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Janey Goes to Hollywood

A sequel to Steve Gray's short stories, titled 'The Wishing Stick.' The novel follows the feisty Janey as she embarks on a career in big business. From a small-scale role to learning the ropes and rubbing shoulders with middle-management heavyweights. Follow Janey's exploits and adventures in a brave new world of work, recalling and then applying her old mentor Bill's wisdom and knowledge.
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​Chapter one - Hello and welcome.
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Janey turned the corner onto Hollywood Street, looking for Number 87. She was now on the higher end, with only a few blocks to go.

The street was quite busy, with people wandering to and fro, some in a hurry. Her mother had told her to 'watch out for the traffic,' last-minute advice for a girl looking for a new job and heading to an interview with the possibility that her mind could be preoccupied with other things.

Janey had done well at university, with good grades, attentiveness in class, and all the trimmings, including some extracurricular studies on business subjects, advanced communication skills, and leadership; everything was going well so far. The most important lesson she learned was to remain calm. 

She had learned that being calm under fire and keeping your wits about you will serve you well when you are tested and faced with challenges. She recalled Bill's take on things, 'Be like a duck, look calm on top but paddle like crazy under the water.'

Oh, and don't be bothered by what others think of you; it's none of your business. She struggled with this; if people didn't like her, it caused her anxiety, which was mild in a casual meeting with someone she didn't know and worse in a longer-term relationship, such as teamwork at university. Janey understood the concept of not caring what others thought of her, but she hadn't fully accepted it.

Janey had a moment of reflection when the first interview was over the phone with an unknown number. She was hesitant to accept the call, fearing it was a scammer. Thankfully, she answered the phone, and the fifteen-minute conversation was easy to handle and provided the company representative with a better understanding of Janey's skills and interests.

Number 343: yes, she is getting closer, she thought. The interview will be on level 3. Jo Harris, HR, was the person she was supposed to see. Another interview; some people's lives must be filled with these. 'I've only had five,' she thought. Janey reflected on the adults she knew in various jobs, including an uncle who had multiple roles for more than thirty-five years; another job, and another interview. 

For him, it was like water off a duck's back; there goes that duck again! Then there was Pauline, her neighbour. She had the same job for over 30 years and felt very settled and secure, but if she had to go for an interview, she would be way out of touch.

Janey's thoughts turned to what her professional working life might be like. Would she get a decent job right away, and what does that mean in reality? Would she have a good team to work with? She wanted to be a part of one of those fun-loving groups of people who went out, partied a little, and had a great time. Number 285, getting close. Janey paused and thought, 'Who would have thought I'd be here, in Hollywood... well, not quite, but I'll work with that!'
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This part of the city had undergone a number of upgrades over the last 15 years, so the buildings were an odd mix of old and new. Janey had to stop her mind from racing with ideas about how to perform, what to say, what to ask, and so on as she navigated busy street corners. The sun smashed through the skyscrapers on the next corner, bringing a blast of warmth. So nice, she thought. Then the light turned green to walk. A fleeting feeling of warmth and ease. Not yet nervous; perhaps a little anxious.

Number 132, much closer now. Janey began to pay more attention to where she was and checked the time; she was doing well so far. In an instant, number 87 appeared, and Janey walked straight past the building. Because they occupied two building blocks, the last few had strange numbering. She was at number 77 when she realised her thoughts had wandered.

She almost collided with someone coming the other way as she made a U-turn. That was awkward, she thought.

Ah Number 87, in through the revolving glass doors, no wait, there's a sign 'out of order', she stood back and looked, and inside, a security guard waved and pointed to a glass door to Janey's left. Janey smiled as she entered, said thanks, and approached the receptionist. 'Hello,' said a well-dressed elderly woman. She attracted Janey's attention with her deep blue jacket and piercing eyes.

'Jo Harris, Level three, I'm here for an interview.' The woman smiled and said, 'Ah yes, welcome to Fletchley and Green; we hope your interview today is successful. 'I suppose you are not Jo Harris, but that is who you want to see... 'Janey rolled her eyes and thought, 'Wow, what a dumb mistake.' The woman laughed and said, 'Take lift one around to your left, up to level three, then chat with Amanda at the reception desk there, she will escort you to the interview room.' Janey expressed gratitude as her palms began to sweat a little...okay, a lot.

Janey turned the corner to the lifts and tripped, tweaking her ankle slightly. 'Ouch,' she said through gritted teeth, 'I should never have chosen heels; I have always worn flat shoes, and these are just a little unstable.' She composed herself and stood with her back to the wall, rotating her ankle for relief. After a few deep breaths, she was ready to go. She headed for the lift door, limping a little in her first few steps.

The lift opened at level three. Janey noticed the terrazzo floors, the high ceilings in the front area, and the decor's calming effect. The entrance led to a handsomely presented high-end corporate office; in the distance, there was an open plan arrangement with people appearing to be happily engaged in their work. In the centre, with a glass backdrop, was the reception desk, and yes, there was Amanda, smiling and cheerful. She stood up and asked, 'I take it you're Janey?'

Janey felt very impressed after a quick exchange of pleasantries. Amanda led her two doors down to an interview room with a coffee table, indoor plants, beautiful art on the walls, and comfortable chairs. Amanda said, 'Jo will be here shortly, can I get you a glass of water?' 'No thanks,' Janey replied.

Janey felt a warm sensation as she looked around the room; if this is the type of place she's going to work in, then so far so good. Then her ankle reminded her that there was some pain involved in getting here; it twinged, prompting her to straighten her leg and work the ankle a little. Just as the door opened and Janey stood to greet the two people who entered, her ankle twinged once more.

Jo and a colleague entered the room and said, 'Hello.' Janey didn't catch the colleague's name, but she did learn that he was part of the HR team and was 'learning the ropes.' 

There was some small talk about finding the building and what she thought of the reception, both at the front and on this floor. 'Fine,' she said. Jo went on to say, 'I have taken the liberty of looking at your details on social media, and it appears you have kept your profile and interactions very professional, with no messy challenges. Fletchley and Green Consulting & Accounting takes pride in its high reputation, and we expect the same from our team members.' 

Janey gulped and flipped through the last four years of social media images and discussions with friends; everything was fine; the university years had been interesting, but there was no mess or garbage. Something about her classmate Ariana's fall from grace at an early uni party, combined with the shocking realisation that she had left her privacy settings wide open, and the boys had a field day. 

Janey then considered her own privacy settings and wondered how Jo Harris discovered such information. She quickly decided not to ask how, but she remained focused on Jo and her offsider Mr. X's questions. 

Why this company, and how much do you know about what we do? Your goals, no wait, that’s passe, unless you have some amazing goals...? Janey gave a relaxed presentation, making clear eye contact with both interviewers. It was all pleasant and friendly. It was now time for Janey's questions. 

Janey explored the role's details, and it turned out to be somewhat ambiguous. Though the job provided some opportunity to advance through the ranks, it turned out that this was never guaranteed in any role. 

After an hour, Janey was faced with that awkward moment of saying goodbye to Jo and Mr. X. Thankfully Jo said, 'Alan, would you please show Janey around via the fourth-floor offices and answer any other questions she might have?' Janey was immediately relieved, Ah Alan... 

Janey toured the facility with interest, and Alan was professional and engaging, answering her questions with ease. Janey thought the view from the fourth-floor offices was pretty nice. 

To finish, Janey gave Alan a handshake and thanked him, and then she was off. 
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On the way home, she reflected on this and other interviews she'd had. All was fine, but this one stood out; the others had turned down her application, prompting her to learn more about what organisations want, what questions they may ask, and how to respond. It was all a new experience for her. She remembered something her father and others had said: 'Mistakes equal learning opportunities.' 

The bus, train, and walk home were all disappointing; it took 45 minutes to get to Fletchley and Green's office. That seems doable, she reasoned. 

Four days later, a text message arrived: call Jo Harris. Janey was with her friend Irene and was about to jump and return the call immediately, but Irene suggested that it would be better to wait a while and be less eager. Janey agreed and tried her best to focus on what Irene was saying; it was all a blur, and Janey found it difficult to concentrate. Finally, they finished catching up, and Janey was on her way home. The message said, 'Please call.'

The call went through, and Jo was on the phone, saying, 'Good interview Janey. Thanks for attending and now returning my call.' Janey expected a 'yeah, good but...' response, but Jo said, 'The position you applied for has changed slightly, and management now wants to do things differently. We've had some internal staffing changes, etc. Anyway, we have a role that I believe would be very similar, in an office environment, but in a different location than we mentioned. It would begin quietly and then gradually pick up. So I'm offering you the role, which is slightly different from what you applied for; are you still interested?

Janey was now beaming from ear to ear, unable to contain herself. 'Yes... sure; that sounds fine!' Jo informed her of the start date and pay rate, which Janey considered adequate. An email will be sent with further information. Janey asked a few questions about the role to clarify what had changed. 

Janey shone for the rest of the day, smiling so broadly that she could hardly contain herself. She called every important person on her contact list. Friends and family were happy for her; her years of study had paid off. Jo's email included links, professionally laid-out details, and lists of values, beliefs, and expectations. 

A quick look at her online map and street view revealed that it was from a few years ago, so the view of a single door in an old building could have been before the rebuild. Janey didn't think much of it until closer to the start date when she drove by with her father after hours. Yes, still a single door in an old building. 

Janey was somewhat despondent about the premises and location but was buoyed by the comforting words of her friends, who said it could be really cruisy on the inside, like the Tardis on Dr Who. 

The email said to arrive at 9:30 a.m. on the start date. It outlined a simple schedule for the first week, ending at 4 p.m. She would report to Mr. Moloney for some training as well as some work. 

One of the documents in the email contained a comprehensive job description, but it also stated that because this was a newer role, changes to the job description would be made over time. Janey was elated; her first job even came with a job description, despite hearing horror stories from friends about how their job description was nothing like the job. 

––––––––
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Day one.

9.20 a.m.: early but not too early, Janey had planned every step of the journey and even walked an extra block to make up time; who knew the bus would arrive early? Being in a different location required more time to get to work, but she didn't mind the extra 10 minutes. Will the people there like her? She sat on a park bench in front of a tall building, gathered her thoughts, breathed carefully, calmed her mind slightly, and continued on.

Ah, she reasoned, here's the building; it's a little older than expected, how about that? There wasn't much to distinguish it besides a heavily weathered wooden number on the side next to an old door.

The old door had no sign, but through the half-glass window, she could see a faded sign on the inside wall that read 'Fletchley and Green.' Upon entering, she noticed old and worn stairs. There was no downstairs, just a space under the stairs. Janey noticed the black and white squares on the floor, which were clearly old vinyl that hadn't been cleaned in a while.

The handrail was dark brown, curved, and worn in the most obvious places. Janey wondered if there was any kind of lift, but there wasn't. The stairs, balustrade, and uprights all appeared to have not been properly cleaned. She noticed a theme here: dirty and worn.

When Janey arrived at the top of the stairs, there was a long hallway and a row of high windows that let in afternoon light but were too high to see out of. There were two doors off in the distance, but right at the top of the stairs, there was a door and a grubby small sliding window next to it. The sign on the door was very old and hand-painted, it said Fletchley and Green, and it was locked.

Janey stood at the sliding glass window and looked in. She saw a desk, a reception desk, an old chair, some paperwork piled high, and old filing cabinets in various colours. There was an open door leading to somewhere on the right, and she could see the light changing through it. Janey noticed a small button next to the sliding glass where she stood, which had well-worn marks on the dark timber base and surrounding wall. She pressed the button, but nothing happened. She waited, thinking she wouldn't be able to hear it from the outside, nothing.

The sliding-glass window had seen better days. The sliding track was littered with grime and dead flies in a few places. 

She tapped on the glass and saw the light change from the internal door again; the head of an older man appeared at an angle, waving and saying, 'Come in!' Janey replied, 'The door is locked.' 'Oh,' said the man, who emerged in a hurried shuffle, balding and with the appearance of someone from another era. Janey thought he suited the vibe of the old building, worn but warm. 

––––––––
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The main door swung open, and he welcomed her in with a big smile. Janey offered him her hand to shake and introduced herself. He shook her hand and said, 'I'm John, John Moloney. Yes, yes, Jo in HR said you would be here.'

Janey tripped on a metal strip that ran across the doorway to compensate for the transition from the hallway floor surface to the internal surface, which was a worn brown linoleum. She quickly stood up and held her breath, thinking, this is becoming a thing with this company; I guess I need to be more careful. John saw her trip and stumble a few steps and said, 'Oh, I'm sorry about that; that metal strip has caused many people to trip. I apologise for not mentioning it earlier.

He shuffled awkwardly as he negotiated his way past a stack of papers and old boxes piled on an old wooden chair. Janey's anxiety grew, and she wondered, 'What if I don't get along with an older man as a boss?' Wait, all of my bosses will be older, but how old? I got along well with old Bill at the aged care facility, but this is different, that was different, that was something else entirely.'

'I'm afraid the place is a bit of a mess; we appear to have become a sort of dumping ground for items from the other offices. John showed Janey the essentials: a toilet down the hall, a desk for her to work on at one end of the large office space, and his desk in the next room, a smaller space. 'It's much easier to keep this space warmer in the winter, being smaller.' John said.

The tour of the building was abruptly interrupted by a bang at the door, followed by a jiggle of the door handle and finally flung open to reveal a flustered female with messy red bobbed hair and poorly fitting broad-rim glasses. Janey observed that her outfit was professionally appropriate and tastefully fitted. 'Mr. Moloney, you really should fix that door!' she mumbled, 'I can never get in easily!' She then tripped over the metal strip, staggering a few steps. 'Blast, that stupid metal strip!' she exclaimed. 'I've been coming here for years, and it seems to get me every time. 'You'd think I would have learnt by now!'

The woman approached Janey, her shoulder bag slipping off as she reached out her hand to her. 'I'm Gina from HR; Jo can't be here, so they sent me a last-minute thing. I see you found the place, okay?' Gina spoke quickly, as if she needed to get everything out now rather than later.

Gina took over as if John were not even present in the room. 'I've got all the information and details in my bag. I noticed you completed and emailed the forms you received, which makes things easier. We can get more done and spend less time on tedious details. Anyway, where is your desk?

Janey gestured to the cluttered desk that Mr. Moloney had pointed out. On the other side of the room, there were tables with boxes and general disarray between them, so they wandered through the furniture and mess to get there. Janey looked back and saw John smiling and waving as if to say bye, see you next time!

––––––––
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Gina pointed to a simple chair and gestured abruptly for Janey to sit, and then she sat in the larger main chair at the desk. 'Now, let’s get started; here is your computer login details. If you are not logged in within 5 minutes of your scheduled start time, someone will call to find out what is going on; this makes management very unhappy and is not a good look; please be prompt.' Janey then noticed Gina’s VERY direct look over the top of her glasses, and she returned her attention to the screen.

Gina entered Janey’s details on the computer, and when the phone on the desk rang, Gina grabbed the handset and abruptly said, 'Yes?' Righto, she’s here, and I would have called if she wasn’t!' Janey placed the handset back in its cradle, but she could still hear someone on the other end talking as the phone cut them off. Gina was either rude, abrupt, or both, and her attention was focused on the task at hand. Janey quietly said 'both' to herself.

'Now,' Gina replied, fiddling with the desktop icons. 'Here’s the main one you need to start up first  after you get the wretched machine fired up.' Janey glanced at the icons on the screen and asked, 'Oh, the red one, right?' Gina simply kept her focus and replied, 'Yes, the red one.' 

Janey found a notepad and pencil, but no pens, and frantically took notes. Gina went on to say, 'You will figure most of this out on your own, they made it simple enough, although heaven knows why some people struggle with these things.' 

John walked through on his way to the loo, nodding and smiling wryly as he gestured to Janey. Janey smiled back. John clearly knew what Gina was like. 

A few minutes later, there was a tap on the window. Gina turned to Janey and asked, 'Did you hear that?' Yes, Janey replied, 'Where is John?' Anyway, see to it, will you?' Gina remained focused on the computer screen. 

Janey walked over to the window and noticed a delivery driver knocking again, this time louder. He saw her and smiled. Janey soon found out that the sliding window did not slide smoothly; it was stiff and jerked against the sliding mechanism. The driver had an empty trolley with three boxes dumped next to it. His clipboard and pen were handed to Janey, who signed for the items. As he was about to leave, he commented, 'That button for the bell never seems to work.'

The driver took off down the old stairs, thumping each step as his trolley’s wheels went over the edge. She opened the door and slid the boxes in, one by one. John was now walking back down the hallway, holding the toilet key. He had told her to make sure the toilet door was locked because people would occasionally wander in to use it from the street. 

'Ah, more boxes from who knows where; we’ll have to get to those later today after Gina leaves,' he said, smiling and winking. 

Gina was now calling, 'Come on girl, there are things to do here.' Back at the desk, the printer was whirring, with more papers and things to sign, as well as things to read and explore. Janey now has a few PDF manuals on her desktop for every new thing she needs to learn. 

Lunch came and went; a corner of the large office housed a washbasin and table, a fridge and the essentials. A dusty window provided a view of some old rooftops. Gina wandered in and chatted with John while Janey ate lunch. Gina continued chatting, mumbling, and figuring things out for about half an hour before leaving as quickly as she had arrived. 
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