Robert Bloch, Psycho reading notes
Bloch, Robert. Psycho. Inner Sanctum Mysteries. New York: Simon and Schuster, 1959.
Screenplay by Joseph Stefano, A. Hitchcock and R. Bloch, Psycho: screenplay (S.I.: Alfred Hitchcock, 1959).  [ordered via ILL 24 Jan] 

“Norman Bates” are the opening words of the novel.
First intertextual allusion: he is reading Victor W. Von Hagen’s The Realm of the Incas about the “cachua, or victory dance” as a manifestation of human sacrifice, making a drum out of a victim’s flayed skin.

reference to ‘the Oedipus situation” made by Norman in dialogue with mother. As she dismantles him emotionally, she says “But I know that, too — what you dream. You’re thinking that you’d like to kill me, aren’t you, Norman? But you can’t. Because you haven’t the gumption.”

Not to worry that Bloch’s Norman is fat, bespectacled, 40-years old. Mary Crane thinks of him as “the poor old geezer”. 

In Chapter 5 Norman views details in his mother’s room: It is a “neat, old-fashioned room with its wallpaper pattern of rambler roses.” That’s all. On this first visit, he encounters the clothing she left wet after the killing of Mary Crane.


Chapter 7 opens with Sam Loomis listening to Respighi on the phonograph in the back room of his hardware store. 
——Later in the same chapter Arbogast’s smile is compared to Mona Lisa’s: “It wasn’t the kind of smile that would ever offer a competition to Mona Lisa, but it was a smile.”

Chapter 9 opens with the tale of Norman’s inability to look into a mirror.

An intertextual reference to Lady Macbeth and to the ghost of Hamlet’s father.

Later when Lila explores the house, she goes in the book first to Norman’s room then to Mrs. Bates’ room. A lengthy description follows. But it does not touch on the statuary or anything of that level of detail.

Chapter 5:
He could see the rumpled indentation where she had lain, see the covers flung back on the big fourposter; smell the faint, musty scent still in the room. The rocker rested in the corner, the ornaments stood on the dresser just as they were always arranged. Nothing had changed in Mother’s room; nothing ever changed. But Mother was gone.  Bloch, Robert (2010-05-25). Psycho: A Novel (Kindle Locations 618-620). Overlook. Kindle Edition.

from Chapter 12 Sheriff Chambers tells Sam Loomis what he knows about Mrs. Bates’ bedroom:
“There’s a bedroom up front on the second floor, all right, and it used to be his mother’s, when she was alive. That part’s straight enough. In fact, he even kept it the way it was. Says he has no other use for it, seeing as how he’s got the whole house to himself. Guess he’s kind of an odd one, that Bates, but who wouldn’t be, living alone like that all these years?” “Did you ask him  Bloch, Robert (2010-05-25). Psycho: A Novel (Kindle Locations 1749-1752). Overlook. Kindle Edition.


from Chapter 15, Lila enters Mrs. Bates’ bedroom: 
[bookmark: _GoBack]The rain clattered harshly on the roof and thunder boomed as she opened the dark, paneled door leading to the third room. For a moment she stood staring into the dimness, inhaling a musty, mingled odor of stale perfume and— what? She pressed the light switch at the side of the doorway, then gasped. This was the front bedroom, no doubt of it. And the Sheriff had said something about how Bates had kept it unchanged since his mother’s death. But Lila wasn’t quite prepared for the actuality. Lila wasn’t quite prepared to step bodily into another era. And yet she found herself there, back in the world as it had been long before she was born. For the décor of this room had been outmoded many years before Bates’s mother died. It was a room such as she thought had not existed for the past fifty years; a room that belonged in a world of gilt ormolu clocks, Dresden figurines, sachet-scented pincushions, turkey-red carpet, tasseled draperies, frescoed vanity tops and four-poster beds; a room of rockers, china cats, of hand-embroidered bedspreads and overstuffed chairs covered with antimacassars. And it was still alive. That was what gave Lila the feeling of dislocation in space and time. Downstairs were remnants of the past ravaged by decay, and upstairs all was shabbiness and neglect. But this room was composed, consistent, coherent; a vital, functioning entity complete unto itself. It was spotlessly clean, immaculately free of dust and perfectly ordered. And yet, aside from the musty odor, there was no feeling of being in a showplace or a museum. The room did seem alive, as does any room that is lived in for a long time. Furnished more than fifty years ago, untenanted and untouched since the death of its occupant twenty years ago, it was still the room of a living person. A room where, just yesterday, a woman had sat and peered out of the window—— There are no ghosts, Lila told herself, then frowned again at the realization that it had been necessary to make the denial. And yet, here in this room, she could feel a living presence. She turned to the closet. Coats and dresses still hung in a neat row, though some of the garments were sagging and wrinkled through long lack of pressing. Here were the short skirts of a quarter of a century ago; up on the shelf the ornate hats, the head-scarves, several shawls such as an older woman might wear in a rural community. At the rear of the closet was a deep, empty recess which might have been meant for the storage of luggage. And nothing more. Lila started over to examine the dresser and vanity, then halted beside the bed. The hand-embroidered bedspread was very lovely; she put out a hand to feel the texture, then drew it back hastily. The bedspread was tucked in tightly at the bottom and hung perfectly over the sides. But the top was out of line. It had been tucked in, yes, but quickly, carelessly, so that an inch of the double pillow showed; the way a spread is tucked in when a bed has been made in a hurry—— She ripped the spread down, pulled back the covers. The sheets were a smudgy gray and covered with little brown flecks. But the bed itself, and the pillow above it, bore the faint yet unmistakable indentation made by a recent occupant. She could almost trace the outline of the body by the way the undersheet sagged, and there was a deep depression in the center of the pillow where the brown flecks were thickest. There are no ghosts, Lila told herself again. This room has been used. Bates didn’t sleep here— his own bed offered sufficient evidence of that. But somebody had been sleeping, somebody had been staring out of the window. And if it had been Mary, where was she now? She could ransack the rest of the room, go through the drawers, search downstairs. But that wasn’t important at the moment. There was something else she had to do first, if she could only remember. Where was Mary, now?  Bloch, Robert (2010-05-25). Psycho: A Novel (Kindle Locations 2125-2144). Overlook. Kindle Edition. The  Bloch, Robert (2010-05-25). Psycho: A Novel (Kindle Locations 2112-2125). Overlook. Kindle Edition.

et B oot s

o Py e S e e Yok S nd s, 950
Sty by e S, . ks B k. ey (51
A et 4 o)

Norman Bt ar hcping worsf et »
ooy e o e s i b ot
ettty

e Ot ey e b e i b
it bt i o Bt o o v o b

e o e 0 oy e

R lpaper e f lr - TV SO s 5.ehcouars e
e e e e gty e

e oo S s g s e bk
e o e i A’ e s o Mo ' b
il it wo e ot compeion s Mo L ke

e pes i e f o' iy ok i e,

J e ————

Lt e s h o b e e ok st 0 ormars o e
i s . ey o lows Bt et e S o
e iy

s
oot el h e sy s sl e, Th o e e
s oo he et e s e R
i s oo Sy Qg S ot W o R
NS0 P A v (R oo 61 620 O K Edion.

o ot 125 hamrs S o ht bk s Mo e



