
You Can’t Always Get What You Want
Media Activist Hicks on the Green Party Trail
B Y  S A N D E R  H I C K S

The weirdest thing that happened in the past six months 
was that I empathized with George W. Bush. There’s that 
scene in the movie Horns and Halos when he gets asked 

about cocaine in his youth. He squints up, cock-eyed, and says 
with a smirk, “I hope the American people can appreciate 
when a candidate comes along and says, ‘Enough’s enough.’ 
Enough digging in people’s past.” That always sounded like a 
dodge. There was a popular theory that Bush was arrested for 
cocaine possession (and maybe dealing) in his “wild 
and crazy years,” the early ’70s. But now, having run 
for office, with my own life scrutinized by someone 
else’s standards, I can feel for the guy, I think. I 
can’t be certain, but maybe there was some sincere 
plea for privacy, for humanity, under the crush of the 
campaign. For the first time, I’m thinking about not just 
what Bush said then but how he felt.

It’s been a few weeks since my campaign for U.S. 
Senate ended on the Green Party convention floor 
in a swift, clean defeat. Howie Hawkins took 70%. 
Trailing him by 55 points, I brought in 15%; and I 
came in second! Well, if it’s any consolation, Hawkins 
is an old school co-founder of the Green Party. He’s a 
working-class hero, a friend of Ralph Nader and Patti 
Smith, and he’s well-respected in the tight, loyal clan 
that is the N.Y. Green Party State Committee. 

As recently as four weeks ago, I was the clear 
front runner, campaigning across the state, grabbing 
TV coverage on local stations, getting a message 
out. “Troops out now, investigate 9/11, create real jobs.” 
That last bit was big upstate. People are hungry for real new 
economic solutions. And someone PLEASE tell me, why can’t 
the government create a fund to start cool, new, public-interest-
oriented ventures? Why can’t people get some capital to 
start fun, healthy, life-giving, job-creating enterprises? Why? 
Because no one had the idea before. There’s a mystique 
about money, and it’s so big it extends even into some of the 
best minds of the Green Party. Money is inherently evil, goes 
the logic. Capital is inherently exploitative. 

Stalinist Socialism is dead, but no one is ready to think 
about a select kind of hybrid between socialism, capitalism, 
and fresh ideas of the future. Instead, the Greens nominated 
a seasoned, ex-’60s radical who counter-proposed my Pivot 
Plan for public interest venture capital with a $300-billion public 
works program. In my final speech I said that was “old-left, top 
down” economic thinking versus “new, fresh, grassroots, bottom-
up” economics. But it was too late. I was too young, too brash, 
too rough around the edges. I was branded a “social capitalist.” 
I was an outsider to the decision-making committee. And don’t 
get me started about the effect of my gonzo prank with Dick 
Cheney (read on).

I’ve spent the week since trying to get caught up on all the 
little things. Insurance at my bookstore/coffeehouse Vox Pop, the 
e-commerce there, fixing the toilet. I guess this is what a soldier 
feels like, returning to civilian life. I keep looking around for 
something to compare to the intensity I just experienced. Nothing 

really compares to the struggle, the pace, the tension. I miss the 

campaign, but I’m grateful I got out alive. It was a wild ride.
It all ended in the most political of weekends. Green Party 

Convention Friday, the BookExpo America (BEA) kicked off in 
Washington, D.C. The new D.C. convention center looks great 
from the outside, but inside it’s a dysfunctional mess, a perfect 
metaphor for D.C. itself! BEA has been a disappointment in 
recent years. You feel dwarfed by the gigantic displays of super 
capitalized marketing budgets coming out in giant corporate 

publisher displays. I’ve exhibited now at about seven of these 
things, and I think I’ve attended about nine. It’s an exhausting 
experience, causing the kind of tired that creeps up through your 
shins. You can feel the cold hard concrete through the thin new 
corporate carpet.

The day started out with banana pancakes from Mom (it 
pays to be from the area). Rush hour in D.C. is a cakewalk 
compared to NY., but actually getting into the show was a 
hassle. The D.C. convention center is newly built, but there are 
no signs yet. It’s like a maze, with elevators that don’t go all the 
way down to certain floors. As I searched for a way down to get 
my last case of books and campaign posters, the desperation of 
the big throbbing BookExpo started creeping in. I got back up, 
broke out the drill, quickly screwed together the color display I 
made, as I could hear the approaching murmur of the crowd 
that had been amassing at the gates all morning, waiting for the 
9:00 a.m. start time. I made it, by a minute.

I concentrated on meetings and doing stuff that would be 
good for Vox Pop. I met with two younger workers at AK Press 
and put in a good order for the store. Microcosm is a great new 
publisher/distributor out of Portland, Ore. They don’t come to 
BEA because it’s too corporate for them, but AK distributes their 
books, including Making Stuff and Doing Things: A Collection 
of DIY Guides to Doing Just about Everything. This book tells 
you how to make your own toothpaste, fix a car, make glue 
from a pine tree, silkscreen, homebrew, I guess you could call 
it a Generation Y Anarchist Cookbook, minus the bombs. We 
were totally sold out, so I ordered a bunch.

That night was the Independent Publishers Against Bush event. 
All the other lefty presses must either be burned-out or broke, 
because the only fellow publishers I could get to co-sponsor 
this thing with me was the libertarian Silver Lake Publishers, and 
Webster Tarpley’s publisher Progressive/Tree of Life, which 
brought out his excellent 9/11: Synthetic Terror. Synthetic is a 
book that is a 500-page ripping trip through history from one of 
the more critical historians out there. Even though I don’t believe 
everything in this book, there’s so much in it; it’s a tsunami of 
counter-cover-up in a world desperate for answers. It’s destined 
to wash away all the military-industrial cover and corruption that 
stands in for U.S. politics in this day and age.

Right before leaving the booth to go to our party in the dive 
bar, a friend of one of the Libertarians asked me, “The Bush 
bashing won’t be too hard, will it?” I gave her a stock political 
candidate answer, saying, “We’ll try and keep it positive,” and 
libertarian publisher Jim Walsh just lost it. I must have sounded 
robotic. You can tell you’re fatigued when you say things that 
are transparently fake. I owed Jim a laugh or two, I was real 
adamant earlier that his neo-con “libertarian” young writer 

shouldn’t and couldn’t be a part of a “Independent Publishers 
Against Bush” party. Too close to Bush White House-affiliated 
David Horowitz and those neo-con think tanks in L.A., Jim 
probably didn’t understand excluding his neocon until hearing 
Webster Tarpley speak. In a mean and lean 10 minutes, 
Tarpley made the case that the neo-cons behind Bush created 
and started the 9/11 attacks. Any neo-cons would have been 
heading for the exits by then.

When it came my time to speak, I opted not to dwell on 
9/11. How could I compare to Tarpley? 9/11 works as a lefty 
political issue in New York City, but outside the city people 
are getting brutally ripped off by corporate globalization, the 
factories are just flying out of town to China and other sources 

of cheaper labor. If you can talk about new ways to create real 
jobs, people across the political spectrum will give you a minute. 
So I talked a little about the Pivot Plan.

Corporate capitalism is destroying workers rights and the 
earth. Think of the war, the neo-cons, the Bush administration, 
all in a larger historical context. They aren’t freak occurrences. 
They are products of a crisis. The crisis of peak oil, the crisis of 
diminishing returns, the moral and spiritual crisis of a country 
that no longer knows what it stands for (that last one is an 
almost verbatim quote from, of all places, the 9/11 Commission 
Report.) So, amid all of this unbridled chaos and crisis, we see 
once thriving industrial cities losing factories, losing population, 
losing value. No one has any solutions. The Democrats and the 
Republicans all call it a product of globalization, and say that it’s 
the unfortunate reality of the day. I say no. I say new companies 
create jobs, and new companies grow fast. Can we take that 
quality and discard the alienation, the uber-competition, the 
cruelty of corporate capitalism? Maybe not, but we’ve got to 
try. 

This is a hybrid politics immediately applicable in our 
lifetimes. What I proposed, and refined with people over the 
course of the campaign, was the creation of a new fund, called 
Pivot, to distribute seed capital, and entrepreneurship training, 
to help job-creating enterprises in alternative energy, public 
health care, public housing, organic agriculture. Let’s discard 
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‘Steamed, please’
Steam
Sandra Simonds
By Mark Lamoureux

Critical time is not linear. Poetic time 
is not linear. In one blip, Kuhnian 
paradigmatic polarities are warring 

over a particularly fetching swath of the lawn 
(shirts=the lyric, skins=the lyric). In another, 
some are already building arks with the shards. 
Sandra Simonds’s Steam is just such a vessel. 
Alternately sense- and mythmaking, this volume 
subscribes to neither weary narrative nor lexical 
taboo. The book listens to the voices, and it 
joins in. I can think of no greater goal.

Ever the tinker, Simonds unflinchingly proffers 
the right tool for the right job. Niggling time 
is outlined in “These days are Malthusian 
Footnotes” by a burst of velars:

beating like uncle wound
or the coo coo clock’s beak’s
scheduled meeting with o’clock

The arpeggio is echoed later in “Bon 
Voyage” by a chugging train, proving its 
polyphony keeps the rail on time:

you tick-tock
conductor, you black funnel-

pupiful
of the chu-chu’s
red soot.

Simonds employs alternately “a syntax of 
/ arbitrary motions” and a more mundane 
lucidity such as “city of’s.”

announcement saying love is and is not  
 comparing medica-

tions underneath
the storefront neon

And

you can’t belong to your own life
you just have to sit
there (“vivre”)

The text’s profound strength exists in its shying 
neither from ambiguity nor nude plainsong. In 
its refusal to be deterred on any level, Simonds’ 
voice assumes a brazen authority, unafraid of 
its own momentum and revelatory in its own 
contradictions and metamorphoses. A particular 
zeal is found in its toying with subconscious, 
cultural, and lexical detritus, and verboten, as 
evinced by the following from the Matthew 
Barney-tinged “La Belle Dame Sans Papers”:

My name is scrotum, Madonna,
Windex, tampon, Camp Electric Barb,
and I have a hard hat
made of jelly, crampons
welded to my gums.

These culls from the cultural morass never 
ring gratuitous or untrue. Specificities such as 
“where the Rin Tin Tins / lick and lick” and 
“rotting bag of McDonalds” are offset by 
deliberate ambiguities (i.e. “Dutch painter X” 
and “[once upon a midnight we lived on...
Mount...Up...There...”)

The angel is in the details, as they say, and 
Steam’s mode of dissemination remains true to 
its agenda of unabashedness (the chapbook 
is available to interested parties free from the 
author). Accordingly, the collection closes with 
an offering to the underrated David Schubert in 
which Simonds tells (“why don’t you thank your 
fortune / why don’t you let down your hair?”) 
and shows:

Stranger, may I have your hand or a mirror, 
 dear, may I have
a word
 of advice? Went to the valley and it 
  was a red went

to the valley white.

A long-legged deer stood by the roadside 
 and drank his
crystal waters.
 May I have your soft step or a 

mirror, 
  deer, may I 
have a word of advice?”

Copies of Steam are available from the 
author at wildlifepoetry@yahoo.com

Mark Lamoureux is the printed matter editor 
for Boog City.

An Emotional Electricity
The History of My World Tonight
Daniel Nester
Blazevox
By Scott Glassman

Frank O’Hara wrote, “if you’re going to 
buy a pair of pants you want them to be 
tight enough so everyone will want to go 

to bed with you.” Daniel Nester’s third book, 
The History of My World Tonight, proves that 
taking off your pants for 60-plus pages can 
have the same effect. The way that Nester 
shyly describes the awkward, relatable details 
of our lives will have you wanting to invite the 
neighbors over for a peek at these sweet, 
funny, socially energetic, and intimate poems.

Gone is the Queen-coated lens through which 
we previously viewed Nester’s angst-ridden 
suburbia and Freddie Mercury-guarded refuge. 
The departure seems to have opened up the 
field for him and allowed an emotionally purer, 
un-footnoted self to shine through. Thankfully he 
retains the wry sense of humor and friendly big 
brother-like tone characteristic of his earlier work. 
We move effortlessly from acutely vulnerable 

poems, populated with lines like “I was once 
sent to classes for ‘slow children’ because 
I wrote my name backwards,” to poems of 
speculative bemusement, such as “Just Call Me 
Beastmaster of the Morning” and “Poem for The 
Evil Twin Episode of Knight Rider.” It is a voice 
you would like to hear when you find yourself 
upset and alone in a crowded bar, a voice so 
relaxed it might just tell you anything. 

Don’t assume that Nester’s straightforward 
narration, family-based reminiscences, 
and quirky details are incompatible with 
philosophical or transcendent moments. Quite 

the opposite is true. These moments are well-

placed and delivered easily, carrying the same 
candor as his lighter fare. As in “Effusive Letter 
to a Friend in Crisis,” where he writes:

You say you might not want to exist
Where the purest effects of your life
Can’t bask under a full spread of stars.

Elsewhere, in “Third Maisie Poem,” you will 

stumble upon a plea for living passionately, 

or a subdued meditation on love:

       So as the sun
came up, I had the urge
to address you, to adorn
your relentless miracles,
to reimagine a whole 
lexicon for you.

An emotional electricity seizes the space 
around Nester’s matter-of-fact, deadpan 
conclusions. We might find the speaker 
kneeling on his dresser, “knocking / against the 
window, a moth / wild to fly out in the rain,” or 
in another bedroom, ashamed about recoiling 
from a girl’s deformity: “I tell these stories to 
explain why people stop liking me.”

Guilt, in fact, makes many appearances 
in this book, organized more often than not 
around its closest friend, religion. He writes of 
masturbation as being “covered / in holy breath, 
a sparring match / with an all-too-human god.” 
He sardonically addresses saints, and places 
broccoli-chopping and sermons in comically 
close proximity. At one point, in the poem “Saint 
Blaise,” the speaker describes finding out that 
Jesus flashed Mary “newly ascended into 
heaven” with his “Holy Papillae.”  

Regardless of the context, Nester has an 
uncanny ability to coax a deeper meaning 
from a funny moment, or vice versa. He does 
so quickly, typically within the space of a few 
lines, while social issues fall onto either end 
of his skewer. Besides Nester’s capacity for 
empathy, it is his flexibility and range that make 
him a poet to watch—preferably from a raucous 
pub, as you sit alone, pitcher in hand.

Scott Glassman lives in South Jersey. His 
poems have appeared on the web and in print 
in 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 can be found at 
www.scottglassman.blogspot.com
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The subject of BOOG CITY 33’s cover 
story (The Incredibly Strange Saga of 
Christopher X. Brodeur by Brian Homa), 
sent a letter in response to the article. 
Due to space considerations, we are 
unable to print the letter in its entirety. 
Rather than cut it, we’re posting the 
original piece and response online at 
www.boogcityletters.blogspot.com—ed.
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B Y  P H O E B E  K R E U T Z

May 1 It’s exciting. I’m a fan of England. I come from a 
long line of anglophiles. It’s in my thin, watery blood. 
My people like Henry VIII and Gussie Fink-Nottle; 

Mary Poppins and John Cleese with clotted cream. We’re 
suckers for them. They are the great characters. They are the 
entertaining ones.

But now I’m going to be doing the entertaining. No more 
Merchant-Ivory fantasies; it’s going to be beer and blood and 
hardcore folk-singing ‘til I pass out. I’m on tour, damn it. Pip 
fuckin’ pip. 

I make it past customs no problem (they ask if I’m there for 
business or pleasure. “Pleasure,” I answer in all honesty). I get 
my bag and my poor guitar, which had to ride in steerage the 
whole way, protected only by its whack little cloth case. No 
damage done. A cheap guitar is like a cheap woman—keep 
your expectations low and it’ll work just fine no matter how 
badly you treat it. 

After dropping off my bags I make my way into town to 
meet Dibs, fellow antifolkster and tour-mate. He’s fresh off 
the infamous Huggabroomstik/Wowz tour and is looking 
forward to a slightly less rambunctious trip. (I’ve promised not 
to put out any cigarettes on public toilet seats or vomit out of 
moving vehicles.) We arranged a meeting spot, but magically 
he appears on the same car of the same train as me! Then he 
head-butts me. Ouch.

It’s May Day, so everything is closed. That is, everything but 
the pubs. So while we wait for 7:30 p.m., when we are due at an 
open mic in Farringdon, we decide to booze it up, old school.

We find a cozy little place with nice warm beer, but there is 
mysteriously loud, annoying music coming from somewhere. Even 
the bartenders can’t find the source. Finally we discover it: Dibs’s 
Walkman. The horrible music was a recording of Dibs himself 
playing at double speed in his backpack. (Notice to future re-
mixing DJs of Slivers and Bits—don’t play it fast. It sounds bad.)

A little drunker, we find the open mic. It’s loud and fancy, 
and I’m suddenly feeling wasted and jetlagged, but everyone 
there is very sweet. They buy us beer and ask about Lach. I 
play a couple of songs, Dibs plays a couple of songs, we 
watch a couple of songs and then flee. I pass out on the tube 
and buy “chips” on the way home. Mmm… vinegar.

May 2 For research purposes, Dibs and I decide to visit 
the whale room at the British Natural History Museum. 
The museum is my kind of building, and if I could figure out 
a way to live there, I would. Instead of gargoyles, it has 
monkeys. And instead of beams, it has beams covered with 
monkeys. The whale himself is a poor cousin to our own at 
the American Museum of Natural History, but it’s nice that he’s 
there; makes me feel at home.

The show that night was at The Betsey Trotwood. Pretty much 
the entire joint could fit in the bathroom at New York’s Sidewalk 
Cafe, but that actually turns out to be a nice thing. You always 
feel like a rock star playing to a packed house—even if the house 
is the size of a taxi. 

The bill is packed too. Gavin, who put on the night, comes 
from the “more people playing equals more people watching” 
school of booking, so we experience a nice potpourri of local 
talent. There’s a screaming poet, a couple of solo guitar players 
and a band of ridiculously cute indie-rockers who I try to hate 
but can’t. (How could I when the lead singer is dancing like he’s 
a 15-year-old girl in his own audience?) I was an even bigger 
fan of Peggy Sue and the Pirates. We’d seen these girls on the 
way to the bar and instantly felt they were our kind of people—all 
ugly sweaters and silly tights. Imagine our delight when they turn 
out to be a very cool, weird duo singing folk/jazz songs with 
nutso harmony arrangements. 

Dibs and I both go over like eggs on toast and we feel quite 
chuffed.  

May 3 Oh, the sights of London! A full English breakfast with 
bacon AND sausage, a walk along the Thames, a climb to the 
top of a monument, a frolic through the Museum of London, a 
stroll over the Millennium Bridge, a tour of The Globe Theater, 
a relaxing dinner in Chelsea...

May 4 Enough of that pussy sightseeing shit. It’s off to Hull!
My guidebook told me that Hull was a shit-hole, but Dibs 

and I find a charming little park 
and then an even more charming 
little pub with still more charming 
little beers, and feel like Hull is 
a sweet place to pass a sunny 
spring day. Little did we know 
that in a matter of hours, Hull 
would be making a play for our 
very souls!

We’re playing the Adelphi. 
A former men’s club, the 
place is a windowless, smoky 
joint with murals of hot chicks 
covering its cement walls. I like 
it immediately and I also like 
our crafty little soundman and 
the various gutter-punks working 
behind the bar. They treat us 
like royalty there, that’s for sure. 
Paul, the man behind the whole 
operation, has left us menus 
and money to order dinner with! 
Free curry, now that’s the rock 
’n’ roll dream. 

The show is okay. Plenty of folks were having a good time, 
but one got the feeling that they’d be having just as good a time 
if you stopped playing. Though, when Dibs tried to stop, they all 
harassed him into playing song after song after song, a kind of 
“dance, pretty-boy, dance!” routine; charming.

We were all set to spend the night with Paul’s sister and her 
husband, but this was not to be. As soon as Dibs left the stage, 
two lively, local floozies abducted us, promising a big night on 
the town. “You’ve got to have fun in Hull!” It was a challenge 
we couldn’t refuse.

Adventure was first found at the home of Jody, a very sweet 

boy who, were it not for his rock ’n’ roll ’do and stylish attire, 
could’ve passed for a Quentin Blake illustration. While we 
perch on his couch and abuse his substances, Jody discusses the 
socioeconomic conditions that have led to him being beat up 
by guys in tracksuits once a week. I guess that’s why everyone 
goes to the Adelphi—a guy can’t wear women’s jeans anywhere 
else.  

The rest of the night is a blur. We go to a club called The 
Welly. We drink terrible things and dance around. We stumble 
home. We get a lecture from Jody’s very drunk roommate about 
what’s wrong with America. Then he juggles rotten apples for us. 

Dibs and I wake up with hangovers and a nagging “Hotel 
California”-like feeling that if we stay another night, we’ll be lost 
forever. We practically run to the station and board the next 
train to Scarborough, where we spend a wildly gay honeymoon 
day touring castles, walking on the beach and starting to feel 
wholesome again. 

May 6 The train to Edinburgh is crowded and stuffy. I’m alone 
again, having sent Dibs back to London to play the Antifolk Fest. 
I feel kind of lonely getting off the train and walking toward the 
venue. I keep feeling lonely and strange until I play my set and 
then I feel just great. 

It’s a pretty big place and it’s pretty full, mostly due to the 
headliner: Belle and Sebastian collaborator Monica Queen. 
Well, she may have had the draw, but I’m the one who had 
a bunch of really drunk guys chanting my name during her set. 
Equal parts embarrassing and delightful. 

I stay late and drink as much beer as they would give me 
while a demonstrative Italian bemoans the state of rock in his 
native land. He says the Italians are too happy. They think that 

everything is great and therefore all they want to listen to is 

techno. It does sound like a bad scene, especially when I think 
about how unhappy techno makes me. I wait in the rain for a 
taxi and catch a cold.

May 9 Dibs arrives in Bath. We’d been out of contact for the 
last couple of days, so imagine my delight when I see my little 
green-garbed friend strolling along the street without a care in 
the world. 

We’re playing at The Porter. The music happens in the 
basement, and when Dibs starts his set there’s hardly anyone 
there. But slowly people start moving in and pretty soon the 

place is more or less filled up.
I asked the fella who booked us if he thought we’d have 

an audience and he said that people just generally showed 
up. This seemed too good to be true, but it turned out to be 
spot on. And not just weird, lonely people either. Tables full 
of nice, attractive kids just sitting and listening—or, in the case 
of one party of Welshmen, laughing and shouting. Very odd. 
I wish that happened more in New York. 

May 10 Back in London. It feels like I’d been gone much 
longer than a week. We drink Pimm’s in a park, have a little 
supper, and then off to the 12 Bar. 

This place is goofballs. I’d been warned about the stage, 
yet I was still unprepared for the wackiness of playing with my 
eyes two feet away from the shoes of the folks in the balcony. 
Everyone is nicely pickled by the time I go on, so people are a 
tad more boisterous and I appreciate the very un-British guffaws. 
I have a lovely time, especially when a couple in the balcony 
start going at it like alley cats during my song, “Viking.” Who 
knew my music was so seductive? 

But the highlight of the night was when our new little pal Nathan 
(aka “The Intolerable Kid”—they all have these preposterous names 
over there) decides that he would be drumming through Dibs’ 
entire set. Bless him, he drags a whole kit up on the stage—we 
think he’s nuts. He may be, but he’s also a wicked sharp drummer, 
anticipating Dibs’ little changes and moments, and carrying along 
like a champ. Hooray for impromptu fun.

We end the evening with a selection of songs from our band, 
Urban Barnyard. Everyone seemed to enjoy them and visions 
of a UB UK tour began dancing in our heads. I threw a last 
Guinness down my gullet and we headed out into the night.

May 13 A few nights later and I’m attending a wedding 
reception in Oxfordshire. I’m sitting next to a rather dry looking 
computer programmer from Leeds. We can’t seem to get a 
conversation going until, after two bottles of wine, he confides 
that his real dream is to play bass in a “really hardcore hip-hop” 
group. I tell him to go for it; in England, apparently, there is an 
audience for anything.

Phoebe Kreutz is a boozy floozy with a heart of gold. She 
sings silly songs about the things she likes best: boys and bars 
and vikings and tacos. Find out more at www.phoebekreutz.com 
and www.myspace.com/phoebekreutz

Anarchy in the Phoebe (Kreutz, That Is)
Our Hardcore Folk Singer Makes it to England – And Back! 

It’s a pretty big place and it’s pretty full, 
mostly due to the headliner: Belle and 
Sebastian collaborator Monica Queen. Well, 
she may have had the draw, but I’m the 
one who had a bunch of really drunk guys 
chanting my name during her set. Equal parts 
embarrassing and delightful. 

MUSIC

Phoebe and Dibs.  
Phoebe Kreutz photo
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About the Artist Sook Jin Jo’s work has been presented by the O.K. Harris Gallery since 1990, and she has shown in over 20 solo and group exhibitions, 
including the prestigious Lodz and Gwangju Biennales. Her work is held in private and public collections, such as The National Museum of Contemporary Art 
(Seoul, Korea), The Housatonic Museum of Art (Westport, Conn.), and The Martin Z. Margulies Collection (Miami). She is a recipient of The Pollock-Krasner 
Foundation Grant, along with fellowships from the Socrates Sculpture Park (Long Island City) and the SACATAR Foundation (Bahia, Brazil). For more information 
visit www.sookjinjo.com

My Brother’s Keeper, detail My Brother’s Keeper, detail

My Brother’s Keeper

Sook Jin Jo  Chelsea
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the cynical, burned-out premises of hopeless 
corporate capitalism. They are a product of 
a deadening tendency, dead thoughts from 
deadened minds in an infinite wasteland of 
deadening workplaces. Instead, let’s go for 
a new form of life. Let’s Pivot into the future. 
What would this look like? For starters, imagine 
1,000 new jobs created in Long Island when a 
people’s fund provides seed capital to develop 
the alternative energy potential of wind power.

The Pivot Plan was my most unique political/
financial idea. In de-industrialized parts of the 
country, for example everywhere outside New 
York City and D.C., people are hungry for fresh 
ideas for economic revitalization. I failed to 
translate that enthusiasm to the state committee. 
I made the mistake early on of referring to this 
as “Social Capitalism” when the audience was 
so anti-capitalist, they were anti any phrase with 
“capitalism” in it!

But I didn’t think I would lose 70 to 15. 
I phoned every committee rep before the 
convention and got a false sense of confidence 
from the informal poll I did. I mailed out a 
DVD and a campaign newspaper/poster to 
everyone. I gave a great speech, which my wife 
Holley Anderson and I worked on together. I 
got laughs and smiles, and felt acceptance.

And then I lost, 70 to 15. I was hit hard by 
the Cheney Affair. The good news is that I met 
Dick Cheney by infiltrating a GOP fundraiser last 
fall. The bad news is that it required a $5,000 
donation to do it. I happened to have some 
extra cash at the time (for once) and I thought 
this access to the vice president—and information 
about 9/11—was priceless. I wanted to go and 
ask Cheney something about 9/11 while this 
window was open. In retrospect, I’m not totally 
sure it was worth it. Cheney didn’t melt when I 
asked him, “What do I say to all these people 
who tell me 9/11 was an inside job?” He was 
strangely cool and confident when he turned 
and said, “Just look at the evidence, it’s not true.” 
I should have asked him to take a polygraph.

Needless to say, in the give and take of 
the competition before the convention one of 
my opponents found the Cheney donation info 
at the Federal Elections Commission (he could 
have found it on my blog at GNN). He made 
a big deal about it. There was a lot of vitriol 
on various listservs. There was a petition that 
asked me to drop out. I continued to run, and I 
finished the race at the convention in style, but 
my Cheney prank came back to haunt me. A 
lot of people couldn’t get over what they felt 
was a “waste” of $5,000. They never quite 
figured out that you don’t have a say in how 
$5,000 gets spent unless it’s your $5,000. If 
a media activist wants to buy a bit of access, 
that’s his trick of the trade.

When it was all over, there was a party at 
the Green House, a group house near SUNY-
Albany where I crashed on the couch when I 
was campaigning. There was a keg of beer 
and a ton of Chinese food. I smoked the peace 
pipe with the guy who had written the petition. 
There were no hard feelings. It was politics. 

The next day, I volunteered to be media 
coordinator for Hawkins for Senate. We’ve got 
a warmonger incumbent senator to defeat, a 
party to build.

Sander Hicks's book, The Big Wedding 
(Vox Pop, 2005), breaks new ground on the 
little-known history that led to 9/11, and on the 
U.S. intelligence whistle-blowers who tried to 
stop it. He has written on 9/11 for The Long 
Island Press, New York Press, and INN World 
Report Television. In 1996, he founded Soft 
Skull Press, Inc. In Flatbush, Brooklyn, with 
his wife, he runs Vox Pop/DKMC a media 
company, bookstore, and coffeehouse. Visit him 
at www.sander.gnn.tv

On the Green 
Party Trail
HICKS from page 1

BOOG CITY
Classic Albums Live presents

The Clash, London Calling

Mon. June 19, 8:00 p.m., $8
Cakeshop

152 Ludlow St. (Stanton/Rivington sts.) NYC

readings from
Todd Colby • Sander Hicks • Mitch Highfill

and the album performed live by
Dancin Dogs • Dibson T. Hoffweiler • Bob Kerr • The Leader 

Limp Richard • Matt Lydon • The Marianne Pillsburys
Cuomo! • Randi Russo

Schwervon! Has Hot Pants • The Trouble Dolls

Hosted by BOOG CITY editor and publisher David Kirschenbaum

212-842-BOOG(2664) • editor@boogcity.com 
www.cake-shop.com • F to 2nd Ave., 6 to Bleecker

The

 Cheese on Bread Farewell Show!
Sat., June 24, 8:00 p.m.

The Bruckner Bar
1 Bruckner Blvd., The Bronx

8:00 p.m. The Lisps  9:30 p.m. Schwervon!
8:45 p.m. Urban Barnyard  10:15 p.m. The Bloodsugars

11:00 p.m. Cheese On Bread (two sets!)

All Ages, $5 door after 9:00 p.m. • Directions: 6 to 3rd Ave./138th St. • (718) 665-2001 • www.cheeseonbread.com
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LaTasha N. Nevada Diggs
Harlem

!viva la villanelle!1

for Dante and Tara

Te llama la pikaka loli, tu eres onaona ni nalu
Cuando un azotador dágbá en una luminous la nana

Ano kána’ohe ese láísí sus sirena de Pu’ukapu!
Lucid to ‘awapuhi que ósa bautizaba ngahuru

Que tanja iglú flirtatious – corría
Te llama pikaka loli, tu eres onaona ni nalu

Anata täo sangre fría, todo ánuenue, nunca un mesuinu
 “Le encantar flitear”, “yo se”, cantabais Kanaloa

?Quien?  kána’ohe que ese láísí sus sirena de Pu’ukapu!
Káne, ele virá tan como trunenos, un o´julowó in’yu

Cuando sus tráfico akemasu, näo vai oerder isto, tá?
Te llama pikaka loli, tu eres onaona ni nalu

Tan wakarinikui, rebuscaba tua maravilhoso lei püpu
Tan tierno que el mano to puhi to nai’a yurusita

Tu, kána’ohe ese láísí sus sirena de Pu’ukapu!
Todo kemushi amaba kakimono en ‘uala…lü’au

Me ke aloha pau’ole, una quebra cabeca en köanga
Te llama pikaka loli, tu eres onaona ni nalu

Yo soy kána’ohe ese láísí sus sirena de Pu’ukapu!

viva la villanelle: un macaronic (translation)

Your name is jasmine cucumber, you are fragrant like waves
When the caterpillar grows on a luminous spider,

The fisherman is without his siren from sacred hill.
Lucid and ginger like lagoons baptizing autumn 

Like tangerine igloos flirtatious – flowing
Your name is jasmine cucumber, you are fragrant like waves

You, so cool, always a rainbow, never a bitch
“He’s a terrible flirt”, “I know”, says the god of ocean and wind.

Who? The fisherman that is without his siren from sacred hill.
Man, he will come as thunder, a bonafide metaphor

When his traffic opens, you won’t lose it, will you?
Your name is jasmine cucumber, you are fragrant like waves

So elusive, carefully searching your wonderful shell 
So tender that the shark and eel and dolphin forgave

You, the fisherman that is without his siren from sacred hill.
All furry caterpillars love anything written on sweet potato, kalo leaves

So with never ending love, a jigsaw for your spring
Your name is jasmine cucumber, you are fragrant like waves

I am the fisherman that is without his siren from sacred hill.

1This particular macaronic was written in a combination of Spanish and Hawaiian, a small amount 
of Yoruba and Maori, and later Japanese, and Portuguese to maintain the rhyme structure. While 
Spanish and Portuguese helped to supply the feminine “a”, the South Pacific dialects long with the 
Yoruba served to supply the “u” not so common in Latin in terms of endings.

Jill Magi
Bay Ridge

New York City, Version 1 
(from The Exhibitionary Complex)
Disappointment at the pit forms a group 

around a poster of ruins  then silently in white sneakers

now markers of who was there or not  sense of  to teach

them without agreeing seen as local  off the subway.

Wanting them to know going to work daily as they read

maps of that  now everyone’s place fits in the lens

through chain link never enough they can’t visit enough

distance for  and whether or not to smile in the

foreground provides a sense of the scale panorama best from

many limbs separating  the possible  tunneling

chaos  since then a sense of being seen not a choice 

or shared.

Signed up for the health registry  what seeps down 

a platform  tickets pity a narrative 

possible loss of one loved ask me  and I point

downtown while for us it is the past tense having inhabited 

that experience  advertised as available space whose

lungs first  dis-

ease.

Desire for cheap designer clothes   they kill two birds 

herbs planted before and since  not recommended

walking toward my own day  resisting 

pull south pull complexity out of charms  t-shirts depicting

smoke in heavy diagonal  to be worn out.  

Floor Plan, #1 (from The Exhibitionary Complex)

At open  pillars meet. Explain me

walks past, adjusts glasses of

my posture. Relief 

at entrance, reverent is a coat-check, hanging to be ready.

(Vocal, able-bodied or flagged and wheeled.) 

A bench at the fountain invites light

concocted. (Possibly a cocktail there waiter 

not white.) Mostly made to feel hallway as marble 

emphasizes thought carved and well said.

Respite seems a museum is January. Respite 

seems a museum is January. Craving, an organization 

traces, acquires, and sorts out

attitudinal shifts until we decide this here— 

learn me. (Of course her small place rusts.) 

Except if a report was filed, the seal invites touch 

invites a display of  insides.

(I sit with spirits.) Seems January is a museum or scholar-

ship. (Comfort me not from without.) More than weight,

empty is her To read 

an everyday bucket. Hull and husk. Burial. A date with 

thought  (skin)  pulls video feedback

through temporary rooms, deep red, emoting.

About the Poets
Writer, vocalist, and sound artist, LaTasha N. Nevada Diggs, is the author of three 
chapbooks, including Ichi-Ban and Ni-Ban (MOH Press), and Manuel is destroying my 
bathroom (Belladonna Books). She curates for the online arts journal, www.exittheapple.
com. Jill Magi is the author of Threads, forthcoming this fall from Futurepoem Books, and 
the chapbook Cadastral Map from Portable Press at Yo-Yo Labs. She runs Sona Books, 
a community-based chapbook press and web-zine at www.sonaweb. Sally Silvers 
(cover) is a choreographer/dancer, writer, who has also made two dance films and 
choreographed three musicals. She lives in Alphabet City.



BOOG CITY  7

June 27, 6 p.m., free
Burning Deck Press at 45

(Providence, R.I.)
With readings from Michael Gizzi , Ray Ragosta, Pam Rehm, 

and Marjorie Welish, and a soundtheaterpiece performance 

by Robert Quillen Camp. Event will be hosted by Burning 

Deck Press editors Rosmarie and Keith Waldrop

Plus cheese and crackers, and wine and other beverages.

Events are 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.

Garden Party
with Olive Juice Music and BOOG CITY

a summer series, in the Suffolk Street Community Garden 
(Suffolk St., bet. Houston & Stanton sts.)

Sat. July 8, 2:00 p.m.
readings from Joanna Fuhrman and Tanya Larkin, and music from Parisian Lisa Lilund and 
Major Matt Mason 

I’m A Mess
Album Released on Big No One Records

“This record grows on you....kinda like a malignant tumor.”
-Rachel E. Talentino-

“Andrew Belts out songs like Marianne Faithfull’s cracked out 
older sister, after five years in a Louisiana womens prison.”

-Dan Fishback-

“Andrew makes glorious black beans.”
-Deenah Moffie-

www.andrewphilliptipton.com

Andrew Phillip Tipton




