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         Inside the dreary, black room, a figure gazed out the window with eternal dread. He looked to the desk, his trusty revolver laid at his side, one shot left. A tear came down his cheek.



“Goodbye cruel world,” the figure said. He reached for the gun and put it to his head.



“Has this ever happened to you?” A man in a suit walked in the picture in front of the green screen. 



“Ever been so low in the dumps where you just can’t hold on anymore?



“Well try the brand new Plug’n’Suicide! It’ll put your worries to ease as you plug it into a wall socket and electrocute yourself into a state of neverending sleep!



“Patented with an extra-comfort grip, buy now and--”



Joe lowered the volume to the television. “Mark!”



A muffled noise came from the distance in reply.



“Mark, you’ve got to see this!”



“Yeah?” Mark rounded the corner.



“Have you seen this bloody commercial that’s airing on the television?”



“No, what about it?”



“They’re marketing suicide now!” Joe screamed.



Mark shook his head. “Bloody hell.”



“I know right? We knew that this wank of a country was going to hell, but we’ve sunk this far now?”



Mark sighed. “These people only care about what makes money,”



“I know, right? Give it ten years and even our government is going to be marketing it!”



“Well," Mark groaned. "You’ve gotta think about it. If they’re marketing suicide and continuing to do it, it must be selling product, yeah? Every man and woman who sees that commercial and buys their stuff must have something wrong with ‘em.” 



“Like you think that they’ll eat anything up just because they can identify with it?”



“Well,” Mark paused. “Yeah, gots to be.”



“Oh hey, guy! Oh hey other guy!” Joe stood up with a stuck up chest and spoke to himself in a very deep sarcastic manner. “Have you seen that commercial on the tele about the guy killing himself? Oh yeah, I was just in the middle of drinking some bleach! I’m going to buy their product now!”



Mark chuckled. “Knowing this country, that conversation probably even happened too.”



“Hey, Mark, you know why the chicken crossed the road?”



“Why?”



“Because he was depressed and wanted to get ran over by a car!”



Mark bent over with a mouth over his grin. 



“You know what two words always cheer me up when I’m feeling suicidal in a public area?



“Allahu Ahkbar.”



Mark laughed out loud.



“Ah, but seriously," Joe sat back down. "Just the other day on social media, a girl complained that she was feeling sad and got like a hundred comments cheering her up. Just a few minutes later some guy was saying he was going to commit suicide. You know how many comments he got?”



Mark sniffed. “What, how many?”



“He didn’t get any. He got three likes!”



Mark laughed, he slapped his knee and began. “Mate, you’re great and all, but I gotta get ready for work.”



“Alright, don’t be late.”







Mark came back, fully dressed. “You know, you got me thinking.”



“Huh?”



“Don’t you think it a bit odd that we hate these bloody marketers advertising and merchandising suicide, while we ourselves roll on the floor laughing when we hear a joke about it?”



“Well,” Joe scratched his chin. “The difference here is that it’s funny. Just a joke, you know? We ain’t bein' serious.”



“Yeah, but still, what about them? What if that’s just a joke product?”



“A joke product? Mate, Mark, you serious?”



“Come on, joke products come out all the time. You keep buying blatantly bootleg trading cards just to joke with your friends.”



“Yeah, but trading cards can’t kill.”



“They’re intended to be used as a joke for your friends, I know, you bring them to parties all the time. But it could be the same with their product on the tele.”



“What, you mean that they would have intended that people were going to joke about suicide?”



“Yeah, exactly that.”



“So, how exactly do you know if they’re marketing it as a joke product?”



“Well, we don’t, and we can’t. I guess we can only see the response it has to the people. It’s the people who eat this stuff up, remember? They’re the ones interested in a product like this. Anyways, I’ll be off now. Gotta get to work."



“Hey, Mark.”



“Yeah?”



“You still think it’s fucked up though, yeah?”



“Well, given the current circumstance our country is in, yeah.”
      

      
   