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Prologue
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To be Mexican is to know the cultural universe of each state, of each community, and to recognize that we have inherited far more than just a past centered on the myth of a splendid civilization like the Mexica. 

Mexico was, is, and will always be a multicultural nation, deserving of recognition from its own people. 

Let us reconcile with a present still divided by the imaginary of a distant past.

We were, we are, and we will always be, proudly Mexican.

​

Divine Medicine

Mazatecos - Oaxaca, Puebla & Veracruz
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Almost everyone in Mexico, or at least the vast majority, has heard of María Sabina — shaman, wise woman, and priestess. Descendant of the ancient Mesoamerican lords, she became the subject of admiration and fascination for an American banker who learned about her through an article written by the renowned historian Robert Graves in 1952.

Robert Gordon Wasson, the financier, along with his wife Valentina Pavlovna, traveled to meet the guardian of mystical worlds. Their journey took them deep into the Mazatec mountains, where, after arduous walks, they finally reached the humble home of the woman who safeguarded the flesh of the gods. They spoke at length, performed rituals, photographed, and documented every step of the process. After concluding their journey into the wisdom exclusive to the Mazatec people, they returned home and published an article in Life magazine that would make her internationally famous.

Soon, hordes of Americans, Mexicans, and Europeans set out to explore Mexican lands, searching for the mushrooms that offered access to otherworldly realms. It was a sacred medicine, a gift of the spirit, that revealed extraordinary visions. Scientists across the globe also became interested, hoping to study the properties of these fungi to develop medicines aimed at healing the human body as a physical organism. New compounds were born but soon distorted, becoming the fuel for celebrations of a so-called revolution — the new era of love and peace.

But not everything turned out well for María. Her own community accused her of selling out something intimate and sacred. She herself felt guilty and withdrew from her practice, but it was already too late.

The white outsiders tried, if not directly with her, then through unethical traders, to acquire the famed mushroom that grows upon dead wood.

"We are being mocked! Can't you see that foreigners have no spirit? All they want is entertainment!"
"But they could use it for good."
"Living drunk, confused, or numb is not good, María. They want to escape from a reality that torments them. They do not wish to know themselves."

And so it was. Despite the priestess's good intentions, the discovery by the Americans ultimately fueled the hippie culture, notorious for its love of reckless pleasure and aimless recreation.

Perhaps out of guilt or shame, María became a recluse. She never gave conferences and never left her homeland. She endured insults from her neighbors but remained faithful to the customs, habits, and worldview that governed her existence as a dignified Mazatec woman. Even the police pursued her, believing she was a drug trafficker.

"You know very well that I don't sell drugs. It's the gringos who accuse me falsely. They come here on their own, taking pictures of me as if I were some exotic animal! Remember that Wasson fellow?!"

"Yes, ma'am. What about him?"

"Well, he had the audacity to come back one day. He gave me a tape where he had recorded my chants! I never gave him permission to do that! Why isn't he being hunted down like I am?"

The mayor of Huautla shifted uncomfortably in his chair, unsure of how to respond. He released her immediately.

"Let her go. It's not her fault that these damned gringos are just out here looking for drugs on our lands."

The foreigners continued to harass her or sought her favors, which slowly faded as new compounds were synthesized by the industrialized pharmaceutical world, satisfying addicts while the knowledgeable woman hid, frightened, in her small home. She feared that the illnesses she once cured with the sacred mushroom would now infest her.

In time, she was mostly forgotten, gaining a sliver of peace. Rare exceptions were the occasional visitors from Mexico City — curious seekers of entertainment or researchers genuinely interested in her spiritual gifts.

"I remember the last time I interviewed her," said the last person who spoke to her neutrally, academic Ramón Méndez Estrada from Michoacán. "She wandered the room, clearly irritated. Tired of answering, tired of defending her beliefs, as she had done for over thirty years with reporters from all over the world."

Shortly after, María Sabina would leave this plane of existence to return to her ancient gods. She died in absolute poverty, like so many of Mexico's native peoples — observed with morbid fascination but kept at a distance, far from the understanding and recognition their beliefs and worldview deserve.

Eighteen years after her passing, Mexican researchers made a remarkable discovery. In 2001, the Ministry of Health approved the scientific community's request to commercialize the magic mushroom of the Mazatec mountains as a natural remedy against cancer and diabetes.

Yet María's legacy did not end there. It was soon discovered that, far from serving mere recreational or mystical purposes, the flesh of the gods, known to science as Ganoderma lucidum, could cure asthma, allergies, hypertension, and migraines.

She became part of the collective folklore as "the mushroom sage" when, in truth, she had given us a genuine opportunity to know the wonders hidden right under our noses — miracles that suffer in strangeness and only stand out thanks to the grotesque curiosity of a society that longs to become something foreign to its roots.

More than just a shaman, María Sabina was a bridge between the intrusive world of the city and the patient maturity of the original communities.

​​

The Tule Of The King

Mixes - Oaxaca
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Many ages ago, a pair of farmers wandering through the mountains discovered two strange eggs. They examined them closely, noticing they were painted in the colors of the first gods — red, blue, and white.

“Where could the mother or father be?”

They looked fearfully into the treetops but found no sign of any creature. At first, they suspected they might belong to a giant eagle, one fierce enough to kill them. But seeing no grass beneath the eggs, the woman pondered and guessed they could belong to an iguana or a serpent, creatures known to nest in caves.

“What should we do?”

“We will care for them. Surely, they are children of the gods.”

They ran back to their village without telling anyone. They built a giant net and, using several logs, fashioned a transport to safely carry the eggs. Through the night, they dragged them to their home, where they kept them warm by the fire.

At dawn, the shells began to crack. From the first egg emerged a seven-headed serpent, which gazed at them with curiosity. It gently slid around the woman’s legs and then coiled around the man’s chest, who carefully held it in his arms.

“What shall we name you, beautiful creature?”

The serpent gave no answer, falling asleep peacefully in his embrace. Meanwhile, from the second egg emerged a baby, brown-skinned, wide-eyed, fully haired, and without the blood that usually accompanies mortal births.

“A child? I told you they were children of the gods!”

Delighted by the baby’s charismatic smile, the young woman wrapped him in her cloak and cradled him to sleep. The next morning, the serpent left their home to roam the mountains, showing itself only to the couple, as no one else in the village knew of its existence. The man was determined to care for them, for he knew they had been chosen as guardians of these majestic beings. He presented the child as his own, despite the fact that no one had seen his wife with a pregnant belly.

“It is a gift from the gods!”

“And what will you name him?”

Everyone was startled when the infant, merely a day old, spoke clearly and loudly.

“My name is Condoy!”

The village priest declared it a sign that they would never be defeated by any invader. The people celebrated with dances, songs, and feasts. They marveled when, after only three days, Condoy ceased to be a child and became a fully grown man. He approached the couple, grateful for the care they had given him and his sister, the seven-headed serpent.

“Mother, I beg you not to worry. I must travel and know the world, for my heart commands it.”

His mother accepted her divine son’s request, though her spirit was heavy. Condoy was so great and strong that he never took more than a day to return. Each time he brought exotic items from distant lands — knowledge and seeds, which he shared with the people. He taught them to farm, to care for animals, to build grand stone houses, and even the arts of war. Under his guidance, they formed such a well-disciplined army that neither the Mixtecs nor the Zapotecs could conquer them.

“Long live our lord Condoy!”

Even the current leader offered no opposition, for the young man was wise, kind, clever, and brave. His only flaw was his enormous appetite. Every time he returned, his poor mother could not provide enough food, so the entire community contributed, preparing large baskets of food that Condoy devoured with a grateful smile.

In neighboring villages, it was said that he was a giant, able to move mountains with a single blow. This wasn’t entirely true, as he stood no taller than his neighbors. However, his strength was unmatched. He carried a staff that weighed as much as twenty men and traveled long distances with it, carved from the wood of the only tree found in the cave where he was born.

One day, Condoy traveled to Oaxaca, where he met the ruler of the region, who dreamed of building his palace in Mitla. Condoy visited the Zapotec king’s lands and, aspiring to become a ruler himself, began laying the foundations for a future city. But something happened. One night, he heard the song of a turkey — a terrible omen that frightened him so much that he abandoned the construction.

He returned to his homeland, but first, he stopped in Oaxaca to tell the Zapotec ruler that he was free to build his city wherever he wished. On the way back, sleep overcame









Seedbed of Leaders














The Legions Of Camazotz


































The Dogs Of Mictlán









































Ce – Océlotl, The Unifier
















































Maguey Threads


























Returning From Death












The Regenerating Army










The Lizard King










Cabeza de Vaca
















Harmless Kitten





















A Language for Each Sex














Uacúsecha Lake













































One Same Family











Olmec Grandchildren














Tiburón
















The nahuales & The Rainbow











Rarajípari










Puzunque













Books Of Eternity









The First War












The Attack On Guadiana















Luputji










A visit to The Empire









Aqua Magna





















Xipe Tótec



	Name the territories our quimichin (spies) have explored. I don’t want to live another disaster like the one with the Purépechas.

	My lord, it wasn’t a failure, but rather a delay.

	Enough! Your excuses test my patience.

	Our “mice” have explored the south. In warm and mountainous lands lies a lordship of enormous dimensions and incredible wealth.

	Are they the ones called Mixtecs?



	My lord, they cannot be better warriors than us. Authorize the invasion, and we will return with riches to further glorify Tenochtitlan.




	Those we have defeated must have a god as strong as Huitzilopochtli. I wish to meet him.







The Found Treasure

















Wastelands









High – class college

















Lies?














The Native From The Sea









































Free Love




	Come on, Fernando! The market is already set, and I won’t let others take the freshest vegetables.




	Good, good. Potatoes, beans, corn, squash, tomatoes. What else do we need, novice?

	Brother Arturo de Mendieta requested avocados; he wants to try that fruit.

	What a glutton! Fine. While I bargain with this good Christian, go get that extravagant fruit.




	Hey! The Indians along the path have avocados. One is going right now!



	—Eh, hello, you, do you trade...

	What do you want?

	Excuse me. I was told you sell avocados.



	Take them. Tribute.

	No, I will pay you.



	Insist, I will pay you. What is your name?



	Fernando! Did you get the fruit?



	Why do I like them?




	Do you think he will return?

	Not at all! He can’t even sweep; how could he defend himself?







	Even here, I have a bad reputation. Ha! I really am cursed.



	Thank you.




	My name is Fernando. And yours?

	Xadani. What troubles you?

	It is the first time I can be free, and I don’t know how to act.

	Why?

	I thought sodomites would be punished by God, no matter where or when they were born. That’s why my family disowned me, why I now live with you.

	Are you happy? I am. Here, no one will bother you for who you are, Fernando.





	I love you, Fernando. Stay with me.





Cadejo












	No-gu? It must be a joke.





	Why didn’t I run when I heard the dogs?




	Yaxkin, get up. Kill the beast.
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