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The Honeymoon Is Over

They met in the Morocco Motel in Indio in 1972 and the go between was the Nixon Regime. It was love
at first sight. But there were skeletons in the closet. The sweethearts didn’t really have enough time to
know each other.

Fitz came and gave a speech that was a serenade for many of the growers and they fell in love with the
tune. The lyrics of the serenade were no hiring halls, no restrictions on the use of pesticides, the putting
up of the contractor system, the lowering of wages, the raising of dues, and the promise of benefits that
sounded good on paper until you tried to collect. The workers can’t get what they put in the pension fund
but the guys on the top do because they got the keys.

They got married but it was a money marriage. And it wasn’t going to last. Sure, they got married for
four years according to the marriage contract, but it won’t last.

It was one of those night romances. The tune is going sour to many of the growers. They didn’t know the
dives the Teamster big wigs had been through before the honeymoon.

The marriage is going to be annulled anyway. And it ain’t because one of them is underaged either. They
are both over the hill. The Teamster Presidency is a three time loser. Beck went over the hill dragged
down by pension funds. Hoffa got kicked over the hill by Justice. And now Fitz is tripping town the hill
running away from elections. And Elections got it in for Fitz.

Because it was workers that got knifed in the back when Fitz went crooning to the growers at the Morocco
Motel. The honeymoon lasted three years and now that the going is rough the accusations begin, there is a
falling out, and love goes out the window.

The divorce papers are going through. The
Supreme Court of California declares that the con-
tract between the Teamster big wigs and the
growers was against the workers.

But now that elections are coming the honeymoon
is over. It’s going to break up because it was a set
up, it was a set up against the workers. The bed that
was set up on the backs of us farmworkers is about
to be split up. And it’s going to be our vote that is
going to split up this back breaking marriage.

Brothers and sisters the honeymoon is over. The
elections are coming and we farmworkers are going
to show everyone what being honest is. It’s about
time that we got corruption out of the fields. We
don’t need it.

What we need are benefits, what we want is
equality, what we should have is an honest dues
system. We want the slave contractors out, we want
secret elections, and we are going to get the same
decent representation that other American workers
have. And we are going to get it with our vote come

September.

BOYCOTT GRAPES, LETTUCE & GALLO WINES et

(Unless You See
This Label)




Volante de El Malcriado N° 8, 16 de junio de 1975

“Cuando El Amor Se Va. . .””’

Asi Paga El Diablo A Quien Le Sirve

En diciembre de 1972, con la bendicion otorgada por la Administracion de Nixon, los rancheros y los
Teamsters contrajeron matrimonio. La boda se realizO en El Morocco Motel, en Indio. Fue la
culminaciéon de un romance iniciado desde hacia tiempo. Desde que habian comprendido que tanto unos
como otros amaban lo mismo ($$$), y por eso podian llevarse de acuerdo. . . para atacar a nuestra Union.

El resultado de ese matrimonio fueron los contratos de novios que firmaron, seguidos por una calculada
campanfa de terror y opresion para taparnos la boca. Nuestros pedidos para que haya elecciones secretas
para determinar qué Union querian los trabajadores, fueron rechazados por la nueva pareja. En cambio,
abolieron los salones de empleo de la Union y restituyeron el odiado sistema de contratistas. Ademas :
sueldos bajos; sistema de beneficios inservible; disminucion de la proteccion contra los pesticidas;
disminucion de la proteccion a los trabajadores. . . jAsi fue: desde que firmaron su union a espaldas de
los campesinos, los files se fueron convirtiendo en lugares de tortura y muerte para los trabajadores!
Quedo bien claro: a ellos no les import6 nuestra vida, sélo les importo llenar sus bolsillos con délares en-
sangrentados. Los campesinos doblamos el lomo para que los ricos doblaran sus ganancias.

Pero, donde todo falta Dios asiste, y los cam-
pesinos tuvimos la fuerza, el valor y el espiritu
necesarios para luchar contra la injusticia y la
opresion a la que nos sometieron.

Nuestra lucha y el sudor de nuestra frente les estan
rompiendo su romance. . . jqué poco les duro el
matrimonio! jni siquiera los 4 anos que habian fir-
mado en sus contratos de novios!

Es que como bien dijo el profeta Jeremias: ‘‘cada
cual morira por su propia maldad’’, y todo el mal,
todo la injusticia que nos hicieron, se les esta
volviendo en contra de ellos.

““Las pulgas no matan al perro, pero hacen que se
revuelque”. Y de tanto revolcarse, se lastiman a si
mismos. . . jy qué herida tan grande es verse for-
zado a reconocer nuestros derechos, que nos
negaron durante tanto tiempo!

Su violencia opresora no es fuerte como para ven-
cer nuestra determinacién, nuestra fe, nuestra
lucha noviolenta. . . Al final, tendran que
reconocer que el diablo es un mal pagador!

iVIVA LA CAUSA! {UNIDOS VENCEREMOS!
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