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Peter Vullo Removes His Deathmask To Reveal Myself  
  
Your face like a prize fighter. 
Broken out of shape, but beautiful. 
Where is your front tooth in World War II? 
  
Who put those parenthesis 
around your mouth? 
  
Was it the Germans? 
Sore losers 
stomping about in their black boots, 
blinking through one blue eye. 
  
The boys and you         
come through 
in a tank. 
  
The medallion in your hat, 
third eye of the Allies. 
  
I'd hang your suit  
like curtains. 
Sunlight through buttonholes. 
  
From off the quiet skull  
on a beaten ship, 
may I have the Nazi helmet? 
  
How many packs would you say 
ruined your bones? 
Dad says Dad died bad. 
  
Jim is still 
fumbling in the dust 
for his fingers 
saying, "What grenade? What grenade?" 
  
Busy with sketches of Trenton Avenue, 
outlining letters to ol’Charlie Burchfield 
by his canvas. 
  



 
The Kite Doctor is in LaSalle Park 
flashing his teeth directly at God 
with feathers on a spool and string. 
  
There are portraits to be brought 
to the South. 
Tugboat to Jackson. 
Country Church to Birmingham. 
  
Where is Sarah,  
in the West Side? 
Waiting in bed with envelopes 
and a rosary. 
  
Sauce on the stove for no one. 
  
Mother of God. Mother of soldier. 
        Father of father. 
  
Beads turn in her hand, 
         worms under a rock. 
  
Jenny died        
on the day        
I was born. 
In one hour,      
the blood  
took her            
and gave  
me. 
  
Jenny peers through 
her ring of gold 
to see you. 
  
She buried her bouquet 
like bones 
in the yard. 
  



 
Our       
name 
on the stone. 
  
Peter Vullo 
I never knew. 
  
  
 
 
 
 



WHO REALLY NEEDS A MICROWAVE, ANYWAY? 
                        (for Ingrid) 
  
Dream of the beach 
and watercolors on canvas. 
Confetti on the carpet 
and crumbs in the bed. 
  
The Angola beauty  
in the gown of the butterfly  
on tour through the gallery. 
  
Happy birthday with twenty-six stars, 
gold and tape on the card. 
Happy birthday with a broken rosary, 
bracelet of skulls on the wrist. 
  
Off to New York. 
Off to Toronto, 
all wired and young 
well past midnight. 
  
Here's to Burchfield busy in death 
while autumn creeps closer 
with the sun on the rocks. 
  
Here's to coffee, then water, then more coffee, in the cups. 
Here's to the lovecats riding their bassline to heaven. 
Here's to the cake on the table 
and the voices that sing their way 
to another year. 
  
  
 
 
 
 



FATHER'S HORSES 
  
All the painfully beautiful 
children of the earthquake 
come out from under their rubble  
to drag their beauty 
across the ocean 
and reach the shore  
terribly bored 
and impeccably dressed. 
  
They chew on their straws 
and dream of Milan 
while the chandelier  
dangles 
like a gentleman 
above their heads, 
shining politely 
and putting on its best behavior  
for the guests. 
  
Little Lolita 
steps gently  
from her father's horses 
like the lovely feather of a ghost. 
She comes down  
from the North of Italy 
to tie knots into the napkins 
and hold the handles of her purse 
like some small dead animal 
between two fingers. 
  
She worries about her weight 
while standing in the doorway, 
pinching little inches of nothing from her belly.  
  
I will remember her, 
young Italy, the child, 
as she was 
then, 
in the lobby, 
after the ceremony. 



 



 


