
        
            
                
            
        

    
Gun fire was raining down around us. Bombs and grenades and other mortal weapons were pelting the trench where my charge was crouched. He was terrified. Not that I blamed him. Humans were cruel and quick to hurt one other, or so I had observed. It was why my job was so important. 

I reached out a hand, placing it on his shoulder. In an instant, a vision passed between us. 

He saw what he needed to and scrambled from where he’d been hiding, petrified. Moments later, fire filled the trench, sending anyone else still in it to a painful death. 

I  felt  victorious.  I  had  saved  my  charge!  For  once,  in  my  long,  long,  long  career  as  a guardian angel, I’d actually helped someone. 

But good deeds don’t go unpunished. 

My ward later went on to study the occult and alchemy and other such falsehoods, turning away from me and the higher power that charged me with his well-being. Mental illness began to consume him, pushing him to deeds and places where all I could do was watch helplessly. When he began killing Yahweh’s chosen people en masse is when I knew it was over. That was the day I abandoned Adolf Hitler. 

Since then, I’ve had many more who needed my protection. Most meet untimely ends due to human bravado, but I do the best I can. However, today … today is the day I realized that I’ve never been a guardian angel for the good ones. 

My current ward is heinous. There were signs, just as there were with Hitler, but I ignored them in the hopes that I could turn her away. I thought I protected her when she was young, saving her from a house fire, but it turns out that night damaged her. 

I should have let her burn. I should have left her there in that closet where she hid. I should have let the smoke claim her. I should have never stepped from my realm and taken her hand to pull her out of the terror around her. 

Back then, it would have been only a moment of burning fire, and she would have been propelled into eternal glory and peace. She would have walked golden streets and sang praises like the others. She would have been loved and cherished and whole. But not now. 

Now all that waits for her is damnation and pain for all eternity. 

I can feel bile rising in my throat as I watch her lift a torch. 

“Any last words, witch?” she asks hatefully. 

The young woman before her cries softly, pleading with her to stop this madness. It takes everything in me not to rescue her. I know better now. I’m still and silent as my ward lights the pyre and screams echo through the night. 

I’m cursed. I’m Hitler’s guardian angel, and my touch only brings pain and suffering. 
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