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the non-union members came around asking if it would be all right to walk out with us == that they knew we were
right and they just could not sit there and work. They left that day and did not return the next day. Only a few
people on the evening shift went to work that evening.

ON THE PICKET LINE

The strike started out with a lot of violence and trouble from the town. A truckdriver pulling a load out of Levi
pulled a gun on us to get safely across the picket line. There was a fight in the shopping plaza between two or
three anti-union people and two or three strikers. Several of us went to see what was happening. When warrants
were served, all the women who weren't involved got them too. When it went to court, seven witnesses, including
the sheriff, said they weren't involved. But they were all fined. While we pleaded our case the judged looked out
the window. This is the justice we're dying for.

On September 31, 1966, one of the picketers was hit by a car. She was picketing lawfully. Everyone feels it was
no accident the car went so far out of its way. The picketer went to the hospital with a fractured vertebrae. The

case was taken to court, but all charges against the scab who hit here were dropped and dismissed. When the scab
accused the same girl she hit of throwing a rock at her car, the striker was fined. Justice, justice, in Blue Ridge,
Georgia.

During the time our girls were picketing at night, they were harassed and one time even shot at. The pellets from
the blast fell on top of the tent they were using for shelter. Blue Ridge police pretended they were too busy to do
anything about it. Gordon Ware, an officer of our local, had his house shot into one night. Another striker's
house was shot into and the walls outside were brick and the inside was panelled. The bullets went through the
brick and the inside wall and right into the mattress of his children's bed. There was nothing done about these
crimes against our people.

Mrs. Darlene Davis, our shop steward, was a very active member of the union. One night, about 2:00 A.M., her
husband woke the family up saying, 'Get out. The house is burning down.' Somehow they managed to get the fire
out before it destroyed the house. They stayed with relatives the rest of that night. On the following night, the
house caught fire again and burned to the ground. No one was inside. Mrs. Davis's son, who was in a case from
his waist down, had nightmares for a long time after that fire.

After a year of picketing, without the support of our union or our town, Levi has called a decertification election
and won. We have no one left to depend on but ourselves.

Not long after we lost the strike, we met some organizers from Atlanta, and we began to talk about a community or-
ganization for all the workers in our county. Its purpose would be to pressure companies like Levi out through boy-
cotts, etc., and also to work for more decent local government. We called it the Southern Labor Association. But
we all knew after a year of struggle and going hungry we better start thinking of ways for people to earn a living
too. The idea of a co-op factory of our own came up. Since then, we have organized our own factory, employing
64 people, mostly strikers, and most of us have been working for nothing for a long time to get it off the ground.

But it is going now and we are all very proud. Naturally, we have a lot of problems to iron out, but we are work-
ing full time on them. From here we're going to build our community organization. We proved to everybody we
could do what we said, and now we're going to do something else we said: 'Make Fannin County a decent place

for working people to live!'
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