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Review.  Redeployment.  Redundancy. The words came to him with clarity, 

cooling as they crossed the table, chilling as they reached his ears.   

“Do you have any questions?”  

“Greg?” 

“No. No questions.” He was surprised he could articulate even these three words. Two 

really as one was repetition. It was clear the meeting was over, that they would stay at 

the table ready for the next victim of the review and he should leave.  He knew he should 

rise from the chair, take five steps to the door, turn the handle and walk into the corridor. 

But he sat; frozen by circumstance.  

 He made it back to his office without encountering anyone, closed the door, 

and sat in the chair trying to position his body so that his face was obscured through the 

panels of glass.  He typed in his password unlocking the computer screen.  Four new 

emails in the fifteen minutes since he’d left the office.  He glanced through the subject 

lines – nothing that was important; not anymore.  He ignored the red light on the phone 

indicating a message to be retrieved, emailed his assistant Judy to say he was going to 

work from home for the afternoon, turned off the computer, shoved the paperwork which 

put his value to the company at $60,000 into his briefcase and left by the back stairs.  

 As he drove home he replayed the scene. He was to understand this wasn’t 

about him, but about the position. New direction.  Need for change, but all he heard was 

he wasn’t needed.  Was redundant. Excess to requirements.  As it echoed through his 

mind, a small sedan floated across the road in front of him, the elderly driver oblivious to 

his oncoming car.  He touched the brakes enough to avoid hitting the car and not have it 

go out of control, his look of incredulity mirrored by a group of teenagers in the ute behind 

the old man.  Amazed he’d avoided a crash, he turned on the radio to unfamiliar 

afternoon programs discussing the latest gossip from the women’s magazines and stain 
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removal.  Involuntarily his shoulders shrugged.  It made as much sense as anything else 

that day, and he continued on his way. 

He turned into the drive of the unit he’d inhabited for almost two years, but 

decided against manoeuvring the car into the garage. Even when his mind was clear it 

was a tricky proposition.  Today he didn’t trust himself and left it in the open.  He should 

get something smaller; he hardly needed it these days as the girls spent most of their 

time with their mother.  The ignition off, he sat for a few minutes, gathered his laptop and 

jacket trying to pull together the fragments of the day into something he recognised.   

He stepped through the front door and remembered the last time he’d felt this 

chilled.  The second honeymoon gone wrong; a mistake from the moment he and 

Rowena left for the airport.  A week of sleeping on the sofa of their accommodation, and 

forced pleasantries except at night, in the company of newlyweds where intoxicated by 

the wine and heavily scented frangipani, he glimpsed their coupledom through Rowena’s 

retelling of their better times – their honeymoon in Europe, building their home, the arrival 

of their two daughters.  The week away was the final blast before he moved out.  The 

news of his departure delivered in black and white by Rowena while for him there was 

still so much grey. 

 

The unit was still sparsely furnished with little decoration on the walls. His girls smiled at 

him as he moved through each room. He peered into their bedroom; the doonas on the 

beds still untidy from their last visit. He spied a runner under the bunks and wondered 

what punishment Rowena had delivered for the lost shoe; heard the lectures about 

carelessness and the cost of things. Holding the edge of the doona on the top bunk he 

began to pull it up, but decided to leave it.  With the bed unmade he could keep his girls 

close.  

 

Returning to the lounge he poured an indecent nip of scotch into a lead crystal glass; a 

wedding present and remnant of his old life.  He loved the weight of it and the way the 

edge of the bottle clinked if it kissed its rim.  He’d already abandoned the trappings of the 
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office garb kicking off his shoes and removing his tie, and sat on the couch; one of the 

pieces from the basic package of furniture he’d bought when he moved out.  He flicked 

on the TV.  It’s offerings at four o’clock on a weekday afternoon took him back to the rare 

times when he’d been home when the girls were small.  To his delight, Bethany had 

loved Thomas the Tank Engine, and begged for every book and video about the happy 

train.  He took a large sip from the glass, feeling the smooth 12 year old malt slip down 

his throat, and wondered just how much longer he could afford such luxuries.  He pulled 

the letter from the envelope from his briefcase, this time reading each paragraph 

carefully.  It retold the script of the meeting; apply for the new position or go.  The sum 

they were offering was okay, and with good management could see him through for a few 

months; maybe some timeout might be good. But what would he do?  It was hard enough 

to fill in the days at home as it was. He knew if he applied for the new job his chances 

were slim.  He hadn’t hit it off with his new boss. Technically she wasn’t his boss, but in 

this matrix organisation, hierarchy had a say in everyone’s business. He’d tried every 

tactic he knew to try to get to know her, but found she was a predator, adapting the 

environment to suit her needs and disposing of those in her way.  She’d been charming 

at first, praising his efforts, and complimenting him on how he managed his team.  “Greg, 

I have confidence in your abilities. You’ll be a great contributor to the team. We have a 

clear direction to follow and I expect you to support me and for us to speak with one 

voice.”  He put aside his reservations, and the first few months had been okay.  They 

were growing as an organisation; gaining new clients and moving themselves into a more 

profitable situation.  But he could feel the rumblings beginning in the place.  Lunchtime 

conversations weren’t about people’s hobbies, movies they’d seen, books they’d read; 

they were full blown bitch sessions about the change in regime.  He noticed 

conversations quietened when he entered the room. They were us; he was them.  

  

He thought if he simply got on with the job, he’d be okay.  The figures were good.  

Invoicing and payments were being done on time, and his reports gave the higher team 

the information they needed to make other decisions.  He dismissed accusations that she 
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was a manipulator, but found that his predisposition to seeing the best in people had 

once again given him rose coloured glasses.  

*************** 

She ordered him into her office.  “I need to speak to you about confidentiality.”  No 

invitation to sit, just accusation.  “Sure.”  He knew what she was talking about, feeling  

nauseous knowing he’d been caught out for only a misdemeanour.  

“The reasons for us not using the design firm were confidential. You knew that.” 

“Confidential yes.  Based on evidence?”  He swallowed and took a breath. “ No. I thought 

it only fair to tell them there wasn’t anything wrong with their work.  You just changed 

your mind.” 

“We’ve lost credibility, and that will impact on our standing in the marketplace.” 

He wanted to tell her she had no idea about the marketplace, and he was starting to see 

through her management by text.  

  

It was clear she had him in her sights and her aim wasn’t only to undermine his authority 

but to lower, degree by degree, his self esteem.  He confined himself within the security 

of his office, but all that did was isolate him from others, making the kill when it came that 

much easier.  

And how convenient that she could use the ruse of a review; wash her hands of any 

involvement.  No, he was being absurd.  Had she made him so paranoid?  He got up 

from the couch, drinking the last of his first scotch and poured another.  He knew this was 

no solution, but needed to lose himself even briefly.  He let his ringing mobile go to his 

smiling voicemail.  He heard the familiar message beep and ignored it too.  When the 

landline rang he let it go to the answering machine.   “Hi Greg.  It’s Judy.  I was just 

ringing to see if you were okay.  There’s some talk that jobs have gone, and um that 

yours is one of them.  I’m guessing that’s why you’ve gone home?  Call me if you need to 

talk, otherwise, I suppose  we’ll see you tomorrow. Bye.”  He knew he should call her 

back; let her know he was okay.  He dismissed calling his sister; knew she wouldn’t mind, 

but needed to sort this on his own.  He remembered her voice of calm when he’d 
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separated, assuring him he’d be okay, but wondering why it had taken fourteen years for 

him to work out he’d married the wrong woman.  “But you always were a pushover,” 

she’d said kindly.  He knew once the news was right around the organisation tomorrow, 

he’d be the focus of people’s pity.  He didn’t want that.  He felt disempowered enough.  

He poured another scotch.   

 

Whether it was the drink, or that he’d missed lunch, he was hungry.  He went to the 

fridge, well stocked from his shopping trip yesterday. He remembered bumping into 

people just 24 hours ago and telling them how good his job was.  He took some smoked 

chicken, avocado and other salad bits from the fridge. His mother had insisted her son as 

well as her daughter was more than proficient in the kitchen.  “You’ll be a great catch one 

day Greg,” she had teased, but he’d taken the first bait too easily.  He pulled together a 

salad, whisking some balsamic and olive oil together for the dressing.  At the last minute 

he decided to poach an egg to top it with.  Bring the water to simmering, he heard his 

mother say.  Add a teaspoonful of vinegar.  Break the egg into a saucer and slide it into 

the water.  Lower the heat and cook for five minutes.  He lifted the egg from the water 

placing it carefully atop the salad, looking forward to the moment when he would pierce it 

and let the warm golden yolk ooze through the hues of green and white.   

 

He recalled how as a child he’d been nourished by the warmth of encouragement.  

Unlikely as it was, he remembered taking his first steps, his mother within sight, her smile 

beckoning, giving him the confidence to move toward her.  She had given him the space 

to try to take those steps, but stayed close enough to gently support him if he fell.  Both 

parents had gifted him with a strong belief in his own self worth.  He considered it a 

blessed childhood; that confidence shielding him but now he looked back on it, had it 

given him a false sense of security, feeling sheltered but really being wide open to 

stalking prey?  

************************ 
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From the radio on the bedside table, a double fatality and Britney Spears’ latest 

escapades announced the new day.  He struggled to wake, his head slightly fuzzed from 

his close friendship with the scotch bottle.  Thank God it wasn’t far from the bed to the 

bathroom; an ensuite and another black mark in Rowena’s book. The girls have to have 

their own bathroom. They’re growing up.  For God’s sake, they were seven and nine, still 

beautifully innocent. He turned on the cold then the hot water full bore mixing the 

temperature perfectly.  His voice boomed from the under the water. “Stuff Rowena!”  She 

had far too much say in the girls’ lives. He’d moved out, not abandoned them.  He 

lathered with soap preferring its solidity to the lightness of shower gel.  “It’s not good for 

their skin”.  Christ, there she was again.  Nothing was ever right for her.”You’re over forty 

now, you need to watch what you eat. You’re not having another drink are you?”  Even 

their lovemaking; nothing was ever good enough. Too quick. Too slow.  Towards the end, 

eyes closed she didn’t know he wasn’t really there.  He turned the water off and grabbed 

the towel from the rail, then opened the built in and viewed the row of perfectly ironed 

shirts. He grabbed the first ten hangers, throwing a layer of white on the unmade bed. 

Despite their stripes the next ten were just as colourless.  Reaching to the very corner of 

the cupboard he found it. 

  

.***************** 

Greg swung the people mover into the car park as if it were half the size and twice the 

price.  He entered through the main doors, smiled at the receptionist feeling her stare as 

he began, unencumbered by his briefcase, to take the stairs two by two.   

“Morning Jude.” 

“Just dropping in?” She noted his free hands.   

“Yep.  Won’t be long. If anyone’s looking for me, there’s nothing that won’t wait. I’m just 

going to forward my calls.”  If he didn’t see them, they wouldn’t see him.  Childish.  Stupid 

even. He didn’t care.  

He loaded the disc into the drive and began to download from his personal files; emails, 

contacts, correspondence, tenders, information of no and much consequence. He 
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continued to watch as the percentage loaded moved from zero to one hundred percent. 

He clicked on more files send to, send to, send to.  He removed the disc. He wasn’t quite 

finished. He highlighted every email in his inbox. Shift. Control. Delete. Sent items, 

archived items and his personal drive all disappeared. He highlighted the shared drives 

then remembered he didn’t have the necessary permissions. He packed what he could 

into the recycle box he kept under the desk; the girls were framed in Luna Park’s smile.  

“Jude I’m done here.”  

“She’s looking for you. What time will you be back?”  

“I won’t be. Thanks. Thanks for everything.” 

“Good luck. “ Judy moved quietly from behind the desk and kissed him on the cheek. “By 

the way, I like the shirt. Red suits you.” 

 

 


