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Adrian Lime 
The Best Poets I Know Are Workers 
 
I admit my bias toward working people—  
I pull more wisdom from a bead of sweat 
creasing down a dusty brow 
than I do from the wild hair of the ascetic 
tweed jacket elbow patches and blear eyes. 
 
Something there is nourishing about pushing 
hands into soil. Fingers like roots seeking 
connection and synthesis. 
 
And what is a poet if not a farmer of truth— 
like a seed, a truth will grow 
where it is dropped on paper, 
will take root. 
 
There is an alchemy to poetry 
that farmers know, 
that factory workers live, 
that those in Tyvek suits 
shimmying flashlight-in-mouth 
through dank crawlspaces understand. 
 
There is an alchemy to poetry 
that workers know even if 
they don’t know they know it. 
 
I admit my bias toward working people, 
the raw but rich over the academic, 
my jealousy toward Neruda’s odes 
to common things. I write my odes 
to socks in my work boots each day. 
 
I admit my bias toward working people— 
I see how they make barren soil fertile, how 
they cultivate and create. And I too want 
my fingers to root, I want to drop my ink 
seeds and tell the beautiful truth. 
 
First published in: Every Broken Little Thing, 
2021, Luchador Press. 
 
Stephanie Kendrick, In Any of These Towns 
Proletarian Girl in Black 

You know the type.  
She exits the womb with callouses 
burned into palm, brow wrinkled 
with wisdom beat into her bones 
before her mother was even conceived.  
Watch her wake before the alarm, 
siphon coffee from her own pores, 
dress in charlatan contempt, 
shave the hair from her scalp.  
 
Marvel as she crumbles to ash.  
                 Beg her to stop.   

 Happy Labor Day!  

Adrian Lime gets it right with his gorgeous poem, The Best Poets I Know Are 
Workers. My grandfather boasts of the best years of his life, devoted to a 
factory that gave him purpose and siphoned his health. When Lime writes, 
“…There is an alchemy to poetry that workers know even if they don’t know 
they know it,” I think of the way my grandfather-now retired- crafted stories of 
his time at the factory, telling them ad nauseum over every Christmas ham, 
under every haze from blown birthday candles, until he had mastered odes to 
ARMCO, to the carpenter pencils, his calloused hands and aching knees. This 
poem is quiet in its genius, overt in its mission. Each poem in this issue will 
honor the working class. Thank you for being here.    

Dan Denton 
God bless the union autoworkers  

 
God bless the union autoworkers  

that coach little league baseball games after 10 hour shifts  
 

God bless the union autoworkers  
that volunteer in their community  

at youth centers  
and libraries  

and local food banks  
 

God bless the union autoworkers  
whose labor provides 5% of our Gross Domestic Product  

whose labor provides over 70 billion dollars in taxes  
whose labor supports local schools 

and police departments 
and city parks  

 
God bless the union autoworkers  

who buy and consume American made products  
who go to Friday night high school football games  

who vote in every election  
 

God bless the union autoworkers  
that support book drives for inner city elementary schools 

and Red Cross blood drives  
and free community health clinics  

 
God bless the union autoworkers  

that walk out of factories at midnight  
under blue-black September night-skies 

carrying picket signs  
 

God bless the union autoworkers  
that stand against corporate greed 

 
God bless the union autoworkers  

that have built great cities  
and watched as their numbers dwindled  

and their cities with them  
 

God bless the union autoworkers  
that strike anyway 
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Adrian Lime 
Breakthrough 
In my work, my gloves wear through, 
revealing skin, knuckles, fingernails 
worn tough by this regular grind. 
Always the first to break through 
is my wedding ring, which looks 
at first sight, like 
a golden worm, 
cresting the surface 
of rich garden earth after a rain, 
 
or the first streak of morning 
cracking the darkness of night. 
 
This comforts me while I work, 
when the drear overtakes the mind, 
any thought you’ve once had blanches 
and that old stiffness rises and plateaus 
and fingers shudder and want to quit 
and callus (mercifully achieved) splits, 
opening a seam of deep pink, 
the rebirth of pain once overcome. 
 
Seeing the ring, I remember why I work— 
the ring not being my wife, herself 
(my wife much more brilliant, though 
just as scuffed from work of her own) 
but something to keep with me, to catch 
my eye at an odd glance with a glimmer, 
to elicit a smile I forgot I had. 
 
I’m not worried about my wedding ring 
getting scuffed up, not really, 
this soft metal with the steel that abrades it— 
after all the ring is just a ring. 
And what it 
signifies, what it 
proves day in day out 
is much, much stronger than steel. 
Adrian Lime is a poet, spray paint artist, and UAW autoworker.  He is a 
founding member of Toledo’s Almeda Street Poets, and helped to launch the 
Toledo Poetry Museum and ToledoPoet.com.  He has been published in a 
handful of local and national online and print journals. His first book of 
poetry, Feeding the Monster (2018, EMP Books), is a collaboration of factory 
poems with poet Michael Grover. Adrian’s first full length book of poetry 
is Every Broken Little Thing, (2021, Luchador Press). 
Adrian works at the Toledo Jeep North Assembly plant, and lives in a nice little 
house in West Toledo with his wife. 
 
 
Submit to periodical poetry. by sending a few poems and 
a bio to stephthepoet88@gmail.com.  
 

Vote pro-union.  

--Steph (stephthepoet.org)  

 
Dan Denton 
Give us this day our daily grind: an 
ode to the American Factory Worker 
  
everyday something hurts 
your back your knees your feet  
your shoulders your arms your hands 
and on the bad days it all hurts 
and you limp in and out of the factory 
  
it's like that in a lot of factories 
not just the one I go to everyday 
there's an army of American factory 
workers 
punching in and out 
every eight or ten or twelve hours 
  
we know our trades are slowly dying off 
we're being choked to death by 
corporate greed 
it's cheaper to build our products in 
Mexico 
in Vietnam in China 
there isn't much glamour in a factory 
most of us didn't really plan 
to make this our careers anyway 
but the factory life gets in your blood 
and you get used to that daily grind 
and we don't really know what we'd do 
for work 
if the factory shut down 
  
and you wouldn't call it a noble 
profession 
but whole cities have been built around 
us 
they say it's the rust belt now 
but most cities wish they had more of us 
because when our hours are good 
the economy is good and really 
we might be the backbone of America 
but what do I know 
I'm just an ol' factory worker 
 
Dan Denton is a union autoworker, writer and 
scofflaw. His work has appeared in over four dozen 
zines, periodicals, and anthologies. He is the 
author of $100-A-Week Motel from Punk Hostage 
Press, 2021. He lives in a West Toledo apartment 
next to an abandoned building.  


