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History repeats itself 

In the calm yet concerned words of the Giant from Twin Peaks, “It is happening again.” 

For the second time in two years I have been made redundant. My contract with a corporate 
conglomerate has been suspended again. Actually, the first time was due to the infamous 
financial crisis which forced the employer to restructure its entire workforce and the fabled 
“last in – first out” rule applied to me. That said, even without the financial crisis, I knew I 
wouldn’t work there forever. So the first time was unlucky, but the second time was for 
certain. In a bid to remain optimistic about my short comings, I try and see myself as the 
round block trying to fit in the square hole. I can slip though, but at the end of the day 
everyone knows that I am out of my element. Experiences like these can open your eyes to 
your real character and work ethic. I obviously have issues with hierarchy and guidelines. It 
isn’t that I break the rules or shun the information that is fed to me by my superiors, but 
rather that I filter the information and take personal initiatives that don’t follow the in-house 
standards. I have to admit in my defence, and on behalf of anyone else working in an 
administrative position, that the people at the top really need to step out of their spacious 
corner offices and communicate directly with their support staff. We are the ones on the 
ground floor holding everything together like small cogs in a machine. Without us the 
business grinds to a halt, but on the outside, clients and customers have no idea who we are, 
what we do or where we dwell. The responsibility of reporting misfortune to the minions lies 
upon the shoulders of human resources. That role takes a breed of individual with tough skin 
who can balance the over-sized egos of the boardroom and the everyday woes of the copy 
room. I do not envy them. 

So, with the knowledge and understanding that I do not fit into the corporate mould, I need to 
weigh my other options. I am a 21st century consumer so it is irresponsible to claim a trade to 
my name. I have experience in the services sector but I lack that carnivorous motivation to 
chase endless profit. There are only so many Michael Bublé CDs and papier maché 
decorations a person can buy before smelling a rat. Am I an artist? A self-proclaimed supplier 
of sensory stimulation? I haven’t drawn anything in a long time, instead swapping the pen 
and pad for a keyboard and computer screen as a creative outlet. The magic of words does 
seem to have cast a spell on me. It’s a shame I don’t know how to type out reams of tedious 
information about public private partnerships, European regulations or fiscal facts as big 
business requires. Even if I love to read and write things, the one line of literature I cannot 
bear to partake in is the corporate dribble that huge multinationals draft into their brochures 
and marketing material. They take the art of composing endless paragraphs with single 
sentences to new levels and leave the reader wondering what they had actually tried to read in 
the first place. You begin a sentence and your brain loses breathe by the third semi-colon. I 
have a tendency to believe that the people who compose these tomes of nonsensical text 
suffer from lexical steroid abuse. 

I must move onward and upward. Alone or with a tight group of like-minded individuals if I 
am to feel happy with the work I produce. The perfect job is one that motivates you to get up 
early and go to bed late at night. In a 24 hour society, there has to be a place for me.  
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