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* * * * *
It was lunchtime and I felt starving hungry. The last lecture of the morning had dragged on interminably, the only thing that kept me going was the thought of getting something to eat soon. It wasn't so strange looking forward so much to getting a meal, as for the last three weeks I had been almost out of cash. My parents did the best they could to support me but the money just didn't stretch as far as it should. Other kids were out enjoying themselves, drinking and partying, smoking dope and some of the wealthy ones, at least, snorting some coke. That was a laugh, I reflected that the price of a line of coke would have kept me in food for two or three days. As it was, my wallet and my larder had emptied yesterday morning and for more than twenty four hours I had been totally without food. During the mid-morning break I had checked the pigeonhole where my letters were left and found, as if manna from heaven, a letter from my parents with some cash inside, two 50 dollar bills. So when the bell went for the end of morning lectures I actually ran to the canteen to get some food. The lady behind the counter smiled when I piled my plate high with fries, hamburgers and even a hot dog to go with it. I couldn't give a damn, I paid for the food, found an empty table and went to wolf it down.
I knew that I couldn't go on. I had another two semesters to finish before I graduated and the constant worry of finding food was causing me serious problems. Frankly, my work was suffering, my grades were dropping and the way things were going I would crash out of college with no qualifications. I had to do something. I finished my food and decided to go for a walk around town, otherwise I knew that I was in for a bout of indigestion by eating so much food on an empty stomach. I walked past an employment agency and checked their window for any possible vacancies for part-time work, but it was quite obvious that the last thing they were looking for was a hungry student. How did I know this? Because there was a sign in the window that said in huge letters, "sorry, we do not employ students." Bastards! I went on further into town, I don't know what I was looking for perhaps it was inspiration, but inspiration was one thing that was severely lacking in this place. Then I had an idea, the local papers usually had adverts for work, for a few cents I could pick up a paper and check through it. There was a stall selling papers at the side of the road and I stopped and bought the local rag from the guy that ran the stall.
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