tests and the ultrasounds make it seem as though you live at the doctor’s surgery. We had have made so many trips to the hospital that we joke that we should set up camp, or soon expect a bill for boarding there.


  The other thing that sets an IVF pregnancy apart from a natural pregnancy are the enormous stakes. Because it has taken so much effort to get to this stage, there is considerable concern for the pregnancy to be successful. To lose a pregnancy to miscarriage can be devastating; to lose an IVF pregnancy however amplifies this enormous, unthinkable loss because the couple cannot simply just go and get pregnant again.


  Troy is on duty the night before I am to have the ultrasound to check for the baby’s heartbeat, so I am alone with my beloved dogs and a delicious summery salad. Sitting here at the dining table in the quiet of the evening, and enjoying a beautiful meal while contemplating our future, life seems truly magical: I feel very blessed. Much is riding on tomorrow’s scan. It is difficult not to be anxious however much I try to stay calm about the appointment and not think about what is at stake. After tomorrow’s ultrasound, we have decided it will be time to begin telling people that, at last, we are going to have a baby. We have managed to keep our news secret, as most people do in those first few months, until we are past the danger stage. But it has been getting difficult to keep explaining mysterious absences from social gatherings, plus my forced aversion to coffee and sudden passion for soy chai latte.


  After the ‘dinner date’ with my canine companions, it is off to bed early as is the habit of late. I drift to sleep, visions of colour schemes for the baby’s room and thoughts of boys’ names and girls’ names dancing around my mind, pondering who to tell first and how. I contemplate the delight of hearing my baby’s heartbeat for the very first time. I am blissfully unaware of anything beyond the preoccupations of a pregnant mind.


  Troy arrives home with just enough time to pick me up, head into town through the traffic and still make our appointment on time. It’s a funny thing with doctor’s appointments, you can guarantee that if you are the tiniest bit late they will be on time but if you get there on time or early, then most certainly you will be kept waiting. Today proves no exception. The race into the city is followed by an anxious 45-minute wait to see the doctor.


  We are greeted with beaming smiles by the two wonderful women at reception and asked to take a seat. They have witnessed our journey to pregnancy. One called to congratulate me after I received the news from the clinic. She told me, ‘I was reading through the blood-test results that have come in and one of them was a positive and I looked to see whose it was and saw it was Sasha’s! We are so happy for you! Congratulations! Well done!’


  Eventually we are ushered into the consulting room. We have sat here in this room on many an occasion. And now it is time to enjoy the fruits of those many appointments. The doctor places a latex glove over the long ultrasound instrument, and covers it with translucent goo, while I unceremoniously strip off up to the waist and climb onto the examination table, anxiously waiting to see the baby’s heartbeat on the ultrasound monitor, that first flicker of tangible life, that promise of a new baby. She adjusts the ultrasound wand to get a better picture.


  My hand is hurting Troy is squeezing it so tight. We look at the monitor, straining to see the butterfly flicker of the new heartbeat pulsating out from where we thought the embryo should be.


  And then she speaks words that push a dagger through my heart.


  ‘Oh, this doesn’t look good.’ She shifts position, straining to see a clearer view. ‘This isn’t good. Oh dear, I’m so sorry. There’s no heartbeat there. It looks like you have miscarried.’


  I am not sure I have heard her correctly; I am sure she must have been mistaken. I lie there in a daze, body in shock, head swimming in disbelief, dizzy, not sure what to do next. She pats me on the knees, looks me in the face for the briefest moment, making an effort at consoling us against the blow of this terrible news.


  ‘I’m so sorry. It happens. It’ll be okay. Pop your clothes on and come and take a seat. Take as long as you need.’


  For the longest moment I cannot move. I am stuck to the bench. Then I vacantly and obediently proceed to do as I am told. I struggle up off the bench, wobbly on my legs, fumbling as I pull on my clothes, feeling the lifeblood leach out of me as I sink into the floor.


  It takes a moment for things to sink in. How could this be happening? This cannot be possible, not after everything we have been through. They told me I was the star patient! I had defied the odds with my brilliant blood-test results and outstanding response to the treatment. I am, quite literally, in a state of stunned disbelief. This must be what shock feels like.


  We make our way to the seats at her desk, the silence in the room hanging over us like a shroud. We are like a couple of zombies on autopilot, one foot in front of the other, each second magnified into one distorted moment of eternity. For many months, this was the place of promise and hope and happiness. Now it is the place of loss and heartache.


  ‘I’m so sorry. It happens sometimes. What I am going to do is make an appointment with the hospital for a D and C. What day do you think would be good for you?’


  I am finding it difficult to understand what she is saying. Her language seems foreign. Alien. The enemy. What day do I think is good for me? Any day is good for me! No day is good for me! How can I think about days?


  Our doctor keeps talking to us, and through the jumble of her words I manage to hear something of what she says though my head is full of both noise and emptiness.


  ‘But first, just to be sure, I want you to go back to the clinic and get another ultrasound, just to be one hundred per cent certain. Their equipment is better than mine. I’ll get reception to call them and arrange an appointment for today. And then I’d like to see you back here in six weeks for a follow-up appointment.’


  Another ultrasound? There could be a mistake? She could be wrong? What if she was wrong? What if it was the machine, and in fact there was a heartbeat after all? We are desperately clinging to the last vestige of hope, like a drowning person clings to a life buoy, angry waves crashing all around.


  It seems a long walk back to reception, trying to keep my balance and not fall into the abyss at my feet. We are shattered. At the desk, tones are hushed, eye contact averted. The receptionist puts the call through to the clinic. She tries to be comforting as she waits for her call to be taken. ‘So sorry. You have to keep hope! You’ll get there in the end! I promise!’


  As I wait for appointment details to be sorted out, the couple that went in after us come to the desk. The woman produces a small ultrasound photo of her embryo to show the ladies at reception. ‘Isn’t it amazing? So small! So sweet. It’s just a miracle really.’ She straightens her skirt, tucks a rogue fold of shirt into its place, and returns the photo to her wallet.


  I am crushed. Where is my photo? I should have a photo! I want a photo of my baby! Get your damned photo away from me! I watch the happy couple finish their business and leave the surgery, filled with envy and an unstoppable, aching agony.


  The clinic is fully booked. Our situation is explained but all they can offer us is to go and wait there in case there is a cancellation or see if one of the technicians can fit us in. With our last vestige of hope rapidly diminishing as this new reality begins to take hold, we make our way through the labyrinth of the brightly lit hospital corridors to the clinic to have one final check.


  Sitting in that waiting room is difficult. All around us are either happy or anxiously hopeful women. We are the only sad people sitting there that day. Some of the women I have seen during my visits are there, getting blood tests and ultrasounds. Some are doing embryo transfers. Some are visibly and obviously pregnant. I can tell now who is doing what. There is one woman whose children are running riot all over the place while she disappears for a blood test in one room and her ultrasound in another. The club I had fought so hard to become a member of was now the enemy. Don’t look at me with those deliriously happy, pregnant eyes! And your children are noisy and annoying so why should I think they are cute and why should I put up with their racket?


  Another woman I have seen a few times now strolls in with her beautiful baby in a pusher, an insane smile plastered across her beautiful face. One baby wasn’t enough. She is greedy and back for more. I had watched her during my visits to the IVF clinic, at first through eyes of unease, and then tentatively as part of the sisterhood of pregnant pride and joy, and now I see her through a veil of silent, stinging tears, watching as she waits for her name to be called.


  They keep putting everyone in ahead of us, prolonging our pain for as long as they can, or so it seems. When we have had enough of the smiley, happy faces, Troy insists to the receptionist that an hour and a half is long enough to wait and they had better make a slot for us as we have another appointment to get to, for which we are now late. We don’t, but who cares: enough is enough!


  Eventually they call my name. Here we go, I am thinking. This is it. Into the quiet of the dimmed ultrasound room, the green lights of the monitors casting a faint glow across the wall and into the dark. I cannot help hoping for some kind of miracle. Once again, clothes off, and back up on the bench. The technician is reasonably compassionate. What we thought was evidence of heartbeat and miracle she shows us is just the pulse of blood pumping through vessels. My blood. The embryo is in fact lifeless.


  My mind is racing out of the emptiness towards defiance. I grasp at the possibility of hope, clutching madly at the chance that somehow it isn’t all over, that our efforts have not been in vain. The contradiction of cold hard reality smashes all my hopes and dreams out of my body, washing them down the drain in waves of despair and futility. I feel as though I am sinking into a void, a strange place of extreme, intense nothingness and perpetual fall. Sinking. Falling. Lifeless.


  The defeat is absolute. Total. Gone. Just like that. The hope born of the promise contained within a pregnancy that had tentatively and welcomingly found a home in my heart after years of battering from unrelenting negativity is now dashed.


  And the little baby that almost was – our little baby – would now never be.


  I feel like there is an enormous, impenetrable glass wall between me and the world about me. Everyone is going about their business as usual and I have just had my guts slashed and ripped out, exposed intestines held from spilling onto the floor by trembling hands. We walk past these creatures from beyond the glass wall, out of the hospital, into the harsh light of day and onto the street, towards our car. We get into the car and I tell Troy to drive, anywhere, somewhere, just away from this place, away from this pain. I can’t stop my heart from bleeding. It is choking me, the blood gurgling in my throat. I need air. I need to breathe. I gather my fragmented thoughts enough to be able to speak, to breathe, to calm down for a moment, summoning just enough clarity to call Mum and tell her the terrible news. I know she is waiting to hear from us and will be worrying by now.


  ‘Mum, I am sorry to say but I have some bad news.’ I tell her that we have had a miscarriage and there is no baby. There is a cry of disbelief from the other end of the line, and then tears. I promise to keep in touch and say that I shall call later.


  I want to go home and pick up my dogs and head out somewhere. Anywhere. I need to be with them, I need to be with their unconditional devotion, their ‘here and nowness’. A quick turn around at home, raincoats packed and dogs bundled into the car, and we are headed back onto the road. We drive around for a while, aimlessly, not really knowing where we are going, but moving as far away from home and the city as we can. We drive to put distance between us and our freshly altered fate.


  It is a long, quiet, empty drive. The early morning sunshine ushered in a day filled with promise; the afternoon is bleak with emptiness and despair.


  Eventually we find ourselves at the top of Arthurs Seat, a popular tourist destination on the Mornington Peninsular. Leaving the puppies in the car in the shade and with windows down enough to let in fresh air, we make our way into the nearby restaurant. I haven’t had a beer in a long time. I am looking forward to breaking the drought and drowning my sorrows in some pure amber bliss.
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