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The Interview
H i

Dreams are powerful reflections of your actual growth
potential.
Denis Waitley and Reni L.Witt

FHRMBASLREBRKGELERA,
AR R L &

The job of a lifetime,that’s what it was,secretary for the district
attorney.l couldn’t wait for my interview.This was the kind of position
I'd dreamed of,what all those years of college and entry-level positions
were for.

The night before my interview,I spent two hours going through my
closet to pick out just the right outfit. What would I say to him?I curled
up into my pillowy bed and stared at the ceiling,unable to sleep.How
should I act? Nervous,I shut my eyes and tried to get some rest,but I
kept tossing and turning.
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Finally,the alarm clock woke me.l tried to open my eyes,but some-
thing was wrong.My face felt stiff, strange.My hands flew to my cheeks.

“No! "My lips were unable to open all the way.

I ran to the bathroom and looked at myself in the bathroom mirror,
horrified My face was contorted like a stroke victim’s.My eyes were
misaligned.l couldn’t move the right side of my face.l could barely
recognize myself. What was happening to me?What nightmare did I

wake up into?

My mother came into the room, “What’s wrong?”Her eyes bulged
as she withdrew in terror.

“What’s happening to me?”[ slurred to her.

“I’ll take you to the emergency room,”she finally gasped.

We were rushed in.The nurse took one look at me and called in a
specialist. There,under the blazing white lights,my mother and I waited.

After several hours of tests,the doctor finally explained, “You have
Bell’s palsy.It is a condition in which your face muscles tighten because
of stress.You need to get plenty of sleep,and in a few days your face
will return to normal.”

“But I have a job interview this afternoon,”I sadly remembered.

“I’'m sorry,”the doctor said,concerned. “You should reschedule,
maybe for later in the week.”

During the long car ride home,all I could think about was how bad
it would look to reschedule.Certainly,that would dampen my chances.
Nobody reschedules with the district attorney.All the other applicants
would have the advantage then,I concluded.

I looked at my watch and made the decision, “Mom,drop me off on
Jacob Street.I’m going to the interview.”

“Honey,I don’t think you should.You look...strange,”she said,ever

so gently.

R
&
kv
1%
h&
N
e
R

/-

I knew she was right.He probably would take one look at me and
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judge me by my appearance rather than by my experience and talent.I
probably shouldn’t go.But if I didn’t,I’d always wonder if I could have
gotten my dream job.

“No,Mom,take me there.”

Reluctantly,she took me where I wanted to go.l walked right into
the formidable office with the mahogany furniture and pillars of white
marble,not letting my own self-consciousness or any disease stop me.Not
now,not when I had worked so hard for so long to be given this oppor-
tunity.

I went to the woman sitting behind the front desk and said,as well
as I could,“Nicole Jenkins to see Mr. Robertson.”

She stared at my face.“He’s expecting you.Go right in,”

I entered the room to her right and saw a gray-haired man sitting
behind the large desk reading a file.

Suddenly my nerves got the best of me,and I had to sit.I took the
chair in front of him.

“Hello,”he said.“Miss Jenkins?”

“Yes.Please excuse me.I’'m having a Bell’s palsy attack.My doctor
explained to me that it would last a few days.I came right from the hos-
pital.” _

“You’re very dedicated to come when you're not feeling up to
speed,”he responded,after a pause.

“Yes,sir.”

He spent a few minutes looking over my application. “Is everything
on here correct?”He held it out to me.

I glanced over the paper,“Yes,but I failed to mention I type seven-
ty-five words per minute.”

“Wonderful,’he smiled. “Out of one hundred points,you had our
highest score on the application test.You scored well above average on

grammar and computer programs.”
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“It comes easily for me,”] honestly replied.

“Well,you are certainly qualified.You have an impressive back-
ground with related experience.l see here you worked for the navy.”

“Directly with legal affairs,”I reiterated.

“When are you available?”

“Two weeks.”

He gazed down at his desk calendar.“The 27th then,be here at 9:00
AM..”

I gasped.“You’re hiring me! ”

“Yes,you're perfect for the position.”

I stood.“Thank you for believing in me.I won’t let you down.”

“I know,”he smiled,rising from his desk to shake my hand.
“Not only have you got the skills I'm looking for,you also have the
character.”

Nicole Jenkins
as told to Michele

“sScreech” Campanelli
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Love and War

People always want to know who won.

When I tell them my husband and I met when we were opposing
attorneys on a case,that’s always their first question.

“Who won?”

“You decide,”I say.Then I tell them the rest.

I was an aggressive young associate,newly hired by my law firm
and anxious to prove myself.John was a seasoned pro who worked for
another law firm in the same building.When 1 found out he was oppos-
ing counsel,] was nervous.I'd seen his name on countless appellate deci-
sions and knew he was far more adept at this type of case than I was.I
decided that what I lacked in skill and experience,] would make up for
with hard work and bravado.

I devised a campaign of daily badgering:discovery requests,legal
motions,correspondence,phone calls.if 1 wasn’t satisfied with how
quickly he responded,I walked down the hall and pestered him in
person.I was relentless—a terrier yipping at his heels.My client and my
boss loved it.

But somewhere along the way I started to like him.Maybe it was
the way he overlooked my obvious lack of sophistication and treated me
like a serious adversary.Maybe it was our verbal sparring that often left
me walking away with a stupid grin,as though we’d been flirting instead
of arguing. Whatever the reason,after a few months on the case,l decided
my adversary was a decent guy.If we’d met under difference cir-

cumstances,] might want to see where the flirting could go.But since we
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were opposing counsel.ethics prevented us from becoming personally
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involved.Romance was out of the question.

One Friday afternoon John left his office without giving me a set of
documents I needed to review over the weekend.I tracked him down at
home and demanded he turn over the materials to me that day.

“All right,”he said,“I’ll have them at my house tonight.”

Skeptical,but not wanting to back down,I said, “Fine,I'll be there at
7:00.”

That night changed everything.

Some people claim an instant familiarity with a place or a stranger,
convinced they must have been there or known each other before.Walk-
ing into John’s house,what I felt was not déja vu,but more a sense of
how things could be.I felt instantly at home,as I never have any place
before or since.

The house was small,with wood floors and walls decorated with a
strange combination of quilts and antlers. The furniture looked lived-in
without being shabby.The place was modest,warm and comfortable—not
at all like some of the palatial showcases I'd seen other lawyers strut
through.

Seeing him in that environmentl felt more comfortable around
John,too.Even though it was his house,it felt like neutral ground.l didn’t
have to act so tough anymore.I sank onto his couch and felt myself relax.

“So what’s your story?”] asked,and he gave me a brief sketch of
his life.

My answer to the same question was much briefer: “Work. That’s
all I do.”

“I used to be like you,”John said. “Trust me—it can’t last. You
need other things.”He told me he was happiest when he was backpack-
ing or sailing,running the power tools in his workshop,or simply putter-
ing in his vegetable garden on the weekends.What a curious idea.l had
always thought weekends were for more work.
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