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I heard yeÌerday in claÇs (becauÇe I hav’ 
no time to pay much attention to the news 
theÇe days) that the Çcum are about to 
raiÇe, by way of the gun, my wage from 
$6.50 to $7.25.  That’s a Çeventy-Äve cent 
increaÇe. 



HOW DARE THEY! 

If I want a fucking raiÇe, I Èould go and 
ask for it myÇelf.  If I am unÇatisÄed with 
my pay, I Èould get a diÁerent job. 

It’s MY fucking reÇponÉbility. 

It’s MY fucking life. 

Dear government, get the fuck out of my 
life.  I am an adult, I don’t need you 
treating me like some little helpleÇs baby. 

As a Éde-note, the government has no 
Ri’ht to raiÇe my pay.  What they hav’ is a 
monop’ly on force, and deÇpite what it 
thinks, mi’ht does not make Ri’ht. 


