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Huehue Tonatiuh was the longest-living warrior of the Mexica Empire who fought against the Spaniards. Far from being seen as a threat or a coward, he became the subject of praises, prayers, and blessings during his remaining years as a civilian. The locals admired him openly. Immigrants who settled in the Valley of Mexico whispered behind his back when they saw him passing by, sometimes with suspicion, sometimes with awe, but never with indifference.

Once integrated into the mestizo world he became part of during his adulthood, no one opposed him nor stood in his way. The city guards would step aside as his imposing figure advanced through the cobblestone alleys of the newborn city.

He fell madly in love with a woman like himself, unique, for she was one of the few noble descendants born in the island-city of Tenochtitlan who, instead of submitting, fought against the impositions of strangers.

In the distant neighborhoods of Tlacopan, it was rumored that the couple was the reincarnation of Iztaccíhuatl and Popocatépetl. The poets of the time confessed to one another, in forbidden gatherings, that writing about them was impossible without insulting them with the poverty of their words.

They became the Mexican ideal for some families among the common folk who were gradually pushed to the edges of the urban stain.


-  Be brave like Huehue Tonatiuh! Keep your spirit firm like Lady Yetzali!


Some children played at attacking the guards, who responded with playful gestures to the imagined giants wielding sticks as if they were old obsidian swords.

The city rulers respected him, for when the army of the Triple Alliance was defeated with the help of the Tlaxcaltecs, he asked to die, yet instead was credited as a vassal and ally of the Spanish Crown.

No one knows what agreements or threats were made. He was imprisoned during the turbulent months that followed the fall of the last stronghold at Tlatelolco. Common folk whispered that he endured terrible tortures. He and his captors remained forever silent.

What was known by all the inhabitants of Mexico-Tenochtitlan was that, once freed, he served the inquisitorial cause. He became a tracker, hunter, and warrior against his own people.

"Their sorcerers have robbed him of his reason!"

The guild withdrew, furious and powerless, into the shadows when they saw him walking in a ridiculous Castilian doublet. He always wandered behind a friar as fearsome as himself. They prayed fervently to the gods in their native land, Iztapalapa, to free him from the evil done by the enemy monks who had made him their ally.


-  Tezcatlipoca or Quetzalcóatl have lifted the veil from his eyes. He has returned to us!


Huehue Tonatiuh regained the affection of his people after his misdeeds, but bitter factions among the Mexica nobles remained. Some held positions of power under the first viceroys and tried by all means to erase his deeds as an eagle general by spreading slanders.


-  That coward abandoned his title to become a dog of the Caxtiltecas!


But the people do not abandon their heroes.

He died during the beginning of the Ochpaniztli celebration, a festival where citizens were required to maintain absolute silence for six days. From the seventh to the fourteenth day, people dressed as ancient warriors paraded through the marketplaces and brought flowers to the freshly built Christian temples.

It was a novel ritual instituted by the clergy, who sought to blur the beliefs of the surviving commoners with the imposed faith of a religion that worships the continuous sacrifice of a single man. Hybrid, extravagant. A nonsense disguised as a celebration whose purpose was to steer the little ones away from their roots.

"Teach them our faith, but do not instruct them in matters of wisdom. Let them have fun, let them learn basic trades, but never again let them see themselves as men and women of knowledge, for you will not be able to tame them properly."

His departure was a sorrowful moment for the gods. His life had been the story of the transition from a mighty lordship of Anahuac to the restructuring of a people battered by foreign hands. The festival held during that day honored the goddess Toci, "Woman of Discord," who delighted in fierce battles. Just a few decades earlier, this date would have marked the beginning of the flower wars against the Tlaxcaltecs, and thousands of young men trained in the calpullis​[1] would have marched to capture enemies. But instead of parading honorably, they now waved little flags with crosses, threw petals, and always kept their eyes to the ground. Subjugated without knowing it.

His farewell was discreet. Cremated at home by his wife and an adopted stepdaughter, the tonalli of the great eagle warrior was freed from the sorrows of a new world. Incomprehensible to him. Huehue Tonatiuh, the last great Mexica, died without being announced as would have been done in ancient times.

Mictlantecuhtli felt sorrow. It was not honorable for him to die as a macehual​[2]. According to the laws of the creators, he was to wander through Mictlan. The celestial gods disagreed. They requested an audience with the ruling couple of the underworld. Such an outrage could not be permitted. Mictecacíhuatl defended the nobleman.


-  "He was no ordinary man."

-  Here all are equal! Without distinction, they must walk the nine paths! It has been so since the beginning of time!


The gods of the first heaven agreed that his tonalli deserved to walk through the thirteen skies. Tlaloc, Tlazoltéotl, and Ehecatl denied Mictlantecuhtli's authority and went to the Apanohuacalhuia river to lift Huehue Tonatiuh with a divine wind towards their realms.

Bewildered, the human tonalli was preparing to find his xoloitzcuintli and begin his journey through the underworld when a soft breeze whispered his name. He found himself surrounded by small beings, chaneques wearing jade masks. They captured him, and the brave warrior could do nothing as they carried him within a cluster of clouds to the first heaven.​
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The tlaloques​[3] soon arrived at Ilhuícatl Metztitlán, the place where the moon moves and from where all the waters that surround the lands of the world can be seen.


-  Rejoice, Huehue Tonatiuh! Your worth in life has dazzled all of us who watch over the living earth, and we have decided to bring you here. We yearn for you to ascend with Ometéotl. The honor shall be yours. You will walk paths unknown to others.


Grateful, Huehue Tonatiuh tried to bow before his benefactors, but they had stripped him of his body. Unlike Mictlan, those who visit the heavens need no form. It is their mere consciousness that must exist there.

The first goddess to present herself was Tlazoltéotl, enthusiastic and seductive, for she is the patroness of sexual desire, filth, and erotic aggression. She explained that her place in the first heaven was made to accompany the moon on its journey.

During the waning quarters, she hides to leave the skies dimly lit and incite humanity to unleash passionate desires. Many children are conceived under her influence. Rarely is love made, or carnal relations held, under the daylight. She also rules the moment of greatest darkness, when the sun abandons its house in Mictlan to rise again in the east, and the moon advances westward. She releases the earthly monsters who lurk about, haunting the sleepless, the drunk, and the vagabonds.

She explained that Yohualtepuztli, the headless giant who walks with steps like the blows of an axe, appears under her watch and sets out to terrify those who abuse the darkness of the earth to do harm to others, such as thieves, liars, and spies.

Then Ehécatl wished to speak. In that heaven also dwell the air currents which, under Tláloc’s command, carry, dissipate, or bring down the clouds that water the soils of Tlaltípac​[4]. At times, the lord of thunder orders him to blow with all his might near the coastal areas, and together they form hurricanes, storms, or heavy rains that carry hail to pour over the hills, cleansing the earth.

Ehécatl was the most excited to receive a mortal, for in the earliest times he had fallen in love with a person named Mayah. His desire was so great that, during that era, he gifted humanity the ability to carry feelings through the air. Thus, she could return his love by sending kisses, caresses, and perfumes from the rooftop of her house to the first heaven, where he would smile upon receiving word from his beloved maiden.


-  Mayah searched long through the earth, the sand, and the waters, looking for something with which to honor me until she found it on the shores of the lakes. The shells became the instrument with which she worshiped me, for they are capable of replicating the sounds of the wind.


For this reason, in the amoxtli​[5], speech is depicted as a breath — a symbol of Ehécatl.

Lastly, Tláloc, the unpredictable god, approached. He spoke of his task of bringing gentle rains to the crops and forests, asking humanity to offer their young children as sacrifice so they might become his helpers. Being young, they would move swiftly wherever their presence was needed. Never dying, they would compensate for the absence of their earthly family. In the era of the great Tollan​[6], the priests offered more than four hundred to him, and that pleased him greatly.

To his children, he gave jade masks similar to his own so they could be identified and venerated as extensions of his very essence. He also gave them small clay jars in which to carry the waters. He armed them with little sticks that would thunder when struck against the jars’ walls, giving voice to the lightning that announces the rains so joyful to the creatures of the hills.

They travel in four directions.

The Opochtli go north. There travel those who in life were left-handed.

To the south go the Tomiyautecuhtli, to nourish the cultivated ears of corn.

To the east go the Nappatecuhtli, and to the west those who dress in pericón​[7].

Huehue Tonatiuh dared to ask a question.


-  My lords say that here the moon and the clouds move. What of them?


In the clouds travel the tlaloques, Huehue. The moon dwells here. She was Tecuciztécatl before taking form and is now my daughter, Metztli. Her beauty has not changed, for she was a handsome young man
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