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1,400 MEXICAN MOZ FANS CAN’T BE (TOTALLY) WRONG

One of the inherent problems with feature writing is that the slant for most stories is decided long before the journalist goes anywhere or talks to anyone. This is nobody’s fault; it’s just how things work. In order to get a story assigned, either the editor or the writer has to create a reason for why said story needs to be written. As a result, the proposed thesis of an article often becomes its ultimate conclusion. And this is (usually) a bad idea, since these presuppositions are (usually) totally wrong.

This is one example where that problem was avoided by accident: no one had any idea what the original thesis was supposed to be. I was living in Akron, and an editor from SPIN e-mailed me and said, “Hey, do you want to go to a Smiths convention in Los Angeles and write something about it?” I asked what I should write about. He said, “I have no fucking idea. I’m not sure why we’re even doing this story, to be totally honest. Just go there and find some freaks.” What neither of us knew, of course, was that the overwhelming majority of hard-core Smiths fans in the L.A. area are Latino teenagers, which still seems bizarre to me. But it made for a nice story that was almost completely unreliant on freaks.
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