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Last April the Wmld'- Telegmv;j asstgned staﬂ
writer Dale Wright to seeif the desperate plight of
the migrant laborer had been eased: byl recerity prétec-
tive laws.. After working and lving as one xqf them in
scores of locations from: Florida «to ‘Long sland, he
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found these “forge tten people” still overworked, wnder-

puaid, cheated on every hand and forted to live in Itlthy, i

conditions degrading to ‘human dtgm Hn 1e}port
continues today. 1 : ! |
: By DALE wmc.lm, b
. World-Telegram Stalf Writdr
- When I found myself strandld in a miserable
Florida migrant labor camp with né work for 10 days
becausé the tomato crop’ was late,’, my first thoughtb
were charitable ones. : P B
Naively, I figured a mistake had Heen made, that
T and the scores of other workers, 4w1tp ‘ine had beem
transported 300 miles in the good faith; tnat j?bs| Were
" waliting for us.
I've never been more wrong in my life! ! -
i It wasn’t.the weather and the fact that the toh\a-
toes had not ripened by the time we:arrived; The slm-’
- ple truth was that the tomato grower and “the labor:
contractor” who hired us with his fat promisbs planned!
it exactly that way. |

It’s a favorite gimmick, I d:scovered ‘to exﬂloit .

» the illiterate, mar’qculate migrant. orger >Hang him,
- up at'a camp or a farm where he dan't rhrp arid then|
charge him for his food and lodging. J
What does a migrant do? I found that most of
them, in hock to somebody all their hves are forced
to “go along” with the only ‘rule qf life. tﬁey ve>ever
known.

. # . They stay on, run up debts to thb‘ falmer-grower‘ )

N Continued on Page "Four. |
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" grates on the nerves) he told me, “and the cops. i

Migrant. Croppe
Migrant Cropper
"or contractor and then work off their debts ¥
. and-toll when the crop comes In. | : .
And at the end? They ‘have nokhlng d x'o they.

move on. '
1 stayed a couple of days. runniqg up p!

th swebt

body,
So I talked to the crew .boss, the “cl)nttactor"

". who-had-led me to what he called the land of plenty

but which I had discovered 'was a land of othing.
told him I was leaving, that T was goinig- into toﬁm ;
Threatened Wxth Beating. -7} . ! P
“Walk away from this ¢afp, boy” (a 1erm ‘often
used condescendingly in the South and one that al
town
catch up with you and beat you half to dedth, nd lt ey
don't get you, I'll come after you myself.” : . i
He was a _mean-looking fellow, over six feet tnd 200
pounds-plis. But I decided that I would leave
take my chances getting into town,-——three miles on foot
moving along to another stop- where there was
Later I heard this bully make, the same thréat to other
restless members of the migrant erew he had gotten
camp. About forty of them, including a dozen.small children,
had straggled into the camp in a motley caravan of ]
down buses and trucks. There was much grumbling and|
tontént over no work, '~
- When anyone cbjected ‘too loudly, he” was | threaténed
with head-whippings: I -didn’t seei anyhody get slapped
around, but there was not the *slighfest doubt in my, mind
that the b would do wt he felt 'y -to
make his point.
Men and women I had talked with on the lofig bus trlp
up from Homestead told me that getting a. fist or|a club “up-
side your head” was one of the things you expected working
in the flelds. s :

ofr to 'l‘u pa by Bus, K

T had seen and heard enodgh. And deapite the threats of

the crew boss, I left camp the next morning, walked three
mijes into Ruskin and caught a bus for nearby, Tampa. I had
mohey, of coyrse, for travel and I was able to getiaway. The
others stranded at the camp, stayed on and waited for the
crop to come in, :

; On the bus, I met a 43-year- oid Iarm worker T shall call

* William Lewis. He was bgrn In' a shack im a clupp of trees

-mother, didn't know if they were -alive. Occaglonall,

near Okeechpbee, Fla., one of 11 children of migrant parents.
As soon as he was able to Lift a "basket of ‘tomatoed or a
hamper of beanshg had gone Into the field with|the rest. of
the family.

Wl]llam had never gone beyond the third grade in school

- & backwoods classroom. He never learned to read or write,

With-his brothers and sisters he went through hls
suffering from malnusrition. '
As he put it, “We was hungry lots of the time.”
The hungry years had left their mark. He wh d and

early years

for food |
and:my bed. 'I'here wag no work, o;- no pajy fqv any-’

more wprk, °

. work the good earth but w

: 'As Dale Wright: learned from migram work
ers, their children start work as soon as they are able
to lift ] hampor of beans. f

stumbled across a brother or alslacer in a work camp or a

potato fleld.
- One Indelible Bacolleotlon. :

Stamped Indellbly in his memory was the recollection of
the successlon of fllthy shacks and camps where there never
was enough food to eat ormilk to drink. As long as he could
remember, he said, he had been overworked, cheated out of
his wages and overcharged whehever he bought anything,

“Aln’t nothin’ you can do:about it hel saidi wearily.
“You got to take what the bossman glve you. ‘Then, when the
work is done, you move on, You gotta go s here else.”

William told me he had worked In just about every state
from Florida to Maine. In BeVeral states, jhcluding New
York, he added, he had gone on rellet when there was no
work.

-- I asked him if he thought he could escape trom the tread-
mm of migrant labor.

‘“Never escape,” he repljed. “I don't know nuthing but
picking and_grubhing. I'll keep moving on from farm to
farm until the day I dig.”

William's plight, T discovered on my ass$ignment, was
that of scores of others I talked with — Negro, Mexican,
Puérto Rican, West Indian and poor white migrants who
tio get very little tood out of it

fok themgelves.

snorted constantly, His arms and legs were bept and mis-
shapen. He shambled and shuifled glong in a[ pei'mz_\r’ent

stoop. \r
Long ago, he‘sald, he had lost ttack of his fathe an&
he
AN

'MONDAY: ‘The Impossible Task.
Or hgw to make men quit without having .to
pay them
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