
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For the afflicted, the broken, and those whose strength has been pushed to its limit.
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Flies buzzed around the pile of dog shit in the middle of the street while the sleepy little town rambled on. No one noticed the dark clad man leaned against the ancient stucco wall, smoking a crooked cigar. He took one more big puff, filling his mouth with the bitter, acrid smoke of the stale tobacco and pushing it into the hot air where it spread like a cloud around his wide-brimmed hat. Sweat ran down his face as he sighed, his weary and aching bones screaming for a rest - but it wasn’t time yet. 

As if on cue, the flimsy door beside of him was ripped open, the knob bouncing off the interior wall as a fat little woman and a tall, thin, wisp of a man darted out into the alley and began shouting at him in Spanish that he barely understood. He watched them talk, rolling the crooked cigar between his teeth as he waited for them to slow down. They ran themselves out of energy quickly, as he expected, and stared at him in anger and desperation. Tapping the cigar’s tip against the building to kill the ember, he looked up at them, picking at the dingy white collar standing boldly against his black shirt, and said the one word he knew they would know. 

“Dinero.”

The riotous individuals scowled at him and began rambling again as he opened a metal case in his pocket and placed the cooling cigar inside before wiping his face with a dirty handkerchief. He plucked the hat off his head, revealing a mat of sweaty, black hair that tumbled halfway down his face and onto the back of his dark shirt. The woman was crying now, pulling at the hair that had fallen out of the messy bun she normally kept it in. The man literally growled at the stranger as a cloud passed over the burning sun, making the cracked ground almost sigh in relief. 

“No dinero, no exorcismo,” the priest said, shrugging. 

The man and woman faced the man, hope falling from their faces as they saw his resolve. As if in response to the priest’s declaration there was a roaring screech from inside the building behind him. The man and woman looked at each other in fear and then back at the priest as his stony face peered out from beneath the brim of the hat he had replaced on his head. The man reached into a pocket of his worn pants and pulled out a wad of American money, not even counting it before shoving it at the man, who stuffed it into his own pocket without a word. 
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