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Prdoau£ 
WATERS OF REMEMBRANCE, WATERS OF LEGEND, 
OR H O W WATERS CARRY SWIRLS OF MEMORY IN 
THEIR CURRENTS 

Daniel Murillo Licea 

Introductory Waters 

The book you are holding in your hands illustrates the plethora 
of legends existing in Mexico that have to do with water, in three 
different eras of the nation's history: pre-Hispanic, colonial and 
today. Focusing largely on the relationship between water and 
human beings, they are laced with conceptions handed down 
through word of mouth, and tales compiled and recreated 
by the author Andrés González Pages. The legends are like 
large tapestries woven from strands of memory, places, gods, 
characters, and events. 

Water has always been a strong presence in the Mesoamerican 
peoples' concept of the universe, from the mythical Tlalocan, 
Tláloc's paradise, to the legends about supernatural beings 
who produce water in today's indigenous communities. In 
pre-Hispanic Mexico, people viewed water as something 
they should live with harmoniously. One might say that man 
communicated with nature, and the gods were part of that 
relationship. 

Water is genesis. The ancient Mayas claimed that the Bacabs, 
or gods, that held up the heavens, arose from water. Several 
Mesoamerican cultures believe that today's human beings 
appeared after the Great Flood. Tláloc and Chalchiuhtlicue 
ruled the celestial and underground waters. The ancient Mayas 
talked of the sky monster Cauac and the old red goddess who, 
in the presence of a black Bacab, spilled waters over the earth, 
as shown in Dresden Codex. 



places and human interaction with waters, rain, deluges, floods, 
winds, lightning, sacred places, caves, gateways to Tláloc's 
paradise, to the cenotes (sinkholes), lagoons, wellsprings and 
mountains. The Mesoamerican peoples have always thought that 
water was very much involved in the world's creation; in fact, 
the Nahua people, both ancient and contemporary, believe in 
the Cemanáhuac: the world sitting on water. And not only the 
Nahuas, but other Mesoamerican peoples too. As one Tzotzil 
Indian woman told me: "On top of the sea is the mountain, and 
that's where the Anjel is." The world is surrounded by water. The 
Earth is a place containing cold and hot movements, feminine 

s and masculine, underground waters as well as celestial or rain 
? water. 

i 1 Salvador Díaz López, interview conducted in 2004 in the Tzotzil community of Pozuelos. The first syllable of the word is stressed like 
i the word "Angel' in Spanish. 
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Water imbues myths, legends and folk tales that 
Mesoamerican communities keep alive in a verbal tradition. 
Water repeatedly figures in their stories as a crucial element, 
full of meaning and symbolisms. Collecting legends is like 
building a bridge between memory, tradition and symbolism. 
In the indigenous cultures, history and myth merge into one. So 
this book is a potpourri of memory, history, myth, legend and 
tradition, expounded in the author Andrés González Pagés's 
own inimitable literary style. Born in Tabasco, in Mayan-
Chontal-Olmec country, González Pages oozes inventiveness 
through the tip of his pen. No wonder he has written 17 books 
of stories, essays, movie scripts and other creations. Now he 
is our guide on this journey into the world of pre-Hispanic, 
colonial and modern-day legends. 

Ancient Waters 

The ancient Aztecs believed that Quetzalcoátl and 
Huitzilopochtli created water at the beginning of the world.2 

Together with water, the gods created the Cipactli, an enormous 
alligator that appears in several codices and represents the earth. 
That is why several images show gaping jaws emerging from 
the earth. 

-y j 
1 ^L-<-m>(*'-**J r.T iL.v m 

The Great Flood 
(Dresden Codex). 

The ancient Mayas, on the other hand, said: 

... the earth was conceived as an alligator or crocodile (Itzam-Na) 
floating on an immense sea. Iztam-Na had both earthly and heavenly 
merits: as a heavenly divinity he watered the earth with his rain, while 
as an earthly divinity he was the fertile soil that sprouted vegetation.3 

Getting back to the ancient Mexica gods, Quetzalcoátl and 
Huitzilopochtli joined their brothers Tlatlahuiqui Tezcatlipoca 
and Yayauhqui Tezcatlipoca —the latter the most powerful of 
them all— to create the water gods, the great Tláloc and his 
wife Chalchiuhtlicue, who lived in Tlalocan, a place described 
as "four rooms with a large interior patio where four huge 

Historia de los mexicanos por sus pinturas (History of Mexicans Through their Paintings), Conaculta, Mexico, 2002. The author i 
presumed to he friar Andrés de Olmos. 
Alcina Franch, José, "Water in the Mexica Cosmovisión," El agua, mitos, ritos y realidades (Water, Myths, Rites and Realities), 
Anthropos-Diputación Provincial de Granada, Spain, 2003. 
"Historia de los mexicanos por sus pinturas' (History of Mexicans Through their Paintings), op.cit. p.29 
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Tláloc, with his lightning-
shaped scepter, on the Cipactli 
(crocodile) [Pochteca calendar). 

tubs containing all of earth's waters stood."4 They included rain 
water, sewage water, frozen water and water that prevented 
seeds from growing. 

The Tlalocan was also famous for having an abundance of 
foods; it was home to those who perished from drowning, 
from some water-related accident, or who were struck dead 
by lightning. Tlalocan was a Garden of Eden full of trees, 
vegetation and animals where, according to the Tepantitla 
Murals in Teotihuácan, people played games and sports, swam 
and recited poetry. Laurette Sejourne has this to say about the 
murals of Tepantitla: 

This tender picture of Creation is confined to a quadrilateral formed 
by the bodies of two entwined snakes, embossed with water signs and 
Tlaloc heads. 

According to anthropologist López Austin,6 the Tlalocan had 
a reservoir and, among the vegetation, a mythical tree called the 
Tamoanchan. A story about Tlalocan, recreated by the author 
Andrés González Pages, is included in this book and is entitled 
"The Tlalocan, or Tláloc's Paradise." 

But Tláloc and Chalchiuhtlicue alone could not water 
the earth. For this purpose they had their "ministers," called 
tlaloques, who traveled the world bringing rain. And so it was 
that Tláloc was known as the god of rain, and Chalchiuhtlicue 
as the goddess of groundwater, springs, and lakes. In the 
Mayan culture, Chac was the ruler of water and he in turn had 
his assistants, called chaqués. The Mayan name for Chac's wife 
was Ixchel, who was also goddess of the moon, childbirth and 
land.7 The different pre-Hispanic civilizations all gave the gods' 
helpers different names. For example, the Totonacs referred to 
them as thunderbolts, as you can read in the legend "Tajín and 
the Seven Thunderbolts," reconceived in this book. 

There were four eras before ours. In the first, human beings 
were devoured by jaguars; in the second, they were destroyed 
by the wind; in the third, by fire; the era of the fourth sun was 
that of water, and lasted 52 years. Our era today falls under the 

5 Sejourné, Laurette, "Pensamiento y religión en el México antiguo" (Thinking and Religion in Ancient Mexico), 
FCE, Mexico, 1994, 11th reprinting 

6 López Austin, Alfredo, Tamoanchan y Tlalocan, FCE, Mexico, 2000. 
7 De la Garza, Mercedes, "Introduction," El Chilam Balam de Chumayel, Conaculta, Mexico, 2001. 
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fifth sun, Ollin, the sun of movement. This book also features 
a recomposition of the legend about the water sun, the fourth 
sun. 

With the coming of the fifth sun, life on earth, planted 
fields and good harvests were dependant upon water, but not 
just for the Aztecs and the Mayas. Many ancient cities were 
built close to lakes or rivers. 

I mentioned that myths have blurred pre-Hispanic history 
and created confusion, because some events portrayed in 
ancient Mesoamerican art do correspond to a version of 
historic facts. A mythical place from which the Aztecs set 
out on their great pilgrimage was called Aztlán, a place with 
"a mountain in the middle, from which a spring burst forth 
to produce a river." Aztlán and Chicomoztoc (with its Seven 
Caves) play a part in the origin of the Aztec people. Both have 
to do with water: Aztlán has been depicted in the codices as 
a mountain surrounded by water; for example, in the Aubin 

City Body of water Present-day location 

Tzintzuntzan Lake Pátzcuaro Michoacán 
Chupicuaro Lerma River Guanajuato 
Tenochtitlan Vallev of Mexico lakes Mexico City 
Tizatlán Zahuapan River Tlaxcala 
Tula Tula River Hidalgo 
Las Pilas Cuautla River Morelos 
Xochicalco Amacuzac River Morelos 
Cholula Atovac River Puebla 
Yohualichan Apulco-Tecolutla River Puebla 
Tamuin Panuco River San Luis Potosí 
Castillo de Teavo Tuxpan River Veracruz 
Tres Zapotes Papaloapan River Veracruz 
La Venta Tonalá River Tabasco 
La Organera-Xochipala Mezcala River Guerrero 
Zaachila Atovac River Oaxaca 
Chiapa de Corzo Griialva River Chiapas 
IzaDa Suchiate River Chiapas 
Yaxchilán Usumacinta River Chiapas 
Edzná Champotón River Campeche 
Dzibanché Hondo River Quintana Roo 

8 "Historia de los mexicanos por sus pinturas" (History of the Mexicans Through their Paintings), op. cit, p. 45. 
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and Boturini Codices. And Chicomoztoc's caves might also be 
said to form part of a mountain which pre-Hispanics believed 
was full of water. 
The Purepecha people also had a sacred place, known 
as Calchiuihtlapazco, meaning "in the bowl of precious 
greenstone." It was: 

... the original fatherland, the primitive cavern, the hole from which the 
human genre emerged. Well, if that is described as the "bowl of precious 
greenstone," then the idea is basically that these men came out of the 
water, from the eastern seaboard.9 

There is another mythical Nahua city, close to a place with 
water, called Tollan10 ("among sedges"). Located beside Mount 
El Grito, this was the city of Quetzalcoátl. For years several other 
cities—Teotihuacan, Tula, Cholula, Tenochtitlan—were also 
referred to as Tollan. Tula was the city where one of its rulers, 
Huémac, won a bet with the Tlaloques. And for snubbing the 
corn cob they offered him as winner, the city suffered freezing 
weather followed by a period of extreme droughts.11 Tula 

The mythical city of Aztlán 
(Aubin Codex) 

3 
V 
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9 Seler, Eduard, "The Ancient Inhabitants of Michoacán" Relación de Michoacán (The Chronicles of Michoacán), Colegio de Mi
choacán, Zamora, 2000, p. 158. 
10 López Austin, Alfredo and Leonardo López Lujan, "Tollan y su gobernante Quetzalcoátl" (Tollan and its Ruler Quetzalcoátl), Arqueo 

logia Mexicana (Mexican Archaeology), Vol. XII, num. 67, May-June 2004, pp. 38-43. 
11 "Legend of the Suns," Mitos e historias de los antiguos nahuas (Myths and Stories of the Ancient Nahuas) Conaculta, Mexico, 2002. 
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succumbed around 1200 A.D., but the founding of a new 
city, México-Tenochtitlan, was foretold. The well-known 
prophesy claimed that the sign for the preordained location 
would be the people's discovery of an eagle perched on a 
cactus and devouring a snake. That site was the Mexico City 
valley. About this place Teresa Rojas says:12 

As stated time and again, the Mexico City Basin was neither a valley 
nor composed of a single lake. It was a more like a system composed 
of five relatively flat-bottomed shallow lakes, dotted with marshy areas 
and small lagoons, and spread over an area of 800 to 1,000 km2. These 
five lakes each acquired the name of the largest town closest to them. 
The outer edges of the entire basin were at an altitude of 2,240 meters 
above sea level. All five lakes, at slightly different altitudes, operated as 
a network of communicating waterways that converged in Texcoco, 
the central one at the lowest altitude. 

The ancient Mexicans settled in this lacustrian area; they 
built dams to prevent their cities from flooding, as well as 
chinampas (artificial islands or stationary floating gardens 
built from a mud-covered cane platform held in place by 
stakes). The Mexicans interacted with their environment. 
They built hydraulic systems in a number of cities, not just in 
central Mexico. In Palenque, Chiapas, there was an aqueduct 
to control any freshets from the river that flowed through the 

12 Rojas Rabiela, Teresa, "Las cuencas lacustres del altiplano central", Arqueología Mexicana, vol. XII, num. 68, julio-agosto de 2004, pp. 20-27. 



city. In Yohualichan, Puebla, a group ofTotonac pyramids were 
built around a fountainhead, with the engineering to exploit 
it. Irrigation canals were built in Chupicuaro, Guanajuato, 
and in Hierve el Agua, Oaxaca, as they were in Cuemanco, 
Mexico City. 

People interacted with water, the gods and nature. Human 
sacrifices were made in the cenotes in Yucatán, in the Pantitlán 
lagoon in what is now Mexico City, on mountains and in caves 
and lagoons up and down all of Mesoamerica. 





Colonial Waters 

The Augustinian friar and historian Diego de Basalenque 
recorded, in his three-volume Historia de la provincia de San 
Nicolás de Tolentino de Michoacán (History of the Province 
of St. Nicholas of Tolentino, Michoacán), the founding 
of convents in the territory now occupied by the states of 
Michoacán and Guanajuato. Several customs of the "native" 
population in the provinces captured Basalenque's attention. 
His perspective and intuition, oscillating between monastic 
life and the wonders of discovering new places, led him to find 
a lagoon which he described as follows: 

... the village is called Yuririapúndaro, which means blood lagoon, and 
was originally built around a lagoon with a perimeter of one short league. 
The lagoon gets its name not from blood but from the murky, cloudy 
color of the water in the lagoon, although any water removed from it 
appears to be clearer than when seen in the lagoon. The wondrous thing 
about that lagoon is that the bottom cannot be touched in the middle, 
its water neither shrinks not swells, and no other water enters it other 
than rain water (...) Its water is not for use by living creatures either 
inside or outside the lagoon. But sugar cane planted round it grows well. 
Some people say that bodies sacrificed to their gods used to be thrown 
in there, although there is nothing written about that; only hearsay. (...) 
the middle of the lagoon is so deep as to appear bottomless, which is 
frightening. Nobody sails on it, nor dares to cross it.13 

This brief account reveals to us the Augustinian friar's 
reservations and skepticism about a lagoon that, according 
to his way of thinking, upbringing and origins, seemed eerie. 
The water in the Yuririapúndaro lagoon was supernatural. Its 
murky color was disturbing. The water was not exploitable, 
and was only used for sacrifices and offerings to pagan gods. 
The Spaniards who came to the so-called New World had 
their own way of thinking. In their opinion, for example, 
cloudy water was hiding and distorting something; in other 
words, a type of water that was neither pure nor showed the 
actual state of things. So Basalenque did not draw the same 

| 13 Basalenque, Diego de, Los agustinos, aquellos misioneros hacendados (The Augustinians, those Landowner Missionaries), Conaculta, 
* Mexico, 1988, p. 122. 
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conclusions as the inhabitants of Yuririapúndaro did. In the 
same town, many years earlier, in the latter half of the 16th 
century, another Augustinian friar, Diego de Chavez, had 
done a little engineering by diverting the Lerma River so as 
to form a large lagoon, today known as the Yuriria Lagoon. 
Of this one, Basalenque says: 

On the other side of the village, to the north, is another very large 
freshwater lagoon full of large fish, which the community catches. It is 
common knowledge that the original founder of the convent, Father 
Diego de Chavez, constructed the lagoon (...). Not by excavation as 
some people might think. Father Diego de Chavez noticed some low-
lying marshlands that tended to dry out after the rainy season, so he 
attempted to divert the large Lerma River, which flows half a league 
away, to this spot. He dug a broad, deep irrigation canal from the 
river to this marshland, so that with time the water from the canal has 
formed this lagoon...14 

View of Yuriria Lagoon. 

S 
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14 Basalenque, op. cit., p. 122. 



Construction of the new lagoon—and the domination of 
nature—represented a whole different approach from that 
of pre-Columbian Mesoamerican peoples. Michael Meyer 
explains this new conception of water like this: 

It was historically inevitable that in the clash of cultures that took place 
during the Spanish conquest of America, water should play an important 
role. For the first time ever, the indigenous people were taught what must 
have seemed like a string of absurdities. Man was not part of nature, but 
somehow existed outside of it to utilize it. His objective was not to adapt 
peacefully to his habitat, but to dominate it and change it. Water was 
suddenly a source of personal well-being, of capital, profit, income and, 
above all, power over one's fellow men. 

These different cultures bred discord. On the subject of 
tradition and legends, there are many examples of how the 
pre-Hispanic gods and supernatural beings were confronted 
by gods of other religions. The Mictlán, place of the dead, now 
became the Inferno, while the Tlaloques and Chacs became 
angels. The conquistadors found the great lakes in central 
Mexico impossible to manage because they lost sight of the 
purpose for which the Aztecs had built their hydraulic systems. 
When the Spaniards' newly-founded Mexico City became 
subject to flooding, it was necessary to dry up the lakes. 

The religious orders that came to Mexico in the years of the 
Conquest attempted to replace icons of the pre-Columbian 
gods with symbols of a new religion. Oftentimes the Indians 
turned to their ancient gods, placing idols of their pre-Hispanic 
deities beneath or behind the Christian crosses. They would 
slip into caves or isolated places to worship their old deities, 
regardless of the sacred colonial icons inflicted on them and 
imposed as seals on buildings. 

It was during the colonial era, for example that the Ta llorona 
(weeping woman) legend became widespread. Likewise, in 
Chiapas, the story of a character known as El Sombrerón, or 
Big Sombrero. In the growing syncretism of the indigenous 
and Spanish cultures, a number of saints got jumbled up with 

v  
~| 1 5 Meyer, Michael, El agua en el Suroeste hispánico, una historia social y legal, 1550-1850, (Water in the Hispanic Southwest, a Social 
Jp and Legal History, 1550-1850) Mexico, Instituto Mexicano de Tecnología del Agua-Centro de Investigaciones y Estudios Superiores 
I en Antropología Social, 1997, p. 29 

16 So friar Jerónimo de Mendieta tells us in his Historia eclesiástica indiana (Indian Ecclesiastic History), book III, chap. 23, 1971, p. 234. 
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pre-Columbian gods, so that claims that those saints lived, 
walked and even built towns in Mexico were not uncommon. 
Some legends tell of their comings and goings, like the one 
about "The Fish that St. John Ate for Supper," in this book. 
There are also stories, as in the case of the Yuriria Lagoon, 
about human intervention and new places inundated 
with water. Other similar legends are "The Origin of Lake 
Tequesquitengo" and "The Carmelites' Bridge" (included in 
this book), which evidence the desire to dominate nature. 

The descriptions we are given by colonial historians like 
Bernardino de Sahagún, Diego Duran or Diego de Landa 
present a picture of what the colonial monks understood water 
to symbolize to pre-Columbian cultures. The syncretistic 
reconciliation of religious beliefs created new symbols, whose 
origins and transformations can be comprehended through 
the myths and legends. 

From the 16th to the 19th century the Indians doggedly 
stuck to their ingrained beliefs based on the man-gods-
nature relationship. Ruiz de Alarcón17 recorded an example 
of how they clung to this type of relationship with nature He 
mentioned an Indian's plea in the 17th century to a priest 
called Seven Serpent so that his corn would grow strong and 
healthy. 

Today s Waters 

This syncretism is still present in the thoughts and actions 
of today's indigenous communities, for they have tried to 
preserve their symbolic meanings for water. Their approaches 
may differ, but do conform to a master pattern to try to either 
preserve or recover man's relationship with nature, particularly 
water. The verbal tradition of today's indigenous communities 
wholeheartedly confirms this behavior. It is not that today's 
indigenous communities are preserving pre-Columbian 
symbols, only that a few vestiges have survived the long drawn-
out syncretism they have lived through. 

17 Ruiz de Alarcón, Tratado de las supersticiones (Treatise on Superstitions), fragments translated and included in Alredo López Austin s 
article "Náhuatl Pleas in the 17th Century," Revista déla Universidad de México, vol. 27, no. 4, December 1972. 
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Water symbols have varied in some aspects, but in others 
draw interesting parallels. La Llorona, the weeping woman, is 
a character that has been kept alive in several places, although 
in others, like Chiapas, the Tzotzils call her Xpak'inte'. 
This book features a version of La Llorona in the state of 
Hidalgo. 

O n the subject of these elements that remain unchanged 
over time, we can cite the present-day Totonacs who still talk 
of thunderbolts and of the God Tejé, Tajín or Juan Atzin, 
and relate that: 

If the god Tejé should find out his birth date, he would celebrate big-
time. He wouldn't stop raining; he would flash lightning and pelt with 
rain because he would go overboard in his celebration. So it's best he 
doesn't know. That's what they say about the god Tejé [who is] in 
water, and in the sea.18 

Indigenous communities have preserved many symbolic 
rituals for water. In a number of places, for example, they 
observe the fiesta of the Holy Cross on May 3. This festival 
implies praying for rain to the gods which, in some areas, are 
saints and supernatural beings. The Tzotzils, Tzeltals, Nahuas, 
Otomis, Mayas and Totonacs all celebrate this fiesta. 

In the Tzotzil community of Pozuelos, for example, the May 
3 festival is celebrated with pilgrimages to the district capital, 
to one of the wells that provide water to the community 
and to the crosses that mark the gateway to the area. That 
is where the changeover of the Martoma Vo' , Head Water 
Administrator, takes place each year, when a statue of San 
Isigro is handed over to the new administrator and taken to 
its new home. 

Tanks of piped drinking water also have their crosses, 
marking them as symbolic sites where beings called Anjeles 
(angels) are worshipped. These angels live in springs, and 
inside mountains and caves. 

Caves are an entrance to the other world, to the home of Detail of the facade of the 
some of the gods. Inside are water, seeds, animals and plants. 

18 From an interview with Antonio Lorenzo Guzman of the Totonac Ixtepec community, in 2005. 



Festivals and rituals related to water and mountain springs 
are held in many caves. In the mountains north of Puebla, 
for example, people still talk of the Tlalocan, which they call 
Talokan. In a Náhuatl community northeast of Puebla, an old 
man commented to me: 

Place where a Tzotzil 
community celebrates May 3 
and the "Midyear Fiesta," or 
Day of the Dead. 

There are caves in all the mountains, and they penetrate deep, deep 
inside, as far as you can go. People say there are tons of them, just like 
here.... But this one here is Talokan. Badgers, all sorts of animals, even 
snakes are said to emerge from it. I don't know if it's true, but they've 
told me that here in Talokan there are lots of those animals.19 

s 
5 v 

The Talokan can be entered through caves, springs or 
other cavities. Whoever enters cannot help feeling the effects 
of contact with the supernatural, and failure to follow the 
instructions of the lord of the Talokan may result in illness 
or death. Many Náhuatl communities know that when they 
see fog or smoke wafting out of a cavern, entry is forbidden, 

1 
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19 Miguel Félix, interviewed in the Náhuatl community of San Miguel Tzinacapan, in 2005. 



because it means that clouds are coming out, that the lords of 
the Talokan are at work and do not want any interruptions. 

In the Chiapas highlands are the lightning caves, where 
the Anjeles live and take the form of sheet lightning when 
they go in or come out. These are sacred places that usually 
have a green or blue cross placed inside them. Offerings are 
made and prayers are chanted there. The Nahuas of Pajapan, 
Veracruz, refer to the place inside the San Martin Tuxtla 
volcano as Talogan, where the master of the animals lives.20 

Cross marking a crossroads with 
a river in the mountains north 
of Puebla. 
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There are places where offerings are made to the angels, or 
ancient tlaloques. And there are shrines to the water goddesses. 
A female deity acknowledged by some people and mentioned 
in literature is Atmalin: 

A Tzotzil at prayer makes an 
offering. 

Don Miguel Félix, a Náhuatl 
indian. 

A possible entrance to the 
Talokan: the San Miguel 
Tzinacapan spring. 

20 Medina Hernández, Andrés, "Mesoamerican Cosmovisión," Cosmovisión, ritual e identidad de los pueblos indígenas de México 
(Cosmovisión, Ritual and Identity of Indigenous Peoples of Mexico), FCE-Conaculta, Mexico, 2001, p. 84. 
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.../circle, water spout/ -to link her closely to the pre-Columbian goddess 
Chalchiuhtlicue /the one with the jade skirt/, Tláloc's partner, lady of 
the waters, especially the seas. ' 

According to Lupo, Atmalin appears in supplication rituals 
beside Malintzin and "Whirlwind Maria." The El Carmen 
Virgin in the Yohualchan community has the power to create 
whirlwinds: 

We are somehow a little afraid of our Virgin, because her official 
festival day involves several ceremonies to be able to move her from her 
consuetudinary site. We feel that asking her for anything would be like 
asking for a deluge, because 13 or 14 years ago, a committee got the 
idea of removing her from her site. No problem, they said. The Virgin 
is like any other saint. So a number of men lowered the Virgin to the 
floor, and a couple of women on hand said they'd dust her off (...). Off 
went the women for some dusters; when they returned to the church, 
a sudden wind whipped up, and everyone scattered. So now we tend to 
think that the Virgin is a bit touchy; that's why no one moves her...23 

Supernatural beings who can control the elements do, in 
fact, exist. Then there are characters in some legends who 
perish by the will of nature. Such is the case of the legend 
"Marina," included in this book. 

O n the other hand, there are also legends in which humans 
decide the fate of the elements. In the legend "Ndareje, the 
Lerma River," the Otomis and the Jñatjos decided to share 
the river that their gods gave them. 

In several places in Mexico, field workers and indigenous 
people are appointed to be rainmakers. Generally speaking, 
these are people who have been struck by lightning and 
survived. That is the first test they pass, because while they are 
unconscious, the water lords reveal their secrets to them and 
prepare them to be helpers. These helpers are called ahuaques 
in Morelos; ahuizotes, claclasquis or graniceros in Toluca; and 
tlamatines in the area around Cofre de Perote.2 4 

Entrance to a Lightning Cave 
in the Tzotzil community of 
Pozuelos. 
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21 Lupo, Alessandro, La tierra nos escucha (The Earth Listens to Us), INI-Conaculta, Mexico, 1995, 
22 Lupo, Ibidem, p. 262. 
23 Interview with María Ocotlán Cecilia Ávila Francisco, of the Yohualichan community, in 2004. 
24 Medina Hernández, op. cit., p. 11?. 
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I should like to close this introduction to the legends that 
Andrés González Pages has prepared for us, with a sentence 
uttered by a devout Tzotzil: 

There are times when those of us collecting water at a fountain get angry, 
for example, when some institution is not functioning properly. We tell 
them so, but they get annoyed and do their work in a bad-tempered 
frame of mind. That does not please the Anjeles, who consequently 
reduce the amount of water.25 

So nature's work is entwined with human work and by 
design of the gods. There are many examples, but a lack of 
space prevents us from writing reams on the topic. Hopefully, 
this short overview will suffice to explain the indigenous 
people's current relationship with water, how today's legends 
materialized and where they came from. The legends about 
water have to do with history and memory but, above all, 
with this man-nature rapport in which the gods, the saints 
and supernatural beings play an important role. 

ZgcftAMi^/i, 'PtuA, Oe&£rJZ00$. 
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25 Interview with Salvador López Collazo, of the Pozuelos community, in 2004. 
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Náhuatl. 
Andtés González Pagés's version. 
2005. 

umanity had already lived three eras 
on Earth, and each time the gods had 
eventually destroyed it, almost always 
due to poor human behavior. 

The first era, or sun, had been 
called Nahui Océlotl, or 
Jaguar Sun. After 676 
years, on the date 1 
Acatl, the jaguars 
began devouring 
humanity. This 
process lasted 13 
years until, on 
the 1 Acatl once 
more, the last 
man was devoured. 
Whereupon the first 
sun died with him. 

Then new men were 
born. Their sun was called 
Nahui Eécatl, or Wind Sun, 
and they lived 364 years. Then, in a 1 
Técpatl year, they were all swept away by 
the wind to be converted into monkeys. 
The sun too was swept away by the 
wind. 

The third era or sun was called Nahui 
Quiáhuitl, or Fire Sun. 

This time, humanity perished by 
burning. Destruction of the third 
humanity occurred after 312 years, in 
the year 1 Técpatl, and again took only 

one day, when fire rained down 
and burned up the sun itself. 

Humanity was converted 
into pipiltin, or "little 

turkeys." That is 
why a turkey hen's 
offspring today are 
called pipilpipil, or 
"whippersnappers." 

Later, but 
still prior to the 
era we are living in 

today, there was a 
fourth sun, called the 

Water Sun or Nahui Atl. 
Humanity lived 676 years 

under that sun. Then, in a 1 Calli 
year, and again in a single day, they were 

drowned and converted into fishes. The 
waters continued to rise for the next 52 
years, until all the mountains became 
submerged. 

When this last episode was about 
to happen, the god Tlitacahuan 
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Tezcatlipoca summoned Nene and 
Tata. They were a virtuous man and 
woman who had already lived during 
the previous era or sun, and who had 
survived the destruction of Nahui 
Quiáhuitl on account of their virtue. 

Tata and Nene now ruled over a new 
humanity which followed their virtuous 
example and worshipped them as their 
mentors. When summoning them, 
the god Titlacahuan Tescatlipoca told 
them: 

"Don' t worry about a thing. Plant a 
large ahuehete (coniferous-type tree), so 
that you can get inside it when, during 
the twenty days of the hueitozoztli, that 
is, the beginning of the rainy season, 
the heavens open. Make a seal for the 

entrance, and I will seal it up once you 
are inside." Then, the log will float when 
it is uprooted by the flood, keeping you 
safe. 

The husband and wife immediately 
set to work on the job the god had 
assigned to them. They planted the 
largest ahuehete they could find, and 
conditioned it so that they could live 
in it. This they completed by the time 
the twenty days called hueitotoztli that 
precede the peak of the rainy season 
arrived. 

Tlitacahuan Tezcatlipoca went to 
visit them at their new home and, after 
checking the job they had done, gave 
his approval. As husband and wife they 
knew the god was going to order them 
inside the hollow trunk. He would then 

put the seal in place, isolating them 
from the outside. Having foreseen 

this, Nene asked him: 
"O great Titlacahuan 

Tezcatlipoca, what will Tata 
and I eat inside this hollow 
trunk while it pours with rain 
until the heavens drown?" 

"He will have just 
one corn cob to eat, and you 
another," replied the god. "And 

take care to eat it a little at a time 
because it must last as long as the 
rain lasts." 

Thereupon, the husband 
and wife went inside the hollow 
tree trunk, and the god bade 
them farewell and sealed them up 
from the outside world. Almost 
instantly, the couple began to hear 

deafening thunderbolts, announcing 
the onset of a heavy storm, and 
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the sound of the first drops pattering 
against the wood. 

What had happened to make 
Titlacahuan Tezcatlipoca send torrential 
rain that would drown the heavens 
and wipe out the fourth humanity, 
regardless of no fault in their behavior? 

The story goes that after the earlier 
humans had been punished with death, 
the goddess Chalchiuhtlicue, the one 
with the jade skirt, received orders from 
Huitzilopochtli to turn into a sun so 
as to again accommodate life on Earth. 
Thanks to this benevolent goddess, 
water had been sufficient and life had 
proliferated. And, as mentioned, by 
following Nene and Tata's example, all 
humanity had grown more virtuous. 
In other words, people had worked 
honestly and lived from what they 
produced. At the end of each productive 
day's work, they earned a well-deserved 
rest, prior to which, depending on 
individual tastes, they could engage in 
recreational or intellectual activities. 
There were outstanding sportsmen, 
painters, sculptors and poets. 

But, irritated by all this human 
bonanza, the god Titlacahuan 
Tezcatlipoca had gone to talk with 
the goddess Chalchiuhtlicue to try to 
corrupt her. He had convinced her 
to drive her wand into the summit of 
Mount Atépetl, to unleash a storm to 
again end life on Tlaltipac, or Earth. 

Exactly as Titlacahuan Tezcatlipoca 
had forewarned Nene and Tata, it 
rained so hard that the heavens lost their 
balance and collapsed onto the planet, 
swamping its entirety with water. 
But the other gods, aware that he had 

convinced Chalchiuhtlicue to commit 
such an atrocity for no other reason than 
to satisfy his own personal whim, helped 
the rest of humanity to escape total death 
by changing people into fishes. 

By the time the waters had subsided 
enough for Nene and Tata to emerge 
from the ahuehuete tree that had 
provided them refuge, they noticed fishes 
in the shallow water and felt like having 
them for breakfast. 

On that day, which was 2 Acatl, they 
caught what they thought were enough 
fish to appease their appetite and lit a 
fire to cook roast them on. The smoke 
from the roasting fish drifted up to the 
heavens where the gods Citlalincicue 
and Citlallatónac flew into a rage at the 
thought of someone killing creatures that 
they and other gods had saved. So they 
summoned their fellow gods: 

"Who's burning a fire down there on 
Tlaltipac?" asked Citlalincicue abruptly. 

"Who's smoking up our heaven, and 
making it all dirty?" asked Citlallatónac. 

The other gods turned to look at the 
real guilty party, for all of them were 
aware that Titlacahuan Tezcatlipoca had 
been the one to not only persuade the 
jade-skirted goddess to launch the earlier 
catastrophe, but also to instruct the 
surviving couple how to save themselves 
in the hollow tree. Finally, it was 
Quetzalcoátl who reprimanded him: 

"I think, Titlacahuan Tezcatlipoca, that 
you yourself should go down to Tlaltipac 
and punish by death that woman and 
that man who are killing and eating those 
people—now in fish form—whom we 
gods saved from the flood you caused!" 
The accused searched the faces of the other 
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gods for a sign that would tell him they 
agreed with Quetzalcoátl and, in the 
affirmative, compel him to comply with 
his harsh suggestion. Luckily, because 
Titlacahuan Tezcatlipoca had no wish to 
kill Nene and Tata, Tláloc the rain god 
spoke up with great eloquence: 

"I beg you, oh great Quetzalcoátl, to 
reconsider your position in this regard! 
Remember that those two humans have 
always been virtuous, ever since the time 
of the corrupted Nahui Quiáhuitl, and 
that it was their virtuous behavior that 
inspired all the humanity of this latest 
era. Remember too that Titlacahuan 
Tezcatlipoca forced them to fast the whole 
day of the tempest. It is only logical that 
they now want to satisfy their hunger, not 
knowing that the fishes they're roasting are 
some of their former beloved subjects...." 

The faces of the other gods, and 
specially the accused, began to soften 
from expressions of disgust or concern to 
tranquility and hope. 

"What is your opinion?" Quetzalcoátl 
asked the other gods. 

"I'd like to suggest...," ventured the 
humble voice of Chalchiuhtlicue. 

"Yes, speak up, jade-skirted goddess!" 
Citlalinicue and Citlallatónac chorused, 
in a far less angry tone than before. 
"What do you think about this delicate 
matter? Do you still want to destroy 
human life on Tlaltipac, or do you prefer 
it to continue, even in its present form?" 

"Thank you," replied Chalchiuhtlicue 
more confidently now. "I should like to 
ask you all, and the mighty Quetzalcoátl 
more than anyone, to grant life to Nene 
and Tata. Like Tláloc, I'm thinking 
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of their earlier merits, which we 
cannot fail to recognize without being 
arrogant. I would suggest, however, 
that they do receive some lesser form 
of punishment because they are in fact 
altering, if unwittingly, our good deed 
of having saved them from annihilation 
at the end of the Nahui Quiáhuitl 
era. Finally, I apologize for having let 
Titlacahuan Tezcatlipoca convince me to 
unscrupulously unleash the fatal storm 
on Tlaltipac." 

"Very good, Chalchiuhtlicue!" 
applauded all the other gods, except 
the accused who, too embarrassed to 
open his mouth, could only cast her a 
supportive glance. 

"You are forgiven, on the condition 
that you never again allow yourself 
to be swayed by evil proposals," said 
Quetzalcoátl, who, as we have seen, 
was the 'Speaker of the House' at that 
meeting. 

"What do you think," Tláloc 
chimed in again, "about Titlacahuan 
Tezcatlipoca being the one to decide on 
the punishment to be imposed on Nene 
and Tata?" 

"Agreed!" was the chorus. 
In a flash, Titlacahuan Tezcatlipoca 

was at the roasting site and coughing 
uncontrollably on account of the smoke. 

"What are you doing, Tata? What 
are you both up to?" he scolded, trying 
to beat away the smoke with his hands to 
see their expressions. He broke out into a 
new fit of coughing. 

It was Nene and Tata's wish to invite 
him to one of the fish still on the grill, 
but in a growing fit of rage, and seized 

by a negative impulse, the god grabbed 
the obsidian knife with which the couple 
had been preparing their meal, and cut off 
their heads. 

In an instant, Titlacahuan Tezcatlipoca 
remembered that his divine colleagues had 
not commissioned him to kill the couple, 
but to inflict a lesser punishment. He felt 
ashamed. 

Quickly he looked for Nene and Tata's 
heads and bodies among the clouds of 
smoke to stick them back together again. 
But the smoke was so dense that, failing 
to see properly, he stuck the heads to the 
bottom end of the body instead of the 
top. 

As a result, Nene and Tata were 
converted into dogs and were forced to 
live as such for all the time remaining to 
complete the 676 years of the Nahui Atl 
period, the Fourth Sun, or Water Sun. 

Later would come the Fifth Sun, which 
is the one we live in today. 
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apunda, aprincess of Yunuén Island, — 
located amidst Lake Pátzcuaro—was a beautiful 
young woman, whom the gods blessed with grace 
and gentility from the day she was born. At least, 
that is what the islanders thought, including her 
family, because in her presence everyone behaved 
politely, trying to display their best manners and 
elocution. 

The fauna on the island and even those 
in the surrounding lake were captivated by 
Hapunda's exquisite beauty. As soon as they 
saw her approaching in the distance, birds 
would burst into their best songs and flaunt 
fancy flying displays, while shoreline fishes 
would leap out of the water to show her their 
joie de vivre at the sight of her. At such times 
the lake water acquired a spontaneous sparkle. 
Its waves traced watery patterns in rhythmic 
accompaniment to a ballet of floating flora and 
dancing foam. 

News of this young lady's exceptional beauty and gracefulness 
was as fast-travelling as the wind, and soon reached the ears of some distant 
warriors. They decided to go to Yunuén to capture her and carry her off to marry their 
king. 

Fortunately, if that is the right word, those warriors loved to boast of their doings and 
misdoings, their conquests and cruelties everywhere they passed. One night, they were 
getting drunk in a village on the other side of the lake—a stopover on their journey to 
Yunuén. They had overpowered the villagers, forced them to hand over their wealth, 
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and were now talking openly of their 
intentions to set sail for the island and 
seize it, then carry off its legendary 
princess for their own monarch. 

"If that princess you talk so much 
about really exists," said one of the 
soldiers, "it's not this land she must 
rule, but our land, in the company of 
our king!" 

Hapunda was informed of these plans 
by her brothers, who had disguised 
themselves as fishermen in order to 
be able to mingle with the soldiers. It 
was they who overheard the soldiers 
bragging about the booty they were 
after. 

When the invading army camped 
down for the night, the princes climbed 
into their boat and rowed silently back 
home. Extremely worried about the 
situation, they began making plans to 
prevent those Chichimec soldiers from 
kidnapping their sister. 

The princess listened carefully to what 
her brothers told her but, contrary to 
their conviction that there might be a 
way out, she felt that all was lost and 
that in the end the soldiers would find 
her wherever she might hide. 

The enemy army was very large, 
and they were already keeping watch 
over all the roads in the region. The 
only place not yet invaded was Lake 
Pátzcuaro itself, but soon would be; 
in all likelihood the following day. 
Finally, Yunuén, the island where they 
lived and ruled, was very small, so there 
were no places to hide there either. 
Neither Hapunda nor her brothers 
wished to endanger the islanders' lives, 
even though they knew that everyone, 

if asked, would gladly offer up their 
houses to hide their beloved princess. 

Hapunda was very sad, but did not 
wish to alarm her brothers by telling 
them what she was thinking. She begged 
them to get some rest so that the next day 
they could decide what they should do. 
She waited until the family was asleep, 
then quietly slipped out of her palace 
and walked towards her beloved lake to 
confide in it her sorrow. 

Along the way, looking at the houses 
where her subjects were peacefully 
sleeping, and thinking that this was 
perhaps one of the last times she would 
be seeing them, the young girl could not 
hold back the tears coming to her eyes. 
But since she did not want to alarm her 
cherished lake, she dried her eyes and 
tried to appear normal the rest of the 
journey. 

Even so, as the young woman reached 
the shore, the lake, full of wisdom, ruffled 
its waters and said: 

40 
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"What's the matter, my loved one? I know that tears have dampened your beautiful 
face. Why? Have you come to tell me perhaps that the love you told me you have felt 
in your heart for me until now, has died?" 

"Don't say that, my love!" cried the princess. "I have never once thought to leave 
you, and I would never do so, because I am happy to return your love. The sorrow you 
instinctively know I'm feeling is of another kind." 

The lake, moved, then said to his 
darling: 

"I am anxious to hear 
from your own lips 
what this sorrow is, 
and to do even the 
impossible to rid 
you of it. Speak, 
Hapunda, my 
love. 

The princess 
gave the lake the 
terrible news of the 
Chichimec invasion, 
and repeated what 
her brothers had 
overheard from the 
enemy soldiers. She 
also told it of her fear ^ 
that in a few hours, 
when the evildoers 
awoke from their drunken 
stupor, they would row 
across to Yunuén to capture her 
and take her far away. 

"They won't do it yet," said the lake 
"They will wait a bit longer, because they will first 
need to feed themselves with the fish that our fishermen catch along the shore, and 
our fishermen don't finish doing that until almost midday." 

"They'll come in the afternoon, then," Hapunda concluded. 
The lake rippled its waters to splash the young woman in the customary playful way 

it would always caress its beloved princess. She smiled, grateful for its lightheartedness 
which had a calming effect on her. Yet she insisted on the subject of the soldiers who 
threatened to kidnap her: 
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"It will be tomorrow afternoon, then, 
when they come for me and take me 
with them, my love, because you and I 
are not strong enough to face their army. 
My brothers told me it is a very powerful 
one! 

Again the lake rippled its waters, but 
this time not to play with Hapunda, but 
to tell her it was seriously considering 
the situation—undoubtedly the most 
difficult one it had ever faced. 

After sizing up every possibility, it said: 
"I'm going to suggest something very 

serious, my love. I don't know if you 
agree with me, or if you are willing to do 
what I am about to propose. You might 
think it is madness." 

"You know how much I respect and 
admire you, not just for your radiance, 
but for your wisdom, Pátzcuaro, my 
love," Hapunda replied. "Give me your 
opinion on this unfortunate situation." 

"Well," said the lake, becoming as 
placid as it could, keeping a check on 
a rush of mixed emotions and pain, 
"tomorrow at nightfall, dress in white 
and wait for the moon to come out. 
Then take a boat, row to my center, and 
jump into the water. I shall be there to 
receive you and no one will ever be able 
to separate us. 

Convinced of her loved one's words, 
that had been spoken out of love and 
with the wish to not see her sullied by 
her enemies, Hapunda returned home 
to wait for the next day. As soon as 
Father Sun, Huriata, began painting the 
dawn sky with the first flush of light, the 
young woman dressed herself in white 
to preserve her own light forever. She 
then waited for day to slip into night 

again and for the moon to guide the 
way to the middle of the lake. Exactly 
as her cherished lake had instructed, she 
boarded a boat and rowed to the center. 
She then bade farewell to her earlier days 
and threw herself to the bottom of the 
lake. 

Soon noticing her absence, her brothers 
and all the islanders felt a creeping 
anguish as they searched for Hapunda. 
But nobody knew where to find her. 
Meanwhile, there in the middle of the 
lake, the princess resurfaced, as white 
as the moon herself. Now her garments 
were the feathers of a heron. She was a 
beautiful white heron. 

Since then Lake Pátzcuaro protects its 
bride, Princess Hapunda, and provides 
her with the fishes she needs to feed 
on. The princess always flies over her 
mate's waters to show him her love and 
gratitude. 

The people of Yunuén, who learned of 
this miracle from the whisperings of the 
wind, know that when then day comes 
that there are no more herons on Lake 
Pátzcuaro, it will have lost its beloved and 
will choose to dry up with sadness. 
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ne summer morning, a long time ago, a boy called Tajín came to the jungles of 
Totonacapan. On his way he was looking for a fight because he was a bad boy. He could 
never be on peaceful terms with anybody. If he found an ant hill, he would jump on it; 
if he saw a band of monkeys, he would throw stones at them; he would shake trees and 
tear off their branches without the slightest compunction. 

Everyone rushed away whenever they saw him coming. 
"Here comes Tajín," the lines of red and black ants would say, scurrying into their 

tunnels with their usual discipline. 
"Here comes Tajín," the monkeys would scream, gesticulating frantically as they 

bounded up to the highest branches or the steepest rocks, where no stones could reach 
them. 

"Here comes Tajín," the trees would moan, 
trembling with fear, for they could not 
escape. 

The boy lived alone because no one could 
bear his company. 

But on this particular day Tajín was in 
luck. As he rounded a bend in the road he 
came across a strange 1'ttle man with a full 
grey beard and such thick eyebrows as to 
almost cover his eyes completely. 

"Good morning, young fellow. You're not 
from around here," said the old man in a 
measured voice. 

"I'm from behind the mountain," replied 
Tajín. "I fancy spending a little time here." 

"My brothers and I are looking for 
someone to help us plant and harvest our 
crops, sweep house, fetch water from the 
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well, put beans in the pot and watch that 
the fire doesn't go out. Come to us," the 
little man suggested. 

"Who are your brothers?" 
"We are the Seven Thunderbolts. Our 

job is to climb up on the clouds and 
make rain. We...." 

"You climb up on the clouds?" 
exclaimed Tajín, rather impertinently, 
for it was his habit to interrupt people. 

"Of course we do!" replied the little 
man, somewhat annoyed that anyone 
should doubt his words. "We put on our 
capes and our boots, we take our swords 
and march through the air up to the 
highest clouds. We tap-dance on them 
until they release the rain. 

Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah! we shout, as 
we feel overwhelmed with happiness." 

Tajín was a curious and intrepid boy. 
No sooner had he heard that, than 
he imagined himself in the air, doing 
somersaults among the clouds. So he 
told the old man that, yes, he would go 
to the house of the Seven Thunderbolts 
to plant and harvest crops, sweep house, 
fetch water from the well, put beans in 
the pot and watch that the fire didn't go 
out. 

The Seven Thunderbolts lived in a 
small stone house on top of a large 
pyramid full of niches. Six little grey-
bearded men with bushy eyebrows 
almost covering their eyes came out to 
welcome them. 

"Who's that with you, brother?" they 
chorused. 

"A boy I found in the jungle. He's 
coming to help us plant and harvest 
crops, sweep house, fetch water from the 
well, put beans in the pot and watch that 
the fire doesn't go out." 

"And also to go up into the...," Tajín 
began to say, but no one paid any 
attention. The other Thunderbolts didn't 
like the idea very much. 

"A stranger in our house? We shall no 
longer have any secrets. He will learn our 
artfulness, our skills. He has a roguish 
face," they all muttered at the same time. 

Tajín felt a rage building up inside 
himself, and was on the point of throwing 
stones at the seven old men, when his 
mentor spoke: 

"Calm down, brothers, please. We have 
important jobs to attend to. Don' t we 
complain every time one of us has to stay 
home while the others go dancing on the 
clouds? For instance, who will stay home 
today and boil the beans?" 

"I stayed home yesterday," snapped 
one. 

"It's been two weeks since it was my 
turn to go out," lied Double Thunder, 
who always cheated so he could go 
dancing. 

"Nobody tap-dances like me," boasted 
Old Thunder. 

"I don't know how to cook beans... It's 
not my turn... My hand hurts...," came 
excuses from the others. 

"Well I'm not staying home either," 
concluded Chief Thunder, who was the 
one who had found Tajín. "That's why I 
brought this boy. We will tell him how 
we want him to do things, and he will 
learn soon enough." 

In the afternoon a few clouds peeked 
over the edge of the horizon out at sea. 
Large gray clouds. Tajín had already 
received instructions. He already knew 
how to sweep, carry the pitcher full of 
water on his shoulders and take care of 



the fire between the three stones in the 
hearth. Above all, he already knew how 
to boil beans so that they would be ready 
for the Seven Thunderbolts' supper on 
their return at night from the dance. 

The old men were very pleased. 
Laughing and joking, they opened 
their enormous chest made of fragrant-
smelling wood and took out their gala 
suits. They put on their boots and capes, 
and fastened their swords. 

"Don't be frightened when the wind 
blows," one of the Thunderbolts told 
Tajín. "It's only us flapping our capes." 

"And don't be frightened by the 
lightning. It's only our flashing swords 
lighting up the darkness." 

"Don't let the thunderbolts bother 
you; they are the sound of our boots 
stomping on the clouds." 

"Don't get caught under the rain, 
because if you catch a cold then you won't 
be able to help us." 

"Don't neglect the beans because they 
might burn, and the dancing gives us an 
appetite." 

"And don't fall asleep because someone 
might come in and steal our supper." 

"Above all," the Chief Thunderbolt 
warned him, "don't let the fire go out 
because it's hard work to light it again." 

With those instructions the 
Thunderbolts took their leave of Tajín, 
who said yes to everything. At first he 
could see them rising into the air in their 
work suits. It was as if the pyramid steps 
were continuing high above the treetops. 
He could still distinguish them as they ran 
about gathering the clouds together like 
animals in a herd. 
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And, in fact, when the Thunderbolts 
flapped their capes Tajín could feel the 
wind blowing through his hair. When 
they jumped from side to side he heard 
the murmur of distant thunder, and 
when they unsheathed their swords to 
give the signal for the dancing to begin, 
a giant flash of lightning lit up the entire 
sky. The clatter that followed was strong 
enough to shake the earth. 

The rain began to fall softly and gently 
like a blessing. Tajín could no longer 
see the Thunderbolts but he knew they 
were dancing as hard as they could on 
top of the clouds, waving their capes 
and brandishing their swords, clicking 
the heels of their boots and shouting 
"hurrah, hurrah, hurrah" with every rush 
of happiness they felt. 

For a few days Tajín was an exemplary 
assistant. He swept the house, even in the 
corners! He cooked the beans, brought 
water from the well, worked in the 
cornfield, and watched that the embers 
between the three stones of the hearth 
never lost their glow. He even polished 
the Thunderbolts' boots. And every time 
he touched those boots, the thought 
crept into his mind over and over: "I've 
got to go up there, got to go up there." 

The much wished-for opportunity 
arrived. One morning the Seven 
Thunderbolts got dressed in their white 
traveling suits and told Tajín they were 
going to Papantla to buy cigars at the 
market. 

"Don't worry, we won't be long," said 
Old Thunderbolt, who had grown rather 
fond of the boy. 

"Before the day is over we'll be back 
here," said another of the Thunderbolts, 
patting Tajín on the head. 

"But don't forget what we've told you," 
cautioned Double Thunder, who had no 
wish to sound gracious. 

"Put the beans on to cook, because the 
journey's a long one and we'll be hungry 
when we get back." 

"Don't be neglectful or leave the house 
unattended." 

"Don't fall asleep." 
"Above all," Chief Thunder reminded 

him at the door, "don't let the fire go 
out." 

Tajín said yes to everything and the 
Thunderbolts went off in a good temper 
because they now had someone to help 
them; someone to plant and harvest the 
crops, sweep the house and fetch water 
from the well; someone to put the beans 
in a pot and lovingly watch the fire 
embers. The Seven Thunderbolts happily 
made their way to the Papantla market to 
buy cigars. 

No soon was he alone than Tajín 
threw the broom into a corner and 
rubbed his hands with glee. He ran to the 
Thunderbolts' big chest and dived in to 
find some boots that would fit him. He 
had to throw aside all the garments before 
he found some boots that did. The cape 
and the sword were not so difficult. 

As soon as he was dressed, the boy ran 
to the well to see his reflection in the 
water. 

"Here comes Tajín!" were the words 
passing through the trees, from monkey 
to monkey, and among the black and red 
ants, which stepped up their pace without 
breaking ranks. 

The boy was a little disappointed 
because his eyebrows weren't as bushy as 
those of the Thunderbolts. He frowned at 
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the sight of his smooth, beardless skin. 
"Be careful, watch out for Tajín," were 

the words spreading fast through the 
tiny ant tunnels, among the shadows and 
along the highest branches, until they 
reached the ears of the Thunderbolts, 
who were tranquilly walking along the 
road. 

"What's that the trees are whispering?" 
asked Old Thunder, whose hearing was 
not the sharpest. 

"Don't pay any attention, brother; you 
know how gossipy they are. They would 
do anything to attract attention," replied 
the others, anxious to get to Papantla 
and buy their cigars. If they had only 
seen what Tajín was up to! 

The boy had already run to the top 
of the pyramid steps and was beginning 
his ascent into the ethers. The first steps 
were daunting. He didn't dare. He was 
afraid. But it wasn't long before he grew 
more confident. What ecstasy! The view 
of the jungle from above was beautiful. 
Tajín had the pyramid at his feet, among 
endless lush green hills; in the distance 
were the mountains and beyond them, 
the sea. But soon he stopped admiring 

the landscape and began to chase after 
the clouds. Every flap of his cape to herd 
them together stirred up a breeze. He 
flapped harder, the wind grew stronger 
and the clouds panicked like hunted deer. 

"Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah," Tajín began 
to utter. Softly at first. Then louder, as he 
became more animated. Finally, shouting 
at the top of his lungs, he drew his sword 
and began to twirl. The whole sky and the 
earth and even the endless sea were filled 
with a blinding light. 

Tajín attempted to dance. But his 
steps were not smooth and rhythmic like 
those of the Thunderbolts. Clumsy and 
poorly-timed, they produced a terrible 
wind. Amid thunder and lightning, they 
triggered a violent downpour on the 
jungle. It was not the blessed rain of the 
Thunderbolts, but a devastating tempest. 
There were so many clouds, and so black, 
that the day had turned dark. The rain 
tore branches off the trees and made the 
rivers rise. Drenched and shivering, the 
animals sought shelter in high places. 

All the while the storm was raging Tajín 
was dancing more vigorously, twirling his 
cape faster and tapping his heels harder 
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as he dug them furiously into the cloud 
tops, yelling ever more loudly: "Hurrah, 
hurrah, hurrah!" 

The Thunderbolts were just arriving at 
Papantla when a sudden squall ripped off 
their hats. 

"What the devil...!" exclaimed Chief 
Thunderbolt as he ran after his hat. 

"The clouds! Look at the clouds!" cried 
Old Thunder, who always had the good 
fortune or misfortune to discover what 
was going on. 

"The boy! This is the boy's work!" said 
Double Thunder, who was not easily 
taken in, because he always weighed up 
everything at least twice. 

"That little devil! No doubt he didn't 
even put the beans on to cook. He's left 
the house unattended. He'll do away with 

the world!" complained the others as they 
tried in vain to protect themselves from 
the wind and rain. 

Saturated from head to foot they 
hurried back home as fast as they could. 
They could hardly climb up the stone 
steps of the pyramid, slipping from 
time to time and almost drowning in 
the water. On entering the house they 
felt faint; never had they seen such a 
mess. Their boots, capes and swords, 
along with other garments, were flung 
around in complete disarray. The broom 
was floating in a puddle. The beans had 
burned, and between the three stones of 
the hearth only ash remained. 

"Aftet him, after him, we must catch 
him!" declared Old Thunder, who had lost 
any shred of endearment for the boy. 



&M: >¿x 

"If we don't hurry, he'll end the 
world," said Double Thunder as he put 
on his boots. 

"Where are my boots?" asked Chief 
Thunder, lifting up capes to search for 
them. 

"Hurry, hurry, the rivers are 
overflowing." 

"Hurry, hurry, the wind is uprooting 
trees." 

"My boots, my cape, my sword!" 
insisted Chief Thunder in desperation 
because he could not find them. 

"Hurry, hurry, the earth is falling to 
pieces." 

"Hurry, hurry, the sea will wash us 
away." 

"My boots, my cape, my sword! In 
heaven's name, he took them!" Chief 
Thunder finally concluded, tugging at 
his beard with rage. 

"Hurry, hurry, let's get him," the six 
Thunderbolts chorused as they rushed 
out in pursuit of Tajín. 

Their ascent was hampered by so 
much wind, so much water and the din 
from the storm. Soaking wet, blinded 
by lightning, they forged ahead wiping 
the water from their faces, barely able to 
breathe. The first clouds were as slippery 
as stones in a river. 

They finally managed to get through 
the cloud barrier. Above it the sun was 
shining and the sky was as blue as always. 
There Tajín was jumping from one foot 
to the other, then spinning round like 
a whirlwind, slashing the clouds with 
his sword. Every movement of his gave 
added strength to the storm: the wind was 
reaching gale force, the rain was pelting 
harder and the thunder and lightning 
increased. 

As soon as Tajín saw the Thunderbolts 
coming, he ran away among the clouds. 
Climbing, jumping, hiding, always 
sneaking away, and mocking his pursuers. 
The six Thunderbolts went to great trouble 
to catch him; they separated so as to be able 
to cut off his escape routes, and managed 
to corner him. But again the boy swerved, 
got away from them and shot off in another 
direction. With so much movement, 
pounding heels and waving of swords and 
capes, the storm raged on and on. 

Many hours passed before the Six 
Thunderbolts managed to trap Tajín. 
When they finally did, they were breathless 
and sweaty. They descended carefully, 
treading very carefully. The spectacle 
awaiting them was one of utter desolation! 
The cornfield inundated and destroyed! 
Large trees uprooted! The sea as ferocious 
as a wild animal! The wind, still gusty, was 
taking time to die down. 

They arrived home worn out. 
"Where is that rascal? Let me get 

my hands on him!" shouted Chief 
Thunderbolt, furious that Tajín had stolen 
his things and even more furious because 
the storm had soaked him to the skin. 

But he received no reply. No one could 
speak. The six little men were panting, 
trying to get their breath back. 

"Hand over that little pipsqueak! I want 
to shake him, squash him, pummel him, 
swat him, make pulp of him and pulverize 
him... After that we'll punish him well." 

Chief Thunderbolt could not calm 
down. He pulled furiously at his beard. 
He was so angry that he made his brothers 
laugh. Yet what Tajín had done was no 
laughing matter, so the Thunderbolts 
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began debating what to do with the boy. 
After a long discussion they came to a 

decision. They tied Tajín up tightly and 
carried him off to the sea to throw him in 
the water. 

"They're taking Tajín away," 
murmured the trees joyfully shaking their 
branches. 

"At last he will leave us alone," chanted 
the monkeys. 

"Now we will finally be able to work in 
peace," traveled the word among the red 
ants and the black ants, which did not 
break ranks even to celebrate the good 
news. 

The Thunderbolts threw him into 
the sea a long way from the shore. They 
didn't want Tajín to come back again. 

And since then, that's where Tajín 
lives. The boy has grown in stature and 
strength. Sometimes he remembers his 
aerial adventures. At such times, he 
emerges from the depths of the sea riding 
the wind, forcing the clouds to scurry 

hither and thither and the sky to turn 
dark and release an uncontainable deluge, 
to the tune of thunder and lightning. 

Rivers overflow, trees fall, roads 
are washed away, crops are lost and 
people suffer. That's when the Seven 
Thunderbolts climb up to the storm 
clouds once more to capture Tajín— 
otherwise known as 'Hurricane'—to 
throw him back to the bottom of the sea 
again. 
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hen, at the beginning of time, Noh Kú, or Chief Sun, 
formed the Land of the Mayab, he summoned 
one of his top-ranking lieutenants, Yum 
Chaac, Lord of the Waters and told 
him: 

"I want you to divide up the waters 
of the Heavens and the waters of the 
Earth into equal parts. Of the Earth's water I 
particularly want you to assign a special quantity for crop 
irrigation, so that men may enjoy the wellbeing they deserve 
exchange for the work they do." 

Yum Chaac, who had formed his name with the sound of 
raindrops, assured the chief god that he would. 

"I will carry out your order with pleasure, great Noh Kú, 
so that this world which you have created may be the 
happy place you evidently desire." 

The Lord of the Waters had two children: the 
exuberant Noh Zayab, whose name means "Great 
Water Current," and the beautiful Xbulel, whose 
name means "Inundation." She had married Prince 
Yaax Kin, the Green Sun or Young Sun, son of the 
Great Sun or Noh Kú, and their union had produced 
the birth of a girl, whom they called Xhoné Ha, 
meaning "Inland Water." 

No Kú, or Great Sun, thought one day that 
Yum Chaac should keep a close watch 
over the behavior of the waters that 
he administered, so he ordered him 
to go live on Earth. The Lord of 
the Waters obeyed without delay, 
but decided that to effectively 
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carry out the complex job of water 
distribution, he needed the help not 
only of his son Noh Zayab but also his 
daughter Xbulel. 

Meanwhile, the young prince Yaax 
Kin was also required by his father 
Noh Kú or Great Sun to work beside 
him distributing light to every corner 
of the universe. Consequently, the 
beautiful young woman and her 
handsome husband could not continue 
living together all the time. The young 
prince could only visit Xbulel and their 
daughter when he could manage to take 
a break from his work and rush down to 
Earth. 

Both Noh Zayab and Xbulel were 
still very young at that time, so instead 
of competently helping their father 
share the waters out equally around the 
Earth every day, they showed a marked 
preference for games and amusements. 
Noh Kú noticed that flaw because he 
was always receiving complaints from 
humans. Through their prayers and 
supplications they were informing him 
that here and there the sinkholes were 

drying up and the crops were going 
to waste for lack of timely watering. 
The young brother and sister knew the 
great god was angry because of the loud 
thunderbolts that shook the Earth to its 
very core. But instead of correcting their 
behavior, they grew increasingly more 
irresponsible and took to hiding so that 
they could continue their games and fun. 

One day the dawn sky was unusually 
dark, full of huge clouds that predicted 
an uncommon storm. Very early in 
the day a strong wind began to blow 
and soon reached gale force. The trees, 
including even the strongest, were 
bent over almost to the ground, and it 
appeared they would be uprooted at any 
moment. 

Noh Kú was venting all his anger 
over the bad behavior of Yum Chaac's 
children. He discharged more and more 
streaks of lightning to earth, which 
burned everything in their path. The 
thunderbolts accompanying the fire from 
heaven were the most deafening of all 
time, and even the mountains shuddered 
to the point of crumbling. 
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Foreseeing the worst, Yum Chaac 
called his children and recommended 
they keep an extremely careful watch 
over the course of the waters on that 
day. He said: 

"Dear children, today, and every 
day like today, when our father Noh 
Kú shows his anger for some reason 
he has not yet revealed to us, we must 
all take extreme precautions. We must 
all be careful what we do, and you two 
especially with Xhoné Ha, the little 
granddaughter whom I love as another 
daughter of my own. 

"We will, dear father," No Zayab 
assured him, barely containing his itch 
to run and play with his sister in the 
countryside. 

Xbulel was accustomed to taking her 
daughter with her to the games she had 
substituted for work, and this time, 
spoiled by such long-time loafing, she 
did not have the willpower to resist 
fleeing with her brother to play, nor 
did she have the good sense to leave her 
daughter under safe cover from weather 
that threatened complete chaos. 

However, before settling down to fish 
with Noh Zayab on a river bank, the 
girl left her small daughter asleep beside 
a tree called chucum, thinking that the 
wind could not uproot it. 

It wasn't long, though, before the 
strong wind beating on the clouds 
opened them up to release a torrential 
rain over all the Earth. 
That was when the young brother and 
sister finally got scared. They were about 
to pray to the chief god to plead with 
him to cease this manifestation of his 
fury, when a wave from the swollen 

river where they had gone to fish dragged 
them several meters along the edge, 
hurting them against the stones. 
"Xhoné Há!" cried Xbulel, scrambling to 
her feet. 
"Xhoné Há!" shouted Noh Zayab, 
looking frantically around, but not seeing 
the little girl anywhere nearby. Only a 
wind-battered, rain-drenched thicket met 
his gaze. 
"Where did you leave her, Xbulel?" 
he asked his sister. "We must find her 
quickly because the storm could turn 
more violent and become extremely 
dangerous. 
"She must be there beside one of those 
trees," replied the girl, pointing to some. 

Through the thick sheet of rain, Noh 
Zayab was able to make out a group 
oí chucum trees, unharmed despite 
the strong wind that was flattening 
everything else, including the brother 
and sister who were holding each other 
tightly by the hand as they moved to 
avoid being swept away by the wind. 

"Xhoné Há!" shouted Xbulel and 
Noh Zayab, heading for those trees and 
praying they would hear the little girl's 
cries from behind one of the tree trunks. 

But on reaching the first chucum, all 
they saw was a puddle of rain around it. 

"This couldn't have been the place, 
then!" screamed a terrified Xbulel. 

"Let's check all the other trees," barked 
Noh Zayab, practically dragging Xbulel 
as he broke into a run. 

Alas, all they found around the other 
trees were bigger and bigger puddles. 
Realizing that this tragedy was the 
outcome of her bad behavior, Xbulel 
burst into tears on her brother's shoulder. 
He too felt very guilty. 
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When Yum Chaac and prince 
Yaax Kin heard that the baby girl had 
disappeared, undoubtedly swept away 
by the overflowing river water, they were 
grief-stricken. They blamed the brother 
and sister for the catastrophe that had 
not only affected them personally, but 
much of the earth's population, for 
when the srorm water levels 
subsided they exposed 
death and desolation 
in many 
communities. 

Noh Kú, the 
Great Sun, was 
furious about the los 
of his little granddaughter, 
and summoned Yum Chaac 
to say: "You will agree with me, 
Lord of the Waters, that regrettably 
your children deserve a severe 
punishment for their negligence, 
which provoked my anger and the 
universal tragedy that has taken 
place." 
"Of course, great Noh Kú," replied 
Yum Chaac. "It is imperative to 
teach them a lesson to balance the 
scales of justice, even though it 
cannot dissolve the grief that you, 
Yaax Kin and I will always feel for 
losing little Xhoné Há." 

The Great Sun concluded: 
"Well then, Lord of the Waters, 

it is up to you to punish them as 
you see fit." 

Yum Chaac again acted without 
delay to assuage Noh Kú's anger. 
First he called for his son, Noh 
Zayab, informed him with a 
woeful expression of Great Sun's 

decision, and dictated the following 
sentence: 

"Given that you wasted your time in 
idle entertainment in the fields instead of 
also working in them, as of this moment 
and forever you shall be converted 
into underground water." With that, 
the boy instantly vanished from sight, 
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whisked away by an omnipotent force 
to his new fate. That is why today, 
any scratching or drilling through the 
earth's crust in any part of the Yucatán 
Peninsula will reveal the presence of a 
stratum of water, which has provided 
wells for irrigation and direct human 
consumption. 
Next, Yum Chaac called his daughter 
Xbulel to inform her too of Great 
Sun's decision. With an even sadder 
expression, he dictated the following 
sentence: 

"From now on, you will become 
water and will desperately wait to be 
part of a storm so as to invade farmlands 
and cities in search of Xhoné Há. And 
words will not describe the suffering 
you shall feel when you don't find her." 

Like her brother she was whisked away 
by the same strange omnipotent force. 

That is why today, the wind howls 
agonizingly during storms. It is the 
moaning voice of Princess Xbulel who 
searches in vain for the tiny daughter 
she irresponsibly deserted with so much 
indifference one day long ago. 

The penalty for the disobedient 
brother and sister was fair. But the 
penalty paid by the chucum trees—which 
have had to bear the bad reputation of 
not having protected little Xhoné Há 
from the storm—was, and continues to 
be, unjust. Today, anyone who observes 
them is often surprised to see copious 
tears rolling down their trunks, to the 
extent that one would think a heavy 
shower had recently fallen on them. 
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n the First Heaven, amid the 
eternal wreath of clouds above the 
Malinche Mountain, close to the 
cave where Quetzalcoátl made the 
first man, there was another elevation 
called Tamoanchan, which in the 
Huaxtec language meant "Serpent's 
Mountain." 

Here was where the goddess of 
love Xochiquetzal lived with her 
husband, the rain god Tláloc 
With them lived the gods 
of the mountains, the 
Tlaloques, who were 
also the rain god's 
assistants. 
With so 
much 

divinity housed there, the place could not 
be anything else but splendorous and very 
special. 

In fact, also there, inside the Malinche 
Mountain, was a delightful place called 
"Tlalocan," which means "Tláloc's 
Garden" or "Tláloc's Paradise." This 
was the abode of people who had died 
from drowning, from being struck 

by lightning or some disease that 
had produced sores as a result of 

liquids. In other words, everyone 
whose life had ended as a result 
of something to do with water. 

Since that covered a broad 
9 spectrum of cases, no 

sooner had Xochiquetzal 
and Tláloc created the 

wonderful sanctuary than 
they found 
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themselves with a long list of dead people 
aspiring to live there. So the two deities 
decided to arrange the deceased people 
into teams to play and work on pleasant 
things to obtain prizes. 

"I think we should form two teams to 
play pelota (ball game)," said Tláloc, who 
was a big sports enthusiast. Whenever 
he transformed into rain he would run 
tirelessly from one side of the court to 
the other. 

"Don't you think," said his wife, 
seeing that not all the deceased people 
were tall and strong enough to perform 
well in Tláloc's favorite game, "it's better 
that you do that with those you deem 
suitable candidates, while I invite those 
who wish to play the water snake game?" 

The latter game consisted of a number 
of people forming chains by holding 
hands—passing their left hand between 
their legs, and the person behind taking 
it with his right. Then, pretending to be a 
river, walking to the site mutually agreed 
on to represent the sea. 

"I like the idea," said the water god, 
"provided they all sing while they walk. 
Because remember that if our primary 
intention is for everyone living here to 
be happy, we also want them to play an 
active part in achieving that." 

"Hmm," pondered Xochiquetzal. 
"That could well be a common 
rule for Tlalocan. That all 
inhabitants sing continuously, 
so that those in other heavens know 
that your paradise is the place of eternal 
happiness." 

"Which would, in addition, give me 
more prestige on Earth," thought Tláloc 
to himself, "because many people, 
knowing that eternal happiness awaits 
them, will want to die deaths related to 
me rather than to fire or other causes." 

Other games and activities organized by 
Tláloc and Xochiquetzal in Tlalocan 
were swimming and underwater 
diving in the rivers, the art of catching 

butterflies to study them, then to set 
them free after first sketching them on 

strips of bark paper. 
They also arranged for contingents to 

take up horticulture, growing flowers 
and crops such as corn, pumpkin, 
beans, quelite (type of greens), chiles and 
tomatoes. That way, they could keep their 
dwellings decorative and enjoy exquisitely 
seasoned dishes, as they had done during 
their previous lifetime. 
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Soon Tlalocan was easy to spot 

from the entrance to the Tamoanchan 
Mountain because signs of joy—happy 
people singing songs—always emanated 
from within. In Xochiquetzal's opinion, 
another reason was the delicious pungent 
smell of foods being cooked there as it 
wafted around outside the mountain. 

As for deaths unrelated to drowning 
or lightning, the Nahoas of the 
Teotihuacan culture usually burned 
victims who had succumbed to illnesses, 
except for contagious and incurable 
diseases, when bodies were buried with 
quelite seeds placed along their jawbones, 
with foreheads painted blue, and with 
paper strips at the back of the head. They 
dressed the bodies in paper and placed 
a staff or branch in their hand to help 
them walk to Tlalocan and, once there, 
to wave as a sign of pleasure. Bodies were 
prepared in this manner for their arrival 
at what was called the "earthly paradise 
of eternal greenery and summer," where, 
as we have seen, merriment reigned 
supreme. 

Tlalocan was also the destination of 
children who had been sacrificed in 
honor of Tláloc. Here, they had the right 
to be included in all games and activities 
suitable for their age, and to be amused 
by adults who often carried them around 
on their shoulders. Yes, it was all fun in 
Tlalocan. 

Then, one day, a warrior, destined like 
all Nahoa warriors to live after death 
with Quetzalcoátl in the maximum god's 
luminous paradise, showed up. He had 
recently had the misfortune to drown in 
an attempt to save an old woman who 
had fallen in a lake. 

"I'm sure you'll agree with me, dear 
Tláloc," Quetzalcoátl said to the water 
god, "that this new hero should, instead, 
come live his eternal life in my paradise 
and not in yours. His death by water was 
purely circumstantial, and entirely due 
to his most outstanding feature, bravery, 
which I reward by bringing brave souls to 
live with me." 

The warrior was happy to hear 
Quetzalcoátl refer to him with such 
words of praise, and was already savoring 
anticipated happiness as, out of the corner 
of his eye, he caught a glimpse inside the 
Sun God's golden paradise. Some friends 
of his, who had died during a recent war, 
were chatting under a leafy tree. Spotting 
him, they waved to him and made signs 
they were pleased that he was going to 
join their group of deified warriors. He 
waved and made signs back showing them 
he felt the same way. 
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"I'm afraid not, my dear lord 
Quetzalcoátl!" said Tláloc surprisingly. 
"If that is your command, it will threaten 
the Order of the Universe because every 
time a case like this one crops up in the 
future, the same command will have to 
be given and we would run the risk of 
exceptions exceeding the rule." 

"You're quite right," agreed 
Quetzalcoátl. "Take this valiant 
warrior into your 
paradise to forever 
enjoy the natural 
happiness you 
can offer him." 

the warrior, raising his voice, waving 
his branches in the air and interrupting 
the day's games and tasks. "I beg you 
to accept me as one of you, because I 
was not allowed to transgress universal 
laws to dwell in the great Quetzalcóatl's 
paradise, as would have seemed my 
destiny after my glorious conquests 
on his behalf in many wars against 

barbarian invaders." 

The gods bade each other farewell and ' 
Quetzalcoátl gave the distressed warrior a 
consoling pat on the shoulder. 
Then the latter, trying to hide his 
sadness from Tláloc, followed him to 
the doors of the lesser paradise. He 
accepted the two torch-pine branches 
that the god offered him as he was being 
politely ushered into Tlalocan. 

"O brothers in Tláloc's grace," began 

The people standing closest to 
him watched the warrior waving his 

pine branches in the breeze, which 
was a routine sign of contentment in 
everyone joining this paradise. Yet they 
also felt a little bewildered to hear his 
sorrowful words, even if they could not 
feel sad themselves, inasmuch as they 
belonged to one of the two kingdoms 
of eternal happiness. Neither could they 
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feel sad when they saw tears rolling 
down the warrior's face, although their 
nodding heads made him feel they were 
sympathetic. 

"More than other men, who did not 
fight honorably against Quetzalcóatl's 
enemies," continued the new orator, 
drying his tears, "I deserved the onyx face 
mask that converts men into gods. But to 
save the life of a good woman who had 
slipped into a lake, my legs got entangled 
in the underwater weeds and I died in 
water instead of receiving the sunlight or 
energy from Xipe-Totec, maker of the 
winds, in a final death trance." 

A woman who before his speech had 
been warming a hotplate on which to 
cook some ground corn dough that 
others were kneading, came up to him. 

"Welcome to our community, o great 
warrior! On behalf of all of us who live 
here by the. grace of Tláloc, I invite you 
to forget your sorrow and, from this 
moment on, enjoy the same happiness 
that we feel." 

The warrior accepted graciously, and in 
return for his good disposition, the gods 
themselves, Tláloc and Xochiquetzal, 
attended the welcoming banquet that 
the Tlalocan people organized in the 
woman's house. She made a splendid 
first impression with a colorful, pungent 
delicacy made of pumpkin with quelites 
and chile, accompanied by warm, freshly-
made tortillas. 

During the table talk, some young men 
sidled up to the warrior and said: 

"We want to ask you to join our pelota 
team." Tláloc, who was nearby, turned to 
look at him, as if waiting for his answer. 

"Of course, I would love to," he said. 
"When can I play my first game?" 

"Tomorrow at dawn we will pick you 
up to go to the field," they promised. 
"We mustn't end the game too late so 
that this season's heat won't tire us out." 

"We will make breakfast for you after 
the game," said the woman of the house. 

A smiling Tláloc invited his wife, the 
goddess Xochiquetzal, to attend the game 
on the following day. She accepted on the 
terms that after the game they would go 
to the butterfly exhibition scheduled to 
be inaugurated on the same day. Tláloc 
said he would be pleased to be there and 
to commemorate the day with a good 
rain shower to lessen the heat that was 
more overpowering than usual for the 
time of year. 
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The CcurmseUfces' BruLo-e 

From Guanajuato. 
Andrés González Pagés's version 

2005. 

. alvatierra was the first town in the 
state of Guanajuato to gain city status, 
which occurred in 1644. Its location 
is in the Guatzindeo Valley, traversed 
by the Lerma-Santiago river, in the 
region known as El Bajío. The name 
Guatzindeo means "place of beautiful 
vegetation." 

Rich in civil and religious colonial 
architecture—displayed in mansions, 
haciendas and convents with different-
styled cloistered patios—the city of 
Salvatierra spans the Lerma-Santiago 
river (formerly called Rio Grande) in 
a northwest-southeast direction. At 
the southern tip of the city, the river 
tumbles into a beautiful waterfall and 
later flows into a centuries-old forest 
of Montezuma cypresses to form pools 
which locals have taken over for their 
own relaxation and recreation. 

Apparently, the first public edifices 
erected in the city were the exquisitely 
ornate, churrigueresque baroque-style 
El Carmen church and convent, still 
visible today in altarpieces and paintings 
of the era. The Carmelite monks began 
building the place in 1646 and finished 
it in 1655. More than a few of the 



events described below occurred in the 
El Carmen convent. 

Another admirable construction in 
Salvatierra also commenced in the 17th 
century. It is the Batanes* bridge, still 
in use today, which the same Carmelite 
monks erected over the river, and which 
later became a battle during the War of 
Independence (here, on April 16, 1813, 
Agustín de Iturbide defeated insurgent 
general Ramón Rayón, brother of the 
famous Ignacio López Rayón). 

Before the bridge was built, many 
people lost their lives to the Lerma-
Santiago river, especially in the rainy 
season, when many men braved its 
dangerously strong current attempting 
to cross it. They did so out of a need to 
buy grain produced at the San Nicolás 
de los Agustinos hacienda to the east 
of Salvatierra, as well as fruits coming 
through the city of Valladolid from the 
tropical coastal area. 

From his convent cell, friar Diego 
de Cristo gazed at the relentless river 
and wondered how to free his city from 
the calamities that the river caused. He 
began to imagine building a great bridge 
across the impetuous flow of water, and 
started working on the idea. The first 
thing he did was to sketch it on canvas 
to win over the prior's approval for the 
project. One day, close to finishing that, 
he vowed not to stop until the drawing 
portrayed his idea with the utmost 
clarity. In his concentration, he did not 
hear the church-tower bell summoning 
the monks to the convent choir stall to 
sing the psalms of David. 

Only when he was satisfied with 
the drawing of his dream did sounds 
of his brothers' singing reach his ears. 
Embarrassed, he snatched up his 
breviary of canticles and hurried to 
the rendezvous in the convent choir 
stall. When he got there, anxious not 
to interrupt the other monks' singing, 
he went and knelt before the prior to 
receive the punishment he had earned 
for his lateness. 

"Rise, my son," was the prior's warm 
response. "God must know your lateness 
is not because you, a devoted servant of 
His, were doing something improper. 
Or did, perhaps, a lapse in your health 
oblige you to take time out to restore 
it?" 

Friar Diego de Cristo seized on 
his superior's question as a lucky 
opportunity not to be wasted. Then 
and there, he decided to ask him for 
an audience to speak to him at length 
about his project to build a large bridge 
over the Rio Grande. 

"Father, my tardiness was because 
I needed to finish a project of great 
benefit to our religious order and to 
our city. If my words fail to reflect the 
proper humility in your eyes, I beg you 
to allow me to show it to you and erase 
the impression you may have." 

Surprised at his subordinate's 
audacity, the prior nevertheless 
granted him the audience he sought, 
and the next day actually admired the 
monk's detailed drawing and eloquent 
conviction of his project. 

"Well, I think your project is 

*Batán: machine, usually hydraulic, composed of thick axle-driven wooden mallets, to beat, de-grease and clean different kinds of cloth. 



reasonable, brother, and, just as you said 
yesterday, it could indeed greatly benefit 
our religious order and our beloved city 
Salvatierra. I shall try to get the bishop's 
consent." 

The Carmelites' Project was well-
received by the ecclesiastic hierarchy too, 
and construction of the bridge over the 
Rio Grande got underway within a few 

weeks, so as to complete it as quickly 
as possible. Elevation of the enormous 
pillars of the bridge began to the 
satisfaction of the monks and the laborers 
hired for the big job. They all knew theit 
hard work was for a good cause: the 
development of Salvatierra. 
Yet, despite everything going so well, the 
prior's spirit soon deflated. The reason 
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being that from the very beginning 
of the job, friar Diego de Cristo had 
grown increasingly more bossy and 
arrogant with the other monks and 
the hired peons. At times, Diego had 
even shown little consideration for the 
prior himself. The prior tried to draw 
the monk's attention to his wrongful 
behavior, which, in the long run, might 
be harmful to them all. 

"My son, I would like to talk with 
you...." 

"Sorry, father, but I have to attend 
to the men who are right now raising a 
joist in the first section." 

And, as mentioned, friar Diego was 
a totally different person too with his 
brothers and with the lay workers: 

"For heaven's sake, can't you read, 
brothers? Has the Devil fried your 
brains? Don't you have the sense to 
understand what these instructions 
clearly tell you?" 

The result was that the job that had 
started so dynamically ended up almost 
paralyzed. Because of friar Diego's 
bossiness, the outside workers ceased to 
show up for work. So then; not only the 
prior, but many of the monks tried at 
different times to convince Diego that if 
he would only stop treating the laborers 
as well as them so shabbily, everyone 
would be happy to return to their jobs 
on the great bridge. But the prior and 
monks' exhortations were more rudely 
dismissed time and again. More than 
a servant of God, the architect-monk 
seemed more possessed by the devil. 
"Get out of my sight if you don't want 
me to beat the hell out of your ugly 
mug, you stubborn idiot!" 

Everyone who worked on the job 
complained they couldn't interpret friar 
Diego's project as the author wanted. 
And one question was on the lips of 
everybody in Salvatierra: 
"Will anyone anywhere be able to 
complete our bridge project, or will we 
always have to look at this unfortunate 
unfinished job that is a disgrace to our 
city and our landscape? No mason 
or foreman meets with friar Diego's 
satisfaction." 

The project's author himself had 
even begun to believe its completion 
was impossible. Yet all he could do was 
haughtily mock what he considered to be 
a complete inability to understand him: 

"You're all a bunch of dumb idiots!" 
One afternoon, when friar Diego was 

walking along the river bank, scowling 
at the monks and laborers who were 
looking to him for an answer to the 
problem, a tall, fair-haired man stepped 
out in front of him and said: 

"Friar Diego, I have studied your 
project and believe I can continue it 
and manage to complete it quickly and 
satisfactorily. Please allow me to explain 
to you the way I would proceed with the 
job, for I'm sure you will be convinced 
that I understand your idea and have the 
talent to carry it out." 

The stranger claimed to be Juan 
de España, a mason recently arrived 
from Spain. After listening to him, 
friar Diego approved his proposal and 
decided to go and ask the prior to hire 
him immediately, regardless of the 
newcomer's condition that he be granted 
lodging at the convent in addition to a 
wage. 



Another monk, friar Francisco de 
la Madre de Dios, who was in charge 
of the laborers and workers who had 
offered their services for free, overheard 
what Juan de España said to friar Diego, 
and didn't trust the newcomer at all. 
So friar Francisco caught up with his 
Carmelite architect brother, who was 
practically running, to suggest he reflect 
a little before talking with the prior. As 
usual, friar Diego sent him packing. 

"Get out of my way, brother. And 
don't let me see you at the job site until 
the bridge is finished. When I get back 
from talking with the prior, I shall 
put another foreman in charge of the 
laborers." 

Hoping the project could at last 
be continued, given that the rainy 
season was fast approaching, the prior 
authorized Juan de España to take 
charge of the jobs. He also gave his 
permission for the new mason to be 
a temporary guest at the convent in 
addition to receiving an assigned wage 

for his job. Friar Diego and the new 
mason returned to the job site. Diego 
ordered all his subordinates—friars and 
laborers—to immediately proceed with 
the job under the orders of the new 
mason. All of them without exception 
couldn't help but size up the situation 
suspiciously: 

"That Juan de España is even more 
arrogant than friar Diego de Cristo." 

"Yes, that's true. I pray that all this 
doesn't end up in another fiasco." 

However, to everyone's surprise, and 
to the great satisfaction of the architect-
friar, the job advanced quickly over the 
next few days. The bridge showed signs 
of completion within a short time. Juan 
de España became famous throughout 
the city and the gentry commented 
favorably on his success: 
"At last we're close to bridging the Rio 

Grande." 
"That's right. The new mason 

must have been sent from heaven to 
Salvatierra." 



But actually the truth of the matter 
was quite different, because inside the 
convent the prior was upset by the lack 
of order. Under the bad influence of 
Juan de España and complicity of friar 
Diego de Cristo, hardly any brothers 
went to the choir stall in the mornings 
or afternoons to sing to the Creator. The 
peace and silence that had previously 
reigned in the passages and cloisters 
were now replaced by loud voices and 
all kinds of distracting noises. The crops 
in the orchard were no longer being 
gathered; monks were rowdily eating 
their food standing up; and a composed 
style of walking had been replaced by 
rude rushing. 
Finally the day arrived that the bridge 
over the Rio Grande was completed. 
The entire population of Salvatierra 
gathered excitedly before the prior to 
give thanks to Heaven and celebrate the 
happy event. The prior acknowledged 
the efforts of friar Diego de Cristo, Juan 
de España, and all who had worked 
on the job. After blessing the bridge, 
while the population made merry with 
music and dances, he returned to the 
convent to pray for peace to return 
inside the holy building. He dedicated a 
long prayer to the Order's patron saint, 
the El Carmen Virgin. Time passed, 
and outside, little by little, the town 
gradually calmed down. 
Then, suddenly, in the middle of the 
night and before the prior realized what 
was happening, a terrible storm brewing 
over Mount Culiacán broke out. 
Ferocious gusts of wind, that appeared 
not only bent on extinguishing the 
candles but blowing away everything in 

their path, reached the prior's cell. But 
these gusts, more alarming than anyone 
could remember, were not strong 
enough to distract the prior from his 
colloquy with the Holy Mother of God. 
Only when he had found the solution 
to the terrible problem his congregation 
was encountering did the prior stand 
up. He picked up the Virgin's statue, 
before which he had been praying, and 
took it to the cell assigned to Juan de 
España. O n entering, he approached the 
foot of the bed where the mason seemed 
to be waiting for him. The mason's 
face was not only unfriendly, it looked 
downright diabolical. 
"In the name of the Mother of God, I 
order you to leave this holy convent this 
minute!" said the prior in such a firm 
voice that the other man's eyes opened 
so wide as to almost jump out of their 
sockets. 
Immediately, Juan de España, who 
had been lying down fully-clothed, 
abandoned his cell in what seemed 
like another whirlwind. He slammed 
back the bolt on the convent door and 
vanished into the stormy night. 
The noise of the bolt, and the prior's 
voice shouting after the man to stay 
away from Salvatierra forever, awakened 
all the monks, who went to see what was 
going on. Coincidentally, at the same 
time several laborers who had worked 
on the bridge arrived outside the door. 
Frightened, they had brought bad news: 
"Fathers, fathers, the river is rising fast! 
The water's pounding against the bridge 
columns so hard, it might fall down." 
In fact, the great pillars seemed to 
wobble at the onslaught of the rushing 



water. Fearing a disaster, many 
parishioners had gathered at the site to 
try to help the large bridge resist with 
their prayers. 
Then, as if time had suddenly jumped 
forward, the church bell began to ring, 
announcing the new day. A small break 
appeared in the heavy dark clouds and a 
ray of light streamed through. The prior 
stared at the river, raised the El Carmen 
Virgin's statue he was still carrying, and 
asked the congregation to chant the 
Ángelus in honor of the Holy Mother of 
God. 
"Ángelus Domini nuntiavit Mariae, " 
chanted the prior, on his knees. 
"Et concepit de Spiritu Sancto, " replied 
the congregation around him, following 
his lead and falling to their knees. 
"Ave Maria, " everyone chorused. 

At that precise moment, the wind 
changed course, carrying the heavy rain 
towards the mountains. Everyone was 
surprised to hear a strange howling noise 
moving away towards the still stormy 
peak of Mount Culiacán, and to feel 
warm sunrays as the river miraculously 
resumed its normal level. 
"Miracle, miracle!" The words started as 
a whisper, then spread in happy shouts 
through the streets of Salvatierra. The 
news of the Carmelites defeating the 
devil spread fast. Friar Diego de Cristo 
knelt once more before the prior and 
asked his forgiveness for his earlier bad 
behavior. Then everybody chanted 
the Ángelus again, while the prior 
blessed the bridge once more with the 
conviction that never again would it be 
threatened by devil forces. 
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When, the World C 
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From Nayarit. 
Andrés González Pagés's version. 
2005. 

n San Mateo del Mar there was a field worker called Juan, who lived alone with 
his two dogs. Like every man in his town, Juan worked from sunrise to sundown 
tilling the soil, and would return home exhausted in the evenings to prepare supper 
for himself and his dogs. The dogs looked after the house during his absence, then 
watched over his deep sleep so that he could gather the strength to go back to work on 
the mountain the next day. 

One night Juan dreamt that a kind man dressed in white, whom a few weeks later 
he would identify as God himself, appeared at the foot of his bed, saying: 

"Juan, I want to warn you to make 
ready because the world is going to end. 
It will turn upside down and be quite 
different." 

The field worker, who was a very 
practical man, thought that if he heeded 
the words spoken to him in a dream and 
related the experience to the other men 
in the town, instead of going about their 
work quietly and resolutely in the fields, 
they would be going off to the tavern to 
discuss day after day whether the omen 
would prove true. And in that case, no 
one would have their homes stocked 
with the foods they needed, and as a 
result, they and their families would go 
hungry. He himself would be in trouble, 
as would his beloved and faithful dogs, 
which at that moment had come to the 
door to see him off. 
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"Are you sure as to what you should 
do about the matter, master?" the dogs 
seemed to ask him as they refrained from 
showing him their daily signs of affection, 
and their usually happily wagging tails 
remained still. "Think calmly before you 
decide what to do about such a delicate 
situation." 

All through that day Juan had time 
to ponder whether or not it was worth 
recounting his dream to the other field 
workers in San Mateo del Mar. Come 
nightfall he decided it would be foolish 
to heed the words of a stranger, kind as 
he may have been, in what was purely a 
dream. So after the day's work, he picked 
up his vegetables and joined the other 
workers on the road back to the town. 

Weeks went by and Juan all but forgot 
that strange occurrence that had initially 
perturbed him. 

But suddenly, in another peaceful 
dream the same kind man dressed in 
white appeared beside his bed to repeat 
what he had said the first time, and 
something more: 

"Juan, is what I asked you to do 
ready?" When Juan informed him he had 
not yet started, the man looked annoyed 
and said: 

"I've come to warn you once more that 
the end of the world is near. Everything 
will be covered by sea water because 
human beings now number many and 
they have spent their time doing evil 
things. I want you to make lots of rope 
with palm fiber." 

Now, our friend considered the 
demand for him to start twisting lots of 
palm fiber into rope absurd if the world 
was going to end. 

"No two ways about it," he thought. "I 
think I must eat lighter suppers so as not 

to keep having this dream. It's starting to 
become a nightmare." 

His dogs, on the other hand, when 
seeing him off the next morning, barked 
as if to say they didn't agree with his 
opinion. Mulling on his life companions' 
aggressive attitude while he was watering 
his cornfield, his beans and his pumpkins, 
Juan anguished over whether or not to 
pay any attention to the kind man in 
white's message. 

He came to the conclusion that if he 
must really make lots of palm rope for an 
unknown purpose, then he should ask 
the man in his dream to explain who he 
was, how he knew the world was on the 
verge of ending, and why he, Juan, was 
going to need so much rope. 

That night, Juan was lucky enough to 
dream about the same man dressed, as 
always, in white. The man said: 

"Look, Juan, if you want to know who 
I am and why I know the world will end, 
I will tell you. First I will tell you that the 
world will contort and turn into another, 
different from the one you live in. This 
will happen because the sea will rise up 
and flood everything. Everything living 
today will die, including you if you don't 
listen to my suggestion of making a long 
rope of twisted palm fiber." 
In his dream Juan began to tremble with 

fright at those words from the visitor in 
white. 

"What will I do then with the palm-
fiber rope? What will I use it for?" he 
ventured to ask. 

"When you see the sea rising higher 
and higher," continued the man, "bring 
your two dogs and three foods—corn, 
pumpkin and beans—and climb into 
your canoe." 
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"But what will I do with the rope?" 

Juan insisted. 
"Put that in your canoe as well, but 

first tie to one end of it the grinding bowl 
in which you make tortillas, and leave it 
stuck somewhere outside of the boat. This 
will serve as an anchor, allowing you to 
return home when the sea level subsides. 
Look, Juan, if you don't want to do this, 
it's up to you; but don't say I haven't 
warned you." 

The man was about to leave without 
identifying himself when, Juan, reassured 
by the idea that he would indeed be able 
to return home with his dogs, detained 
him with what he considered the most 
important question: 

"And you're going to leave again 
without telling me who you are?" 

The man in white paused in the 
doorway, turned to look back at Juan and 
said: 

"I am your God, Juan, and you will do 
well to believe me." 

Once more Juan awoke in a fright, 
now worried about having disregarded 
the request by which the Lord God of 
Heaven wished to help him, his two dogs 
and three foods. 

As soon as it was light, instead of 
going to the cornfield as he did every 
day, he cut down palm branches. When 
he thought he had enough, he began 
making the long rope he needed. His two 
dogs gleefully gamboled around him and 
obeyed his instructions to the letter. If 
he asked them to bring corn cobs, they 
did. If he asked them to bring more, they 
did. Juan piled up the collected corn cobs 
in a corner of his house so that, on the 
appointed day, he could put them in his 
canoe with the beans and pumpkins he 
planned to gather. 

In the afternoon, his work mates, back 
from the fields, were surprised to see such 
a long rope, and to see Juan, apparently 
endlessly and tirelessly, twisting and 
twisting. 

"What's the matter, Juan? What's that 
long rope for?" they enquired. 

He told them about what had been 
happening in his dreams, in case they 
too wished to save themselves from the 
impending cataclysm. But they just 
laughed at him and told him he was 
losing his mind. 

"Well, you can believe what I'm 
telling you or not," said Juan in a firm 
voice. "That's what I dreamt." And he 
continued making the rope until he had 
used up all the palm fronds. 
It was then that a torrential rain began to 
fall, and the sea rose higher and higher. 
Juan knew it was time to gather together 
the corn, pumpkins and beans and board 
his canoe with his dogs and the food. 

The deluge lasted for days. Juan was 
able to feed himself and his dogs making 
tortillas by hand, pumpkins desserts, and 
whisking up pozol corn drinks. 

When the rain finally stopped and the 
waters began to subside, Juan gradually 
pulled in the rope so that he could find 
his way back to the exact spot where his 
house was. As all his work mates had 
perished, like all the rest of the people in 
the world, and all foods had seemingly 
been lost, he decided he'd better start 
working again to procure new foods for 
the future. 

One day he returned from the fields 
and found to his surprise that the tortillas 
were already made. The same thing 
occurred the next day. How was that 
possible, Juan wondered, if there was no 
one left in the world except him and his 
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dogs, and neither he nor his dogs had 
toasted those tortillas on the hotplate? 

On the third day, Juan nonchalantly 
pretended to go off to work as always, 
but halfway along the road he came 
back to spy from the fence on what was 
happening in his house. What he saw 
and heard was the following: 

"It's my turn to grind the corn and 
your turn to make the tortillas," said one 
of his dogs to the other, while they were 
gamboling round the garden. 

"Take off your skin and put this piece 
of cloth on you as clothes," 
replied the other 

The two dogs 
stripped 
themselves 
of their 
skin 
and 

Juan knew what to do. The next day, 
he came home early from work while 
they were still engaged in their chores 
and acting like children. Unbeknown to 
them, he threw salt on the dog skins that 
they had shed, and hid them far away, so 
that the new "children" could no longer 
put them back on. 

Although the "children" were initially 
sad at not being able to return to their 
former state, they ended up conforming. 
And since they were a girl and a boy, they 
married and had children. That is how 

the human race began to repopulate 
the world. Hopefully this 

time it will behave 
better and not 

provoke 
God's 

wrath 
again. 

covered 
themselves 
with pieces of 
cloth. Then they set to 
work, while Juan watched in 
amazement. At a loss what to do in such 
a situation, he went off to his vegetable 
plot. He wondered how he could thank 
his dogs for obviously showing him 
their love through such extraordinary 
collaboration. Finally he realized how to 
reward them for their good deed. 

After the third day of eating the 
scrumptious tortillas the dogs had made, 
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The AicaMiariUa, 
From Michoacán 
Andrés González Pagés's version. 

2005. 

WetUpriKa 

"t 
he city of Pátzcuaro, in the Mexican state of Michoacán," Professor Pundit tells 

us, "is rich in traditions. We can narrate outstanding facts in each stage of its history 
to make every Mexican feel proud. For example, the beautiful legend I'm going to 
tell you dates back to its colonial era: a legend known as 'The Alcantarilla wellspring,' 
literally, the wellspring in the drain system. But before I proceed," the professor tells 
us, "I must warn you that more than one version exists about the occurrence I'm 
going to relate, and that the occurrence is not exclusive to Pátzcuaro on the shore 
of the like-named lake. Now, with your 
permission: 
In Pátzcuaro there was a Franciscan 
monk called Vasco de Quiroga, whom 
the locals, the Purepecha indians, 
called Tata Vasco for his good-
hear tedness. 
Let me tell you, dear readers, 
something else that will show 
you how much the Michoacán 
population of his time appreciated 
Vasco de Quiroga! Tata was the 
name that this ethnic group had 
originally given to the sun, whom 
they held as their main god (Tata 
Huriata). The only other human 
they called Tata besides Vasco de 
Quiroga was Lázaro Cárdenas, 
whom they still remember as Tata 
Lázaro for the benefits he later 
brought to their state when he 
was their governor. So you can 1 
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understand how important they rated 
that colonial monk. 
And no wonder, because it was he 
who in 1540, as bishop of Michoacán, 
opposed slavery and began to treat the 
Purepechas humanely, after the early 
Spanish captains in the Conquest had 
ill-treated them to the point of burning 
alive their king Tzinzicha Tangáxoan. 
Among many other pious deeds of his, 
Vasco de Quiroga taught the indians 
arts and trades, and ensured continuity 
of a job already started in Mexico 
City, which consisted in building 
so-called mass population 
hospitals. The policy of 
the Spanish Crown was 
to have indians treated 
for of their diseases in 
these places while being 
taught there the 
new religion. 
The mass-
population 
hospitals of 
Michoacán 
were where 
Vasco de 

Quiroga tried to help the Purépecha 
indians regain self-assurance after the 
brutal way the Spanish soldiers had 
treated them." 

After this interesting discourse, Professor 
Pundit returns to the central theme: 

"First of all, I must inform you that 
practically in the center of today's 
city of Pátzcuaro, right in front of the 
doors to the Archaeology Museum, is a 
monument to the Virgin of Health, the 

local patron saint. This spot is part of 
Vasco de Quiroga's magnificent urban 
plan, although in his time it was elevated 
open countryside from which the lake 
and mountains could be seen on the 
horizon. 
At one time, a severe drought plagued 
the city and its environs. Although the 

locals could see 
heavy rains falling 

on the distant 
mountains, they had 

a shortage of water 
where they lived that 

was threatening huge crop 
losses and diseases caused 

by thirst and lack of hygiene. 
Concerned 

about this grave 
situation, which 

was also hampering 
¿f / health care in the mass-

population hospitals, Vasco 
de Quiroga humbly prayed 

to God for a remedy. Certain 
that his prayers would be heard in 

Heaven, he went out to tour the city in 
an attempt to console and bring hope 
to the greatest sufferers of the harsh 
climate. He had not walked far, giving 
out blessings, when, pushing through 
the crowd around him, a poor woman 
approached him carrying a small boy in 
her arms, barely breathing. 

'My child is dying of thirst, Tata,' she 
said. 'Take pity on us and cure him, I 
beg of you.' 

As often happened at the sight of pain 
in those he thought of as his children, 
tears rolled down Vasco de Quiroga's 
face. Tears that he would have liked to 
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see grow into rivers to soften that pain. 
Then, possessed with holy rage, he again 
begged for his people: 

'O Mother and our Lady of Health,' 
he cried, his eyes riveted on the heavens, 
'Speak to your Divine Son so that He 
may deign to alleviate so much suffering 
of those who have accepted Him as their 
Father and Lord.' 

Vasco de Quiroga then asked the 
people around him, including the 
oppressed mother of the dying child, 
to kneel with him in his supplication. 
Driving his staff into the ground on 
which he stood, he uttered this final 
plea: 

'By the blood of your Divine Son, 
give us water, Mother and our Lady of 
Health!' 
And before the eyes of the startled 
parishioners, water suddenly began to 
bubble out from under the bishop's staff. 

'Miracle!' cried the crowd in unison. 
Vasco de Quiroga scooped up a little of 
the miraculous water in his hands and 
took it to the child's lips. At the sight 
of a new miracle—the infant's instant 
recovery, the faces of the mother and the 
people closest by lit up with joy. 

The word miracle spread all over the 
city. Vasco de Quiroga immediately 
organized thanksgiving acts that were to 
last several days. He also posted banns 
telling Pátzcuaro residents to use the new 
fountainhead, but without forgetting 
the good Virgin of Health, who was 
responsible for a truly enormous 
blessing. 
The city's entire population now had 
enough water. Aside from residents, 

people from neighboring towns began 
visiting the miraculous wellspring often, 
not just to drink from it but to pray at 
its edge. As days passed, the fountain's 
bed had grown to a large diameter and 
had formed a stream that flowed down 
to the lake. 
Shortly after, the monument we know 
today was erected at the spot where 
the miracle occurred. It still bears 
the inscription that the emotional 
parishioners carved in stone. 
'This box distributes the spring water 
that the great father Don Vasco de 
Quiroga brought forth with his pastoral 
staff in 1540.' 
"Now, dear readers," the professor 

continues, "As I was saying at the 
beginning of this story, there's 
another version about the origin of 
the Alcantarilla wellspring in the city 
of Pátzcuaro. It's our duty to tell you 
about it too, so that you yourselves can 
exercise your own judgment and believe 
whichever one convinces you most. 
The city historian, Enrique Soto 
González, says things happened 
differently. Based on his words, we can 
imagine the events occurred like this: 
Searching for a way to help his people 
during that terrible drought, Vasco de 
Quiroga toured the city and examined 
the land carefully. Suddenly he noticed 
a small bird flitting in and out of a very 
green thicket time and again. While 
admiring its fragile beauty, he couldn't 
help feeling curious at the sight of such 
thick green underbrush in the middle of 
so many shrubs and weeds parched by 
the harsh climate. He was also surprised 
to see a few drops of water dribbling 
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from the bird's beak. He approached the 
place, pulled back the thick vegetation 
with his staff and discovered a small 
pond. The rest of the story could have 
been as tradition tells it and as we 
ourselves interpreted it. 
But this story of the little bird flying 
into and out of an initially hidden 
wellspring is also part of another legend 
of Michoacán. It is a legend we might 
call 'The hummingbird wellspring,' 
where Princess Tzintzin and her fiance 
Quianicoti one day dawdled longer than 
usual in their chatting, until darkness 
fell. That meant she could no longer 
go fetch the water needed for supper in 
her house, so the distressed girl asked 
the sun god Tata Huriata to help her. 
The god made the wind blow so that his 
rays could shine right on a thicket from 
which a small wet bird was emerging. 
When Tzintzin took a closer look, she 
discovered a hitherto hidden spring and 
solved her problem. 
"Returning now to the spring in the city 
of Pátzcuaro," says our professor, "here is 
why it has that strange name, regardless 
of what its origin was: 
There came a time, perhaps in the mid 
18th century, when the stream formed 
by the wellspring grew so big that it 
spilled out of the course it had grooved 
in the terrain, as it flowed towards the 
lake. The Plaza de Armas and the whole 
district became permanently flooded. 
For this reason, the city government 
decided to divert the stream's course to 
a drain at the entrance to the plaza. And 
so the water emptied there for more than 
two centuries until Tata Lázaro, as state 
governor, joined its flow through pipes 

to other water sources to establish the 
city's drinking water network. 
Finally, dear readers, I mentioned 
at the beginning that this legend of 
the miraculous appearance of the 
wellspring in Pátzcuaro is not exclusive 
to Pátzcuaro. More or less the same 
legend exists in the city of Zacapu on the 
other side of the lake. Only that there, 
the miracle is not credited to Vasco de 
Quiroga, but to the local benefactor friar 
Jacobo Daciano who would apparently 
have wrought it after 1848, the year this 
other Michoacán city was built." 
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I In a dale at the southern end of Morelos state, near Zacatepec, there was a little 
village called Tequesquite. Its name came from the abundance of like-named ash-
colored stone in its soil. A stone that, when mixed with food substances, gives them a 
delicious taste; for instance, with corn cobs, pumpkins and peanuts. 

As a result, many of the housewives 
in Tequesquite were 
excellent cooks 
who, after picking 
up pieces of this 
calcareous material 
around town in the 
morning, prepared 
dishes that not only 
kept their families 
happy but became 
famous outside of their 

region. 
It wasn't long before the 

burgeoning popularity of 
foods prepared by these 
women began to draw 
people from different 
outlying regions to the 
local Thursday market. 

"Mmm, yummy," was 
the general verdict. "How 
delicious this squash soup 
is 1 



"And these toasted corn kernels. 
What did you say they're called?" one 
traveler asked a woman vendor at her 
stall. The woman didn't recall the 
traveler already having asked her the 
question, nor that she had mentioned 
any name for the toasted kernels, 
because it had thus far never occurred to 
her to give them one. But on a sudden 
thought she coined a name that soon 
became famous: 
"They're called 'esquites'," she said, 
"so that their name echoes the 
name of the town where we make 
them." 

But all the women attending them were 
careful not to give away their secret. 

"It can't be that you don' t add 
anything special," said one rather 
annoyed customer, "because not 
everywhere do they taste like this." 

The women stuck to their answers: 
"It's all a question of doing things with 
pleasure." 

That same night the townsfolk 
of Tequesquite held a meeting and 

Another traveler 
begged one oi the 
townswomen for the 
umpteenth time to reveal the secret 
of their tasty dishes, especially the 
one he was presently savoring. But 
the woman refused to say, suspecting 
that he would set up competition in hi> 
own town, to her detriment and that 
of her fellow townswomen. 

"Could you tell me, my 
good woman, how the cooks of 
Tequesquite make such scrumptious 
dishes?" 

"The same way as anywhere else. 
There's no special trick to them, except 
for the skill of our cooks." 
During the following weeks, other 

travelers wandered round the market 
stalls trying to pry out the information 
they wanted as they savored the dishes. 

decided to put watchmen around 
the town to prevent any spying when 
the wonderful stones were collected. 
One suggestion for keeping the secret 
was particularly welcomed: 

"I think," said Juan, the oldest 
person in town, "that from now on, 
only the cooks should collect the 
tequesquite, while the young men keep 
watch and the rest of us continue our 
everyday work in the cornfields and 
orchards." 
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The next day, in fact, several travelers 

tried to enter the town with the pretext 
of wanting to eat some of the local 
women's wonderful dishes. But the men 
refused them entry, explaining that it 
was not market day. 

However, as there never fails to be 
a traitor in a community, on the next 
market day Pedro Molesto, a shaman 
with evil intentions, took note of the 
visitors, to then follow one of them 
and reveal the secret. He found his 
opportunity to do so at the first bend in 
the road to Zacatepec: 

"Good traveler, do not let my 
appearance scare you, and listen to what 
I have to say, which will be of interest to 
you." Having revealed the town's secret, 
the shaman promised to give the traveler 
a large supply of the stones that gave the 
local food its good taste, in exchange 
for other goods. Then Pedro Molesto 
returned to the town with the intention 
of gathering pieces of the stone himself. 
The women asked him why, and he lied 
that he too wanted his food to have the 
taste that had made Tequesquite famous. 

"Don't worry, Pedro," said one of 
the women, "we'll cook for you with 
pleasure. We'll take our most delicious 
dishes to your cabin," they assured 
him. So Pedro Molesto was forced 
to withdraw from the site where the 
tequesquite abounded, accepting—only 
on the surface—their suggestion. But 
he hid close by to wait for the women 
to all go their separate ways back home. 
He would try to convince one of them 
to hand over her part of her load to him 
by frightening her. Seeing one of the 
women walking along a path by herself, 

he jumped out in front of her and said: 
"Good woman, I understand that you 

and the other cooks wish to flatter me 
by preparing your exquisite dishes for 
me; but I too want to learn to cook with 
the tequesquite. So please regale me with 
a little of what you have gathered this 
morning, and don't tell anyone that you 
have done me this favor." 

"No way will I do anything against 
what the community has decided, Pedro 
Molesto," retorted the woman bravely. 

"Don't disobey me, woman," the bad 
shaman threatened, "Because I can make 
a terrible punishment befall you." 

When Pedro Molesto clearly saw that 
the woman was not going to hand over 
even the smallest piece of tequesquite, 
he decided he would grab it from her 
by force and flee the town. During the 
struggle, the woman managed to hit him 
with one of the stones, which infuriated 
the shaman. Losing his head, he struck 
her with such force with his stick that he 
killed her. 

To avoid being accused of his crime, 
the shaman placed the poor woman's 
body on some stones on the path to 
make it look like an accident. Then he 
gathered up the tequesquite stones and 
fled with them to his hut, waiting for 
nightfall to escape from the town with 
them. 

As to be expected, when the woman 
failed to arrive home at the usual time to 
cook the meal, her family grew alarmed. 
Suspecting the worst, her husband and 
her children went out to look for her. 

"Never before has my good wife failed 
to arrive home punctually," said her 
husband. 



"My heart is beating so fast, father. I'm 
so afraid of what might have happened to 
our beloved mother," wailed the eldest of 
the children. The others began to cry. 

Tragically, their worst fears soon 
proved to be true, when they found the 
body of the unfortunate woman. 

"She must have fallen on those stones!" 
"Mother, what happened to you?" 
At her wake, however, doubts arose 

about the fact that her dead body had 
been found with no pieces of tequesquite, 
for the other townswomen claimed that 
when they had bid her farewell at the end 
of the day's work, all their baskets were 
filled with stones. Everyone concluded it 
had been a case of murder motivated by 
robbery. 

"Woe is me," exclaimed the grieving 
husband. "I think we're all thinking the 
same thing." In fact, only one picture 
flashed into the minds of everyone 
attending the wake. 

"Pedro Molesto!" muttered the eldest 
son. 

"Yes, indeed," said one of the cooks. 
"He was hell bent on collecting some 
tequesquite this morning, despite the 
assembly forbidding men to do that. 

Without delay the grieving husband 
and a group of friends went to the place 
where they had found the body, to look 
it over carefully. They now saw many 
footprints which they hadn't noticed 
earlier that morning due to the shock of 
their discovery. These footprints were 
leading precisely towards Pedro Molesto's 
hut. 

"Let's go after him," shouted someone 
angrily. 

"Let's go," others chorused. 

"But let's go quietly; we don' t want 
him to escape," added someone else, 
and everyone agreed. 

Fired up with indignation, the group 
did not bother to knock at the door 
of the hut. They literally beat it down 
before Pedro Molesto could react. The 
shaman was doing black magic before a 
horrific altar, full of human skulls and 
dissected and stuffed venomous animals. 

"Get out of here, you bastards," 
he shrieked when he saw himself 
surrounded by so many people. He 
began throwing the objects on his 
altar at them, including the tequesquite 
stones he had stolen from his victim a 
few hours earlier. Several men between 
them managed to hold him down. The 
husband picked up one of the stones 
and, showing it to everyone, said: 

"This proves he was the one who 
killed my beloved wife. These are the 
tequesquite stones that she had obviously 
collected this morning." 

At that point, Pedro Molesto had no 
other alternative but to admit his guilt. 

"Yes, I killed her," he spat, "and I 
would do it over if she again refused to 
give me the stones I asked her for." 
With this confession, his capturers 
thought the only right thing to do was 
bring him to public trial. They hauled 
him out of his hut and off to the town 
square. As soon as the townsfolk heard 
about the terrible crime committed to 
one of their beloved cooks, and after 
the shaman admitted his guilt a second 
time, the entire population condemned 
him to the worst possible sentence. 

"Let him be burned at the stake," 
cried a female voice. Many other voices 



in the crowd agreed: "Yes, let's not 
waste time. Let's do it right now." 

Before he died, the shaman informed 
them that regardless of his own fate, the 
town was going to disappear, because he 
had put a curse on it. 

And in fact, by dawn on the 
following day the center of Tequesquite 
was already under water. No one 
had noticed that the shaman had 
left behind a bottle of sand from the 
seashore, from which salt water flowed 
out continuously. Pedro Molesto had 
placed it right in the middle of the town 
earlier in the day after deciding to steal 
the stones and abandon the place. The 
purpose was for all the townsfolk to 
drown. 

But at the sight of the inundation 
the people opted to leave immediately 
and go live in a place in the outskirts 
where some of the older folk said they 
had also seen tequesquite stones. That 
way they would not lose their valuable 
tradition. By the time the last family 
had left, the whole town sank beneath 
the voluminous waters. And that is how 
the lake, today called Tequesquitengo 

in memory of the town that once stood 
in its place, formed. 

Today's lakeshore population say that 
on moonlit nights, in the dry season 
when the lake level drops, the tip of the 
ancient church's bell tower sticks up 
out of the water, as if to confirm the 
story handed own from generation to 
generation. 
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fter a day's work, the fishermen in one of the fishing communities near Juchitán 
and Tehuantepec, would have something to eat on their boats before going home, 
bobbing gently with the waves. One of these fishermen was the apostle St. John. 
The incident we are going to describe happened before the saint became a disciple of 
Christ but it happened precisely because he wished to know Jesus. 



On one particular night, like all his 
fishing mates, St. John took from his 
boat a handful of the humble little fish 
which he had earlier pulled out of the 
water in his long net, and which he 
would sell the following morning to 
the markets in several towns along the 
shore. After placing the few fish in a 
small piece of net, he skewered them 
one by one with sticks to roast them 
in the fire that another fisherman 
had lit on the shore, and where 
others were fixing their own 
supper. 
When he considered 
that the fish were 

"Humble as it may be," St. John said 
to him, "we shall have ourselves a tasty 
supper, like we do every evening." 

"As everyone who earns his honest 
keep should have!" replied his friend. 

"That's right," agreed the saint. 
Another fisherman eating his fish in 
the boat next door overheard them and 
frowned. He showed his disagreement 
with rude criticism: 
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cooked enough to be eaten, St. John 
removed the skewers and placed them 
back in the piece of net to bring them 
back inside his boat. Walking with him 
was Martin, his work mate, with his 
own piping hot share of roasted fish, 
and a big smile on his face as he licked 
his lips. 

"What a couple of simpletons you are! 
Do you actually believe that a dishonest 
fisherman would not find the fish he 
eats has the same taste, when it is the 
same as yours and has been roasted over 
the same fire?" 

"I think our friend Martin is saying 
that in a figurative sense," the saint 



explained to him. "He means that 
people get great satisfaction from 
enjoying a food obtained honestly." 

"Not only that," chimed in Martin. 
"My foods really taste better when I've 
done a good day's work, and don't taste 
as good when I haven't." 

"Our best behavior can work 
miracles," said St. John. 

"Bah!" growled the fisherman in the 
next boat, more annoyed than ever. 
"As I said before, you're a couple of 
simpletons." He jumped to his feet, 
seemingly ready to lunge out at the two 
friends: "and what's more, I'm sick of 
hearing such stupidities. Just fancy, this 
fool perceives a difference in taste to be 
a miracle. Miracles don't exist." 

To avoid trouble with the intolerant 
fisherman, St. John and Martin went 
and sat on the cross bench of their boat 
as they always did for supper. Knowing 
they were of the same opinion, they 
each gave silent thanks to Heaven for 
the reward for their work and took their 
first fish from their nets to eat. 

"Hmm," murmured St. John after 
taking a bite from his fish close to its 
ribs. "The white flesh of this small fish 
tastes wonderful." 

The fisherman next-door was ready 
to jump on them again if they should 
mention the word miracle once more, 
when suddenly from somewhere 
between the moon and a nearby ridge 
came another voice: 

"John, John," someone shouted. 
"Who's looking for me?" the saint 

called back, rising to his feet. 
"John," called a man appearing from 

behind the hill, now running towards 

his friends' boat after spotting them. 
"Jesus of Nazareth, whom you told 
me you want to meet, is passing by 
Juchitán." 

"O, what excellent news you bring 
me, brother. I will go into town." And 
in his haste to rush off to meet Jesus, St. 
John threw the small fish he was eating 
into the water. Before the contemptuous 
look of the next-door fisherman, off he 
went, with his friend Martin and the 
bearer of the good news—whose name 
was Ramiro—hot on his heels. 
"I hope we can reach him," murmured 
the saint anxiously. 
"I think so," the newcomer assured 
him, "because he was asking the people 
around him whether anyone wished to 
go preach with him, so they must be 
talking about that." 

The saint quickened his pace: "Well, I 
want to do that." 
At the top of the hill, Ramiro pointed 
to a group of people talking at a corner 
in the outskirts of the town, singling out 
Jesus. 
"He's still there, John. We're in luck." 
"May Heaven bless you for your good 
deed, brother," the saint told Ramiro. 
And to his other friend he added: "And 
thank you too, Martin, for leaving your 
tasty supper to come with me." 
"Well, now that you've arrived in time 
to meet that pilgrim," said Martin, "if 
you don't mind, John, I'll be getting 
back precisely to finish my supper. Do 
you want me to take you home later?" 
St. John, sensing that from that moment 
on his life would take a nomadic turn, 
replied: "No, Martin, I don't believe I 
shall return. Take my fishes for yourself, 
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and if you have some left over, share 
them with your family." 
Thanks to Ramiro's prompt 
communication, St. John was able to 
meet Jesus and immediately join the 
band of fishermen who later would be 
known as "the twelve apostles" and help 
Jesus preach his doctrine all over the 
Tehuantepec Isthmus. 
Martin, back in his boat, was finishing 
his supper, happy in the knowledge 
that St. John had been able to meet 
Jesus. And happy also because he no 
longer had to put up with the aggressive 
fisherman, who had taken off. Suddenly, 
at the bottom of the sea something 
happened that in today's language we 
would call "providential": the fish that 
St. John had taken a bite of before 
putting it back into the water had 
come to life again. Had Martin known 
that, he would surely have made the 
disbelieving fisherman see the error of 
his ways. 
But the miracle that had given the fish 
renewed life was to leave a permanent 
reminder of the gap where St. John 
had bitten off a piece. Because now the 
normal offspring of this species are born 
with a "mouthful" missing from their 
anatomy. So in effect the miracle was 
also reproduced. That is why today, in 
markets along the Isthmus, particularly 
in those in Tehuantepec and Juchitán, 
it is a species endemic to the region, 
and whose ribs can actually be counted. 
Since those events occurred, fishermen 
in the Isthmus call this little fish benda 
gudó apóstol, which means "the fish that 
the apostle ate." 
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The WeetHM/j Womati 
From Hidalgo. 
Andrés González Pagés's version. 
2005. 

n the low-lying region of Apam, in the state of Hidalgo, the following story still 
gets around among the field workers: 

At the end of a day's festivities, on nights when the rain has stopped and the moon 
has lit up the roads, in towns as well as in many of the region's haciendas and ranches, 
if men returning home alone happen to pass near a stream or a pond, or if a man in a 
group has momentarily separated from the others in some cactus or acacia grove close 
to water and is about to rejoin his companions on the path, a woman from the other 
world will often cross his path. She is La Llorona, the Weeping Woman, dressed in a 
long luminous white tunic with flowing skirt. Her hair is long and dark and her arms 
hang loosely by her sides. She might appear standing on the ground, or she might 
appear suspended from the branch of a maguey cactus or prickly-pear plant. 
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The woman is very beautiful and, 
contradictory to her name, always 
smiling. She utters not a single word 
and, as if at her bidding, the humming 
of the crickets and the distant howling 
of the coyotes abruptly ceases. Unlike 
what we've heard about other female 
ghosts, neither La Llorona's dark 
hair nor light clothing are disturbed 
by the wind. Her presence, though 
startling, produces no fear in the local 

mother of the Sun—used to slowly pace 
the streets of the Great Tenochtitlan 
at night, as if partaking in a religious 
procession, her face covered with a 
light veil, sobbing and wailing: "O 
my children, we are going to lose 
each other. Where shall I take you 
to save you?" The grieving woman 
continued on slowly and silently to the 
Meztliapan, or what today we know as 
Lake Texcoco, and drowned herself. 
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inhabitants, much less the sensation 
of terror that spectral images generally 
instill. 

It is rumored that in ancient times, 
when the moment was drawing near 
for the fulfillment of the prediction to 
emperor Moctezuma that his people 
would be conquered by white-skinned, 
bearded foreigners, this same woman 
—who was the goddess Cihuacóatl, 

That is why water can be, in the opinion 
of some present-day researchers, not 
only the liquid that gives us life and 
keeps us alive, but the "the substance of 
despair and the supernatural." 

In today's symbology, water also 
represents death. In the case of the pre-
Hispanic La Llorona who drowned 
herself in the waters of the Meztliapan, 
it would also mean the death of the 



mother, a type of suicide before the 
inevitable Spanish Conquest. 
In the period of Mexico's history 

known as the colonial era, La Llorona 
continued to show her grief for the fall 
of the Aztec people and all the ancient 
peoples on the continent. The writer 
Artemio del Valle Arizpe referred to 
the respective events that occurred in 
Mexico City like this: 

"...All was quiet and shadows in 
the central plaza. There, a mysterious 
woman would kneel, facing the east, 
bent over as if kissing the ground. She 
would weep in great despair, venting her 
grief in a piercing, drawn-out wail. Then 
she would go away in silence, moving 
slowly until she reached the lake, where 
she would be lost from sight...." 

Another distinguished Mexican 
writer, Alfonso Reyes, thought it 
perhaps had to do with "all those 
obscure voices of Indian grandfathers 
wailing in our heart." 
At that time La Llorona was still hiding 
her features behind a veil as white as 
her garments. The wind would ruffle 
them as if to dramatically emphasize 
the woman's doleful state after the 
loss of so many of her children, but 
also in sympathy with her instinctive 
knowledge that those of her children 
who had survived the Conquest had lost 
their happiness. Other authors claim 
that the veiled, desperate face of the pre-
Columbian and colonial Llorona might 
have symbolized a people who had lost 
their essential character under Spanish 
domination. 

But the fact that in pre-Columbian 
times La Llorona waded into 
Lake Texcoco—east of the Great 
Tenochtitlan to drown herself, and 
that the mysterious woman turned 
—to the east and knelt as if kissing the 
ground and weeping bitterly, might 
mean an appeal for renaissance, because 
other communities, like the Totonacs, 
believed that the souls of children to be 
re-born were in the east. 

In the present day, however, 
according to the peasants in the Apam 
Lowlands, the Weeping Woman does 
show her face in her apparitions. This 
is significant because it would mean 
that the phantom woman's identity 
has changed from a symbol of despair 
to one of new hope that seeks to 
reassert itself through love. To raise 
a new opportunity for her people's 
development, La Llorona must have 
shed her role of mother to take on the 
role of lover. That is why in the story we 
mentioned first, her face is uncovered 
when she appears before the man in the 
moonlight, near the streams and ponds. 
She shows him she is beautiful and her 
smile clearly invites him to follow her 
into the shadows. 
Some researchers think this new role 
reveals not only the chance to recover 
the ancient sacred sites that water 
symbolizes, but also the essence of 
our ancient life forms by opening up 
unfathomable secrets. It would also 
imply a modern association of the pathos 
and eros* of our people. That is, the 
replacement of the ancient social and 

is 

Pathos: Greek word meaning "sickness;" Eros: Greek word meaning "love.' 
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moral burden resulting from our lost 
idiosyncrasy by the jubilation over the 
chance for a new, healthy destiny full 
of opportunities. Because the fact that 
La Llorona today wanders by streams, 
ponds and springs suggests the search 
for what previously was of a sacred 
nature. Before the Conquest such places 
were considered sacred and related to 
the water gods. 
One of the men in the Apam Lowlands 
lured by La Llorona said that, when the 
trance wore off, in the first exchange of 
looks in the twilight of the countryside, 
a soft blue thread appeared to form 
between the woman's eyes and his own. 
Gradually it grew into a sort of veil 
in which the narrator ultimately felt 
himself wrapped.... 
Around the time of the Independence 
War, a pretty song was composed and 
sung nationwide. Its name is, precisely, 
La Llorona, and it is still very popular. 
One of its more traditional verses refers 
particularly to the erotic sense we just 
mentioned: 

Hear me sigh, Llorona, 
Llorona, 
Lorona, lead me to the river, 
To see if its waters unite, 
Llorona, 
Your heart with mine. 

Something quite puzzling in our 
day and age is that the men La Llorona 
abducts wake up the next morning in 
places far removed from where they were 
last seen the night before; that is, a long 
way from where they had wandered away 

from their friends towards some stream 
or pond, with the intention of re-joining 
them or, if alone, going straight home. 
Not even on horseback or in a motor 
vehicle could the straying men have 
covered such a huge distance, which, in 
any event, their friends knew had not 
been the case. 

Asked what happened while they 
were with La Llorona, the abducted men 
remain silent, as if they had signed some 
pact with the phantom woman not to 
reveal a secret. However, their faces do 
break into more or less suggestive smiles 
of satisfaction with what possibly took 
place in the night. Those men perhaps 
hope for the chance of another abduction 
or something equally as nice in the 
future. 



-íU£^£^ *—«f <P^-'*^,^ 
References: 

Apud, Montell Garcia, Jaime, 7l)e Conquest ofMéxico-
Tenochtitlan, Fragment of a Letter Sent by Alfonso Reyes to 
Antonio Mediz Bolio in 1922 (in Rivas, "La Llorona o la... "). 

De Valle Arizpe, Artemio, Cuentos del Mexico antiguo-Historias 
de vivos y muertos. Leyendas, tradiciones y sucedidos del México 
virreinal (Tales of Ancient Mexico. Tales of the Living and the 
Dead. Legends, Traditions and Happenings in Colonial Mexico), 
Editorial Porrúa, Mexico, 1999 (en Rivas, "La Llorona o la... "), 

Garibay, Angel Ma., View of the Vanquished. Indigenous Reports 
of the Conquest (version in Náhuatl texts), UNAM, "Biblioteca 
del Estudiante Univetsitario" (University Students' Library), 
Miguel León Portilla (introducrion, selection and notes), Alberto 
Beltrán (illustrations of codices), 9th edition, Mexico, 1982. 

González Pages, Andrés, "Ranchería, in COD, para lectores de 
ojos solventes (for readers with sound eyes), Consejo Editorial del 
Gobierno del Estado de Tabasco (Tabasco State Government 
Editorial Council), Mexico, 1980. 

, "Cantata for Llorona and Organ," in Retrato caído 
(Fallen Porrrait), "Letras Mexicanas" (Mexican literature), Fondo 
de Cultura Económica, Mexico, 1981. 

8 
5 
V 

98 

Martínez Ruiz, José Luis, The Black Charro from La Noria de 
Xochimilco (Warer and Supernatural Beings in Xochimilco), 
doctoral thesis, ENAH, Mexico, s/f. 

Rivas López, Helena, 'da Llorona, or a People's Despair,' 
Razón y palabra, Primera Revista Electrónica de América Latina 
Especializada en Tópicos de Comunicación (Reason and words, 
Latin America's First Magazine Specialized in Communication; 
Topics), No. 33, June-July 2003. 



,. y ;;r&¿ 

The Whiie-wUiaeÁ Swallow 
of St. Anihony 'BalU 

From Morelia. 
Text by Andrés González Pagés. 

2005. 

ii his assignment to crush the indigenous communities of ancient Mexico, make 
them subjects of the Spanish Crown and convert 
them to Christianity, Hernán Cortés, 
leading his cavalry regiment and foot 
soldiers, abandoned his position in the Tlaltenango orchards 
and set off for the town of Tepuztlán. His 
Tlahuica friend Yoatzin, the tlatoani or lord of 
Acapantzingo, had talked to him—through 
an interpreter—about the large production 
there of gold, amate bark paper, sisal, and 
limestone. He had also told him that the 
awesome mountain peaks around the place 
were generally believed to have formed 
the cradle of the god Ce Acatl Topiltzin 
Quetzalcoátl, and that the deity was 
worshipped with special pomp in a nearby 
place called Amatlán. 

One of Cortés's soldiers, Juan Garcia, had 
brought his son with him, a boy skilled both 
in the art of horse-riding and the use of a 
sword. The brave young fellow's name was 
Felipe. 

On their descent from the Cuauhnáhuac 
ridge into the plains beside the Tepoztécatl sierra, the 
conquistador and practically his entire army were already 
anticipating the battle that would take place in Tepuztlán, £ JÉÍK* 
then in Amatlán too, were the inhabitants of the two towns 
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not to surrender immediately. Cortés 
and his men knew that was more than 
likely, given the Xochimilcas' prestige as 
warriors. And the Spaniards had already 
been hard pushed to overcome some 
groups of them in skirmishes preceding 
the siege and taking of the Great 
Tenochtitlan several months earlier. 
As they advanced, they mulled 
on the strategy they would 
adopt to avoid being 
suddenly boxed in 
the Sacred Valley 
of Tepuztlán 
between the 
mountains 
looming 
before them 
and the sierra 
to the rear. 
The natives 
called that 
distant sierra 
Ehecatépetl; 
they claimed 
it to be the 
home of lord 
Ometochtli 
Tepoztécatl, every 
bit as mythical as 
Quetzalcoátl and venerated 
as one of the pulque gods. 
The Spanish soldiers were also 
visualizing their next job: destroying 
the mountain pyramid of the idol Dos 
Conejo. Cortés already knew about its 
existence. More than anything, though, 
the white, bearded soldiers were already 
seeing in their mind's eye rhe gold jewelry 
they would get from the locals, by force if 
they didn't willingly offer it up. 

Felipe, on the other hand, had 
only one thing on his mind. And that 
was the image of Citlalli, Yoatzin's 
beautiful daughter whom he'd met in 
the Analco orchard, and with whom 
he had willingly strolled and jumped 
playfully over the stones that her father 

had ordered placed in front of the 
large cave that contained a 

shrine for local gods. Citlalli 
and Felipe had jogged 

around the circular 
bed of the canyon, 

whose northern 
end was 

ornamented 
with imposing 
hexagonal 
basaltic 
columns. 
Of course, 
the instant 
charisma 
between the 

two young 
people did 

away with any 
language barrier, 

so that they seemed 
to speak the same 

tongue. Without any 
interpreter to come between 

their mutual admiration and 
desire to be alone together, the 

two young people—in the penumbra of 
an open cave beneath enormous stone 
columns and overgrown with thick 
vegetation—had realized they were in 
love with each other. And they had 
promised to tell their respective fathers 
as soon as possible of their intention to 
marry. 
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For this reason, while the Spanish 

army advanced toward the sacred valley 
of Tepuztlán and its chatter focused on 
war and plunder, Felipe was constantly 
glancing back in the distance behind 
him. He presumed that his beloved 
would be talking at that precise moment 
with her father, the tlatoani Yoatzin, 
about their common wish to marry. 

Later, in the heat of the battle, Felipe 
decided to withdraw in order not to 
kill people who were racial brothers of 
the young woman he loved. And when 
all the soldiers made ready to show 
Cortés the jewelry snatched from their 
slaughtered victims in Tepuztlán, so that 
he could have the customary first pick 
and leave them the rest of the booty, 
Felipe confessed to his father that he had 
not taken part in murdering the Indians, 
nor in looting their corpses. An enraged 
Juan told Felipe that he would give him 
one more chance: He would split his 
own spoils in two parts and would tell 
Cortés that his son was recovering from 
a sudden chill inside an unburned hut, 
which is why he had not been present 
at the sharing of spoils. But he warned 
Felipe that he should forget about 
Citlalli forever. 

"If you insist on thinking about that 
young woman, who is distracting you 
from your obligations to me and to 
Captain Hernando Cortés, I myself 
will have to kill you, Felipe," he said, 
brandishing his sword in front of his 
son. With that, the cruel soldier went 
off to the center of the town still in 
flames to attend the caucus his captain 
customarily held after each battle. 

Felipe recalled having seen some Indian 
warriors try to ambush their attackers 
from a cave close to a small pyramid. 
He thought it must be the entrance to 
the magic route that his beloved Citlalli 
told him led underground to the Analco 
canyon, where they had made their 
pledge. The Spanish soldiers had finally 
captured those Indians and marched 
them away with their hands tied, for 
certain leaving the cave unguarded. 
Felipe headed for it, taking care not to 
be seen. 

The young man took three days 
and three nights to travel through the 
underground tunnels, full of sharp rocks 
and unexpected dangerous deep wells 
of water, but never a moment went by 
without thoughts of his love for Citlalli. 
A faint light guided him, lighting the 
way, as well as fruits that seemed to 
grow along the path and provide him 
with food. Moreover, a constant breeze 
kept him cool, helped his breathing and 
spurred him on in his effort to soon 
reach his target. 

When he was only about an hour 
away from resurfacing, Felipe clearly 
heard faint sounds of the songbirds in 
the Analco canyon, and his heart lifted. 
At the same time, he thought he heard 
the voices of Spanish soldiers in the 
intricate dark passages behind him. He 
was sure they were coming in pursuit of 
him. The voices sounded far away, but 
terribly real. 

Finally, the young man reached the 
mouth of the cave, shrouded behind the 
leaves of a huge tree shining radiantly 
in the bright moonlight. His heart beat 
faster and he felt a rush of joy like he 
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had never felt before in his life. Because 
standing there before him, looking even 
more beautiful than he remembered her 
was his love, Citlalli, waiting for him. 

After repeating their vows of 
unconditioned love for each other, 
Felipe told Citlalli first about the 
terrible armed battles in Tepuztlán 
and the equally terrible sentence he 
had received from his father. He then 
described the small miracles that had 
aided his underground journey. Finally 
he admitted that his own father was 
perhaps coming after him to carry out 
his severe sentence. The young man 
saw Citlalli's face grow sad, and he 
tried to cheer her up: 

"Don't worry, my love. My 
father won't be able to hurt 
me if you tell me where 
we can go so that he 
never finds us." 

But Citlalli moaned: 
"Oh Felipe, my master! 
Neither has my father, 
the tlatoani Yoatzin, 
consented to our union 
and his threats have been 
equally severe if I should see you 
again." 

"Well, let's run away right now, my 
love," Felipe suggested. 

"We can't, at least not right now," 
sighed Citlalli. "A band of the best 
warriors in the realm have been charged 
not to let me out of their sight. They are 
waiting for me to exit this cave—where 
they think I am praying to our gods— 
to accompany me back to my father's 
palace in the same way they did when I 
came here to wait for you." 

Only then did Felipe begin to 
understand Citlalli's intentions when 
she had spoken to him about the 
existence of the underground cave 
between the town of Tepuztlán and the 
Analco waterfall. 

"Now I see that you had already 
considered the possibility of my having 
to escape from my compatriots in 
Tepuztlán, my love, and that's why 
you told me about the magic route that 
could bring me back to you, didn't 
your 

"Yes, that's my right, my love." 
Felipe's immediate 

reaction was that it 
would be virtually 
impossible for them to 
escape his pursuers and 

Citlalli's guards, regardless 
of whether they attempted 

to now or later. The 
young woman, 
apparently reading her 
lover's mind, invited 
him to consult the 
gods of the cave. They, 

she assured him, would 
know how to prevent their being 

separated by anyone, Tlahuicas or 
Spaniards. 

Felipe felt rather apprehensive about 
relinquishing his own faith and having 
to accompany Citlalli in her prayers to 
her own gods. But he remembered the 
several marvels he had witnessed thanks 
to those gods, such as there being no 
need for an interpreter to understand 
his lover, the light that had guided him 
through the underground tunnels, and 
the fruits offered him along the way to 
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feed himself. So he doubted no more 
and knelt beside Citlalli. While praying 
to the idols in the shrine, the two lovers 
heard Spanish voices drawing closer. 
Then, the firebrands that the pursuers 
were holding to light their way came 
into view as they rounded the last bend 
in the path. 

"My father and his men are here!" 
exclaimed Felipe. 

"Yes," said Citlalli, "but could you 
hear the advice of my gods that I 
heard?" 

"I could," he admitted. "I still find 
it hard to accept, but I 
believe we have no other 
alternative." 

She looked at him 
tenderly, took his hands 
between her own and 
encouraged him with these 
daring words: 

"What do we care if we 
do not have the same form 
as we do now, if it means 
we can be together 
forever?" 

"Alright, darling," 
Felipe consented. "Go and do 
your part, and I will hide behind that 
rock while my father and his men pass 
by here. Then, when you return to new 
life, I shall run in circles, the way we 
used to do in our games, until I am 
reunited with you once more." 

The lovers kissed each other goodbye 
very lovingly, and Citlalli went out 
of the cave. By this time the Spanish 
voices, though seemingly coming from 
shadowy figures and not live bodies, 
were very audible behind her: 

"At last we're coming out of this 
horrendous cavern, my friends. Listen, 
that's the sound of the wind, and we 
can breathe more easily now." 

Felipe, hidden behind the rock, 
watched his lover slip outside the cave, 
past the shining curtain of leaves at the 
entrance. One second later, their devil 
faces illuminated by the torches they 
were carrying, his father and ten or 
twelve of his soldiers, stumbled in from 
the passage behind. 

"Here's the exit, thank goodness," 
shouted the man in the lead. 

"Let's get the hell out of here," 
shouted the next man. 

And everyone staggered out, 
without ever imagining that 
Felipe was inches away behind a 
rock, and without even noticing 
the shrine in the shadows. 

"Great!" 
"Back into daylight!" 

An hour later, Felipe 
removed the armor 
he had always worn, 
leaving only his 
traditionally Spanish 
black clothing with 

white sleeves and collar. He left his 
hideaway and peered out stealthily 
from behind the leafy tree at the cave 
entrance. He looked up to the high 
place where his lover would be waiting 
for him, to the right of the great basaltic 
hexagonal columns. There he saw 
her, even more beautiful than all the 
previous occasions, wrapped in a tunic 
of the purest white. Then the young 
man walked out towards the circle of 
stones in the canyon bed. 



Seeing him reach there, his lover 
waved to him and blew him a kiss. He 
received it in his heart, which he felt 
grow immensely. He returned her wave 
and kiss with an excited smile to match 
her own. Then a strong wind began to 
blow, whipping through their hair and 
making it dance. She raised her arms 
and threw herself down into the void. A 
paradoxically serene Felipe watched his 
lover turn into a white cascade of water 
which, on reaching the ground began 
to form a stream flowing in the natural 
course of the canyon. 

Without hesitation, he took a deep 
breath, raised his arms and dived into 
the magnificent luminous waterfall. 

No sooner had his feet left the ground 
than he became a dark bird with a 
white collar. He began to play with the 
cascade, flying in and out of the curtain 
of water time and again. 

Today, visitors to the Analco 
waterfall, which hides just the hint of 
a cave, and has changed its name to St. 
Anthony Falls (after also having been 
previously called St. Anthony Analco), 
can witness the spectacular forty-meter 
cascade, white as an indigenous bride's 
veil, while black swallows with white 
wings and collars—reminiscent of the 
ancient dress of a Spanish gentleman— 
fly ever near, and bathe contentedly in 
its water. 
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Ndareje, the Lerwia RU/er 

From the State of Mexico. 
Andrés González Pagés's version. 
2005. 

9\ ne bright morning, an eagle carrying a large snake in its mouth was spotted flying 
high above the Temascalcingo Valley, in the State of Mexico. Some local inhabitants 
of the place, called Jñatjos, who at that moment were plowing the land and gathering 
fruits, gazed up in admiration of the bird's beauty and swift flight, as well as the fighting 
strength of snake struggling in the eagle's beak. 

"What's that bird got in its beak, father?" asked a small wide-eyed boy. 
The man, transfixed by the sight, like his wife 

and child, answered: "A snake, son. 
It's not an uncommon 
sight to see, even 
if snakes possess 
a venom that can 
usually kill their 
captors fast." 

"And you should 
always keep well 
away from them if 
you come across 
them on your 
path," added his 
mother, "because 
they can kill us 
humans too with 
their poison." 

"And that one," 
added his father, "doesn 
look dead, not even 
wounded, because it is 
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"Might it not be a good snake?" the 
boy asked. 

His parents looked lovingly at him. 
Then his father, his eyes still tracking 
the flying eagle with the snake in its 
beak, said: 

"Well, if that's what you want, your 
wish might be granted." 

"But don' t even think of trying to 
find out, my son," insisted his mother, 
rather fearfully, as if guessing her son's 
intentions to play with the snake. 

"Hmmm," the boy mused. "I want it 
to be good and not hurt us." 

"Well, make that wish, son," his 
father suggested. "Perhaps it will capture 
your thoughts and show us in some way 
that it does not wish to harm us. To the 
contrary, I would have to kill it." 

"In any event," his mother insisted 
again, "don't go near this snake, if the 
eagle happens to alight here and drop it, 
nor any other snake!" 

Obviously tired from a long flight, 
the bird was gliding in increasingly 
smaller circles, until it alighted on stony 
ground near Niñi Mbate, which was, at 
that time, the small valley's name. 

Jñatjo, which as already mentioned 
was the name of the people who 
witnessed these events, means "those 
who speak or exist." Later, when they 
came to be recognized as owners of the 
region's deer, they would come to be 
known as mazahuas. The Jñatjos of this 
story were pleased the eagle had alighted 
on their soil and that the valley's other 
inhabitants, the Otomis, had not shot 
it down with their arrows. In fact, the 
word "otomf means precisely "bird 
shooters." If the Otomis in the valley 
had wanted to, they would have been 
able to shoot it down. Yet the men 
of this tribe hunting in the forest had 
also marveled at the sight of the eagle 
carrying a strange snake that seemed 
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more alive than if it were in 
complete freedom. 

"Wait, brother!" said the 
chief hunter to another, who 
had already drawn his bow, 
with his arrow pointing at the 
bird. That live snake in the 
eagle's beak may be a portent 
we should respect. 

The bird alighted on a 
nearby rock. The snake, which 
was in fact alive, remained tense 
instead of twisting as if in its 
last throes of life or as if trying to 
escape its predator. Exactly as the 
Otomi hunter had supposed, bird 
and snake appeared to have some sort 
of agreement. This was not the normal 
situation where eagles eat snakes. Both 
the Jñatjos and the Otomis noticed 
that the eagle—tired from a long 
flight—fell asleep on the large rock it 
had chosen to perch on. The snake, i 
visibly a powerful rattlesnake, took 
advantage of the fact to slither out 
of the eagle's beak down onto the 
ground and away in the opposite 
direction from the human tribes 
watching it. 

"Look, mama," cried the Jñatjo boy. 
"It doesn't want to attack us, nor the 
Otomis. It's a good snake." 

The snake slid along the flat ground in 
the usual manner of reptiles, but in more 
pronounced curves. In the bright sunlight, 
the increasingly wider twisting tracks the 
snake left as it moved through the valley 
shone like water. And soon enough the 
Jñatjos and Otomis were able to verify that 
they actually were water. 

"The snake's trail 
is now a river! It's the 

omen we were waiting 
for when we saw that the 
snake was neither dead 
nor injured in the eagle's 
beak," declared the Otomi 
chief, marveling at the 
suddenly vigorous stream 

v of water. 
"It's the miracle you 

wanted to happen, my son, 
by wishing it could be a good 

snake," the Jñatjo father said in 
a loud voice, so that members of 

the Otomi tribe would overhear 
him. 

"Hey you, chief of the Jñatjos, do 
you mean to say you think the snake 

turned into water for you people?" 
asked the Otomi chief disbelievingly. 

"That's exactly what I'm telling you 
and your tribe," replied the boy's father 
emphatically though not aggressively. 
"But from what we heard you say when 
you noticed the snake was neither 
dead nor wounded in the eagle's 
beak, you also obviously believe that 
the miracle was intended for you." 

The two chiefs realized that the 
snake had not chosen either one 

of the two tribes in particular, 
but had wished them both 
to be the beneficiaries of its 
essence turned into water. 

"Let's share this river, 
then, my friend," said the 
Otomi. 

"So be it, my friend," 
agreed the Jñatjo. 
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The two tribes first gave thanks to the 
sleeping eagle, which in the meantime 
had turned into a hill, for its gift of the 
rattlesnake. They offered up sacrifices 
of fruits and animals. They also showed 
their gratitude in the same manner to 
the rattlesnake for its transmutation to 
benefit the population of Niñi Mbate. 

After these sacrifices on the river 
bank, which had soon become filled 
with rich vegetation and many species 
of song birds, the Jñatjos and the 
Otomis brought all their belongings 
from where they used to be, to erect 
their cities beside that river, which 
they called Ndareje. The soil along the 
embankment was more fertile than any 
that the earlier populations had ever 
seen, so the two communities prospered 
from working hard, exchanging 
their products and living together 
harmoniously. 

Behind this landscape, the hill that 
had once been an eagle grew slowly into 
a mountain, which local inhabitants 
today call Ndaxini. This name means 
"eagle head," because the bird that 
brought good fortune from the sky 
is believed to still be asleep inside the 
mountain. 

Today, the children and 
grandchildren of those who witnessed 
the miracle continue to express their 
gratitude in offerings of flowers, grain, 
and fruits, both to the mountain and 
the river, whose present-day name is the 
Lerma River. 
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Martiia 
From Campeche 
Justo Sierra Méndez's version 
Adaptation by Andrés González Pages. 
2005. 

¡3 n a village on the southwest coast of Campeche, near the state capital, lived a 16-
year-old girl called Marina. She was slim and graceful as a palm tree, her hair jet black, 
eyes like sparkling sapphires, her lips red and moist. Her skin, bronzed by the wind 
in that region, looked, nonetheless, softer than silk. Marina's beauty outshone the 
shimmering lights and fragrant flowers that nature bestowed on this part of southeast 
Mexico. 

Yet, despite all these attributes, which would 
have made most young ladies of her 
age happy, Marina was a sad girl. 
This story explains why: 

During the last San 
Román festival, when 
homage is paid 
annually to the black 
Christ who watches 
over the local sailors, 
the fair-skinned son 
of the captain with 
whom the girl's father 
worked had assured 
Marina's many other 
suitors that he would be the 
one to win her. And he had 
assured her too that he would 
marry her, so Marina felt she 
knew what happiness was. 

Floating on cloud nine 
with the ardent young 
man's marriage proposal, 
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she responded with equally loving 
words. Then she watched her beloved 
set out to sea and waited for his prompt 
return. But, like an ill omen, his return 
was a long time coming. Weeks passed. 
Months passed, and her ostensible initial 
rapture sank into tearful melancholy. 
Some of the village women knew about 
Marina's drama; others merely guessed. 

"The poor girl is in love," they all said, 
because women are never wrong about 
diagnosing love sickness. 

Now, another young man, Ramón, 
skipper of the boat Rafaela, a good lad 
and friend of Marina and her father, had 
always nurtured the hope of marrying 
her himself. So his initial frustration was 
now compounded by disgust at seeing her 
suffer over the absence of her unreliable 
suitor. But respectful of her predicament, 
he decided to abstain from asking for her 
hand. It also hurt Marina's father to see 
her so depressed. He even feared for her 
health, for her skin was slowly taking on 
the pearly shade of wax flowers. 

Every afternoon, facing the dying 
sun, her eyes thick with tears, the young 
woman would sing this song which a 
poet had composed for her: 

/ am Marina, flower of the shore; 
my lips are of honey and coral. 
Fishermen, be sure to have 
white garlands of flowers 
when the nuptial cortege passes. 
I am mother-of-pearl, swaying 
in the breeze gently to and fro. 
Sailor of my heart, I await you. 
Let me not weep, o come, cornel 

The waves, like a bird which has 
been taught a refrain, echoed "Come... 
Come!" 

And Marina, amazed at this homage 
from the immense sea, would smile 
melancholically, then withdraw and not 
return until the following afternoon. As 
she walked away from the pier, grateful to 
the sympathetic waves, she would glance 
at them, then the horizon, and repeat: 

"Come! Come!" 
Finally, one afternoon, a white blob 

appeared in the direction of the harbor. 
At first it looked like a heron, but soon 
turned out to be a boat's sail. Marina 
remembered it well and was quickly able 
to distinguish it as her lover's vessel. As 
soon as he stepped ashore Marina heard 
again from his lips the ardent words of 
love she had so longed to hear. When he 
saw Marina's undiminished passion, he 
was able to seduce her. Only after the act 
did he inform her that they would never 
see each other again. He kissed her foot 
before departing, and the waves echoed 
his cruel words of farewell: 

"I'll always remember you, Marina." 
This time she spilled no tears, not a 

single one. But the expression on her face 
was that of a woman about to lose her 
mind. Her beloved's boat disappeared 
forever over the horizon, and the girl 
lay down on the sand to remain there 
motionless, as if she had died. 

Menacingly, the sea appeared to 
want to claim her for itself. Minute by 
minute the waves crept closer and closer, 
right up to the tip of Marina's braids, 
leaving its imprint upon them in drops 
of crystal. Her father found her this way, 
her body soaked, yet burning with fever. 
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Hours later, prostrate on her bed and still 
consumed by love's betrayal, she grew 
delirious. 

That was when her father heard about 
what had occurred before the supposed 
suitor had departed. At daybreak he went 
to the pier, untied his boat and rowed 
to the harbor to talk with the young 
seducer's father. The latter, his former 
boss, received him with a smile, which 
faded the moment old Felipe told him 
what had happened. He immediately 
turned a deaf ear to complaints and said 
very cynically: 

"Don't worry, my old friend. 
Knowing that my son was only lightly 
amusing himself in his intentions 
towards your daughter, to remedy this 
impossible situation I've sent him away 
to study in Barcelona, in Spain. He left 
on the ship that set sail from Campeche 
yesterday." 

Back again at the village pier, a 
dejected Felipe was still sitting in his 
boat when Ramón quietly rowed up 
alongside him. The young girl's father 
poured out his heart and both men wept 
together; one, tears of desperation; the 
other, tears of anger. 

"And how is Marina taking it?" 
Ramón finally asked, dragging his eyes 
away from the horizon. 

"At daybreak this morning her fever 
had dropped a little," answered Felipe, 
"and her eyes looked brighter." 

"Don Felipe," said Ramón firmly, "I 
wish to take Marina as my wife and give 
her my name, which is an honorable 
one. Right now, depending, of course, 
on her answer, I am asking you to grant 
me her hand in marriage." 

Visibly moved, Marina's father said: 
"I admire your nobility, my son, which 
is of great comfort to me in this dreadful 
situation. But consider the fact that she 
might now be carrying the bastard child 
of the miserable wretch who seduced 
her." 

"I will also give my name to that poor 
innocent child, if that were to be the 
case and Marina accepts me," replied the 
young skipper, rising to his feet to make 
the sea a witness. 

Marina's father, fearful that malicious 
gossip might prevent the couple's 
happiness if his daughter consented, told 
Ramón he had some savings they could 
use to move to another city where they 
weren't known. 

As soon as Ramón heard Marina was 
well again, he showed up at the house 
where she and her father had been living 
since Felipe's wife, and her mother, had 
died. Marina was sitting at the window, 
on a decrepit leather chair. She saw 
Ramón coming through the gate, and 
realized why he was coming, as any 
woman in similar circumstances would. 
Putting mind over matter, she was able 
to change her expression from pain to 
tenderness. 

"Marina," said the young skipper when 
he reached her side. "I know everything, 
and I want you to please listen to what I 
have to say." 

"Tell me whatever you wish, Ramón. 
We have always been such good friends," 
she answered sweetly. 

"I want to ask you to be my wife." 
"Ramón, my dear friend, you don't 

deserve this." 



"Life at your side is the greatest 
treasure I could or ever would aspire to in 
my life, Marina." 

"How good you are! How much to be 
admired, but I...." 
Without allowing her to finish, the young 
boatman whispered in her ear possibly 
what her father had offered that morning. 
Because, with another tender smile, she 
gave him a long look and whispered: 

"Thank you, Ramón." She took his 
hand between hers and kissed it. No 
longer able to contain the emotion 
bottled up inside for so many days, she 
wept freely. 

"Thank you, Ramón," she repeated. 
Her expression was one of admiration 
and gratitude. 

"I'm the one who is grateful for this 
immense happiness, my love," he said, 
kissing her hands, his eyes also filled with 
tears. 

With the day fixed for the wedding, 
Ramón gave his bride-to-be the virginity 
veil which a wedding couple must 
customarily place over their heads. 
Naturally, Marina refused to wear it 
during the ceremony, albeit gently so as 
not to offend her future husband. But 
Ramón was so insistent, even kneeling 
to plead with her to do so, that she too 
knelt for a long time before the statue 
of the Virgin she had inherited from 
her mother. Finally, pale but serene, she 
agreed. 

"Alright, Ramón, I will wear it only 
because you wish me to." 

After the wedding, the whole 
community attended the reception and 
dance that Felipe hosted in his house. 

As the sun was setting, the girls began 
singing the song of another of the 
region's poets: 

Go down to the shore, my sweet child; 
fine pearls shall I seek for you, 
while the lazy waters envelop 
your dainty white foot 
with sparkling crystals. 

Marina stepped down from the 
house's small jetty onto the beach. As 
was her custom, she took off her shoes 
and began dabbling her feet in the 
waves. She felt pure ecstasy. Her eyes 
strayed momentarily to the horizon, 
then focused, as if transfixed, on the 
harbor, in the exact same sequence as 
when she had seen her seducer for the 
last time. 

A white heron appeared on the 
horizon, which soon turned out to be 
the sail of a boat coming full speed 
toward Marina. A youth leapt ashore 
from it: the gallant fair-skinned youth 
she had seen for the first time at the 
festival for the black Christ of San 
Román. Marina held out her arms to 
him singing: 

Sailor, 
sailor of my heart, I await you; 
let me not weep, o come, come— 

Inside the house, the girls formed a 
circle around Ramón, singing: 

The sweet child went down atremble; 
in the water she dipped her dainty white 
foot.... 
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Almost as if those words had sounded 
an alarm, the bridegroom cried out at 
the top of his voice, his eyes darting 
everywhere: 

"Marina! Where are you? Has anyone 
seen my wife?" 

"I saw her slip out towards the jetty," 
said one of the guests. 

Feeling a bad premonition sweep over 
him, Ramón rushed outside to the jetty. 
It was deserted. He raced down to the 
beach, with all the guests, including the 
anguished father, hot on his heels. 

"Marina, Marina!" called the different 

Suddenly they all noticed, floating 
on the waves, the white veil Marina had 
worn on her head during the wedding 
ceremony. And they knew the sea had 
taken her. 

"Marina, forgive me," cried Ramón, 
covering his face with his hands. 

Today, in our time, and so long since 
those events happened, every year the 
sea forms a slight whirlpool at the same 
site. And for an instant, Marina's foamy 
lace veil appears to be floating on it. 

voices. 

8 
3 
V 

114 

References 

Sierra Méndez, Justo, "Marina", Legends of Campeche, in 
José Rogelio Alvarez (comp.), Leyendas mexicanas (Mexican 
Legends), 1, Editorial Everest, S. A., 



- - . ^ - : : - ; : 

Ponchan, 
OAÍA XUAAAJVCKOK* 

From Chiapas. 
Andrés González Pagés's version. 

2005. 

he Sumidero Canyon is a 12-million-year-old geological 
fault which was declared a national park by presidential decree 
on December 4, 1980. Located northwest of Tuxtla Gutiérrez, 
the Chiapas state capital, the colossal park runs the 22-km 
length of the Grijalva River flowing through the bottom of the 
Canyon, while its width varies from two hundred meters at 
the water level to two kilometers at the top. After the Manuel 
Moreno Torres dam—better known as Chicoasén—was 
built on it, with the resultant increase in the water level, the 
maximum height of the Canyon's natural walls is 800 m, 
which makes for micro environments with climates that 
differ from the general one in the region. The Sumidero's 
total area is 21,789 hectares. 

This canyon can be reached by road, 23 kilometers 
from Tuxtla. It has five miradors, whose names, as one 
climbs up into the mountains, are: La Ceiba, La Coyota, 
El Tepehuaje, El Roblar, and Los Chiapa. From several 
of these miradors the viewer can appreciate the 
geological strata in the canyon walls. The last of 
the miradors, at the highest point, on the peak 
called Tepetchia, also has a restaurant that serves 
regional foods and drinks. 

The river tour through the bottom of the 
canyon leaves from the Chiapa de Corzo dock, 15 
km from Tuxtla, or from the Cahuaré Island resort 
just 7 km from Tuxtla. The tour lasts two and a 
half hours and shows visitors natural attractions 
like the Cave of Man, Cave of Silence, the Great 
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Bend, Great Falls, the Castle, the Silver 
Cordon, Christmas Tree Falls, the 
Garden and the Muñiz Canyon; and, 
finally, the majestic Manuel Moreno 
Torres hydroelectric dam (or Chicoasén). 
Besides Tuxtla, it supplies electricity 
to several other cities in Chiapas, the 
port of Veracruz, and central Mexico, 
with a connection to the La Angostura 
hydroelectric center, also in Chiapas. 

A cultural site of both national and 
international repute is the Manuel 
Alvarez del Toro Zoo (ZOOMAT) 
on the road from Tuxtla to the dam. 
Exhibiting fauna exclusively of this 
region, the zoo is rated one of the best 
in Hispanic America because the animal 
enclosures are natural and identical to 
the original habitat of each individual 
species. 

The vegetation in the Sumidero 
Canyon is either stunted or average-
growth forest, rich in pine, oaks and 
pasturelands. It is home to many 
animals of the neo-tropical kind, such 
as the brown pelican, the yellow-necked 
toucan, white heron, great curassow, 
spider monkey and anteater. Most 
Mexican bird species can also be found 
here, not to mention a few crocodiles. 

The Sumidero is the second most 
visited site in Chiapas, after the 
archaeological ruins in Palenque. In 
"high" season, that is, during vacation 
time, approximately one thousand 
people tour it every day, either by boat 
or overland to the top. 

In the early 1970s, a researcher by 
the name of Calixta Guiteras Holmes 
visited the state of Chiapas to collect 
information about its problems. She was 

able to talk with a Tzotzil man called 
Manuel from the Chenalhó lagoon in 
the hills, who related his thoughts 
—now well-documented—about a 
problem the Sumidero is facing. We 
will take a detailed look at this in the 
following paragraphs and reproduce 
the opinions of other people later 
interviewed by different media. 

Before the Grijalva River traverses the 
Tabasco state plateau, then out into the 
Gulf of Mexico, it flows through this 
beautiful canyon we have been talking 
about. On its journey through the 
canyon it passes through 14 boroughs 
which have for years dumped their 
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waste into the river. The population 
of just five of those boroughs—Tuxtla 
Gutiérrez, Chiapa de Corzo, Berriozábal, 
Acala, and Chicoasén—amounts to 
more than half a million people. In total, 
180 communities and districts in the 
state are involved in this problem. They 
all throw their garbage every day into the 
river that flows through the Sumidero 
Canyon. 

This garbage accumulates particularly 
at a point known as "El tapón" (the 
bottleneck), and especially in the months 
of September and October when the 
rains are heavier. "It's the part where the 
river narrows," said biologist Jerónimo 
Domínguez of the Natural History 
Institute. "And that's where everything 
from plants, floating flora, water lilies, 
logs, and wood that has been chopped 
or naturally broken away from trees 
accumulates; not to mention plastic 
garbage, cans, and metals." "The 
trash plug is as much as long as 120 
meters. The authorities and citizens who 
help in the cleanup take up to half an 
hour or forty minutes to cross it," said 
Sergio, a skipper on one of the tourist 
boats. "Visitors tell us that a better name 
for the Sumidero Canyon these days 
would be dumpster canyon." 

Adding to this headache, hundreds 
of small tributaries join the Grijalva 
on its way through the Canyon. And 
in Berriozábal, for example, a borough 
close to Tuxtla Gutiérrez, the streams are 
polluted. "As a general rule, everybody 
throws their trash in them, and that's 
where it stays," said Antonio Centeno, 
an inhabitant of Berriozábal. "These 
streams that flow into the Canyon have 

become real garbage dumps. Look 
what we found: part of an automobile 
chassis." Even dead animals are often 
found there. 

The reader should also know that 
on August 12, 2005, the newspaper 
Infosel Financiero of Tuxtla Gutiérrez 
wrote that "workers at the National 
Commission of Protected Nature 
Reserves (CONANP) and the Chiapas 
Ministry of Tourism remove some 12 
tons of garbage from the river every 
day... and even then can't manage to 
clear all of it." In the annual cleanup 
campaign more than sixty thousand 
tons of trash are collected. But the 
problem reappears year after year and 
gets steadily worse, as we already said, in 
the rainy season. 

At the entrance to the Canyon, 
hidden among the trees, are the remains 
of a Chiapanec ceremonial center, 
possibly dedicated to Mandanda, the 
deity the Tzotzils still recognize as the 
goddess of water. Perhaps members 
of this ethnic group believe she still 
oversees both the development and 
tribulations of the Sumidero. This 
great geological wonder appears on the 
Chiapas coat of arms to commemorate 
the decisive battle fought there between 
Spaniards and Chiapanecs during 
the Conquest. The following legend 
originated from that battle: 

Soon after the invaders arrived, the 
people of Chiapas rebelled and refused 
to pay them the taxes they demanded. 
To subject them, the Spanish organized 
an armed expedition led by Captain 
Diego de Mazariegos. It marched off in 
January 1527, following the same route 
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that Luis Marín, the region's discoverer, 
had undertaken earlier. The expedition 
passed by Quechula, continued on to 
the left bank of the river, and reached 
Usumalpa (today San Fernando). From 
there it proceeded along the Tamasolapa 
road to Tochtla (today Tuxtla 
Gutiérrez), where the troops camped. 
The following day, within sight of 
Soctón, city of the Chiapas, Mazariegos 
spoke with its warriors through an 
interpreter, inviting them to peace and 
obedience to the king of Spain. 

"Look, I 'm offering you peace with 
weapons in my hand and after defeating 
you in more than two confrontations, 
so that you will believe my proposition 
stems from the respect you have instilled 
in me. I am convinced that no glory 
can result from fire, destruction and 
inhumanities. In making you this offer, 
I care little whether you attribute the 
reason for what is no less than my 
charitable, humanitarian generosity, or 
to a weakness on my part." 

The Chiapas responded with whistles, 
name-calling and stone-throwing, 
and moved back behind the rocks 
and crags, willing to fight. Both sides 
fought bravely and courageously. The 
Chiapas fought like enraged lions, says 
Remesal, "until they could no longer lift 
their arms." Finally, seeing they were 
defeated, they threw themselves from 
the highest peak with their women and 
children, in a heroic way out. 

"We shall never surrender, white 
| men. We shall all die before you ravage 

our families!" shouted the king of that 
•^ Mayan community from the summit to 
I the Spanish soldiers in hot pursuit. This 
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relative victory of the conquistadors 
motivated King Carlos V of Spain to 
grant the provincial capital, today San 
Cristóbal, the coat of arms that now 
belongs to the whole state. 

But let's pass the microphone back 
to researcher Calixta Guiteras Holmes, 
whom we mentioned above. O n the 
subject of the river pollution, she asked 
the same Tzotzil called Manuel what 
kind of animal the popchón was (as the 
Tzotzils call it) that sometimes blocks 
the flow in the region's rivers. 

Manuel said that it was a snake. He 
also said: 

"Magdalena's x'Ob killed the popchón; 
she is a pretty girl, and a virgin because 
she's the Soul of corn. But there's 
another spirit: the xulubchón, a horned 
snake; it's the one that's in the water; it 
drags rocks and trees into the river. It 
changes the river's course. When I was a 
small boy, I used to bathe in one place, 
but the xulubchón gradually changed 
the course of the river. Now we have to 
bathe somewhere else." 

In the Berriozábal borough, in the 
stream referred to as the "Witch's Well," 
youngsters want to bathe in clean water, 
so they take sanitary measures, even 
if the surroundings are anything but 
sanitary. "We kids simply decide all 
together," commented Joaquin, a local 
youth, to his interviewers, "and we go 
work on the well so that it's clean; if 
there's any garbage there, we remove it." 

"Pollution of the Sumidero is a 
permanent problem," sighed Odetta 
Cervantes Bieletto, assistant director 
of the CONANP ' s Chiapas National 
Parks Service, "because we Mexicans 
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have a bad habit of throwing garbage 
anywhere. The solution is not more and 
more cleanups, but to stop rubbishing 
in the first place. The people in all those 
communities and districts simply must 
not dispose of their garbage in this 
manner." 
The cleanup job in the Sumidero Canyon 
is non-stop during the rainy season, and 
participants include not only workers 
from the CONANP and the Ministry of 
Tourism, but from the boatmen's co-op 
and numerous volunteers. 

According to data put out by the 
Ministry of Tourism, in 2001 they 

extracted from the Canyon 4,400 tons 
of wood, 905 tons of water lilies and 
16,500 plastic bags of trash. In 2002, 
they extracted 2,985 tons of wood, 246 
tons of water lilies, 295 tons of other 
materials and 13,726 plastic bags of 
trash. 

That waste used to be taken to 
the dump, but since 2003, when 
the National Sumidero Canyon 
Park came under the administration 
of the CONANP, all plastics have 
been recycled and wood delivered 
to the communities to try to reduce 
deforestation on the mountainsides. 
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*Not a legend in the strict sense of the word, this text shows a 
situation that is ripe for the creation of a new legend in our own 
time. The main objective, of course, is to raise an awareness for 
environmental conservation. 
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