









































































































































the rain has brought out the first hawkmoths of the summer. The insects
fall into several bird of paradise shrubs, swooping and blurring among the
blooms, sipping nectar but giving me the sugar high. It’s a flurry of
hummingbird wings and tongues. The moths are luminescent sprites of the
monsoons, resurrected from buried, over-wintering pupae as the seasonal
winds flush moisture into the desert, and now they dance in the half-light,
exuberant in their second chance at life, in their reprieve from a sentence
under ground.

Annie Dillard, my mentor of late, says insects “lack the grace to go
about as we do, softside-out to the wind and thorns.” Hard, chitinous
exoskeletons, jointed appendages, segmented body parts don’t generally
make for elegant and lithe creatures. Even Medieval knights couldn’t do
much more than deflect arrows. Yesterday I found a dead giant mesquite
bug on the exercise track. It lay on its elytra, four black- and red-banded
legs - two were missing - bent back on themselves and lifted skyward; its
knobbed antennae splayed like tiny divining rods. The thumb-sized true
bug still displayed its mouthparts, a muscular siphon through which it
recently sucked the sap of only one kind of tree, the mesquite. Even fussy
bugs can be ugly. “Nature will try anything once,” Dillard writes. “This is
what the sign of the insects says. No form is too gruesome, no behavior
too grotesque.” 1 find it hard to believe, watching them from the back
porch on this monsoon evening, that hawkmoths have the same ancient
pedigree as mesquite bugs.

Almanac: July 18, 1999, Sunday
H. 87°F, L. 70° F, overcast and humid

Eight a.m. Our recent precipitation and rise in humidity has been a
boon for the hallucinogenic plants. I walk past the Indian sweat lodge
where one jimsonweed has quadrupled in size to washtub proportions. It
has more than a hundred leaves and a dozen pearl-white blossoms, which
trumpet above the murky-green foliage. (At night, these flowers seem to
glow from some internal light, like Mexican luminarias, scenting the arca
with the delicate fragrance of petunia.) I’ve heard that some of the men
harvest the flowers, dry them, and then crumble them into their Bugler
tobacco for a more relaxing and satisfying smoke. A better life through
chemicals. Where the cops pulled up the jimsonweed last summer outside






























Joseph Williams
Joe Henry Blue Visits the Sweat Lodge

The drums start to talk.
[ know what is said.
The drums are happy.

The drums come into focus and sing to me.
I see myself in the drums and the fire,
In the heat, the rain, and the clouds.

I begin to live.
[ arrive in a place called somewhere.
[ arrive at the gate singing.

Time doesn’t need me.
Can’t think of who [ am.
Can’t think of who I was.

Joe Henry Blue is a new name.
I am the language.
[ know what is said.

Many people wonder what is wrong with me.
They are unaware that my name is wonderful,
That reality is my middle name,

That loneliness plays a major part,
That sadness has something to be...
To be...to be...
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Michael Hogan

Antiphony

for Becky Madrigal

Suburban Sunday morning.

Ludicrous burr of lawnmowers following

each other, red bugs on emerald felt

chattering noisily in banal repetition.

The smell of bacon, microwaved and degreasing
on Hefty papertowels and the t.v. tunnel

of MTV Sunday soporific in lieu of church

or the newspaper of forty full-page color ads

for all the things one never needed

but will probably buy anyway

as each chipmunk member of the middle class
prepares the week in careful imitation of the other,
affirming the singular value when all others have gone:
conform.

Domingo en la mafiana

Discordant church chimes, no two alike or in tune,
rising above basura bells and two-note agua calls
while high above in a eucalyptus

a zentzontle, bird of four hundred songs,

a symphony within himself

greets the neighbors knocked together

tipped headlong by luck or grace

to pace sedately through the public gardens

while soccer balls, sefioritas, and grandchildren
flow around them, or dance in the open air

where the market smells of mangos and roses
flow over each who knows:

man proposes, spirit disposes

like the quick pulse of a summer breeze,

and middle class values:

a child’s balloon floating over the trees.










































