
 

 

Redundant  
 

In the mere 27 years of his existence Max Caulfield could honestly say that he had never seen 

anything like it in his lifetime. He was standing in the most desolate spot on the planet, with 

nothing but vast cracked red Earth stretching out into the horizon on all sides. Almost every 

day was a repetition of the day before: beautiful late-summer skies, hot suns parching the 

ground, and the air then drifting into the coolness of cricket-filled nights. When the wind 

picked up, it would blow the red dusty particles into the air swirling them around in a brief 

tempestuous dance. His life had slowed down to such an extent that the smallest changes 

were now visible to him. His amber eyes canvased the sky;  awash with the dusk hues of 

orange, purples and vibrant golds, a true smile etched upon his face in a trance of physical 

pleasure. It was in that moment that the desert sky opened its doors, and clear orbs 

plummeted to the red oasis below. It was one of those cataclysmic rains; liquid bullets collided 

with his exposed skin in a prodigious symphony of sound. He outstretched his arms and led 

his head tilt back as crystal droplets dripped off his nose and the edge of his eyelashes, a 

cathartic laugh left his lips and drifted into outback air. Any remnants of his past existence 

dripped off his body onto the cool red sand of his oblivion as the vast sensorium pressed 

down on his skin. Any flicker of his old life was long gone; and he finally realised that he had 

found himself.  
 

       * * *  
In the streets of the inner city, the sidewalks are alive with bodies and commotion, and like it 

or not you can’t enter them without adhering to a rigid protocol of behaviour. To walk among 

the crowd means never going faster than anyone else, never lagging behind your neighbour, 

never doing anything to disrupt the flow of human traffic. Never straying too far from the 

sidewalk.  If you played by the rules of this game Max found that people tended to ignore you, 

and it was a philosophy that he lived by.  

 

Max Caulfield’s monotonous and mundane existence was mostly lived out in a 4 x 4 metre 

desk cubicle of the 32nd floor of Norwest Industries. His desk was laid out immaculately, a 

dazzling display of utter composure and organisation. Not one paper was misplaced, nor one 

pen not in it’s designated holder. The soundtrack of his life for the past 7 years had been the 

drumming of keyboards and the idle chatter of business colleagues across the floor. But today 

that was all about to change.  

 

“Have you heard anything yet? ”, the southern drawl of Archie drifted over the eclipse of the 

dividing wall that stood between their desks.  

 

“Uh…not yet should I have heard something?”.  

 

A moment of hesitation fell between them.  

 

“What if they already announced it or maybe they just went with Jason he’s probably the best 

option like he is really deserving compared to me he went to Sydney university and he 



 

 

obviously knows his stu-”, Max’s nervous rambling jammed itself between a gap in the wall, 

struggling to fit its body through before it was abruptly cut off.  

 

“Stop it. You’re guaranteed to get this promotion Max, you’ve spent the last 7 years doing 

practically everything for this company except wipe Kellerman’s backside for him. Plus I bet 

Mark from IT 20 bucks it would be you so you better pull through buddy.”, Archie’s hazel eyes 

peered over the wall, ending with a wink before retreating to the drudgery below.  

 

Time seemed infinite as Max refiled his colour-coordinated business proposals twice, wrote 

and rewrote his to-do list four times and rubbed at the invisible silver scratches scattered 

across his desk. The rain that had been imperceptibly falling outside into the maze of buildings 

below began to intensify, all of the water that had been compiling for days on end began to 

drip through the cracks of the clouds, building to a crescendo. 

 

“Mr Kellerman would like to see you in his office, Mr Caulfield”, the emotionless voice of his 

personal assistant provided him little comfort, with little indication of the outcome of the 

impeding few minutes.  

 

This was the moment he had been waiting for. His mind was racing, his hands clammy, his 

feet felt like magnets attracted by the floor as he struggled to lift them towards Kellerman’s 

office. Entering, he noticed there was a perceptible air of uncertainty, Kellerman had always 

had a pokerface that he wore with pride. His nickname around the office was The Terminator 

so you can probably visualise his demeanour. He seemed to not notice as Max almost tripped 

on the landing and stumbled into the cool metallic room, his eyes flickering nervously around 

the room.  

 

“Ah- come in, Kevin’”, Kellerman’s monotonous voice filled the air.  

 

“Uh- it’s Max, sir”, he mumbled back.  

 

“Sorry, Max, please take a seat. I’m sure you know what this is about”, he replied.  

 

“No, I’m not sir,”, his voice cracked slightly on the last syllable of the lie as slid onto the black 

leather chair.  

 

“Well, we both know you have been one of the most dedicated, hard-working employees at 

this company for the last… ”,he glanced down at a piece of paper at his desk, “- 7 years. 

You’ve been such a great part of our team here and we want you to know that.”, Kellerman 

started. “However, we have decided to replace our finance  team with an single finance officer 

which is more efficient, meaning we don’t need as many people anymore…. So, I’m sorry to 

say this but we’ve decided to let you go.”, his words floated into the cool air for a fleeting 

moment before crashing to the ground like shattering glass.  

 

I imagined the facial expression which his face had been programmed to display in that 

moment was the closest thing to human sincerity he could muster.  

 

Max tried to speak but the words wouldn’t budge. They refused, sitting in protest on the edge 

of his tongue with their arms and legs crossed. All he could do was offer was a small nod, 

before standing abruptly from his chair and darting for the exit. He fled past a sea of blurred 

faces peering over their desk cubicles as furious tears began to stream from his cobalt eyes. 



 

 

What was he going to do now? He had spent the last 17 years living through words and 

finance reports, and computer screens and codes, and he now had nothing to show for it.  

 

As he stepped into the hustle and bustle of the street below, the cataclysmic rain mixed with 

his salty tears, colliding like bullets against his pristine blue shirt and and dripping off the end 

of his clenched knuckles. He strode without direction down the street, weaving through the 

crowd at a fluctuating pace, his black leather shoes stamped in brown puddles the sky had 

made, splashing liquid up his sleek black suit pants. He was going too fast now. He was 

disrupting the flow of the human traffic. People took a second to stare at him with contempt as 

he passed before returning to the rhythm. But he didn’t care about the stupid rules anymore. 

He was sick of walking among the crowd. Look where that got him. He wanted someone to 

notice him, to see him as an individual and someone did.  

 

“Excuse me would you like a pamphlet? You look like you might really need one.”, a familiar 

warm voice caught him off guard.  

 

His head whipped around and locked eyes with a small woman. He recognised her 

immediately, she often stood at the door of the Chrysler building offering miscellaneous 

pamphlets to the crowd to no avail. He like most others tended to ignore her, too busy in their 

his own little world.  

 

He silently took the red pamphlet from her delicate fingers. The words, ‘Uluru Expedition 

Discover Travel only $599 Limited Time Only’ plastered across the front in large writing.  

 

It was there and then he made arguably the most important decision of his life: to go out and 

see a land of marvels, a world of wild beauty and ferocious colours.  

 
 


