
He still believed what he was seeing had a rational explanation. 
 
 Under hypnosis, Barney Hill begins to remember what happened in the White Mountains 
 
 
A military helicopter having some fun with them.  
 
Jet aircraft flying a low-level mission.  
 
A falling star falling up. 
 
Just an airliner on its way to Montreal. 
 

What could possibly happen 
at midnight on a deserted  
road in September, the sugar  
maples ready to turn, 
to light up—the woods  
so delicate like a corsage.  
 
Betty’s dreams two weeks 
later, six straight nights.  
Seems like an accident  
on the side of the road.  
Barney slows down each time.  
 
Always three of them, thick- 
chested, slender-hipped 
approaching Barney’s door.  
 
They take him from the car.  
Five coming to Betty’s side.  
 
She tries to open her door.  
They do it for her. 

 
The round object shifted position from right to left in front of the car, hovered again in mid-air.  
 
It wasn’t a satellite. It saw them and changed course and flung itself around the mountain—an 
impossible curve—to investigate them.  
 
Keep coming closer, the voice said. Keep the binoculars to your eyes and you won’t be harmed. 
 
Fifty miles south of the Colebrook restaurant where customers in booths at the window watch them 
get out of the car. White people groping with their eyes—what’s she doing with a Negro? 
 
A row of curved windows uptilted like a raised eyebrow. Cold blue-white fluorescent glow, red light 
on either side.  



 
It was no longer spinning. 
 

I think the whole  
experience was so  
improbable and  
fantastic to the witness— 
along with the very  
real fear of being  
captured added  
to imagined fears— 
that his mind  
refused to believe  
what his eyes  
were perceiving  
and a mental  
block resulted. 

 
Daniel Webster Highway, an almost uninhabitable region. 
 
Through the window, 11 figures, human form, pulling levers. The cold precision of German 
officers. Leader in glossy leather, a scarf draped over his left shoulder. 
 

Code-like beeping, back 
of the car—they could feel it  
vibrate every beep when  
they drove away. 
 
Delsey under the front seat  
the whole time, sitting still, 
tight as a ball. The dog shook 
in her sleep, kicked her legs 
as if running, even weeks after 
they got home. (And the strange 
fungus, was it a mistake 
not to bathe her right away?) 
 
The ease with which this craft  
seemed to move and stop,  
and the absolute lack of any  
sound at this close range. 

 
The pressure of their arms. Small men holding him, suspended. Dragging him, scraping the tops of 
his shoes.  
 
This is something that really serves no purpose. Great harm can come if you don’t forget. 
 
  



 
Then she thought if they’re so smart, let them find Barney’s grave without her help. 
 
 Betty Hill 
 
 
A week after the funeral, driving along Rt. 125. 
Two red lights floating each side of a telephone pole.  
They cut across the highway as Betty got closer,  
stopped in front of her. She pulled over.  
A double row of windows, shadows in dim light. 
 
The disc hovering, the silence almost belligerent. 
It was like what captured them eight years ago: 
she looked for the Nazi, his black scarf, the Examiner. 
What moved in the windows were silhouettes. 
One of the shadows limped, like it had a broken  
 
ankle, but that’s also how the beings breathed (gimpy). 
She remembered blue-sky light radiating from the walls  
and a map unrolled from a slot—three-dimensional  
holes pocked all over the universe. Some map lines  
for their trade routes, some for expeditions.  
 
It was her story now. She opened both car doors— 
they could see no one was with her. Do you want  
to know where Barney is, she thought. Barney died.  
He’s no longer alive. It hovered. She was crying  
now and slammed the passenger door shut.  
 
Everything was moving so fast she couldn’t  
even see it blur. Everything ordinary, that is.  
She felt like she did eight years ago. The ship 
tilted like a plate balanced atop a juggler’s stick: 
how does it stay perched, you think, and it’s not 
 
supposed to look so graceful. She pointed 
to the cemetery two miles away and thought 
about how they could find him by the flowers 
on his plot. It rocked back and forth three times 
then crossed the highway toward the graveyard. 
 
  



 

Our Village Statistician 
 
 
Is Jesus the longbow and clampdown,  
sepulcher in a cradle of thistles?   
God’s own inoffensive evocations  
move through our mandibles and make 
rosary of small mitts in the thaw. This is  
not to say utopias cannot have philosophical  
value. Their value is political, and every politics 
is implicitly a philosophy disconnected  
and crudely sketched. Quiet—the go-getter 
is still speaking! Our village statistician,  
a yak in the rectory, crouches in a marmalade 
topcoat. Dance the general metrics,  
small escapologists: we breathe upon  
mandolins from godly human bellies. 
 
 
  



  

Last Day as Chair, After Emptying My Inbox the Night Before 
 
 
1. 
 
Surrounded by banker’s boxes 
of my books bound for the new 
office, I wrote 12 thank-you  
cards for scholarship donors,  
some overdue for gifts  
the Creative Writing Department 
received back in March. 
As usual, I had to type  
my words on the computer  
first, as a draft, before writing  
in the cards themselves, 
fearing I might unintentionally  
say something idiotic or  
ungrateful, or cold, 
if I didn’t practice first. 
 
2.  
 
Departing gifts for my staff,  
bottles of olive oil from  
a Palestinian cooperative.  
Devon: “Thanks to you  
and Joe, it wasn’t a drag 
to work around here.” 
 
3. 
 
David and I planned a celebratory  
dinner at Jin, the North Side 
restaurant where we meet every  
month to discuss each other’s  
poems. As I drove from  
the Essex Hotel parking garage 
for the last time as Chair, 
a “Transmission Error” warning 
appeared on my dashboard, 
an orange exclamation mark  
inside a triangle. It stayed  
with us the eight-mile ride 
up Lake Shore Drive and 
disappeared once I parked 
in front of the restaurant. 



 
4.  
 
The first time in two years 
no one on earth expects me 
to check my email.  
 
5. 
 
Our dinner conversation  
drifted to Po-biz, as it often does,  
the tiny-hearted world  
of poetry awards and literary  
resume-building, and to possible 
antidotes. My Zen teachers 
suggest “sympathetic joy”:  
I pretend I’m a guitar string  
picking up the harmonic  
resonance of the plucked  
string next to me and  
I vibrate at a frequency  
as close to the original  
sound—as close to the other  
person’s feeling of joy— 
as I can possibly bear.  
It’s tough to cultivate  
this practice, we agreed,  
especially in places like  
New York and Facebook. 
 
6. 
 
After dinner, I walked 
a few blocks from my 
apartment to the lake.  
Pink champagne sky, 
the steady in-breath/ 
out-breath of the waves. 
 
7.  
 
Insomnia, middle of the night, 
but thankfully the usual anxiety  
over my own mortality and not 
about the department budget, 
or whether our three literary 
magazines would be cut, 
or if we’d lose our faculty 



travel budget, or if teaching 
loads would be increased 
(which eventually occurred 
in my second year), or whether 
we’d merge with another 
department (this happened 
the second year, too), 
or whether I’d be asked 
to fire someone to save money. 
I could terminate an employee 
for egregious failure to do  
their job, but I would not, 
in administrative parlance, execute  
an “RIF” (reduction in force),  
just because the college decided 
the budget line for that person  
wasn’t generating enough “ROI” 
(return on investment). 
This was a line I’d drawn 
after the first budget cut. 
 
Best insomnia I’ve had 
the last two years. 
  



Episodes 673-675: Richard Nixon begins his first term as president 
 
  from Book 3, The Complete Dark Shadows (of My Childhood) 
 
 
Richard Nixon begins his first term  
as president dodging a hail of rocks,  
smoke bombs, and tomatoes thrown  
at his motorcade—not that anyone’s  
paying attention in haunted Collinsport,  
where Mrs. Stoddard just escaped 
the grave and a full moon illuminates  
the furry body of Little Orphan Amy’s  
brother, Chris Jennings, slumped and  
growling over a boulder while a mute  
nineteenth-century ghost, stiff in her  
white silk, lace-collared, Turn of the Screw  
gown, weeps over the barely conscious  
werewolf.  
  “There is one possible  
explanation, a man turned into an animal,”  
Barnabas says, an appropriate epitaph  
for 2017, Trump’s first year in office  
now just 13 days from its finish,  
still plenty of time for him to hasten  
the end of the American experiment,  
the White House announcing today 
it barred Centers for Disease Control  
scientists from using the words evidence- 
based, science-based, vulnerable, diversity,  
fetus, entitlement, and transgender,  
calling to mind Kim Jong-un’s  
proclamation last year banning sarcasm  
in North Korea: I now live in a country  
that forbids its scientists from saying 
“evidence-based” to describe  
knowledge they acquire from studying  
evidence, an intractable nation,  
Whitman’s “fabled damned” 
suddenly on a bizarre mission  
to become a petty dada kleptocracy, 
our paranoid Dear Leader wolfing  
down McDonald’s cheeseburgers in bed  
every night, certain the fast-food chain’s  
burgers are his only protection against  
being poisoned—we’ve been kidnapped  
by a time machine and dropped  
into Ceausescu’s Romania, where  



the dictator nicknamed “Draculescu”  
reclines within the padded walls  
and gilded draperies of the private  
cinema in his Spring Palace basement  
watching Kojak reruns in his bathrobe  
while his country trades strawberries  
for fighter planes. 
  Paying attention  
is an act of survival, until it creeps  
over the line into obsession and  
I catch myself constantly left-swiping  
my phone every hour for the latest  
updates from Draculescu’s crypt:  
reading Twitter’s “Trending News” 
ticker is like drinking from Sheriff  
Patterson’s unwashed water cooler— 
it’s convenient and seems effortless  
until you realize (too late) you’ve  
forced the body to overheat  
digesting the filth you just swallowed  
(tonight, the Sheriff’s final Dark Shadows  
appearance, and Vince O’Brien,  
the fourth actor to play Patterson  
since the character’s debut 621 episodes  
ago, marks the occasion by offering  
a glass of dirty water to console  
a werewolf victim’s grieving friend)— 
and though I agree with Auden,  
“There is no such thing as the State,”  
I’m compelled to study each new tweet  
from the crypt, like today’s penis-fight  
Armageddon proxy— 

“North Korean leader Kim Jong Un  
just stated that the ‘Nuclear Button  
is on his desk at all times,’” Trump wrote,  
adding, “Will someone from his  
depleted and food-starved regime  
please inform him that I too have  
a Nuclear Button, but it is a much  
bigger & more powerful one  
than his, and my Button works!” 

—for signs we’ll have to flee the country:  
my father fought Nazis, which made  
history real for me at a very young age, 
and one of my earliest memories 
(predating even my Dark Shadows  
nightmares) is a vision I experienced  
while he changed my diaper one night,  



of black-clad, swastika’d soldiers  
goose-stepping down our street,  
a ghostly dream-like scene that,  
to this day, feels like a memory of a real  
Nazi memory, a past-life regression 
that insinuated its way into the present 
—reminding me of Philip K. Dick’s  
famous 1974 vision, while recovering 
from dental surgery, of ancient Rome  
superimposed on his quiet  
Berkeley neighborhood,  
a phantasm that transformed his  
conception of reality (“I hadn’t gone  
back in time,” he wrote to a friend  
later that year, “but in a sense Rome  
had come forward, by insidious and sly  
degrees, under new names, hidden by  
the flak talk and phony obscurations,  
at last into our world again”). 
   My father explained 
many times over the years that the war 
was the singular defining experience  
of his life, which made total sense to me,  
as a child, because Hitler chose to invade  
Poland on my father’s 18th birthday,  
and I listened closely to his stories, 
the least I could do to show respect for  
what he (excitedly) endured in wartime  
England and France, where he earned  
the nickname “Frenchy” for the bits 
of language he picked up as a soldier 
—and the great fear his war instilled  
was that somehow I’d make the same  
mistake as those who stayed  
too long in Europe between the wars,  
ordinary people who trusted the civil  
mechanisms of the State so much  
they were content to wait until the next  
election, when, surely, the Nazis  
would be voted out of power.  
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