Newer Poens (uncol |l ect ed)

Nunmbed

Any sensation | could want

lies at ny fingertips. | slide tapes
into the machine; lose nyself in the flutter
of waves. In one film a woman

strips, crosses to a chair, hangs herself.

In another, a man's hand runs a razor

down and up the strop, then

pries open the lid of soneone's eye.

The razor slides across it, bisecting the pupil.
| rewind and watch this again.

| will only | ook away for sonething better,
and when the high voices of children rise
like chimes in the street, | wal k outside.

A boy lies there, begging the air for help.
Three bullies kick rhythms on his chest.

After dinner, | hold ny fingers over

the bl ue bl ossom of gas. They hover there,
unnovi ng, each a noth to |ight.

Soon, everything nunbs. The pain

spirals away. It is not what matters.

The Rabbit Butcher

My father kept a wooden hammer

besi de the bins of oats and alfalfa pellets
out there behind the chickenw re hutches.
He'd snare the rabbits' scrabbling hind feet,
dangl e t hem upended, relishing, pausing,

at last shattering their skulls. Once.

Twi ce. Sonetines, mstakenly, | thought

| heard them scream O course they weren't
dead, not yet--he had coil ed rope

over the woodshed doorway, and here

he strung them drooling bl ood,

agai n upsi dedown, the eyes paling,

the brain matter oozing fromthe black



triton notionl essness of the nose.

He flayed themw th his knife,

one bucket clunped with their coats,

anot her puddled with trenbling azure guts,
athird with the delicate nuscle

nmy not her woul d serve Sunday di nner.

Do not think these details

serve to revere or condone

the butcher: it's not only the good,

the kind, the cherished, that warrant
description, not only saintly and sweet
W nning the eye, the lingering

ear, with their particul ars.

My sister and | were little children.

Each spring, we naned these rabbits.

| f asked, | could further describe

t he hammer, the woodshed,

the rabbits thensel ves--

t he breeder, brindle-gray, kept for years;
or the New Zeal and white, its rapt al bino eye
a garnet nuggeted in snow -

but perhaps the real chall enge here

is ny father's silence: the antisound
eating those years, fire which very nearly
anni hilated us. Reticence,

| could call it. Mffledness, naybe;
aphony; a qui et negl ect

O, too, his dead silence--

his rabbit's silence--

whi ch now, even all these years,
still are only words,
all the detail and description | can give.

Hundr eds of Murders

It happened the sumer | fell in |ove

wth terror. One year shy of ny first job,
my bedroom and haircut a ness, ny face
attenpting a first nustache. Evenings

| spent centered between A/ C and VCR

ice crescents nelting a slow waltz

in my water glass. Shadowy figure |eaps
fromwhite curtain, bludgeoning victim
wth poker. Victinmls head sl ans

agai nst fireplace mantel, then desk



(breaking front teeth). Figure plunges machete
into victims neck ("Deep Red").

My favorite director was Dari o Argento,

the Italian horror maestro whose fil ns

sat in bent-cornered Bl ockbuster boxes,
their fluorescent RATED R stickers
beckoni ng, begging nme to rent.

"Heavy on style, |ow on substance,"

said the critics who bothered revi ew ng.
Victimfalls into roonful of barbed wre.
Struggling and extensively cut, victim
attenpts to | eave but has throat slit

by killer's razor ("Suspiria”). M nother
rearranged furniture one 100 degree weekend,
tel evi si on pushed beside the bay w ndow
that faced the street. VWhile |I watched novies
|"d see himwatering his perennials,

openi ng his zebra-striped mail box,

staring gimet-eyed toward our house.

Killer stabs victim s boyfriend,

knife entering bottom of jaw and | eavi ng

t hrough scream ng nouth. Victim

is forced to watch, thanks to device

killer has constructed: row of needl es,
taped against victims eyes. |If she closes
her eyes, needles will rip eyelids apart
("Opera"). And yes, | kept returning.

| counted the three hundred forty-three
steps to his house. Sonetines nore,

often less. He gave ne twenty dollars

each time. | said no, | didn't want him

to fuck ne, but he gave ne twenty dollars.
Killer bludgeons man with ceram c vase,
slamming it into his face again and again
until man spits blood on canera |ens.

Killer then twists wire around man's neck,
cutting through skin. Finally he suffocates
("Four Flies on Gey Velvet"). M bedroom
snot hered ne--all beds

were the sanme now-and nights | dozed

on the sofa, still stoned fromhis drugs,
TV ny gl uey conpany. | stashed ny noney
and waited. Once ny not her questioned

a bruise. | didn't answer. Gnarled hands

pull victims head back onto w ndowsill.
Hands hammer head agai nst exposed nail s.

One hand keeps head pinioned, while another

j anms broken edge of w ndow gl ass down,
chopping victims neck to create "guillotine"
effect ("Inferno"). He preferred ne

on all fours. He supported his weight



on one inperial knee behind ne, bedroom
floor, beside the fireplace. "Take it

deep."” He'd polished his pokers

and ci nder shovels, and when pain

crinkled like foil behind ny eyes

| shut them i nmagining those weapons

slanmi ng into his skull, again,

again, rupturing his flesh, his blood freckling
the oak |l ogs, bits of brain

coated with ash. Wen victim peeks

t hrough keyhol e, nurderer positions gun barrel
and blasts a bullet through her eye,

out the back of her head ("Opera").

Back hone, | ained the renote
and replayed ny favorite deaths. Red
and blue fireflied through roons. | |ocked

doors; curtained wi ndows. Wen | shit

| shut the bathroom door, bl ocking out

the novie's light. 1In the dark I couldn't see
the toilet, stippled and stained

with ny blood. Victimscreans as knife

t orpedoes chest. Rope is |assoed

around victims body, which will later

serve as noose to break victinms neck

when body crashes stai ned-glass ceiling.

But prior to that, killer stabs victims chest
agai n and agai n, exposing the final beats

of victims heart ("Suspiria").

The Death of Anthony Perkins

White porcelain, silver chrome. For the third tinme that
day, | lingered under needl es of scalding water. M nother
pounded on the bathroomdoor. | was ten years old, on
sumer vacation at the Cncinnati Mtel 6. | |athered up
wth suds fromthe tiny soap wapped |ike fragrant white
chocol ate bars. Then | masturbated. |In fantasies, ny

adol escent formwas replaced by Janet Leigh's from Psycho.
Nor man Bates entered. The cloudy curtain ripped back. He
dropped his knife and swept ne into his chilly arns.

Horrified audi ences squirmthrough the now fanous shower
scene: Bernard Herrmann's screechy violin; the crescendo of
knife as it penetrates nuscle. The cinematic nurder |lasts a
total of forty-five seconds, but "seens |like an eternity,"”
according to the lady in the aisle seat.



Purportedly informed of his hospital blood test by a secret
source, the National Enquirer reported Anthony Perkins was
H'V positive. 1In a cover photo, he stands with his w fe,
hi s arm huggi ng her shoul der, veins visible on his wists.

Di nner Wth Nor man
(poem | wote, age 21)

Ring, ring. You sandw ch the phone between ear and

shoul der. He whispers invitation, his voice surfacing from
a connection that crackles like the curlicues of bacon you
cover to hear himbetter. H's words soothe like a nother's
touch. You shower now to avoid it later. G eenbacks into
socks and an underwear change: anticipating accident on
that desert road. Across town, you plunk down a few
twenties; cruise off top-down in a '50s sedan. The drive

| asts two days. Heat and gritty wind. Shoddy notels

| acki ng the qui et and persnickety spic-and-span of the
Bates. Later, saguaros and yuccas pose |ike sinister
statues in the sand's bland gallery. Your chug-chugging
arrival seens filmc and deliberate: the VACANCY sign
Ssizzles its neon wire in perfect synch with ravens that flap
across the sunset. A coyote bawls. You sidestep Suites One
t hrough Ten and nmake a beeline for the house. Nornls nmom
relaxes in her upstairs w ndow, silhouette not-rocking in
the rocking chair. Front porch: creaky and freshly swept.
Front door: creaky and unl ocked. Stuffed swall ows,

budgi es, and a great snow owl follow your every nove.

I ndustrious N s preserved their shapes with chem cals and
sawdust. Snells |ike these creep toward your nose, conbi ned
with those cheese sandwi ches he nodestly hinted he'd serve.
Your heart pitter-patters. Sonmewhere upstairs, a floorboard
snaps |i ke a backbone. You touch the antique banister;
begi n the ascent.

Martin Bal sam who starred as Detective Arbogast: "Tony was
ideal to work with. He was punctual, kind, a real
professional. At that tine, the role of Norman woul d have

been risky for his career--Tony was a teen idol of sorts,
and there he was playing a transvestite nurderer. But the
risk paid off, and the novie made him fanous."

Coi nci dences. (1) For three years, ny nother and | |ived
in a mansion-si zed house on a hill. (2) N ghts, she sat
crocheting in her high-backed rocker. (3) W both adored
t oast ed cheddar sandwi ches. (4) As a kid, | attenpted



taxidernmy, gutting a dead bird and stuffing it wth pebbl es.
(5 | dressed as Mom one Hal | oween.

My attractions always center on dark attributes: hair,
eyes, and bushy brows that connect above the nose. M
"type"'s hard to find on the street, subway, or office, so |
| ook to the silver screen. Anthony Perkins possessed al
these qualities. Even when the gray began snowi ng his
tenples, | found himsexy.

.destroys the victinms healthy cells.
. cannot escape fromthe attacker. .
.the killer is difficult to detect.
--lines froma hospital brochure

Psycho |1, made two decades after the original, paled in
conparison. The year was 1983, and I'd just joined "Skin
Sl aughter,” ny first punk band. The |ead singer and I

| ounged in the front row, drugs simrering in our arteries
and veins, our dyed haircut spikes silhouetted on the
screen. In the only scene | renmenber, Vera MI|es snooped
t hrough the Bates basenent, only to nmeet her doomfrom a
kni fe that bull seyed her scream ng nout h.

The final shot of Psycho. Insect |ands on Norman's hand.
"Mot her"'s voice cackles, "I wouldn't even harma fly."
Hi t chcock superinposes a grinning skull over Norman's face.

Pneunocystis carnii killed a friend of a friend, only one
day after A P.'s death. "AIDS related illness," said page
37 of the paper. 1'd just read the same words thirty-four
pages back. In the Perkins article, a photo showed Norman
Bat es di scovering Marion Crane's body. Wen we left the
funeral hone, the clouds resenbled taxidermed birds. |
asked Kevin if his place had vacancy. W crawled into bed
and held hands. | slid ny bootl egged copy of Psycho into
the VCR | wondered how many tines his friend had seen it.
At |ast count, ny total was fifty-seven.

The Death of Vincent Price

O course the dark nust fall.



The butcherknife m ssing fromthe rack,
bl ack nudtracks, fresh, on the stairs.

Noi ses fromthe wall no | onger explained as mce;
the stormunfurling whips of |ight;
t hunderpeals stifling a voice fromthe hall.

Toni ght there's no escape from Vi ncent,
ha ha ha, each filmstrung in tribute,
unsplintered bl oodsoaked totem

Al ways the nurderers we | oved,
my sister and |, swooning
in their dazzling nesnerist's eyes.

In the next room our parents fought: Wsh
you were dead. Elbows to floor, faces bal anced
on hands, we watched himferry us away.

As Dr. Phibes, Vincent bolted his victim
in bed, his wists cranking a mammoth vi se:
squeezed dead. Bloodlettings. Poisonings.

Locusts gnawed at flesh; saws divided nen
intriplicate; swords catapulted through roons
to bullseye victins' hearts. W appl auded

and anticipated next Friday's fright:
Diary of a Madman, Theatre of Bl ood,
Scream and Scream Agai n.

Tonight | amhere. M sister there.
| sleep on ny side, beat and bl oodbeat
hamrering ny ear to the pill ow.

And turning | hear, this room another heart:
not nother's half-folded with disease,
not father's overfuddl ed by drink.

Pl ease Vincent, we'd say. Cone rescue us.
Fromthe closet, a rustle of hangers.
The phone lines slashed like little wists.
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