
Poetry is More Than News
Nathaniel Siegel’s World of Political Engagement and Simple Acts of Love

INTERVIEW BY DEANNA ZANDT
“It is difficult/ to get the news from poems/ yet men die 

miserably every day/ for lack/ of what is found there.”
 — William Carlos Williams

I met Nathaniel Siegel in the spring of 2004, right around 
the first anniversary of the start of the Iraq War. He was 
organizing poets to march in the name of peace with a 

contingent of artists, and what first struck me about him were 
his wide-eyed energy and his utter openness to the world 
around him. We became fast activist-buddies, but it wasn’t 
until shortly before the debacle that was Election 2004 that 
we became comrades in arms.

I’d decided to go to Ohio to do Election Protection, which 
meant that we wouldn’t be campaigning for any candidates 
(I’d had enough of trying to sell Mr. Kerry and the Democrats 
anyhow). Instead we would be canvassing to reassure folks 
of their right to vote, and to provide support for anyone who 
encountered problems voting. I was too broke to actually 
make the trip, so I sent out an email to my friends asking 
them to pledge money to help me make the trip. Much to my 
surprise, by the end of the day I had enough to go. Which is 
when Nathaniel called me.

“I thought about giving you money for your trip,” he said, 
then paused. “Then I decided, screw it, I’m going with you.” 

I was overjoyed to have a buddy, and by the end of the week 
Sasha Forte, from the band King Missile III, had volunteered to 
drive. It sounded like the beginning of a joke: “Two poets and a 
rock star drive to Ohio …”

Witnessing abundant election fraud and disenfranchisement 
has a way of bonding people. Nathaniel has since continued 
to take his art and activism to higher levels, and just after the 
third anniversary of the start of the Iraq War, I had a chance 
to sit down and talk with him about it at East Village Books on  
St. Mark’s Place.

Why are you an activist? What inspires you?
What inspires me is the courage of others who are able to 

speak the truth and stand up and witness. The first time I considered 
myself an activist was Matthew Shepard’s vigil in New York. That 
night … there was something about that murder which just jolted 
me. I remember going to A Different Light Bookstore and seeing 
a flyer there. It said, “Candlelight vigil, meet in front of the Plaza 
fountain.” I’m sure the internet was around at that time, but it was 
this flyer, in a gay bookstore, in Chelsea—that’s how it seemed 
everyone was finding out about it. I went there thinking, “Oh, this 
is going to be nice,” and then thousands upon thousands of gay 
men and other people were there. We didn’t have a permit. It was 
just amazing to go there and run into people that I knew, and the 
feeling was that this is where we all have to be right now.

Why did you have to be there? What did you have 
to say there?

Stop killing me. Stop killing gay boys in small towns. Stop 
killing lesbians. Just … stop killing. It was such a horrendous thing. 

I’d never been to that kind of spontaneous march or protest 

or vigil, and it was that energy. You didn’t know what was going 
to happen. We were more than the police could handle. We took 
to the streets, and traffic had to be stopped … I remember people 
stepping off the curb, and then people getting arrested. They 

arrested all the leaders right away, so basically we were this mass 
of people with candles witnessing for Matthew Shepard, going 
down 5th Avenue. After that, I just felt really empowered. 

How does poetry play into your activism?
There’s an absolute and direct connection between my 

poetry and my activism in that what I’m writing about is what 
I’m experiencing in the world. And what I’m experiencing in the 
world right now is the disconnect between my reality and the 
reality we hear in the mainstream media. 

I went to this lecture by Yoko Ono called “The Role of the Artist 
Post-9/11,” and one of the things that she talked about was that to 
create peace in the world, we have to have to be at peace. So 
that made me rethink some of the kind of writing and work I do, 
and making sure that it’s not coming from the energy of anger. I 
want to make sure that it’s coming from a position of love.

You’ve done a remarkable amount of activism 
through poetry, like Poets Against the War, Poets for 
Peace …

Poets Against the War was the Sam Hamill response to Laura 
Bush’s invitation to honor Walt Whitman, Emily Dickinson, and 
Langston Hughes in the Rose Garden at around the time that the 
war was beginning. He basically said, “I’m not coming to your 
party and furthermore, I’m going to tell you what I think about 
your plans.”

I read in The Village Voice that there was going to be this 
reading on the steps of the main branch of the New York 
Public Library, and I thought, “I’m down for that.” It was really 
energizing. There were all these people who were reading 
Arabic poetry, amongst other things. Someone asked if I wanted 
to read a poem and I read. 

When I started organizing events, it became Poets for Peace, 
because I wanted to turn it into something positive; I wanted to 
be for something.

What about the event you did during the Republican 
National Convention in 2004? 

We knew that the Republicans were coming to town, 
and I wanted to organize a Poets for Peace reading at the 
Bowery Poetry Club (BPC), which is definitely our home, and 
it was open 24 hours [a day] during the [Republican National 
Convention] RNC.

The date that I picked, [the journal] Rattapallax and the  
St. Mark’s Poetry Project had something going on that evening 
for Poets for Peace, so we had our reading earlier in the evening 
at the BPC. I was amazed at the response we got. Kristin 
Prevallet suggested that we go as poetry superheroes and walk 
from the poetry club up to St. Mark’s Church.

After we read our poems at BPC, we took to the street and 
handed out poems to people, and were reading in the streets, 
and then went up to the church. Often times what we’ll do is 

read poems and engage people on the street.

What kind of response do you get?
When you say that, it makes me think of handing out poems 

in Central Park. We did something called “Poets at The Gates” 
when Christo had his saffron installation there. We were going 
to read poems in the park, and I printed out these little love 

poems on pink paper. The image that’s on it is a picture I took 
of the little Pan character playing the flute above the Columbus 
Public Library (see p.5). I was handing them out rather than 
reading them, because it was just such an experience being 

there: walking through the park, talking to people, with the 
wonder of the light coming through. 

I handed my poem to this woman and said, “This is for you.” 
She turned to me and she said, “I needed a poem right now.” 
And I thought, “How wonderful is this?” Here’s someone I don’t 
know, and I handed her a poem, and she said that’s what she 
needed in her life. She needed poetry. 

How does that translate to wider social change  
for you?

I think that if you can tell a stranger that you love them, 
or share a love poem with them, then you can do anything. 
[laughing] Poetry doesn’t just have to live in books, on the stage, 
or just for the poet. Poetry should be out in the world. Why can’t 
it be everywhere?

Back to that day in Central Park; I handed the same love 
poem to this older woman, and she stopped and she read it 
to herself, and she looked at me and said, “My father had a 
similar sentiment. He used to say the same thing.” I had returned 
the memory of her father to her with this poem, and I was so 
touched by that. 

So I took my glove off, and I said, “My name’s Nathaniel,” 
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There’s an absolute and direct connection 
between my poetry and my activism in 
that what I’m writing about is what I’m 
experiencing in the world. And what I’m 
experiencing in the world right now is the 
disconnect between my reality and the 
reality we hear in the mainstream media.

Pat Clifford
Cincinnati

 Properly Alienated

So it’s like if I said “Cheese”
Absolutely.  We absorb critique and
our endowment for the same reason
can’t just co-exist.
I alienated the chair and
physical interaction such as St. Sebastian’s
songs in “somebody else’s civilization”.

What are a shape of songs?
I am tired of anything by work.
I am tired of perfectly produced work.
Without sounding some of
my challenge is consonant with capitalism
on some pages worth reading—
come out small group
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Please see ZANDT page 5

Nathaniel, Salim Womack, and Jim 
canvas for election protection.
 Photo courtesy of Nathaniel Siegel
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An America Revisioned
a box of longing with fifty drawers 
Jen Benka
Soft Skull Press
By Erica Kaufman

The Preamble and the Constitution of the 
United States are foundational documents 
of U.S. history. 

These documents, 
together with the Bill of 
Rights, seek to define 
American democracy. 
The Preamble, unlike 
the Constitution proper, 
does not specify any 
laws, rather it hints at 
the “whys” surrounding 
the creation of the 
Constitution itself. It 
is this Preamble that 
Jen Benka chooses to 
deconstruct, rewrite, 
and liberate in her 
new collection, a box 
of longing with fifty 
drawers. 

Benka takes a text 
ardently accepted 
by the public and 
transforms it word by 
word. This is a particularly important and 
effective poetic undertaking, since now is a time 
in U.S. history rife with war and apprehension 
over what’s become of the country’s government. 
To quote Benka’s poem “Perfect,” 

he  knew it was now
impossible  to  repair. 

This develops a moment in the Preamble 
while simultaneously echoing the often-voiced 
attitude towards what President Bush has done.

This is a timely collection, the kind of book 
with the same weight as George Oppen’s Of 
Being Numerous or Muriel Rukeyser’s The Speed 
of Darkness. Reading Benka actually prompted 
me to turn to Rukeyser’s “The Poem as Mask,” 
which begins, “When I wrote of the women in 
their dances and wildness, it was a mask.” It is 
easy to write a poem that is beautiful, but it’s hard 
to honestly record what one sees. Benka draws 
lines out of even the most common, monosyllabic 
articles. The poem “In” reads, “this is the side 
no one sees/ behind the thin of skin.” Here 
she takes a two-letter word and expands on its 
definition, while drawing focus to the humanism 
the common individual doesn’t normally see. 

It’s a challenge to write this review of Benka’s 
work because it demands to be addressed on 
many levels. These poems need to be talked 
about in their most obvious context (political), but 
it is also necessary to acknowledge the strides 
Benka takes in terms of gender, craft, and visual 
art. In “The,” Benka writes,

“begin
    here
 then
     keep
   moving to the 

right.”

This poem is an acknowledgement of how 
we read, directions on how to read, and, visually, 
an example of open field poetics. But this poem 
is also a political commentary on the shift from 
left to right occurring within the U.S. This book 
conquers form (haiku), as well as shape and 
image (a circular poem, words staggered across 
a page). 

It was solely men who wrote the Constitution 
and the Preamble. Not only is this re-visioning of 
the Preamble composed by a woman, but certain 
inequalities still prevalent in society are brought to 

light. As she writes in the book’s first poem, “We,” 

“where were we during the convening
our work, these words, are missing
the tired, the poor, waylaid
where were we during the convening
two hundred years ago or yesterday.”

Benka draws strong ties between “two 
hundred years ago” and “yesterday,” indicating 
that certain things might not have changed all 
that much.

Minnie Bruce Pratt writes of a box of longing 
with fifty drawers, “In moving narrative and 
abstract lyrics, Jen Benka reveals the repressive 
constraints of U.S. nationhood and the hidden 
lives of some within its limits.” Benka does this in a 
truly masterful way. There is not a weak moment 
in this book, and, if you have not already read it, 
I encourage you to run to the nearest bookstore 
or, better yet, go to softskull.com, and buy it 
immediately.

Erica Kaufman co-curates the belladonna* 
reading series/small press and is the author of 
the chapbooks from the two coat syndrome (boku 
books), The Kickboxer Suite (Boog Literature), 
and a familiar album (winner of the 2003 New 
School Chapbook Contest). Her poems have 
appeared in Puppy Flowers, Bombay Gin, The 
Mississippi Review, and elsewhere.

Sideman
Zing
Christopher Rizzo
Carve Editions
By Scott Glassman

If Jackson Mac Low woke up one morning as 
a jazz musician, stumbled to his typewriter 
nearly psychotic after a heartbreak-induced 

alcohol binge while suffering from echolalia, yet 
in full control of his lexicon of notes, he might 
have written the nine visceral, improvisational, 
and occasionally dizzy poems of Christopher 
Rizzo’s third solo chapbook, Zing. Urgent, direct, 
and leaping from phoneme to phoneme as 
though each might sink and drown him, Rizzo 
engages himself with the open, untamed region 
of our brains that responds to and craves 
primitive rhythms, incantatory repetitions, and the 
tonal symmetries that drive his work. Take, for 
instance, these excerpts, from “Zing” (first stanza) 
and “What You Will”:

Accuse me while I clear my throat,
the mi-mi-mi-mi-me of means
a mean sun and medial meaning,
a medium meandered, a mete
a megrim, grim meter and methinks

maybe spite, maybe split,
may be a sickle a sickness celled
a word—

Rizzo derives deep satisfaction from hammering 
away at a note, creating a cascade effect as he 
moves up and down octaves. He maintains a 
seamless flow of confession, mixed with Bukowski-
like rawness, which leans at times toward personal 
myth. His references to dead poets and aletheia 
(as both Heidegger’s “unconcealment” of truth 

and a love affair gone south) 
lend Rizzo’s method a sense 
of history. One is not totally 
convinced it is necessary, 
however, or even in the best 
interest of his breathless style. 
It is his dance with language 
and its aural properties, its 
impassioned deployment, flush 
with heartbeat and internal rhyme 
that commands our attention 
throughout these poems.

While he adeptly circulates 
sound, the journey into meaning is 
the sensory equivalent to walking 
down a smooth spiral staircase 
with your eyes shut, perhaps the 
Guggenheim while on a Charles 
Bernstein-guided audio tour. “On 
A Line By Duncan” illustrates this 
effect well:

something 
miracled, of rush and sequent consequence,
fleshly propulsion—
something momented, meant, one
memento more persuasion
than impression

He creates multiple jumping-off points that 
promise to land us on the ground, or at some 
center of intent. But the object of the action 
is often obfuscated or blurred, so we might 
consider these phonetic platforms as centers 
themselves, with nothing but our own associations 

to break our fall.
Rizzo hears John Cage’s argument for a 

“coexistence of dissimilars” and “a plurality of 
centers” and wishes to offer a slightly revised 
version. He demonstrates that there is just as 
much aesthetic value in creating a cramped 
coexistence of similars and a musical or 
phonetic plurality, where the centers Cage 
refers to are harmonized associatively and 
aggressively along a faint narrative track. 
Bring to this the impetus of romantic frustration, 
and Rizzo appears to practice a form of 
aural Dadaism in which his linguistic materials 
exist solely within the compressed space of 
a chaotic emotional life; feelings that seek 
a broader field than he might, in a more 
conscious and deliberate frame of mind, be 
capable of giving them.

Scott Glassman lives in South Jersey. His 
poems have appeared on the web and in print 
in journals such as Dusie, CutBank, Cranky, 
Unpleasant Event Schedule, and Cider Press 
Review. Other poems are forthcoming in 
Shampoo, eratio postmodern poetry, Sentence, 
The Iowa Review, and South Carolina Review. 
His poetry blog can be found at www.
scottglassman.blogspot.com

Rizzo appears to practice a 
form of aural Dadaism in which 
his linguistic materials exist 
solely within the compressed 
space of a chaotic emotional 
life; feelings that seek a broader 
field than he might, in a more 
conscious and deliberate frame 
of mind, be capable of giving 
them.
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definition, while drawing focus to the 
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BY JONATHAN BERGER

For a while, before it closed down, Micky’s 
Blue Room featured Stephen Belowsky 
as a regular Saturday night opening act. 

“I went down to the open mic, but, actually, 
the open mic had been cancelled,” the Brit 
Belowsky says.

While at the club, the bartender Cy asked 
him if he wanted to use the equipment. “I said 
yes, and did ‘Junk Food Junkie.’ Cy said, ‘Man, 
you’re something else. Do you want to open up 
for the music act? You can open for us.’ I did 
that for about six weeks, every Saturday night, 
for about 30 minutes, sometimes 40.”

Eventually Belowsky gave up the gig, 
searching for greener pastures. “I kind of 
burned out,” he says.

Each weekend for close to two months, 
Belowsky would take the stage before the 
scheduled musical act, and for 30 to 40 minutes 
recite his poetry. In his forties, Belowsky has 
been performing in New York for two years. “I 
always traveled between the U.S. and England, 
until I said, ‘You know what? I’m gonna give it 
five or six or 10 or however long it takes. It’s not 
for England. It’s for America,” he says.

Since then, he’s been performing at many 
clubs around the city. “I’m talking Cornelia 
Street [Café], I’m talking Bowery [Poetry Club]. 
I’ve played at CBGB’s with a backing band.” 
While Belowsky describes his performance as 
“Animated. Energetic,” along the lines of the 
slam poets at The Nuyorican Poets Café and 
The Bowery Poetry Club, he eschews those 
rooms. “I’m happy to go away from venues 
where the poets are primary. I’m much happier 
being surrounded by musicians—or comedians 
for that matter.” 

Poetry open mics pose difficulties. “Your 
voice can be heard only so much, and then the 
people get used to the sound of your voice,” 
says Belowsky. “They get bored of me and 
I get bored of them. You can only go into a 
place so many times. It’s like the most exciting 
thing is the first kiss. The second and third and 
fourth are good, but the potency wears off.”

Where the energy stays strongest for 
Belowsky is The Sidewalk Café. “I think it’s 
a nice secret we’ve got there,” he says.

“There aren’t many poets in that room.” It’s 
at Sidewalk that Belowsky found his musical 
collaborators. Soon after his arrival at the 
Sidewalk’s AntiHootenanny, the host Lach, 

an occasional poet himself, wanted to get 
involved with Belowsky’s art. 

“Lach asked me to write a fill for [his song] 
‘Kiss Loves You,’ just an insert to perform on 
stage,” says Belowsky. “He didn’t need it. I 
think of it more as an experiment.” 

The on-stage experiment continues. Not 
only does Belowsky supplement Lach’s songs, 
but Lach will flesh out Belowsky’s material. 
“When I have gigs, Lach would play behind 
my poems, playing piano. He sees the lyrical 
side of my poetry.” 

This is not Belowsky’s first musical

collaboration. A few years back he recorded 
with Andy Bell of Oasis. Of course, he wasn’t 
Oasis’s Andy Bell then. At the time, Belowsky 
was traveling back and forth from the U.S. 

to the U.K., performing on both sides of the 
Atlantic, alone as a spoken word artist. 

“I was in New York, visiting, and my friend 
Andy Bernstein was a tour manager for 
Hurricane #1 [Bell’s band at the time],” says 
Belowsky. “And I’m in a cab with him and 
Andy Bell. Andy says, ‘Hey, Belowsky, I hear 
you’re a pretty shit hot poet. Why don’t you do 
something for me?’ So I do a New York piece. 
I do ‘Midtown,’ very rhythmical piece. He said, 
‘You know, I’ve never heard anything like that, 
through all my travels. When we get back to 
England, we gotta do something.’”

Bell booked Belowsky at his club in Oxford, 
where he opened for Hurricane #1. “Very 
tough crowd,” says Belowsky. “I did the pieces 
and they flew. I didn’t do any music with it.” 

Months later, Bernstein handed Belowsky 
a disk, featuring his own voice, reciting his 
own poems, but over music he’d never heard 
before. “What Bell did, is he lifted the DAT 
from my performance, and he added some 
music to it,” says Belowsky. They later went 
into the studio together to create more. All 
told, they generated six tracks. “We were 
gonna put an album out,” says Belowsky, 
“when Oasis’s bassist [Paul McGuigan] quit. 
Andy was tailor-made for Oasis, so that 
ended our album.”

Three of the tracks can be heard on 
Belowsky’s website. The rest are lost in the 
wake of Oasis’s success. “We’re still in touch,” 
says Belowsky. “He got me in to see Oasis.”

Though no other musician Belowsky 
worked with has risen as high as Bell, the man 
continues to be excited by the new people 
he finds and what they create. Recently 
Andrew Hoepfner of the band Creaky Boards 
decided to cover Belowsky’s poem “Best 
Damned Slice,” much to Belowsky’s surprise. 
“He actually put music to my words. He was 
the only one to perform my words, and it 
was quite a humbling experience, to see 
somebody totally take your piece and make a 
song of it,” says Belowsky. “I might let him do 
another one of mine. We’ll talk about it.”

So far Belowsky has been very pleased 
by his U.S. experience, poetry outside of the 
poetry scene, and by his collaborations with so 
many musicians. Still he insists the writing comes 
first. “I never look to a musician,” he says. “I 
never work to marry my words to their music. I 
lead, they follow me with the music.”

Similarly, Belowsky entirely serves the words. 
“I write about five pieces a year,” he says. “I 
just wait for the piece to come to me. I wish I 
could be more prolific, but I’m like a fisherman 
on the line.” 

For more information visit www.belowsky.com
Jonathan Berger is music editor at Boog 

City, copy editor at Urban Folk, and editor-in-
chief of www.jonberger.com

B Y  E R I C  R O S E N F I E L D

In 1969 rock critic Richard Goldstein released a book 
called The Poetry of Rock, presenting rock lyrics as poetry, 
drawing from Chuck Berry to Bob Dylan to Procol Harum. 

The basic underpinning of such an enterprise is not simply 
the statement that rock lyrics are poetry but the implication 
that rock lyrics have taken the place of popular poetry in 
contemporary culture. At the time, The Poetry of Rock was 
considered a failure, succeeding in the opposite of what it 
intended, proving that, stripped from their music, rock lyrics—
especially the likes of Procol Harum and the Doors—did not 
hold up on their own.

Decades later Goldstein’s book might be seen as prescient. 
Bob Dylan has been nominated for the Nobel Prize for Literature 
every year since 1996, and I’ve heard Leonard Cohen’s also 
been in the running. (Dylan himself once famously quipped that 
he thought of himself as “more of a song-and-dance man.”) I’ve 
recently heard poetry teachers refer to popular music as having 
the significance that popular poetry once did (there can hardly 
be said to be popular poetry anymore, at least in the United 
States). I’ve even read about a teacher using Billy Joel lyrics to 
turn middle-school students on to poetry.

Historically speaking, the division between songs and poetry 
hasn’t always been clear. Poetry owes its invention to the transcription 
of songs (even the epic poems of Homer were originally sung). In 
modern times there is a long history of poetry being successfully set 
to music. One thinks of Friederich von Schiller’s “Ode to Joy,” made 
music by Beethoven; Blake’s “And Did Those Feet in Ancient Time” 
transformed into “Jerusalem” by Charles Hubert Hastings Perry; or 
even our own “Star Spangled Banner,” written by Francis Scott Key 
and set to music by John Stafford Smith. In this sense a work like 
“Turn Turn Turn” by Pete Seeger, based on poetry from the Bible, fits 
quite well with this tradition.

Whether or not song lyrics are poetry, relatively few 
contemporary lyricists—and almost no pop lyricists—
have anything like the literary ambition of a Dylan or 
Cohen. There is Jewel, whose A Night Without Armor 
quickly became one of the best-selling poetry books of 
all time, but I suspect I speak objectively and without 
bias when I say that A Night Without Armor is crap. 

Rap lyrics have often been compared to poetry, 
and Def Poetry Jam thrives, as do the poetry 
slams found in coffee shops across the nation. That 
said I have a hard time imagining 50 Cent and 

William Butler Yeats getting together and talking shop in any 
hypothetical world. 

Then again, maybe every time period gets the voice it 
deserves. Quoth the poet—”Everyday is bugged, niggas’ll 
come to a club/ To try to show you they a thug, instead of 
showing some love/ Now, what you think you chump me, If I 
let you bump me/ When I’m about to make a mill, faster than 
you make a G.”

Word.
Eric Rosenfield writes stuff. Visit his website at www.

ericrosenfield.com
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The Musician’s Poet
Belowsky Blows Away All of the Competition

Turn, Turn, Turn: Pop Lyrics as Poetry and Vice Versa

So far Belowsky has been very pleased by his U.S. 
experience and his collaborations with so many musicians. 
Still he insists the writing comes first. ‘I never look to a 
musician,’ he says. ‘I never work to marry my words to their 
music. I lead, they follow me with the music.’

Rap lyrics have often been compared to 
poetry, and Def Poetry Jam thrives, as do the 
poetry slams found in coffee shops across the 
nation. That said I have a hard time imagining 
50 Cent and William Butler Yeats getting 
together and talking shop in any hypothetical 
world.

MUSIC
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ART

Laura Cinti
London

About the Artist Laura Cinti has a background in fine art, interactive media, and genetics (through collaboration). She is furthering her research by investigating transgenic living
systems and their interactions through C-LAB, exploring alternative strategies surrounding the impacts of bioart. Her current project involves astrobiology, exploring possibilities of interplanetary 
species.

The Cactus Project (2001 - ) is a collaborative biotechnological art project resulting in cacti expressing human hair. As a transgenic artwork, it entailed the transfer 
of genetic material from one species to another, in this case the insertion of keratin genes into the cactus genome. You can visit it online at www.thecactusproject.com

2. The transgenic cacti have been exhibited and transported for private viewings. This is a 
container that allows the audience to have a close-up view. 

3. Audience reacted in various ways, from anger and delight to curiosity. The cactus was 
placed on a plinth where the audience could step up and view the plant one at a time.

4. This is a close up of the cactus with extruding hairs. Working with genetics involves sterile techniques and direct 
manipulation, often removing the sexuality. In my reading, the cactus remains a sexual sign, an organic dildo 
slowly growing.

1. The process involved working in a laboratory environment. This 
is a Petri dish where the cacti seeds are prepared to undergo the 
transformation process. 
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Nathaniel Siegel’s World of Political Engagement and Simple Acts of Love

and she took her glove off to shake my hand, 
and we started talking. She said, “You know, I 
noticed you took your glove off.” I said, “Yes, 
why?” She said, “Did you know that President 
Bush was just in my country and he met the 
president, and he did not remove his glove, 
and it was an outrage.” Very quickly we went 
from Central Park to talking about the state of 
the world. 

You’re also very involved with voting 
rights in New York state. 

I was so put out by our experience in 
Ohio, all those people were just completely 
disenfranchised. We were out there telling 
people that they had the right to vote, and  
the machines were rigged. Can we say 
“rigged” now?

[Laughing] Yes, we can say “rigged.”
I came back to New York and thought, 

“Well, what are we going to do about it here?” 
New York state is the last to respond to the Help 
America Vote Act. They’re telling New York 
state that if we want federal funding, we have to 
change over the voting machines. We probably 
have the most mechanical, outdated machines, 
but you flip the switch and you know you voted, 
for the most part. There’s a paper trail with them. 

I remember going down to the Board of 
Elections when I got home from Ohio and they 
said they hadn’t selected the new machine. When 
they’d dealt with an electronic voting machine 
manufacturer, the first thing the manufacturer said 
was, “You don’t need a paper trail.” So I said to 
the elections people, “Well, who’s going to make 
this decision about it in Albany?” They said, “Oh, 
the three consulting groups up there. They’ll make 
the decision, and then the legislature will vote on 
it.” People we don’t even elect.

My concern about it is that there’s going to 
be this unified list that people will have to show 
ID to vote, and if things don’t match exactly, 
you’ll have to vote by provisional ballot like 

they did in Ohio. People move how many times 
in New York City? And how many people 
have driver’s licenses? The bottom line is that 
we have to simplify the way people vote.

One of my favorite poems of yours is 
“Why I’m Not a Republican.” In reading 
that, I had no idea that it was going to be 
a “political poem” when I first read it. 

I’m riffing on Frank O’Hara’s “Why I’m not 

a painter.” That was the inspiration … It’s tough 
times. It’s hard economically, it’s hard to think 
and act and breathe.

How can people change that?
You have to wake up every morning and do 

what you can do. If there’s a Buddhist slant to 
it, it’d be doing one thing at a time and doing 
that one thing.

Everyone finding the one thing they 
can do?

Yes, and also … I can’t say it better than 
Yoko Ono when she says, “Do one thing each 
day that makes your heart dance. And if you 
can’t make your heart dance, do one thing to 
make someone else’s heart dance. And if you 
can’t do that, look up at the sky.” 

To me, it’s an effort to get up in the morning 
and know that people are being killed in my 
name. My country is killing people as we do this 
interview. Somebody went to work this morning at 
the Pentagon, at Raytheon, at Halliburton. I have 
to wake up and do my work. The shape of my 
work has been helping my friends and keeping 
the spaces that have been opened to me alive.

What kind of things 
are you working on?

I’m really involved 
with this program at the 
Bowery Poetry Club 
called Study Abroad on 
the Bowery. We’re taking 
the elements of Naropa 
[University], founded by 
Anne Waldman and Allen 
Ginsberg, and bringing 
them right here to NYC. 
We’ve got these wonderful 
poets and performance 
artists and writers who are 
working with the students. 
We’re basically creating 
a school for poetry here 
in NYC outside of the 
traditional line of thinking. 
We’re engaging people: 
we’re writing, we’re 
reading, creating.

My job is to support 
fellow artists in these tough 
times. It’s hard to deal with 
it on an emotional basis.

What about your own emotional 
basis? Where does all this come from?

In my own life, I’ve faced days of fear, 
anger, verbal, and physical intimidation, a 
lack of love. I lived 10 years within this bully 
dynamic. I refuse to feel that way again … I 
have something to say here today—I can take 
care of me. And I will not live in a world where 
the schoolyard thug, the abusive alcoholic 
stepfather, the privileged asshole thinks that 
they are in charge. I will call out this bad 
behavior and say: No! Unacceptable! Stop! 
I do this to protect myself and to speak up for 
those who are afraid to speak.

We’re living in times where the Right is trying 
to separate people, to divide us. But people love 
one another, people want to be with one another. 
I’m going to live free, and I want everyone else to 

have the right to live freely and in peace.
Deanna Zandt is a digital media activist 

and strategist in the Lower East Side. She writes 
daily for AlterNet. You can visit her at www.
alternet.org/bloggers/deanna

My country is killing people 
as we do this interview … I have 
to wake up and do my work. 
The shape of my work has been 
helping my friends and keeping 
the spaces that have been opened 
to me alive.

ZANDT from page 1

GET INVOLVED!
St. Mark’s Poetry Project
 www.poetryproject.org
Bowery Poetry Club
 www.bowerypoetry.com
Study Abroad on the Bowery
 www.boweryartsandscience.org
Verified Voting
 www.verifiedvoting.org
Black-Box Voting
 www.blackboxvoting.org

Available Now:

Magazine Cypress 4
Featuring new work from Brandon Brown, Michael Cross, Drew Gardner, K. Lorraine 
Graham, Brenda Iijima, Larry Kearney, Ange Mlinko, Kerri Sonnenberg, Chuck Stebelton, 
Christina Strong, Stephen Vincent, Matvei Yankelevich, and Stephanie Young.

Send check for $5.00 ppd. payable to:  Dana Ward, editor
 Cy Press
 1118 Cypress St., Apt. 3

 Cincinnati, OH 45206

New Books from Brandon Brown and Karen Weiser Coming Soon
www.cypresspoetry.com

The Inevitable Breakups need a new drummer!
See the website, download the music, send us an email!

www.inevitablebreakups.com
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Jeremy Bushnell
Chicago

East on 82
Brilliantined slop on roadside canal-face.  A breed of cow,
the garland built right in.  Confusing!  Trammeled gold,
discontinued, highway canceled, blown, like the cycle
of pickup and delivery.  Engage outer-handled toast lock.
The familiar groan of the gluten-eaters.  Pork-chapter,
once read, reverts to more familiar form.  As in, say,
the limerick, whichever one most memorized
by recipient.  Which way to Corn Maze?
Which way to Court of Chancery?  A small state can
change its laws and tax structure to attract outsiders.
Let it be known.  Coax a sunbeam down, friendly-
like, opposite facing opposite in a single oscillation.
Next rest stop melted aplenty.  Something false.
Your first clue should have been that the whole operation
is flat-out called False World.

Anne Boyer
Des Moines, Iowa

Journal of the Plague Hour
Life is so slow
when one is a shiv

honed hazily,
all summer decoding

ball stats,
roaches,
hinges –

or I am a criminal
with no window,

could say a number
of things about

Old Creepy,
Pretty Boy,
Barrow,
Bonnie,
& this calamitous heap.

“The air so thick you could climb the stink” —
then the rumble of my domestic

artillery,
the brimstone,
the rats.

Karen Weiser
Lower East Side

The plant must grow tired, 
and I very sleepy-
The potato says these things and admires them-
for their quiet self languages:-
“…a consideration of form and content,-
glass and wine, breath and field,-
gives me a grid to romance and order all eyes-
here and a species there;-
what is consciousness, a kind of rough platform?”-
 -
The potato says these things broad and comparatively:-
“we are watching a potato grow-
in the painting that is this poem-
you and me, dear reader-
insofar as genitals swing and remain in place-
without notice or eviction-
our magisterial gaze is this-
quiet world of stanza, where-
I be a lead male friend-
you are a little earth anywhere-
the female opposite of laughter-
in how we react to one another,-
a sensitive regime change between-
brooding stanzas of Earth.”-
 -
“Your verbal tick is beautiful-
a metaphysic wit of the longest blossom-
illuminating your face as it drapes its own century.-
Who knew the gaudiest peacock-
would be the one without color-
lying in an inquiry of our own gardens-
sculpted to grow only biblical plants?”

Apri l   11  One Less  Magazine  (Wil l iamsburg,  Mass.) ,  
with readings by by Rober t  Doto,  Matthew Langley,  Sean MacInnes,  

and John Sul l ivan,  and music  f rom The Sparrows

May 9 Aerial Magazine/Edge Books (Washington, D.C.)
Plus different musical acts each reading, and wine and cheese.

Events are Second Tuesdays at 6:00 p.m.

ACA Galleries 529 W. 20th St., 5th Flr. (bet. 10th & 11th aves)

d.a levy lives
each month celebrating a renegade press

hosted by BOOG CITY editor David Kirschenbaum
For information call 212-842-BOOG (2664) • editor@boogcity.com

Russell Salamon and Kent Taylor watching d.a. levy set type for his renegade press books, c. 1963-1964.

About the Poets
Anne Boyer grew up in central Kansas. Recent poems can be found in Wherever 
We Put Our Hats, Typo, Lit, and other journals, and visual work can be found at 
www.odalisqued.blogspot.com Jeremy Bushnell is the author of the serial fiction 
experiment Imaginary Year (2000-2005) and a member of drone collective Number 
None. Pat Clifford (cover) is the coordinator of a homeless shelter and the author 
of the chapbook a story by fair: Rules for Radicals. Karen Weiser is the author of 
Placefulness (Ugly Duckling Presse).
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Classic Albums Live presents

The Pretenders, Learning to Crawl

Tues. April 25, 8:00 p.m., $7
Bowery Poetry Club 

308 Bowery (and 1st Street) NYC

with readings from
Shanna Compton • Sharon Mesmer • Jenny Smith

and the album performed live by
Casey Holford • Phoebe Kreutz •The Leader 

The Sewing Circle • Erika Simonian

Hosted by BOOG CITY editor and publisher David Kirschenbaum

F to 2nd Ave., 6 to Bleecker  
For info: 212-842-BOOG(2664) • editor@boogcity.com

BOOG CITY  7

The ABC No Rio Reading Series 
Celebrating Area Presses & Venues 

Celebrates BOOG CITY

April 30, 7:00 p.m., $5

ABC No Rio 
156 Rivington St. (bet. Clinton & Suffolk)

featuring readings from 

editor/publisher 
David Kirschenbaum 

and contributors 

Wanda Phipps and Dan Wilcox
www.abcnorio.org • 212-254-3697

F to Delancey, J/M/Z to Essex

Green Party
t h e  a l t e r n a t i v e

gpnys.org

WWW. 

OLIVEJUICE 

MUSIC.COM



CELEBRATE NATTTY PO MONTH 06!
@ YE OLDE BOWERY POETRY CLUB

Bowery Poetry Club
308 Bowery (Bleecker-Houston) #6 to Bleecker, F/V/D to Broadway-Lafayette

New York, NY 10012 • 212-614-0505 • www.bowerypoetry.com

“Serving the World Poetry”

Tuesday April 4 
8pm World of Poetry: Praise Day 
Gennady Aygi (1934-2006) (In 
Russian & English) FREE w/Tatiana 
Gabrilyantz, Alex Galper, Anatoly 
Glants, Leonid Drozner, Aleksandr 
Kogan, Genrikh Khudyakov, Mike 
Magazinnik, Ella Nitzberg, Eugene 
Ostashevsky, Igor Satanovsky, Marina 
Temkina, Matvei Yankelevich
Wednesday, April 5
6:00pm  Ilka Scobie w/ Michelle 
Yasmine Valldares $6
Thursday, April 6
6:00pm Publication Reading, Sharon 
Olinka, The Good City, from Marsh 
Hawk Press. With Dean Kostos, 
Danny Shot, and poets TBA. 
7:01pm-9:30pm  Patricia Smith 
features at URBANA POETRY SLAM! 
Admission $7.
Friday, April 7
6:30pm-7:00pm The Taylor Mead 
Show $6  
7:00pm-10:00pm Sir Oliver Trager’s 
Lord Buckley Birthday Bash! $15
Saturday, April 8
2:00pm “The Heroes” by John 
Ashbery, directed by Vicki Hudspith
4:00pm-6:00pm Segue Reading 
Series: CAROLINE BERGVALL and 
KENNETH GOLDSMITH $6
6:00pm John Koethe + Sarah Arvio  
Sunday, April 9 
2:00pm  4 Ways “Readings on the 
Bowery”: Kevin McIlvoy, Mary Jo 
Bang, Sarah Manguso, Gail Mazur 
$8 inc. $2 off bar
6:00pm Study Abroad on the Bowery: 
Book Launch of “An Apparent Event” 
anthology: Brenda Coultas, Renee 
Gladman, Kristin Prevallet, Gregory 
Brooker w/Mary Burger (Second 
Story Books editor) $8
Monday, April 10
5:00pm-7:00pm Study Abroad on 
the Bowery! Graduation Performance 
Free
7:00pm-8:30pm Bowery Arts + 
Science presents: Youth Poetry in 
NYC, a Panel Discussion w/Michele 
Kotler, Michael Cirelli, and Gabriella 
Santoro
Tuesday, April 11
6:00pm-7:30pm Book Party for 
Alan Gilbert’s “Another Future” 

(Wesleyan) FREE
Wednesday, April 12
6:30pm-7:30pm The Million Poems 
Show w/yr host JORDAN DAVIS
Thursday, April 13
5pm Book Party Geoffrey Jacques 
FREE
7:01pm-9:30pm 7th Annual URBANA 
CUTE BOY SLAM! With feature by 
Mike McGee!
Friday, April 14
6:00pm Bruce Isaacson “ZEITGEIST 
Press” ReEmerges! FREE “pass the 
hat”
6:30pm-7:00pm The Taylor Mead 
Show $6
8:00pm The Alan Ziegler Show: 
Poetry reading by Nicole Burdett + 
works by Alan Ziegler performed by 
Rob Neill and Nicole Burdett $10
10:00pm NRO Hip Hop Haven
Saturday, April 15
1:00pm Gerry LaFemina—Poetry 
30—30 something American 30-
something Poets
4:00pm-6:00pm Segue Reading 
Series: DAWN LUNDY MARTIN and 
EVIE SHOCKLEY $6
6:00pm-7:30pm NYC Inter-collegiate 
Slam + Open Mic $5
8:00pm Michael Cirelli, Derrick 
Brown, David Lehman & friends $7
Sunday, April 16
2:00pm-3:30pm Lindsey Horner 
and Vincent Katz $10
4:00pm World of Poetry Series: 
Ekiwah Adler Beléndez, Gaspar 
Orozco and Chris Brandt. $7
7:00pm-9:00pm NYU Writers 
Reading $6 inc. $2 off a drink
Monday, April 17
6:00pm-7:45pm ASLian Poetry-
Storytelling Night FREE 1 Drink Min.
8:00pm-9:30pm Urayoan Noel DVD/
Book Party: Kool Logic /La logica 
kool + Kool Logic Sessions: Poems, 
Pop Songs, Laugh Tracts
Tuesday, April 18
8:00pm WYSIWYG $7– The Bloggers 
Meet and Greet and Show Your Face 
Show
Wednesday, April 19
6:00pm-8:00pm BULLETS & 
BUTTERFLIES event benefiting The 
Publishing Triangle: EMANUEL 
XAVIER, MARTY McCONNELL, SHANE 

LUITJENS, CHERYL BOYCE-TAYLOR, 
TRAVIS MONTEZ $5 or more
8:00pm-9:30pm Spalding Gray 
Reading
10:00pm-11:45pm The Price of 
Pleasure: a Poetry Slam on the Effects 
of Pornography on Humanity $100 
PRIZE! + Multi-media Presentation 
$6  
Thursday, April 20
5:00pm-6:30pm Book Party 
for Esperanza Malave Cintron’s 
“Chocolate City Latina” (Swank 
Books) FREE
7:01pm-9:30pm Last Semifinal 
URBANA POETRY SLAM with feature 
Anis Mojgani! Admission $10
Friday, April 21
6:30pm-7:00pm The Taylor Mead 
Show $6
8:00pm Margret Echeverría’s 
“Orangerie.” $15
10:00pm Mo Beasley “UrbanErotika” 
$15 advance/$20 door
Saturday, April 22
1:00pm-4:00pm Association of 
Hispanic Arts Literature Event
4:00pm-6:00pm Segue Reading 
Series: LATASHA N. NEVADA DIGGS 
and URAYOAN NOEL $6
6:00pm-7:00pm Penguin Books 
+ BPC present a book party for 
Terrance Hayes’ “Wind in a Box”
Sunday, April 23
3:00pm Professor Arturo 
representing New Orleans w/Kidd 
Lambert on bass FREE
5:00pm-6:00pm Cy Press 
(Cincinnati) poetry
6:00pm-7:30pm Paolo Javier, 
Barbara Jane Reyes, and Rodrigo 
Toscano $6
Monday, April 24
6:00pm-7:30pm Bob Holman’s 
Columbia Graduation: “Exploding 
Text”
8:00pm Christopher X Brodeur’s 
Shitload of Stars $5 suggested 
donation
Tuesday, April 25
8:00pm Boog City Classic Albums 
presents: The Pretenders “Learning 
to Crawl” Track-by-track $7
Wednesday, April 26
12:00pm-5:00pm Urban Word! 
BRAVE NEW VOICES PRELIMINARY 

ROUNDS
6:00pm Gregorio Fonten—Chilean 
Sound Poet Pass the Hat
10:00pm TRANSMITTING: w/Jane 
LeCroy + Tom Abbs$8
Thursday, April 27
12:00pm-5:00pm Urban Word! 
BRAVE NEW VOICES PRELIMINARY 
ROUNDS
5:00pm-7:00pm Youth Open Mic
7:01pm-9:30pm MEGAQUASI-
SEMIFINAL URBANA POETRY SLAM! 
Admission $10.
10:00pm-11:30pm PEN 2006 World 
Voices: “An Evening Without…”
Friday, April 28
6:30pm-7:00pm The Taylor Mead 
Show $6
8:00pm Punch and Verse—
Ginsberg’s HUM BOMB videoized 
w/live woman boxer on the Beats. 
An Ana Busto Creation.
9:00pm Punch and Verse—Late 
Show
10:00pm FOURTH FRIDAY 2nd YEAR 
ANNIVERSARY SHOW!!! 3rd Party 
with a band! Beatboxer vs. Turntablist 
DJ Battle! Biggest Freestyle Pyramid 
ever!
Saturday, April 29
1:00pm PEN 2006 World Voices: 
Conversation: Lyubomir Levchev and 
Bob Holman
2:00pm No-Net Party w/Larissa 
Shmailo $6
4:00pm-6:00pm Segue Reading 
Series: DURIEL HARRIS and LISA 
JARNOT $6
6:00pm-7:30pm PEN 2006 
World Voices: BENNETON TALK 
Conversation: Azhar Adibi with 
[TBA]
Sunday, April 30
2:00pm Sparrow’s Book Party: 
“America: a Prophecy” from our 
friends at GO TO SOFTSKULL FREE
4:00pm Queer Ink 2: Landis 
Everson, Jim Elledge, David Groff, 
Christopher Murray + your host, 
Richard Loranger $6
6:00pm BALAKLAVA! Eastern 
European Poets Series $6


