













                                           SACRAMENTS AND SINS





        It had been years since he had been in this place, it's silent interior second only to a cemetary for it's quiet. Swearing long ago that he'd never set foot in this building again, here he was, in a church, up to no good as usual. 
       "The sooner this gets done, the sooner I'm out of this stained glass monstrocity." said Jeremy Dyson, a man who had a long criminal record and had finally paid his dues to society some time back. He put a hand through his close cropped black hair before straightening the while collar of the priest's outfit that he had donned, having 'borrowed' it from the real priest who he had tied up and shoved in a broom closet in the living quarters of the large building.
       Stepping out of the back room and pausing next to the altar, he raised an eyebrow at it, before slowly heading down the steps and through the pews to where the confessional booth sat, in the corner near the front doors that let to the street. Once he got to the confessional, he slid open the priest's door and stepped in, closing the door behind him. Taking a small screwdriver out of his pocket, he loosened the fasteners on the screen separating the other side of the booth, before pocketing the tool for good. Everything was ready to go, and he didn't even break a sweat. 
      "You'd better be right about this." muttered Jeremy to the ceiling of the booth, expecting a response but not getting one.
       He started to drift into his own thoughts when suddenly, the large wooden front doors of the church slowly began to creak open, the hinges not having been greased in some time. A man wearing street clothes that consisted of a leather jacket and jeans wandered in, looked up towards the altar before heading straight to the confessional. Jeremy recognized the man as the one he'd been waiting for. The identification mark was the tattoo of a snake on the man's neck, which was quite visible. In a matter of seconds, the man had opened the door to the confessional at sat down, clasping his hands and bowing his head.
       "Forgive me Father, for I have sinned." said the man in a scratchy voice. 
       Jeremy nodded. "Tell me what seems to be the matter.....my son." said Jeremy, barely getting those last two words out of his mouth, but managing to keep up the charade quite well.
       "You see," started the man again. "I've done bad things that I need to get off my chest, and you're the only one that can't tell no one." he explained. 
       Jeremy nodded again. "Go on."
      The man continued. "I do jobs for the Pythons, y'know. I've killed people, sometimes innocents that get in the way." he said. "I'll probably do it again, y'see, but for now I want to be forgiven for the past junk. I mean, God doesn't hold a grudge, right?" he asked.
      "What do you mean, son?" asked Dyson, playing the game. 
      The man explained further. "I'm not killing on purpose, Father. I want God to know that, and forgive me for this stuff. It weighs on me, y'know." he finished, letting out a sigh at the end.
      Jeremy acknowledged him. "Very well." he said. "But first, before God can forgive you, it is you that must forgive Him....." he said, voice trailing off. 
      "I don't understand, Father." said the man.
      "What does--" he never got the chance to finish his sentence, as Jeremy tore off the screen panel with ease and grabbed the man's head, quickly using both arms to twist his neck and snap it in the process, the cracking of bones signifying it was over, just like that. 


      Calmly closing the front door behind himself, Jeremy walked down the few steps onto street level into the night and turned right, heading down the sidewalk a short time before turning down an alley between the next two buildings.Finding a dumpster, he took the opportunity to remove his priest attire from over his street clothes, balling them up and tossing them in, happy to be done with them. Walking a bit further down the alley to it's halfway point, he stopped next to an alcove with a fire door, and casually leaned up against it, taking a breather while he waited the arrival of someone important.
       Minutes passed before he started to hear footfalls from the other end of the alley. Peeking around the alcove's wall, he saw that it was only one man, dressed in business casual attire, his tan sport jacket and blue jeans complementing his light brown skin. His shoulder length hair was neatly slicked back as well, and as he got closer, Jeremy could see that the expression on his face was one of smugness, of which he had come to expect from him over the years. "Alex." said Jeremy. 
      "Come to check my handiwork again, did you?" he asked sarcastically. 
      Alex smiled. "Always the joker, eh?" he replied. "You know the deal. I give you jobs, you do them, then I check the results." he explained sternly.
       Jeremy laughed. "Sure, and you take all the credit!" he chuckled, drawing Alex's ire. 
       "Call it whatever you want." replied Alex. "You just take care of your end, and everything will work out just fine." he said. "Leave the rest to me. Besides, don't you have one more on that list I gave you?" he queried. 
       Jeremy nodded. "Yes, and he will be taken care of, you can be sure of that." he said reassuringly. 
      "Good." replied Alex. "See to it." he said, as sirens could soon be heard off in the distance. Jeremy grinned at his counterpart. "Say, that sounds like the police. You'll have to make a faster exit than me to get out of here." he chided, already knowing what came next. "We'll talk."
       Without warning, large feathered wings spread out from his body, the type angels were fabled to have in all sorts of illustrations and such. Alex's eyes went pure while and glowed, before he leapt into the air and flew straight up and out of the alley, getting out of harm's way before disappearing. 
       "Show off." uttered Jeremy, before turning and hurriedly heading out of the alley and away from the chaos he had created nearby. Soon enough, he'd be out of the public light and getting ready for his next target, having left the list and it's information at his safe house so as not to lose it. Not one to waste time, it didn't take him long to reach the safety of a subway station, casually walking into it, paying his fare, and boarding the waiting train, taking it all the way home.


        He was almost fully dressed when he stopped in thought, questioning his role in the alliance he had made with Alex, who was in fact an Archangel, a being so powerful that he sat at God's right hand. 
       "At least the way he tells it." mumbled Jeremy, putting on his shoes while sitting on the end of his bed. A while after he'd paid his debt to society, he was out one night at a bar, when he saw a woman getting beaten up outside, and stepped in to help. One attacker turned to three, and while the woman ended up getting away, he wasn't so lucky. Two of the assailants knocked him down while the third ran him down with their car and left him for dead on the pavement.
       Alex had appeared in a vision, saying that God would spare this life due to the noble way in which it was risked, if Jeremy agreed to right more wrongs by going after bad people and 'taking care' of them, banishing their souls to Hell forever.
      "Seemed like a good idea at the time." he said aloud, before finishing tying his shoes and standing up. So he agreed to it, turning himself into a Holy assassin in the process. This was as big an oxymoron as he had ever encountered, but had decided it was for the good of the innocent if he forged ahead with it, regardless. Time and time again, sometimes a year apart, Alex would show up, give him a target, have him take care of it, then inspect his work.
       "Just wish he wasn't so smug all the time." Jeremy lamented. 
       "Oh well." he finished, before grabbing a backpack off a table near the door and heading out into the sunny morning of the world, knowing he still had another job to do before he could relax in any way or form. He knew the risks when he signed on, and he only had himself to blame anyways, regardless of how he felt. 
       "Maybe one day, if I'm really lucky, Alex might even explain to me why he needs me in the first place." he mumbled, always going over in his head the real reasons the Archangel came to him, or whether or not Alex had any ulterior motives of his own. Perhaps God really did sanction all of this somehow. Getting to the corner just in time, Jeremy was able to board the bus whose route took it right past his next objective. The forty minute ride was uneventful, his destination quickly coming into view. He pulled the stop trigger above the seat, and the bell dinged a few seconds before the bus driver brought the vehicle to a stop in front of the massive hospital, one of the newer ones built in this city. Jeremy knew he had to get in and out of here without raising any alarms, so he came prepared. A short time later, he had found a janitorial room he could use to change into his disguise, and had a stroke of luck, finding a janitorial uniform and ID card on the shelf as well, making his job easier.
        Jeremy changed into a doctor's clothes and lab coat, snapping the medical ID card in place befor straightening his wig and moustache. Once finished, he opened the door a crack to see the hallway was empty, so he walked out and closed the door behind him, heading for the nearest elevator. Jeremy needed to go up five floors to complete his mission. A couple orderlies nodded at him as they passed further down the hall, as did he. Before long, he had found the elevator and made his way to the fifth floor, making his way to the main patient care desk there to talk with the nurse receptionist.
         "Nurse." he called. "Can you tell me how the patient in 10C is doing?" he asked, looking to her. 
         "Oh!' she said, startled. "Sure doctor. Let me grab the info." she said, looking up the patient's profile. "Here it is." she said, handing it to him, glancing at his ID card to make sure everything was all right. Jeremy took it and nodded his acknowledgement, looking it over.
        "Overdose? Lovely. Is he concious?" he asked, wondering. The nurse shrugged. 
        "In and out. It was a lot of drugs they found him with. Surprised he's alive." she said. Jeremy nodded. 
        "Very well." he said. "I'll check in on him, then be on to my next appointment." he replied. The nurse nodded. "Sure, doctor. Thanks." she said, as Jeremy walked off.


        Pondering the immobilized younger man on his hospital bed, Jeremy found no remorse in what he was about to do. 
       "So....." he started softly. "Selling heroin and such all over whole neighbourhoods, eh?" he said. "Making all that money for yourself, but not giving a damn about all those kids you killed that overdosed because of you." he finished, the man asleep and not able to hear him anyways. "Not to worry, because I've got something I'd love for you to 'try'." he said, before reaching into his lab coat and pulling out a syringe, which contained a strange green liquid in it.
       "It's all the rage these days. You'll love it." he said, voice trailing off as he moved towards the man's I.V. supply tube.
        Stabbing the syringe into the upper part of the bag, the green liquid was then released into the I.V., the clear saline solution now turning a brilliant green. Jeremy pulled the syringe back out when finished, and threw it into the waste bin next to the bed. Looking to the man again, he whispered softly. 
        "I'll give your regards to all your customers." he said, before backing out of the room, and heading the other way down the hall for the staircase. He covered the four floor descent quite quickly without making too much noise, and found his way back into the janitorial closet where he had left everything. The loudspeaker in the hallway outside started a blare a few minutes later. 
       "Code blue, 10C, 5th. Code Blue!" said a computerized voice, as an alarm beeped as well. Chuckling, Jeremy changed out of his doctor's get up and into the janitor's uniform he had secured, taking off the wig and mustache, instead putting on a pair of glasses, and sligning his backpack over his shoulder before heading out into the hallway, and making his way his to the back of the building before exiting it completely through a service door.
        Over an hour later, he was far enough away from the hospital, sitting in one of the city's large park spaces. Having had already used the public washroom to change back into his normal clothes and dispose of the janitor's get up, he was happy just to sit around on the park bench and watch nature happen. Unfortunately, it wasn't always that simple, and he knew it. Without warning, Alex appeared in front of him, standing with his arms crossed as his large angelic wings retracted, allowing him to sit down on the bench with Jeremy, who looked a little perplexed. 
       "You and your theatrics." he mumbled. The Archangel laughed as he pondered Jeremy for a few seconds in silence before speaking.
       "Call it what you want. I'm just happy to see you here." he said. 
       Jeremy nodded. "That's fine. I can't always say the same for you, but..... the job has been done." he said calmly, referring to the events at the hospital. 
       "Yes, I know." replied Alex. "I am an Archangel, remember?" he asked rhetorically. Jerermy rolled his eyes. 
       "How could I ever  forget?" he said sarcastically. 
       Alex raised an eyebrow. "For someone who's life I saved, you're pretty complacent." he mentioned, a little annoyed. Jeremy chuckled. 
       "Perhaps. But the fact of the matter is that I've done what's been asked of me. That whole list has been taken care of." he said firmly. 
       "Indeed it has." acknowledged Alex, who then got to his feet and stood before Jeremy. "Your job is done. For now." he mentioned, before turning to walk away. Jeremy got up off the bench quickly and grabbed Alex's arm. 
       "For now?" he asked angrily. 
       "I've paid off my debt to you. I've done all you asked. It's over." he said, releasing the Archangel. Alex turned and faced him again, this time with his eyes turning that bright white as his wings spread out in full, a heavenly glow surrounding him like an aura. 
       "My dear mister Dyson.....your work, has just begun....." he said, voice trailing off as he leapt into the air, his massive wings flapping and carrying him up into the sky. Jeremy watched helplessly as Alex disappeared above. 
       "I was afraid of that....." he muttered, before turning and walking off down the park path, the day still long from being over.



                                                            THE END

