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The Story of Our Lady of Guadalupe

The story of the Apparition of Our Lady of Guadalupe according to Virgilio Elizondo, as quoted in Our Lady of Guadalupe, Faith and Empowerment among Mexican-American Women by Jeanette Rodriguez, pp. 31-36.

Early in the morning of Saturday, December 9, 1531, Juan Diego, a Christian Indian of middle age, was walking to early Mass at Tlatelolco. Suddenly Juan heard very beautiful music. He believed that he was either dreaming or in paradise.

He stopped, looked around, and tried to discover where the music was coming from. He heard a soft voice saying, “Juanito, Juan Dieguito.” Without even noticing what he was doing, he began walking up a nearby hillside towards the direction of the call.

When he came to the top of the hill, he saw a lady of glowing beauty. Her dress radiated like the sun and her face had an expression of love and compassion. She said to him, “Juanito, the smallest children, where are you going?” He responded, My dear child,  I have to go to your house of Mexico, Tlatelolco, to hear about the divine things which are given and taught to us by our priests, the delegates of Our Lord.”

She then spoke to him and made known her will: “Know and understand, you the dearest of my children, that I am the ever holy Virgin Mary, Mother of the true God through whom one lives, Mother of the Creator of heaven and earth.

“I have a living desire that there be built a temple, so that in it I can show and give forth all my love, compassion, help, and defense, because I am your loving mother: to you, all who are with you, to all the inhabitants of this land and to all who love me, call upon me, and trust in me. I will hear their lamentations and will remedy all their miseries, pains and sufferings.

“To bring about what my mercy intends, go to the palace of the bishop and tell him how I have sent you to manifest to him what I very much desire, that here on this site below the hill, a temple be built to me.” Immediately, he made an inclination, and said to her: “My lady, I am already on the way to fulfill your mandate.”

Juan Diego went quickly to the palace of the Spanish bishop. After a long wait, he was able to see the bishop and gave him the message of the Lady. The bishop was kind to him, but told him to return on another day when he could slowly hear his entire story from beginning to end. Juan Diego left in great sadness because he had failed in his mission.

He went directly on to the top of the hill where he had spoken with the lady, and seeing her, said: “My dear child, I went where you sent me to fulfill your mandate. It was with great difficulty that I entered the room of the bishop. I gave him your message, just as you had told me to do. He received my kindly and he heard me attentively, but he did not believe as true what I told him. He told me to come again and he would hear me out slowly. My dear Lady, I understood perfectly well in the way in which he responded that he believes that perhaps it is an invention of mine that you want them to build a temple here. This I beg you, entrust your mission to one of the important persons who is well known, respected, and esteemed so that they may believe him. You know that I am nobody, a nothing, a coward, a pile of old sticks, just like a bunch of leaves. I am nothing. You have sent me to walk in places where I do not belong. Forgive me and please do not be angry with me, my lady and mistress.”

The lady answered him, “Listen, my son, the smallest of my children, I want you to understand that I have many servants and messengers to whom I can entrust this message, but in every aspect it is precisely my desire that you seek help so that with your mediation, my wish will be fulfilled. I beg you with great insistence, my son, the smallest of my children, and I sternly command you, once again, to go tomorrow to see the bishop. Greet him in my name and make known my will to him that he must begin work on the temple which I am asking for. And once again that I personally, the ever holy Virgin Mary, Mother of God, send you.”

Juan Diego responded: “My dear Lady, I will gladly go to fulfill your mandate. I will go to do your will. They probably will not listen to me, or if they listen, they will probably not believe me. But in any case, I will return tomorrow afternoon to report to you.”

The next day he went from his home to Tlatelolco to the palace of the bishop. Once again it was with great difficulty that he was able to gain an audience with the bishop. This time the bishop asked him many question-where he saw her, what did she look like, etc.-but he answered the bishop perfectly. He explained with the greatest precision about her figure and everything which he had admired; nevertheless, the bishop did not believe him and told him that his word was not sufficient evidence, that he needed some sign to believe that it was truly the heavenly Lady who was sending him.

Without hesitation, Juan Diego responded: Tell me what is the sign that you are asking for, so that I may go and ask the Lady for it.”

The bishop, seeing that he was not disturbed in the slightest, and that it did not change his story in any way, dismissed him, but he immediately sent some of his household to follow him to see where he was going and with whom he was speaking. They started out after him. He went directly to the hill of Tepeyac but when he arrived, they lost track of him. They tried to find him, but they could not and returned to the bishop tired and angered. They begged the bishop not to believe him because he was obviously just inventing stories.

In the meantime, Juan Diego was already with the Virgin telling her the response of the bishop. Having heard the response, the Lady said to him, “Very well, my son, you will return here tomorrow so that you may take to the bishop the sign which he has asked for. With that, he will believe you and will have no further doubts; and know well, my beloved son, that I will repay you for your care, work and fatigue which you have done on my account. Go and I will await you here tomorrow.”

The next day, when Juan Diego was supposed to take the sign so that me might be believed, he did not return. When he had arrived home the previous day, he had discovered his uncle, Juan Bernadino, gravely ill. Juan Diego spent the day searching for a medical person to assist this uncle. Having failed to do so, he promised his uncle that early in the morning he would to Tlatelolco to call one of the priests to confess him and prepare him for death, because it was evident that it was time for Juan Bernardino to die and that he would not get up from his bed to regain his health.

Very early on the morning of Tuesday, December 12, 1531, Juan Diego rushed to Tlatelolco to get the priest. When he came near the hill of Tepeyac, he thought to himself that it was better not to stop because the Lady might see him and stop him. He did not want to displease her, but he did have to rush to get the priest for his dying uncle. As he was going by the other side of the hill, in order to avoid her, he saw the Lady coming down from the top of the hill, and coming to him, she said: What is happening, my son, the smallest of my children? Where are you going? 

He became very embarrassed and greeting her, said, “My dear Lady, I hope you are happy; I am going to cause you some affliction. I want you to know that my uncle is ready to die. Now I am rushing to your house of Mexico to call one of the beloved priests of our Lord to go and confess him and prepare him for death. As soon as I have taken care of this, I will return here so that I may take your message. Forgive me, I am not lying to you. I will come first thing tomorrow.”

The Virgin answered him: “Hear me, my son, that which scares you and causes you anguish is nothing; do not let your heart e troubled, do not be afraid of that sickness. Am I not who is your Mother? Your uncle will not die of this sickness; be assured that he is healthy.” Juan was greatly consoled and very happy. Then the Virgin told him to go to the top of the hill where he would find various flowers. She told him to cut and gather the flowers and bring them to her. He obeyed immediately and when he arrived at the top, he was astounded to discover numerous exquisite roses of Castille, especially since it was long before their normal time. They had a beautiful aroma and were covered with the morning dew. He immediately cut them and returned to the Lady with the roses. She took them into her hands and rearranged them in his tilma. She then said, “My son, the smallest of my children, this diversity of roses is the proof and sign that you will take to the bishop. You will tell him in my name that he is to see my will in this and he must fulfill it. You are my ambassador and most worthy of trust. I rigorously command you to unfold your mantle only in the presence of the bishop and to show him what you have with you. You are to tell everything. You will say that I told you to go to the top of the hill to cut the flowers, and tell him everything that you saw and admired, so that you may convince the prelate to give his help in building a temple that I have asked for.”

Immediately after receiving his instructions for the Lady, he set out without haste to the house of the bishop. He was happy and had no doubt that this time he would be believed. 

When he arrived at the palace of the bishop, the servants of the bishop came out to see him, but none of them wanted to listen to him. They acted as if he were not there. But seeing that he would not go away, that he simply stayed patiently in his place, the servants decided that they had better inform the bishop. Soon the strong aroma of the roses began to spread and the servants were able to get a few glimpses of what he had with him. They were surprised to see roses of various kinds and of great beauty, and at first tried to take them from him, but he held on all the more. They finally went to tell the bishop what they had seen and that it would be good to see the Indian.

The bishop became very excited, for he sensed that this was the sign that he had been asking for. He immediately asked for Juan Diego to be shown into his study. As soon Juan Diego came in, he made his reverence to the bishop and began to tell him once again everything that he had seen and admired and also the message of the Lady. He said: “Sir, I did what you ordered me to do, to go and tell my Lady, the Lady of Heaven, Holy Mary, precious Mother of God, that you asked for a sign in order to believe me, that you are to build a temple on the site that she is asking for. Furthermore, I told her that I had given you my word that I would bring you a sign and proof of her will. She accepted your request and kindly produced what you asked for, a sign and proof so that her will may be fulfilled.

“Today, very early in the morning, she once again ordered me to come and see you. I asked her for the sign so that you might believe me, as she had told me that she would do. And at that moment she produced the sign. She sent me to the top of the hill, where I had to seen her before, to cut the roses of Castille. After I had cut them, I came back down to the bottom of the hill where she took them into her hands, rearranged them, and put them into my mantle so that I might personally bring them to you.

“Even though I was well aware that the top of the hill was no place for flowers, because there are only cactus, mesquites, and other kind of wild brush, I did not doubt. When I went to the top of the hill, I saw that I was in paradise with all the varieties of roses of Castille, shining with the morning dew. She told me why I was to give them to you. That is what I am doing now so that in them you may see the sign which you have asked for and thus you will fulfill her will; also that the trustfulness of my word may be evident. Here they are; accept them.”

As he unfolded his tilma, all the roses dropped to the floor and as they did the precious image of the always Holy Virgin Mary, Mother of God, appeared on the tilma in the presence of the bishop, his household, the image, which has defied time and scientists, and appears just as beautiful today as on December 12, 1531. The same tilma is in the temple built in her honor in Tepeyac, called Guadalupe. As she appeared in their presence on the tilma, they were amazed and fell to their knees. They greatly admired the image and showed by their actions that they truly saw her in their minds an in their hearts. 
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