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	Prologue: Origin of La Calaca

	 

	 

	"From my rotting body, flowers shall grow and I am in them and that is eternity."

	- Edvard Munch
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	Hello there, my name is Mictecacihuatl. It's kind of a mouth full so you can call me Mic for short. Everyone does, but I have been called many names in my time: La Catrina, La Calaca or even just Death. In some cultures, I have been worshipped as a goddess but mostly I’m just a Fairer, a caretaker for souls. There are other Death Angels but I am the sole ruler of death for both my domain and people, anyone of Aztec origin. When they die, they go to Mictlan to spend eternity. 

	The way humans dress up and put makeup on these days is, in a way, a symbol of who I am. My entire body was covered in ink, black to shade my skin and white to make me look like a skeleton from head to toe. Although in the beginning, our clothes were of that time, as civilization advanced on earth, so did we in Mictlan. The entire land was built era on top of each era that had passed since the beginning of time. I have been pleased with the way the souls of my people have been able to adapt to the changes that come every few decades now.

	During Halloween, the veil between the living and the dead becomes thin, and by midnight the gates of Mictlan open. First, the souls of the children are allowed to return to their families. After they return back to Mictlan by midnight of El Dia de los Inocentes, the adults take their turn back with their families for All Souls Day.

	These three days are the most stressful, yet heartwarming, moments I get to experience in my existence. From the moment the gates of Mictlan open up at midnight on Halloween, I observe in my realm the happy reunions and time humans spend with the souls of their loved ones that have left. The souls are forever tethered to me. I can feel if they ever feel a hesitation about not coming back.

	To leave them on earth would prove disastrous for them. Soul Eaters lurk in the human realm searching for a lost soul to devour. To protect them, each soul of Mictlan is accompanied by their spirit animal as they wander back to their loved ones, enabling them to spend their time back home without any worries or issues.

	Loved ones that still live make ofrendas and light paths to guide the spirits back to their homes. The four elements- fire, earth, wind, and water are required of every offering. They spend all day Halloween preparing various fruits and dishes, setting up their ofrendas.

	Salt not only shows purification but encircles the altar and pathway. Multiple tiers hold each of the different offerings to the souls of their loved ones. Of the element earth, crops are the representation. The aroma of the fresh harvest feeds the souls; birds feast on the scratch and seeds left on the altar. Tissue paper is often the object representing the wind. It’s paper thin and lightweight, easily swaying in the breeze. The Papel Picado, or tissue paper as some humans call it, is cut into the shape of butterflies and other symbolic icons such as sugar skulls and flowers.

	Pitchers of water sit beside empty glasses so souls can quench their thirst after the long journey from Mictlan. Of course, lit candles would come to represent fire, although some families build small fires as well in either pits in the ground or fire places. Copal, also known as incense, burns to guide the souls, purifying them after their journey home. Eccentric rugs are freshly made every year and placed on the ground at the foot of the ofrenda for the souls to sit and rest on when they arrive.

	The most symbolic feature that is well known are the marigolds that are weaved and placed on the pathway to the altar for the soul’s final journey into the homes. It is said that whenever a soul may become lost, that the scent of the marigolds will guide, or rather lure, them back to the path or an altar that their loved ones have prepared for them. When the souls return back to Mictlan, butterflies flock throughout the villages assuring the families that their loved ones made it back to the Underworld safely.

	Every day in Mictlan is Dia de los Muertos and the bridge between the living and the dead is always covered in marigolds. We have candle makers that keep our city lit every night and we feast as one giant family daily. The souls are happy and at peace here in Mictlan. Their spirit animals always keep watch to protect the realm.

	What about me, you ask? What does the Queen of Souls receive after it’s all said and done? I ask for nothing but my souls usually bring me something back from earth as a thank you. Protecting and guiding their souls is my purpose and reason for my existence. The Creator made me just for them, like He made Sandmen for protecting dreams and Angels to watch over and protect the humans.

	To better understand how I came to be or what I am, then I must take you back first, back to where it all began.

	 

	******

	 

	“Rise, Mictecacihuatl. Rise, I say! Rise as Queen of Souls!” the Creator commanded.

	As an Angel of Death, I was chosen for a special assignment by the Creator Himself but I had to undergo a transformation only He could perform.

	Helping me to my feet, He led me to still water, “Look at your new form.”

	Peeking into the beautifully clear water, I observed my new form and I saw that I no longer looked like I once was. My body was covered in black and white so that I looked more skeletal but I was still beautiful. At least, those were my thoughts but I kept them to myself. 

	I had been assigned to become the protector to the Aztecs in the human realm, they had acquired their own land in the afterlife after the Europeans brought nothing but pestilence and war to their front door. I didn’t ask questions, only accepted the gracious offer extended to me. My new look was shocking at first but it wasn’t hard for me to accept it.

	Looking over my body and seeing myself for the first time, I could feel the new power I was bestowed with, pumping throughout my veins. The power was enticing and exhilarating even.

	“What’s wrong? Are you unhappy with your new form, Mictecacihuatl?” He asked when I realized I had not spoken yet.

	“No, Creator. I love it, I just didn’t expect to look so…” 

	“Different?” He chuckled, illuminating his presence more. 

	“Yes but I’ll adjust. What do you want me to do first?” I asked.

	““You don’t just look different but every molecule of your being has been reconstructed to suit your new role in Mictlan. Rule your realm, protect the Aztec people and the souls that come after. They will become your people and like a shepherd, you will be charged to guide them and keep the wolves from devouring them. The human realm has some creatures that have been attacking the souls when they return for twenty-four hours once a year.”

	“What if I need you? Or help? What do I do then?” I inquired.

	“Each soul will have their own protector that should aid in protecting them but if something happens, I have equipped you to be able to handle any situation that could occur,” He answered.

	“Am I banned from heaven? Forever?” I was saddened by the thought of never seeing the Creator again.

	“No, child. And I am always with you, no matter what may happen. Now go. Your souls, your charges await you.”

	I bowed in respect, leaving his realm for the last time.

	 

	 

	 

	 


 

	Halloween

	 

	 

	Silence is an empty space, space is the home of the awakened mind. 

	- Gautama Buddha
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	 ~ La Llorona ~

	 

	For centuries, I have wandered this earth aimlessly, looking for the souls of my children whom I murdered in a fit of regrettable blind rage. With every face I look into, all I see are my children but after the fantasy leaves, I realize they are not my children and then the rage comes back. I completely black out only to come to and see the children dead because of my hands.

	I am only able to wander the earth from Purgatory three days a year- Halloween and the two days of Dia de los Muertos: All Saints Day and All Souls Day. The Purgatory prison that has held me all the other days of the year is torturous.

	This year is different. This year, I will find my children and be reunited with them for all eternity. If I want my suffering to end then I have to make things right with them but nothing will ever be right if I can’t find them. The only way to find them is to kidnap all the souls of the children that leave Mictlan to be reunited for twenty-four hours with their descendents, their living relatives that make ofrendas for their ancestors.

	To gather all the souls of the children from Mictlan is no easy task though. They all have spirit animals that protect them from any entity that dares to steer their path away from their destinations.

	I’ve been left with no choice but to enlist the help of the despicable Soul Eaters in order to get what I want. I’ve made a deal with them. What’s a few souls of some children in order to get my children back? To me, it was worth the trade, the risk to end my eternity of suffering.

	The Louisiana bayou was an easy place for anything living or dead to disappear within. It can be very unforgiving. Deep within, I relate to this marshy place on various levels. The whole day of Halloween had been painful waiting for night to descend as I searched out the Soul Eaters and struck a deal, with an offering of my own to them, of course. But in this case, the enemy of my enemy is my friend.

	The Soul Eaters drifted aimlessly waiting to go on the prowl. Midnight was fast approaching and they were hungry for the souls that would soon leave Mictlan. I had to already send them off for quick snacks after the sun set on All Hallows Eve, the greedy nasty creatures. Cursed with endless hunger that made their ability to control their urges near impossible.

	“Nicholi!” I screeched as the leader of the Soul Eaters came to my side.

	“Yesssss….” His answer drew out.

	“Gather your fellow creatures, tell them to get into position. The hunt is about to begin. They are not to touch any child’s soul
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