My name is Jonah. I am an angel. An angel of death.Today I am with Ryan. 

Ryan is an forty-seven years old man, around six foot four inches. Pretty tall, pretty good build, pretty down on earth. Or should I better say, down on the ground? He’s laying in his own blood, spilling some more blood out of his mouth. Ryan is going to die now.

His death is unnecessary. Like so many times, it is his time of dying because some human made the decesion, he has to die now. His killers let him alone, drown in his own blood. Many people kill, only a few watch their victims dying. 

“Help.” He looks up to me. “Help me, I…they punshed the hell out of me. Can you please help me?” He’s standing up. Well, not his body, his body is still on the ground but for him, it is like he’s standing up. 

“I left my body?” He’s looking down on his own body, fighting against the death; even that it’s too late to fight for life. Ryan is a fighter. He always was. This time he won’t win, he has aready lost. 

“Yes.” 

“Am I dying?”

“Yes.” I never lie to people. Never. They deverse the truth, nothing less. I can see how he’s trying to handle this information. It’s always a shock for people to hear, they’ll die very soon. 

“Why did they do that?” He’s watching himself. All the blood, his body, full of his own blood, full of bruises, abused. “I did nothing to them.”

“I know.” He never did anything to anyone.

“Is it because I’m black?” So many people were killed because they were black. It was always a reason for white people to kill somebody because he or she was black. The colour of your skin shouldn’t matter, but it did, does and always will. 

“They were black as well.”

“Killed by brothers.” He shakes his head while he’s watching himself. “Who are you?”

“Jonah.”

“You’re black.”

“Actually, I have no colour. You see me like you want me to see.” That’s true. I am whar the people want to see. If they want to see a black man, I am black, if they want to see a white man, I am white. I am an angel, I can be whatever they want.

“I like you being black. So, why did they kill me?”

“They were afraid of you.”

“Afraid? Of me? I’m harmless, man.” He has to laugh. Afraid of him, that’s ridiculous. “What could I do to them? I never hurt anybody. I don’t own a gun or any other weapon.”

“Sometimes people are afraid of you, even when you don’t have a weapon. They’re afraid of you because they don’t understand you. That scares people sometimes. They can’t handle things, they don’t understand. So they try to get rid off them. Some ignore them, some try to understand, some kill them.” 

“They could ask, maybe I could’ve explain to them what they didn’t understand and make them understand.”

“Sometimes people are afraid, that they don’t understand, sometimes they’re afraid that they understand. Understanding a thing, you’re not supposed to understand, makes you different. Being different isn’t good.”

“I got killed because I’m different?” He’s watching the man, who’s coming around the corner. He sees the body, turns around and run away without doing anything.

“He leaves me here, without checking if I’m still alive and need help.” Ryan is confussed. “I know this guy, he knows me. What’s wrong with him?”

“He knows why they did that.”

“So he lets me die? What’s wrong with these people?”

“A lot.” A lot of things are wrong with humans these days. 

“Yeah, you’re damn right, bother.” He still can’t understand that the guy ran away. 

“So, why are you here, Jonah? Are you my companion?”

“Yes I am.”

“Well, thanks. It’s a shame that I haven’t seen you while I was alive. I think, I had liked you.” He smiles. “Guess, that would’ve bring me earlier in this situation.” He’s a funny guy, even his own death can’t stop him making jokes. That’s a thing I always liked. Being with Ryan was never boring. He could turn a party from a boring evening to an exciting event. 

“Guess so.”

“Life’s hard, dying is harder.” He smiles. “So, you don’t care?”

“No, I don’t care.” I don’t care that he’s gay. That’s the reason why he had to die today. The two guys, who punshed him to death, they cared. He knows it. 

“They cared. I thought, nobody knew. Hell, I even had a wife for a couple of years. Tried to live a life everybody had. Only three or four times a year, I allowed myself to me myself. I went to the city, how could they know?”

“Does it really matters how they know?”

“No, not anymore.” You can waste time thinking about things in your paste, sometimes it’s good, but why should you bother about your past when you’re dead? There’s no second chance for him. 

“What’s your job in this game?” 

“Being with you until you’re ready for the death.” We’re watching a few kids, they’re calling the police to report the body. At least somebody cares. 

“Thanks for that. I appreciate that, even when I never feared the death.” I know that. He never feared his own death, he feared the way he would die. Maybe because he feared to die the way, he did. 

“The death is a thing, everybody has to face sooner or later. You don’t have to fear a natural thing. Death is a part of the circle of life. The part of the circle, people usually don’t like.” I met other people. People, who welcomed the death. The death can be a relief. 

“There’s only one thing I regret”, he suddenly says. “I regret, that I haven’t lived the life, I wanted to live. I regret, that I tried to be the way, people wanted me to be. I should’ve thought about myself, what I wanted for my life.” It’s so sad, so many people say this when it’s too late. They start to think this way when they see me. I wished, they would think about the things they really want, before I’m there. Before their life is over. 

“Propably it would’ve killed me earlier, but I would’ve been free.”

“You are free now.” Nothing can happen to him anymore. 

“I’m dead.”

“Death can make you free.”

“You say, I can enjoy my death after I couldn’t enjoy my life?”

“There’re a lot of stories about the death, every religion sees it in another way, but nobody can really say how it is to be death.” Well, I could, but I will never tell anybody about the death. Even not you, my dearest listener. You will find out, one day and I’ll be with you, like I’m with Ryan now. 

“Why shouldn’t you enjoy the time after your life on earth? I can’t tell what happened to you next, you’ll find out. But it’s wrong to assume the worst just because people talk about something in a bad way.”

“Maybe they just don’t understand and are scared. Like they were of me.” Ryan smiles again and takes my hand. It’s time to leave his body alone and to go to his new destination.

