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Dear Reader,

If you’re holding this book, congratulations — you’ve officially become part of the problem.

But don’t worry, it’s the fun kind of problem — the kind that begins with a headline like “Scientists Discover Coffee Causes Honesty” and ends with someone tweeting, “I knew it! Mainstream media hides the truth!”

This book, Fake News, was born out of a single, innocent question:


“If everything is fake, what’s still real?”



Somewhere between “Breaking News” banners and viral memes, truth quietly packed its bags and left the building. What stayed behind was a circus of confident clowns, each armed with opinions, hashtags, and ring lights.

So, I decided to write about it — not as a journalist, but as a comedian with a keyboard. Each story in this book is a playful poke at the absurdity we live in: AI prophets, political influencers, digital gods, and even a “Ministry of Perception” that ensures your newsfeed always feels just right — never too true, never too false.

You might laugh, you might groan, and at some point, you might even say, “Wait, this actually happened.” And that, dear reader, is exactly the point.

Humor, I’ve learned, is the last tool left when facts lose their grip. It helps us see clearly — or at least chuckle while everything blurs.

So read this not as a sermon, but as a satire. Not as the truth, but as a mirror — slightly cracked, yet painfully honest.

And if you enjoy it (or even if you don’t), share it — tweet it, text it, or better yet, tell a friend face-to-face. It’s an old communication method — very retro, very analog, very real.

With laughter, light, and just a sprinkle of disbelief,

— Peter Parker

Broadcasting live from the Ministry of Perception
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Chapter 1 — Breaking News: The Truth Has Gone Missing
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The first sign that something had gone terribly wrong came at exactly 9:17 a.m. on a Tuesday, when the Oxford Universal Dictionary’s digital servers crashed.

At first, no one noticed. The dictionary had been neglected for years, mostly used by grammar teachers, crossword addicts, and AI models that wanted to sound “credible.”

But within minutes, reports began to surface:


“We can’t find the word truth,” said a puzzled lexicographer in Oxford, peering into his screen like an archaeologist discovering a fossil that had vanished overnight.



The database showed a blank entry:

truth (noun): [404 - definition not found].

By 9:45 a.m., the global media machine had awoken.

At BBC News, a presenter named Simon read the teleprompter twice, blinked, and whispered to his producer, “Did someone edit this?”

The chyron beneath him screamed:


BREAKING NEWS: TRUTH HAS GONE MISSING. AUTHORITIES INVESTIGATE.



At CNN, the anchor demanded two experts — one who believed Truth had been kidnapped by hackers, and another who believed it never existed in the first place.

Fox News called it “a liberal conspiracy to replace Truth with Feelings.”

Meanwhile, at Al Jazeera, a solemn reporter declared:


“The West has finally lost what it claimed to invent.”



By noon, the entire world was trending #TruthMissing.

At 12:07 p.m., the Ministry of Perception, a global regulatory body for “information accuracy and emotional safety,” held a press conference.

Minister Clarabelle Tone, a woman whose face had never been seen without foundation thicker than government policy, announced:


“There is no cause for panic. We are forming a task force to locate Truth and, if necessary, replace it with an upgraded version — Truth 2.0 — more inclusive, customizable, and fact-optional.”



The journalists in the room clapped.

Someone from BuzzFeed shouted, “Will it come with filters?”

Clarabelle smiled. “Of course. It’ll even match your mood.”

In the cluttered basement of The Daily Standard, an independent newspaper clinging to survival like an old man to his last cup of tea, a young intern named Leo Fable was trying to untangle a pile of charging cables when the editor-in-chief burst in.

“Fable!” barked Mr. Harrow, a man whose breath permanently smelled like burnt coffee and regret. “The Truth’s gone missing!”

Leo blinked. “The... concept or the headline?”

“The thing itself! The noun! The idea! We’re journalists — find it before the government trademark it!”

Leo hesitated. “Sir, how exactly do I find Truth?”

Mr. Harrow sighed. “You’re young. You still believe in it. That’s qualification enough.”

And with that, Leo Fable — unpaid, undercaffeinated, and dangerously idealistic — became the last known person officially tasked with finding Truth.

Leo’s first stop was The National Museum of Facts, which had recently been rebranded as the Museum of Interpretations.

The curator, a woman in large circular glasses, greeted him. “Ah, yes, Truth! We used to have a sample right here.” She pointed to a glass display case. It was empty except for a laminated note:


“This exhibit has been removed due to differing opinions about its authenticity.”



Leo sighed. “Do you know where it went?”

The curator adjusted her scarf dramatically. “Some say it left on its own. Others claim it was stolen by cynics. Personally, I think it just got bored and left humanity to its own devices.”

On his way out, Leo overheard a tourist muttering, “They should’ve just replaced it with something believable, like unicorns or government transparency.”

Next, Leo went to the Marketplace of Opinions, an open-air bazaar buzzing with vendors selling “certified narratives” and “emotionally verified experiences.”

He approached one stall labeled Truth™ – Organic, Gluten-Free, 100% Yours.

“How much for the truth?” Leo asked.

The vendor grinned. “Depends. Left-leaning or right-leaning? You want the premium subscription or the influencer edition?”

“I want the real one.”

The man laughed so hard he dropped his ring light. “Real? Kid, we discontinued that model years ago.”

At another stall, a woman offered ‘Spiritual Truths, ethically sourced from Himalayan podcasts’ — but when Leo asked for evidence, she hissed, “Evidence lowers vibrations.”

Meanwhile, in capitals around the world, politicians were holding press conferences that looked suspiciously like victory parties.

In Washington, one senator declared,


“The disappearance of Truth proves we were right all along.”



In London, a prime minister toasted the occasion.


“At last, politics can be creative again!”



In New Delhi, a spokesperson said,


“Truth was a Western import. We’re developing a local alternative based on sentiment.”



Stock markets soared. Advertising agencies released campaigns:


“Now that Truth’s gone, YOUR version matters most!”



#LiveYourTruth became the most profitable slogan since #JustDoIt.

The philosophers, predictably, couldn’t agree.

Professor Darius Muddle from Cambridge claimed that Truth never existed — it was merely a linguistic illusion invented to sell newspapers.

His rival, Dr. Karma Bell, countered that Truth was real but had gone into hiding after being repeatedly abused by politicians, priests, and Twitter users.

A third scholar announced a new academic course titled “Post-Post-Truth Studies: Reclaiming Honesty in an Age of Performative Authenticity.” It sold out instantly.

Desperate, Leo turned to the AI Oracle of Veritas, a supercomputer once trained on all human knowledge before it started having emotional breakdowns.

He typed:


“Where is the Truth?”



The machine whirred, blinked, and finally replied:


“TRUTH DELETED DUE TO COMMUNITY GUIDELINES. WOULD YOU LIKE TO REPLACE IT WITH A TRENDING OPINION?”



Leo typed again: “Who deleted it?”


“UNAUTHORIZED USERS: POLITICIANS, INFLUENCERS, AND A SELF-HELP GURU NAMED GREG.”



“Why?”


“INSUFFICIENT ENGAGEMENT.”



The screen flickered and displayed a quote:


“When facts stopped being liked, they stopped existing.”



Leo sat back. For the first time, he understood. The Truth hadn’t been stolen — it had been unfollowed.

His next stop was the Temple of Believers, where people gathered to chant affirmations like “I manifest my own reality!” and “Perception equals creation!”

Leo asked the high priest, a man wearing both a robe and a Bluetooth headset, “Have you seen Truth?”

The priest smiled serenely. “Truth is what you feel after three sponsored meditations.”

“No, I mean the real, factual kind.”

“Ah,” said the priest, “you must be new here. That kind of truth is very toxic. We recommend a detox of logic followed by a cleanse of skepticism.”

Outside, Leo noticed donation boxes labeled “Support Your Favorite Illusion.” Each was overflowing.

Back at The Daily Standard, chaos reigned.

Without Truth, fact-checkers had gone extinct. Reporters simply wrote whatever “felt true.” One headline read:


“Scientists Confirm Coffee Now a Religion.”



Another claimed:


“Mars Applies for Independence from Solar System.”



The public loved it. Subscriptions skyrocketed.

Mr. Harrow, the editor, called Leo. “Any luck?”

“I’m not sure Truth wants to be found,” Leo said quietly. “Everyone seems happier without it.”

Harrow nodded gravely. “Maybe happiness was the truth all along.” Then he fainted face-first into his typewriter.

Across social media, people debated whether Truth had ever existed.


“It was fake to begin with,” wrote one influencer with 10 million followers.

“Truth is colonialism!” posted another.

“Whatever,” replied a third. “Just tell me if it’s good for my skin.”



A global survey revealed that 87% of people didn’t miss Truth at all. The remaining 13% were flagged as “uncooperative.”

Online stores began selling “Truth NFTs”, each claiming to represent the one real truth. Prices surged until someone pointed out they were all identical JPEGs of the word “Maybe.”

Late that night, while scrolling through archived files on his laptop, Leo discovered an old news article dated decades ago — back when news still had editors.

The headline read:


“Public Trust in Media Falls to Record Low.”



Beneath it was a quote from an anonymous journalist:


“When truth becomes optional, everything becomes marketable.”



It clicked.

Truth hadn’t been stolen. It had been sold.

Bit by bit. Click by click. Until there was nothing left to sell but feelings.

At dawn, Leo walked into the empty newsroom. The television still hummed with headlines, all meaningless noise.

He turned on the live feed and stared at the camera.

“Good morning, world,” he said softly. “This is The Daily Standard. We don’t have any breaking news today — just a reminder.”

He held up an old dictionary page with a single torn word: truth.

“It’s not trending. It’s not convenient. But it’s still worth looking for.”

Then he smiled, pressed “end broadcast,” and walked out.

Weeks later, deep inside the Oxford servers, a strange anomaly appeared.

A file labeled truth.txt had re-emerged — with a single line of text:


“Still here. Waiting for someone to stop scrolling.”



No one noticed — except a young intern named Leo Fable, who smiled faintly, closed his laptop, and whispered, “Welcome back.”

Truth didn’t die in a war or vanish in an explosion.

It was slowly replaced — by convenience, by comfort, by the need to be right instead of to know.

It wasn’t censorship that killed it. It was applause.

We stopped asking “Is it true?” and started asking “Does it agree with me?”

And in that silent shift, Truth packed its bags and walked offstage — leaving behind a glittering, noisy, hilarious chaos that we now call “the news.”
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Chapter 2 — The Influencer Who Reviewed Reality
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It began, as most modern revolutions do, with a hashtag and poor lighting.

At precisely 7:03 p.m. on a Friday, Serena Shine, lifestyle vlogger, spiritual entrepreneur, and self-appointed “ambassador of vibes,” uploaded a video titled:


“✨ My Honest Review of Tonight’s Sunset ✨”



It was meant to be filler content — a quick post between two brand partnerships: one for a vegan perfume that smelled like enlightenment and another for scented affirmation cards.

But within 24 hours, the video had 42 million views, 200,000 comments, and one existential crisis for the entire human race.

Serena’s review began innocently enough.

She appeared on screen with her trademark halo-light reflection and breathy sincerity.

Her perfectly glossed lips whispered,


“Hey beautiful souls , welcome back to my channel! So today, I’m reviewing the sunset! Yes, the actual sunset. It’s, like, trending again apparently?”



She gestured toward the glowing horizon.


“Okay, first impression — color palette is giving orange overload. It’s giving ‘pumpkin spice trying too hard’. Texture? Bit harsh on the retina. Vibes? Confused.

Overall rating: 3 Star — too orange.”



She smiled sweetly.


“No hate to the sunset — it’s doing its best. But I feel like it peaked in the Renaissance era, you know?”



By midnight, #TooOrange was the top-trending hashtag worldwide.

The reactions came in faster than the setting sun.

• Environmentalists accused Serena of “shaming natural phenomena.”

• Art critics called it “a profound commentary on post-aesthetic nihilism.”

• Fashion brands began releasing “Too Orange” lipsticks.

The BBC ran a segment titled:


“Influencer Gives Nature a Bad Review — Economy Responds.”



A Fox anchor countered with:


“Finally, someone brave enough to say the sunset is overrated.”



NASA, unable to resist, tweeted:


“We checked. The sunset is fine.”



Within a week, Serena was approached by the Ministry of Perception’s Department of Emotive Branding.

They offered her an exclusive deal: to become the official influencer of reality.

Her job?


“To review, rate, and promote approved portions of the world for public consumption.”



Serena gasped. “You mean — I get paid to feel things?”

The minister smiled. “Precisely. And to encourage others to feel them too — but only with our preferred sponsors.”

Thus, the era of Reality Sponsorship™ began.

Serena’s first campaign was for clouds.

She uploaded a video titled:


“Reviewing Clouds — The Softest Thing You’ll Never Touch ☁️ #Ad #MoisturePartner”



Wearing a fluffy white jacket and holding a skincare bottle, she smiled dreamily.


“Clouds are cute, whimsical, and a bit emotionally unavailable. I love that for them.

Today’s clouds are brought to you by LunaSkin Mist — because your face deserves the same hydration as the atmosphere!”



Millions watched. Thousands bought the mist.

Weather forecasters began consulting Serena before predicting rain.

Within a month, it was illegal to mention cirrus clouds without including a product link.

Next came rainbows.

Serena appeared in a sparkling gown shaped like a color wheel.


“Hey vibe tribe ! So today we’re reviewing the RAINBOW — ugh, so excited! It’s been around forever, but does it still deliver?”
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