Chainsaw massacre on elm street, friday the 13th
I’ve a morbid fascination for the macabre, 

a jealous passion for inflicting pain - 

a sensual lust to watch warm blood 

come pulsing from a punctured vein.

I like screams of anguish, cries of fear - 

throbbing rush of in-drawn breath. 

I tingle as the victims sense 

the icy blade of sudden death. 

I revel in the squirming fear 

of never knowing which attacks 

will leave another victim bloodied;

butchered by the killer’s axe.

Who will writhe in yellow flames 

tonight across my tv screen? 

And who will vanish in the night, 

ripped apart by fearful things unseen? 

Those pretty faces, all innocence, 

caught sleeping in the vampire’s den, 

delightfully contorted in abject terror, 

sleep: and never wake again.

Twisted limbs, and battered torsos, 

broken necks, and legs aquiver -

so much gore stains the graveyard;

so much horror makes me shiver. 

Gunshot wounds pumping blood. 

Eyes glaze over: never close. 

I see the stare of icy death, 

and still my fascination grows.

Whose hands reached out? 

What vengeance intended? 

What dreadful thought pierced the mind

when the victim’s life in violence ended?

And are you there crouched in the night? 

And is it me you’ll kill tonight? 

And will I scream my passioned plea, 

and cry ‘Oh God! Oh God! Not me!’? 

Or will I smile bemusedly, 

Knowing, at last, you’ve come for me 

in the dead of night, your blood lust dry, 

your heart infected by a moonless sky, 

my heart ripped out for you to feed 

the cruel carnivorous wolfen’s greed?

But as a corpse, mutilated, 

I’ll gather all emotions hated, 

and I’ll be waiting here for you, 

and, like the mummy’s curse, you know I’ll do: 

eyes a-bulge and tongue deep blue, 

you know I’ll come in search of you!
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