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I can’t think. It’s too hot. I fall asleep in the afternoon. When I wake up my 
mind is hazy and I can’t get my clarity back.

I promised I would think about angels, but it’s not easy in the summer. The 
nights are full of light, completely lacking the mystery of darkness. I’m aware 
that I’m on the surface of a planet. I live on an island fully covered in goose 
shit. 

Massive cruise ships pass by in the night. 
In the daytime I lurk in the caves and try to cool down. 

I have a dream where a soldier talks to me. He tells me his horse is demented. 
The dead of the island appear in these dreams. It used to be a fortress, a 
prison camp. I promised I would think about angels. People don’t become angels 
when they die. Angels are created, they belong to a different category of being. 

I see how these institutions fail us and I think of angels. Thinking of them is 
an escape. In this fantasy hierarchy is synonymous with justice and knowledge. 
A full knowledge of the world, including full knowledge of you, which even you 
don’t have. 

You, especially, have no idea who you are. 

God knows the exact number of hairs on your head, or whatever. 

The angel-bureaucrats that cannot lie. They deliver decisions swiftly and at the 
exact right moment, then they disappear for centuries. They are uncorrupted. 
They glow.

What is their reality? Is there anything inside? Do they bleed? 

The angels are immortal and impassible. Something is missing. The angels have 
been created for endless praise. They are tasks. They are expressions of God’s 
will. 

A wish is expressed, it becomes and angel, the wish is fulfilled and the angel 
ceases to exist. 

They hover. Their feet won’t touch the ground.
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It’s so hot. I can’t think. 

Non-hierarchy is about being in this shit. You cannot escape your heavy, sweaty 
body. You’re walking the cobblestone roads of the former prison camp fortress 
island. Your left heel hurts immediately when you wake up. The Spanish flu was 
here, killing the prisoners, and Corona is here now, in the form of tourism. 

The word is a virus. The religious text is a virus. I take the words into my 
heart. They change the formation of my body. My feet are in the dirt, my eyes 
are fixed on the opaque white night sky. 

The thought of God is so maximum and full and thick that it’s impossible to 
think it. It won’t fit in the mind. 

The angels inherited their wings from older gods with clearer outlines, winged 
deities like:
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Horus, 
			   Hermes, 
							       Nike, 
									         Ashur, 
					     Lamassu, 
	     	Peri,
	     			  Thanatos, 
	     							      Hypnos. 

Hypnos personifies sleep. A bronze head of Hypnos in the British Museum depicts 
him with wings growing from his temples. One wing is full, the other broken off. 

The angels are dethroned gods with deskjobs at the angelic ministries. 

Robbie Williams singing Angels, but the interpretation is lazy, like he’s out 
of practice, or overwhelmed by the vastness of his audience. He holds the mic, 
points it at them, tells them to sing it. It’s their song too. 

when i feel that art is dead
i’m loving angels instead 

angels as hybrids
hybrids as monsters
head of human 
body of animal
wings of bird

“The crisis consists precisely in the fact that the old is dying and the new 
cannot be born, in this interregnum a great variety of morbid symptoms appear.”
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