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AUSTRALIA
It was an unusually cold winter morning in
Queensland, Australia. I was up early and, as was
my routine on Monday, I enthusiastically
checked my diary and prioritized jobs for the day
at the hospital.
Around 8am I was called to the Director’s
office and thought perhaps there was a special
project he wanted me to attend to. Instead, I was
given the heart-wrenching news that I was to be
retrenched. He didn’t quite know how to convey
this to me in a simple and direct manner. “Sorry,
you don’t have a job,” may have been a more
humane approach, but instead, he tried to be
polite and used management rhetoric to deliver
the message.

I felt like the light was snuffed out of my
ever-shining lamp in a single second, leaving me
in total darkness. My life-long career had come
to an abrupt end. I was in shock and felt
immediate trepidation. I wanted to curl up into a
ball, like a spider does when faced with a
predator, but I just burst into tears.
Though I had trouble comprehending the
news, I tried to compose myself enough to listen
as the Director said, “The department is putting a
squeeze on health dollars, therefore, a number of
senior management have to go.”
I couldn’t believe his nerve! This was not an
adequate explanation. I grabbed the arms of my
chair in an attempt to draw strength before I
spoke in a belligerent tone, “So I am one of the
unlucky chosen ones, am I? Thank you for
appreciating my relentless work and dedication to
the profession over 50 years”
He remained silent and impassive, unsure of

how to respond as I continued, “I deserve better.
Why can’t you see my point?” I picked myself up
and left the office with tears streaming down my
face. The words ‘no job’ echoed in my mind. I
was devastated. I whimpered, “I deserve better, I
deserve better,” like a mantra as I drove home.
When the baptism of tears dried, I took up the
war of anger and dissatisfaction. I suffered a tidal
wave of emotion. My childhood memories
flooded back and I began to wonder if I had
actually grown into an adult at all. As I looked in
the mirror, an older face was reflected back. I
realized that while we may grow physically
older, when faced with a crisis, you can’t help
but draw upon the entirety of your experience to
cope. I had no choice but to accept my new
reality.

