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Father Mendoza swatted another aggressive fly from the tip of his nose while waiting in the jungle. They’d guided him from tree to tree towards his first assignment, slashing away all manner of vegetation with gleaming machetes while singing songs he didn’t know. He hadn’t a clue who’d be receiving his blessing, but his church was being paid handsomely to provide his services. He only hoped that, when it came time for him to pray, he did well enough to please the Lord. He gripped his black leather bible and cleared his throat, looking from man to sweating man around him. Some leaned against nearby trees, smoking long cinnamon cigars with grim looks on their faces, while others sat on logs and devoted their attention to cleaning various guns.

He glanced up and smiled at the shining sun. If there was ever a sign that God existed and carefully watched over his children, it was that blinding ball of light, the purest symbol of his divinity. He made the sign of the cross and whispered a brief prayer, thanking God for his holy presence. One of the men noticed and threw a twig at him. It bounced off his slick forehead, interrupting his thoughts.

“What are you doing?” the man grunted. He’d been cleaning a pistol. It sat disassembled in his moist lap.

Father Mendoza smiled. He pointed up at the sun. “Just thanking God for his light, mi hjio.”

“God doesn’t need your thanks,” the man said. He scowled at the priest. “Save your palabras for those of us here on earth.”

“Maldito payaso,” someone else said. Most of the men laughed as wet farting sounds were made by playful hands. Father Mendoza nodded with a half-smile, disregarding their blasphemous vulgarity. He reached up to adjust his clerical collar, a nervous habit of his, before remembering that he wore ordinary clothes no different than everyone else.
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