My name is Jonah. I am an angel. An angel of death. Last time, I told you about Julian. Today, I’d like to introduce you to Maria. Maria is a twenty-nine years old woman, single, no children, working hard in her office job. She hates her job, she hates her boss she hates her life. Well, she hated. Now she’s unemployed, without a boss and on her way to death. That’s why I’m with her. 

We met first when her doctor told her, she has to die. Cancer. There would be a few days left. She had all the pain, the blurry feeling and so much more since months, but there was no time for a check-up. Well, even an early check.up wouldn’t have changed anything. She’s got blood cancer. She will die, very soon. 

Actually I’m there to join the people while they’re dying. In this case I came to my human earlier. 

Maria saw me on her way back from the doctor to her little flat. We sat together in the subway. She was crying, nobody cared except me. It’s like that most times. 

“Sorry”, she said. There’s never a need to say sorry when you’re crying. You don’t have to feel sorry to show that you’re sad. All the other should feel sorry, because they don’t care, that you’re not alright.

“There’s no need to feel sorry”, I told her gently. Neither the old man, sitting six seats in front of her or the two young girls, cheering four seats behind her, noticed, that the woman was talking to herself. At least, it will look for everybody this way. No one except Maria can see or hear me. 

“I had a tough day.” She looked for a tissue. “Or maybe I’ve a tough life”

“Some people say, life isn’t fair.” That’s what I hear all the time. 

“Well, they’re right.”

“The problem is, we can’t blame our life for everything without blaming ourself. We are the ones, who make our lifes.”

“Well, I have a boss and he makes my life to hell.” She stopped, watched out of the window and shaked her head. There’s nothing to see, only darkness. “He’s blaming me for everything since the day I have started working there. He let me work up to twelve hours, every day, no extra money. He gives me work for my weekends, I have to finish at home. If I make a little mistake, he’s angry, yelling at me, says, he’s gonna fire me.”

“You can quite your job.”

“Yeah.” She started laughing. Not happy, very bitter. “I will. Tomorrow I’ll quite my job. Well, that should make my day.”

“But it doesn’t.” I knew why she’s quitting her job, I know everything about her. I know all her secrets, all the things, that happened to her. I know every second of her life. I didn’t tell her, I let her talk and listen. That’s the one thing, I can do for her. Being there for her. Listen. Talking to her, whenever she needs it. 

“No, it doesn’t. You know why? My doctor just told me, I gonna die. I’ve got a couple of weeks left. Blood cancer. No hope, no medicine, no happy end.” I know that. That’s why I’m here. 

“Why me?” The famous question. Why me? They all ask, why me? 

“What have I done wrong?” She started crying again. Nobody cared – again. Only me.

“You haven’t done anything wrong.” I layed my hand on her shoulder. She looked up, right into my face. 

“Do I know you? You seem so familiar to me.” I was there all your life, Maria. You know me without knowing, that you know me. You can feel it. “What’s your name?”

“Jonah.” 

“I can’t remember a Jonah.” She thought a second. “So, Jonah, tell me, why me? If I haven’t done anything wrong.”

“What do you think about life? You think, it’s planed? That there’s a destination? Or that everything is random?”

“I think, life isn’t fair. I had all my life bad luck without doing anything wrong. Now I gonna die. For me, life is unfair. I don’t care, if it was planed or if all the bad luck hit me random, it’s unfair. That’s what life is to me.”

“Our lifes are planed before we enter the world. There’s no random. We all have a destination in life.”

“What is my destination? Seeing all the bad things?” She stood up, it was her stop. 

“No, that’s not your destination.”

“What is my destination?” Her eyes were sad, red and I could see traces of tears. Nobody cared about the tears or the words, she was saying to the one, who wasn’t there. Nobody cares about you when you’re alone. 

“You’ll find out.”

“Jonah, I don’t think, I’ve got the power to find it out.”

“Let me help you”, I offer her. Yes, that’s my job too. I help people to find out what they need to know about their life. It’s a part of dying. You can only die in peace when you know, why you lived, what your destination was. 

Maria and I met again one week later. She was sitting under a tree in the park. There were just seven days between our last meeting, but she looked like if it had been seven years. The cancer was fast, she was weak. She had given up all hope. 

“Jonah, what are you doing here?” Again, she’s the only one who can see me. 

“I was looking for you.” I sat next to her. “How are you?” I know the answer, of course. But at this moment, I’m a human for her. She hadn’t realize, that she’s the only one who can see me. I’m no angel for her, but that will change soon.

“I’m dying. That’s the bad news. The good news are, I quitted my job, I told my doctor, I won’t have all the medicine, he was ordering for me. Nothing can help me, so why should I take all this stuff? To suffer a little bit longer? That would make no sense.”

“For the pain.”

“I have this pain since months, I was working with it. I’m used to it.” She is still a fighter. She fought against her desease for months without knowing, she has a desease. 

“You shouldn’t let yourself suffer more than you have to.”

“Nothing will change anything.”

“It will. You quitted your job, you feel better. Maybe your body is worse, but I can see, your mind is better.”

“Yeah, actually, telling my boss what I really think ybout him, was one of the best things I’ve ever done in my life.” She smiled while she remembered. “And you know what? I was thinking about you last week.” Yes, I know. “And then I went to the zoo. Crazy, isn’t it? I don’t know why, but when I thought about you, I thought, I could go to the zoo. It was my first day without work. I haven’t been in the zoo for years. I always wanted but…” She stopped. The work didn’t let her go the zoo. I know that. I gave her the idea to go to zoo. I entered her mind and gave her the zoo idea. That was the first day, she felt like alive again. 

“Isn’t it crazy? I know, I gonna die very soon but right now, I feel more alive than the last ten years.” Unfortunately, most times, people starts living when it’s too late. They don’t think about dying, it’s wasting time, wasting thoughts. They think about work, how to get a lot of money, how to get succes, how to get more power. They totally forget what’s really important. You can work for ten years, like Maria did. You can forget that you’re living, you can react like a machine, until the question is: for what? She worked hard and now she’s asking herself, what kind of life she had. Did she ever has a life? 

“You’re starting to do things, you always wanted to do?”

“Yes. Now that’s too late.”

“It’s never too late to enjoy your life.”

“But I should have done this earlier.” Yes, she should have. 

“Yes.”

“Why didn’t I it? Why do people need a desease to see whats’s really important?”

“People don’t have time for living when they’re in perfect health. They think, nothing can ever happen to them. Doing things, you’d like to do and you always dreamed of, seemed to be wasting time. Work is the most important thing. A good jobs gives you money, that gives you secure or power. People often live for the future, that’s so far away, they can’t know, if they’ll ever be in this future. They’re planign what will be when they’re retired, even when that will be in forty years, but they don’t spend a single thought about the present.”

“We’re living in the future without appreciate the present. I found that out the last week. It took me a hard lesson, but I think, I learnt it.”

“I wished, people would learn this lesson before it’s too late. You should think about your future, you should plan it, but you should never forget, that you’re living right now, right here. You can’t take any of your money or power with you. You can work hard for it and then use it, to make your dreams come true. If you dreamed your whole life about riding a horse on a white shore, do it! Don’t buy the big sport car to impress your collegues. Keep the old small car or take the bus and enjoy life.”

“Some people don’t have the money for a fancy holiday.”

“You don’t need much money to treat yourself. I can see, you enjoy the day, sitting in the park.”

“Yes, I do.” She smiled. Her eyes were still red, she cried a lot, but she found her smile back. 

“Yesterday I bought a hangmat. I don’t have a garden, so I hung it in my flat. Imagine that, Jonah, there’s a hangmat right in my living room, behind the couch. I carried my plants around it, bought two big poster with carribean beaches, played a cd with ocean sound and mixed myself a cocktail, that I enjoyed imagined being on Hawaii, having a beach day. Totally crazy, isn’t it?”

“No.” Not at all. That was my idea as well. You’d like to be in the carribean, you don’t have the money? Don’t worry about it, you can make your own dream beach with a little fantasie. You don’t need fancy stuff, you need ideas and fantasie. 

“I knew a couple who did the same. They bought a big hangmat for their garden, took some blankets because it was cold, put the tv out and played the whole day Playstation in the hangmat, eating pizza and chips. They totally forgot the time and that he was going to die soon. It was a dream of both of them, having a good time with doing nothing and feeling young again.” I was with the man when he was dying. He died this morning. 

“I am alone.”

“I’m with you.” 

“You are not my husband.” She looked at me, took a very good look into my face. “I met you only twice, but I feel like I’ve known you my whole life. You seem too good to be true. There must be something wrong with you. No human can be the way you are.” Maybe they could, but most times, they don’t take the time to be this way. They live in a hurry, no time for the people around them. 

And then she asked the one question. “Are you an angel?” There’s no fear in her eyes. 

“Yes.” I never lie about myself. Why should I?

“I thought so. You couldn’t be real” She started laughing. This time, I could hear some joy. 

“Why?” I smiled a little. 

“Well, you’re damn handsome and no other girl is looking at you. It seems like I am the only one who is regonize you. If I would sit outside in this park with a handsome guy like you and nobody is watching him, there must be something wrong. So I assume, I’m the only one who can see you.”

“That’s right.”

“That means, I’m talking to myself since you’re here. At least, it will look like this for all the other people.”

“Yes.”

“They’ll think, I’m crazy. If they notice, most times, nobody cares. And I don’t care what they think. They can think, I’m crazy. It doesn’t matter.” She laid down, closed her eyes. The sun shined on her face. It could be the perfect summer day. 

“So, I don’t have to talk, I think, you can read my mind and we can communicate without words.”

“Yes, we can.” That’s the way I communicate with people, who are dying and are unable to speak because they’re in an operation. I don’t need words to for a conversation with my humans. 

“I’d like to talk to you. It’s nice to talk to someone who is listening; even if he isn’t a human.”

“We can talk in every way you like.”

“Thanks.” A break again. “When will I die, Jonah?” She opened her eyes and looked straight to me. 

“I can’t give you a date.”

“You can’t or you don’t want?”

“The day will come when you’re ready. It’s all planed and you will feel when you’re ready. It wouldn’t make a difference if I tell you a date. You already started to live, to enjoy the rest of your life.”

“A little bit late.”

“Better late than never.”

“Right.” She was serious again. “There’s no reason you can give me why I have to die? This way? This early?”

“There will never be a reason, you would really accept. There’s no reason people accept for dying.”

“Dying of cancer. I thought, I will be thrirty next year. You know, I couldn’t tell my family. I wrote them a letter. God, I haven’t seen them in ages.”

“You’d like to see them?”

“They’re living in France. It would cost…” She looked at me and stopped. “…Hell, you’re right. What do I care? I always wanted to see their home over there. I’ll fly to France. Let’s go, we’ll sell my car. I hope, you’ve got a good knowledge of cars, otherwise the clerk will give us less money than he has to. I have no clue about cars.” She stood up and laughed. She enjoyed the idea to sell her car with her angel by her side. I didn’t tell her, that it wasn’t my job to help her selling her car, she knew that. 

She sold her car – the clerk gave her hundert dollar less than he had to – and bought a ticket to France. Two days later, she surprissed her parents in France, visiting them for the first time. Out of New York into the Provence, she found herself in nature and the loving arms of her parents. 

That was the place she died. The day before she was supossed to fly back home, she went to bed, closed her eyes and never woke up again. It wasn’t the cancer, it were the sleeping pills, she took. 

“Sorry Jonah, I know, you’re there to join me on my long trip to death, but I think, I’ll take the short cut. Might be coward, might be selfish, but I wanna die happy. And right now, I am happy. Thanks for all”, she said. 

I knew, she would do that. I have known that for all the years. I sat on her bed when she took the pills, I hold her hand when her eyes closed and I went with her when she died. I did my job, I was with her when she died. 

My name is Jonah. I am an angel. The angel of death. 

