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Trevor grimaced when the eggs suddenly started beating like tiny yellow hearts.  He squeezed his eyes shut and forced the sight from his mind.  When he looked down again, the eggs showed a network of tiny red veins through their bright yellow yolks.

Trevor shoved the tray away so hard it fell off the inner edge of the diner counter, bringing every set of eyes in the place to rest on his hunched back.

He felt the stares burn through him and, without looking up from the palms pressed into his face, Trevor yelled, "What the hell do you want?"

Every face went back to its own table and its own life.

But he could still hear the beatings of those tiny yellow sunny-side-up hearts on the floor, looking like smushed butterflies, but not dead.

* * *
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STEVEN WONDERED IF it would rain.  He hoped not.

In his leather pants and open-neck silk shirt, he wasn't dressed for rain.  Plus he hated walking in the rain barefoot.

He watched a dark mass that looked like a butterfly hovering above a towering office building and when he walked into the path of a large black car, Steven held his palm out, still looking at the butterfly, and the car stopped.

He continued across the street, eyes at the sky, and when he stepped onto the curb, he looked forward, knowing now that when it did rain, it would only fall upon a three-block radius and by that time, Steven'd be two cities away and most likely dead.

* * *
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MICK PLUNGED HIS FEET into boiling water and smiled when he felt the skin blister and peel.

He grew hard from the pain and when Angela walked in, she found him sitting on the kitchen counter with his feet in a pot on the stove, and Mick's hand pumping his stiff, red organ.

"Oh, knock it off," she said, tossing her keys into the ceramic butterfly dish on the television, flipping on the set at the same time.

* * *
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MR. JONES CLOSED THE shop and went home for the night.
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There were ten people in the room.  Four of them smoked, until they suddenly dropped to the floor, gasping and coughing up brown jelly-like globs of bile with blood running from their eyes.

They all tried to scream, but the smoke they'd inhaled immediately before turned solid in their lungs.  They clawed at the floor, as if trying to dig their way into it.

Maya stared around, wondering what the hell was happening.  She’d been halfway through a conversation discussing what movie to go to that weekend when this happened.  Now she just stood there, looking down at them, then up at the others who'd been engaged in their own conversations, but were now looking at the quartet of corpses.

"Uh," Maya uttered, then looked back down.

"Someone call an ambulance?" a voice said.

The door opened and traffic blared into the room before the man who'd entered closed it off.  He grabbed the phone from the bar, yanked it out of the wall, grabbed Maya's arm and pulled her from the bar into the sunlight before anyone could react.

"An ambulance will do no good," he said, walking her down the street.  "They'll be gone before it could get here."

"But, they're dead," Maya muttered, trying to force herself from shock, ignorant as to how to do so.

"Uh-huh."

"But, they're just dead," she repeated.  Her eyes caught a billboard with giant blue letters that read: "JESUS IS LORD OF OUR CITY."

"For now," the man said, swerving Maya around a No Parking sign.  "They'll be okay."

How they ended up there, Maya didn’t know but, almost as soon as they'd reached this point of their "conversation," she looked up to see they were in a dark, windowless room with leather furniture and a cheap neon phone.

"But, they're dead."

"Probably from your limited conversation abilities," the man mocked.  Now that she listened to him, she realized this man talked very fast, as if he were on a time limit and had to get the sentence out or forfeit the cash prize.  "Let me tell you something, okay?  Those friends of yours?  Not really dead.  Well, I mean, y'know, dead in the human sense, but that they ain't.  They were angels, so don't worry, they'll be okay, just went back to their reward or wherever it is angels go once they're finished here."  Maya stared at him. "Sorry," he said.  "I know, I talk really fast, but I don't have all day and I gotta tell you what just happened before I die.  See, every so often, angels get to come back to earth, complete some mission or other, then go back.  It's all very television drama-like.  But anyway, those four were angels, their mission is over, they gotta go back home, but that means they have to die all over again because angels can't survive on earth, so they're made mortal again, but that means being born, growing up, living a full, successful—or not so much—life, then dying all over again in the usual way which would be lack of blood and oxygen to the brain, hence, your four angel friends are now dead.  As for an ambulance, they're just gonna go and leave their bodies?  Still the same vessels, just different limitations down here.  No, they'll vanish just," here he blew a poof of air, "like that."

Maya stared at his leather pants and open-neck silk shirt and said, "You know, you look a lot like—"

"Jim Morrison?" he asked, grinning.

"No, I was gonna say Jimi Hendrix if his clothes had been normal and he were white."

The man got up and walked to the neon phone, stared down at it, entranced by the bright colors.  He shook his head clear, and looked back at Maya, his expression saying he'd just remembered something important.

"Shit," he said, "it's about to rain."

As he finished the word 'rain', a door opened behind Maya and a large black dog charged into the room, all teeth and froth, a snarl coming from somewhere deep in its chest.  It barked once, leapt, and closed its jaws around White Jimi's neck. Blood spurted and, within seconds, his struggles ceased.  The animal stood over the prone body, shaking its head.  Then, as suddenly as it had entered, it let go of the dead man's neck, turned, and left the room.  The door somehow closed behind it.

Maya was left alone.  Her skin had broken out in a terrible sweat.  Thankfully, her mind decided this was all too much, and she fainted.  As she did, she saw visions of clouds and birth.

* * *
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TREVOR CROSSED REEVES Street and into the rain.  After the first fat drops, he was soaked.

Suddenly his ears woke up.  His spine twisted with the screeching of a dozen, then two dozen, and soon a hundred wailing voices, sobbing in torment.

Rain poured onto his head, stinging his eyes, and when the salty taste got past his lips to his tongue, he knew he no longer walked in rain, but in a storm of tears.

The crying increased in volume until Trevor screamed so loud his throat gave out and all that issued was a raspy whine.  But even at the height of his call, the crying drowned out even his own voice.

Trevor ran, trying to cover his ears, but nothing worked.  The only sounds that went through were the sobs.  He tried ducking into a doorway, out of the rain, but that didn't help.  He opened a shop door and stepped in, but the bawling remained.

He crossed Gabrels, and ran, his feet sloshing in the puddles in his shoes.  The screaming made his head pound and his eyes water.  Cords of purple and dark blue stood out in large knots up his neck, down his forehead, and up his arms.

Trevor crossed Parker and the cries made him stumble, trip, roll, then stagger back to his feet and keep shambling down the block
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