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  Dedication



To all the truth-tellers. May the truth always find a way.
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  August 15th, 2018


Idon’t remember exactly when I opened my eyes; I only remember when my consciousness finally interpreted the spinning blades dangling on my ceiling. They spun with resistance, the sound of an old motor working its tired limbs as it had for many a time. The blades pushed themselves as they had been instructed, compliant and without question of their master’s order, swirling the air current to make my room feel cooler than it actually was. 
The forced air pressed against my skin with a chill I adored, comforting me within the darkness of my four walls. I turned in delight to expose my other regions to experience the same comfort, and in that moment it felt like the best decision I had ever made. 
My bed creaked in opposition to the movement, but I had no care for the complaints of the inanimate. I turned again, indecisive of the position to which I should return to slumber. The light from the alarm clock flashed in my eyes before I could close them again; amidst the darkness, its dim red light shone like the end of a tunnel. Its words, “3:43 am” signifying the dawn of the morning. 
I smiled a wide crooked smile seeing the pleasant news that I had more hours of sleep till 7 am. I pushed my head deep into the softness of the pillow, letting my mind wander till sleep came for me again. 
Sleep never came. 
I turned around some more, a new position perhaps? Or maybe if I turned around enough, my body would finally take the hint and drift into nothingness. 
It never did. 
I opened my eyes again to the dark room and my pupils greeted it with familiarity. I could see the outlines of my surroundings frozen in place in this darkness, like a shaded charcoal painting, except for my ceiling fan; my industrious white fan that kept brightening the room with its flavor of chilled air. 
I turned again in the direction of my night-stand and the time now read “3:51 am”. Those past eight minutes were like thirty, and my frustration had started to simmer. I needed all the rest I could get after the turmoil of today. I had three news stories to finish before this weekend and none of them were even halfway done. 
Not the story of the growing concern of the Asuma bridge; a bridge that was completed only three years ago now showing signs of rust and cracks on its underside. After weeks of tracking down one of the contractors and being so close to getting hard evidence of the misuse of funds along with the use of shoddy building materials, he disappeared into the wind without a trace, leaving me exactly where I started — with nothing. 
I could have sufficed with my story on the country’s minister of health laundering money through his various sham businesses. The revealing story of him siphoning dirty money into his account legally. However, my source has had the fear of God put in her and won’t back me if I decide to go public. Again, leaving me with nothing but just my word, and a journalist’s word without evidence means nothing, only speculation. I might as well be an internet blogger. 
My last resort was to follow a story of a woman claiming ghosts had been stealing her chickens; my only story with a willing source who also claims to have irrefutable evidence. I’d have to travel three hours just to get to her location, and who knows how long I would have to stay just to complete the story. 
Either-way, something has to pay the bills and fortunately for me, stories about spiritual thievery always seem to sell more newspapers. People will talk about it for days and the laughs will last for weeks. I can already see the mocking grin on my editor-in-chief’s face, her roaring laughter already rippling in my ears. 
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