Remembering Father Louis

By Jeffrey Johnson

Two crewcut monks,

one over eighty in slippers,

the other past sixty with Nikes,
look like old coaches

except for their hickory-boned
knot-knuckled hands.

In a deep-mine voice

unpolished to the unction

of broadcast news

the older one says, Imagine a hand.
One can imagine it,

carved and loose strung.

Now, if you can,

in the hand see a diamond.
This poor working man

knows the carat and cut of light
held in amazement.

Father Louis was our diamond.
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