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      My editor’s voice droned on and on as he paced the room, talking about how our stories had performed over the last week. Shockingly, I thought sarcastically, crime and local sports had been the most popular articles. Those always had been, and probably always would be, the bread and butter of a daily newspaper. Unfortunately, neither of those were my beat. I was the Pittsylvania County reporter.

      “Now that we’ve gotten through the data report, who’s got some interesting stories for me this week?” Matt rubbed his hands together and looked around at the four of us. The beeping and chattering from the police scanner were the only sound in the room.

      I looked over at my coworkers, both of whom were looking at their notebooks like they had nothing to share. As usual. Matt pointed a pudgy finger at me with a disinterested expression on his round face.

      “If there are no volunteers, Iveta, you’re up. What’s happening in the county this week?”

      I ran a finger down the list in my own notebook, counting the ideas. My messy cursive filled the page with story ideas from across the commonwealth’s largest county - the beat I’d covered for nearly five years at The Register, a daily paper. Taking a deep breath, I started my weekly overview.

      “Well, it’s a meeting week, so a lot and most of it boring. There are a few interesting items on the agenda, but I won’t get to learn anything about most of them, since they’ll be in closed session.”

      I looked up at him and he stared at me expectantly, a dry erase marker in his hand where he stood at the newsroom’s whiteboard.

      “Okay. In open and closed session tonight, they’re talking about whether or not to hire a public information officer, which could be a big deal for citizen privacy. I’ve already talked to the county administrator and the county attorney about what changes that might entail.”

      “Okay, that’s fine. Make sure you talk to a Freedom of Information expert to see what they have to say about it as well. Can you have that done for tonight’s deadline?”

      “Even if they don’t make a decision tonight, I’ll have the article. It’s mostly done, pending some fluffing with what they actually talk about tonight.”

      He popped open the cap of his marker, releasing the unmistakable smell of ink and rubbing alcohol, scribbling something that might have been words in Tuesday’s box. “Glad to hear it. What’s next?”

      I took another deep breath, hoping maybe I’d get a little more enthusiasm from him with the next article idea.

      “I have it on good authority that they’ll probably have an economic development announcement at the end of tomorrow night’s Regional Industrial Facility Authority meeting, again after probably several hours in closed session,” I chewed the end of my pen, grimacing when a little bit of ink leaked from where I’d broken the seal. “It definitely won’t be done for the print deadline, but it’d work for an online exclusive if we can manage it.”

      “You can’t get it early and hold it until they make a decision?”

      “Sadly, no. An embargo won’t happen on this one because the state’s involved. You know they won’t let any information go out until they’ve dotted the I’s and crossed the T’s.”

      He grumbled under his breath and wrote it down in Thursday’s square, with an arrow pointing to Wednesday.

      “We’ll count that as a maybe for Thursday’s edition. See what you can do to get that in earlier. What else is going on?”

      “The pet center is doing a free kitten weekend to kick off kitten season, so that’ll make a great slideshow and short story for either Friday or Saturday’s edition, wherever you want it.” Matt tapped the end of the marker against his chin.

      “Hang on,” assistant editor Emma interrupted. “Let’s hold that for Sunday. Everybody wants to see some nice news on the Lord's day. It helps to sell papers. Adam, you’re on Saturday, right?”

      Adam nodded from his desk in the corner, where he’d been typing until Matt called his name. He looked up, bewildered.

      “Huh? Yeah.”

      “I’m putting your name on this, then. You get to go take pics of kids and cats Saturday.”

      “Cool?”

      Of course he got to cover the good stuff. I’d been hoping to be able to cover that. Board meetings were fun and all, but they were dry as fuck. Cats would have been a great stress reliever after two late nights sitting in uncomfortable folding chairs.

      “Matt, the other things I’ve got that are definitely happening are some that I need your guidance on.”

      “We’ll try to talk later then. Adam! You’re next!” He turned to my coworker with a smile on his face. The difference in his expression would have been startling if it hadn’t happened every single week. Emma tossed me a rueful smile that I think was supposed to be comforting, but

      I knew when I was dismissed from a conversation. I’d gotten very good at understanding when Matt no longer wanted to talk to me, and this was obviously one of those times.

      I let their voices fade into the background as I started typing on my own desktop. I didn’t need to listen to my coworkers blathering about the public records searches they were bound to be doing while they hunted for something to fill the newspaper’s pages with. I had a lot of work to do to prepare for the week’s meetings and make sure we got the county’s news out to people as quickly and as accurately as humanly possible.
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      Here’s the thing about these board meetings. After covering them every other week for four years, I could pretty much tell you how every single one of these old men was going to vote, what their concerns would be, and which citizens would speak up about the issues at hand.

      The only thing that had surprised me in the last two years was the arrival of a new county reporter for the Star Tribune, the weekly paper that was our only competition.

      Her name was Fiona Rivera and she was everything I wasn’t. She was short, fat, had curls a model would die for and made everything around her brighter. By that I mean, she exuded figurative sunshine from the pores on her tiny face. And those dimples? Ugh, she was absolutely adorable.

      Like me, she was a lesbian and a great reporter. She’d even scooped me on a story once or twice. Okay, she’d gotten a story out before me four times total, not that I was counting. That was the same number of times she’d flirted with me in entirely inappropriate situations, to my delight. At least, I was fairly sure it was flirting. Dating women was hard.

      Today, however, she was late. That was unlike her. Usually, she and I fought over the one usable outlet in the boardroom before the meeting, since both of us worked for the whole afternoon and evening from our laptops so we could meet the ridiculously early print deadlines that were a part of life in journalism these days.

      I opened a new tab and opened up her Twitter feed to see if she was reporting on anything else this afternoon. The last thing she’d posted had been a selfie in her office two hours ago. Her long blonde curls were loose and she was wearing a maroon cardigan over a white sundress.

      As if sensing I was looking for her, she swept into the room and planted her briefcase down in the seat next to mine. She’d lost the cardigan between her office and the boardroom, which was a good idea because it was sweltering in here. Leaning over, she turned on her dazzling smile and nearly blinded me with it.

      “Did I miss anything interesting?”

      I shook my head. Of course she hadn’t. She was the most interesting thing in the room. But we both had a job to do. And it wouldn’t help if I had to keep reminding myself that mine didn’t involve staring at her as she worked.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Two hours later, both of us were trying not to doze off in our seats, despite the fact that the padding had worn off a decade ago and the metal was biting into the backs of our thighs.

      It was amazing how much these eight old men, plus the county staff that supported them, could talk about things like the rate of RV taxes. I couldn’t help but find it ridiculous, although I would never let that show in my coverage of it.

      These people had the money to buy a $200,000 house on wheels but they didn’t want to pay the taxes on the value of them. It was ridiculous. Especially because the only people complaining about it were the people that actually had the money to pay for it. Go figure.

      Anyway, that was a story for another day, so I left my phone recording everything they were saying for later and typed up the timecodes for when the supervisors actually said something interesting. Glancing over at Fiona’s laptop, I saw she was doing the same… except that she also had a game of solitaire running. I smiled.

      Reopening the Twitter tab, I slid into her DMs.

      
        
        Me: Are you winning?

        

      

      She jumped and I had to smother a laugh. She typed out her reply and hit send with a flourish of her gold-painted nails.

      
        
        Fiona: Is there really any winning at Solitaire?

        Me: I’ll take that as a no. Thank God they’re almost done. I don’t think I can stand another hour in this hotbox of a room.

        Fiona: Girl, same. I filed my article an hour ago and already got edits back! I just need them to get to the closed session so I can actually eat something.

        

      

      My stomach growled at the idea of food. I had grabbed Bojangles on my way into work because it was convenient, but it had long since ceased to be enough to keep me full. I didn’t look it with my tall and thin frame, but I could pack away food about as well as a high school quarterback.

      
        
        Me: Think a dozen items on the agenda is enough to keep them busy long enough to get a real meal?

        Fiona: Oh, for sure. They’ve all had too much coffee and they’re gonna need a dinner break of their own.

        Me: God I hope so. I could crush some arroz con pollo from El Cazador right now.

        Fiona: Oh my god that sounds so GOOD. Would you be horribly offended if I stole that idea?

        Me: Offended? Not a chance. We can share a table so we don’t look quite so pathetic.

        

      

      “Tonight we have 12 closed session items for the Board’s discussion,” the county attorney reported as if the board members couldn’t see that on their agendas. That was our cue to leave. They’d read the state code that allowed them to go into closed session, turn the cameras off and start the actually interesting part of the meeting.

      We did so, throwing chargers and paperwork into our bags without a worry. When we got to the lobby, she whirled around with a beaming grin on her face. I couldn’t stop a matching one from spreading across my own face, no matter how hard I tried.

      “So are you driving or am I?”
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      After taking a look at the interior

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
        

      

      
      
        
        
        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
        
        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/newsflashcover_png.jpg
CANDACE






OEBPS/images/artboard-3-100.jpg





