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Praise for Jaz Brisack’s Get on the Job and Organize


“In the last few years, especially after the pandemic, one of the most inspiring things we’ve witnessed is the rise of the labor movement in America. All across the country, workers have been standing up and fighting back against the unprecedented levels of corporate greed that have been taking place. I appreciate Jaz’s contributions in this book, which help us all better understand the aims and goals for a resurgent trade union movement and how workers all over the country can join in solidarity with it.”

—Senator Bernie Sanders

“Here’s the light to illuminate these dark times—an account of how workers take on corporate power and win. Even more inspiring, it’s led by Gen Z. Starbucks Workers United has given new life to the American labor movement, and Jaz Brisack helped make it happen. Essential reading for anyone who cares about tackling economic inequality and saving democracy.”

—Robert Reich, former US secretary of labor and author of Aftershock and Saving Capitalism

“Jaz has too much home training to rename this book, but this is not only a ‘how to change the world’ book, it is a percussive, necessary ‘why we must change the world’ book written by an activist who can write their ass off. Mandatory reading for humans in need of a literary elixir.”

—Kiese Laymon, author of Heavy

“Jaz Brisack’s Get on the Job and Organize is a generous offering of exactly the kind of storytelling that fuels our resistance movements. This book grounds an account of organizing by committed workers in today’s service economy in the long history of militant worker resistance in the U.S., including strikes and uprisings of enslaved people before and during the Civil War. Brisack shows what intersectional, multi-issue labor organizing looks like, pulls no punches about how difficult the current conditions are for resistance, and conveys how the solidarity that arises in everyday relationships can be cultivated to buttress urgent, fierce, effective coordinated attack on corporate power.”

—Dean Spade, author of Mutual Aid and Lover in a F*cked Up World

“This book is a love letter to labor organizing, at once earnest and hard-nosed. Brisack takes us inside Starbucks Workers United, offering an in-depth look at what a worker-led campaign can look like—the ups and downs, headaches and heartbreaks. Their devotion shows on every page, as do practical calculations of power and strategy. The labor movement could use a thousand more just like them.”

—Sarah Jaffe, author of Work Won’t Love You Back and From the Ashes

“Jaz Brisack has given us an account of the movement to organize Starbucks workers that is an education in the critical role that unions have to play in our current crisis of civilization. Part memoir and part altar call, Get on the Job and Organize is an invitation for all of us to be part of reconstructing an unequal economy.”

—Rev. Dr. William J. Barber II, author of White Poverty

“Jaz Brisack may be one of the most famous union organizers in the country, but their invigorating debut, Get on the Job and Organize, constantly emphasizes the power of the collective. This book is an essential read for every aspiring union organizer, every fed-up worker, and anyone who dreams of a better, fairer world.”

—Kim Kelly, author of Fight Like Hell

“By unionizing Starbucks, baristas brought the labor movement to the attention of a generation of young Americans, inspiring organizing drives at countless retail outlets across the country. Get on the Job and Organize continues that work. Part propulsive personal narrative, part organizing manual, Jaz Brisack’s book offers indispensable answers for anyone who has wondered how Starbucks workers took on their boss, and how they might do the same.”

—Alex N. Press, staff writer at Jacobin

“Get on the Job and Organize is an instant classic of American labor literature. Jaz Brisack bursts on the scene with firsthand reports of workers’ struggles against corporate Goliaths of our time (think Nissan, Tesla, Starbucks) that are so fresh and direct they practically jump off the page.”

—Rep. Andy Levin (ret.)

“Unionizing shop-by-shop, site-by-site is today’s strategy for taking on overwhelming brands like Starbucks and Amazon. Jaz Brisack offers us a blow-by-blow of tactics chosen and considered in their campaigns in Buffalo, New York, that can inspire, inform, and engage future organizers across the country and around the world.”

—Sarah Schulman, author of The Fantasy and Necessity of Solidarity

“A timely, well-written account from the front lines of labor organizing that grabbed me from the opening scene. Get on the Job and Organize offers hope in dark times and should be of interest to anyone who cares about the struggles of the low-wage workers who make the economy go.”

—Gary Rivlin, author of Broke, USA and Saving Main Street

“Get on the Job and Organize is critical reading for anyone who wants to take on corporate power in the twenty-first century. Through stories from Jaz’s historic organizing efforts and examples drawn from labor history, Jaz demonstrates how solidarity can bring the most powerful corporations on earth to the table—and that every organizing effort makes a difference for working people, win or lose.”

—Sara Nelson, president of the Association of Flight Attendants-CWA

“For decades, corporate America has had organized labor on the back foot, and the whole working class has paid the price. Now a new generation of organizers and leaders are rising up to fight different, and win big. The rest of the labor movement and the whole working class need to take the lessons of the brave Starbucks workers and fight smarter and harder to take back some dignity on and off the job. This book gives some of the inspiration, playbook, and lessons we all need to build a better labor movement and a better world.”

—Shawn Fain, president of the UAW

“As an organizer, Jaz Brisack has done what many would have considered impossible, helping workers fight for their rights under the most oppressive conditions. Now they’ve written an invaluable manual on how you can do the same. This book got me fired up to go kick some capitalist ass—read it!”

—Adam Conover, comedian and organizer
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To the courageous, dedicated, and caring salts of Project Germinal, who volunteered to get jobs at Starbucks and helped revitalize the labor movement




INTRODUCTION [image: ] The Right to Organize

“If you vote yes for Workers United, all you’ll be able to do is bargain about your wages, hours, and working conditions,” said Allyson Peck, referencing the notepad in her hand. “That’s all a union can do. Wages, hours, and working conditions. That’s it. Everything else, that’s ours. That’s Starbucks.”

We were awkwardly sitting in a ring of chairs while Starbucks corporate tried to stop us from becoming the first unionized Starbucks in the United States. These gatherings, known as captive-audience meetings because companies hold them during working hours and pressure workers to attend, are a hallmark union-busting tactic. Allyson, a former McDonald’s executive who had recently switched companies, had been tasked with delivering most of the anti-union lines, although Rossann Williams, Starbucks’ president of North America retail, often couldn’t stop herself from jumping in.1

The consensus among my fellow baristas was that the most important thing was to get this to stop: the “listening sessions,” the overwhelming corporate presence, the managers flying in from Georgia and Boston and turning our stores upside down, the one-on-ones, the breakfasts Rossann bought each morning for one of our high-schooler coworkers in order to talk to her about why she shouldn’t unionize.

My coworkers at the Elmwood Starbucks had overwhelmingly supported the union, signing cards to reach a strong majority (about 85 percent) and forming the largest organizing committee out of any of the individual stores in our city, with seven of our twenty-five employees voicing public support and adding our names to the letter launching the campaign.2

Corporate’s mission was to instill enough fear into us to prevent us from voting yes.

They almost succeeded.

But we all knew that organizing a union wasn’t simply about improving wages, hours, and working conditions. If it had been a purely financial consideration, corporate might have relented: After all, they were spending far more on their attempt to crush our organizing campaign than they would have spent on the improvements we wanted to negotiate in our first contract. They didn’t want us to have a union because they didn’t want to share power.



LABOR HISTORY IS FULL of heroic struggle, courage, care, solidarity, collective action, fortitude, hope, joy, defeat, and martyrdom. This is not to say that people always get involved in organizing efforts because of their commitment to grandiose ideological visions or their desire to transform society. Most people start organizing out of material necessity, because it offers the hope of escaping poverty, of creating a better life, of winning the right to sit across the table from the boss on an equal footing instead of submitting to the workplace hierarchy.

Organizing campaigns and strikes often force companies to make concessions. For example, to try to dissuade us from voting yes in our union elections, Starbucks granted workers seniority pay, compensating long-term workers for their tenure with the company, for the first time in the company’s fifty-year history. But deciding to take on the risks of organizing—declaring current conditions untenable and rallying one’s coworkers to fight for change—is no small matter. People don’t start unions to extract small improvements: They start unions to fight for their rights, a voice, workplace democracy, and greater dignity and freedom. Organizing enables workers to define themselves in terms of their humanity, not in terms of their productive value to a corporation.3

Before Congress passed the National Labor Relations Act in 1935, establishing a legal process for unions to gain recognition, unions had to focus on forcing companies to recognize them. The fundamental demand was the simple right to have a union: the right to organize. Throughout history, strikers have fought and died for their right to a more abundant life, not simply for ten-cent wage increases—although, after the carnage was done, companies embarrassed by their bloodlust often copped to the latter.4

In the 1900s, Colorado coal miners were twice as likely to die on the job than those in other parts of the country. When the miners went on strike in 1913, their demands included shorter workdays, the abolition of company towns and the scrip system that paid workers in tokens that were only valid at company-owned stores, strong health and safety protections, and union recognition. On a fundamental level, they were fighting to assert their own worth and dignity in the face of a company that treated them as disposable commodities.5

The mine owners, including John D. Rockefeller Jr., opposed these demands with brutal repression and mass murder. Using private security forces and the National Guard, they evicted the strikers from the company towns, forcing them into tent villages. The companies’ hired detectives circled the camps and shot into their midst. To protect themselves and their families, the miners in the Ludlow camp dug pits under their tents. Then, on April 20, 1914, the National Guard raided the camp. They opened fire on the miners who tried to defend themselves and then went through the camp, dousing the tents in kerosene and setting them on fire. Some of the miners’ families had been hiding from the bullets in the pits under the tents. The National Guard burned eleven children alive in one of the tents.6

Half a century later, in 1968, workers in the rice paddies of Tamil Nadu organized a farm workers’ union, with the support of the Communist Party of India (Marxist). They were fighting for both class and caste liberation. They were Dalits, members of the lowest caste. The upper-caste landlords they worked for had formed a united front, under the name of the Paddy Producers Association. The workers’ union demands combined economic asks—for a half measure more rice—with their broader struggle for dignity and against the system of untouchability. The Paddy Producers Association began to retaliate, firing workers and attacking community members who supported the strike. In response, the workers went on strike, withholding their labor during the harvest. The landlords tried to undermine them by bringing in other workers to harvest the crops and escalating their terrorism against the strikers. Their vengeance culminated in the burning of the village of Kilvenmani, where many of the strikers lived. When the raid began, many of the village’s women and children took refuge in a small hut. The landlords locked them in and set it on fire. One of the mothers threw her child out of the burning building; the landlords threw him back in.7

Ludlow and Kilvenmani show the barbarity that oligarchs will resort to in their attempts to prevent workers from securing any measure of power or control over their working conditions and lives. While companies continue to kill workers in retaliation for union organizing around the world, most have made the calculation that they cannot continue to get away with such behavior anymore in the United States.

In fact, after Ludlow, John D. Rockefeller’s reputation was so tarnished that he hired a publicist named Ivy Lee to try to restore his image. Lee advised Rockefeller to go to Colorado, arranging for him to meet with miners and sending out press releases promoting the photo ops, and took over coordinating Rockefeller’s “philanthropic” spending, ensuring his name got onto as many buildings as possible. This strategy formed the basis of the field of public relations.8

Companies will do anything they think they can get away with to preserve their power. When countries or states pass stronger labor protections, corporations often relocate in search of more exploitable employees. As recently as the early 2000s, companies like Chiquita Brands International and Coca-Cola were accused of funding death squads in Colombia that targeted and killed union organizers. While the case against Coca-Cola was dismissed, Chiquita was found liable for the deaths of eight union workers in Colombia. In 2023, Shahidul Islam, a former garment worker turned organizer with the Bangladesh Garment and Industrial Workers’ Federation, was attacked outside a sweater factory and beaten to death. In the Philippines, over seventy union members have been killed—many by police—since 2016, the year that Rodrigo Duterte came to power. In South Africa, police killed thirty-four striking miners in 2012 to crush a union uprising at a platinum mine in Marikana. But, over and over, workers have shown that repression—no matter how great—cannot kill an idea, cannot silence solidarity.9

The right to organize is a fundamental human right. Absent a union or other means of restricting corporate power, the workplace is one of the few places in society that does not contain any system of checks and balances. The dictatorship of the bosses is absolute: They can discipline or fire at will; they can run the operation without any input from those who actually do the work and who are responsible for the success of the business; they can command absolute obedience to the most unreasonable of orders and charge workers who don’t immediately comply with “insubordination.” In court decisions, U.S. judges have enshrined the “master-servant relationship”—a long-standing concept rooted in nineteenth-century British laws that gave employers immense power over workers—as the basis of the employment contract.10



AT SIXTEEN, I GOT my first job working at a Panera Bread in Alcoa, Tennessee. Long days on my feet—toting ice, brewing coffee, cleaning bathrooms, and washing dishes crusted with broccoli-cheddar soup—took a physical toll. I encountered the condescension of customers toward service-industry workers and the unvarnished power dynamics of workers and management. I watched my manager tell a coworker she couldn’t go home to check on her sick child. I was making $7.50 an hour, which was twenty-five cents above minimum wage. Management had promised to give me a raise and train me on other positions after I’d been there for a couple months, which they never did.

I decided to march into my manager’s office and demand what they had promised me. If they didn’t give me the raise and train me on register, I would quit. I expected them to agree.

To my shock, my boss’ answer was a curt and immediate: “That’s fine.”

In under a minute, I was out of a job and into a greater understanding of the power dynamics of wage labor.

That store—like most workplaces—was probably organizable. Several of my coworkers there would have made excellent committee members. Randy, who consistently picked up everyone else’s shifts to make rent, always went out of his way to help others with their work. When I was struggling to keep up with the mountain of dishes after a lunch rush, my coworker Marcellus talked to me about Lenin as he helped me catch up: “He had some pretty good ideas.”

Growing up, I barely knew what a union was. I was born in Houston, Texas, into a family riddled with contradictions and extreme dysfunction. My father, who had immigrated from India as a teenager, was half-Bengali and half-Romanian. I grew up in an atmosphere of assimilation, cut off from both cultures and family histories, not allowed to learn Hindi or Romanian. My mother was a native Houstonian, one generation away from the Nebraska farm her grandparents had tilled and a third-generation schoolteacher who quit her job and decided to homeschool my sister and me. My mother’s populist political orientation led to bizarre allegiances, from Ross Perot to Al Gore, and contradictory stances on issues.

I came by my martyr complex naturally, reveling in the hatred of Democrats frequently found in conservative and homeschooling communities. At the age of seven, I became obsessed with John Kerry: The first dollar I ever spent was a contribution to his campaign. This fervor cost me the friendship of a couple of homeschool-group playmates, who explained that Democrats’ main pastime was “living in the sewer and drinking sewer water.” Later, in a homeschool 4-H group, one of my fellow club members told me that being a Democrat was akin to devil-worship.

At the time, these extreme takes pushed me deep into the unfortunate kinds of liberalism that the folk singer Phil Ochs sang about. To this day, one of the most tried-and-true methods of annoying Texas Republicans remains to praise Lyndon Baines Johnson to the skies. I did that and more, diving into the archive of Molly Ivins’ newspaper columns, stealing Governor Ann Richards’ best one-liners, and memorizing Louisiana populist Huey Long’s speeches to the rich about getting back here and putting the grub that they didn’t need back on the table!

We were the only interracial family in our Houston neighborhood. When my parents had considered moving to the Texas Hill Country, Realtors refused to show them houses for sale. People regularly approached my father, who was visibly Indian, to ask whether my younger sister, Katrianna, and I—who were both white-passing—were really his children. And yet, simultaneously, my sister and I were told that the very existence of our family, as well as our lack of perception around racial differences, was evidence of society’s linear, upward progression toward a peaceful and post-racial order. When Barack Obama won the 2008 presidential election, my mother believed that era had arrived.11

There is a saying that if you scratch a Southerner, regardless of what denomination of Christianity they may claim to profess, you will find a Southern Baptist. This was true in our household. My father had been raised Catholic; his father had grown up Hindu but no longer practiced, while the Romanian side of his family refused to discuss their heritage or possible Jewish roots. My mother’s religion, which dominated the household, was a strange hybrid of Southern fundamentalism, high church aesthetics, and transcendentalist philosophy. When I would get in trouble, which was constantly, I would be assigned to write essays about Bible verses, Ralph Waldo Emerson quotes, or passages from Aristotle. Nevertheless, I was a deeply devout child, subjecting Katrianna to Sunday school lectures informed by our home’s ever-growing collection of abridged Bibles, cassettes of kiddie hymns, and VeggieTales videos. Partly for religious reasons, our mother decided to homeschool Katrianna and me, and to move our family from place to place as part of our education. By the time I started college, we had lived in eight different states as well as in Europe.

The environment that my sister and I grew up in had many cultlike tendencies. Only, Katrianna pointed out, cults had a couple of things going for them. They were supposed to provide a built-in circle of friends, whereas we grew up in severe social isolation. Additionally, she added, cults at least brainwashed their members to believe that there was a compelling reason for belonging. “Our cult didn’t even have a clear mission statement!”

I became an atheist first as an act of rebellion and then as a rational desire to live honestly. At eleven, I announced my non-belief and was forced to recant under threat of being kicked out of the house, a renunciation I immediately regretted.

Then, a few years later, my parents got divorced. This created a number of fundamental changes in my life. Blaming the failure of her marriage on “cultural differences,” my mother’s views grew more conservative and decidedly anti-immigrant. The cult’s walls narrowed as my mother, increasingly paranoid and suspicious of everyone, cut ties with most of the outside world. With no outside distractions, she and I fought incessantly. In addition, our family’s class status changed dramatically. Our father worked in technology and web consulting; money had never been an issue. After the divorce, money was tight, and I got my job at Panera Bread to start saving money for college.

In the meantime, I once again became open about my atheism, despite my mother’s passive-aggressive complaints. I spent my free time reading Tom Paine, Charles Bradlaugh, and Robert Ingersoll, freethinkers who had resisted religious oppression. Ingersoll in particular resonated with me: He had spent his life attempting to erode the belief in a literal hell, which condemned so many people to a life of mental torment. I read all of his speeches and essays, admiring his flowery, poetic writing style.12

Growing up in an isolated environment where some of my homeschooled peers didn’t “believe in” evolution, I became obsessed with the Scopes Monkey Trial, where an East Tennessee schoolteacher was charged with teaching evolution.13 While researching Clarence Darrow, the lawyer who had represented the teacher, I learned about Eugene Victor Debs—a labor organizer who was also a fellow Ingersoll fan. Ingersoll’s influence was apparent in Debs’ writings, and I thrilled to his words, too. Sitting on the living room floor waiting to go to work, I read Debs’ address to the jury that would sentence him to jail for urging draft resistance during World War I. I was profoundly moved by its stirring declaration of solidarity:


Your Honor, years ago I recognized my kinship with all living beings, and I made up my mind that I was not one bit better than the meanest on earth. I said then, and I say now, that while there is a lower class, I am in it, and while there is a criminal element I am of it, and while there is a soul in prison, I am not free.14



Those words changed my life. Debs offered a way out of the nationalist limitations and racist undertones of the Southern populism I was already familiar with, and the labor movement provided the stories of breathtaking solidarity and heroism and the overwhelming sense of purpose I had once found in religion.

The fervor that had characterized my relationship to Christianity transferred to the labor movement. Here, too, were martyrs: Albert Parsons and Joe Hill and Frank Little. I lay awake at night thinking about how they must have felt on the gallows, in front of the firing squad, or marching resolutely into the company town of Anaconda Copper, knowing that out of their deaths—as Mother Jones said—would come the workers’ lives. Here, too, were songs, conveniently set to the tunes of religious anthems. One of the first songs I’d learned as a child, and the only one I could sing on key, was “Battle Hymn of the Republic,” and the labor classic “Solidarity Forever” was an effortless replacement. And here, too, was a utopian vision to fight for, knowing I might never live to see the glowing spires of the celestial workers’ city but that the commonwealth of toil was inevitable, brought ever closer by the struggles of the proletariat and the linear and upward path of history. I yearned for a way to translate these feelings into action, but I thought organizing was something you read about. I didn’t know it was something you do.

That changed when I started college at the University of Mississippi and met a labor journalism professor named Joe Atkins.

A North Carolina native who grew up working in tobacco fields and textile mills, Joe had worked as the Washington correspondent for Gannett. A former Vietnam War protester, he once told me, “Don’t get burned-out—that’s how I ended up in Vietnam!” As a reporter, he had interviewed everyone from union organizers and civil rights leaders to murderers and Southern demagogues. He critiqued the corporate takeover of the newspaper industry, which had eliminated small papers and centralized power—and control of the narrative—in a few hands. He was the platonic ideal of a professor: kind, understanding, charismatic, passionate, principled, defying the pressures of state legislators and a hostile higher-education board bent on stamping out the exact lessons he sought to teach.

Professor Atkins was a print journalist in a department that had mostly been hijacked by broadcasting and marketing. He was a fan of pioneering investigative journalists like Mary Heaton Vorse and Ida Tarbell; a movie buff who screened the Mine, Mill and Smelter Workers’ classic film, Salt of the Earth, in classes designed around film and politics. In his media-history seminar, he gave a lecture on objectivity. The muckrakers who exposed corporate malfeasance at the turn of the century hadn’t been “objective,” not by the standards of capitalist media. The abolitionist William Lloyd Garrison was certainly not “objective” when he trumpeted out his “I will not retreat a single inch, and I WILL BE HEARD” editorials against slavery. What mattered, Joe emphasized, was truth, not perceived objectivity.15

This was a lesson that translated to his own writing.

Joe was fearless. His editorials called out politicians, exposed companies, gave voice to workers trying to organize their union, and tracked corporate donations—particularly those going to progressive causes that suddenly became mysteriously silent around the key issue of workers’ right to organize. He was also incredibly supportive of student activism, agreeing to speak at my first-ever protest, a rally against the Trans-Pacific Partnership, and comforting me when I told him about the red-baiting I was encountering from fellow students in the Trent Lott Leadership Institute. “There’s an old labor song called ‘You Ain’t Done Nothing If You Ain’t Been Called a Red,’ ” he told me. “You’re doing something right!”



THROUGH HIS REPORTING, JOE had become friends with one of the United Auto Workers (UAW) organizers working on the Nissan campaign, the attempt to organize the multinational company’s Canton, Mississippi, factory. In March 2016, Joe arranged to bring his friend, Richard Bensinger, to campus to speak to students about the need for community support. Joe asked me to help recruit students to attend the meeting. I made some flyers to announce the event and, with shaking knees, handed them out in front of the student union. I got few takers, but began to overcome my fear of approaching strangers.

“Can you come to my office before the meeting to meet Richard?” Joe had asked me after class, earlier that day.

What I saw when I got there, standing in the office doorway, making a sweeping gesture with both arms outstretched, wearing a blue-and-gold UAW jacket, was the reincarnation of Eugene Debs. Fiercely dedicated, fun loving, and warmhearted, Richard combined a revolutionary iconoclasm with an insistence on “not being into isms” and a folksy, cowboy-boot-clad, Kentucky demeanor. When he spoke in union meetings, his blue eyes shone with solidarity.

Richard had seen the best and the worst of the labor movement and had kept the faith—or at least a joy in the fight and a commitment to the underdog that passed for faith. At age twenty-three, Richard had organized his own workplace—a sports equipment manufacturer—into the Amalgamated Clothing Workers of America. He told me about possible exposure to asbestos and fiberglass while grinding tennis rackets, about how his friends had died early of emphysema, stomach cancer, and other conditions that he believes may have been connected to exposure to these workplace toxins. “I got out in time,” he said.

After the company fired him for union organizing, Richard had gotten a job at a nonunion factory to organize it, a practice known as salting. As a salt and a volunteer member organizer, he helped organize a dozen factories, which led to his election as the leader of the union’s Rocky Mountain Joint Board. A decade later, at the American Federation of Labor and Congress of Industrial Organizations (AFL-CIO), the umbrella organization that presides over most of the major labor unions in the United States, Richard created the Organizing Institute, which focused on recruiting and training new organizers, providing pathways for young people—especially women and people of color—to join the labor movement. When John Sweeney became president of the AFL-CIO, he appointed Richard as his organizing director. In that role, Richard pushed hard on the AFL-CIO’s member unions to expand their organizing. Perhaps too hard: After less than two years, Sweeney forced Richard out. Afterward, Richard became the organizing director of the UAW; now, he was working tirelessly to help Nissan workers organize as an adviser to the campaign.16

The critical thing, he emphasized, was winning the right to organize. Years before, in collaboration with his friend Dick Schubert, the former president of Bethlehem Steel, Richard had come up with a set of guidelines for companies to follow during union election campaigns. These Fair Election Principles provided a framework for holding truly democratic union elections by preventing companies from terrorizing workers into voting no. Instead of pushing for companies to recognize unions based on workers’ signed union cards rather than going to elections or asking companies to stay silent and “neutral,” the Fair Election Principles sought to hold elections on a level playing field. They would give the union equal time to present to workers: If a company held a paid anti-union meeting, the union would be able to follow that up with their own meeting on company time. The principles required the company not only to refrain from threatening workers, but also to disavow threats made by third parties. If the company fired a worker, the case would go to expedited arbitration rather than languishing at the Labor Board. Both sides would refrain from disparaging the other.

The Fair Election Principles sound reasonable. In fact, the first time I read them I didn’t think they were radical enough. Why would we agree not to disparage the company? I wondered. Isn’t that almost like collaborating with our class enemies?

I would later learn from experience just how important the Fair Election Principles are to truly empowering workers—and that my worries about class collaboration had been misguided. Where we have been able to pressure companies into signing them, workers have been able to organize in an environment largely free of fear. Companies that agree to abide by a higher standard help to put pressure on labor law violators and provide alternative and encouraging examples of straightforward unionization. Workers who organize unions and expose themselves to the risk of corporate retaliation are heroes. But, as Richard said, it shouldn’t require an act of courage to organize a union.



ON PAPER, THE U.S. government protects workers’ right to organize a union. The National Labor Relations Act of 1935 stated, “Employees shall have the right to self-organization, to form, join, or assist labor organizations, to bargain collectively through representatives of their own choosing, and to engage in concerted activities, for the purpose of collective bargaining or other mutual aid or protection.” It prohibited companies from retaliating against workers because they organized unions, from refusing to bargain with unionized workers, from blacklisting workers, and from refusing to hire union members. It created the National Labor Relations Board (NLRB) as a government agency tasked with enforcing the law.17

From the beginning, the NLRA was flawed in many ways. To secure the votes of white, conservative Southern Democrats, the law excluded agricultural and domestic workers, which disproportionately withheld protection from Black workers. Then, in 1947, Congress passed another law, called the Taft-Hartley Act, which chipped away further at the NLRA, giving companies greater ability to try to convince workers not to unionize, taking away supervisors’ right to organize, and banning “secondary boycotts” aimed at companies doing business with the primary target, among other changes. Moreover, because NLRB members are presidential appointees, decisions, rules, and enforcement of the law itself fluctuates based on who is in office.18

In theory, organizing a union is straightforward. Workers decide they want to organize, sign union cards declaring that they want to join an organization, and file for an election once they reach a large enough majority. The NLRB then schedules an election in which workers vote by secret ballot on whether to unionize. If 50 percent plus one of the voters vote to unionize, the union wins and the NLRB certifies the organization as the official representative of the workers for the purpose of collective bargaining. Then, the company is required to meet with the union to bargain a first contract.

In practice, the process is far more complicated. Companies try a variety of methods—some legal, others not—to prevent, dissuade, or intimidate workers from unionizing. The NLRB process is riddled with loopholes and delays. If a company fires a union leader, it can take years to win their reinstatement, and companies can appeal NLRB decisions in federal court. There are no meaningful penalties for breaking labor law: Beyond paying back wages and posting an admission, companies can get away with nearly any violation. The consequence for refusing to bargain with a union is a letter ordering the company to bargain, with no enforcement mechanism.

Despite this, workers’ enthusiasm for organizing unions in their workplaces is surging. Today, there is a growing awareness of the necessity of unions. Organizing allows workers to take action against structural and societal injustices, including the soaring income inequality that has eroded many workers’ prospects of career advancement along with any possibility of retirement. It is also the only means of bringing democracy to the workplace and altering power dynamics in favor of workers rather than corporations.19

When workers start organizing, management often wonders, Why us? What did we do to deserve this? In part, this reveals companies’ internal reaction to union busting in the United States, which has shifted from being a literal war—with cannons and rifles—to a psychological one. Rockefeller was probably not surveying miners on what they wanted to see improved in their workplace and whether they felt their concerns were heard on the job. By the 1970s, however, many companies were utilizing these methods to create an illusion of worker voice that would, they hoped, help stave off actual union organizing. But this attitude misses the point of why workers organize. Companies aren’t getting unions because they, specifically, deserve them—rather, because it should be the default. If you have a job, you should have a union.




CHAPTER ONE [image: ] Here’s to the State of Mississippi

The mile-long factory stretched uncharacteristically silent under the Mississippi sky. The smokestacks were still, no hum emerging from the stopped lines. The Nissan water tower loomed starkly white and red against the pines and the sky.

The stillness alone made the day—March 4, 2017—remarkable. The factory was never quiet. Nissan scheduled workers to swap in for one another at the end of their ten-hour, mandatory-overtime shifts. The plant rattled through the nights and knew no weekends.

Even when Nissan worker Derrick Whiting lay dying, collapsed across the assembly line, on September 22, 2015, a worker told me that management had refused to pause production on the surrounding lines, which the company denied. Nissan workers told me later that the company had a policy forbidding workers from carrying phones on the floor and that management was reluctant to call ambulances itself. It took almost an hour for an ambulance to arrive, a coworker who had been working nearby told me later. Some workers felt Nissan should have done more to help Derrick; Nissan maintained that unsafe conditions were not a factor in Derrick’s death and that they had not been negligent.1

On that March morning, the plant was shut down because of the March on Mississippi, a convergence of union supporters who would rally outside the plant in protest of Nissan’s union-busting conduct.

I thought the silence was a victory. Nissan never closed, but their fear—of the United Auto Workers, of national figures including Senator Bernie Sanders, who would be speaking at the march, and of the workers’ power—had brought production to a halt. Now, I thought, the workers would be free to attend the march.

“Many of the workers have to drive from hours away to get to work,” one of the union organizers, Rickman Jackson, pointed out. “If the plant’s shut down, they won’t be here, so they won’t see the march or be able to join when they get off work.”

Despite this, the turnout was good. The news reported five thousand attendees; drones captured footage of a long column of red-shirted marchers heading to the plant. The march brought together every segment of Mississippi progressive society: the veterans of the Civil Rights Movement groups and the churches, the abortion clinic defenders and the labor unions, the environmental activists and the students.2

I had been volunteering with the UAW for the past year, recruiting University of Mississippi students to support the campaign by attending meetings and demonstrations. Richard had asked me to coordinate our school’s participation in the march. I spent weeks calling and texting fellow students and community residents on my underqualified flip phone to confirm attendance, going to student group meetings to talk about the union, spamming GroupMe chats, and reaching out to people on Facebook Messenger. A few days before the march, Richard asked me how many buses we would need to transport everyone traveling from Oxford, Mississippi, to Canton. I told him we needed three. He was incredulous that we had recruited so many marchers: Three buses would carry three hundred people.

On the morning of March 4, I was a few minutes late walking to the parking lot where the buses would meet us. As I came over the hill and looked down, there were hundreds there: about 250, it turned out, still enough to fill the buses. Seeing everyone assembled was wonderfully invigorating. It was a tangible representation of solidarity and community, gathered to support the Nissan workers.



BY THE TIME I got involved in the spring of 2016, the Nissan union campaign had already been going on for over a decade. It had started slowly: first as a probe, where the union tried to meet workers and find out whether there was interest, and then as a campaign to build an organizing committee and sign workers up on union-authorization cards. For the last couple of years, Richard had based himself mainly out of the little UAW office in Canton, Mississippi, trying to help get the campaign off the ground and force Nissan to sign the Fair Election Principles and respect the workers’ right to organize.

Since the plant had opened in 2003, the state of Mississippi had given Nissan $1.3 billion in tax breaks. Nearly six thousand people worked in the giant factory; 80 percent of the workers were Black, a percentage that was higher among the large number of temporary workers.3

Union busting ran rampant within the plant. Nissan projected negative news stories about the UAW or unionized automakers on giant TV screens in the break rooms. They held roundtables—their word for captive-audience meetings—where managers told workers that unions were bad for business, showed slides of plants that had closed after workers organized, and implied that Nissan was choosing to expand production because the factory was nonunion. The managers took notes in those meetings, and supervisors often followed up with workers one-on-one afterward, asking their views on unions or telling anecdotes about plant closings and workers losing their jobs after going on strike.4

There were other issues, too. The workers felt that Derrick Whiting’s death was a glaring example of the disregard Nissan showed for their health and safety. I learned of incidents of torn rotator cuffs, crippled necks, repetitive motion injuries, wrists injured by the force of nail guns, a worker who was hit by a car on the assembly line, falls into open pits, hernias, and workers who weren’t able to insist on medically required job restrictions. The company also refused to rotate workers between jobs, sped up the production lines, and even restricted workers’ bathroom breaks, forcing some to resort to wearing diapers to work.5

The leverage to force Nissan to stop union busting and respect workers’ rights existed. The UAW had built strong relationships with many local organizations and student groups, which tried to hold the company accountable. The French government was another source of potential leverage: It owned a controlling stake in Renault, Nissan’s parent company at the time. The French parliament dragged the CEO of Renault-Nissan before a committee to ask about union busting in the U.S. South. The CEO, Carlos Ghosn, denied that the company had ever busted unions and claimed it didn’t even oppose the union. After all, the company was unionized all over the world (everywhere except the U.S. South). Moreover, Ghosn promised that the company would never run an anti-union campaign.6

If Nissan did, Richard told me, the UAW should take the matter to the public and inform customers at dealerships of the company’s behavior. He showed me designs for banners that volunteers could hold at the entrances to car lots. He explained the rules around secondary picketing and talked about building a network of activists, students, ministers, labor unions, capable of taking this nationwide. Nissan bragged that their customer base was largely young, progressive, LGBTQ, and Black. These target demographics would not continue to buy Nissan’s cars, we believed, if they knew about the union busting in the plant. Under the former UAW president Bob King, the union had trained thousands of volunteer members to go to the dealerships whenever needed. Bob had hired Richard, and the two of them had put the industry on warning: If they didn’t sign the Fair Election Principles and instead ran campaigns of fear and intimidation, the UAW would come for them.



THERE’S A COMMON MISCONCEPTION that the South doesn’t have a tradition of labor organizing. Southern labor history is a long and troubled saga of massacres, intimidation, racism, brutality, courage, hope, heroism, and, every now and then, victory. In that, it is not so different from the record of labor battles elsewhere. But unlike early Northern unions, which often gained power as all-white and exclusionary organizations, the Southern experience makes evident that labor cannot win by compromising its solidarity or by participating in white supremacy. Black workers in the South organized and fought to liberate themselves from slavery, from Jim Crow, from white supremacy, and from corporate tyranny. The origins of the labor movement in the United States were not in the mostly or all-white unions of Northern industrial workers, but in revolts among enslaved people. In Black Reconstruction in America, W. E. B. Du Bois argued that the Civil War was actually a general strike: By organizing and demanding freedom, enslaved workers freed themselves and forced the United States to adopt abolition as central to the war. Herbert Aptheker told some of the stories of how they did it in his American Negro Slave Revolts, from early sit-down strikes, sabotage actions, and insurrections to general strikes during the Civil War, in which enslaved workers formed bargaining committees and literally won their emancipation and transformation into waged laborers.7

Over the next century, Southern labor organizing and civil rights struggles went hand in hand. In 1887, the Knights of Labor began to work with Louisiana sugarcane workers. This was an interracial union effort, although a large majority of the workers were Black. When ten thousand workers went on strike at the peak of the harvest, the plantation owners created a vigilante force and began massacring strikers in and around Thibodaux, Louisiana. The owners snarled, “God Almighty has himself drawn the color line.” The owners—correctly—saw workers organizing as a fundamental threat to the existing order of white supremacy and racial terrorism they were upholding. It was no coincidence that the songs of the Civil Rights Movement, from “We Shall Overcome” to “Keep Your Eyes on the Prize” to “We Shall Not Be Moved,” were first sung on union picket lines across the South. This is an ongoing struggle: The right-wing and white-supremacist power structure in the South continues to rely on racial capitalism to keep workers divided and crush unionization efforts.8

That power structure has mostly succeeded in systemically eliminating labor history from Southern textbooks and from our collective memory. From antebellum times to the present, they have labeled organizing in the Deep South the work of “outside agitators” come to stir up trouble among otherwise contented workers. Southern elites claimed that revolts among enslaved people—from Nat Turner’s uprising to the plans of Denmark Vesey and his comrades—were attributable to pamphlets by Northern abolitionists that “infected” people who would otherwise have submitted happily to slavery. Nearly two hundred years later, the white power structure maintained the same talking points about who was responsible for organizing among Nissan workers. In 2017, I watched the governor of Mississippi give a speech at the notoriously racist Neshoba County Fair—in the county where three civil rights workers had been murdered in 1964 and on the stage where Ronald Reagan had dog-whistled about “states’ rights” during his 1980 campaign for the presidency—about how union organizers “can get back in the Bernie Sanders bus and go back to New York, and I’ll pay their way.”



AS AN ANGSTY TEEN in Louisville, Kentucky, small for his age and mesmerized by the burgeoning Civil Rights Movement, Richard Bensinger had spent days sitting on the floor by a record player, listening to Martin Luther King Jr.’s speeches and Phil Ochs’ “Here’s to the State of Mississippi” on repeat. As a teenager, he had gone to the Poor People’s March in Washington, DC, with his older sister, capturing photos of marchers wading in the Lincoln Memorial Reflecting Pool afterward. He recognized immediately that the Nissan campaign—an undertaking of workers, 80 percent of them Black, in the heart of the state that had symbolized both white, supremacist institutions and Black resistance—was a continuation of that movement, leading him to come up with the Nissan campaign’s central slogan: “Tell Nissan: Labor Rights Are Civil Rights!”9

Students from universities around Jackson, Mississippi, rallied to the cause. In 2014, Nissan fired an eleven-year worker, Calvin Moore, in retaliation for his leadership on the union organizing committee. It seemed unlikely that the NLRB regional office, known for its conservative holdings, would find merit in unfair labor practices around Calvin’s case, but the court of public opinion had more sway. Unionized Nissan workers in Brazil leafleted their plant and nearby car dealerships in support of Calvin. Actor Danny Glover and other celebrities spoke out about his firing. Then, the students of Tougaloo and Jackson State fearlessly occupied the lobby of the plant office with a local minister, singing movement songs (including “Ain’t gonna let no Nissan turn me around”), while the company threatened to have them arrested. Under pressure, Nissan caved: The next morning, Calvin walked into the union office to report that the company had called to offer him reinstatement with full back pay.10

Until 2014, Nissan had been mostly silent on the topic of racial justice—even when, in 2011, a group of white youths killed a Nissan worker, James Craig Anderson, in a hate crime described as a “modern-day lynching.” But when the UAW adopted the civil rights message, Nissan decided to attempt to brand itself as a movement stalwart. The company’s community relations program started writing checks to churches, civil rights groups, politicians, and community groups, either to buy their support for the company or their silence about its labor practices. Some of these displays were more grotesque than others, like the time Nissan sponsored an outside workshop titled “Undoing Racism” while ignoring racism within the plant.11

In 2014, the UAW had sponsored the fiftieth-anniversary commemoration of Freedom Summer, and the activists who returned to Mississippi for the celebration participated in a march at the plant. A few years later, in 2016, Nissan—determined not to allow that to happen again—sponsored the fiftieth-anniversary commemoration of James Meredith’s March Against Fear. In 1966, Meredith, who had integrated the University of Mississippi, decided to march from Memphis to Jackson to challenge white supremacy and encourage Black voter registration. On the second day of the march, a racist gunman ambushed and shot Meredith. Other civil rights leaders visited him in the hospital and pledged to continue the march, which turned into a defining event of the movement. Half a century later, the Veterans of the Mississippi Civil Rights Movement gathered at Tougaloo College under a giant Nissan banner, while the company’s public relations person sang “We Shall Not Be Moved,” omitting the pro-union verses.12

I protested Nissan’s sponsorship of this event, distributing flyers calling attention to the company’s hypocrisy. While I was standing outside the event hall, a news photographer who was covering the rally came up and told me that he used to work at Nissan himself.

“You can get fired just for saying the word union,” he said. “I’ve seen it happen.”

That was the climate of fear Nissan created. That was the grim reality the company sought to cover up with its donations, to preserve its reputation and image. In the century between Ludlow and Nissan’s campaign of fear against the UAW, corporate public relations strategies had barely changed.



THE MARCH ON MISSISSIPPI, which shut down the Nissan plant and brought together hundreds of activists from around the state, took place in March 2017. It was the largest civil rights demonstration in Mississippi since Freedom Summer. But something seemed off. When the students, piled into our three buses, got to Canton, Joe Atkins told me that a UAW comms person had given him the runaround; Joe hadn’t gotten his promised interview with Bernie Sanders, one of the rally’s speakers. Despite the huge attendance, Richard was also visibly upset.

Later, I would learn that the UAW’s top leadership wanted an exit strategy from the Nissan campaign. The president of the union, Dennis Williams, saw the Nissan civil rights/labor rights campaign as a vestige of his predecessor’s administration and was anxious to be done with it. Under Bob King, the UAW had committed to organizing the nonunion auto companies and making companies that refused to respect the right to organize the target of dealership boycotts. Williams, who would go to prison for embezzling union funds a few years later, was a corrupt and bureaucratic leader who did not share King’s vision. To lay the Nissan campaign to rest, Williams’ team decided to file for an election at Nissan, knowing the union would almost certainly lose, and then quietly abandon the project. They did not force Nissan to sign the Fair Election Principles, nor did they adopt Richard’s plan to send picketers to dealerships across the country to try to win the right to organize.

The March on Mississippi revealed this change in strategy. Richard had written talking points for the speakers that would have delivered a two-week ultimatum to Nissan—either sign the Fair Election Principles and respect workers’ right to organize or face the consequences and the wrath of the labor movement. The UAW literally flipped the script, bringing in consultants from Hillary Clinton’s failed presidential campaign and asking the speakers to simply tell Nissan workers to vote yes.

The representatives from the NAACP and the Sierra Club—organizations that both received funding from Nissan—had gotten nervous about calling for a boycott. Bernie Sanders, suffering from a cold, was supposed to have delivered the ultimatum. Instead, the UAW changed his talking points so that he merely decried the state of affairs in the country and gave a pep talk about the benefits of union membership. Nina Turner, the former Ohio state senator and head of Our Revolution, invoked Nina Simone’s “Mississippi Goddam.” But ultimately she talked about the importance of the workers’ backbone and about how they were being “tested” to see if they could stand up to Nissan’s fearmongering, instead of about the original message of how the labor movement would hold Nissan accountable and help the workers win their union. I remember thinking she was the best speaker I had ever heard, but the union had watered the message down until it was virtually meaningless. Nissan needed to pay a consequence, but the UAW—the only organization capable of making the company do so—had decided against it.13



WITHOUT THE RIGHT TO organize, the campaign had a nihilistic undercurrent. We were up against the combined odds of an anti-union company that would stop at nothing to keep the union out, allied with the most reactionary elements of Mississippi’s politics, culture, and history. But we couldn’t give in to the despair and the knowledge that this union drive would almost certainly end in defeat.

The Nissan campaign went to a vote in the summer of 2017. That summer, I worked full-time with the United Auto Workers, participating in every aspect of the organizing drive, from going house calling to speak with Nissan workers (or technicians, as the company called them), to drafting leaflets and designing T-shirts, to attending committee meetings, to taking workers’ statements and photographs, to joining the sign team, to sorting through the health and safety records the union had compiled over the years.14

I loved house calling, I discovered. The first time I went out, my canvassing partner was Odessa, an autoworker from Detroit with a love of pop music and strawberry lip gloss. As she skillfully navigated the pothole-ridden streets of Jackson, singing along to Ed Sheeran and Rihanna, she walked me through the canvasser’s protocols.

Take your sunglasses off before you get to the door. Take a step back after you ring the doorbell. Watch out for dogs. Whistle loudly, several times. Fill out the sheet properly, no abbreviations or bad handwriting, but don’t start writing until we pull away from their house. Race and gender go in the top right corner. Things like what shift they work and what their issues are matter.

I didn’t get bit by anything bigger than a chihuahua while out canvassing for the union—I let it nip me in order to avoid disrupting a productive conversation—but I did learn to always carry union authorization cards and pens in my pockets. Anyone wearing Nissan’s red, company-issued polos caught my eye. I watched Odessa stroll up to these workers in gas stations and grocery stores, initiate a conversation, learn their names and their stories. A newly signed card was a trophy, a treasure, to be carefully tucked into the car cupholder compartment or snapped into the clipboard. But, more often, they would nervously tell us they’d signed up already—though there would be no record of their signing when we checked the union’s computer system.

One day, I was house calling in Carthage, Mississippi. The town was a dusty crossroads lined with strip centers and fast-food joints. The houses were hidden down red-dirt roads carved into the piney forests and studded with Confederate flags and STAND YOUR GROUND stickers.

My house-calling partner, Handel, was a union organizer who had been forced to flee his native Haiti due to threats from the Duvalier dictatorship. He told me about his roundabout path to joining the labor movement, and we discussed world politics as we drove to the remote corners of the state.

We stopped at a KFC for lunch, eating quickly and hopping back into the car. A sign in the parking lot across the street caught my coworker’s eye.

“I want to go to Dirt Cheap,” said Handel. “What is that?”

“Never heard of it,” I said.

“Is it really dirt cheap? C’mon, let’s check it out.”

For the next fifteen minutes, Handel roamed the messy, disorganized aisles of the store, shaking his head. “Not that cheap.”

Then he saw the blender. It was used, and the box was battered, but all the parts were there. “Do you know how much this blender is worth? If I hadn’t just bought that juicer…”

When we finally got back to the car, sans blender, I set the GPS to our next stop and found the corresponding sheet, with its imprecise notes: Works night shift, or used to; SUV door line; thinks manager is sleeping with some of the workers and giving them easier jobs, instead of rotating.

Handel peered into the rearview mirror. “That truck is following us.”

“Do you think it’s because we’re union?”

“No. It’s because they’re thinking, ‘What is that n— doing with that white girl.’ ”

In the gritty rearview mirror, I could see the dirty white pickup behind us, with two white men in the front seat.

Handel swerved onto a different road. The truck continued past, made a U-turn in the middle of the street, and followed. We were going pretty fast, and eventually the truck disappeared, although for the rest of the day I glanced fearfully at each white truck that materialized.

“If we have time,” said Handel, “I want to go back to Dirt Cheap and see if they still have that blender. You saw that couple behind us? They heard what I was saying, about how good a deal it was. I bet they picked up that blender as soon as we were gone.”

We were paired together the next day as well. Because Nissan ranked among the highest-paying jobs in the state, workers commuted to the plant from eighty of Mississippi’s eighty-two counties. We drove for hours, heading as far as the Alabama border. There, we had absolutely no luck in finding the Nissan workers in our call pack, finding only parents, brothers, and bad addresses. We drove through beautiful, rolling countryside, small plots of land owned by Black farmers and occupied by several generations of pro-union people who loved what we were doing and wished us luck. Still, we returned without a single card or conversation to report. It was getting late by the time we had wrapped up our call packet. The sun was low and rain clouds clustered on the horizon.15

On a straight and empty stretch of highway, Handel patted the dashboard of the red rental car, saying, “I want to see what kind of engine this thing has got.” We had been doing seventy-five or eighty all day, but now he pushed the car past ninety, over a hundred.

“Maybe you better let me drive,” I said.

“Why? Are you scared of my driving?”

“No, but after that, you can’t be scared of mine.”

The deluge started within minutes of my taking the wheel. As I slowed the car and strained to see through the thick wall of water, Handel queued labor songs from the Whiteville Choir, a band of mostly Black workers from a unionized North Carolina textile mill whose music blended traditional labor songs with gospel rhythms. We’re marchin’, marchin’ in the streets!

As we neared the junction of the freeway to Carthage, Handel sighed: “I still wish we had time to go back to Dirt Cheap.”



ATTENDING THE NISSAN WORKERS’ committee meetings was inspiring and insightful. The meetings began early in the morning, as workers started to get off work after the night shift, with meetings for the other shifts scheduled throughout the day. The committee was an incredibly impressive group. I had met a couple of them when they came to campus to speak about the campaign before the marches and demonstrations, leaders who brought a determination, tirelessness, and strength to the fight that made me believe we could win.

Morris Mock was one of these stalwart leaders. He worked in the plant’s paint department, handling vehicle hoods. He talked about the lack of personal protective equipment in his department: He believed workers needed the



























































e9781668080818/fonts/RobotoCondensed-SemiBold.ttf


e9781668080818/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


e9781668080818/xhtml/nav.xhtml


CONTENTS



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Introduction: The Right to Organize


		Chapter One: Here’s to the State of Mississippi


		Chapter Two: The Inside Organizer School


		Chapter Three: Project Germinal


		Chapter Four: Corporate Terrorism


		Chapter Five: Partners on Point


		Chapter Six: How to Bust a Union


		Chapter Seven: No Unorganizable Workplace


		Conclusion: No Organizing Effort Is Ever Wasted


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Notes


		Index


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Introduction: The Right to Organize


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Notes


		Index


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310








e9781668080818/fonts/Caveat-SemiBold.ttf


e9781668080818/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


e9781668080818/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781668080818/images/common01.jpg





e9781668080818/images/9781668080818.jpg
Standing Up for
a Better Workplace
and a Better World JAZ BRISACK





e9781668080818/images/title.jpg
GET ONTHE JOB
AND ORGANIZE

Standing Up for a Better Workplace
and a Better World

JAZ BRISACK

NNNNNNNNN
uuuuuuuuuu

ATRIA

New York Amsterdam/Antwerp London Toronto Sydney/Melbourne New Delhi





e9781668080818/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


