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The very short story of how one classy woman in designer heels saves the world 

When business, politics, fashion, theatre, arts, sports, children’s charities and conservation 

join forces there is only one person with enough aplomb and panache to manage the outcome. 

From the office parks of Sydney to the fashion houses of Milan, the catwalks of Paris and the 

back streets of New York, witness our heroine’s struggle with the evil forces of Inertia to bring the 

world back from the brink of carelessness and wrongful focus. 

Read with bated breath how she uses compassion and a colour wheel to bridge the gap 

between style and substance and bring resolution to such modern day crises as world hunger, 

climate change, global debt and the collapse of commercial television, all without scuffing a 

shellacked nail. 

This not-to-be-missed, un-put-down-able, heart warming saga has enough comic tension to 

blow the lid on stand up and make everyone sit down and be counted. 

 

The New York Times would call it a best-seller if they knew about it. 

 

You’ll want to devour this tale in one sitting, so get comfortable and enjoy this thrill-a-minute, 

white-knuckled, need a good collagen facial, ride. 

 



1 Jann’s Immaculate Selection 

 

An international video conference – a secret location 

 

Donatella Vershant flicked a strand of platinum blonde hair behind her over tanned, some 
would say leathery, shoulder and threw the glossy black and white 10x8s of the Australian doyenne 
on the Franz Gehry Bentwood table.   

“She’s the only one who can do it, darlings,” she said. 
On the video conference screen Hillary Rodman Clint nodded, “We’ve had our people 

watching her for months.  We think she should be able to get in and out of the show quickly enough 
without raising suspicion.” 

“And it would seem natural that she was mixing with politicians, celebrities, models, artists 
and performers.  She’s a style icon, at the top of the A list, so making contact with the other side 
should be easy enough for her,” said Tom Holden. 

Karl Lagerview removed his dark glasses to more clearly assess the whites of his colleague’s 
eyes, “But will she do it?  The whole enterprise is not without risk.  We’re talking about the Inertia 
here, powerful, ruthless, secretive and they never take public transport. How often have the worlds 
of business, international politics, high-end fashion, competitive sport, theatre, conservation and the 
arts co-operated?” 

“To my knowledge, never,” said David Toyota, to general murmurs of approval.  “But she’s our 
only chance to save the planet.”   

Deep in thought, Toyota stroked the long-tailed, ring-backed, orange muffin face monkey 
called Huey on his shoulder.  It was one of only three remaining of its kind in the world.  The other 
two were called Dewey and Louie and had been cryogenically frozen at the Walt Dissey Right to Long 
Life Labs awaiting the artificial creation of a female muffin face with which to breed.   

“Think of all those endangered species in peril,” he pleaded. 
“And all those skinny girls who might never find work again,” said Paris Sheraton, with a 

shudder. 
“Who invited you?” said John Ring with theatrical exasperation.  He was still in his Macbeth 

costume and so looked quite the part of the surly disciplinarian.  
Hillary cut across the brewing factionalism, “I’ve spoken to the Australian Prime Minister, Julia 

Guildard and she’s in agreement with us.” 
“We’ll have to move quickly,” said Donatella, “especially since I will need to organise her 

wardrobe.” 
“You!” snarled Karl.  “She should be in Chanelle.  Always Chanelle.  And just occasionally Diora 

or Prado, and on an at home day, Dolshey & Cabanna. 
“Perhaps Gushi,” gushed Tom.  “Whatever, I want the film rights it will make a terrific movie, 

just in time for the awards season.  I wonder if she’ll agree to star in it.  I’d cast Brad Patt and Robert 
Pittinson as her love interests.  At least for the first half.” 

“Not Cooney?” mused John, rearranging his kilt. 
“Too old, too grey, couldn’t keep up with her,” said Tom, waving a hand dismissively. 
“I’d like to put my hand up to write the screenplay if I might,” said Neil Legfield.  He glanced 

sideways at Aaron Sawcut, knowing this was just the type of story that would interest the legendary 
writer of political and social dramas. 

“Is there a part for me?” asked Beoverce sweetly and got enthusiastic nods from Tom and 
Neil. 



“What about me?” pouted Paris and everyone at the conference shouted, “No!” and the girl 
went into an immediate sulk, and for the rest of the conference would only talk to her fluffy 
pomersnauseroodle, called White Dog. 

“Wait one minute,” grunted a man at the back of the room.  No one knew quite who he was, 
but he was wielding a tennis racquet and he stood with two other men, broad at the shoulder and 
thick in the leg.  They were passing a football between them casually as if it meant nothing. 

“We get why fighting the Inertia is important for the worlds of business, politics and all the 
rest of you frou frou industries...” 

One of the footballers cut him off, “and the cute little furry animals and the gorgeous green 
leafy plants.” 

“Yes, of course the animals and plants,” the tennis player continued, with a groan at the 
interruption, football players really had no sense of timing, “But we don’t see how the world of sport 
will benefit at all.” 

The conference participants sighed.  They’ve been round and round the issue in a series of 
meetings for months now and the clock was running out, but these sports people just never seemed 
to get it.  They were always at practice or training or in the gym.  Sometimes they even tried to be 
excused because they had matches to fix.  They just didn’t take things seriously enough. 

Donald Frump spoke for the first time that afternoon.  “If it weren’t for the children and all 
those missing wishes I’d just fire you sports heroes and we could move on without your constant 
requirement for outlandish salaries and retirement roles in the media.” 

The tennis player lifted his racquet and bounced it on the heel of one hand and the footballers 
formed a menacing ruck, but when they heard the tired sigh from His Holiness Pope Benedictine 
they stood down.  No one messes with his Holiness, not even front row forwards. 

Frump thumped his open hand down on the table making the Royal Dolt crockery clatter.  
“Focus people.  The world as we know it is in jeopardy.  Take the global banking system and the out 
of kilter bonus’ paid on Wall Street as an example.  And then there’s world hunger, the AIDS crisis, 
climate change, the collapse of commercial television, the seismic changes to publishing, and the 
fact that George RR Martin still isn’t finished writing Game of Thrones.  Also I’m worried about the 
Entourage movie, we don’t want a repeat of the Sex in the City letdown now do we?  Plus how hard 
it is to open that plastic packaging stores sometimes use for small domestic appliances and is anyone 
finding Shiri can be very unhelpful at the most inconvenient times?” 

“Much as I hate to agree with Frump, he’s right,” said Bomo.  “If we don’t take drastic steps to 
change the way we’re living and working, starting from now, what will be left for the children?  
They’ll need more than starlight and wishes if they’re to successfully occupy newly identified solar 
systems.” 

“And saving the world rests on the narrow designer clad shoulders of one inspirational 
business woman,” sighed David. and Huey made a kind of chattering sound over the video 
conference line which served to punctuate the enormity of the challenge. 

“She has the handbags for it,” said Donatella. 
“We can only hope and pray,” said Hillary. 



2. Jann’s Secret Contact 

 

 

Sydney – 65,000ft 

 

She tapped the toe of her six inch Manolo Blankic pumps on the Italian marble floor.  Not so 
much from impatience, though she had been waiting a while, but from the sheer enjoyment of 
looking at the pink and white fabric bow on top.  The shoes were a perfect match to the vintage 
Diora day dress which fitted her small waist and slender hips to perfection.  Its scalloped neckline 
showed off her classic white Mikeymoto pearls and the matching pearl and diamond earrings.  It had 
been difficult to decide between the Fenda and the Gabanni or Vuitain handbag but eventually she 
decided that for a day as interesting as this one planned to be, she needed Chanelle by her side. 

The man from the Obaman Administration had phoned through instructions via her regular 
ASION security detail.  They’d stressed the urgency of the initial assignation, but there was no way 
she was going to jeopardise the signing of the sponsorship agreement with the NSW Art Museum.  
Their exhibition of antique fax machines and prototype smart phones depended on it.  She’d simply 
insisted on a new meeting time and of course they’d agreed, really you only had to ask people nicely 
and they were usually more than willing to accommodate a little change here or there. 

Of course, she’d never have insisted on changing the arrangements if it had been 
unreasonable.  She didn’t do unreasonable.  That’s not to say she wasn’t sometimes considered, well 
tough, but not in a smack to the jaw, teeth loosening, so sue me kind of way, more in a perfumed 
steamroller, ‘you’ll never see me coming, except it would be good if you noticed my shoes and shiny 
hair’ kind of way.  And that’s the way she liked it. 

While she waited for Jamie Olivera to give her the all important secret instructions, she pulled 
out her phone and asked Shiri to contact her devoted husband Frank to let him know she might be 
late for dinner.  Undoubtedly they’d dine out anyway, somewhere fashionable but not pretentious, 
Arian maybe or Tetsuyers or even that new one Matt Morang had just opened.  She’d let Frank 
decide.  So long as there were no Zumba like chickpea or beetroot macaroons on the menu she’d be 
happy.   

When she reached the top of the line for the book signing she leant seductively over the table 
and placed a copy of Jamie’s Little Book of Newtown on the table open to the flyleaf for his 
signature.  She said the code words, “Stop being a vegan and start enjoying what you eat.” 

Jamie looked up anxiously and replied, “I like ties but I prefer not to wear one when I’m 
nervous.” 

Contact established, Jann laughed and it sounded like tiny bells peeling, musical and carefree.  
“Are you really nervous, Mr Olivera or are you just pleased to see me?” 

“Ms Kohlman, it’s an honour to meet you.  I just wish it could have been under better 
circumstances.  What with the Inertia stopping people from cooking easy, nutritious meals, it’s been 
doing my head in.” 

Jann put her hand soothingly over Jamie’s.  “Poor man.  Don’t worry. I’ll do my best to fix it.  
Do you have the instructions?” 

He handed her a copy of Jamie Cooks Ordinary Food.  “It’s encoded in the recipe on page 10 
and you’ll find an airline ticket first class to Milan on page 37.  Good luck, Jann.  Everyone who eats is 
counting on you.” 



Jann moved aside graciously to let another of Jamie’s fans have their book signed.  She flicked 
artfully to page 10 and read the recipe.  To any normal business person, cook, entertainer, 
raconteur, it was a formula for blackened beef but what Jann saw was the brief for her next mission.   

Like her other missions, this one wasn’t without danger or personal sacrifice, there’d be 
necessary time away from the office with the need to reprioritise responsibilities, there’d be strange 
hotel rooms in foreign cities and their pillow menus to wrestle with, the mass accumulation of 
frequent flyer points, the need to pack just the right outfits and multiple pairs of shoes.  Could she 
do it all with just one handbag?  She wasn’t sure.  But she could certainly try. 

Not for the first time she was grateful for the season she’d spent with the Cirque de la Lune 
team in their Montreal Quebec headquarters.  Since those halcyon days, stilt walking, trapeze flying, 
tumbling, juggling, breathing fire and playing musical instruments was second nature to her.  On the 
whole, she felt well equipped for the mission, and having exercised her finely tempered natural 
caution in a full assessment of the risks, she was quietly confident of success.  She didn’t do loudly 
confident. 

She tapped out an email to her senior turbo executive assistant on her advanced prototype 
Apple iPhone 10, her diamond engagement ring flashing in the reflected light of the screen.  Cancel 
my afternoon.  Duty calls, and another to her manservant, Giles, Pack for deadly mission.  Will need 
all the Chanelle.  Meet me at airport.  She flagged down the first limo and said, “Kingsford Smith and 
step on it.” 

Ninety minutes later a hostess was offering her a glass of Krystalle and a copy of Mega 
Fortune magazine, which she waved away with a happy smile – it was the very issue she’d featured 
in and besides she was looking for more of a distraction.  She settled on American Vague chuckling 
softly over a story about Mirandi and Orlandan.  The very same story they’d told over a casual lunch 
in the yellow booths at Mad Horse last month. 

After making significant eye contact with KRude who was part of her secret diplomatic escort, 
suffering a fawning visit from the Captain, an hour or two of work on a report for the business 
process review committee and a Neil Perret meal, Jann slipped on her Peter Alexandria for Qantum 
designer pyjamas, watched a hostess make up her bed, took an evening freesia tablet and slept.  She 
knew she was going to need all her wits about her when she met with Jean-Paul Gauntlet in Milan at 
the secret Hermese factory.  And she didn’t do witless. 

 



3. Jann’s Intense Preparation 

 

 

Passenger seat of a $US1 million Hannassay Venom roadster - A secret factory of  
craftsman, tailors and beauticians outside Milan 

 

The blindfold wasn’t the least bit uncomfortable and despite the fact that Mario Andreddi 
drove like a maniac, Jann was content that so far everything was going according to plan.  Mario was 
chatting on about how the Inertia was causing more L Plate drivers around the world to make 
increasingly stupid mistakes, but she tuned him out.  She knew only too well that Mario’s pet peeve, 
alongside other populist concerns, like the fact that solar power panels were really ugly, newspapers 
only printed trash and science had reached a limit on how thick it could make your eyelashes, was 
inconsequential in the face of far graver concerns.  She was thinking of the animals.  They should all 
grow up to have their own TV advertisements and back stories. 

A sudden horn blast disturbed her musing and she had a flashback to her conversation with 
the mysterious man from the Obaman Administration.  He’d said the very sanity of the world was at 
risk, he’d explained how the Inertia was eating away at the fabric of all that was good and Givensky 
by making people simply forget to care enough about the right things and he’d begged her to take 
up the challenge of inveigling the secret formula for action and commitment from the one person 
who still held firm to it when all but the bravest had failed to see its importance and allowed it to 
languish - his Supreme Sereneness, The Daily Karma. 

And now the hour was fast approaching where she’d need to act to save the world.  She 
squared her slender shoulders and repeated her personal mantra, ‘With a bit of effort and a smile I 
can make the world beautiful’.  When Martha Steward opened the car door, she was ready to face 
whatever was thrown at her. 

“Welcome to the Hermese Inertia Resistance and Hand Stitching Complex.”  Martha handed 
Jann a bunch of freshly picked rare, midnight only blooming Saffron flowers.  “The briefing starts in 
five minutes.” 

Jann followed Martha through the winding laneways of the sprawling complex of charming 
cottages, each housing a particular craftsman or woman fearlessly intent on producing the most 
delightful accoutrements and appurtenances known to human-kind.  This was a place where the 
long tentacles of the Inertia had not yet reached and by all that was holy and Herve Legerd, Jann was 
going to see it remained that way. 

Entering a barn-like structure that housed a conference room and state of the art 
communications and corporate catering equipment, Jann was surprised to see Steven Speilbert.  And 
she let it show, her finely threaded eyebrows rising on her lightly mineral powdered forehead.  Since 
the wholesale adoption of bowtocks you could never be too careful about facial expressions and the 
only way to tell the genuine and natural article was to use a broad but subtle range of muscle and 
skin movements, now largely out of fashion.  The failure to show true emotion was a hallmark of 
those who’d been most deeply bitten by the Inertia.  It demonstrated their almost pathologically 
morbid attention to their own faces and bodies over more spiritual or collective concerns.  And Jann 
didn’t do pathologically morbid attention to anything. 

Speilbert’s face broke into a wreath of wrinkles as he embraced her.  “Oh Jann, we’re so glad 
you’re here and that you’re one of us.  There are so few of us left now amongst the uninfected, who 
still have enthusiasm and interest in the world around us and we know you’re so busy we were 



worried that...” he broke off, unable to finish his sentence, unable to contemplate what the 
possibility of Jann’s full calendar might have meant. 

Jann squeezed Speilbert’s hand.  The man looked broken by stress and the rigours of editing 
his latest 12D blockbuster.  “I’m ready to work, Steven,” she said, her own smile causing microscopic, 
character building crinkling at the corners of her vivid blue eyes. 

“Before we start, we have a message for you from Steve Jube.  You know he was one of us too 
and before he passed on to the 4.0 universe he left you this message in the hope that it would never 
be needed.  It’s a sorry day you must see this.” 

With that, Speilbert made a hand motion, swipe like in the air and said the code words, “Help 
me obi-two,” and the avatar of Steve Jube appeared in a black turtle-neck skivvy. 

Steve said, “Jann, Karma is the key.  Sniff out the lamb back-strap roast and you will have the 
answer,” and then the picture went all shaky and faded out. 

“That’s it?” queried Jann and Speilbert nodded sadly.  “He should’ve used the Optus network,” 
she said sagely.   

She crossed the room, her Balenciagaga skirt swaying gently against her tautly muscled calves, 
to examine evidence of the world’s pending destruction assembled on the virtual campaign wall. 

Once her classically beautiful face was turned the saboteur struck, firing his laser gun at Jann’s 
elegantly stacked spine.  Speibert cried out and made a desperate dive for the gunman, but Jann 
already had him in her vise-like grip.  Using her vastly under-rated tumbling skills, she’d back flipped 
over the conference table doing a double layout to land with her index finger at the assailant’s neck. 

“One false move and you’re toast with blood orange marmalade, Justin Burber,” she said, 
keeping her fingers on the sensitive pressure point in his neck.  He’d be unconscious in a second if 
that’s what she wanted. 

Shock rippled through the room and while Martha helped Speilbert to his feet, Jann ripped the 
balaclava from the assailant’s face.  It was indeed pop sensation Justin Burber. 

“How did you know?” gasped Martha. 
“I’m very good at what I do,” Jann replied with a simple shrug of lightly moisturised shoulders.  

“I knew he would try to stop us.  He thinks he can corner the market for peppy and heartfelt and 
knowing we would attempt to restore order to the world, well, it was enough of a motivator to turn 
him against us.” 

Burber hung his head in shame, his eyes hidden by a shock of unkempt blonde fringe. 
The sound of applause shattered the post crisis silence.  It was Jean-Paul Gauntlet.  “Come,” 

he said, “The hard-core wrappers and mosh pit survivors will deal with Burber.  It’s time to complete 
your briefing.” 

Taking her arm, Gauntlet led Jann to one of the craftsman’s cottages.  Interrupting the work of 
a man hand stitching the softest calf leather, he said, “Show her the bag.” 

As the man revealed a one of a kind, diamond inlayed, red handbag, Jann gasped, “A Kelli 
Birkan bag!  But surely we don’t need to go that far?” 

Gauntlet looked aghast, “It’s a Kohlman bag.  Designed especially for you.  It will be the most 
expensive bag in the world.” 

“Oh!” said Jann.  She was quite shaken by the honour, but in a nice way, not like when she 
was forced to do employee appraisals. 

Gauntlet make a mournful sound deep in his throat, “Anyway, we can’t let you go out there 
amongst the committed fashionistas, the papps and media vultures without the right protection.  
Carrying this will ensure you front row seats at the Paris show and only there will you be able to find 
the Daily Karma and extract the formula to defeat the Inertia.” 

Jann nodded, a serious but still incredibly pretty expression on her face.  She was beginning to 
understand how heavily the fate of the world now rested on her.  “I need a dead-sea mud mask and 
a double AHA, glycolic peel and then I’ll be ready,” she said, and her steady confidence made 
Gauntlet smile, while with a flick of his wrist he summoned a team of beauty technicians. 



“Your new wardrobe and accessories will be waiting for you and we’re at your command,” he 
said, bowing his head slightly in acknowledgement of her superior wit, strength and poise. 

“I’ll need an escort,” Jann said.  “Someone who can hold his own in the fashion world but isn’t 
too obvious.” 

“I understand,” said Gauntlet.  “We thought perhaps, Johnny Depth or Matt Deamon.” 
“Too conspicuous,” she said, a graceful flick of her wrist, highlighting the diamonds in her 

Shopard watch. 
“Daniel Craigy or Leonardo Di Caprioso?” 
Jann didn’t reply.  She stalked around the cottage, exuding power and serenity, examining 

scraps of hand tooled leather and 24ct gold fixings.  To Gauntlet she appeared lost in thought and he 
feared they’d pushed her responsibilities at her too fast, and scared her off, but then she turned to 
him, an expression of pure genius lighting her eyes. 

She said, “Fire up the private jet and bring me Clive Oven.” 



4. Jann’s Dangerous Assignation 

 

 

Bedroom of a private jet – Front row of the premier Paris Fashion Show – On the set of  
European Masterchef 

 

Clive’s strong hands massaged the tender muscles in Jann’s swan-like neck.  They were in the 
onboard bedroom of the Agah Khanhn’s private jet on route to Paris. 

“Do you have any idea what you’re doing to me?” groaned Clive.  “To be this close to you and 
to know you’ve rejected all my advances, I’m a broken man.” 

“I’m sorry Clive,” she said firmly, “a bit to the left, yes, right there, ah, that’s lovely.”  Then, 
seeing how genuinely wrecked he was, she took pity on him.  “You’re incredibly handsome and 
masculine and under other circumstances I’d be tempted, despite the fact I’m in love with my 
husband, but the world needs me and I have to stay focused, plus I have that 450 page report for the 
sponsorship budget meeting due in fifteen minutes and I have to finish it.” 

“I understand,” his voiced crackled with emotion and when he turned away she saw the 
shadow of defeat in his eyes. 

It was moments like these - where the human soul was compromised that made her question 
her line of work.  But there was no time for introspection they were landing and she needed whip off 
a few emails and change into her Jason Woo outfit. 

In the stretch Humma limo, she let Clive kiss her.  She needed him to be strong tonight and if 
suffering his attention was what it took to keep his backbone stiff, she’d do it, despite the heavy 
breathing and the need to reapply her Girlain Dangerously Lux individualised control pink lipstick. 

Carrying the Kohlman bag and holding Clive’s hand, Jann made her way to the front row 
nearest the catwalk.  Seated between Pippa Middletour and Anna Winton, she cased the room.  She 
knew she looked like she belonged.  It was her breeding of course.  Her darling mother had passed 
down her incredible good looks, poise, refinement and runway savvy.   

Famous faces cluttered up the apron of the stage, Jennifer Annistoff, Courtney Hate, Meryl 
Street.  She waved to Anthony Lapaglier, who she’d seen just last week.  He’d wanted a photo with 
her.  So sweet.  She caught a shy nod from Beoverce and Lagerview raised his sunglasses in 
acknowledgement.  Tom Holden, Donatella Vershant and Bomo were also there, silently providing 
backup should she need it.  Paris Sheraton and White Dog had been refused entry.  No one was 
worried. 

As the show commenced and glamorously emaciated, stupidly young models traversed the 
catwalk, wearing orthopedically challenging shoes and clothing that if melted down would feed an 
African village for several decades, Jann’s phone buzzed urgently.  It was a video message from 
Spencer Turnip.  A crowd of naked people draped over the steps of the Sydney Opera House.  Jann 
knew immediately that Spencer was sending her a vital, secretly coded message.  She had to get 
backstage and fast. 

Blowing Clive off, she vaulted onto the catwalk and struck a pose.  Photographers went wild 
and in a haze of flashbulbs and agilely dodging the trained rats that were sent out as a crowd 
pleaser, she sauntered back up the runway and disappeared behind the stage flats. 

Once backstage she hesitated.  She needed to find the Daily Karma, before the forces of 
Inertia could stop her and they were obviously closing in, why else would Spencer have risked his 
reputation to contact her?  But everywhere she looked there was the colour orange and robe-like 



garments draped the models still to be sent out.  Was this a trap, or just a plot to throw her off the 
trail of his Supreme Sereneness? 

With the chemical burn of too much hair product in her finely tuned nostrils she made her 
way through the backstage area.  No one stopped her, the regal air of authority she carried 
prevented even the bolshiest designer or pushiest dresser from approaching her and as if by magic, 
backstage security men with headpieces in their ears melted into the shadows allowing her to pass 
unobstructed. 

Though her superior sense of smell had been viciously assaulted she was still able to find the 
trace of roast lamb back-strap that Jube had promised held the key.  She followed it through the 
backstage labyrinth until she came across a television studio set.  A reality cooking show was taking 
place and the Daily Karma was judging the mystery box dish. 

The show’s director waved frantically to try to stop her from walking into the shot and spoiling 
the live broadcast, but she took no notice, let the world watch and be damned. 

The Daily Karma gasped, his hand flying to his throat to try to contain his astonishment when 
he saw her approach.  “You’re... you’re Jann Kohlman,” he whispered, shock rendering him near 
inarticulate. 

Jann inclined her perfectly symmetrical head briefly.  “I’m not here to hurt you, but you know 
what I need.  The formula to defeat the Inertia and to make people care again, to make them 
embrace life and be active and passionate about the things that matter.” 

The Daily Karma choked out a sob.  “I don’t have it any more.  I... I...” he stuttered, “sold out!”  
He dropped his head in supreme embarrassment.  “I do reality TV for the Inertia network now and I 
have a column in their newspaper, plus a blog and my Twitter handle is @Karmangetit.” 

Taking pity on the fallen idol, Jann clasped his bare shoulder.  “It has happened to the best of 
us,” she said pragmatically.  “Think Stella McCartner and Targette, Peter Garren and pink bat 
schemes, or even Prime Minister Julia Guildard and poker machines.” 

She turned away from the rhythmic sobs of the Daily Karma and with the sound of his Twitter 
feed clicking in her ears she made her way back towards the catwalk show’s backstage area, the tang 
of setback flavouring her mouth.  It tasted of what a barista in a bad mood could do with a 
cappuccino, like scorched toffee or the sour worms her beloved niece Brigitte so enjoyed. 

But she wasn’t the legendary Jann Kohlman for nothing.  She hadn’t worked all these years, 
collected 438 Linkedin contacts, had all those trips to Austria, blogged from poorly matched 
furniture in Cambodia and renovated all those homes for no good reason.  She was an innovator, an 
imagineer and a survivor.  And the world was depending on her.  And she didn’t do defeat. 

So Jube was wrong.  Well, he might have been a design genius but his sense of smell had led 
him badly astray.  Still no one need know, there was no sense blackening the man’s cult status with 
this critically bad decision from beyond the information superhighway.  Jann was nothing if not 
discrete.  If needs be she could form her own Chinese wall with just a few borrowed acrobats on 
overtime. 

Reaching into her vast reserves of inner strength, determination and Rolph Loren Notorious, 
only available from Harrold’s in London at $3500 for 75ml, she made a decision that would alter the 
course of history. 



5. Jann’s Dramatic Gift 

 

 

The streets of Paris – A quaint Russian Tea House - The penthouse at The V in Times Square,  
New York – The Half-tix booth - Kerbside 5th Ave. 

 

Seemingly without direction and avoiding the attention of the other global Inertia freedom 
fighters, Jann left the backstage area by the loading doc.  If she was going to resolve this problem 
she needed help. 

“Shiri, where can I get a peppermint tea?” she said, into her Bulgary gem encrusted Bluetooth 
earpiece. 

“Two blocks north then take a left, in 500 metres you’ll find the Russian Caravan tea shop,” 
said Shiri, without a moment’s pause. 

“Thank you, Shiri,” Jan responded, demonstrating her world-renowned courtesy. 
“My pleasure, anything for you Jann,” Shiri gushed. 
When Jann entered the tea shop she sensed a change in the atmosphere.  It was an 

infinitesimal shift in the quality of the air, a subtle alteration in the sound of sterling silver tea 
strainers gliding on fine bone china cups, barely perceptible, but her finely balanced sixth sense was 
attuned to the tiniest variance in the cosmos so she was instantly alert. 

It was no surprise to find Adam Baddes behind the counter.  She acknowledged him with a 
nod and took a seat.  He brought her fine leaf peppermint tea and joined her at the table. 

“I have a message for you,” he whispered, wiping his hands on his Ducks jersey. 
She sighed, her patience strained, “Not from that damn Steve Jube avatar I hope.” 
“No.  Allen Loo wants a private meeting with Ralph Nadal and Roger Federline.” 
“I’ll see to it right away,” she said.  “Anything else?” 
“No, I’m sorry.  No one can help you now.  We’re doomed to live in a world where very few 

people will care about anything important ever again.  If I have to remember one more internet site 
secret cryptic password I think I might rather die.” 

“Buck up, Adam.”  Jann said with characteristic directness.  She met the footballer’s eyes 
across the pedestal table top.  “I’m not done yet.” 

When she swept energetically out of the tea house, Adam looked after her wistfully.  He knew 
she belonged to another man, but still, it didn’t hurt to dream.  He tried to quash the guilt he felt for 
not giving her the message from Frank. 

Back in the jet, Jann completed another 1200 page sponsorship evaluation powerpoint 
presentation and did two cryptic crosswords, but she was still restless and for a moment regretted 
the decision not to bring Clive with her.  He would have been a useful distraction.  But instead of 
dwelling on the reaction his wandering hands could bring to her body, she ignored the hot flush of 
illicit lust and meditated on solutions to the AIDs crisis for the rest of the journey to JFFK. 

On landing she went straight to The V and was escorted to the penthouse apartment, with its 
two balconies overlooking Times Square and Broadway, indoor spa/pool and full size billiard table.  
After a quick in-room full body massage and a light lunch of scampi and lox, she was dressed in Oscar 
de la Rental and ready to rock and roll. 

Outside, in the bustle that was New York City, she breathed in the air, lambent with diesel 
fumes, the hot oil of pretzel sellers and the stink of tourism.  From where she stood under the glitter 
of the Hershies Chocolates sign, she could see the Half-tix line for Broadway shows was moving 



slowly.  At the counter there was some kind of disturbance.  Using her super sensory hearing she 
could detect above the roar of traffic, a man yelling aggressively at the girl behind the counter.  And 
Jann didn’t do impolite. 

The crowd in the line parted to let her through and an awed hush descended.  Closer now, 
Jann could hear the girl explaining patiently that Penelope Queen of the Oasis was perfectly suitable 
for people of all ages.  She even helpfully hummed one of the catchy disco songs. 

There was something about the girl, a lowly ticket sales clerk - battling the forces of obnoxious 
irregular theatre patrons who haven’t read any show reviews and only want to pay half price for 
quality theatre.  It was appalling.  But instead of wearing a frown and showing a ‘could care less’ 
manner, the girl was smiling sweetly, repeating her key messages without going stale and doing 
everything in her limited power to make things right.  It was a rare and palpable public 
demonstration of caring that made Jann’s over sized heart sing.   

She leant across the counter, speed read the girl’s name badge and signalled her with the curl 
of a beautiful index finger that had once earned her fame as a hand model.   

“Come with me, Grace.” 
They walked the streets of New York for hours talking about much forgotten skills and 

practices like kindness, courtesy, privacy, not interrupting other people when they were talking, 
covering your mouth when you yawn, using your indicators and waiting for walk signs at traffic 
lights. 

Grace was the genuine article.  A diamond in the rough, an unpolished boulder opal.  It was a 
miracle she was alive.  It was part of the Jann Kohlman magic she’d been found. 

Together with the help of the Inertia freedom fighters, Grace could teach the world how to 
care again.  This slightly overweight, dime store dressed, under-educated retail cashier had in her 
the essence of all that was once good and pure.  It just needed to be refined, made over with a 
personal trainer, a diet plan and a new wardrobe, media trained, then released to the world – oh not 
all at once – it was too powerful for that, but slowly and over time and with an accompanying brand 
and catchy theme song, ensuring the world learned to care again and the forces of Inertia were 
defeated forever. 

After she’d seen Grace safely into the hands of Jean-Paul Gauntlet’s make-over team Jann 
suddenly felt tired.  It had been a long while now since she’d slept.  But the sheer satisfaction of a 
job well done was keeping her on her Jimmy Choose.  Idly, she gazed in the window of the exclusive 
NY founded business Taffany’s until she became aware of a presence beside her.   

It was a man, dressed in leather, biker boots on his feet, in his hand was a distinctive Taffany 
aqua blue bag. 

“Did you get my message?” he said softly, his voice seductive in the velvet night. 
Jann inhaled sharply, “Oh my God – no!” 
“That’s ok,” he said almost shyly.  “When you didn’t come home for dinner, I thought you 

were probably off saving the world again, so I didn’t like to bother you.” 
“Oh Frank,” Jann sighed, soaking in the pleasure of his nearness.  “What did you buy me?” 
He laughed throatily and it sent delicious chills up her spine, making the little hairs at the back 

of her neck stand up. 
“All in good time, my darling.  But first, I’ve gotten us reservations at Elle Bulli.  They’ve re-

opened just for us, but we have to go now, they won’t keep the table if we’re late – not even for 
you, my sweet.” 

No-one suspected that the woman on the back of the $120,000 MV Augusta Georgia F4CC 
motorbike speeding away from Bloominghill’s was famous, no-one knew she’d just ensured that 
future generations of children would grow up knowing how to care.  All they saw was a woman in 
the prime of her life, laughing at danger, scoffing at fear, dressed in courage and glowing with love. 

 
 
 



 

 

The adventure continues... 

 

The adventures of Jann Kohlman continues in - The Lady of the Rings. 

In the next instalment of this sweeping romantic, spy mystery epic, our stunningly attractive and well 
dressed heroine uses high-end charm, everyday wiles and honeyed sensibilities to rid the world of 
pointless meetings, cc all emails and celebrity reality shows.  

 

 

About Ainslie Paton 

Ainslie Paton has a real job and on the sly tries to write seriously sparky contemporary romance 
fiction.  She is the author of Hiding Hollywood, Turning Tables, Producing Real and Grease Monkey 
Jive but after writing Thinker, Tailored, Sponsor, Spy - has grave doubts about her own abilities. 

Fluffy Trafalgar is not to be trusted. 

 

 

*This adventure story is dedicated to the unfailing wit, strength, courage, grace, poise, humour and 

enthusiasm of the real Jann Kohlman on the occasion of her 50th birthday. 

 


