An Angel in a Winter Jacket
(For Lars Hundley)

Lars,

How did you hear the whispers of my heart?

Is my heart a perforated dangling pamphlet of prayers
Telling the world like a parrot, the tale of my pulsing plights

Lars,

Did you eavesdrop on the loud silence of my cries, and the supplications of my mother
I came to your land with swollen legs

But with you,

I have traversed this land like unflinching racers

I flew to this planet with a basket of worries

But you manured my farm before my planting season

Y our hands uncluttered my eyes, and now I see the stars through the foggy clouds.

Lars,

You are the seventh string of my guitar

The lost muscles regained on my darling bikes

In this land, you are a memory of my cutest smiles.

I am a dogged hunter with tattered clothes in the wild jungle of life
I roam the forest of a strange world without a map

I am myopic without an effulgent lamp

In mortals with fuzzy eyes I have seen

Bitter saliva they can not hide in the corridor of their mouths

They see my face as a sacred mistake of creation

I am from a lineage stained in many pages of the book

You spread your heart like a pristine slate to scribble my lines

To tell the tales and the sweet stories of my root

Eclipsed by profiteering merchants of lies

I do not know the genealogy of angels

I heard they adorn their bodies in ineffable overflowing, spotless garments
Riding in glory their golden horses through the firmament

And they don't like black.

You must be a modern angel
A self-effacing angel in Levi's jeans and winter jacket



You ditched the saintly chariots of horses for four-legged Elon's horse
Foraging for the weak hands of strangers to raise.

-By Gideon Ogunniran



