Goodness me, and while on the subject of 11d
He stood at the window looking down on the vista of city lights stretched before him, deep in thought, hands clasped together behind his back, two sheets of paper firmly held in his fingers.
Behind him, the large desk, feebly lit by a small bankers’ lamp, was strewn with pieces of paper, each one screaming a leading headline for the next day’s edition -Crisis In The Middle East ... Royal in Hot Water Again ... Footballer in Texting Furore …
From the semi darkness of the room, a polite cough from the Sub Editor broke the Chief Editor’s train of thought.

“Er, it’s just half an hour before 12 o'clock Chief, we really need an answer on this so the techies can get it up on the web-site and they can start rolling the presses’

‘Yes, yes, I know’ The Chief Editor replied with irritation, looking over at the large clock on the wall. ’It’s not such an easy decision to make on the spur of the moment … lots of things to consider … could have quite far reaching consequences you know’

‘I realise that Sir, but we do need a decision so we can run with it…’

The Chief Editor sighed then looked once more at both pieces of paper. Time had run out and he needed to make his choice. Wordlessly, he thrust one sheet of paper towards his Sub Editor – ‘Go with this one then – publish and be damned eh?’
The Sub took the proffered sheet and perused it carefully, inhaling noisily through pursed lips. ‘Er, you sure about this Chief? It’s just that it will mean it’s five days in a row that we’ve run…’

‘I am aware of that,’ the Chief cut in, ’and I’m equally aware that it will probably cause a lot of unnecessary grumbling, but it’s my decision. We’ll run with the easy peasy Quick Crossword again.’

