I attached the story.  It is long.  I was thinking of reading it to them, seeing if they can pick out the jobs and methods.  Then have them summarize the story in picture form.   What do you think?

Everyone was sick. The editors, the reporters, the columnists were all very very sick.  The general manager of the newspaper was feeling very desperate. Who would write the stories? A couple of people were working from home, even as they took breaks to vomit in their toilets.  And the general manager was going to write a couple stories all on his own.  But that left a big hole on the special interest page. Who could he get to write the story?


Joe wandered in late for work again. Rubbing his sleepy eyes he almost missed that every desk was empty. He poked his head into the manager’s office and said, “Where is everyone?” 


“Joe!” shouted the manager. “I have a job for you!”


After explaining what he needed, the manager sat back in his chair with a relieved smile on his face. The paper would be completed in time.  Joe stared back terrified of what he’d been told to do. “I just take the pictures!  I don’t write stories!” exclaimed Joe.


“You’ll be fine,” the manager ushered Joe out the door, “just talk to the people on the list and write it up.  Get it back to me first thing in the morning!”


With one final shove, Joe was pushed from the office and left looking around the empty news room with wide stunned eyes.  ‘I just take the pictures!’ Joe thought over and over as he clenched the list in his shaking hand. He looked back over his shoulder at the office and then back at the empty room.  With a shrug he thought, ‘Alright then, I’m reporter Joe now!’ He hurried out to start his new scary job.


***


“Mr. Johnson,” said Joe, “tell what you do as a weatherman.”


Kyle Johnson smiled at the inexperienced reporter standing by the blue screen. “To do the job takes a lot of good communication skills. I have to stand where you are and explain what weather is coming to the camera.  People sit at home and watch.  They see more than a blue screen. They see an image projected onto the blue screen that shows all the different weather maps.”


Joe turned and looked at the blue screen.  “You mean this is where the weather maps are shown? That’s so cool! Can I try?”

Laughing Kyle said, “Sure, just look at the TVs to the side and in front of you.  Those TVs show what the people at home see.  You have to speak clearly and motion with your hands to the different places on the map.”


Joe looked at the TV as Mr. Johnson had said and he saw himself standing in front of the whole United States! Joe began gesturing about and saying all the silly weather things he could think of. “Here in New York there’s going to be snow, but all the way over here in California, sunny skies!” Joe leaned out to touch where the TV showed California was and he shuffled his feet forward tripping over a cord that was running across the floor.


“Watch out Joe!” shouted Kyle Johnson, the weatherman.  But he was too late.  Joe fell forward and his outstretched hand punched a hole right into the blue screen. Joe tumbled onto his face and groaned as he hit with a loud thud!


“I’m sorry.” Joe said as he stood blushing. “I’m so sorry!”


Kyle Johnson shook his head and said, “I’ve done the same myself, just hurry along so you don’t get in trouble. We always keep a spare screen in the props room.”


With that Joe hurried out of the TV new station and hopped on his electric scooter and drove off to the next name on the list.

***


Nearing the end of the interview Joe was very proud of himself.  He had just one last question for Mrs. Kilborne the fifth grade teacher sitting beside him in the classroom. “Ma’am tell me other than speaking what is the best way you communicate with your students?”


Mrs. Kilborne reached over and picked up a pile of papers and slid one in front of Joe. “I write notes. See here? This child needs to work more on her handwriting. So, I wrote a note telling her. This is important enough, she will have to get her parents to sign the paper and return it to me. Writing out instructions and notes and reminders helps to keep the classroom running smoothly.”


With her words, Joe snapped his notebook shut quickly. He didn’t want to let her see just how messy his own handwriting was, but she saw the motion and held out her hand to see the notebook. She opened it up and took her red pen and corrected his misspellings and grammar problems. “Oh Joe, should I get your parents to sign this?” she asked with a laugh.  


Joe snatched back his notebook blushing so embarrassed and rushed out of the classroom.  With a sigh of relief, he pulled out the list of names and hurried off to his next interview.

***


Joe’s poor luck continued as he interviewed each name on the list. He switched to using a tape recorder, instead of taking notes so nobody would notice his bad handwriting again.  When he was speaking with the radio DJ he learned a lot of what the DJ does is prerecorded and is played back at the right timing. But, he also learned that if you accidentally touch a microphone while it’s broadcasting it makes the most awful screeching noise. The radio station manager had escorted Joe from the building. 



Then he went to speak with the actor. The actor was very nice and talked about how it felt to see himself on screen.  The actor thought it was wonderful the same images could be projected onto screens all across the country. Joe thought this was fascinating too, until he stepped on actor’s dropped cell phone, crushing it.  


Joe had his notes, he had his recorded interviews and he was feeling miserable because he kept ruining things everywhere he went! Still that couldn’t prevent him from being excited to go to his next interview. He was going to be talking to the drummer of a very successful rock band.

***


His knees shook through the entire interview. Joe was so nervous to be standing there beside one of his all time idols. “Mr. Spike, how do you feel you best communicate with the world?” Joe asked finishing up his interview.


Spike leaned closer to Joe and thought for a moment before responding. “When I drum, I feel like I’m telling the story of the song. That my rhythm is a lot like the rhythm of life.” said Spike, his hand resting on his chin.


Joe leaned closer as Spike was speaking. Joe was in awe of this master of the snare. Then, he lost his balance and tumbled into the drum set, scattering the drums, cymbals and stands. Joe stood slowly, very embarrassed.


Just then a woman walked into the room. Spike turned to her, but Joe didn’t hear them speaking as he stood up.  He was confused and wondered why nobody was yelling at him. Then he saw the woman and Spike using their hands to talk. “She wants to know if you’re ok.” Spike said, as he looked at Joe with concern.


“Oh, I’m fine, just very sorry about your drums.” Joe frowned. “I hope I didn’t bother her.” Joe motioned to the woman.


“She’s my wife, Marcia. Marcia is deaf, but felt the vibrations of your fall and the drums all the way in her office. You gave her quite a surprise.” Spike laughed and smiled at Marcia.


“Your wife is deaf? So she’s never heard you drum?” asked Joe. He saw Spike translating his words into sign language for Marcia.  She smiled and laughed an odd sound after Spike finished. 


“No, man, she can’t hear it, but like just now when you made all the noise, she can feel the vibrations of the sound through the floor. She loves to watch and feel me play.” said Spike.

Joe thanked Spike and Marcia for their time and headed home to write up his story.

***


“After speaking with all these master communicators, the most important thing I learned is they all communicated in their different ways with kindness. There will always be new ways so share information, but if we forget to do it with kindness we forget how to be human.” Joe finished reading the story and looked up at the general manager. 


“Very good Joe! That’s going to be perfect. Now what pictures did you take to go with the story?” said the manager.


Joe’s eyes got wide one last time as he blushed, having completely forgotten to take any pictures.


