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NOT LOVE BUT SOMETHING

allison says
this is it

packs her bags
leaves

calls two days later
says
i love you
let me come back

says
you can hit me
kiss me
cut me
anything

says
just let me
need you

i think no
say yes
feel like a junkie
getting a fix

this is
something

not love
but
something

John Sweet

SOMEONE’S DAUGHTER NAKED

this is not a confession
bout could possibly
turn into one

this is america
or at least
one version of it

burning cross
and blue blue sky
and someone’s daughter
naked
on the kitchen floor
with a serious gun
to her head

he says
love what i say
because
i say so

escape is what we do
at times like this
but never the way
we planned

John Sweet
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ROBERT DOESN’T LIVE HERE ANYMORE

Little darling,
he heard “The Texas Waltz”
one time too many, he left his wife
and credit cards, he went across the border
to Nacogdoches to rent a Mexican lady
the bank was written several times
and female voices call at twelve p.m.
we tell them yes and no and maybe
we tell them to call somewhere else
he left his Sunday trousers and his books
two kids and most of his past life
one Saturday night in a drunken stupor
using the lights of town for guidance
and a moll he met that evening for company
we wish him well, of course, for we
have screwed up too, out there
in that Fool’s Gold Paradise
where neon wombs sucker in the stupid
and the lonely crawl home alone.

Errol Miller

RUSSIAN AIRCRAFT

russian aircraft
over the capital
a little after mudnight

rainshowers
on the beltway

answers to a telegram
bombardment

do trigger those responses
like the seven second delay in the head
to clarify the terms
tanks, troops

run through the street smoking cigarettes

a bullet did penetrate the state dining room

broad smiles; sunny afternoon with
a few more tourists
than usual

the military is not under control
sooner or later

a shot-down helicopter
a north korean illusionary
sunrise over diamondhead
there would be disquiet to build four
billion dollars of reactors
1.3 million people 30 miles

from DMZ;
let’s skip a few miles
that country
their record is clear
for privatizing the post office

Mark Sonnenfeld
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TAKE FIVE

When the sky shrieks steel
& razors of snow slash deep
When the wind slaps the
Window howling black
& dangerous with
Mighty midnight
Never deviating
From its frightful
Pattern of pirate blood
Don’t let the world you’re in
Infect your retinas
With rotten doscourse
Take five
Pour a shot of silver
From the bottle of
Smashing illusion
Fill up your lungs
With the room’s
Musty decaying aroma
Ease down in your chair & doze
Dreaming about Polynesian reefs & shoals
& what lovely legs your lover has
In this crummy motel

Mike Lazarchuk

BEYOND THE RIO GRANDE

There are no perfect places
with plastic bones
islands of red roses
suppose you knew all along
suppose your lady died in wet straw
with green lizards on her breasts
of course this world affects your poetry
at the cross-roads small villages seem
to glitter like Woolworth diamonds
you can only guess and turn right
where your heart says
devil in your lookinglass
a fine afternoon with easy rain
long ago you quit worrying
about dollars and the children
the last peaceful area you knew
was Mama’s dresser drawer
regretfully the news is
that you’ll survive a while
then the previously-owned men
of the summer universe
will stuff gauze into their wounds
and enter a city of golden arches
untamed women and rattlesnakes
a few miles below El Paso
where the dilapidated sign
is shaded by willows
and the river is a mere trickle.

Errol Miller
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“YOU”

When I broke up with my guy,
I hurt so bad,
I cried alot I felt confused,
Without a space to go.

But then you showed,
Yeah I feel good,
I am cheerful that you showed up.

Are you delighted that you found me?
I hope you are because,
Together or a part I,
Am pleased your in my,
Heart.

Your sweet and I passion you,
Very much,
I hope that your giving,
Me a quiet real touch.

I like you,
And you ardor me,
Oh we are happy!

Jacqui Smith

TALL MAN

I can feel your presence across the room
a movement               a stir

your long shadow stretches across the walls

an occasional glance
I’ll take whatever I can take

a stranger
yet I feel I know you all too well

Janet Kuypers
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Dusty Dog Reviews, CA (on knife)
These poems document a very complicated internal
response to the feminine side of social existence.
And as the book proceeds the poems become
increasingly psychologically complex and, ultimate-
ly, fascinating and genuinely rewarding.

C Ra McGuirt, Editor, The Penny Dreadful Review
(on Children, Churches and Daddies)
CC&D is obviously a labor of love ... I just have to smile when I go
through it. (Janet Kuypers) uses her space and her poets to best
effect, and the illos attest to her skill as a graphic artist.

Dusty Dog Reviews (on Without You)
She open with a poem of her own devising, which has that wintry atmosphere
demonstrated in the movie version of Boris Pasternak’s Doctor Zhivago. The
atmosphere of wintry white and cold, gloriously murderous cold, stark raging
cold, numbing and brutalizing cold, appears almost as a character who
announces to his audience, “Wisdom occurs only after a laboriously magnifi-
cent disappointment.” Alas, that our Dusty Dog for mat cannot do justice to
Ms. Kuypers’ very personal layering of her poem across the page.

Debra Purdy Kong, writer, British Columbia,
Canada (on Children, Churches and Daddies)
I like the magazine a lot. I like the spacious lay-out and the different
coloured pages and the variety of writer’s styles. Too many literary
magazines read as if everyone graduated from the same course. We
need to collect more voices like these and send them everywhere.

Dusty Dog Reviews 
(on Right There, By Your Heart)
The whole project is hip, anti-academic, the poet-
ry of reluctant grown-ups, picking noses in
church. An enjoyable romp! Though also serious.

Children, Churches and Daddies. It speaks for itself.

Write to Scars Publications to submit poetry, prose and artwork to Children,
Churches and Daddies literary magazine, or to inquire about having your
own chapbook, and maybe a few reviews like these.

Ca rlto n P r ess, N ew
Yo r k, NY   

HOPE CHEST IN THE ATTIC is a collection of well-fash-
ioned, often elegant poems and short prose that
deals in many instances, with the most mysterious and
awesome of human experiences: love... Janet
Kuypers draws from a vast range of experiences and
transforms thoughts into lyrical and succinct verse...
Recommended as poetic fare that will titillate the
palate in its imagery and imaginative creations.

Do r ra n c e P u b lis hin g
Co., Pi tts b u rg h, PA  

ÒHope Chest in the AtticÓ captures the complexity of
human nature and reveals startling yet profound dis-
cernments about the travesties that surge through
the course of life. This collection of poetry, prose
and artwork reflects sensitivity toward feminist issues
concerning abuse, sexism and equality. It also probes
the emotional torrent that people may experience as a
reaction to the delicate topics of death, love and
f a m i l y .
ÒChain SmokingÓ depicts the emotional distress that
afflicted a friend while he struggled to clarify his
sexual ambiguity. Not only does this thought-provoking
profile address the plight that homosexuals face in a
homophobic society, it also characterizes the essence
of friendship.
ÒThe room of the rapeÓ is a passionate representation of
the suffering rape victims experience. Viv id
descriptions, rich symbolism, and candid expressions
paint a shocking portrait of victory over the gripping fear
that consumes the soul after a painful exploitation.

Fi thia n P r ess, S a n ta
Ba r b a ra, CA  

Indeed, thereÕs a healthy balance here between
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it was a big film with slides
that he made to people watch like the white people
real mean to the black people like
cutting off their feet real gruesome
murders and he wasn’t mad at me
he wasn’t gonna harm any of the white people there
but the black people started to get upset
i think they were more upset than mandela would realize
and then he had a mess on his hands
and then i woke up

Mark Sonnenfeld

WEST OF NACOGDOCHES

About three miles out of town
on Rural Route 3 there is an exhibition
of artifacts from big mercury ships
who will never cruise the land again
Saratoga is only a cluster of churches
and at Turkey Creek leaflets explain
the early population was swelled
by workers who grew wild
and noisy before departing Westward
later oil was discovered and cross-ties
and barbeque and the country became connected
on Tuesdays at 5pm the local citizens
smooth and dry their rattan vines
and corkscrews and Hercules clubs
lichens hang thick as fog on stone
in April dogwoods bloom by Big Sandy Creek
fire-pink and solitary and flawless
we see beyond a wooden bridge
on which men cannot walk, tall
and graceful, depending on your vantage point
a woman in her 70’s going back for generations
to carry Sunday dinner to those who wait
in unfamiliar fields unattended
there is an upright piano and no music
candied carrots and all-around good
no one ever need apologize
for the harm they have done
passing the gravy and mashed potatoes
the broad sky has turned orange
Houston is fantastic, the delicate
country folks though shameless enough
are kindly obsessed with circus posters
and supper at a long walnut table
a roadhouse would be better
taking our tripod lens to photograph

continued
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TELL ME ABOUT YOUR DREAM

i was in africa
i was in a churche
the white people in front;
black people
in the back
mandela comes in
he has a machinegun
he machineguns the wood
to get the people’s attention
that made the white people newvous
he was saying
he was fed up with the white people
that they rule the country
for so long and now
he’s not gonna hurt anybody
he just wants everybody to see
what they’re doing
so he machineguns the walls
pews wood (he just
machines away) and
then he’s got everybody’s attention
and then there was a film
of gruesome murders
that he made to white people watch;
black people in the back
were getting upset
so i thought he was just creating
trouble but he wasn’t there
for trouble
he just wanted the white people
to know
he wasn’t mad at me
i don’t know why i was there
there were gruesome murders

continued

enormous mobs of stormy cattle
scrub brush and shadows
when you come to a crossroads
many of the paths will look the same
the groves of poplar and the badlands
and the skull-marked trail to Amarillo
creating geography of the unknown earth
about four miles away Alice Springs
shimmers in a coming Glacier Age
dingo donkey between Alice and the Rocks
there is a sweet interlude
a campground with a supermarket
before the next wave if immigrants
begin passing southwestern
across the desert.

Errol Miller
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THERE I SIT

I sit alone
separated
isolated
away from my only love
my obsession

I pull out
a fountain pen
I look 
at the lines
the contours 
of his face

defining
the piercing
eyes
the pointed
nose
the tender
lips

I feverishly
draw
I sketch
I capture
his image

I stare 
I gaze
I memorize his every detail
but he never looks back

so I will draw 
until my
fountain pen
runs dry

Janet Kuypers



Okay, nilla wafer. 
Listen up and listen good.

How to save your life.
Submit, or I’ll have to kill you.

O k a y, it’s this simple: send me published or unpublished poetry, pro s e
or art work (do not send originals), along with a SASE for re s p o n s e ,
to Children, Churches and Daddies, Scars Publications, 3255 We s t
Belden, Suite #3E, Chicago, Illinois 60647. Then sit by your mailbox
and wait. Pretty soon you’ll get your SASE back with a note from the
happy people at cc+d that says (a) Your work sucks, or (b) This is
fancy crap, and we’re gonna print it. It’s that simple!

How to get a chapbook of your work.
Get in with the 1995 Poetry Chapbook Series.

O k a y, it’s this simple: we’d love to print a chapbook of your work
under our label. But here ’s our little dilemma: if we printed every t h i n g
we wanted to, a lot of forests would be gone, as well as our drinking
m o n e y. We can’t aff o rd the printing, so if we accept your work, we can
design a chapbook, emblazon the thing with the tried-and-true cc+d
logo, give it our ISSN number, and send the originals to you. Yo u
decide what paper you want, how many copies you want done - then
print it, and send us as many copies as you darn well please. We’ll dis-
tribute. Vo i l a !

back issues: $4; special issues: $5

paper backbone, looking through their window, order now,
a (fe)male behind bars, two year journey, they told me their dreams.

Holy Shit.
Now this is an impressive chapbook list.

mary winters, paul weinman, janet kuypers, cheryl townsend, 
alan catlin, errol miller, mark blickley, gary a. scheinoha, 

robert kimm, john sweet, ben ohmart.

Wow.
where can you get all this cool shit?

write to cc+d for a complete list. it's all at your fingertips. amazing.

How to win the editors over.
Hope Chest in the Attic is a 200 page, perfect-bound book of 13 years
of poetry, prose and art by Janet Kuypers. It’s a really classy thing, if you
know what I mean. It’s $10.95 retail, but if you mention this ad it’s only
$10 (are n ’t we so nice here?). An offer you can’t re f u s e . . .

How to read cutting-edge poetry...
You thought I’d say “read cc+d,” but this is bigger. There's a new book
out by Janet Kuypers. The Wi n d o w is about 180 pages of her newest
s t u ff. It’s hand-bound, paperback, and she’ll even sign it if you beg her
enough. Man, it's gro o v y. And an even ten smackers. Wow! Barg a i n .

Okay, butt-munch. Tough guy. 
Listen up and listen good.

and about ad pages...
yes, we do trades. send stuff to us and we'll send you a cool looking ad

back! write to us for more inform a t i o n .
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“YOU”

When I broke up with my guy,
I hurt so bad,
I cried alot I felt confused,
Without a space to go.

But then you showed,
Yeah I feel good,
I am cheerful that you showed up.

Are you delighted that you found me?
I hope you are because,
Together or a part I,
Am pleased your in my,
Heart.

Your sweet and I passion you,
Very much,
I hope that your giving,
Me a quiet real touch.

I like you,
And you ardor me,
Oh we are happy!

Jacqui Smith

ZEPHYR

Honky-tonk vision
working on a Texas lithograph
preparing an inkblot for “modern” art
bed and breakfast in Old Mexico
mining gold dust on the moon
out past the 1980’s a psychodrama
of yuppies digging in the future
spinning off to galvanized Bars & Grills
stuffing eggplant and squash and themselves
next door the Iceman sharpening his tongs
over the next 50 years fishing
in fished-out ruins
north of Galveston hoof beats
to Colorado for snow and gossamer mornings
of trout and coffee and fine fat flies
seeking solace in Carthage and Sweetwater
and San Marcos and Kerrville
low low talk about the Hippie Days
a cooling off period for sanity
may be June or July or August
may be an overload
maybe a rural home in Liberty Hill
would help:  “so scared,” you say
looking into the horses’ eye.

Errol Miller
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POETRY.  

I remember my friend Diane, when she was judging work to be accepted into the
literary magazine she was staffing, found a poem she liked.  I can’t remember who it
was by, or even what it was about, but the rhyme and the meter and the use of repe-
tition was very good.  I’m not one for liking rhyme, I prefer prose poetry or free-
form, but I must admit that this was pretty good.  But Diane —  as she read this
poem over and over again, she became more and more excited.  “Just listen to this”,
she’d say, and she’d rattle off the first verse again to me.   She too preferred
unmetered poetry, but she fell in love with this.  She loved to read it aloud, and she
loved going over it in her head.  She just loved the sound of the poem, the pleasing
quality it had to her ear, and not necessarily the message the poem had.  But she
loved it.

That is what poetry is to me.  It is something that charges a person up inside; it
is something that you like reading the one hundredth time as much as the first.  I
doesn’t have to convey a deep, great message to all; it can hold a special place in
your own heart because of a past memory, a dream, or anything.  But it can have
that meaning, too — and that is precisely why people may find poetry with deeper
sentiment so appealing.  And it can fill one person up with joy and do nothing for
the next person; the important matter is that it thrills that one person.  It can be
rhyme, it can be prose — basically, I think anything can be poetry as long as it’s
written — and if it’s not written, then it is merely poetry waiting to be expressed, or
put to paper.

I find myslef using the term “poetic” quite often in reference to things that are
not poetry.  Usually I refer to things that way that strike me and stir me, if they stir
my senses or if they stir my soul.  If I find a poetic scene like that, I suppose that if I
were able to express in words what I see and make those words stir a person, then
I’ve created a poem.  I’d almost venture to say that the word ‘poetic’ is the quality
of something that makes you utterly fall in love with it, and the word ‘poem’ are the
written words that either evoke the imagery that made you fall in love, or evoke
sounds that make you fall in love.

Sometimes, when someone reads a poem of mine, they don’t get a reaction.
They think it’s nice, or whatever, but the idea doesn’t stir them the way it stirrs me.
Maybe this is because that idea wouldn’t stir them.  Maybe it’s because the idea
can’t be put into words.  Maybe it can.

Alexandria Rand

How to Cry: Intermediate
After a while of using this method, it will begin to seem repetitive, and the subject
material may become too familiar.  In this case, a new twist has to be taken with
the order in which the above tasks are accomplished.
Originally, the thought processes are very methodical:  take one aspect of your life,
find a problem with it, exhaust its potential, find another problem, etc., then move
on to another issue.  Since, however, the subject by this time begins to have a feel
for what all of the issues and problems are, a different approach has to be taken.
First, think of all of the problems at once.  All of them.  Every last one.  Family.
Work.  The dishes.  God.  Anything and everything.  All at once.  The thought of
all of these at once will put a frantic, fierce panic into your head that alone may
even make you cry.
If this alone does not work, continue thinking of all of these problems, and also
start to think of how many problems there actually are and how big the problems
actually seem.  Consider the quantitative and qualitative value of all of these prob-
lems, and they will undoubtedly seem much larger than would have originally been
anticipated.  Continue contemplating this, and crying will come easier.

How to Cry:  Professional
By this time, the thought of all of your problems using the above methods will not
even phase you.  The focus of your attention must then shift to one of two things.
First, it can shift to the fact the it seems difficult, or even impossible, to make any
of these problems any better.  When confronted with a mass pile of problems, it
seems difficult to attempt to solve even one of the problems — and if you can, it is
only one of many.  Contemplate the fact that it seems like you are in a no win situ-
ation.
If this attention shift does not work, then think about the fact that the pile of prob-
lems you have does not even succeed anymore in making you cry.  This thought
alone will make you think that any shred of humanness to you has now been ripped
away from you.

Alexandria Rand



PARK BENCH

I saw you sit at the park bench.  Every day you would go to that one bench, reading
the paper, feeding the pigeons, minding your own business.  Every day I would
watch you. I knew how you adjusted your glasses.  I knew how you crossed your legs.

I had to come out of hiding.  I had to know you. I had to have a name for your face.
So before you came to the park bench I sat down and pulled out a newspaper.  I
looked up when I heard your footsteps.  I knew they were your footsteps.  You
walked to another bench.  No— you couldn’t sit there. That’s not how the story
goes.  You have to sit here.

The next day I waited for you before I made my move.  You walked back to your
bench.  I strolled up to the other side, trying to act aloof.  I sat down, only three
feet away from you.  I pulled out my day-old paper.  My eyes burned through the
pages.  I felt your breath streaming down my body.  I heard your eyelids open and
close.  Your heat radiated toward me.

I casually looked away from my paper.  You were gone.

Janet Kuypers

HOW TO CRY

How to Cry: Introduction
Although some may be interested in the most appropriate way to cry, the first
obstacle that must be tackled is how to make oneself feel the need to cry in the first
place.  This is the most difficult of the tasks involved in crying; once it is achieved,
it does not really matter how one actually goes about crying.

How to Cry: Novice
When one is in a generally in a good mood, or if they do not have the inspiration
to cry, they must find the inspiration, otherwise instructions on the appropriate way
to cry are fruitless.
The initial task, as stated in previous essays on the subject, is to “steer the imagina-
tion toward yourself”.  This generality and vagueness, however, hinders the imagi-
nation from doing just that.  When one starts with specific problems to depress
oneself with, the generalities will follow.
To start is simple: take any one aspect of your life that you find important to you.
Then, find the one largest thing that is wrong with it.  Ponder that problem for a
while:  ponder the fact that this problem may never be solved, that it may never get
any better.  Decide whether or not it is because of a fault within yourself:  if it is,
then you can use that as fuel for the fire; if it is not, then you can cry because cir-
cumstance, or even the fault of someone else, is what is causing this problem in
your life.
After you have thought about this one problem in your life, it may occur to you
that there is more than one problem with that aspect of your life.  Only after you
have exhausted contemplating about the one problem, however, is it appropriate to
move onto another problem.  You should make sure that you have uncovered all of
the saddening thoughts about the one issue before you move on to another issue.
The more material to work from, the better.
After you have exhausted all of the problems that exist within this one aspect of
your life, move on to another aspect of your life that is important to you.  Repeat
the above process.
You may come to two different conclusions when you are doing this exercise.  One
is that you may realize that there were problems in your life that you did not even
know existed.  This again is good incentive to cry, because it makes you realize how
many things are wrong in your life, so it is wise to mull this point over in your
mind.  The other conclusion may be that you will always have these problems, and
that ultimately there is nothing you can do to help yourself out of this situation.
This eternal helplessness is also good incentive.

continued
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III
So I made a full picnic and brought it to an empty theater.
And I put on my best black dress, you know, the one 
that is off the shoulders, the one I wear to make heads turn.
I set out the food, played slow music and put the champagne glasses 
you bought me on the center of the stage floor. When I sat down 
I was afraid splinters from the hard-wood floor
would run my stockings. But I wanted you to see what you
could make me do.  I didn’t want you to think I was some
nobody. And I wanted to see the look on your face
when you opened the theater doors.
That night you said that everything
was perfect. But it was perfect
only when you sat down to join me.

Janet Kuypers

WHAT YOU COULD MAKE ME DO

I
I remember when you and Brad and Joe and I
decided to kill a bottle of champagne, Andre pink, two-for-five,
on a building top in the December cold.
I remember standing at the top of this building
with this bottle of cheap champagne in my hand
and not caring that it was cold, that I was breaking the law.
I was young, and free. And I had friends.
We stood in the shape of a triangle and made the person in the center 
drink. I said they had to spin while they drank, 
then belch when they were done.
Brad and Joe were more than willing; the belching was 
a contest for them.  And I became one of the boys for a night,
to become closer to you.
You didn’t want to belch, or spin, or really even drink.
I didn’t make you. But you did. And I’d like to think that in your heart
you did it because you wanted to follow me.
I’ve always wanted to tell you
that I wanted to follow you, too.

II
I got your watch engraved the day of my Christmas party.
I didn’t want to bother with wrapping the thing,
besides, I didn’t even have a box for it,
so I just wore it. You never knew it was there.
When you couldn’t take the suspense any longer,
I told you that I had it on me.
It must have been quite a sight to see you walking in circles
around me, trying to figure out what I was hiding from you.
But I wasn’t even hiding it. I was wearing it on my wrist, 
with my other watch, as plain as day.

continued

children
CHURCHES

& daddies

children
CHURCHES

& daddies



chil-
dren

the
p remiere issue

the  n ew  ma g a zin e  f rom  s ca rs  p u b lica tio ns  o ff e rs  r ea d e rs
in te rvi ew s,  co n c e r t r evi ew s  a n d  in fo rma tiv e  r eco r d

r evi ews  fo r  up  a n d  co m in g  b a n ds  f ro m 
in d e p en d en t  a s  w ell   a s  ma j o r  r eco r d  la b els.

The  in di e  r evi ew  a ls o  co n tain s  co n c e r t  listin g s,  giv eaw ays,

LPiMT6TP,RRNSO

i dam
damn
good
stuff.E top

review


