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Brother Harold
By Michael Henson

My cousin the monk

sits in a garden chair

and stares out to the hills.

He watches the cars out on Monks Road
and the pilgrim who sets out for a hike to the Statues.
He watches the shadows stalk the hillside
and watches the sunlight

pick its way

among the dogwoods

leaf by leaf

twig by twig.

But he cannot tell you what he sees.

He has lost the words.

The lovely white walls,

the white crosses in the graveyard

the white petals that sometimes drift in the wind,
the green radiance that enfolds him at dusk
— they have all lost their names.

He cannot find the words

that would bring them to you.

This is a great sorrow,

for he once could tell you things

that could open your heart

like an orchid.

No matter —

We can talk.

We can talk.

But I think that

at the end of all talk

there is only one word.

And only One can speak it.
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