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by Br. Michael, M.I.C.M. June 10, 2004

“Listen and let it penetrate your heart…do not be troubled or weighed down with 
grief. Do not fear any illness or vexation, anxiety or pain. Am I not here who am your 
Mother? Are you not under my shadow and protection? Am I not your fountain of life? 
Are you not in the folds of my mantle? In the crossing of my arms? Is there anything 
else you need?” (Our Lady’s words to her servant Juan Diego.)

The First Apparition

Juan Diego awoke before sunrise. It was Saturday, Our Lady’s day, the ninth of 
December, the fi rst day in the Octave of the Immaculate Conception, 1531, and quite 
cold in the mountains of Mexico at that time of year. Wrapping his cloak or tilma 
about him Juan set out alone from his new home in Tolpetlac to the neighboring 
village of Tlatelolco, a suburb of Tenochtitlan, six miles south. He was on his way to 
Mass, which he had faithfully attended every Saturday and Sunday since his conversion 
six years before. It was a long journey for anyone to make two days in a row; that’s 
twenty-four miles of walking, and his aging limbs were beginning to feel the toll. The 
trip seemed so much longer since his wife and traveling companion, Maria Lucia, had 
died two years ago. Now he walked the road alone. But being alone had its advantages; 
it gave him time to think about and talk to God. The good friars had taught him well 
how to do that. It was still dusky, not too far from dawn, as he approached Tepeyac 
hill. Here not so long ago stood the gory temple of the Aztecs’ mother goddess. It was 
just a memory now as were all their false deities. But Juan’s thoughts were elsewhere 
as he shuffl ed along on his way to Mass; the kind Fathers expected him to know his 
catechism lesson and these eternal truths preoccupied his mind. Suddenly his thoughts 
were interrupted by music, very wonderful music, descending from atop the slope of 
the hill. It sounded to him like a mellifl uous chirping of sweetly singing birds. It was 
a melody such as he had never heard. The tones began to grow more enchanting, 
fi lling the air around him and so enrapturing his soul that he began to doubt whether 
it was possible for a man in this fragile life to relish such exquisite harmony and 
remain in the fl esh. “Is it I,” he wondered, “who have this good fortune to hear what I 
hear? Or am I perhaps only dreaming? Where am I? . . . Is this perchance the earthly 
Paradise hidden from the eyes of men – . ? The ravished Indian squinted his eyes to 
scan the hilltop, when to his utter astonishment, a cloud glowing with dazzling 
whiteness appeared just above the crest, while a magnifi cent rainbow formed by its 
resplendent rays emblazoned everything around it. Then, abruptly, the celestial singing 
ceased. A voice was heard from within the cloud. It was the voice of a young woman, 
a tender voice, calling his name most affectionately, “Juanito, Juan Dieguito.” Our 
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Lady spoke to her humble protégé in his own Nahuatl tongue. In that language the 
form of address used by the woman had a signifi cance more singularly intimate than 
any expression English or Spanish could convey. The exact sound that met the Indian’s 
ears was “Juantzin, Juan Diegotzin.” It was an endearing expression, reverently 
diminutive, that a fond mother would use for her child. English would render it: “Dear 
little Juan.” That same voice beckons each of us with an identical tone of affection. If 
only more men would open their hearts to hear the call, what joy it would bring into 
their lives! Totally perplexed, the fi fty seven year old Juanito clambered up the rocky 
incline to see who it was who so sweetly addressed him. Strangely though, there was 
no fear in him; he was supremely confi dent, and intoxicated with exuberance. As he 
reached the summit, the voice gently bade him draw near. Doing so, he found himself 
face to face with a woman of incomparable loveliness, whom he described simply as 
“a most beautiful lady.” Her garments shone so brilliantly that the entire mountain was 
transformed by the refl ection of her glory. The rocks became as precious gold; the 
earth sparkled like emeralds and multi-colored jewels; even the shrubs and prickly 
pears were splattered with a sheet of color, as if their thorns had been changed into 
stained glass. She was young, perhaps fourteen, her expression most affable and 
encouraging. She motioned Juan to come closer. Advancing a step or two he sank to 
his knees, overwhelmed by the loveliness of the vision. The Lady spoke, ” My son, 
Juan Diego, whom I tenderly love as a little one and weak, where are you going?” And 
he replied, “My holy one, my Lady, my Mistress, I am on my way to your house at 
Tlatelolco; I go in pursuit of the holy things which our priests teach us.” His holy one, 
the noble Lady, then revealed her will saying: “Know my son, my much beloved, that 
I am the ever Virgin Mary, Mother of the True God who is the Author of life, the 
Creator of all things, the Lord of heaven and earth, present everywhere. And it is my 
wish that here, there be raised to me a temple in which, as a loving mother to thee and 
those like thee, I shall show my tender clemency and the compassion I feel for the 
natives and for those who love and seek me, for all who implore my protection, who 
call on me in their labors and affl ictions: and in which I shall hear their weeping and 
their supplications that I may give them consolation and relief. That my will may have 
its effect, thou must go to the city of Mexico and to the palace of the bishop who 
resides there, to tell him that I have sent thee and that I wish a temple to be raised to 
me in this place. Thou shalt report what thou hast seen and heard, and be assured that 
I will repay what thou dost for me in the charge I give thee: for I will make thee great 
and renowned. Now thou hast heard, son, my wish. Go in peace. . . employ all of the 
strength thou art able.” Juan bowed low in humble obeisance and said, “I go, I go, my 
most noble Lady and Mistress, to do as a humble servant what you have ordered. 
Farewell.” After Juan had spoken to Our Lady, he straight-away set out on his mission, 
as a most obedient son, and took the road leading directly to Mexico. Juan never 
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paused to weigh the pros and cons of his own insuffi ciency; he just did what he was 
commanded, and he acted promptly; any obstacles he would face when and where 
they came. This past December 12 [1981] marked the four hundred and fi ftieth 
anniversary of the apparitions of Our Lady of Guadalupe to the humble Aztec Indian 
Juan Diego on Tepeyac hill near Mexico City. Her message was beautiful and simple. 
She told him that she wanted a church to be built in her honor on this hill, wherein she 
would receive and compassionately console all her suffering children. For this purpose 
she sent Juan Diego to the Bishop of Mexico, the Friar Minor, Don Juan de Zumarraga, 
to present to him her request. Though he was most faithful in his mission, the lowly 
messenger was not believed. Finally, Our Lady gave him a sign to take to the Bishop, 
a bouquet of fl owers that she had caused to spring miraculously from the hilltop’s 
frozen winter soil. And, to leave absolutely no doubt that it was indeed she, the Mother 
of God, who requested this church, she left imprinted on the face of the Indian’s cloak, 
in which as an apron he had carried the miraculous sign into the prelate’s presence, a 
full length color portrait of herself, just as the Indian had seen her. The tilma and its 
image can be seen to this very day in the cathedral of Mexico City. Every year up to 
twenty million pilgrims come to Mexico’s capital from all over the world to see and 
pray to Our Lady before her miraculous picture. Her shrine attracts every type of 
visitor imaginable, from chest-beating penitents to cold sophisticated worldlings; 
from irreverent gum smackers in tight jeans to the simple ordinary worshiper. They all 
come, representing a vast cross-section of humanity, all the time, in a never-ending 
stream. Some approach for hundreds of yards on their knees with arms outstretched in 
a posture of penance. Others, who have not such a visible conviction, at least come in 
prayer, perhaps reciting the Rosary, to prepare for their climactic encounter. Too many, 
sad to say, approach as mere tourists with no faith and no love, like orphans who do 
not want a mother. But here Our Lady has made herself available to all, the just and 
the unjust, to be loved or just viewed. And isn’t it beautiful that she is always there, 
faithful to her promise to her “dear little one,” Juan Diego, even after four and a half 
centuries. Guadalupe is the most frequented Marian shrine in the whole world. The 
Blessed Virgin receives here three times more pilgrims than she does even at Lourdes. 
Is it because of the cures? No…. There are cures, but that isn’t why so many are drawn 
here. There’s another reason, a more wonderful one, that gives Guadalupe such a 
compelling magnetism. It is the sense of Our Lady’s presence.

There is a very real communication of hearts at Guadalupe. It is the heart of a sinless 
Mother seeking out the love of her children and offering her maternal protection. 
She, the Mother of God, wants to be known and loved by men so that she can lead 
them to her Son. She wants to be known for what she truly is. Now Mary knows her 
children only too well … but her children do not and cannot know her well enough, 
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for there is so much to know about her that the pursuit would exhaust a whole lifetime 
of effort. But we must try. “They that explain me shall have life,” the Scriptures say 
of Mary in the Book of Wisdom. So, in the vehemence of her tender love, those four 
centuries ago, she left for the world a portrait of herself painted with brushes “not of 
this earth.” In this marvelous picture-it cannot be called a painting, for there were no 
paints involved-one can see for himself what the most beautiful creature God ever 
created looks like. Then there is the canvas the Queen of Heaven chose for her portrait, 
the tilma of Juan Diego, a rough burlap-type cloak that the lower-class Indians wore 
draped over their shoulders, and ankle-length. Having been poor in her mortal life, the 
Mother of God did not disdain such a canvas, for by it she would confound the laws 
of science. Every artist who has examined the tilma has affi rmed that there simply is 
no way short of a miracle for such an exquisite picture to have been painted on such 
a coarse and porous surface. Furthermore, the tilma itself, made from cactus fi bers, 
should have fallen apart, naturally speaking, twenty or thirty years at most after it 
was made. Nevertheless, long defying the laws of decomposition, it hangs together to 
this very day. Needless to say, if the canvas has been miraculously preserved, so has 
the image. The colors are still as fresh and vivid as when they fi rst appeared, despite 
the natural corroding effect of black smoke, which for a century arose before it from 
hundreds of burning vigil lights (it wasn’t until 1647 that the precious relic was put 
under glass), and despite the accidental spilling of a bottle of nitric acid across its 
surface by a workman in 1791. The Mexicans are an extremely religious people. And 
they should be. After all, Pope Benedict XIV said, when a copy of the miraculous 
picture was fi rst shown to him in 1754, “Non fecit taliter omni nationi,” “God has not 
done in like manner to every nation,” applying to the Mexicans this verse from Psalm 
147. And the cause of such holiness-to be seen more in the heart of the country than in 
the border cities-is none other than Nuestra Senora de Guadalupe. Her coming in 1531 
was the birth of Mexico. That is why the secret forces of Masonry, in their efforts to 
destroy the Catholic principles upon which this nation rose up, have attempted with 
no success to destroy the Sacred Image. But neither with bombs, as was attempted 
during the Calles persecution in 1921, nor with the invectives of the liberal press, were 
they able to defeat the Virgin. In fact, as experience has taught her enemies, the more 
she is attacked, the more strongly will her children rise up in her defense. Mexico 
and Our Lady of Guadalupe go together like the sun and its rays. You can’t separate 
the two. She is enthroned in her country everywhere you turn. Whether you are in a 
grand cathedral, a busy market place, or a taxi-cab, you will always fi nd her. She is 
the very air the Mexicans breathe. And what is even more beautiful is the way she 
sweetly reigns in the Mexican home. Nothing is more charming, more heart warming, 
than to see the joy, peace, modesty and cleanliness that come as second nature to a 
typical Catholic Mexican family. Here under her watchful eye all the bad fruits of 



6

worldliness and vice dare not appear. Instead, respect for parents, love for children, 
pleasant manners, tidiness, the modesty of the women, the purity of the men, the 
holy joy of all, can be seen in everything they do: in the way they work, in the way 
they entertain one another, in the way they eat their meals, and in the way they pray. 
Again the reason for such a blessing is their love for Our Lady of Guadalupe. “Come 
the day,” admitted the skeptic Altimirano, “on which the Virgin of Guadalupe is not 
longer venerated, and you have the sign that the very name of Mexico has disappeared 
from the catalogue of nations!”

The Stage

Bishop Juan de Zumarraga was to play a very crucial role in our story. Transplanted 
from his quiet monastery in Abrojo, Spain, where he was the acting prior, at the request 
of his friend the Emperor Charles V, who was desperately in need of an intelligent and 
courageous prelate to govern the Church in his newly acquired kingdoms across the 
ocean, the accomplished Franciscan took up his residence in Mexico City in 1527. 
King Charles had chosen a good man for the job. In just thirty years (with the help 
of Our Lady and Juan Diego) the amazing friar had this land of barbaric paganism so 
transformed into a peaceful Christian society that one would think that the kingship 
of Christ had already been established there for centuries. It is true that the genius of 
Cortez can hardly be overlooked in this transformation, but the Conqueror was mainly 
that a conqueror. Zumarraga did the building. And it wasn’t easy. The main thrust of 
the good Bishop’s programs was directed toward the conversion and well-being of 
the Indians, without neglecting the spiritual needs of the Spaniards. At that time, the 
plight of the natives was intolerable. A great many of them had been forcibly separated 
from their families and condemned to harsh slave labor in the mines. Such conditions 
had caused the affl icted Indians to resent their conquerors even more than they did the 
tyranny of Montezuma. This resentment led to angry thoughts of rebellion, and soon 
an uprising seemed to be imminent. This was the situation Zumarraga was faced with 
as he took over his see. Every night the holy man of God begged the Court of Heaven 
to prevent a civil war that would end only in death and loss of soul for hundreds of 
thousands of unconverted natives. And since he was a man already intimate with the 
Mother of God, he secretly asked her to acknowledge her reception of his prayer by 
sending him roses from Castile. A man of prayer, he was also a man of action. He 
used every means at his disposal to defend the Indians’ rights. Like St. Ignatius, he 
prayed as if everything depended on God and he worked as if everything depended on 
him. His loud and clear denunciations from the pulpit fi nally brought him into confl ict 
with the president of the governing Audiencia Don Nune de Guzman, whose policy 
had been not only to enslave the natives but to imprison anyone who defended them. 
Some priests found themselves physically dragged from their pulpits and imprisoned 
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for daring to criticize the dictator’s abuses. In 1530, the situation was so bad that 
Zumarraga had to put the entire city under interdict, thus suspending the administration 
of the sacraments to the laity, except in the case of the dying. In the ages of faith such 
measures moved mountains. So, too, in this crisis it proved effective, and the cruel 
overlords were pressured by the Church into restoring the basic rights of the natives. 
Later that year there were a few more turns for the better: Guzman was removed from 
offi ce by the king; the Audiencia was disbanded; and Bishop Fuenleal, a wise and just 
man, was sent from the mother country to rule the colony as its governor. Meanwhile, 
in the midst of this turbulence, the missionaries who had fanned out across the 
continent were busy instructing in the truths of the Catholic Faith whatever Indians 
would listen to them. One of the biggest handicaps to winning converts among these 
pagans was their widespread practice of polygamy. A century later the Jesuits in North 
America would encounter the same problem. At that time, however, very few among 
the adult Aztecs were willing to embrace a marriage which would put any restraints 
on their habitual licentiousness. But there were exceptions. And some very inspiring 
ones. One of these was Cuauhtlatohuac, who with his one wife lived twelve miles 
north of the capital. When this chaste couple fi rst heard the word of God, their hearts 
proved most fertile to receive it. It is related by those who knew them that after their 
conversion, by mutual consent, they agreed to live as brother and sister and imitate 
the chastity of the friars from whom they had received this most wonderful religion. 
Needless to say, Cauhtlatohuac was happy to change his name; he was baptized Juan 
Diego and his little wife took the name Maria Lucia. Juan was fi fty-one years old 
when he was reborn in Christ. The year was 1525, just four years after the Conquest.

Background

The natives of Mexico are known in history as the Aztecs. They were a warlike people 
who migrated sometime around the fourteenth century from the north into the warmer 
climate zone. Before that time, they have no history, except what one can learn from 
their mythical legends. Having subjugated the surrounding tribes with the military 
superiority of a centrally organized army, they settled down in and around a lake 
region they called Tenochtitlan, out of which Mexico City arose. When the Spaniards 
arrived in 1519 the Aztec Empire was outwardly impressive, but inwardly faltering 
under the cruel tyranny of Montezuma II, a superstitious, ill-fated man, whom the 
people believed to be a descendant of the gods. His subjects carried their error to such 
an extreme that their heavenly sovereign’s august feet were not allowed to be 
contaminated by the earth, so they carried the king wherever he went. Far worse than 
this perverse concept of regality was the unspeakable cruelty, inspired by Satan, which 
prompted them to appease their stone divinities with human blood. Hundreds, 
sometimes thousands of victims, usually slaves or prisoners of war, were dragged 
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daily up the temple stairs to the altar of sacrifi ce, where they had their hearts torn out 
by hooded priests, and offered to some god or goddess. Francis Johnston in his book, 
_The Wonder of Guadalupe_, offers insight into their perverted motivation: “… the 
Aztecs felt themselves under a compelling obligation to offer human sacrifi ce to these 
gods either in atonement for some physical calamity, such as pestilence or earthquake, 
or to forestall an unexpected misfortune. For instance, since the Aztecs regarded 
themselves as the ‘people of the sun’, they felt driven to supply this divinity with a 
regular nourishment of human blood, for fear that he might no longer appear on the 
horizon.” In their frenzied derangement they thought that, since men were created by 
the blood of the gods, then they must return that blood or the gods would die. At least, 
they had a reason for their insanity. Today when our ‘Christian’ civilization is allowing 
‘hooded priests’ in white doctors’ robes to murder one and a half million helpless 
infants every year in our hospitals for no other reason than a diabolical selfi shness that 
prefers nice cars and fashionable clothes to children, one wonders which society is the 
more corrupt. If God punished the pagans so terribly for this crime, imagine what He 
is going to do to our ‘Christian’ society that dares to hypocritically call itself not only 
civilized but ‘under God’. Woe to the leaders of our country who are sanctioning this 
slaughter, and more than that, woe to the leaders of the Church in America who do not 
constantly condemn those who are the cause of this bloodshed! We would do well to 
pray that God, in His mercy, may send us a modern-day Hernando Cortez so that he 
might put an end to this horrible slaughter of our own Innocents and deal with these 
sophisticated murderers as they have so mercilessly dealt with our helpless children. 
The Aztecs had gods for almost every prominent reality in the world about them and 
inside them: that is, from the sun and moon above, to the passions within. In view of 
what was to come, it is worth mentioning here the goddess of motherhood, a 
gruesomely bloodthirsty monster, whose temple stood on a hill, six miles north of the 
capital, called Tepeyac. Her statue is preserved today in the Museum of Mexico City. 
A mass of writhing snakes encompasses her head. Her sightless eyes betray the 
unfathomable grief of the oppressed clientele who made her. At the inauguration of 
her shrine eighty thousand poor Indians were sacrifi ced. The mightiest of all their 
horrid gods was Quetzalcoatl, the Feathered or Stone Serpent. No other symbol more 
befi ts the qualities of the devil than this deadly reptile. This is the form Satan took in 
the Garden of Paradise, when he fi rst infected our race. So too, he will be in the same 
form (as God tells us in Genesis 3:15) when the woman shall crush his head. Thus, the 
arch-enemy of mankind, who had held these poor souls in such blind captivity for so 
many centuries, inspired his subjects to render him the highest adoration in the guise 
that so well befi tted him. When Montezuma ascended the throne in 1503 (wiping the 
dust from his feet for the last time), he did not do so without a certain portentous fear 
that had been bred into his superstitious mind. He felt uneasy in his glory. There was 
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a pervading atmosphere of impending doom and all the Aztec nobility sensed it. Their 
soothsayers had been prophesying it for some time. The empire was destined to fall, . 
. . and soon. Like the possessed seer who walked about Jerusalem for four years (from 
66-70 A.D.) bewailing the imminent fall of the city, as Christ had foretold, so the 
possessed wizards of these cultic barbarians of Mexico told tales of a powerful people 
from the East who, sailing upon the seas in monstrous vessels, would come and 
conquer their mighty empire. It wasn’t long after Montezuma took his lofty seat that 
reports came that huge vessels with white fl ags had been sighted by their Mayan 
neighbors off the coasts of Yucatan. Then, there was the dream of his sister, the 
Princess Papantzin, who was later to be one of the fi rst of her people to embrace 
Christianity. It seems that this royal prophetess, suffering from a severe illness, lapsed 
into a coma. The physicians, thinking her to be dead, were about to have her buried, 
when suddenly she awoke from such an awful fate and was heard screaming within 
her coffi n. The woman, upon her release, told the astonished listeners of a mysterious 
vision she had seen: it seemed a luminous guide (doubtless an angel) led her to the 
ocean shore, where he pointed out to her through a fading mist, a large number of 
ships with black crosses painted on their sails. The heavenly guide, who she noticed 
had the same cross on his forehead, explained to her that these vessels were carrying 
men from a distant land who would conquer her people and bring them knowledge of 
the True God. In the autumn of 1519, couriers arrived in the Aztec capital after a 240 
mile journey from the east coast with an urgent message: gigantic sea vessels had been 
spotted off their shores! Montezuma studied the drawings (since the Aztecs had no 
written alphabet, all of their messages were done by the means of hieroglyphics); his 
eyes were fi xed upon the sails of the vessels . . . and the black crosses thereon! That 
same year Hernando Cortez, perhaps the greatest military leader of all time, landed on 
the Mexican shores at a place he appropriately named Vera Cruz (True Cross). Like 
the discoverer Christopher Columbus, the Conqueror Cortez was a very religious 
man. Though this cannot be said of all the Spaniards who made a name for themselves 
in the days of the conquistadors, it was true of a good many of them, and it was 
certainly true of Cortez, who either was or should have been their exemplar. As the 
Hebrew army under Moses was sent by God to destroy those nations who were 
defi ling the earth with the sin of human sacrifi ce, so too was Cortez sent by God to put 
an end to this same carnage in Mexico. The Conqueror had a divine mission, and a 
large number of natives willingly swelled his ranks-though an equal number violently 
assailed him-as he marched into the heart of unknown perils on his way to negotiate 
with the great and dreaded Montezuma. The unforgettable story of that historic 
meeting, the Spaniards’ kidnapping of the Aztec emperor, and his death at the hands 
of his own disenchanted people; Cortez’ disastrous retreat from the city, where three-
fourths of his eight hundred soldiers were slain in battle or seized for a more horrible 
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fate in the temple of sacrifi ce; their astounding survival in the mountains on the roots 
of plants and barks of trees; their phenomenal recovery and rebuilding of forces, and 
at last their fi nal three-day siege and victory over the Aztecs at Tenochtitlan on the 
thirteenth of August, 1521, is a truly epic tale uniquely captured in all its stark reality 
by the talented pen of the blind historian William Prescott. Overnight the Aztecs saw 
their empire transformed. Temples stained with the blood of human sacrifi ce were torn 
down and churches rose up in their place. Here in the new temples would be offered 
the one sacrifi ce pleasing to God, the Sacrifi ce of the Mass, wherein by the hands of 
holy priests the One Victim would be mystically slain in an unbloody manner in 
atonement for our sins. Schools and hospitals appeared for the fi rst time in that land, 
while barefooted friars lost no time in preaching the Faith to the conquered natives. 
This is the world in which Juan Diego grew up and was growing old. His pure heart 
rejoiced that the light had shone in the darkness, but he was sad that so few among his 
people comprehended it.

Juan Diego meets the Bishop

Let us pick up the story again now as we fi nd Juan Diego walking along the main 
avenue in Mexico City, about to arrive at the Bishop’s house with his urgent message. 
And Juan, the humble Indian, knelt down as a sign of reverence before Juan the 
Bishop. Both men were fully aware of their own nothingness before God, but this 
token of reverence the Bishop accepted in the Person of Him Whom his priesthood 
represented, Our Lord Jesus Christ. After Zumarraga greeted him courteously, Juan 
suppressed his nervousness and related all the wonderful things that had happened, 
repeating the message of the Lady exactly as he remembered it. To all this the prudent 
shepherd listened most kindly without giving any signs of credence. Then the Bishop 
asked Juan various questions, all of which he answered perfectly. Surely the Indian 
had his wits about him; there wasn’t anything odd or singular in his behavior, nor was 
there any contradiction in his answers. Zumarraga was not the type of man to dismiss 
such matters lightly. He would need more time to check out the Indian’s character. 
Perhaps too, the prelate was wondering if this were not some trick of the devil, from 
whose dark reign this land had only recently been expurgated. Deeply saddened by the 
obvious skepticism of the illustrious bishop, Juan rose to his feet, bowed, and took his 
leave. When he came to Tepeyac he found the beautiful Lady just as glorious as 
before, waiting for him at the summit. Kneeling before her he painfully acknowledged 
his failure: “O little one, most dear, my Queen and most high Lady, I did what you told 
me. Though for a long time I was not let in to the Bishop, I fi nally saw him and gave 
him your message just as you ordered me. He listened to me with kindness and 
attention, but from what I noticed in him and from his questions. I gathered that he did 
not believe me, for he told me to come again that he might at leisure inquire into my 
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affair and examine it more closely. He supposed that the temple you demanded was an 
imagination or whim of mine and not your will. I therefore beg of you to send some 
noble and infl uential person, someone worthy of respect, to whom credit ought to be 
given; for you see, O my Sovereign, that I am a poor serf, a mere lowly peasant, and 
that I am not fi t for this embassy of yours. Pardon, O Queen, my boldness, if I have at 
all failed in the respect due to your greatness. Far be it from me to incur your 
indignation, or to displease you by my reply.” Looking upon him with the greatest 
affection, the noble Lady smiled tenderly and said: “Hear, much loved son, and 
understand that I am not without clients and servants to send, for I have many that I 
might employ if I wished, many that would do whatever they were ordered; but it 
much befi ts that thou undertake this affair and conduct it. My wish and desire has to 
be accomplished by thy means. So I ask thee, my son, and I order thee to go back in 
the morning, and see and speak to the Bishop. Tell him to erect for me the temple I 
demand, and say that she who sent thee is the Virgin Mary, Mother of the True God.” 
At these words renewed vigor and confi dence poured into Juan’s heart. He answered: 
“My Lady and my Child, I will not cause you affl iction. I will gladly go to accomplish 
your will. I will not cease from striving … So, tomorrow afternoon, when the sun is 
setting, I will come to give you a report concerning the reception of your message … 
With this assurance let me take leave of you, my little Daughter, my Child, and my 
Lady. Rest quietly in the meanwhile until I come again.” So the weary ambassador 
went home, cooked his supper, and apparently without mentioning to his uncle, with 
whom he was now living, anything of what had transpired, he went to bed. The next 
day, Sunday, Juan went to Mass and religious instruction, and afterwards set out down 
the road for his second encounter with the Bishop. As he walked along, thoughts 
rolled in and out of his mind as to what he could say to convince the doubting 
ecclesiastic; that is, if he even got in to see him. Those offi cials had looked extremely 
impatient with him yesterday; this time they might have him arrested, or even set the 
dogs on him. Soon, however, he found himself standing again in front of the episcopal 
palace and knocking at the gate. Though his worst fears did not materialize, still he 
was treated much more harshly than the day before; but with his persistent pleading, 
he wore down their resistance and was again allowed into the courtyard. Once inside, 
he was told to sit down and wait. He waited … and waited … drawing his tilma tightly 
about him, for it was very cold; one, two, three hours elapsed, and fi nally the 
majordomo called out his name; the Bishop would see him. The man of God, having 
no idea that Juan had been waiting so long, was quite surprised to see the Indian back 
so soon and received him with his habitual courtesy. Instantly, Juan dropped to his 
knees and told the curious prelate that he had again seen and spoken to the Mother of 
God, and that she had demanded that the Bishop build her the desired church. Then, 
overcome by his own nervous intensity, the tears started down his cheeks, as he 
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implored his Lordship to heed the noble Lady’s request. Zumarraga was embarrassed 
at this passionate display, and gently consoling Juan, urged him to gain composure 
and answer his questions. What did the Lady look like? Who did she say she was? 
Where did she appear? On and on the Bishop went, till he was convinced that the man 
before him was neither dreaming nor hallucinating; he had seen a lady, but exactly 
who that lady was he couldn’t be sure; he needed proof that she was indeed who she 
said she was and not some illusion of the devil. They must have a sign, he told Juan; 
such an expensive and laborious undertaking as the construction of a church requires 
much more evidence that it is truly the Mother of God who asks for it. “What kind of 
a sign?” Juan asked, totally unruffl ed by the request, “Name any sign at all and I will 
ask it of the Lady.” The Bishop paused for a moment and said, “Let the Lady herself 
decide it.” And with that Juan was dismissed. Secretly Zumarraga had instructed two 
of his attendants to follow the Indian wherever he went, but from a safe and 
unobservable distance, so that they might see who it was with whom he was conversing. 
Losing no time, Juan Diego hurried straight for Tepeyac Hill to inform his Mistress of 
the outcome of his second meeting. Not far behind him were the two spies. Yet when 
he came to the base of the hill, having there crossed over a certain stream, he instantly 
vanished from their sight. He was there one second, gone the next, and his pursuers 
were utterly befuddled as they vainly searched for him high and low. Giving up, they 
returned in great anger to the Bishop, accusing the Indian of some sort of wizardry, 
and suggested that if the deceiver should dare show his face again, he should be 
fl ogged. Meanwhile the humble “deceiver” was rapt in ecstasy before the radiant 
beauty of God’s Mother. As Moses of old was taken up into the holy mountain, called 
alone by God to commune with Him ” face to face” beyond the view of other men, so 
too Juan Dieguito was taken up alone into the holy hill of Tepeyac to commune face 
to face with the Holy Mother of God away from the sight of men. Prostrating himself 
before his heavenly Queen, with great anguish he poured out his heart. No one had 
believed him, though he had tried his utmost to convince them. Only a sign would 
move the Bishop to act upon the Lady’s request. So, as a last gesture to please his 
Queen, he asked her if she would not give him some sign. Then he would surely 
succeed in fulfi lling her desire. The beautiful Lady, in tones of deepest appreciation 
and gentleness, thanked her childlike emissary for his efforts. She then promised to 
give him the necessary sign saying: “So be it, my son. Return here tomorrow in order 
that thou mayest secure for the Bishop the sign for which he has asked. When this is 
in thy possession, he will believe thee. He will no longer doubt thy word and suspect 
thy good faith. Be assured that I shall reward thee for all thou hast undergone. Go now, 
tomorrow I shall await thee here again.” And Our Lady sweetly added, “Do not forget 
me.” At this point in the story we meet the third Juan, the uncle of Juan Diego, Juan 
Bernardino. He enters the narrative as a very sick man, lying in his bed in a fi t of fever, 
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for he had contracted that mortal disease the Indians called cocolixtle, which had 
claimed many thousands of lives that year. Quickly it came upon its victim and quickly 
it went, more often than not leaving death in its wake. So poor Juan Bernardino, who 
was in good health when his nephew last saw him, was now at death’s door. Seeing his 
dear uncle in this terrible condition, Juan was beside himself with grief, for he was the 
only consolation Juan had on this earth after his wife’s decease. Quickly he called in 
the native doctors to see if they could break the fever, but it was of no avail; in fact, 
they were only making him worse. All that night and all the next day, he sat 
compassionately by his uncle’s bedside, offering him whatever alleviation he could. 
Surely, Juan thought, the Holy Virgin would understand why he was unable to keep 
his appointment that afternoon as he had promised. Soon the sick man became aware 
that he was not going to recover and, informing his nephew that his time to quit this 
world was fast approaching, he asked him to leave in the morning for Tlatelolco and 
bring back a priest “with the healing hands” that he might confess and be anointed. 
Very early, before sunrise, Juan Diego hustled off on his way to fi nd a priest. It was 
now Tuesday, the twelfth of December. As he drew near the hill where he had spoken 
to Our Lady, he was faced with a dilemma; surely he would fi nd her waiting for him 
if he took the usual path, and he could not afford to be detained at this time. He had 
not a moment to lose, or his uncle might die without a priest. So he decided to skirt the 
hill on its opposite side, a much rougher course, in his hopes of avoiding a confrontation. 
He thought to slip unseen by the eyes of her who sees all (alas, how many times have 
we not made the same mistake); but, as he passed by the prominence, he could scarcely 
believe what his eyes beheld; for up ahead of him he saw the Holy Virgin in a blaze of 
light, gliding effortlessly down the slope on an angle so as to intercept him. “My dear 
little one,” she called to him, “where are you going? What road is this you are taking?” 
Juan was overcome with shame. As one commentator noted, “He had failed her; she 
had not failed him. Since he had not sought her on the heights, she sought him in the 
depths.” Has she not done the same for us? Utterly confused, and at a loss for an 
explanation, he spontaneously resorted to pleasantries, “My daughter, my dear little 
one; God keep you, Lady! Did you sleep well? And how is your health?” Nothing so 
beautifully brings out the simplicity of Juan Diego as this amusing parlance. He talked 
to Mary as he would have to his own daughter, and most assuredly it wrung from her 
childlike heart a humoring smile. Perhaps it called to her mind the like tender questions 
she had heard on earth from her own dear father, St. Joachim. Then, quickly regaining 
his presence of mind, Juan spoke more soberly about his uncle’s sickness and his 
intention of going to get a priest. When he fi nished speaking there was a pause. He 
looked up to see the lovely Woman smiling most affectionately upon him. With 
supreme gentleness and compassion she replied-and these words should reverberate 
from the walls of every church, home, and school in Christendom: “Listen, and let it 
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penetrate your heart, my dear little son; do not be troubled or weighted down with 
grief. Do not fear any illness or vexation, anxiety or pain. Am I not here who am your 
Mother? Are you not under my shadow and protection? Am I not your fountain of life? 
Are you not in the folds of my mantle? In the crossing of my arms? Is there anything 
else you need?” She again paused, gazed sympathetically upon him, and continued. 
“Do not let this illness of your uncle worry you, because he is not going to die of his 
sickness. At this very moment he is cured.” Never before had Our Lady so openly 
revealed the tenderness of her Immaculate Heart. This revelation marked the beginning 
of the Age of Mary. What saint or mystic was ever so privileged as was this humble 
Mexican Indian to hear such words, “Am I not here who am your Mother?” Yes, O 
Mary, it is true. What you said to Juan Diego was meant for the whole world. There is 
no one, no matter how destitute of grace, who is not within reach of your maternal 
embrace if he will but approach you with a resolve to sin no more. You are the Mother 
of all who want to be your children. But to be your child, a true child of so holy a 
Mother, a Mother so blessed by God, is no vague platitude; it can actually be achieved. 
How? Through the Blessed Eucharist, by which we become one with her Son. It is the 
Flesh she gave Jesus that makes us one with Jesus and children of His Mother. Our 
Lady would not call anyone at random her child, as one author mistakenly puts it, 
“regardless of race, color, or creed.” The fi rst two “regardlesses” are certainly no 
obstacle to divine union, since they owe their origin to the divine Will, and the third 
“regardless” may be all right among Masonic, anti Revelationist circles, but it is 
downright heretical to make it a “regardless” when it refers to becoming a child of 
Mary. No one can benefi t unto salvation from the infi nite intercessory power of Mary, 
which she has as God’s Mother, unless he professes the true Faith as taught by the 
Roman Catholic Church. And if anyone is ashamed to call himself Roman Catholic, 
Our Lady will be ashamed of such a one when he appears before her Son for judgment. 
As we meditate these words addressed to us through Juan Diego, let us have 
tremendous confi dence in Mary. Remember she has a heart-though Immaculate, none, 
the less human-that burns to save souls, bleeds over our transgressions, and 
compassionates our sufferings. She knows what it is to suffer because she suffered; 
she suffered deeply, and yet she suffered silently. And, like her Divine Son, she suffers 
in and with her children, the Church, the Mystical Body. When a child of Mary suffers 
so does the Mother, not physically-for her body is glorifi ed-but spiritually. As it is in 
the nature of a mother to desire to put herself in the place of a suffering child and to 
grieve even more than the one affl icted; so it is the nature of Our Mother Mary to feel 
this same compassion-though more intensely-for all her spiritual children, regardless 
of race and color. Mary tenderly loves all men of good will. And she especially loved 
her newly converted Indians. She loved their “littleness,” their humility. She had 
compassion for their unjust affl ictions. And she was delighted in the way her bronze-
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skinned children lovingly inhaled the whole spirit, as well as the doctrine, of the 
gospel. Were it not so astoundingly true we might sound somewhat blasphemous in 
asserting it: O Mary, one would have to be insane not to love you, because for our 
eternal good, in the person of Juan Diego, you have irresistibly forced yourself upon 
us. After these soothing words of encouragement, Our Lady ordered Juan to climb up 
the hill, and there at the top he would fi nd the sign the Bishop needed. “Go, my son, 
to the summit of the hill . . . There you will fi nd a large variety of fl owers. Gather them 
carefully and assemble them. Then, bring them here.” Not stopping to ask how this 
could be-for it was well into winter and all the foliage had died-the unpretentious 
ambassador, trusting completely in his Lady’s word, hurried up the slope. And lo and 
behold! over the crest, he saw a brilliantly panoply of the most exquisite fl owers, 
including Castilian roses, blossoming in the frozen soil. Juan was struck with 
amazement. Now the Bishop would surely believe him! Then, as he had been directed, 
he carefully gathered as many of them as he could fi t into his outstretched tilma and 
brought them down to show to his Queen. She then took the fl owers and with her own 
hands rearranged them, as only a woman can, saying as she did so, “My little son, 
these varied fl owers are the sign which you are to take to the Bishop. Tell him in my 
name that in them he will recognize my will and that he must fulfi ll it.” Hereupon she 
sent her emissary on his way, but fi rst cautioned him not to allow anyone to see what 
he carried until he was before the Bishop. Taking his leave of the glorious Woman, he 
joyfully trod down the road to the city. As he bounced along with a confi dent gait he 
was careful to wrap the ends of his tilma around the fl owers, gently pressing them to 
his chest so that he would not lose a single one. Arriving at the palace with his precious 
burden, Juan politely asked once again to see the Bishop. This time the servants 
angrily rushed out at him, threatening to drive him away, but Juan wouldn’t budge. 
Courageously he stood his ground. They, in turn, heaped all kinds of insults upon him, 
and passing back through the metal gate they clanged it shut in his face. There was no 
way, they told him, that he was going to see the Bishop. Juan pleaded that this time the 
Bishop would have to believe him: They had to let him in. But they laughed him to 
scorn. Humiliations were nothing new to Juan Diego; however, like anybody else, he 
felt them keenly; but he wasn’t going to leave until he got an audience and that was 
fi nal! So, installing himself next to the gate, he purposely began to make himself 
utterly obnoxious to the porters by continually pleading for admittance. Like the man 
in Our Lord’s parable, who by a simple request wasn’t able to get his friend to rise out 
of bed to lend him some loaves to refresh some unexpected guests; but who forced his 
friend to rise and help him because “of his importunity,” so too did this patient 
messenger hope to wear down the resistance of these “who goes there” bullies by his 
persistent “importunity.” This is the spirit God desires to see in us. He wants us to be 
persistent even with Him. “Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and you shall fi nd, 
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knock, and it shall be opened unto you. ” Finally, one of the court offi cials noticed that 
the Indian was concealing something underneath his cloak. He approached and asked 
what it was. Juan bit his tongue and kept silent. At this the man got very angry, 
threatening to use force to fi nd out, and Juan, drawing back, was compelled to let 
some of the attendants get a glimpse of the fl owers. They could hardly believe what 
they saw. One of them tried to snatch one or two, but as he reached for them, the 
blossoms seemed to melt into the fabric. There was something unusual happening 
here! Someone rushed to the Bishop’s quarters to report the phenomenon. Zumarraga 
(this was the fi rst time he had been informed of Juan’s arrival), hearing about the 
fl owers, wondered exceedingly, and ordered the Indian to be brought in at once. With 
the prelate, at this time, was the new Governor of Mexico, Bishop Fuenleal, who had 
replaced the tyrant Don Nune de Guzman. Finding himself standing before such 
illustrious personages, Juan felt all the more nervous, but assuming a confi dent bearing 
that seemed to be a special charisma for this momentous occasion, he bowed 
reverentially, not kneeling, lest he lose his hold of the tilma. Then he recounted before 
his amazed listeners the entire story of what had transpired at Tepeyac: how the Lady 
had promised a sign; how she directed him to climb the hill, where he would fi nd 
“many fl owers growing”; how he had gathered them in his tilma; and how she had 
rearranged them with her own hand, telling him to take them to the Bishop that he 
might at last believe her message and fulfi ll her desire. Listening with rapt attention to 
every word his excited guest had to say, Fra Zumarraga, chin in hand, was the picture 
of perplexity. Having fi nished the story, Juan took a deep breath and, reaffi rming his 
grip on the corners of the tilma as he clutched it for the last time to his bosom, his 
voice rallied, “Your Excellency, here is the sign you asked for.” And, opening his 
hands, the tilma fell, and from it a celestial bouquet of multi-colored blooms, mingled 
with Castilian roses, cascaded softly to the fl oor before the startled dignitaries, and 
perfumed the room with a heavenly aroma. Zumarraga jumped to his feet and stared 
at the roses, momentarily speechless; his prayer for peace had been answered! Then, 
as he lifted his eyes from the prodigy on the fl oor, there suddenly appeared on the 
Indian’s tilma an image of the Blessed Virgin Mary in resplendent glory. The wooden 
fl oor resounded with the thump of bended knees as both dignitaries knelt in adoration, 
caught in a timeless moment, with wide eyes riveted on the tilma as if contemplating 
an apparition. Juan felt uneasy as he perceived that their gaze was no longer on the 
fl owers but upon him, and looking down upon his garment he saw the object of their 
veneration. It was she, the Holy Mother of the True God, just as he had seen her on the 
hill! For a long time no words were spoken. When one beholds a miracle it is irreverent 
to speak; one cannot but keep silence, gaze, and adore. Our Lady will not be outdone 
in generosity. She always gives over and above what she is asked. The Good Thief 
from his bed of wood asked her crucifi ed Son for a remembrance and received 
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Paradise; the good Bishop from his oratory asked for roses from Castile and received 
the Mystical Rose from Heaven. After some moments lost in eternity Zumarraga, 
rising from the fl oor, embraced Juan Diego and begged his forgiveness for not 
believing him sooner. Then, reverently untying the precious relic from the bearer’s 
neck, he carried it to his private chapel where he could venerate it alone. Of course, no 
news travels like religious news, and so it didn’t take long before word of the miracle 
spread throughout the city. Soon crowds of the anxious faithful converged upon the 
episcopal residence, piously demanding to see the Image. All that day and overnight 
Juan remained at the Bishop’s house as his most honored guest; but, when morning 
came, he was desirous to return to his uncle to assist him in his recovery. Before 
setting out for his home, he conducted the Bishop to Tepeyac Hill and pointed out the 
exact spot where the Mother of God wanted her church to be built. Then, accompanied 
by a host of attendants from the palace and with his own personal guard of honor, he 
returned to his uncle. The pilgrim would never travel alone anymore. Surely, it must 
have been quite a sight for the Indians to see little Juan Diego, who shortly before was 
kicked about like an old shoe, now being triumphantly escorted around the countryside 
like a national hero. Arriving in Tolpetlac, the humble celebrity was overjoyed to see 
his uncle recuperating on the porch of his cabin taking in the fresh air. And when he 
asked his nephew the reason for all this retinue, Juan told him the story from the 
beginning. Different theories are offered to explain why Juan never told his uncle 
about the fi rst apparition, but the most likely reason is that he did not want to expose 
himself to ridicule in the eyes of his own people until he could prove the veracity of 
the vision. Juan Bernardino nodded as if he already knew what had happened, and 
patiently suppressed his own sequential epilogue until his nephew told him about the 
heavenly Woman’s pledge of his cure. He then interrupted his nephew to ask the exact 
time these words were uttered. And to their great joy and astonishment, the uncle 
related to the assembled visitors that it was at that very hour, when perceiving himself 
to be at the last extremity of life, that a dazzling light had fl ooded his quiet chamber, 
and the same beautiful Lady appeared to him all radiant with that glory his nephew 
described. Immediately, he felt a profound peace come over his soul, and through his 
limbs a healing wave seemed to roll, fi lling him with strength and cooling his burning 
fever. Aware that he was cured, he climbed out of bed, fell to his knees before the 
celestial physician, and listened as she sweetly told him what she had done for his 
nephew. Then she revealed to him the title by which she wished to be known and 
invoked by the Mexican people: “I am,” the Lady solemnly said, “the ever-Virgin, 
Holy Mary of Guadalupe!” Nothing has caused more confusion to Guadalupan 
scholars than the word itself, Guadalupe. Why would Our Lady in visiting the Indians 
ask them to invoke her by a title that meant something only to Spaniards? Guadalupe 
was the name of a famous Marian shrine in Estremadura in eastern Spain. One may 
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with every pious intention say, “What difference does it make? Our Lady said it, I 
believe it, and that’s fi nal!” But this is a case where a scholarly examination would 
enkindle devotion rather than detract from it. In analyzing the title Guadalupe one 
must keep in mind the ardent prayer of Fra Zumarraga which merited so dramatic an 
answer. The holy man prayed for peace, peace between two peoples, Spaniard and 
Indian. This enigmatic title of the Virgin of Tepeyac would prove to be a symbolic 
catalyst for procuring this peace. The question arises, and justly so, did Our Lady 
actually say Guadalupe when she spoke to Juan Bernardino? Or did she say something 
that sounded like it? It seems that in the Nahuatl or Aztec tongue they had no equivalent 
sound for the Latin G or D. The interpreter standing by Juan Bernardino’s pallet 
translated the title as he thought Our Lady meant it, namely Guadalupe. But Our Lady 
couldn’t have said exactly that, unless by a special charisma the cured man was 
enabled to pronounce a G and D. What the Mother of God actually said, and what she 
wanted to be thought to have said as she looked prophetically into the centuries ahead, 
are two different things. In the Nahuatl language the expression “she who crushes the 
serpent” sounds very much like Guadalupe. Rendered phonetically, the Aztec word 
would be Coatlaxopeuh. Surely, it was only natural for the Spanish interpreter to 
assume that Our Lady really wanted to be known under her revered title of Guadalupe 
that was so familiar to every Spaniard, and he thought that, had the Indian been able 
to pronounce all the consonants involved, this is what he would have said. So, 
according to the mind of the interpreter, Juan Bernardino tried as best he could to say 
Guadalupe. But since it was to the Indians that the Virgin appeared, and not to the 
Spanish, the more likely explanation is that she did not say Guadalupe at all, but rather 
Coatlaxopeuh. This sounds very much like the Spanish word, and to the Indians it 
meant that the Virgin of Tepeyac was the one who “crushes the serpent.” The reasons 
for this interpretation are extremely convincing. Remember that Our Lady had 
appeared to Juan Diego on the very spot where the devil, the infernal serpent, had 
inspired the false worship of the snake bedecked mother goddess. And, too, the natives 
had long worshipped Quetzalcoatl, the Stone Serpent, as a deity, indeed the mightiest 
of all their gods. Was it not fi tting then that the Queen of Heaven, who so ardently 
desired to save these poor souls, should identify herself in the role that God ordained 
for her in Genesis 3:15 as the Woman who would one day “crush the serpent’s head”? 
The symbolism is overwhelmingly clear. But how is it that the word Guadalupe was 
an answer to the good Bishop’s prayer for peace? Here is a title chosen by Our Lady, 
the Seat of Wisdom, that could be cherished by both Indian and Spaniard alike. The 
Indians understood it to mean in their tongue, which is the tongue Our Lady used, that 
the Virgin of Tepeyac was greater than their serpent god, Quetzalcoatl, and indeed his 
conqueror. To the Spaniards, in the title as it has come down to us, Guadalupe was a 
reminder of their homeland and a pledge that, even here in this distant country of 
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Mexico, the patronage of their heavenly Queen had followed them. Guadalupe, 
referring to their common Mother, would be a unifying bond between their nations. 
The word itself, with all it stands for, would not only bind the two peoples; it would 
fuse them forever into one people. No other title of Our Lady could have produced 
this effect. It was a veritable kiss of peace.

The First Enthronement

After Juan Diego had designated to Bishop Zumarraga the exact spot where the 
Woman wanted her church built, construction of a temporary edifi ce got underway 
immediately. In just two weeks’ time a handsome little chapel of no unworthy 
architecture was completed. On the feast of St. Stephen, the day after Christmas, the 
sacred Image was carried in triumphal procession from the city to its new home. It 
was quite a sight. Never had Mexico seen such jubilee. . . . Overnight, mourning had 
turned into joy. With Juan Diego walking closest to Our Lady, in the place of honor; 
Juan Bernardino by his side; Fra Zumarraga right behind; and next to him his good 
friend the Conqueror himself, the Marquis Hernando Cortez, and the Marquessa his 
wife; and the whole population following in procession, they arrived at the chapel to 
enthrone the Image of Guadalupe amidst unprecedented exuberance.

The First Miracle

The Indians, especially, were swept away with an elation that knew no bounds. As 
they danced and sang, in their thousands, waving green sprays to and fro, their voices 
thundered all around the hills with audacious but holy pride as they chanted, “The 
Virgin is one of us. Our pure Mother, Our Sovereign Lady, is one of us!” What an 
answer to the inhumanity of slavery! How could one any longer enslave the son of a 
Queen before whom every king must bow? In a transport of enthusiasm, one group of 
young warriors took their bows and celebrated by sending a pretty volley of arrows 
fl ying through the air. Unfortunately, they were not too careful where they aimed and 
one of the shafts struck a spectator, piercing his neck, and killing him instantly. The 
poor native was picked up by his sorrowing friends and carried into the chapel, where 
they placed him at the feet of Our Lady of Guadalupe. Here in the presence of her who 
had promised to be their consolation, they pathetically pleaded that she not allow such 
a solemnity to be marred by such a tragedy. Everyone together prayed for a miracle. 
“Please,” the Christian Indians prayed, “let our brothers who are still in the darkness 
of idolatry see the power of the holy Virgin of Tepeyac.” All of a sudden the dead 
man opened his eyes and rose up on his feet, fully recovered. Spaniards and Indians 
jumped for joy, spontaneously embracing one another with true brotherly affection. 
With the cure of this physical wound, the Mother of God, who is the Health of the 
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Sick, began healing the wound of animosity that until then had kept these two races 
so bitterly divided. The Faith of the conquerors had united with the Fatherland of the 
conquered. The labor had indeed been most painful, but Mexico was born.

The Aftermath

At the Bishop’s request, Juan Diego moved to a little apartment prepared for him 
adjacent to the chapel. He was to be Our Lady of Guadalupe’s honor guard, the custodian 
of her house, and a sort of tour guide for the barrage of pilgrims that immediately 
descended upon Tepeyac Hill. The Indian who was killed during the inauguration 
ceremony and brought back to life by Our Lady’s intercession remained at the shrine 
with Juan Diego. For the rest of his life the grateful native swept the chapel fl oor and 
did other menial jobs as a token of appreciation for what this holy Mother had done 
for him. So from far and wide the natives came to see the miraculous Image. And Juan 
Diego became a preacher. He was one of their own, one they could trust, and, with his 
characteristic intensity, he told his people about the Virgin and about her Son who died 
for them. He did not have to traverse mountains and valleys to reach the unreachable 
as the good friars did; no, he just stood at his post and souls came to him, I should 
say they came to see their Mother, the most pure Lady. Like Caesar, they came, they 
saw; but unlike Caesar, they were conquered. Our Lady of Guadalupe and Juan Diego 
conquered them. In fact, there was hardly a native who approached the priests for 
Baptism in those early years who had not fi rst been evangelized by the custodian at 
the shrine. By 1541, just ten years after the apparitions, there were ten million Indians 
who had been converted from paganism. Before Our Lady’s coming the missionaries 
were able to pour the saving waters upon the heads of only one million natives, and 
most of these were orphaned children, victims of war, whom the loving padres had 
adopted and educated. Such a mass conversion was an unprecedented phenomenon, 
the likes of which had never been witnessed in any country of the world. Fr. Toribio 
in his Indian History relates: “Had I not witnessed it with my own eyes, I should not 
venture to report it. I have to affi rm that another priest and myself baptized in fi ve 
days fourteen thousand two hundred and odd souls.” And just to say that the Indians 
sought Baptism is an understatement; they literally came in tears, begging the padres 
for it. For the same author elsewhere tells of different incidents where the friars, upon 
entering a village, would be accosted by entire families pleading in tears to be made 
Christians, while making frantic gestures for the water to be poured on their head. But 
Our Lady in her Image does not sit back and wait for souls to approach. She proceeds 
to meet them on the way. This can be seen by her posture on the tilma. Her left knee is 
bent and her right foot stands a little forward, indicating that she is coming … always 
coming, to help her children. And she is approaching not alone, but “with Child,” 
for she wears a tasseled waistband indicating her condition. She is bringing Jesus, 
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her divine Son, to her people, just as she brought Him to her cousin St. Elizabeth. 
And with Elizabeth can we not cry out, “O America, whence is this to thee that the 
Mother of thy Lord should come to thee!” Abandoned by her European children, who 
walked out of the True Church to the number of fi ve million to follow after the errors 
of Luther, the Immaculate Mother of God came to the New World. To the highways 
and byways of Mexico she came, to invite a new people to fi ll up the vacant seats 
at her Son’s wedding banquet. And Mexico responded with joy. One of the earliest 
fruits of this response was the courageous Mexican martyr, St. Philip of Jesus, who 
shed his blood for Christ as a missionary in Japan in 1597. Who would have thought 
that in just fi fty years, long before the Pilgrims landed at Plymouth Rock-in fact, 
“while the Mayfl ower wood was still in the green”-that a South American Indian, 
educated at a fl ourishing Mexican University, could be found halfway around the 
world evangelizing the Japanese? Another heroic exemplar of the fruit of Guadalupe 
was our own modern-day confessor and martyr Fr. Miguel Agustin Pro.

The Crowning

Throughout the past centuries it would seem as though the Mexicans could never be 
satisfi ed with what they had done to honor their Senora. Indeed it was that we haven’t 
done enough attitude that prompted her devotees to solemnly crown their Immaculate 
Sovereign with a gorgeous diadem on October 12, 1895. The wealthier ladies of the 
nation vied with one another in holy competition to see who would contribute more 
precious jewels to adorn her crown. As expected, the anticlericals took advantage 
of the solemnity to criticize the church for such wasted extravagance, reechoing the 
never-fading complaint of Judas Iscariot, “Why was not this ointment sold for three 
hundred pence and given to the poor?” But the fact is that the poor love to honor their 
Mother and to make sacrifi ces in her regard. In answer to such objections Fr. Lee, 
the most renowned Guadalupan author, adroitly concluded, “If her enemies murmur 
because her crown is of gold, her children will add to it one of diamonds.” So intense 
was the Guadalupan fever around the time of the coronation that for a little while 
even the secular newspapers condescended to write a few words in praise of their 
country’s Patroness. One such article that appeared in the daily journal _Gil Blas_ 
very beautifully summed up the mind of the nation: “All, whether believers or not, 
fi nd something to love, and to love intensely, in the Virgin of Guadalupe. Against her 
in this land no man blasphemes. She is the ideal, the light that shines above our strife 
and our incredulity.” Yet, even as the glittering crown, on that momentous autumn 
day, was being lifted by the presiding archbishop above Our Lady’s head, the violent 
forces of evil were at the same time secretly plotting her overthrow. Less than thirty 
years later, as the article on Padre Pro details, the bullet-ridden bodies of one hundred 
and sixty martyred priests, executed as enemies of the state, were a shockingly graphic 
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result of that satanic conspiracy. Mysteriously, and for His own unfathomable reasons, 
that is the way it has always been with God Our Father. Whom He loves, those He 
chastises. It is a fact of history that out of the blood of the martyrs the Church was 
born … and from the blood of today’s martyrs we hope the Church will be reborn to 
shine more glorious than ever.

Rome’s Response

Over the years the Popes have responded with unparalleled enthusiasm to all the pious 
demands of the Mexican hierarchy to further the cause of their Benefactress. In all, 
fi fteen Pontiffs have affi xed their signatures to Guadalupan decrees. She has been 
canonized the Patroness of Mexico and of all Latin America. Pius XII extended her 
reign even further by declaring her Empress of all the Americas, North, South, and 
Central. Now, we North Americans are not getting in on something unfairly here, 
because actually at the time of Our Lady’s visitation in 1531 there were as yet no 
national boundaries separating North from South. We cannot pass by the Popes without 
mentioning the most devoted of all the Vicars of Christ to Our Lady of Guadalupe, 
Pope Benedict XIV. This enigmatic Pontiff, who refused even the Catholic Queen 
Mary of England a Mass in honor of the then controverted devotion to the Sacred 
Heart (1750′s) proved incapable of applying his famed over-cautious rigorism to 
the Mother as he did to her Son. Toward the Mexican Virgin his heart became soft 
as wax. He did everything he could to honor her. He gave her a Mass, a place in 
the Divine Offi ce, and the fi rst of the above-mentioned titles. And he once told Fr. 
Lopez, the Mexican Jesuit who had introduced him to the miraculous Image, that, 
if his duties did not prevent him, he would make a pilgrimage to the New World 
shrine, and approach the Holy Virgin as the other poor pilgrims did, “barefoot and 
on his knees”. In 1754, when none of his predecessors in the chair of Peter had as 
yet offi cially approved the apparition, that was a courageous and beautiful thing for a 
Pope to say. However, the privilege was left to our present Holy Father John Paul II to 
be the fi rst Pope to visit Guadalupe in person. That was in January, 1979. Though it is 
true that wherever he went in his world-wide tours he drew record-breaking crowds of 
welcomers, nowhere did he receive the overwhelming turnout that he did in Mexico. 
God alone knows where they came from or how they got there, but an estimated 
nine million people lined this poor country’s thorough-fares to greet the Holy Father, 
waving their bandettas and shouting thunderously, “Long live the Pope! Long live 
Our Lady of Guadalupe! Long live Christ the King!” As the head of the Church drove 
by these immense multitudes in an open, nicely waxed pick-up truck (the government 
refused to grant him the standard limousine used for heads of state), he must have 
been greatly touched by their heartrending simplicity. This fi re of Catholic loyalty 
is the kind of thing that has today’s anti-clerical government in Mexico very much 
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concerned. Despite all the efforts to weaken it, the Faith in our neighboring republic 
is surprisingly vibrant.

The Anti-apparitionists

“Where the Body is there will the eagles gather.” Some Doctors of the Church have 
interpreted these words of Our Lord to mean that wherever the Faith is strong, there 
will you fi nd the forces of hell working with more frantic fury to destroy it. Certainly, 
the enemies of Jesus Christ have been a very visible reality south of the Rio Grande. 
And in that land they know full well that in order to crush His Church they must 
fi rst demoralize the people’s confi dence in Our Lady of Guadalupe. But as they have 
learned from experience, the more they attack her the more will her children rise up 
in her defense. The most recurrent attempt at disparaging the Holy Virgin was to 
attack the authenticity of the Image itself. Their futility in this ridiculous endeavor 
is pointed out in the accompanying article on the Miraculous Image. However, the 
anti-apparitionists, as they are called by the loyal Guadalupanos, seem never to 
weary of falling fl at on their faces after being fl oored by the return fi re of their own 
scientifi c weaponry. Having failed in their laboratories to shake Our Lady off her 
throne, less sophisticated enemies resorted to more violent measures. During the 
Calles persecution in the 1920′s (which persecution by the way dared not close her 
shrine) the wretched conspirators attempted to blow her out of existence with a time 
bomb. The potent explosive, ticking away from its concealment in a fl ower vase right 
below the Image, went off on schedule during a high Mass on November 14, 1921. So 
severe was the explosion that it shattered all the stained-glass windows in the basilica 
and uplifted whole chunks of marble and masonry from the sanctuary. A huge bronze 
crucifi x that stood above the altar was twisted as though it were made out of putty. 
When the smoke lifted, the stunned congregation was amazed to see that no one was 
hurt, not even the celebrants at the altar. And expecting to see the miraculous Image 
severely damaged, they looked up to her and, lo and behold, there she was, totally 
unscathed by the blast, and not even a crack on the protective glass that shielded her!

The New Cathedral

But in 1976 a sad thing happened on Tepeyac Hill. In place of the magnifi cent three-
hundred-year-old baroque basilica, which was once hailed as the Citadel of the New 
World, a pragmatically bland modern circular cathedral was built to house the sacred 
Image, at a cost of seventy million dollars. The decision for this project came not from 
the Church, but from President Eccheverria, who also had a hand in the revolutionary 
design. Of course there had to be some reason for their madness … The old basilica 
was sinking. Something obviously had to be done. But why that? Why build a church 
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that looks more like an astrodome sports arena than a house of God? The answer should 
be as obvious as the tilt in the old temple. If you want to weaken the people’s faith 
in the Virgin of Guadalupe, you must de-incarnationalize her home. That means you 
must resort to iconoclastic or image-breaking measures. By removing all that is truly 
beautiful, truly Incarnational, like statues, pictorial stained-glass windows, Stations 
of the Cross, communion rails, and ornate altars, you can help diminish the respect 
due to Him whose house you are vandalizing. This is what the reckless liberals have 
already done to so many of our churches. So have they also done to the shrine of Our 
Lady of Guadalupe. In building that ugly new edifi ce her enemies have vandalized her 
home. They have made her a dwelling place barren and devoid of beauty, unworthy of 
such a Mother. This is the real reason behind their madness … a hatred for everything 
that is traditionally Catholic! What the authorities would like to do with the old temple 
is to hoist it up straight, reinforce its foundations, and then open it as a museum. 
(The seventy-million dollar astrodome across the piazza would make a much fi ner 
museum!) When and if the doors of the ancient church do open for that purpose, there 
are assuredly going to be some interesting reactions. There seems to be an omen in 
the air-as at the time of the conquest-of an impending confrontation. Rumor has it 
that Mexico’s Queen is not happy in her new surroundings. Neither are her children. 
Though the “powers that be,” ecclesiastical as well as civil, who approved of this 
construction, may have lost the sense of what is beautiful, the Mexican people have 
not. They feel that their Mother is captive in a strange land … and they want her to 
come back home.

A Challenge For Our Time

Never has the warfare between the Woman and the infernal serpent been more 
ferocious than it is in our day. With satanically inspired evil fl ourishing all around 
us, one would have to be naive to think that the anti-Christ has not already made his 
perfi dious entry into the world. One need but call to mind the frenzied attack in 1972 
on Michaelangelo’s Pieta by a madman crying, ” I am the devil!” or the outrageous 
sacrilege perpetrated against Our Lady of Guadalupe herself that same year, when an 
American fi lm director, who, having deceived the abbot of the shrine as to his true 
intention, was permitted to enter the basilica, after hours, with a cast of demonized 
actors and actresses, and right there in the sanctuary, they performed diabolical and 
pornographic rituals. Witness the way all media of entertainment, especially movies, 
have been saturated with violence, immorality, and open blasphemy. And our children 
are not devil worshipers. Yet they eat at his deadly table. They wear his fashions. 
They speak his lingo. They sing his songs and dance his dances. Pope John XXIII 
was once shown a fi lm of a performance of Elvis Presley, and he concluded that the 
man was possessed. But today we are not talking about the “teeny bopper” antics 
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of the 50′s. We are talking about sheer perversity in its most degrading forms being 
popularized by today’s rock groups. Can you imagine what Pope John would have 
said about the Rolling Stones? Far more depraved is the current attitude on abortion. 
It is now looked upon even by so-called Catholics as a point of view. As if it were 
no more important than smoking vs. non-smoking. In fact our society has become 
so perverted in its ethical outlook that we allow “offi cers” from the SPCA to carry 
guns in order to insure the safety of animals, while we fi ne and imprison unarmed 
protestors who are concerned not merely about the safety but about the very lives of 
unborn human beings. Our shepherds should be using their infl uence night and day 
to stop this carnage, instead of smiling and shaking hands with people whom they 
know have pro-abortion tendencies. Finally, look at the grim reality of Communist 
aggression. Who can remain blind to the brutality and cruelty by which this bloody 
movement has taken over country after country, especially in the past three decades. 
You don’t have to look very far away anymore. They are right in our backyard. 
First, Cuba, then Nicaragua, and now El Salvador … a little country named after the 
Savior. And if it is such a good system-an answer to the world’s poverty, as its liberal 
proponents attest (who, by the way, never choose to live under it)-then why does it 
need border patrols and barbed-wired fences? Is it to prevent mass immigration by 
freedom-seeking foreigners? No, the Communists will stop at nothing short of world 
domination. Neither will the ultra wealthy international bankers who fi nanced the 
Russian and all other modern revolutions. It is up to us Americans to put a stop to 
their advance. And if we are going to do battle against such a mammoth satanic force, 
we must place the image of Our Lady of Guadalupe on our banners. Only she can 
crush the head of the serpent. She promised at Fatima that in the end Russia would be 
converted and that her Immaculate Heart would triumph. But this in no way means 
that we are to become pacifi sts. Prayer is never a substitute for action, but an aid to it. 
Christian Europe’s victory in 1571 over the invading Moslem armies in the decisive 
naval battle of Lepanto was attributed to the intercession of the Holy Rosary, and in a 
special sense to Our Lady of Guadalupe. For the great Admiral Doria placed his vessel 
under the protection of the Mexican Virgin. The point being made here is that the 
soldiers who had prayed the Rosary still had to fi ght in order to win the battle. Doria 
hung up Our Lady of Guadalupe’s picture in his cabin and then girded himself with 
a sword. Though the whole world loves Our Lady of Guadalupe (it has just recently 
been made known to me that she is revered even in China), she belongs in a special 
way to Mexico. And in a certain sense all of Central America belongs to Mexico. For 
this nation was the fi rst-born of all her isthmian children. Pope John Paul II saw there 
a spark, a spark that could infl ame all of Central America with those ideals of sanctity 
long gone. And it is their common love for the Virgin of Guadalupe that will ignite 
that fl ame. Let the following words of Pope Pius XII be to all Americans a salutary 



26

admonition … a prophetic counsel, if you will. It is the conclusion of a prayer he 
composed in 1945 to commemorate the fi ftieth anniversary of her fi rst crowning. In 
this same prayer the Supreme Pontiff declared the Virgin of Guadalupe the Empress 
of all the Americas. “For we are certain, ” he said, “that as long as you are recognized 
as Queen and Mother, Mexico and America will be safe.”

Our Lady of Guadalupe:
The Original Story and the Explanation of her Sacred Image
By Fr. Thomas Koller

Blessed Feast of Holy Mary, She-Who-Comes-Flying-From-The-Regions-Of-Light-
And-Music-Singing-A-Song-Like-The-Fire-Eagle!!! (That’s what scholars say is 
how in all probability she really called herself, when she introduced herself to Juan 
Bernardino on Dec. 12, 1531. There is no “g” nor “d” sound in Nahua, the language 
of St Juan Diego, so it is just about certain that she did NOT call herself: Mary of 
Guadalupe. More than likely, that is what Bishop Zumarraga and his little group heard 
that morning, since they did not speak Juan Diego’s language fl uently. 
I’m attaching the original story in English and Spanish, with an explanation of the 
Sacred Image on Juan Diego’s tilma, plus a little background history of Juan Diego, 
the Nahuas, the Spaniards, and Moctezuma, ruler of the Aztecs….
The uploading feature of gmail is not working, so I will have to copy and paste the 
documents straight into this space, and then you can copy and paste them if you want 
to save them. The fi rst 2/3s is English, and the last 1/3 is in Spanish.

EXPLANATION OF THE SACRED IMAGE OF 
OUR LADY OF GUADALUPE

Introduction  This information is published as a contribution by pious and well-
informed people in order to appreciate the marvelous enculturation that God brought 
about to our people through the Holy Image of the Virgin of Guadalupe which has 
united two cultures.  The indigenous nations communicated through images and 
codifi ed signs which then unifi ed their languages. 
Clouds   For the Aztecs, the clouds that surround the image are associated with height, 
the elevation of the spirit and they announce that which is divine.  “The beginning 
of the New Era” in which Ometeotl descends to Mexico in which the “Word became 
fl esh and dwelt among us”, in other words “The arrival of Jesus Christ, Son of God”.  
These clouds may very well also represent the Lake of Tenochtitlan.
Hieroglyphics on the Tunic   the stems on the fl oral arrangements originate on the 
Virgin’s mantle (which signifi es Heaven), according to the Aztecs which in turn 
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signifi es a River which plows the fi elds that they might be watered and nourished 
and given life.  The leaves and fl owers which spring from the river-stem in the new 
hieroglyphic Atl-Tlachinolli “Burnt Water”, a metaphor used to signify war, this 
hieroglyphic takes on all its past, because in it arises a new people guided by Mary, 
who is the Mother of Ometeotl, triumphant is She over the war which does not destroy.  
The stem has a fl ower (sprout) which signifi es the insistence of the message and ends 
with a big leaf in the shape of Tepetl. 
The Tunic has fi ve kinds of fl owers:
1.  One with four petals- the most important one and which represents the Child-Sun.
2.  Eight fl owers with eight petals which represent the union of the sun and Venus.
3.  Three Sprouting Flowers
4.  Flowers which are being born on the border/edge of the Tepetis.  
5.  Flowers which represent Venus.
The Virgin’s Tunic   The tunic is rose-colored and represents earth.  It has images 
painted in gold, which is the divine metal, it is a divine message given among the 
fl owers within which are found nine fl ower arrangements, which may signify the nine 
villages which spring forth from Aztlan to found the great Tenochtitlan, according to 
the codex of 1576.  There is a surplus of fabric trimmed in gold adornment and there 
is a similarity with the mantle which at its furthest end is held by the angel and which 
signifi es the union between the earth-tunic and Heaven-mantle. 
The Mantle (blue-green)   The blue of the mantle adorned with stars represents the 
fi rmament.  There are 46 stars each of which has 8 points (tips) with which the center 
would render it to 9-  in the indigenous Tona/Ipohualli makes reference to the “Birth 
of Quetzalcoatl, in 9 wind there where the hand can be seen”.  Scientifi cally the stars 
on the mantle are in the same position as can be traced to their position on the 12th 
of December, 1531, according to the computer analysis Distant Suns which studies 
the position of the stars.  It coincides with the birth of the Sun and with the return of 
Quetzacoatl.  
Tepetl    (hill, rock, city) They have Face-Heart shape and the side view shows spirals 
of speech and song as they were portrayed in the codices which means that they are 
giving a universal message for humanity.  It represents Tepeyac = Tletalhtaltepec or 
Tlecuicatepec, which means: in the hill of speech or song something new which is 
divine that happened each 52 years.  The tepetl has fi ve directions: East, West, North, 
South and the Zenith which is in the center making thus the fi fth direction.
Ribbon    The ribbon or black band around the waist signifi es pregnancy.  Indigenous 
women tie a ribbon about their skirt on the waist area to allow space for the bulge 
in the womb.  The ribbon ends at the tip on an angle and hanging down assumes the 
thinking of Tenochca  to tie about themselves the Gods and Goddesses.  It is also a 
symbol for the end of a cycle.
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The Tepetis that are on the sleeves of the Tunic could be considered an Aztec codex 
in scale and that when a map of Mexico is superimposed, one can see on the left 
hand side in the east Ixtlacihuatl=white woman and to the right Popocatepetl=hill that 
smokes.
Hands of the Virgin    With her hands in this gesture of constant prayer, interceding 
for us with Jesus Christ, Her beloved Son.  Her hands signify refuge and protection.  
It is beloved that she is forming a little house with her hand alluding to her “Sacred 
House at Tepeyac”, the beginning of a new nation, the fusion of two cultures. From 
her hands, it seems as though we see the Tepetl (hill) hieroglyphic coming crowned 
with the Potenzada Cross of Christ y the oval area.  Theologically, Christ’s position is 
one of greater importance, for this reason He is in a higher place/area/plane.
Mouth    Our Blessed Mother’s mouth is painted on over a very defective area of the 
cloth and is nonetheless perfect.  It is small and appears to initiate a small and tender 
smile.
Rays of the Sun    They are found enclosed in a luminous aura that surrounds the 
Virgin as if they protrude from her womb as they announce the arrival of Jesus Christ, 
the Son of God.  For the Aztecs, “ollinTonatiuh” (the sun in movement) and the Virgin 
Mary makes it radiate for the good of all creation.  The rays in the shape of an arrow 
are related to elevation and to spirituality and the wavy ones to Quetzalcoatl (serpent) 
rays of Venus. 
Paint    Under the auspices of Mexico’s archbishop Don Manuel J. Rubio y Salinas 
Miguel Cabrera, we come to understand that the image has four paint mediums:  Oil 
on the head and hands, Tempra on the tunic, angel and clouds, Water color on the 
mantle and Tempra on the rays of the sun.  Important to note that up until 1531 none 
of these mediums had been used or even imagined.  The highly intelligent German, 
Richard Kuhn after having been commissioned by Dr. Ernesto SodiPallares, stated 
that the paint contains no synthetic colorings.  Incredibly surprising! On the tilma 
of the poor indigenous Juan Diego, paintbrushes not of this world left a ‘very sweet 
image’ and this is how Pope Pius XII described it.
Importance of the date of the apparition    In the year 1531, the year of the apparition of the 
Virgin of Guadalupe, also referred to in Nahuatl as the “AñoMatlactliihunayeiAcatl”, 
which means “Year 13 of the reed” which runs from the 2nd of February 1531 to the 
1st of February 1532.  The prior return of Quetzacoatl happened in the year 1519 
when the Spaniards arrived and in 1531 the union of Venus Quetzacoatl would achieve 
fullness at the end of thirteen days and at the end of thirteen years.  For the Aztec, the 
number “13” is the perfect number fi lled with the ‘fullness’ of the doubly “13”.  It 
would indicate the birth of the Sun.
Ayate (Tilma)  Juan Diego’s ayate is apparently made from cactus fi ber, it measures 
5.5 yards by 1.2 yards (width) and the open cloth makes for a very inadequate and 
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inappropriate canvas. Despite the fact that the Sacred Image lacked a glass covering 
for over 116 years, there has been very little deterioration to the cloth; you can see 
traces of ‘batidor’(can’t fi nd translation – maybe Zeke can help with this one) and 
traces of the damage from the acid thrown on the left side of the image.  From Juan 
Diego’s ayate, we can see a new people gathered under our holy patroness “Holy 
Mary of Guadalupe”.
Virgin’s Hair   Her hair is free fl owing; parted in the middle, worn in such a way by 
the Virgin maidens since married indigenous women wore two braids interweaved at 
the sides.
The Eyes of the Virgin   Through scientifi c modes of investigation and using the most 
up-to-date computer digital technology, Dr. J. AsteTonsman discovered 13 persons in 
both corneas in the eyes of the Virgin. The small diameter of the corneas and the rough 
material of the ayate make it impossible to paint these details by hand.  In her loving 
and tender eyelids is refl ected the pulsing of life.
Pendant   On her neck, we fi nd a pendant similar to that worn on the chest by the 
statues of the gods – [worn by them to symbolize these are my own words to render 
a meaning to this sentence] their own soul who gives life surrounded by a black line 
with a black cross in the center.  The cross would remind us of Nahuiollin, the fourth 
movement produced by the sun, the greatest energy of the Anahuacans.  The black 
cross serves to remind us of Quetzacoatl, who turned into a black ant in order to 
obtain the corn possessed by the red ants on Tonacatepetl, the hill of sustenance and 
thus was formed the fi fth humanity [of] Quetzacoatl who gave his blood to knead the 
powder of the bones brought from Mictlan. The Tenochcan and Mayan priests painted 
themselves black, this indicates to us that a priest gave his life so that humanity could 
have life forever.  It is the sacrifi ce of Christ who gave His life for all of us.  
Four-petal Flower  This fl ower found on the womb symbolized for the indigenous 
cultures:  The four cardinal points, the four stations of the year, the 4 eras gone by; 
awaiting “The return of Quetzacoatl”, the Fifth Sun in all its fullness (13th Acatl year 
in conjunction with Venus) which coincides with the winter solstice 1531. They also 
saw in this fl ower the symbol for Omeyocan (the dwelling place of God: Father and 
Mother) which symbolized for the Indian that the Virgin carried within her the Birth 
of Christ.  Mother of the Child Sun whom she brings that He might be born here, 
radiate and give life.  Everything was highly symbolic on the Holy Image.
The Face of the Virgin  Her face is neither Spanish nor Indian, but that of a  mestizo 
girl at the age of 16; it is the noble prophecy of two cultures coming together. In 1531 
there were no young mestizas of that age; her brown-skinned face lulls the newborn 
kids to sleep; it is a symbol of all of the cosmic race.  In her eyes, we can perceive 
a palpitation that gives life and which communicates all of her love.  Among the 
indigenous to look into each other’s eyes was offensive, for this reason She looks at 



30

us with respect, with her head bent which in nahuatl means “Itlatoloa”.  She tells us 
that we are not Her slaves, that She is always thinking about us and that She loves us.
Eight-petal Flower  There are eight fl owers which have eight petals; which are 
conjunctions of the Sun and Venus, which coincide every 104 Solar years equivalent 
to 65 Venetian years.  The holy 260 day year as well as the solar 365-day year as well 
as the Venetian 548-day year  coincided with the arrival of the Holy Saint Mary Virgin 
and thus on the 12th of December man and universe found one another beginning 
anew.
Moon  The Virgin is seen standing, one foot on the Moon.  All of Her is a Sun, who 
dancing fertilizes and produces the life of the four seasons.  The Moon alludes to the 
name of “Mexico-Tenochtitlan”, with a non-enslaving nobility which gives us the 
bench for the sixth sun to the Mexica people. Meaning of Mexico in Nahuatl:    Me 
tzli  = Moon      Xi Cali = Belly button or center      Co =  (locative particle) in “the 
belly button of the Moon”
Shoe   The tip of the right shoe on the Virgin appears over the Moon, the color is 
similar to that of the tunic:  “nextic” = “ash”  (similar to ash or chalk???)
Guadalupe   The height of the Virgin on the ayate is 4.69 feet and she represents a girl 
between the ages of 18 and 20.
Possible etymology of the meaning in Nahuatl according to Fr. Mario Rojas:
Tle- fi re
Cuauhtli = Eagle (Sun)
Tlapcupa=East (region of the light)
Ehua (euh) = to stand up / to procede
Tle – Cuauh- tlacupeuh = She who comes from the East  like the Sun or She who 
proceeds from the region of Light, as the “Eagle of light”
Angel   The little angel might be an eagle-warrior who belonged to the military of 
the sun and who represents the people of the sun.  It has the wings of an eagle, the 
bird which soars the highest; symbolic of the founding of the Great Tenochtitlan (the 
eagle devouring a serpent).His hands outstretched just as the indigenous described the 
gods.  With one hand, he holds the mantle and with the other, the tunic – with this he 
connects earth and Heaven and it is the symbol for Juan Diego Cuauhtlatoatzin  (The 
man who speaks like the eagle) “the true and faithful man” who shows us the way 
to the Little Brown Virgin of Tepeyac”; words of Pope John Paul IIThe colors of his 
plumage and tunic are similar to the colors worn by the Blessed  Virgin of Guadalupe.
The Angel’s Hair  A characteristic of the “macehuales” (people of the village) was to 
shave their head to signify “be worthy of the Blood of God”.  Those who were newly 
baptized in those days were shaven in some religious orders.  In order to distinguish 
social classes, the indigenous shaved their heads in different ways.  The illumination 
of the Angel is coming directly from the body of the Blessed Virgin Mary and the 
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lighting hits the upper part of his head and arms.

Our Lady of Guadalupe: An Ongoing Miracle

To help us to take seriously the apparition of Our Lady to Juan Diego and to all 
her children, heaven has seen fi t to associate the image of Holy Mary of Guadalupe, 
located in the Basilica of Our Lady of Guadalupe in Mexico City, with several 
scientifi cally unexplainable details, that we can consider miraculous, since they fall 
outside the order of nature.

    Scientists cannot explain how this image still exists.  It is ‘painted’ on Juan Diego’s 
mantle, which is a piece of cloth made out of maguey cactus fi bers, which should 
normally decompose after at the most 50 years.  Yet here is this mantle of organic 
material, still in great condition, still not having turned to dust and ashes, AFTER 482 
YEARS!!!

    Scientists cannot explain how an ordinary, even very clever human artist could on 
his own paint the stars on the mantle of the young maiden in the image in such a way 
that they just happen to be a scaled-down “photo” of the position of the stars above 
Mexico City during the night of December 9, 1531.   And that is on one side of the 
mantle.  The stars on the other side of her mantle are a scaled-down “photo” of the 
position of the stars in the southern hemisphere!  (Holy Mary of Guadalupe is called 
the Patroness of the Americas, plural, not singular, i.e. of ALL THE AMERICAS, 
NORTH AND SOUTH!

    Scientists cannot explain how a mere human artist could ‘paint’ the eyes in such a 
detailed way that upon magnifi cation scientists have discovered the image of a man 
with a beard in one of the young maidens’s eyes.  Remember that the human eye is 
shiny enough that whatever you are looking at is refl ected on the surface of your eye.  
If someone took a photo of your eye and magnifi ed it, we could see the object that 
you were looking at.  And not only that, scientists have discovered that, just as with 
a live human eye, this image of a man with a beard appears THREE TIMES in her 
eye, once right-side up on the front surface of the cornea, the second time upside-
down on the front surface of the lens, and the third time on the back surface of the 
lens right-side up again.  And remember also that these eyes are painted on cloth of 
such rough cactus fi bers that in some places one can see air between one fi ber and the 
next.  “Ophthlmologists have testifi ed that even though they are opaque, both eyes in 
the Image show depth and become fi lled with light when the ophthalmoscope’s light 
is trained into them.  They have asseerted that it would be impossible to produce with 
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paint such perfectly placed refl ections in eyes offering so little space with the Virgin 
looking down and on such rough material as the tilma.”  (Handbook on Guadalupe, 
p. 90)

    Scientists cannot explain why, whenever they have measured the temperature 
immediately around the Image, it is always 98.6 degrees Fahrenheit, the temperature 
of a healthy, living human person.

Concerning the image, everything in it has meaning, for the Indians, for the Spaniards 
and for us today.  The Spaniards recognized that it was Mary, the woman of Revelation 
ch. 12, clothed with the sun, with the moon under her feet, and crowned with stars.  
They knew this because there was already a similar image of Mary as the Immaculate 
Conception at a Franciscan shrine in Extremadura, Spain.  The Indians saw in the 
image a young maiden more powerful than their sun god, because she is standing in 
front of the sun rays and thereby blocking the sun.  They also knew that this must be 
a very important person because there is someone holding up the train of her garment.  
Thus there was a real danger that the Indians might begin to think that this young 
maiden is their new goddess.  But no!  Her whole being and way of standing there 
in the image communicate that “I am NOT your god!”  We need only look at her 
posture of humility, her downcast eyes, her hands folded in prayer, her bent knee.  
But above all the Indians knew that she is not their god because the central symbol 
of their culture and society, that which captured the meaning of their life, namely 
the four-petaled quincunx fl ower, is represented on her gown, just below her black 
sash.  And it is located right over the child in her womb.  (The Indians knew right 
away that she is pregnant, with child, because the black sash is located high up on 
her waist.)  So this young maiden is saying, “I am not your God.  Look at my child.  
He is the One, Jesus!!!”  Yes, Jesus Christ, the King of kings and Lord of lords, the 
Prince of Peace Who heals the Indians and Spaniards of their mutual hatred, and Who 
heals the Aztec society of its worship of bloodthirsty demons who demand live human 
sacrifi ce.  And Jesus does this with the help of the perfect and ever Virgin Mary of 
Guadalupe, Mother of the True God.  In our own time Jesus and Mary will heal our 
society of hatred, violence, abortion, contraception, child sacrifi ce and all the other 
ills, and bring us to true Joy and Peace.  “Listen...put it into your heart...do not fear 
anything...am I not your Mother?  Are you not in the crossing of my arms?” 
        Could it be that we all really have not only a natural mother on earth, but a 
supernatural mother in heaven, whom the Catholic Church calls Mary, the natural 
mother of Jesus and the spiritual mother of all of Jesus’ baptized, spiritual brothers 
and sisters??
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NicanMopohua: Original Account of Guadalupe

The following account of the Guadalupan apparitions by the editor of A Handbook on 
Guadalupe (published by the Franciscan Friars of Marytown, Ohio, USA), is based 
on several English translations of the NicanMopohua, the original account written by 
Antonio Valeriano in Nahuatl, the language spoken by Juan Diego and the Aztecs. In 
order to be more authentic, the tender, motherly expressions and words of Our Lady 
to Juan Diego in the account are a literal translation from the Spanish by Janet Barber, 
I.H.M., who worked from the Spanish translation of the original Aztec language, by 
the renowned Nahuatl scholar, Fr. Mario Rojas Sanchez.

Here follows a carefully ordered account of the marvelous manner in which the Ever 
Virgin Holy Mary, Mother of God, Our Queen, recently appeared on Tepeyac Hill, 
known as Guadalupe. She fi rst appeared to a poor Indian, worthy of respect, Juan 
Diego; and afterwards her beautiful Image appeared [on his tilma] in the presence of 
the new bishop, Friar Don Juan de Zumarraga.
   Ten years after the fall of the city of Mexico, when arrows and shields were put aside 
and there was peace in the villages, the faith and knowledge of the true God, Author of 
life, had begun to put forth shoots and blossom. At that time, in the year 1531, a few 
days after the beginning of December, there was a humble man of the people, Juan 
Diego, a native of Cauhtitlan, who worshipped at the chapel at Tlatilolco.
   He was on his way to pursue the study of God and His Commandments at the small 
church in Tlatilolco. It was still dark on Saturday when he set out. Dawn was breaking 
as he arrived at the foot of Tepeyac Hill. He heard singing from the crest of the hill, 
which sounded like the song of many birds. When at times the voices quieted, the 
hillside seemed to echo in response. The singing, very soft and pleasant, surpassed 
that of the coyoltototl and tzinizcan and other fi ne song birds. Juan Diego stopped to 
look and thought, “Could I be worthy of what I am hearing? Am I dreaming? Am I 
arising from sleep? Where am I? Perhaps in the earthly paradise of fl owers and corn, 
about which our ancestors spoke? Maybe already in heaven?” He was looking toward 
the summit and to the dawning to the east of the foothill to see the source of the 
beautiful heavenly singing, when suddenly it stopped and silence fell, and he heard 
someone calling him from the top of the hill, saying, “Juan, dearest Juan Diego.”
   He then climbed the hill in the direction of the voice, not at all frightened, but rather, 
feeling extremely happy. Upon reaching the summit, he saw a lady standing there 
who told him to come closer. He was fi lled with awe and admiration by her splendor. 
Her clothing was radiant like the sun; the crag on which her foot was resting was 
giving off rays of light, and looked like a bracelet of precious stones; even the earth 
glistened like the mist of a rainbow. The mesquite bushes, prickly pears, and other 
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lowly herbs and grasses which usually grow there seemed like emeralds, the foliage 
like fi ne turquoise, and the branches and thorns like shining gold.
   He bowed before her, hearing her very gentle, polite words which were delivered 
as to someone very respected. She said: “Listen, Juan, my dearest and youngest son, 
where are you going?” He answered, “My Lady, my Queen and my little Girl, I am 
going to your house in Mexico-Tlatilolco to continue the study of the divine mysteries 
taught us by the images of Our Lord, our priests.” She spoke then, revealing her 
blessed will, saying:

   “Know, know for sure, my dearest, littlest, and youngest son, that I am the perfect 
and ever Virgin Holy Mary, Mother of the God of truth through Whom everything 
lives, the Lord of all things near us, the Lord of heaven and earth. I want very much 
to have a little house built here for me, in which I will show Him, I will exalt Him 
and make Him manifest. I will give Him to the people in all my personal love, in my 
compassion, in my help, in my protection: because I am truly your merciful Mother, 
yours and all the people who live united in this land and of all the other people of 
different ancestries, my lovers, who love me, those who seek me, those who trust 
in me. Here I wiIl hear their weeping, their complaints and heal all their sorrows, 
hardships and sufferings. And to bring about what my compassionate and merciful 
concern is trying to achieve, you must go to the residence of the Bishop of Mexico 
and tell him that I sent you to show him how strongly I wish him to build me a temple 
here on the plain; you will report to him exactly all you have seen, admired and what 
you have heard.
   Know for sure I will appreciate it very much, be grateful and reward you. And you? 
You will deserve very much the reward I will give you for your fatigue, the work and 
trouble that my mission will cause you. Now, my dearest son, you have heard my 
breath, my word; go now and put forth your best effort.”  

   At this, he bowed low before her and said, “My Lady, I am going now to carry 
out your charge; for the present, I, your poor servant, take leave of you.” He then 
descended the hill, intent on fulfi lling her command, and continued on along the 
causeway which goes directly to Mexico City. Once inside the city, he went without 
delay to the residence of the bishop, a new prelate, who had onlv recently arrived. His 
name was Friar Don Juan de Zumarraga, a religious of St. Francis. As soon as he got 
there he tried to see him, begging the servants to announce him. After a long while 
they came to call him, the Bishop having ordered that he should enter.
   Upon entering, he bowed and knelt before him and immediately gave him the 
rnessage of the Lady from heaven, telling him everything he had admired and had 
seen and heard. After hearing the story and the rnessage, the bishop didn’t seem to 
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believe him and said, “You will come again, my son, and I will hear what you have 
to say at greater leisure; I shall look into the matter carefully from the very beginning 
and give much thought and consideration to the request you have brought me.” He 
left feeling sad, because the message entrusted to him was not immediately accepted. 
He returned that same day, heading directly to the crest of the hill and found the Lady 
from heaven waiting for him on the very spot where he fi rst saw her. He fell to his 
knees before her saying,
   “My dear little Mistress, Lady, and Queen, rny littlest Daughter, my dear little 
Girl, I went where you sent me to carry out your order. Although it was diffi cult for 
me to enter the bishop’s quarters, I saw him and explained your message exactly 
as instructed. He received me kindly and listened with attention; but as soon as he 
answered, it was apparent that he did not believe it; he said: ‘You will come back some 
other time, and I shall listen to what you say at greater leisure; and I shall examine it 
from the very beginning and think about the request you have delivered.’
   The way he answered me I could clearly see that he thinks I rnay have made it up, 
about your wanting a little house built for you here, or that it is not from you. So I 
beg you, my Lady, Queen and my little Girl, to send one of the nobles who are held in 
esteem and respected with the message, so that it will be believed; for I am a man of 
no importance, a backframe, a follower. You are sending me to a place that I am not 
used to spending my time, my little Virgin, my youngest Daughter, my Lady. Forgive 
me if I grieve you and you are angry with me.”
   The Most Holy Virgin, worthy of all honor and veneration answered:

   “Listen to me, my youngest and dearest son, know for sure that I do not lack servants 
and messengers to whom I can give the task of carrying out my words, who will carry 
out my will. But it is very necessary that you plead my cause and, with your help 
and through your mediation, that my will be fulfi lled. My youngest and dearest son, 
I urge and fi rmly order you to go to the bishop again tomorrow. Tell him in my name 
and make him fully understand my intention that he start work on the chapel I’m 
requesting. Tell him again that I am the ever Virgin, HoIy Mary, the Mother of God, 
who is sending you.”

   Juan answered, “My Lady, Queen, my little Girl, I do not wish to give you anguish, 
pain or grieve your heart; I shall go very gladly as you command; I shall by no means 
give up, nor do I consider it any trouble. I shall go to fulfi ll your wish; but I may not 
be heard or, if heard, still not believed. Tomorrow afternoon, when the sun goes down, 
I shall return to give you an account of the Bishop’s answer.  I must now take leave 
of you , my youngest Daughter, little Maid, my little Girl and Lady.  Rest well in the 
meantime.”  Then he went to his home to rest.
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   The following day was Sunday and in the very early dawn he left his house going 
directly to Tlatilolco for religious instruction.  He arrived just before ten o’clock and 
heard Mass, keeping his mission in mind.  Once the crowd had dispersed, he set 
out for the bishop’s residence.  As soon as he got there, he insisted on seeing the 
bishop, and after many diffi culties was allowed in.  Kneeling down before him, he 
repeated sadly and tearfully the demand he brought from the Lady from heaven.  He 
was extremely anxious to be believed and that the bishop comply with the wish of the 
Perfect Virgin that a place of worship be erected on the spot she had clearly indicated.
   The bishop, in order to verify the matter, asked many questions.  Where had he seen 
her?  What was she like?  He gave a full account of everything.  But even though he 
recounted with great exactitude what she was like and all he had seen and marveled 
at, and the Bishop saw that it was the Perfect Virgin, Mother of the Savior, he was 
unable to act without further evidence.  He said he could not carry out the order only 
on his word and request, but that it was necessary to give him a sign that the message 
had come from the Lady from heaven herself.  As soon as he heard that, Juan Diego 
said, “Lord Bishop, what kind of sign do you require?  I shall go and request it of the 
Lady from heaven who sent me.”
   When the bishop saw that he confi rmed everything and did not hesitate or doubt in 
the slightest, he dismissed him.  He had him followed by members of the household 
whom he trusted so that they could watch and see where he went, whom he saw and 
spoke to.  This they did.  When Juan Diego came directly to the causeway, those who 
were following him lost sight of him on the wooden bridge where the brook comes 
out near Tepeyac; and although they looked everywhere, there was no trace of him to 
be found.  So they turned back, annoyed not only because he had slipped out of sight, 
but because he had frustrated their attempt in shadowing him.  After telling the bishop 
what had happened, they urged him not to believe his story, that Juan was lying, 
making up a story, dreaming or imagining the whole thing.
   They agreed that if he should ever come back, they would grab him and punish 
him severly so that he would never tell lies nor get the people all excited.  In the 
meantime, Juan Diego was with the Most Holy Virgin giving her the bishop’s reply.  
Upon hearing it, she said:

   “That is fi ne, my youngest and dearest son; you will return here tomorrow so that 
you may take the sign he asked for.  Then, he will believe and no longer doubt or be 
suspicious of you; and know, my dear son, I shall reward your care, work and fatigue 
in my behalf.  Go now; tomorrow I shall be here waiting for you.”

   Upon arriving home Sunday, he found his uncle, Juan Bernardino, seriously ill and 
in danger of death.  First, he went for the native healer who treated him, but he was 
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too late.  The next day, Monday, when Juan Diego was to take the sign to the bishop in 
order to be believed, he did not return.  During the night, the uncle begged him to go to 
Tlatilolco to bring a priest to hear his confession and prepare him for dying, knowing 
that his time had arrived, and that he would never get well.
   Early in the morning of Tuesday, in the middle of the night, Juan Diego was already 
on his way to Tlatilolco for the priest.  As he approached the road that passes at 
the side of the foothill of Tepeyac toward the west, which was his usual route, he 
thought, “If I take the direct path, the Lady may see me and I must not be detained 
by the sign she wished to give me.  I must hurry to get a priest fi rst, since my poor 
uncle is anxiously waiting for him.”  So Juan Diego took another path around the hill 
which crosses toward the east side in order to reach Mexico more quickly, and not be 
detained by the Queen of Heaven.  He thought this would prevent his being seen by 
her, but she was watching him from where she saw him before. 
   She came down the hill and blocked his way and said to him: “What is happening, 
dearest and youngest of my sons?  Where are you going?  Where are you headed?”  
And he, regretful, ashamed and fearful, prostrated himself before her and said in 
greeting:
   “My little Maiden, my youngest Daughter, my Girl, I hope that you are happy.  How 
are you this morning?  Do you feel well?  Although it grieves me, and may cause you 
anguish, I must tell you that one of your servants, my uncle, is very ill.  A terrible 
sickness has struck him down and he will surely die soon.  And now I hurry to your 
little house in Tlatilolco to call on the beloved ones of Our Lord, our prests, to hear 
his confession and prepare him for death.  For we all are born for that and await the 
diffi cult day of our own death.  Although I go, I shall return right away to take care 
of your message, my Lady and my little Maiden.  I beg you to forgive me, be patient 
with me a little longer, because I am not deceiving you, my youngest Daughter, my 
little Girl.  Tomorrow without fail, I will return as fast as possible.”  After hearing Juan 
Diego’s words, the most merciful Virgin spoke:

   “Listen, put it into your heart, my youngest and dearest son, that the thing that 
disturbs you, the thing that affl icts you, is nothing.  Do not let your countenance, your 
heart be disturbed.  Do not fear this sickness of your uncle or any other sickness, nor 
anythingthat is sharp or hurtful.  Am I not here, I, who am your Mother?  Are you not 
under my shadow and protection?  Am I not the source of your joy?  Are you not in 
the hollow of my mantle, in the crossing of my arms?  Do you need anything more?  
Let nothing else worry you, disturb you.  Do not let your uncle’s illness worry you, 
because he will not die now.  You may be certain that he is already well.” [And at that 
moment the uncle was restored to health, as they were to learn later.]
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   When Juan Diego heard this from the Queen of Heaven, he felt better, was comforted 
and at peace.  He begged her to send him to the bishop without delay with some sign 
that he would believe.  The Lady from heaven then told him:

   “Go up, my dearest son, to the top of the hill, to where you saw me and received 
my directions and you will fi nd different kinds of fl owers.  Cut them, gather them, put 
them all together, then come down here and bring them before me.”

   Juan Diego went up the hill immediately,  and upon reaching the crest was astonished 
to fi nd so many beautiful, exotic varieties of fi ne, full-bloomed fl owers since it was 
out of season, being the time of biting frost.  They were very fragrant and covered with 
night dew which gleamed like precious pearls.  He went around cutting and gathering 
them and placed them inside the fold of his tilma.  The top of the hill was no place for 
fl owers to grow; it was stony and full of nothing but thistles, thorns, prickly pears and 
mesquites.  At times grass grew there, but this was the month of December, when frost 
kills everything.  He hurried down the hill taking the fl owers to the heavenly Maiden.  
She took them into her precious hands and rearranged them in his tilma saying:

   “My youngest and dearest son, these different kinds of fl owers are the proof, the 
sign that you will take to the Bishop.  You will tell him from me that he is to see in 
them my desire, and therefore he is to carry out my wish, my will.  And you, who 
are my messenger, in you I place my absolute trust.  I strictly order you not to unfold 
your tilma or reveal its contents until you are in his presence.  You will relate to 
him everything very carefully: how I sent you to the top of the hill to cut and gather 
fl owers, all you saw and marveled at in order to convince the Governing Priest so that 
he will then do what lies within his responsibility so that my house of God which I 
requested will be made, will be built.”

   After the Lady from heaven had fi nished her instructions, he set out along the 
causeway leading directly to Mexico City.  Happy now, and feeling sure that this time 
everything would go well, he held his precious burden close to protect it and prevent 
any of its contents from falling out, while delighting in the fragrance of the various 
beautiful fl owers.  When he arrived at the residence of the Bishop, the doorkeeper and 
the other servants stepped out to meet him.  He begged them to inform the Bishop how 
urgent it was that he see him, but they all refused, pretending they did not hear him, 
either because it was still dark, or because they knew him from his other visits and 
felt he was giving them trouble with his repeated visits.  Also, they had already been 
informed by their companions of how he had slipped from their sight the time they 
had been ordered to follow him.   As they saw him standing there a long time, head 
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lowered, doing nothing in case he should be called, they noticed that he seemed to be 
carrying something.  Out of curiosity, they went over to him and tried to see what it 
was he was carrying.
   When Juan Diego saw that he couldn’t hide what he carried, and fearing that they 
would continue to harrass him and possibly damage the fl owers, he opened the folds 
of his tilma a bit to give them a peek.  When they saw that it contained exquisite, 
different, blooming fl owers out of season, they were awed.  They were impressed 
how fresh they were, how open their corollas were, how good they smelled, and how 
beautiful.  They dared to snatch some of them away from him three times but they 
could not succeed.  They no longer saw real fl owers, but fl owers which seemed to be 
painted, embroidered or sewn on the tilma.
   They went right away to tell the Bishop what they had seen and informed him about 
the humble Indian who had come before and was waiting a long time to see him.  
Hearing this, the Bishop realized that Juan had the proof he needed to convince him 
to carry out Our Lady’s wish.  He immediately ordered them to show him in.  Upon 
entering, Juan Diego prostrated himself before the Bishop as he had done the other 
times, reporting everything he had seen and marveled at, and repeating her message.  
He said:
   “Your Excellency, I did as you ordered, telling my Mistress, the Heavenly Maiden, 
Holy Mary, the Beloved Mother of God, that you were asking for proof so that you 
could believe me, so that you could build her sacred little house that she requested.  I 
told her that I had promised to bring you some sign, so that her beloved will could be 
carried out.  Today, while it was still night, she ordered me to see you again.  I asked 
for the proof, so that I would be believed and she kept her promise immediately, 
sending me up the hill where I had seen her before, to cut various roses and other 
fl owers.
   “Although I knew very well that the top of the hill wasn’t the place where fl owers 
grow, because it is full of craggy rocks, thorns, spiny acacias and mesquite bushes, 
I didn’t doubt or hesitate one minute to do her bidding.  When I arrived at the crest 
of the hill, it seemed as if I were in paradise, because there in one place was a great 
variety of different precious fl owers, all exquisite and sparkling with dew, which I set 
about gathering.  After I brought them down to her she took them in her holy hands 
and rearranged them in the hollow of my ayate for me to bring and present to you in 
person.  She told me to give them to you from her so that you would recognize the sign 
you requested and comply with her wishes, and also to show you that I was truthful.  
Here they are, please receive them.”
   He then opened his white mantle which held the fl owers, and as the different precious 
fl owers fell to the fl oor, then and there the beloved Image of the Perfect Virgin, Holy 
Mary, Mother of God, suddenly appeared in the form and fi gure in which it remains to 
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this day and is preserved in her chapel at Tepeyac called Guadalupe.  Upon seeing it, 
the bishop and all those present fell to their knees full of awe and reverence, greatly 
affected and moved by what they saw.  They then grew sad, they wept, and their hearts 
and minds were in ecstasy.
   The Lord Bishop prayed in tears begging forgiveness for not having immediately 
carried out her will to do what she wanted.  He rose to his feet, and untied the mantle 
from around Juan Diego’s neck on which the heavenly Queen’s Image was imprinted 
and took it to his private chapel.  He detained Juan Diego, who remained another day 
at the Bishop’s house.  The following day he said, “Come, let us go to see the place 
where the Lady from heaven wants her temple to be built.”  People were immediately 
invited to build her “sacred little house.”  As soon as Juan Diego had pointed out 
where the Lady from heaven wanted her chapel to be built, he asked permission to 
leave.  He wanted to see his uncle who had been gravely ill when he left for Tlatilolco 
to call the priest to confess him and prepare him for dying.
   But they wouldn’t let Juan Diego go alone; a number of people went with him to his 
house.  Upon arriving, they saw the uncle was well and happy without ache or pain.  
He was surprised to see his nephew accompanied by so many people and inquired as 
to the cause for so much honor and attention.  The nephew explained that when he 
had left to bring the priest to hear his confession and prepare him for dying, the Lady 
from heaven had appeared to him on Tepeyac, and that she had consoled him greatly 
by telling him not to worry because his uncle was already restored to health.  She then 
had sent him to Mexico City to ask that a house be erected for her on Tepeyac.
   The uncle then revealed that it was indeed at that same moment he was suddenly 
restored to health, when she appeared in much the same way as she had appeared to 
his nephew.  She related too that she had sent Juan to see the bishop in Mexico.  At the 
same time, the Lady told Juan Bernardino that as soon as he saw the bishop he must 
reveal to him the miraculous manner in which she had effected his cure and that he 
should convey to him the proper name for her blessed Image, The Perfect Virgin Holy 
Mary of Guadalupe. [Some Nahuatl scholars think that she spoke to Juan Bernardino 
in his native tongue, which contains no ‘g’ or ‘d’ sounds. Therefore, working back 
from the sounds of the word ‘Guadalupe’ {a title of Our Lady in Extremadura, Spain}, 
these scholars say that the best guess of the Nahuatl word that she used to reveal her 
name to Juan Bernardino was: “she who comes fl ying from the region of light and 
music, and singing a song like the fi re eagle.” p. 177, Handbook On Guadalupe {see 
below}]
   Then they took Juan Bernardino before the bishop so he might speak to him and give 
his testimony.  Both Juan Bernardino and his nephew stayed at the bishop’s residence 
several days, until the chapel of the little Queen of Tepeyac was erected where she 
revealed herself to Juan Diego.  The Reverend Bishop had the Holy Image of the 
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beloved heavenly Maiden transferred from the oratory to the main church, so that all 
the people could see and admire it.  Absolutely, the whole city came to see and admire 
her precious Image and pray before it.  They marveled at the miraculous way it had 
appeared, since absolutely no one on earth could have painted her beloved Image.

Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee.
Blessed art thou among women, and blessed is the fruit of thy womb Jesus.
Holy Mary, Mother of God,
pray for us sinners, now and at the hour of our death.
Amen.

Taken from: http://www.virgendeguadalupe.org.mx/apariciones/Nican%20Mopohua/
Nican%20Mopohua%20ingles.htm    (in English and Spanish and 6 other languages)  
The best book is The Handbook on Guadalupe by Franciscan Marytown Press, Ohio 
with over 30 articles by different authors on all aspects of the tilma, the persons 
involved, the background, the history, etc. fax:518-758-1584)

+++

St. Juan Diego
Ambassador of the Queen of Heaven

taken from the article by Dr. Charles Wahlig, p.42-47 of The Handbook on Guadalupe
by the Franciscan Friars of the Immaculate, Franciscan Marytown Press, Ohio
(the sentences are a little bumpy, since I am summarizing the aticle...)

St. Juan Diego is the unoffi cial patron of the laity (pp. 130ff). Here is the background:
Montezuma was one of four nephews of the late emperor Ahuizotl. In 1503 Montezuma 
was made the new emperor, with his capital at Mexico City, Tenochtitlan, one of the 
world’s largest cities at the time, with a population of 360,000 people. His empire 
stretched from the Atlantic to the Pacifi c, from New Mexico to Guatemala. The capital 
city was on an island in the center of Lake Texcoco, a large lake in the center of the 
Valley of Mexico. It was well laid out, with wide, straight, paved streets, many having 
canals on the sides of the streets (like Venice). 

One of the many towns in the Valley of Mexico was Cuauhtitlan (the place of the 
eagle), 14 miles from the capital. Juan Diego was not an Aztec, but a Chichimeca, a 
tribe that arrived years before the Aztecs (the Aztecs came at the end of the 1200’s). 
JD was 29 years old when Montezuma became emperor in 1503.
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 What was life in Aztec society like? The emperor was the highest authority, then 
came the kings of Texcoco, who ruled over the 29 larger states, and after that came 
the high nobles. The high nobles commanded the armed forces, whereas the lower 
nobles were the civil administrators. Then there was the middle class, the macehuales 
(Juan Diego was one of these), and the priests and the merchants. Lower down were 
the laborers and servants (the tlamaitl). Finally there was the lowest class, the slaves.

 JD was a macehual, a full fl edged citizen. He was obliged to vote, since he was 
a landowner. Some property he inherited, other property he bought thanks to his 
successful mat-making trade. (It is important to realize that JD’s poverty in later life 
was voluntary.) He was educated, since schooling was compulsory. (Boys had to go 
to school until they were old enough for work, girls had to go until their marriage.) 
JD was liable for military service, but there is no record of such in his case. Under 
Aztec law JD had a fairly large amount of freedom. According to tradition, after his 
marriage he farmed the land next to his house. So he and his wife, Maria Lucia, ate 
well. He grew corn, beans, assorted vegetables. He also hunted turkey and deer. JD 
was an enterprising person, and had a good business going in taking reeds from along 
the shores of Lake Texcoco, and working them into mats and furniture.

In his mature years friends and neighbors described him as refl ective, more and 
more given to meditating and speculating on philosophical and spiritual things. (His 
prosperity allowed time for these matters.) Aztec laws were quite severe, but all 
citizens above the slave class had a high degree of personal freedom to associate with 
other classes in their social and intellectual pursuits. (So JD had the opportunity to talk 
to different people and grow in philosophical and spiritual knowledge.

Let us remember that private revelations are usually given to persons able to receive 
them. (There is a philosophical principle that “that which is received is received 
according to the mode of the receiver.”) So JD must have had good intelligence, good 
common sense, etc., by which God prepared him for the special revelations that were 
to help him lead his country out of slavery to demons and into the Catholic Faith.

 God’s religious preparation of the Aztec culture began before 1531. The True God had 
already revealed Himself to the King of Texcoco, Nezahualcoyotl, in 1464. This was 
the educated man of his day, educated in philosophy, astronomy, and literature. He 
had intellectuals at court with him. He reasoned that there was a Superior Intelligence 
responsible for the order in the world. He abandoned the pagan religion and instead 
built temples to the True God, praying before altars with offerings of fl owers and 
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incense. Before his death N made a great speech which ended with these words: 
“How deeply I regret that I am not able to understand the will of the great God, but I 
believe the time will come when he will be known and adored by all the inhabitants 
of this land.” (Juan Diego probably studied the past wisdom of great men like King 
Nezahualcoyotl, since JD’s town, Cuauhtitlan, had been part of the Texcocoanempire 
before its conquest by the Aztecs in 1439.)

After Nezahualcoyotl, his son Nezahualpilli succeeded to the throne, the very 
image of his father, including his devotion to the True God. God rewarded him with 
a wisdom that made him the wisest man of his day. Then, just before his death in 
1515, he terrifi ed Montezuma with this dream: “a few days ago I dreamed that you, 
Montezuma, will lose your throne to invaders from across the sea, who will bring 
the True Religion.” Meanwhile, M’s sister, Princess Papantzin, had already given 
him some similar prophecies. So, it is understandable that M went on to surrender to 
Hernan Cortes in 1520, and then was stoned to death by his own people, who drove 
the Spanish out. But then Cortes came back with his men and starved out the Aztecs, 
blockading the city and attacking with ships from Lake Texcoco.

Juan Diego must have been infl uenced by these events. After he was baptized he 
showed a strong hunger to grow in his new Faith. He and his wife and uncle were 
among the fi rst adults to be baptized by the Christian missionaries, who came in 1524. 
They all took Christian names: Juan Diego, Maria Lucia, and Juan Bernardino. JD 
and his wife continued to live in Cuauhtitlan, and continued to receive instruction in 
the Catholic Faith. They would walk to Tlatelolco every Sunday for Mass and Holy 
Communion, and for Mass and catechesis on Saturdays.

(The Spaniards had already destroyed the demonic temples to huitzilopochtli and 
tlaloc, and had built a new church of Santiago de Tlaltelolco over them. [The third 
church, begun in 1573, stands to this day.])

JD and Maria Lucia’s happy family life ended in 1529, when she became ill and then 
died. JD was very sad and lonely, and so turned to his uncle Juan Bernardino, his only 
remaining close relative. JB lived in Tolpetlac (we do not know how far Tolpetlac is 
from Cuauhtitlan), so Juan Diego left Cuauhtitlan and built a house on some property 
he owned in Tolpetlac there, not far from JB’s house. 

His devotion to the Blessed Virgin Mary helped him in his grieving, a devotion seen in 
his custom of getting up early on Saturday mornings to walk the 9 miles to Tlaltelolco 
for Mass in honor of the BVM.  (By the way, all the Native Americans of the area were 



taught from an early age to walk and trot for long distances.) On December 26, 1531, 
only two weeks after Our Lady of Guadalupe appeared, Spaniards and Mexicans 
worked side by side to complete the fi rst chapel at the foot of Tepeyac Hill and thus 
provide a house for the Sacred Image of Our Lady. 

 Bishop Zumarraga put JD in complete charge of the chapel and the Sacred Image. 
A room was added on to the chapel on the east side, where JD spent the rest of his 
life (17 years). Juan Bernardino asked JD to enlarge it so that they could BOTH live 
there, but JD asked his uncle to go back to Tolpetlac, to take over JD’s property there 
and in Cuauhtitlan. JD, with his training both in Nahuatl and Christian doctrine and 
symbolism, was able to explain the meaning of the Sacred Image to those who came to 
see  her Image. With JD’s help about 8 million people converted to the Catholic Faith 
in about 7 years (while about 5 million were leaving the Faith in Europe after Luther’s 
split with the Church!). His face and bearing seemed to acquire a new dignity, even 
while he never lost his deep humility. He was frugal and disciplined, plus cultured and 
learned, and led an ascetical life. He died in 1548 at the age of 74.


