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			He had lost everything. "It's all over," Mark said. The drops of fermented drink trickled down his long, bushy beard. "I have no job, not enough money to last that long, and now no life!" his voice seemed to echo throughout the empty world around him.

The man had been in hiding for so long, saving up so much money and almost had enough for the 3 billion dollar house he wanted. That's why he was saving up so much money in the first place.

"Come on, Marcus!",he thought. "You can't just stand there and die." Mark paced around the room, waiting for a solution to suddenly pop up in his head.

Nothing happened. He decided to go outside. "Maybe some fresh air will help.", he said. but, it only made thinking worse. The moment Mark walked out his front door, he remembered how bad his neighborhood was. A terrible aroma suddenly filled the air.

Marcus could only stare in horror as animal corpses lining the streets came into view. He tried to ignore the bodies and brainstorm, but the smell didn't go away.

After a while, Mark gave up. he walked back home and tried to think. But, he couldn't stop thinking about that three billion two hundred million dollar house. Mark had to get that home. Gathering all of his courage, Mark walked out his front new doorway and walked around aimlessly with confidence. He didn't know he was dizzy, but didn't know why he was walking around, but he was doing it!

"Hhhgghh," Mark said as he slowly but surely fainted.
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			When he woke up, his vision seemed blurry. He didn't know why again, but he was angry. He stumbled out of his house, ran away as fast as he could, ran past the corpses, houses, and bushes. Eventually, Mark found a normal shaped structure.

He stared up at the large sign above him. It said, "Harry's Kitchen" Without hesitation, Marcus ran through the open door. Right after he entered with so much force, everybody stared at him.

The next thing he remembered was getting thrown out of the diner. Mark stared at the building for a moment. All of a sudden, he spotted a small sign. It said, "Now Hiring. $6.00 Per Hour."

He stared at it, too, for a few seconds. Then, this time, he slowly entered the diner. He went to the front desk and asked for a job. The workers there gave him a stack of blank sheets of paper.

Mark looked at the large piece of paper. He was worried to skip it all, but he could smell the delicious scent of pancakes and was determined to fill the blank sheets of paper.

He got a pen from the front desk and started writing through the survey. After about thirty minutes, he finished. 

Mark's hands were red from writing non-stop. He was so relieved to let his fingers be free from work and labor. He entered the diner only to see it was empty. Had he not noticed the people leaving as the place closed because he had been so distracted by his survey? 

"It is dark out," he thought. Mark decided to head home. The next day, Mark went to work. Then, he found out the job gave people $1.00 a day. Marcus was mad, so he went to the manager. "That's below the minimum wage!" he complained, but the manager stayed calm. He said in a soothing voice, "the 16 dollars were a rip-off so I could get more workers." 
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			He was enraged. "I quit!" Mark shouted. Then, he noticed a mansion outside. Outside on the lawn, he spotted a sign saying, "50 million / day for whoever will cook and care for my quadruplets." He went inside to get the job. 

This time, Mark only had to fill out one page for the survey. Ten minutes later, he got the job. He had also learned that he gets free food every day. Twenty-two days later, Marcus had gotten $3,100,500,600. Marcus got the house in LA. Sunbathing in his front yard, Marcus saw a sign on a nearby mansion that would pay the same price as the other mansion he had worked for. 

He realized he needed to pay for his house once a month. He applied for the job and got it. Marcus paid for his house upkeep and food. Then he changed his name to Jeffery, started multiple companies, became a quadrillionare, and cooked a lot. Marcus started making better decisions, like drinking less and making healthier choices. 

THE END!
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