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“What is this? ” My boss, Mr. Greendale, shouted at me as he held up my latest story.


“Er… It’s the Wolf story we just got a call about today, sir… You know, the one about the—”


“I know what story it is!” he shouted again, his patience obviously wearing thin. “I asked you for the story of the century, and you give me this pile of absolute garbage about a guy getting sugar for his grandma’s birthday cake? What do I pay you for, anyways?”


“But, sir… I wrote about the events exactly as they happened, it’s completely the truth…”

“Did I ask you for the truth?” he spat, and I shrank back a little. “We can leave all this truth business to the historians, but our job as journalists is to put out stuff that people will read! Would you pick up a copy of the Daily Slander if the front page story was about this goody-goody Wolf person? I know I wouldn’t.”

“Well, then, sir… What do you suggest I do? Lie?” I asked shakily. He gave a little chuckle at this.

“Heh… Don’t think of it as lying, Orwell… Think of it as… Creative paraphrasing. Now, give me the ‘Story of the Century’ I was promised, or I’ll can your useless backside! Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said meekly as I backed out of his office. I started brainstorming straight away. My boss wanted the story of the century, and he was going to get it. He had threatened my only source of income, after all.

My fingers hit the keyboard practically before I’d even sat down. Hm… I thought, Greendale’s right, nobody’s going to want to read about Wolf’s birthday cake, so that has to go… And his allergies make him look like a bit of the nerdy type… better cut that, too…
My fingers were practically typing faster than I could direct them as the ideas flowed. People can’t get enough of a good serial killer story… So let’s just say he was out looking for a meal… Add some huff, some puff, some “chinny-chin-chin”, and… “There!”

My latest piece was in Greendale’s hands within five minutes of then. His eyes scanned over it anxiously.

“Uh-huh… uh-huh… yes… yes… yes! Now this is what I call journalistic gold! You’re looking at a good-sized pay raise in the near future, Orwell. I’m sending this to the presses straight away.” He opened the door and started to walk out, then took another look at the paper.

“By the way, though… You may want to work on your titles a bit more.”

And so, the story of “The Three Little Pigs and the Big Bad Wolf” appeared on the front page of the Daily Slander the very next day.

