DOLORES AND THE ANGEL
Dolores walked down the trail through the jungle towards the village.  She had left many years ago to go to the University in Mexico City.  She had stayed on in the city after gaining her degree, working in the paediatric department of the large hospital there, but lately she had felt the need to return to her roots.
As she walked she remembered the time she had met an angel; she was nine years old and impressionable.  She looked around it was just about here there used to be a fallen log but must have rotted away long ago.
- - - - - - - - -
Dolores sat on a log in the jungle sobbing, not for herself but for her village, her mother and father, her brothers and sisters, everyone she knew and loved.  The harvest had been poor, there was not enough grain in the silos, they were only half full, not enough to last the winter, they would starve, this was the reason for her sadness.
While she sat there in deep despair she thought she heard music, guitar music.  She stopped crying and listened, the music became louder until she saw the maker of the music.  He was short, squat and wearing a very large sombrero which covered his face so that only his bushy mustachios could be seen.  He looked so comical she burst out laughing at which he played a merry tune and did a jig.  “That is much better nina,” said he in a low growly voice, “I like to hear laughter it is music to my ears, but why are you so sad?”  Dolores looked at him, this stranger wondering whether she should tell him of the disaster that had befallen her village.  He smiled, well, she thought he smiled all she could see was a flash of white under those mustachios.  It reassured her that perhaps he could be trusted, so she recounted the desperation the villagers were feeling because of the bad harvest.  He sat down on the log next to her, put his chin in his hands and was silent, the very large brim of his sombrero wobbling from time to time.
After a while he stood up and said, ”Right, let us go and cheer them up.  I’ll play them some music on my blue guitar and they won’t be able to resist feeling better.”  Dolores was doubtful about that but went along with his forecast and walked with him to the village, he playing on his guitar all the time.
The people were intrigued by this guitar playing stranger and came out of their houses to listen to him.  They downed tools and sat listening to the sounds of that blue guitar, they were entranced.  He played sad songs, love songs, songs of hope and dance music in to which they tapped their feet to the tempo, until one or two of the younger ones leapt up and started dancing.  Bottles of wine and plates of food appeared as if by magic, songs were sung and tales were told, it was a fiesta, a fiesta just like the old days and the people thoroughly enjoyed themselves, until at last the children started nodding, not able to keep their eyes open any longer.  So they were taken to bed and their parents sat in the doorways of their houses, not wanting to leave the music that washed over them, making them feel so much better and happy, everyone was laughing and smiling, something that hadn’t happened in a long time.  They stood and clapped the stranger who had brought them so much joy.  He bowed and started playing what sounded like a lullaby.  Everyone started yawning making their way to bed, to sleep deeply and dreamlessly.
Dolores stood by the stranger and smiled, “Thank you for giving them one night to remember.”  “It was my pleasure but now I must go.” She walked with him back to the jungle and as he slowly disappeared among the trees, she blew him a kiss, “Adios, Senor Angel,”  for she was sure that he really was an angel.
The people awoke next morning and remembered the night before and smiled, but imagine their surprise when they went to fetch grain to grind for bread, the silos were full to the ceiling, bursting with golden goodness.  It was a miracle and they prayed to their God for sending them such bounty.
- - - - - - -
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