


INTRODUCTION

By DON WEST

You're just about to read the story of a thrilling drama.
It's not the cheap type of sentimental love-making movie
you see in any show-house, The hero doesn't become
rich, marry the girl, and live happily ever after. Because
this is a true tale . It is the tale of grim struggles; of
Southern workers fighting for better conditions; of a dirty
frame-up-s-six innocent textile workers torn away from
their families and locked behind bars all because they be'
lieved in the brotherhood of the working class. One of
the main characters gets ten years at hard labor. He was
.a union leader.

This little book is written simply and artistically in the
everyday language of the Southern worker. Walt Pickard
could not have' done otherwise. He has been a textile
worker in Southern mills since the age of nine, when he
first went in to help his father at the looms. He gives us
this sincere and able picture of the frame-up of six in'
nocent workers in Burlington. But he tells nothing of
himself. Just as' ainatter of fact, he mentions that one
of his sisters was loaded on a truck and paraded around
town by the soldiers. He doesn't mention that another
sister and a brother were stabbed with a bayonet on the
picket line.

From the following pages you will , however, get the
picture of Walt Pickard. Because they show the real
working' class selflessness that characterizes every true
leader. He is pleading for his six innocent fellow-workers
who have been framed. He forgets himself and his own
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troubles. He is seeking to tell you just how we Southern
workers are treated. You would hardly guess that Walt
Pickard's own family of eight is in the direst need, suffer
ing because of his union activity. You wouldn't know
that the name of Walt Pickard is on the blacklist of every
big mill in the South. Today his little children' are anaemic
and underfed. The legs of his baby boy are crooked be
cause of rickets. Walt would like to feed them better,
and he used to do it because he is a skilled loom-fixer. But
the .best he can get is swinging a fourteen-pound hammer
on a rock-pile for the relief at $5 or $6 a week.

The family of Pickards have been in the mills as far
back as they remember. "Lint-heads," they are called.
Walt has been , at it all his life except during the war
when he was in the army and saw service on the Mexican
border. And later he served a few years in the marines.

When the union first began in Burlington, Walt wall
with it. He went with those first courageous workers out
into the scrub oak and pines, where they secretly pledged
themselves as a local of the United Textile Workers of
America. During the strike he was picket captain and
active leader. The hired thugs of the companies threatened
his life many times. They even sought to involve him in
the "dynamiting" and tried to get a neighbor in whose
well Walt had done some blasting, to say that "Pickard
might have got away with a stick of the dynamite." But
'the neighbor said, "Hell, no!" .

[ cannot appeal to you with any more clarity or power
than Walt Pickard has done. lean only urge that you
read every word of the little book, give it your most
serious thought, and answer the appeal of this working
class leader down here in the South, who fights to build
a union where company agents frame and terrorize, club
and blacklist. Let him tell you about it in the following
pages.
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THE
BURLINGTON DYNAMITE PLOT

By WALT PICKARD
President, Local No. 1777, United Textile Workers of America

Secretary, Workers Defense Committee

EVERYT H IN G I'm about to put down in this little
book is the good truth. I wouldn't say it any different

if it were-the Judgment Day.
Six mill hands in our town of Burlington, North

Carolina, were rounded up by the sheriff, framed by the
mill-owners and their detectives and stool-pigeons, and
sentenced to serve long years in the pen-all for a dyn
amiting they knew no more about than you do. But it
wasn't just six mill hands they were putting away in jail.
It was our union they were aiming to lock up.

Union men and union women, listen to the story of
how our people were framed. Next time it may be in
your town, it may be your union. And it may be you!

It started this way:
They'd been docking us high and mighty in the mills,

and we said among ourselves: "Couldn't we get the union
started here?" So we had a secret meeting in the pin e
woods, just southwest of town. We signed up there,
cotton and rayon hands both, and took the union oath,
pledging each to the other.

THE STRIKE COMES TO BURLINGTON
Then we heard the strike was on, up the country. Those

last days in the mills, just before the strike, the hands that
worked near the windows kept looking out, waiting and
watching. We were excited and anxious, like a farmer
seeing the rain'clouds moving over the sky after a long
drought.

And on the fourth of September, of 1934, the workers
on the night shift looked out of the windows, and there
were a power of men and women in the streets. The fly'
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ing squad from the union had come. They went over the
mill fences like rabbits. So we knew the textile strike had
rushed over Burlington at last. W e stopp ed the looms
and shut off the power, and came out into the streets.

The flying squad was tooting auto horns, to arouse the
people. The cops began shoving us around, and said :
"T his ain' t no time to be making noise, wa king people up .
This is a time to be home and asleep ."

But we said to th e cops: " W hat if Paul Revere had
worried about wa king people up night s, when our country
wanted its fr eedom? This ain't no time for man nor
woman to be in bed, but a time to be fighting for our
rights."

It was dark and ra ining . W e didn't care ; we stepped
into line , and soon th e folks that were awake could hear
us, tramp' tramping down M ain Street. W e'd been hum'

W e had a secret
meeting in t he
pine woods, and
tooi; the union

oath.
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bling to the mill-owners for so long, that the need to hold
up our heads was like a hunger and a thirst in us. From
the street lights the people could read our signs, that said:
"Stick Together." ~ 'Down with the Stretch-Out." "Win
the Strike." "Together We Stand, Divided We Fall."

We had an American flag at our head. Some people
that watched us-mostly the mill-owners and boss-men
and soldiers in the crowd-said they wouldn't take off
their hats to the flag, because it was in the hands of the
wrong people. But we said: "For the first time in this
town, that flag's in the hands of the right people."

We came out of the mills, stepped into line, and went
marching down Main Street ~,
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together, but those days of the strike we fought one fight,
thinking one another's thoughts and doing for each other.
It's the mill-owners and other rich men that have torn us
apart, mountain folk against folk in the lowlands, white
against black, keeping some of us always lower than the
rest. For they know that where one foot is chained to
the ground, the other can't travel far.

A few of the hands said: "Half a biscuit's better than
none," and went back into the mills, where the boss-men
worked them under gun and guard. But most of us were
weary of working for half a biscuit.

Every day we had picketing at the mills, and speakings
in the union hall. And then one morning we got to the
gates, and there was the National Guard. Governor
Ehringhaus had sent those boys in to help break our strike
-when their own people are working people! .

The Guards pushed and shoved in the crowd of pickets,
and came on with their bayonets, and shouted : "Get on,
rats!" They turned the hose on us, and near drowned us.
They threw tear-gas, and yelled: "Put it to the damn
dirty rats!"

The Guards stuck some of the women with bayonets,
so that they had to be carried to the hospital. They took
one woman picket-she was my own sister-and stood
her on a truck, and rode her about town. They thought
that would make her ashamed, and frighten away our
women-folk from the picket-lines. But my sister stood
their proud, knowing it was for the union.

THE BOSSES SEND IN STOOL-PIGEONS
The mill-owners sent their stool-pigeons into our union,

to spy among us. There was always an argument in the
meeting hall when the stools got up to talk, for they'd
nothing on their mind but dynamite and caps, and shoot
ing and burning. We didn't know them all for stool
pigeons right away, but we made pretty short work of
their talk. The union heads, especially "Slim" Anderson,
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'T h e Guards
seized one wo
man pic1{et
and stood her

on a truc1{.

who was one of the six men they framed later on, would
speak against their notions every time, and explain that
our only "dynamite" was common action and sticking by
one another. There wasn't a thing we couldn't move,
he'd tell us, if we'd just heave together.

Even outside our meetings, the stool-pigeons would cor
ner one union man and another, and try again. Especially
Jerry Furlough. I want you to mark that name-Jerry
Furlough-for you're going to read it again. Let me put
it all in Anderson's own words, said under oath on the
witness stand, after he and the others were framed.
Anderson told it this way:

"Furlough came up to us and he said: 'Can
you use a cap?' And I said, 'No, I don't have
nothing to do with anything like that! Get the
hell out of here,' I said."

The mill-owners even called on some of the preachers
to help them against us. Preacher Sweeney, of the Baptist
Church on the Burlington mill hill, started three-weeks
Protracted Meeting in the middle of the strike, when Pro
tracted Meeting wasn't due at all. He did it to get people
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off the picket lines, and talk against the union. And I
can tell you why. Besides the money Preacher Sweeney
gets every week from his congregation, he gets $125 every
quarter from the Burlington mills, and each year $50
from the president of the company. I know all this for a
fact. I'm an ordained deacon in that church.

Not the scabs, not the sheriff and his tear-gas, not the
National Guard with their bayonets, could break that
strike. So the mill-owners thought up another way.
They'd break our strike, they'd smash our union, with
just the kind of frame-up the bosses used in San Francisco
to put Tom M ooney away, because he organized the work
ing-people. And that was how the Burlington dynamite
fram e-up began.

RICH FOLKS AND POOR FOLKS IN BURLINGTON
So that you'll understand how it all happened, you'll

need to know something about our town.
Burlington is a little town, only about 12,000 people.

Almost all our folks are rayon and cotton mill hands, and
just about all of us are poor. I know the preachers and
the teachers say th at if you work hard, you'll get by all
right ; that people get rich when they work and save. I
don 't see it as true in Burlington. The poorest ones are
the mill hands, who've known nothing but shuttle and
100m, warper and spooler and dye -vat, all their days.
While the rich folks in town-the Holts and Loves and
Smiths-never put in an hour's work in those mills in
their lives. They couldn't tie in a thread or put a bobbin
in the shuttle if their own salvation hung on it .

Yet it 's just these folks who own all the mills and every
cut of cloth that comes off our looms. Take the Holt
brothers. They've got a whole square set aside for their
big fine houses, they've powerful cars, and private schools
for their kids, and a pile of servants to do for them every
day that God sends.
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The Holts have been top dog ever since the beginning
of Alamance County. They were slave-holders up to the
Civil War, and like as not that's 'where they got the idea
they own the folks who work for them. Even in the days
of the first cotton-mills in North Carolina, they built log
cabins for their workers and beautiful homes for them
selves. Then they got their hands on hundreds of bales
of cotton that the Confederate government was storing to
save it from Sherman's troops. That helped the Holts get
a big way ahead. Their riches go so far back that they
ta ke them for granted, like the sun rising in the East.

But the rest of us-well, we've got a little rhyme, and
it goes:

"I've been a mill hand all my life;
"I ain't got nothing but a pocket-knife."

The mill houses are just about the sorriest sight you
ever saw. They're thin boards, hard to heat . There are
holes in some of the roofs, you could put your fist
through. When it rains, it rains inside the house and
leaks outside. M any of the houses never saw brush or
.paint, and there's not a bathtub in anyone of them. One
row of the houses the Holt Mill owns, we call "Chinch
Row"-Bedbug Row.

THE "NEW DEAL"-A MOUTHFUL OF PROMISES
When the NRA started up here, we figured the gates

of heaven were swung wide open . We reckoned the new
deal would give everyone a fair tote. But it was just a
mouthful of promises. Take it all the way around, it's
harder for a mill hand to get by now than two years ago.

One thing that comes to mind right away, is the big
difference between what a dollar would buy then and
now. Two years ago, you'd go to the store with six dol
lars out of your pay-check, and buy enough groceries to
last the week, and send it home in the store truck. Today
you take the same six dollars and get just about enough
to fill a couple of paper pokes, that you can carry off in
your two hands. Prices ,have gone to double. Two years
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ago you'd pay down one dollar for 48 pounds of flour,
but now just 24 pounds cost $1.15:

They get more production out of us now in the mills,
in any eight,hour shift, than they used to get in twelve.
They took off every other weaver and gave his loom to
the weaver on either side. The winders used to work one
side, now they work three. So you have to go at a trot
all th e time to keep up. About the only way you can
even get a drink of water is to run for it.

'The houses we mill hands live in are just about the sorriest
sight you ever saw.

Think ot' weavers, the most skilled and the best-paid
hands in the mill, making $14 and $15 for a week's work!
And that's for a full week. Our pay has to reach for the
days they don't work us. I can show you weavers' pay'
envelopes for the short weeks, marked as low as two
dollars.

It's a shame, the way our free people have to listen to
the short and sharp and nasty talk of the boss-men, They
get on us all the time about production. This "production"
is something new that came in with the NRA. It's the
work you've got to turn out before th ey'll pay the mini,
mum wage-and they set that mark high!

CHEATING ON THE DOCK-SHEET
When they call you off your job to look at cloth you 've

made, you know it'll mean money out of your pay'
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Our town
~~C;===Jwas ruled

for days by
tin soldiers

li1{e th is.

envelope. They dock for any cloth they don't like. They
say there're defects, when it's as perfect cloth as ever carne
out of a loom, and they go ahead and sell it as Grade-A
cloth. I've seen as high as $38 on the dock-sheet for
weavers, in just one night in the Holt mill.

If you've a standing-up job, you don't get to sit down
all the eight hours you work. Sometimes they'll corne run
ning through the plant, putting out chairs and stools, and
calling: "Everybody got a place to set?" Then you know
the big man from the R aleigh Health Department will be
along any minute.

You can melt and run down in your shoes, it's so hot
in most of the departments. It's against the rules to get
air. They say: "The air'll draw up the cloth." If you
dare crack a window, the boss'man will be right along
after you, to shut it down again . Every day and all day
long, the thermometer stands at 85 and 95. They never
think how the heat'll draw up our lungs. Let me tell you
something : they could run with top ventilation, without
hurting the cloth. But putting in top ventilation would
cost .a little money. A new hand doesn't cost a cent.

As for those of us who are out of work, we just scratch
around for a living like some poor farmer's chickens when
the feed's run out. If we get on relief, we swing a four,
teen-pound hammer on the rock-pile, for a few dollars a
week.

Now all this is why, when the boss-men carne around
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just before the strike to get us to sign papers that we
were satisfied, we wouldn't fool with them. This is why
we got up by lamplight to go on the picket line, come
rain come cold, all those days of the strike, with our in'
sides hungry, and the Guards pushing and gassing us, and
the preachers damning our souls.

The mill,owners tried to make it look like we came out
on strike September last, because some "agitators" told us
to. But what really happened was this: we came out on
strike because we were mighty tired of working for just
cornbread and bulldog gravy.

We could have pushed that strike on to a finish. It
was the heads of the union, not us, that called it off, and
without even putting it to a vote of the workers. But by
our strike, the first big one in Burlington, we let the mill,
owners know that we were standing guard over our rights.

THE "DYNAMITE" PLOT BEGINS
So, with the hope of smashing our ranks once and for

all, the mill,owners pushed ahead their cowardly, under
handed dynamite plot.

At three o'clock on the morning of September 15, there
was an explosion in the yard of the E. M. Holt Plaid Mill.

'f h e mill, owners,
who never did a lic~

of wor~, have fine
big houses li~e this .
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And next day the sheriff found some dynamite in the
Stevens cotton plant, which we call Needmore, because
work's so bad there that no matter how short of jobs
people are, that mill's always needing more hands. The
Plaid mill explosion didn't do $15 worth of damage-just
knocked out a few window lights. The dynamite was set
off in an old, unused part of the mill, where there were
no looms.

They took up six men and carried them to the jail,
and charged them with putting that dynamite in the Holt
and the Needmore plants. They got John Anderson, the
president of our Piedmont Textile Council; J. P. Hoggard;
Tom Canipe; J. F. Haraway; Howard Overman, and Flor
ence Blaylock. Every one of them mill hands; everyone
born and bred right in this state but Anderson, who came
here from Virginia before the century turned. Three of
them-Anderson and Hoggard and Canipe-union men.
They rough-housed and grilled them in the jail, and kept
them perishing for want of food and water.

They charged our men with "conspiracy." Now mind
that word "conspiracy." Most of these six men didn't
know one another at all . Some among them knew one or
two of the others, just pass and re-pass. Yet it was said
by the mill-owners that these six men had "conspired" to
dynamite the Plaid Mill and Needmore!

THREE DIRTY STOOL-PIGEONS
Together with our six honest working-men, they ar

rested three rats, called Jerry Furlough and Charlie Me
Cullom and Hollis Pruitt. These men are no-accounts;
they could get hardly a soul to come forward for them
in the trial and say they bore honest names. Furlough and
Pruitt said they'd had a hand in the dynamiting, and Me
Cullom said he knew of the "plans," and all three swore
that our six men were into it. The mill,bosses and their
detectives kept these rats in the Alamance Hotel, the finest
in Burlington. They fed them and cared for them, and
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drilled them in their dirty job. So that when these stool,
pigeons got on the witness-stand, one of them would lie
like a yellow dog, and the others would swear to it.

The mill-owners brought in four low-down detectives
from Pennsylvania, that had been strike-breakers for the
mill companies there. These dicks settled in our county,
and between drinking parties and worse, they framed the
"dynamite" case, against our union.

They took Howard Overman, one of our six men, out
of his bed at night, and carried him to the Correct Time
Inn, and got him drunk with bootleg whiskey. They told
him they wanted his name written on a piece of paper, so
they could see if it was the same writing as on the bill of
sale of a car he used to own. That was just a trick to get
him to sign his name on a blank sheet . The next time he
saw that paper, it had a lying "confession" over the name!

The trial started November 28, and it parted our town
in two, like a plow making a straight furrow across a field.
It wasn't just a case against those six men-it was the
Holt Plaid mill and the rest of the mills, against our union
and against all the working-people. The mill hands and
the jobless and the farmers from round about packed that
court, and whenever our six men would make a good
point, they'd get to clapping and cheering.

A FRAME-UP AGAINST THE UNION
Our picket'line captain, Grady King, spoke up on the

witness stand and told the truth that needed to be told.
He said:

"I ,was deeply interested in the case."

THE PROSECUTING ATTORNEY: "Why?"

GRADY KING: "Because the case is against the
United T extile Workers, of which I am a
member."

THE PROSECUTING ATTORNEY: "Oh, you
think the United T extile Workers are indicted,
do you?"
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GRADY KING: "I think the whole case has been
pushed against the United Textile Workers,
from start to finish."

And from start to finish, it was plain th at it was a case
against our union.

N ot a single union man got on that jury. The state
lawyers would ask them: "Are you a member of the
union? Are you in sympathy wi th the union?" If they
said yes, th ey didn't sit as jurors. It wasn 't according to
law, and a lot of other things in that trial weren 't accord
ing to law, but the court didn't bother to follow its own
rules. It was at work for the milt -owners, and I guess it
was figured th at whatever was done against us and our
union, would be all right. The whole aim of the trial was
to show the union men as dynamiters and gangsters, and
th e union hall as th eir meeting place. They we nt so far
as to call our resp ected Council President, John Anderson,
the "AI Capone of Alamance County."

They put Anderson on the sta nd, and they'd ask him
questions like this:

'The Pennsylvania dete ctives toot; H oward Overman out
and tri ck..ed him into signing his nam e on a blank.. sheet.
'The next time he saw that paper i t had a typed "con fes-

sion" over the name!
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"Isn't it a fact that you did distribute funds for
the union, to strikers?

"You were the man that was designated to em
ploy counsel for all strikers that got into trouble?"

"You went around to different locals and made
speeches, didn't you?"

"Do you recall who was active, officially, in the
local at Burlington, during the strike?"

FOUR SHAMELESS DETECTIVES
The Pennsylvani a dicks got up to testify, and they

didn't show one bit of shame about adm itting to their
dirty work against union people, here and in their home
state both, and breaking all the laws of Go d and man
doing it. What kind of folks they were , I can show you
best by setting down the words th ey said with th eir own
lips, at th e trial. This is what Detective H oward said :

"I live at Uniontown, Pennsylvania. I was at
work for the A. C. Frick Coke Company, deputy
sheriff. Prior to that time I was with the Coal and
Iron Police of Pennsylvania. I was employed in
Alamance County, by a group of private citizens
and mill owners, through the direction of the
sheriff."
OUR ATTORNEY: "Were you a deputy sheriff at

Uniontown?"
HOWARD: "Yes, sir."
OUR ATTORNEY: "And by deputy sheriff in

that section of Pennsylvania, you mean some
one, a man who is hired by a coal company
and is deputized by the sheriff?"

HOWARD: "Yes, sir . We had full powers of
deputy sheriff for the whole county."

OUR ATTORNEY: "Who paid your salary, the
sheriff or the company?"

HOWARD: "The company."
OUR ATTORNEY: "You are what is known as a

strike-breaking deputy sheriff, aren't you?"
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The three stool
pigeons got on
the witne ss stand,
and one of them
wou.ld li1{e li1{e a
yellow dog, and
the others wou.ld

swear to it .

The detectives admitted that besides the $24 they drew
every day the sun rose and set on them in Al amance
County, they expected to get $100 0 reward if they got
those mill hands sent to the pen. Detective Stewart said
it mighty plain. Our attorney asked him:

"Now then, Mr. Stewart, what part, if any, of
that ~1000 reward will you receive, if there is a
conviction of any of these defendants here in this
trial?"
STEWART: "I cannot say."
OUR ATTORNEY: "Tell me the conditions under

which you will share in that ~1000 reward."
STEWART: "I don't know. I understand that it is

up to one of the county commissioners and the
judge of the county."

OUR ATTORNEY: "You understand that it is up
to one of the commissioners and the judge of
this court?"

STEWART: "Yes, sir ."
OUR ATTORNEY: " W ho told you anything

about that?"
STEWART: "The sheriff said that it would be up

to one of the judges of the .county and the
county commissioners."

REWARDS FOR RATS
Likewise, the detectives had promised the three rats
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they'd not be forgotten if they lied against us. Our at
torney put Jerry Furlough on the stand, and said to him :

. "I ask you, Mr. Furlough, if you have not
bragged since this matter' has been under investiga
tion, as to how you were going to come out in this
thing? I ask you .if you have not told even your
father and mother and also others that you expect
to share in that ~1000 reward.... You expect to,
don't you?"
FURLOUGH: "I might have hopes."
OUR ATTORNEY: "You never had told any of

ficers of any part that you had taken in this
transaction, until after you knew there was a
thousand dollar reward out, had you?'"

FURLOUGH: "No, sir." .
The mill-owners let it be talked around that if any mill

hand testified for the defense, his job wouldn't be worth
a nickel with a hole in it. So a few that didn't have the
courage of a cotton-tail rabbit, got on that stand and lied.
But every brave and honest man or woman who could
help us, was there in court that week of the trial, to tell
the truth. The judge and the jury knew what these
people were risking, to testify for us. When our side got
Pruitt the stool-pigeon on the stand, this truth came out:

OUR ATTORNEY: "I will ask you if since this
trial has been going on, you have not made
the statement to one of the defendants' wit
nesses, that he would lose his job. . . . I will
ask you, further, if you did not say, also, to
that man, that he would lose his job and that
all those who had testified for the defendants
in this case would lose their jobs, because you
knew that the mills were all in cahoots?"

PRUITT: "This fellow Wright walked up and said
something about he was a character witness for
Anderson or something or other, and I told
him, 'If you don't mind, you'll lose your job'."
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N ow there wasn't a bit of evidence the mills had pro
duced, but what we tore it down at the trial. Dozens of
people testified t o" the good cha racter of th e six men . The
defendan ts showed that our union doesn't believe in
dyn amiting. They told , plain and outspoken, what they'd
been doin g and where they 'd been the night the dynamite
was laid . There wasn't an honest court that would ha ve
found these men guilty. But th at wasn 't an honest court.
It was a mill-owners' court.

A ONE-SIDED JURY CHARGE
Judge Cranmer charged th e jury, and th at charge was

in one stra ight line with th e lies of th e rat s and the dicks.
Judge Cranmer said : " T here may be a few people who
would wa nt th em acqui tted even if th ey knew they were
guilty. But the grea t majority of the people of Alamance
County have no such th ought. You want the good opinion
of the good people."

Judge Cranmer said to th e jury : " I instruct you th at
it is your duty to take th e testimony of th e defendants
and also the testimony of their wives and near relat ives
with a degree of allowance, because th ey are interested in
your verd ict ." But not a word did the judge say about
taking the testimony of th e detectives with a degree of
allowance, because they were interested in getting th e re
ward; nor about taking th e testimony of the stool-pigeons
with a degree of allowance, because they were interested
in getting free and in holding down the good jobs th ey'd
gotten from th e mill-owners.

So th e jury did what was asked of them, and said our
men were guilty !

The judge took the chance to make an other speech
agains t th e union, and th en he gave our men these terrible
sentences :
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JOHN ANDERSON: 8 to 10 years at hard labor,
J. P. HOGGARD: 4 to 6 years at .hard labor.
FLORENCE BLAYLOCK: 5 to 6 years at hard

labor.
HOWARD OVERMAN: 5 to 6 years at hard

labor.
TOM CANIPE: 2 years at hard labor.
J. F. HARAWAY: 2 years at hard labor.
Now that wasn 't for dynamiting. It was for striking,

for organizing, for believing in the brotherhood of the
working-men.

The moment the sentence was said, and our men were
led off, the mill-hands that were crowding the court
gathered in their anger about Detective Stewart. He was
afraid, for he knew their anger was just. He pulled out
his club in one hand and his gun in the other, and backed
away.

What were we to do now? It looked like they'd struck
our union a dreadful blow . "If you organize, or you, or
you, this is what you'll get"-that was what the mill,
owners meant to tell the working people by this verdict
against our six men. The three stool-pigeons had got
good jobs--with the very companies they'd said they had

I

'The mill hands and the
jobless and the farmers
came from round about
and pack..ed the court.
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planned to dynamite! And the mill-hands that had told
the truth lost their jobs, as the rats had threatened. The
boss'men didn't say that was the reason, but you don't
have to knock a man down to give him an idea. The
mills say these people make bad cloth, but it's queer they
never made bad cloth before they got up on that witness
stand in the "dynamite" case, and told what was so.

THE WORKERS DEFENSE COMMITTEE IS ORGANIZED
It looked dark for us, but we'd stood together all

through the strike, against hunger and guns and tear-gas,
and now we went into this new fight for our union. We
started a Workers Defense Committee and got the men
out on bond.

We met on a worker's home on a section of mill hill.
We learned that $300 was needed to get the court records
to start an appeal. , Later we learned to our dismay that
there was a mistake. The records would cost us $411.80,
Our hearts sank. But even then we weren't stumped. We
had organized a committee that met every week, that had
a meeting hall and that was increasing its membership.
We had interested students, writers, professors, attorneys
in our cause,

Then some of the mill-hands thought of the Interna
tional Labor Defense. It fought for Tom Mooney, they
told us, and it was fighting for others like us in the South,
who were in battle for their rights. We knew it was
putting up a wonderful fight for the Scottsboro boys. We
wrote to the LL.D . and it didn't fail us. From what we'd
heard of it, we'd guessed that it wouldn't.

The Burlington local of the United Textile Workers,
Local No. 1777, has come out for the freedom of the six
workers framed in the dynamite case. President Mac'
Mahon of the U. T. W. wrote a letter to the Burlington
local, and he said: "I am convinced that the so-called
dynamiting was due to thugs or others employed by the
Manufacturers Association, for the purpose of not only
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destroying the union and breaking the morale of the work
ers, but to perpetuate their own jobs."

We're going to fight those sentences against our six
men, and we're not doing it alone. The LL.D. sent law
yers to investigate and to help us, and we're taking the
case to the North Carolina Supreme Court, and further
up if we have to. The LL.D. is getting all its members
and branches and friends behind us in our fight .

WE ASK YOUR HELP!
But it's going to take united labor all over the country

to get our men free. Fellow-workers, this Burlington
dynamite frame-up is a blow aimed to smash labor unions.
We ask your help! We ask you to send protests to the
North Carolina Supreme Court and to Governor Ehring
haus of our state. Write to them both at Raleigh, North
Carolina. And we ask you to send funds to our Defense
Committee, at Box 427, Graham, N. C .

The mill-owners think they've broken our union, but
we're building it again, step by step. They think they've
put our men in jail for years, but we're going to get them
out and we're going to show up this whole rotten frame
up for what it is.

The mill-owners think they've got us down and crushed
us-e-but I can tell you tight now, we're not humbling to
them!

(2 3 }
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