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“As we wander through the world, a mere shadow of something beyond comprehension, a senseless memory; yet, ideas endure and transcend time”.

MACH

Prologue

The history of Mexico dates back thousands of years. With cultures such as the Olmec, Maya, Mexica, Zapotec, and Teotihuacan recognized as the most prominent by educational systems, we have been raised under the perspective that they were nascent, tribal, primitive civilizations, lacking true knowledge.

To this day, we have learned about their habits, beliefs, and customs in a superficial and obligatory manner, driven only by the memorization of dull and monotonous passages.

Although there are hundreds of books dedicated to anthropological and historical dissemination, little has been done to transform these accounts into something appealing for children, youth, or adults. At the same time, their descendants are often viewed with pity or as a symbol of poverty and backwardness.

Is the destiny of the Mexican people to keep their identity alive solely through melancholy for the past and alienation from the present? Are the empires that founded the nation doomed to remain invisible? No. Not as long as I can represent them for what they truly are: organized, advanced, scientific, creative, and warlike peoples.

With this motivation, I have ventured to turn part of our foundational history into an engaging tool that brings us closer to the essence of our ancestral cultures.

I will try to offer another perspective on the question that inevitably arises when discussing the period of conquest:

"How did the worldview and ideology of the native peoples survive the religious onslaught of the Europeans during the first stage of the colony?"

Although it is often simplified by claiming it was merely a process of syncretism, the truth is likely far more complex, and through the novels in this saga, we may illuminate the efforts to defend the cultural roots of each community through their spiritual leaders.

Thus, through the use of novelistic narrative, I seek to bring readers of all ages closer to a more detailed understanding of a national worldview and mythology.

From the north of the country to the borders of the south, there are still today those marvelous beings who remain ever-present—gods, heroes, empires, mythical creatures, and ways of life that we barely know.

I hope this work serves as a guide to share among ourselves and with people from other parts of the world a clearer vision of our culture, one that goes beyond the Mexica warrior, the Maya scientist, or the Olmec and Teotihuacan architects.

Always with the pride of my race present in spirit, mind, and heart, for I know myself to be Mexican.
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“Hard Times”

January 1562. A moonless night over the kingdoms of Nueva Vizcaya, Nueva Galicia, Yucatán, and Mexico City. Lands flourishing under the crown of Philip II, heir to the conquests of his predecessor Charles V and his mother, Queen Joanna the Catholic, in both the old and the new worlds. A king known as “the Prudent” receives news from his colonies beyond the ocean — an ocean still in the process of consolidation — and with apathy, he has left their resolution in the hands of the governors sent to the Indies, while he lives in a world of palatial pleasures as his invincible armies hold strongholds in endless wars, defending Spain from enemies determined to destroy a dynasty in full bloom.

More than forty years after its foundation, in the noble and loyal city of Mexico-Tenochtitlan, the conquest has yet to fully take root. The natives have accepted religion half-heartedly, thanks to the efforts of the Second Royal Audience, in which Monsignor Vasco de Quiroga briefly succeeded in establishing peace, granting equal opportunities to both European immigrants and local residents. Unfortunately, the crown did not think the same and rejected the decrees of law sent by jurists and clergymen, among them Bartolomé de las Casas. This allowed the new local lords to imprison indiscriminately and exploit the Mexicans, maintaining the encomienda​[1] system. This provoked uprisings and revolts which, although they did not affect the main interest of mining exploitation, caused instability during the establishment of the viceregal system.

In the towns of Xochimilco, Milpa Alta, Iztapalapa, Chalco, and in distant regions such as Yucatán, Campeche, Durango, and Michoacán, rumors spread of movements that surpass the power of arquebuses and bombards​[2]. Invisible to the jurisdiction of the new laws and beyond the faith professed by the priests from overseas, they lurk cautiously.

At night, whether under moonlight or in utter darkness, cries, screams, and blood flow through the homes of both white settlers and indigenous vassals, whose dignity, rooted in their Mexica, Popoluca, Purépecha, Huastec, Maya, Rarámuri, or Otomí heritage, is slowly darkened. This new blind servitude, devoid of dignity and eager to resemble the invaders whose eyes reflect the green of swampy waters or the blue of frozen winter skies, is dying more frequently at the hands of something strange.

The murders have occurred throughout the territory. They began in isolated places of little interest, going unnoticed at first. They attracted the attention of bounty hunters who, in the bloody scenes, saw an intelligent pattern. Perhaps it was an extraordinary beast worth its weight in gold, and as the minds of the newcomers were infested with their own legends, they attributed the events to witches or mystical beings from Europe who had traveled with them. 

Soon, these rumors escalated, echoing like the sighs of tormented souls in the ears of rulers, governors, and clergymen who saw, in the chatter of the larger towns, an ideological threat they had fought against for centuries in their own lands — paganism.

There was no opportunity to prepare a counterattack to stop these rumors, as incendiary as gunpowder, for weeks later the mutilated bodies of entire families were found scattered in the courtyards of important encomendero villas. The city guards were confused and terrified, for there were never footprints or traces giving clues about the possible perpetrators of such massacres.

"May God protect the colonizers who shall pay for the sins committed by their fathers," was heard from a woman hidden under a black shawl with blue lines who vanished like a deer before the astonished witnesses who immediately crossed themselves.

A struggle of which no one ever wished to speak again, for the quills that write history have always fallen on the side of the victors, and admitting that they were being overwhelmed by a strange force that did not come from themselves was shameful.

The self-proclaimed servants of God, who were mostly serpents hidden beneath garments of kindness, tried to prevent the natives from explaining to the immigrants, for they shared their own knowledge, giving strange names to describe the inexplicable phenomenon. Gradually, the Europeans began to assume that these creatures were genuine, real, alive.

“Tlahuelpuchis​[3]! Women who drink the blood of babies and children. Or perhaps a Cihuatotolin​[4]! Witches that transform into turkeys and stalk families to feed on their spirits,” an old merchant from Tlaxcala told a fabric buyer from Milan, who listened nervously with wide eyes.

The viceroys, tired of being unable to capture the culprit of these murders, decided to pass the matter to the bishops, who, in turn, desperate for the lack of answers in their prayers to God, subtly employed the Holy Office​[5], issuing arrest warrants against anyone suspected of practicing witchcraft or mentioning their ancient monsters. First, it was Spaniards who suffered the ridicule of being paraded on a mule or donkey with the orange cone that marked them as mediocre heretics. The abuses against the natives were scandalous, though silenced by the first white-skinned, bearded martyrs, for they no longer lashed out at fierce warriors but at physically and spiritually exhausted survivors who could no longer face anyone.

One of those beings, whom the Spaniards in their fear called “devil’s predators,” watched, leaning against a corner of the newly cobbled streets, the frantic anthill. He hid under a ragged, muddy cloak and whispered his thoughts in his mother tongue.

“We have remained hidden under the shadows of pyramids and temples. We will rise to cleanse the humiliation suffered by the jaguar, eagle, ocelot, coyote, and caiman warriors of all regions.”

He watched attentively, thinking that all those who intended to take possession of the lands of his ancestors would fall under the yoke of mystical vengeance. The smoke of copal would once again flood the streets. The sacred fires would burn with the strength of the god Huehuetéotl. The invaders’ blood would run, flooding the streets until they returned to their homes or surrendered and accepted the superiority of their ancient lords.

“The gods still protect us,” he said, clenching his fist beneath his cloak.

During the era of the Tlatoanis, they were men feared, respected, and admired. Not even the highest-ranking generals of their respective peoples dared to confront them without fearing reprisals.

“Where were you then? Why do you choose to appear only now?” whispered the voice of an old woman who had recognized him beneath the filth he wore.

“Because we do not fight with macuahuitls​[6], mother. We reclaim the path of the spirit,” answered that hoarse and mysterious voice.

“My husband has lost his strength, he cannot shoot arrows at the enemies. My children have forgotten who they are, who we were. How will you wage war, foolish priest?” The old woman reproached, raising her voice. “No one believes in you anymore; you have become apparitions of Tezcatlipoca​[7] that no one will soon recognize.”

“Perhaps you will live to witness a coalition in this disturbed land. Now leave me be and go your way,” he said before walking toward the outskirts of the town.

The old woman watched him walk away, shaking her head in dismay. Nothing could be done. Their empires had been erased. The memories of the survivors or their children were being twisted to make them forget the old gods. Perhaps that filthy shadow was just the product of her senile imagination.

The next day, that anonymous woman learned during her congregation’s mass that, at dawn, a caravan of ten terrified families had departed toward Chichimeca lands. It was a particularly gruesome crime in the distant city of Valladolid, Michoacán, that marked the beginning of an ideological war in the territory of New Spain.
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Kingdom of Nueva Galicia. Valladolid, Michoacán.

In the upper room of the house of one of the most notable citizens, Don Germán Verdusco de la Garza, a child lies dying. His final breaths reflect the terror of facing a creature of enormous size compared to his frail and tender little body. The window is barely ajar. From outside, a winter gust creaks the wooden frame brought from the forests of Pátzcuaro. The child’s eyes, blue as the clear springtime sky, gradually lose their glow. He has bled to death from a deep cut across his neck. The sacred liquid has soiled the wooden toys, which now serve as silent witnesses to the murder. A carpet, embroidered in Ottoman lands, absorbs the child’s warm blood, dampening with the drops sliding smoothly between its sand-colored threads.

Below, on the first floor, the master of the house, administrator of the silver route's business, lies curled up with his wife in a cold embrace. He holds a still-warm arquebus in his stiff right hand. The woman, Doña Isabel de González de Verdusco, beloved wife, stares at him with attentive, motionless eyes. He shot her straight in the stomach, leaving a hole in the very womb that had given birth to their son. After shooting his wife, he had enough time to serve himself a glass of wine in those fine crystal goblets brought from Italy. He then reloaded his weapon with gunpowder and fresh ammunition, laid down beside his wife’s corpse, and blew his own brains out.

Before dying, his body suffered from an unknown urge that drove him mad as he finalized the details of the murder of his beloved “india.” He longed to scream, to free himself from the diabolical manipulation, cursing in his own language to no avail. He never lost awareness of what he was doing. He lacked the willpower to resist consummating the act, as if invisible threads used him like a puppet. Not even the prayers that turned into desperate pleas to his god could stop the homicidal compulsion. When he was about to shoot himself in the mouth, he gave thanks for not having to live with the memory of how he had sent his wife to heaven, ensuring for himself a place in hell.

Upstairs, in the room, a smile spread through the darkness in front of the child’s cold little body, no older than eight, born from the mestizo union of Don Germán and a Purépecha woman baptized by the Christians as Doña Isabel.

Long-fingered hands caressed the hair of what it considered a despicable wretch. It clicked its teeth disapprovingly, shaking its head from side to side. It stared, waving its left hand, drawing, with its index finger, as if in its days as a teacher, a morbid lesson.

"Very bad! Very bad! You are a little monster. That is why you had to stay here with the traitor of your mother and that disgusting old man. But don't worry, if your god truly exists as those false spiritual guides claim, he will receive you without ill will. Ha ha!"

The laughter that came from that body was grotesque, guttural. The complete darkness prevented the figure from being distinguished, but it stirred the air with the sound of a cape that seemed made of leathery wings, almost as if it were the incarnation of the god Tzinacantecuhtli​[8], the one with the bat face.

“Why is it that you mestizos never smile? I've never understood people who don’t. Those who cannot see their misfortunes with humor don’t really understand reality. The serious ones are frauds. Maybe that’s why they killed my lord — Cazonci​[9]. Tangáxoan II​[10] was very shy, yes. That must be why they hanged him from a tree,” scratching his hairless chin. “Laughter opens perception to new worlds,” he said, turning his black gaze to the corpse. “The important thing is that you know that today, your death, your misfortune, has made me immensely happy. Smile. Do not let stiffness distort your features. Open your eyes and don’t let the darkness lead you away from the path to Cumiechúcuaro​[11].”

The shadow adjusted the child's features to make him appear to be smiling, using its skilled claws, imprinting on the face a grotesque image of false happiness.

“That’s it. Very good. Say goodbye to me with joy.”

As it said this, it leaned its ear against the corpse’s chest, and with rhythmic movements up and down, managed to provoke an exhalation emerging from the child’s stomach.

“Ha Haaaaaahhh...” The sound that came from those pale lips provoked hysterical laughter from the killer.

“See? Even you can laugh in your misfortune,” it said, throwing the child like a rag doll far from itself.

After using the mestizo child as a macabre toy, the creature searched the room for something. It pulled out drawers, rummaged through clothes, and threw objects to the floor. What it sought was not there. It slithered like a snake down the stairs, passing by the corpses of what it saw as insipid beings, continuing without granting them a glance. It searched behind a wooden bar full of liquors, through bookshelves, even under the carpet, knowing that white immigrants had the habit of hiding their treasures beneath the wooden floors.

“As if hiding their valuables in the ground would make them grow like trees. How strange these foreigners are!” it said to itself while trying to peek between the floorboards.

Though smiling, it clung to a superficial joy as it found nothing. Crawling among the furniture, it returned to the child’s room to slip out through the window and leave unnoticed.

“If it’s not here, I’ll find it in another house. At least now I understand the invaders' taste for blood. Hunting for sport is fun!”

With the skill of a spider, it climbed to the roof, from where it observed the darkened city, partially illuminated only by small torches on some streets and construction zones. Behind it stood the works of the new temple where they worship the man-god they call Christ. It stared at it with hatred and leaped—or rather slid—to the next rooftop, vanishing into the night. It would not stop searching for its treasure nor entertaining itself at the expense of the deaths of the inhabitants of its region.
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Mexico City - Tenochtitlan

Two twin sisters walk along different paths, excited to reunite again with their family back in their hometown of Xochimilco. Although dusk is falling and they know there will be no moonlight, they feel safe, as the roads do not plunge into the darkness of night. Their dirt roads take on orange and yellow hues thanks to the lanterns lit by the houses, shops, and government offices to illuminate the streets. They remember, from their grandfather’s stories, that in the time of Axayácatl and Moctezuma, torches were lit every fifty paces, casting a perpetual glow over the avenues and alleys of the most powerful city of those not-so-distant times.

The first sister, with large eyes and delicate features, small but strong, is named Yetzali. She carries firewood on her back, suspecting that her sister has hunted rabbits and that they will share them with their grandfather, the sole survivor of the massacres during the Tlaxcalan invasion and their Hispanic allies. Although they live in different districts, they never miss an opportunity to visit each other. Today is their day of rest. She works for the bearded men and, though she knows the cruelty of these lords, she bears them no grudge, as she has never suffered abuse from her masters, who even treat her kindly for being diligent in her duties. She has learned to adapt to the foreigners, earning her livelihood, though her true life is regained every time she returns to her grandfather's home, where the air breathes authenticity and identity.

The second, a great hunter with an irritable temperament, cannot stand the mistreatment of her companions and constantly gets into fights. However, due to her skill in weaving, the Castilians leave her alone and ease their tempers, for she is a natural leader capable of instilling courage in the abused workers and starting a revolt. Iztli, named for the jet-black color of her hair, is tall, slender, and of unbreakable will, like green obsidian. Since childhood, she showed a fierce character in the face of others' misfortunes. Because of her untamed temperament, she has not married and does not even have a suitor, although many, nobles from both worlds, court her. She is her grandfather’s apprentice, who, by guiding her through the paths of ancestral wisdom, hopes to see her become a spiritual guide rather than a warrior, but she is rebellious and stubborn.

The old man resides on the outskirts of Xochimilco on a chinampa​[12], vividly adorned along its edges with white and red flowers, cultivated by him with great patience. His granddaughters delight in the beauty of the garden reflected in the transparent waters of the canals through which dozens of trajineras pass.

The old man has learned to live with patience, a virtue he hopes his granddaughters will soon acquire, as he has witnessed premonitions that trouble him.

Yetzali arrives before her sister. After greeting her grandfather reverently, she stands by the hearth, kneading nixtamal​[13] to make tortillas. Iztli, energetic, enters the adobe house when the night has fully claimed the city, carrying rabbits in her hands and greeting her grandfather enthusiastically, kissing the back of his left hand, which he offers as has been customary since the dawn of their history.

“Grandfather! I have hunted five tochtin for us to eat. Tonight we shall have a feast,” she said, showing several zacatuches​[14] hanging from a rope.

“Thank you, daughter, come in, come in. I’ve already toasted some amaranth with chocolate so we can savor it after the stew. What do you think, my child?”

“As always, grandfather, you know how to delight our palates,” she replied, smiling, for she loved him dearly.

“My dear girls,” —turning to both— “after dinner, we must talk. There is something you need to know.”

The two stood still for a few seconds. It was rare to see their grandfather, always cheerful and playful, speak such words with such gravity. They snapped out of it and each continued with their tasks, but with a meditative air. Iztli took an obsidian knife and went out to the patio to skin the rabbits. She seasoned them, always with a smile on her face and eyes full of mischief.

Yetzali, more reserved by nature, did not dare look her grandfather in the eyes. She went in and out of the kitchen to start the fire, gather ingredients, and heat the comal. Her body resembled the rhythm of a European clock’s pendulum, swinging
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