
Poetry Sketchbook 
Copyright 2018 by Alan Carl Nicoll 

All Rights Reserved 

I apologize to all early readers of this post.  I neglected to reread it after 
typing it, but have now corrected the many typos that I overlooked while 
typing.  I promise not to make that mistake again.  Technical issues with 
WordPress and health issues with the flu (very nasty) caused a delay in 
getting this file back on my blog.  Unfortunately, I haven’t solved all the 
technical issued, so, to read the actual post, you’ll need to see it in the PDF 
format. 

These poems and bits of “poetic” prose never had the distinction of being 
thought worth the typing.  All were written between 2007 and 2016, while 
I was in prison.  Now, since I have a blog which demands ever more 
words, I am rescuing these few items from eternal oblivion to thrust them 
under anonymous noses.  Some are quite crude, mere sketches, I’ve 
omitted the least interesting items, and I’m resisting the impulse to 
“improve” anything here, including capitalization, line breaks, etc.  Each 
has a title to mark the start of a new piece.  Whenever you see “ten years,” 
know that it’s a reference to my life in prison. 

This time, I have deleted some dates.  Comments welcome.   2/24/18. 

Word Play 

A sinuous stimulus—jiggle me, tickle me, trickle sweet syrup me, let me 
follow you home. 
Cuddle me, cudgel me, nuzzle me udderly, I’m tired of being alone. 
Silkenly spidery, sour and ciderish, life’s a bore and agog. 
Thunderclap, flabbily, I have no majesty, think I’ll take me a bath. 
Biddies full of bonbons, burping bourbon.  (baked beans) 
Cadenzas of catcalls—catnap catastrophe! 
There’s borscht in my booties and fat cats in the family tree. 
Hee-haw hellhole.  Aunties in her panties. 

Poggy fubble fonk. 
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Victims 

Tearful face; sickly smile; 
Blankly bewildered; 
Mockery of the strong; 
Embarrassment of the new; 
Agonized by the unspeakable— 
Will all one day have this one’s 
Dead eyes? 

“Speak, hands, for me!” 

My poems must express 
What I dare not put into words: 
all the hate and love and anger 
all the envy.  All the lust, 
Lust, yes—a huge rubber ball rolling 
downhill to which I’m stuck 
like old chewed gum—it 
bounces me into the sweet 
swamp in which I long to float a while. 

But, oh, the water in my nose 
is cold and hurtful.  The water 
in my lungs is poison. 

My lovely hands at work below 
evoke the sights and smells, the 
soft warm oh so smoothness 
in which I plant lips 
to suck oblivion, while angry steel 
enters my heart 
and drives out pity, honor, love. 
Thus must my hands do what I dare not, 
I would not do.  I do. 
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“The Imp of the Perverse” 

Like giant Gulliver stamping flat all innocence. 
All my soul is dirty with the beauty I would not 
thrust away if I could. 

If I could—what might have been—all 
has been impaled on the stiff pole that 
is not altar but God and Devil one. 

If we could remake world nearer heart’s desire, 
Edgar’s imp would be left darkling.  Alas, this 
dagger of the mind will ever slay each bleak dream 
of turning back to a golden age of innocence. 
1/22/11 

Pollyanna’s Glad Game 

Global warming—old cold bones can be glad. 
Peak oil will let romantics use candles again. 
Poor folk give the rich more chances to give. 
More death makes room for more babies. 
And everybody loves a baby. 
New diseases give job security to doctors. 
Fewer tigers won’t eat so many brown folk. 
And when the sun blows up, the good God 
can make another. 

War?  Another chance to play! 
1/22/11 

Some Guards, Some Inmates 

SOME GUARDS 

Some guards treat us with contempt 
Some guards are too friendly 
Some guards are all so businesslike 
And some are flaming assholes. 
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SOME INMATES 

Some inmates steal all they can 
Some inmates are plain crazy. 
Some inmates read and write and work 
And some will die in prison. 

Bombs 

America makes these little bombs 
And sells to one and all 
And they are planted in the ground 
Where Susie kicks a ball. 

America makes much bigger bombs 
And from the planes they fall 
And missiles flying who knows where 
The point?  I can’t recall. 

Trite 

A scatter of jewels on black velvet 
Is how the stars look tonight 
But the poet must say something different 
Lest his poems be damned as too trite. 

A Fable 

A little boy did a horrid thing.  He caught a tiny hunting spider, 
grizzled with a rust-red abdomen and gleaming black eyes, in a glass. 
Then he took it to a place he knew, stirred with a stick the 
nest of tiny black ants.  He dropped the spider in the ants and 
laughed as the spider jumped, was caught, and gnawed to pieces. 

The boy became a man who was poisoned by his wife.  She and 
her lover cut his body in pieces and scattered them in shallow pits. 
They were dug up by feral dogs and coyotes who gnawed and cracked his 
bones for the marrow. 
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Daddy Lift Me Up 

Daddy lift me up Daddy 
Daddy push me higher in the swing 
Daddy take me for a walk 
Carry me carry me Daddy 
Kiss me with a prickly face I don’t mind 
Daddy lift me higher higher 
Where did Daddy go?  Mama’s crying!  Where is Daddy? 
Where is Daddy? 

Old Shadows 

Old shadows slide up from the floor like a spill of black paint. 
Nervous shadows press in from the corners, puddle in odd places 
on my arms, shins, fingernails. 
Bloated shadows fill the crevices of my life, lurk behind the sofa 
Where dog-chewed stuffing cauliflowers out 
Lumpy shadows weave beyond the reach of the chandelier, the reaching 
fingers stained raw umber, chartreuse, vermilionette, even citrine. 
A shadow of bright blue blasts into my retinas like a blowtorch, 
Blasts my last hope, my last hope of a snug nestling into those arms 
of soft strength and peace.  It is the sky, I tell you, it is the sky. 
2/28/11 

Impossible 

I’m waiting for orange mushrooms to sprout from the ceiling of my cell. 
Or a starling to penetrate like a power drill into the earth. 
Or an ice cream river, a chocolate ice cream river, to rise and 
inundate the yard where only bad things happen. 
I’m waiting for the bag of microwave popcorn that has inside 
a live toad named Aristotle Figgis. 
A palm tree to lift its skirts and stalk away muttering, “Hmph. 
Will they never cease spitting on the concrete?” 
A helicopter to pause overhead, making not a sound, then leave 
behind a black hole in the sky. 
I wait for these things while never expecting them, as I wait for and 
no longer expect freedom. 
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[Untitled] 

I remember the wind and rain of childhood, 
The joys of running and digging in the dirt. 
Cold, wind and rain are bitter foes. 
Then I never guessed how a book might hold 
The greatest joy.  hell is other people. 
But so is heaven, and if the people around us 
Are redolent of sulfur, the right book presents us 
With an angel.  Books are the best people 
The deep contentment of holding your newborn 
Is beyond any bliss of youth. 
3/1/11 

[Untitled] 

One love clutched, lost; 
Eyeballs dragged over a million dusty pages. 
Two decent poems amid the dross 
Countless senseless laughs of squandered hours 
Seventy years of a life, then a universe 
Winks out. 

[Comment:  This piece (above) I did rework in 2011, but now I like the 
original better.] 

2016 

Old Seff scratches in the dirt 
Thinking vaguely of vegetables to grow 
Or just staring at the glittering soil 
Wishing someone would stop by and say hello. 

Life is sweeter and sourer 
After ten years on society’s scrap heap. 
Each little pleasure, long denied, 
Is precious:  a weekly cigar with Amaretto or scotch 
A movie unspoiled by hooting apes. 
Sleep without earplugs to block the world’s loudest moron. 
Masturbation without furtive fear. 
So he toils ahead on clubbed feet 
Wondering how long it takes to die of sourness. 
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[Untitled] 

My father’s kiss was sometimes rough when he’d neglect to shave, 
But no kiss eased the ache of loss when he went to his grave. 

[Untitled] 

You nestle in the palm of my mind, baby mine. 
Your toothless grin was worth ten years of grief. 
Every day you seemed the same until you startled me by walking. 
The sun rose glorious on the day of your last diaper. 
The terror of my life was the night you vomited in bed five times. 
A heavy flashlight smashed your big toe, and I never 
So hated my tongue when I laughed. 
Until my mocking made you cry. 
I guess by now you’ve forgotten all that, 
And me as well. 

I never liked to sing until I sang to you 
Nobody chases me around the sofa any more 
I rinsed a thousand dirty diapers and never minded once 
Even with the corn. 

[Untitled] 

Trudge and Twiddle misjudged the fiddle 
It was no place to make a piddle. 

[Untitled] 

Wham, Whap, and Wheeze 
Went sailing on a breeze 
A little bug snug in a rug 
Said, “Quiet, if you please!” 

Copyright 2018 by Alan Carl Nicoll 
All Rights Reserved

!7


