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How I Bought 2 houses at the age of 19 working at Mcdonalds.

By: Hunter Stewart
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Wall 1 — The Decision That Changed Everything
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When I was sixteen, I began waking up before dawn to the sound of my alarm vibrating on the floor beside my mattress. I didn’t have a room of my own. Just the corner, three walls and a strip of floor that I called mine. My siblings’ footsteps would cross into my small square because you had to go into my corner to be able to use the bathroom or laundry room. I would have to pull my backpack closer to my bed so they wouldn't trip. In that tiny space, this was the start of something larger.

That corner became my laboratory. In those three walls I sketched out what would later be called my master plan: how to become a property owning wizard, how to buy houses while everyone else paid rent and complained about prices. I was seventeen when the plan took shape. I gave it a name, The 3 Walls. Each wall would mark a chapter of action, a phase of apprenticeship, and a promise to myself that I would not settle. The first wall was about decision. It was the wall where I stopped making excuses and chose a single measurable goal.

At that age I thought a job was the doorway to independence. My first shift started on my birthday. Fifteen dollars an hour. I remember the smell of fry oil on my face after I came home that night, how my shoes squeaked from grease, how my legs throbbed from standing ten hours. I held my first paycheck like it was a treasure. But then I did the math. Fifteen an hour, forty hours a week. Six hundred before taxes. Six hundred to buy groceries, pay a sliver of rent to my parents, keep gas in my car, and save for a house? The arithmetic didn’t work.
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