My name is Jonah. I am an angel. An Angel of death. Today I would like to tell you another story of my life. What means I tell you another story of somebody’s death. This story is about Alex. Let me show you how we met and what happened. 

Imagine, it is Sunday, a lovely day in summer. A group of young people just finished their party. They had an afternoon full of joy, happyness and a large barbecue. One of these young guys was Alex. He left his friend’s place and walked back home. Singing, dancing on the sidewalk, thinking about the afternoon and the great time he had. 

He crossed the last street, could see his house when we met. 

“Hi”, he said to me. Smiled. 

“Hello Alex”, I answer. 

“You know my name? Do we know each other?” He stops and looks at me. Trying to find out, where we might have met before. 

“We’ve met a long time ago.” That is not a lie. I know him his entire life. I met him once when he was a baby, too young to understand anything about life, death and angels. I was only a person standing next to his bed like so many people did when he was only a few days old. 

“I’m sorry, I can’t remember you. What’s your name again?”

“Jonah.”

“No, no bell’s ringing.” He goes on looking at me. “Where did we meet?”

“At your parent’s house.”

“Oh, you must be one of my sister’s friends. I’m sorry, I can’t remember all the guys, the girls bring home. Have you been out with one of them?”

“No.” I smile. I don’t have dates.

“So you are a friend of them.”

“No, they don’t know me.”

“Why have you visit them?” He loses his smile and starts to get suspicious. 

“I’ve never said I’ve visited them. I visited you. You were a baby.”

“That’s why I can’t remember.” He laughts. “We both must have been kids, you can’t be much older than me.” I’m always around the age my people are. Only if I’m with a child I’m not the same age. 

“What are you doing here, Jonah? Are you living here? If you want, you can come with me, I live right there. Could offer you a beer.” He takes a look at the street. A truck is standing right in the middle of the street. 

“What is this truck doing there? It will cause a traffic jam. What’s the driver doing out of his truck?” He tries to see something. I take his hand without that he can feel it because in the same moment he sees why the truck stopped. He can see himself on the street. The moment he wanted to pass the street the truck hit him. 

“Oh my God.” He collapses in my arms. I hold him, rock him, let him cry. 

“I’m dead. I’m dead. I am…why can you see me? Why can we talk? How…I crossed the road, I couldn’t feel anything and suddenly you were there…”

“I came as soon as you died. I’m an angel of death. I am your angel of death. I’m here to be with you.”

“What can you do? I’m dead. Arent you supposed to safe me?”

“I’m not a guardian angel, Alex.” We sit down. Helpless he goes with his hands through his hair. 

“Jonah, why me? I mean, what have I’ve done wrong?”

“Nothing, Alex.”

“I have…had so many dreams.”

“I know.” 

“It was such a great day. We had these barbecue…have you been there?”

“No.” But I know all about it. “Tell me about it.”

“Oh, it was gorgeous. The salats were a dream, the steaks were all perfect, the beer was cold and we had so much fun. Lilly was dancing, she’s so talented, Rob is amazing on the guitar, Amy was told so many funny stories about her jobs, she’s a journalist and Vicky, well she was gorgeous. How she sings, I could listen to her for ages…” He stops, becomes red when he looks at me and my impressions. I simply smile. 

“I guess, you know all about Vicky?”

“I don’t know all about Vicky, I know all about you. What means, I know something about Vicky.”

“You know that I…?”

“Yes.”

“Oh…I’ve never told anybody about that. I’ve never thought I would fall in…well, it doesn’t matter anymore. I’m dead. Maybe it’s better.”

“You mean being dead is better?”

“Maybe.”

“Tell me why you think being dead is better? Better than what?”

“Better than letting my parents know I am…was…interested in the wrong girl. That would have destroyed all the dreams and plans they had for me.”

“You think, they can cope better with a death son than with a son who happens to love a girl from a rich family?”

“A snob family, the wrong family. Some parents can. Being with the wrong girl can destroy your life. Her family might have been angry, they’ve a lot of power. What if, if they would have made, that my dad loses his job? That would have killed him. I would have ruinied their life. They would have never wanted me to love her.”

“These are not parents, these people are only care taker of a child. Real parents love their child no matter whom he or she loves. You have real parents. Believe me they love you. They will always love you and there would have been nothing that would have changed that.” I put my hand on his shoulder. His feelings for Vicky and what his parents might think about that were a big problem for him the last months. He was afraid to disappoint his parents by just being himself and happy. It is my job to show him, they weren’t and won’t be disappointed by him. It is important to give him his piece. 

“You think?”

“I know.” I smile. 

“Good.” He smiles shortly and then his face turns sad again. “I’m thinking what if, if I would have told Vicky today what I feel. Felt? No actually I have still the same feelings. Will I lose my feelings now that I’m dead?”

“You will never lose to love. It’s your body that’s dead not your soul.”

“I wish I could tell her. I wish I would have told her what she means to me. But I was so scared. Would she have been angry? Would she have thought I’m making only fun of her? Would she have tried not to see me anymore? I mean, I have a completely different family background, our families have nothing im common and my family had never any contacts to people, who are not from their…well…who are not rich. And to hear a tells you, he has a crush on you, no, is in love with you, that would probably not the thing you wanna hear if he is not from your class.”

“Can you imagine to hear something better than to hear there’s a human who cares for you? Who thinks you are important. Who puts you in the same group than the family? There’s a difference between friends and people you love. The one you love become your family.”

“People don’t think like that when they find out somebody they don’t love is in love with them. It’s like love is disgusting.”

“Real love can never be disgusting. It’s a great gift.” He takes a very long look in my eyes and thinks about my words. He is no longer interested in the people on the streets. The ambulance has arrived, they are trying to rescue the body even when they know it’s too late. There was never a chance Alex might survive. It was his time. 

“I wish I would have told her. Maybe I wasn’t also sure enough myself what I feel for her. If it would have been only a little crush and might have been over in a month it’s maybe better she doesn’t know. But…right know I would like her to know. Is there any chance that I can tell her…?”

“No, you can’t. I’m very sorry, but there’s no chance for you to tell her now. Unfortunaltey these things have to be done in life.”

“I understand. Take a change or stop whining. Well, if I ever get a second change of a life, I gonna take my change.” He looks interrogative to me. 

“I can’t tell you anything about that.”

“You are only the angel of death. Not the angel of a second life.”

“Yes.” I have to smile. 

“Alright, then do your job. Or you do want me to sit here on the sidewalk until I die?” He starts laughing when he takes my hand. Some people couldn’t handel his black humor I’ve always loved it. Alex was somebody special and kept being special even in death. 

