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"[Webmaster's note: The below text is translated from Nahuatl, a group of related languages and 

dialects of the Nahuan (traditionally called "Aztecan"). Noting the difficult translation process, the 

text has been set down in a very literal form that unfortunately lends itself to grammatical and 

stylistic errors.]" 
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The Nican Mopohua 
 

 

“Here is told and set down in order how a short time ago the 

Perfect Virgin Holy Mary Mother of God, our Queen, 

miraculously appeared out at Tepeyac, nose of the mountain, 

widely known as Guadalupe.  First She caused herself to be 

seen by an Indian named Juan Diego, poor but worthy of 

respect; and then her Precious and Beloved Image appeared 

before the recently named Bishop, Don Fray Juan de 

Zumárraga.” 

 
1
“Ten years after the conquest of the water, mountain and 

city of Mexico, when the arrows and shields were put aside, 

when there was peace in all the towns, their waters and their 

mountains.” 

    

 
2
“Just as it budded, faith now grows green, now opens its 

corolla, the knowledge of the Giver of life, the true God.”  
 

3
“Then, in the year 1531, a few days into the month of 

December, it happened that there was an Indian, a macehual, a 

poor man of the people,” 

 
4
“his name was Juan Diego, he lived in Cuauhtitlán, as they call 

it, 
5
and in all the things of God he belonged to Tlatelolco.” 

 
6
“It was Saturday, not yet dawn, he was coming in pursuit of 

God and His commandments. 
7
And as he drew near the little 

hill called Tepeyac, it was beginning to dawn.” 
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8
“There he heard singing on the little hill, like the song of many 

precious birds.  When their voices would stop, it was as if the hill 

were answering them.  Extremely soft and delightful, their songs 

exceeded those of the coyoltototl and the tzinitzcan and other 

precious songbirds.” 
 

9
“Juan Diego stopped to look.  He said to himself «By any chance 

am I worthy, have I deserved what I hear?  Perhaps I am only 

dreaming it?  Perhaps I'm only dozing?  
10 

Where am I?  Where do 

I find myself?  Is it possible that I am in the place our ancient 

ancestors, our grandparents, told us about:  in the land of the 

flowers, in the land of corn, of our flesh, of our sustenance, 

perhaps in the land of heaven?»” 

  
11

“He was looking up toward the top of the hill, toward the 

direction the sun rises from, toward where the precious heavenly 

song was coming from. ” 

  
12

“And then when the singing suddenly stopped, when it could no 

longer be heard, he heard someone calling him, from the top of 

the hill, someone was saying to him: 'Dear Juan, dearest Juan 

Diego'.” 

  
13

“Then he dared to go to where the voice was coming from, his 

heart was not disturbed and he felt extremely happy and 

contented, he started to climb to the top of the little hill to go see 

where they were calling him from. 
14

And when he reached the 

top of the hill, he beheld a Maiden standing there, 
15

She called to 

him to come close to her.” 
 

16
“And when he reached where she was, he was filled with 

admiration for the way her perfect grandeur exceeded all 

imagination: 
17

her clothing was shining like the sun, as if it were 

sending out waves of light. 
18

And the stones, the crag on which 

she stood, seemed to be giving out rays 
19

like precious jades, like 

jewels they gleamed. 
20

The earth seemed to shine with the 

brilliance of a rainbow in the mist. 
21

And the mesquites and 

prickly pear and the other little plants that are generally up 

there seemed like quetzal feathers. Their foliage looked like 

turquoise. And their trunks, their thorns, their prickles, were 

shining like gold.” 
  

22
“He prostrated himself in her presence, listened to her 
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venerable breath, her venerable words, which were extremely 

affable, extremely noble, as if from someone who was drawing 

him toward her and loved him. 
23

She said to him: «Listen my 

son, my youngest son, Juanito, where are you going?» 
24

And he 

answered her: «My Lady, my Queen, my Little Girl, I am going 

as far as your little house in Mexico Tlatelolco, to follow the 

things of God that are to us given, that are taught to us by those 

who are the images of the Lord, Our Lord, our priests.»” 
  

25
“Then she talks with him, she reveals her precious will; 

26
she 

says to him: «Know, know for sure my dearest and youngest son,  

that I am truly the ever perfect Holy Virgin Mary, who has the 

honor to be the Mother of the one true God for whom we all live, 

the Creator of people, the Lord of all around us and of what is 

close to us, the Lord of Heaven, the Lord of Earth»” 
  

“'I want very much that they build my sacred little house here, 
27

in which I will show Him, I will exalt Him on making Him 

manifest , 
28

I will give Him to all people in all my personal love, 

Him that is my compassionate gaze, Him that is my help, Him 

that is my salvation'.” 
 

29
“'Because truly I am honored to be your compassionate mother, 

30
yours and that of all the people that live together in this land, 

31
 

and also of all the other various lineages of men; those who love 

me, those who cry to me, those who seek me, those who trust in me. 
32

Because there truly will I hear their cry, their sadness, to remedy, 

to cure all their various troubles, their miseries, their pains'.”  
  

33
“'And to bring about what my compassionate and merciful gaze 

would achieve, go to the palace of the Bishop of Mexico, and tell 

him how I have sent you, so that you may reveal to him how I very 

much want him to build me a house here, to erect my temple on the 

plain; tell him everything, all you have seen and marveled at, and 

what you have heard'.” 
  

34
“'and know for sure that I will appreciate it very much and 

reward it, 
35

that because of it I will enrich you, I will glorify you; 
36

and because of it you will deserve very much how I reward your 

fatigue, your service in going to petition the matter for which I am 

sending you. 
37

Now, my dearest son, you have heard my breath, my 

word; go, do what you are responsible for doing'.” 
 

38
And immediately he prostrated himself in her presence, he said 
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to her: 'My Lady, My Little Girl, now I go to make your venerable 

breath, your venerable word, a reality; for now, I leave you, I, your 

humble servant'. 
  

39
“Then he came down the hill to put her errand into action:  He 

got onto the highway, and went straight to Mexico City. 
40

When 

he reached the center of the city, he went straight to the palace of 

the Bishop, the Governing Priest, who had just recently arrived; 

his name was Don Brother Juan de Zumarraga, a Franciscan 

Priest.” 
 

41
“And as soon as he got there, he then tried to see him, he 

begged his servants, his helpers, to go and tell him he needed to 

see him.  
42

After a long time, when the Reverend Bishop 

ordered that he enter, they came to call him.  
43

And as soon as 

he entered, first he knelt before him, he prostrated himself, 

then he revealed to him, he told him of the precious breath, the 

precious word of the Queen of Heaven, her message, and he 

also told him everything that made him marvel, what he saw, 

what he heard .” 
  

44
“But the Bishop, having heard his whole story, his message, as 

if he didn’t particularly believe it to be true, 
45

answered him, 

he said to him: 'My son, you will come again, I will still hear you 

calmly, I will look at it carefully from the very beginning, I will 

consider the reason why you have come, what is your will, what is 

your wish'”. 
  

46
“He left; he left sad because the errand entrusted to him was 

not immediately accepted. 
47

Then he returned, at the end of the 

day, he went straight from there to the top of the little hill, 
48

 

and he arrived before Her, the Queen of Heaven: there exactly 

where she had appeared to him the fist time, she was waiting 

for him.” 
 

49
“As soon as he saw her, he prostrated himself before her, he 

threw himself to the ground, he said to her: 
50

«My Mistress, my 

Lady, my Queen, my littlest Daughter, my little Girl, I went to 

where you sent me to carry out your venerable breath, your 

venerable word. Although I entered with difficulty to where the 

place where the Governing Priest is, I saw him, before him I 

placed your venerable breath, your venerable word, as you 

ordered me to do. 
51

He received me kindly and listened with 

attention, but, from the way he answered me, it's as if his heart 
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didn't recognize it, he doesn't think it's true. 
52

He said to me:  

'You will come again, I will still hear you calmly, I will look at it 

carefully from the very beginning, I will consider the reason why 

you have come, what is your will, what is your wish. 
53

We shall 

see', the way he answered me; it's as though your venerable 

divine house that you want them to build here, that maybe I just  

made it up, or maybe that it doesn't come from your venerable 

lips'.” 
 

54
“'So I beg you, my Lady, my Queen, my little Girl, to have one of 

the nobles who are held in esteem, one who is known, respected, 

honored, have him carry on, take your venerable breath, your 

venerable word, so that he will be believed . 
55

Because I am really 

just a man from the country, I'm the porter's rope, I'm a back 

frame, just a tail, a wing; I myself need to be led, carried on 

someone's back, it's not my place  to go or to stay there where you 

sent me, my little Girl, my littlest Daughter, my Lady, my Girl. 
56

Please, excuse me, I will afflict your face, your heart; I will fall 

into your anger, your displeasure, my Lady Mistress'.” 
 

57
“The Perfect Virgin, worthy of honor and veneration, answered 

him: 
58

'Listen my youngest son, know for sure that I have no lack 

of servants, of messengers, to whom I can give the task of carrying 

my breath, my word, so that they carry out my will; 
59

but it is 

necessary that you, personally, go and plead, that by your 

intercession, my wish, my will, become a reality. 
60

And I beg you, 

my youngest son, and I strictly order you, to go again tomorrow to 

see the Bishop. 
61

And in my name, make him know, make him hear 

my wish, my will, so that he will bring into being, he will build my 

sacred house that I ask of him. 
62

And carefully tell him again how 

I, personally, the ever Virgin Holy Mary, I, who am the Mother of 

God, sent you as my messenger'.” 
 

63
For his part, Juan Diego responded and said to her: 'My Lady, 

my Queen, my Little Girl, let me not anguish you or grieve your 

face, your heart; truly with gladness I will go, to carry out your 

venerable breath, your venerable word; I absolutely will not fail to 

do it, nor does the road trouble me. 
64

I will go now, to carry out 

your will, but maybe I won't be heard and, if heard, maybe I won't 

be believed. 
65

But truly, tomorrow afternoon, when the sun goes 

down, I will come to return to your venerable breath, to your 

venerable word, what the Governing Priest answers to me. 
66

Now I 

respectfully say goodbye to you, my youngest Daughter, my young 
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Girl, Lady, my Little Girl, rest a little more' 
67

And then he went to 

his house to rest.” 
  

68
“On the following day, Sunday, while it was still nighttime, 

everything was still dark, he left from his house toward here 

straight to Tlatelolco, he came to learn about divine things and to 

be counted in roll call; then he went to see the Governing Priest.” 
 

69
“And around ten he was ready, he had been to Mass and was 

counted in the roll, and everyone had left. 
70

But he, Juan Diego, 

then went to the palace, the Reverend Bishop's house. 
71

And as 

soon as he arrived, he went through the whole struggle to see 

him and,  after much effort, he saw him again. 
72

He knelt at his 

feet, he wept, he became sad as he spoke to him, as he revealed to 

him the venerable breath, the venerable word, of the Queen of 

Heaven. 
73

He hoped the errand would be believed, the will of the 

Perfect Virgin, to make for Her, to build for Her, Her sacred little 

house, where She had said, where She wanted it.” 
 

74
“And the Governing Bishop asked him many, many things, he 

interrogated him, to be certain, where he had seen Her, what She 

was like. He told absolutely everything to the Reverend Bishop. 
75

And although he told him absolutely everything that he had 

seen, that he had marveled at, that it appeared perfectly clear 

that She was the Perfect Virgin, the Kind, Wondrous Mother of 

Our Savior, Our Lord Jesus Christ; 
76

nevertheless his wish was 

not fulfilled. 
77

The Bishop said that not only on his word, would 

his petition be carried out, would what he requested happen, 
78

that some other sign was very necessary if he were to believe 

how the Queen of Heaven, personally, was sending him as Her 

messenger.” 
 

79
“As soon as Juan Diego heard that, he said to the Bishop: 

80
'Señor Governor, think about what the sign you ask for will be, 

because then I will go ask for it of the Queen of Heaven who sent 

me'. 
81

And as the Bishop saw that he was in agreement, that he 

did not hesitate or doubt in the slightest, he dismissed him. 
82

And 

as soon as he had left, the Bishop ordered some of his household 

staff, in whom he had absolute trust, to go and follow him, to 

carefully observe where he went, whom he saw, with whom he 

spoke. 
83

And this they did. And Juan Diego went straight along, 

following the highway. 
84

But those who followed him, where the 

ravine opens, near Tepeyac, on the wooden bridge, came to lose 

him. And although they searched for him everywhere, they 
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didn't see him anywhere.” 

 
85

“And so they turned back, not just because they had made 

terrible fools of themselves, but also because he had frustrated 

their attempt, he had made them angry. 
86

So they went to tell the 

Reverend Bishop, they put into his head that he shouldn't believe 

him, they told him how he was only telling him lies, that he was 

only making up what he came to tell him, or that he was only 

dreaming or imagining what he was telling him, what he was 

asking of him. 
87

So they decided that if he came again, if he 

returned, they would grab him right there, and punish him 

severely, so that he would never again tell lies or get people all 

riled up.” 
 

88
“Meanwhile, Juan Diego was with the Most Holy Virgin, telling 

Her the response he brought from the Reverend Bishop: 
89

and, 

when She heard it, She said to him: 
90

'That's fine, my little son, 

you will come back here tomorrow so that you may take the Bishop 

the sign he has asked you for; 
91

with that he will believe you, and 

he will no longer have any doubts about all this, nor will he be 

suspicious of you; 
92

and know, my little son, that I will reward the 

care, the work and the fatigue that you have put into this for me; 
93

so go now; I will be waiting for you here tomorrow'.” 
 

94
“And on the following day, Monday, when Juan Diego was to 

take some sign in order to be believed, he did not return. 
95

Because when he arrived at his house, the sickness had struck 

an uncle of his, named Juan Bernardino, and he was very ill. 
96

He went to get the doctor, who treated him, but it was too late; 

he was dying. 
97

And when night fell, his uncle begged him that 

while it was still the early hours of the morning, while it was still 

dark, that he leave towards here, that he come to Tlatelolco, to 

call one of the priests to go and hear his confession, to get him 

ready, 
98

because it was in his heart, that it was truly now time, 

that now he would die, because he would no longer get up, he 

would no longer get well.” 
  

99
“And Tuesday, when it was still very dark, he came to leave 

from there, from his house, Juan Diego, to Tlatelolco to call a 

priest,” 
  

100
“and when he reached the side of the little hill, at the foot of 

Tepeyácac, the end of the mountain range, where the road 

comes out, towards where the sun sets, where he had always 
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gone before, he said: 
101

'If I follow the road straight ahead, I 

don't want this Noble Lady to see me because, for sure, just like 

before, She'll stop me so I can take the sign to the Governing 

Priest for Her, as She ordered me to do. 
102

First we must get rid of 

our first affliction; first I must quickly call the priest since my 

poor uncle anxiously awaits him'. 
103

He immediately went 

around the hill, climbed up the middle, crossing over it, and 

emerged towards where the sun rises; so he could quickly 

arrive in Mexico City, so that the Queen of Heaven would not 

stop him. 
104

He thinks that where he made the turn the one who 

sees everywhere perfectly won't see him.” 
 

105
“He saw how She was coming down from up on the hill,  and 

that from there she had been looking at him, from where she 

saw him before.  
106

She came to meet him beside the hill, she 

came to block his way; she said to him:  
107

'My youngest son, 

what's going on?  Where are you going?  Where are you 

headed?' 
108

And he, perhaps he grieved a little, or perhaps he 

became ashamed? Or perhaps he became afraid of the 

situation, became fearful?  
109

He prostrated himself before Her, 

he greeted Her, he said to Her:  
110

'My little Maiden, my 

youngest Daughter, my Little Girl, I hope you are happy; how are 

you this morning?  Does your beloved little body feel well, my 

Lady, my Girl ?»” 
 

111
“'Though it grieves me, I will cause your face and your heart 

anguish:  I must tell you, my little Girl, that one of your servants, 

my uncle, is very ill.  
112

A terrible sickness has taken hold of him; 

he will surely die from it soon.  
113

And now I shall go quickly to 

your little house in Mexico , to call one of the ones beloved of 

Our Lord, one of our priests, so that he will go to hear his 

confession and prepare him.  
114

Because in reality for this we 

were born, we who came to await the task of our death.'” 
  

115
“'But, while I am going to do this, afterwards I will return here 

again to go carry your venerable breath, your venerable word, Lady, 

my Little Girl. 
116

Forgive me, be patient with me a little longer, 

because I am not deceiving you with this, my youngest Daughter, my 

Little Girl, tomorrow without fail I will come in all haste'.” 
  

 
117

“As soon as She heard Juan Diego's words, the Merciful 

Perfect Virgin answered him: 
118

'Listen, put it into your heart, my 

youngest son, that what frightened you, what afflicted you is 

nothing; do not let it disturb your face, your heart; do not fear this 
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sickness or any other sickness, nor any sharp or hurtful thing. 
119

Am 

I not here, I who have the honor to be your mother? Are you not in 

my shadow and under my protection? Am I not the source of your 

joy? Are you not in the hollow of my mantle, in the crossing of my 

arms? Do you need anything more?'” 
 

120
“'Let nothing else worry you, disturb you; don't grieve your 

uncle's illness, because he will not die of it for now, you may be 

certain that he is already healed'. 
121

(And at that very moment his 

uncle was healed, as they later found out). 
122

And Juan Diego, 

when he heard the venerable breath, the venerable word, of the 

Queen of Heaven, he was greatly comforted by it, his heart 

became peaceful; 
123

and he begged her to send him immediately 

as messenger to see the Governing Bishop, to take him Her sign, 

for proof, so that he would believe.” 

 
124

“And the Queen of Heaven ordered him then to go to the top 

of the little hill, where he had seen her before. 
125

She said to him: 

'Go up, my youngest son, to the top of the hill, to where you saw me 

and I told you what to do; 
126

there you will see spread out several 

kinds of flowers: cut them, gather them,  put them all together: 

then come right down; bring them here, into my presence'. 
127

And 

then Juan Diego climbed the little hill,” 

 
128

“and when he reached the top, he marveled at how many 

flowers were spread out there, their blossoms were open, flowers 

of every kind, lovely and beautiful, like those of Castille, when it 

was not yet their season. 
129

because it was when the frost was 

worst. 
130

The flowers were giving off an extremely soft fragrance, 

like precious pearls, as if filled with the night's dew. 
131

Right away 

he began to cut them, gathered them all and put them in the 

hollow of his tilma.
 132

The top of the little hill was certainly not a 

place in which any flowers grew, because it's rocky, there are 

burs, thorny plants, prickly pear, and an abundance of mesquite 

bushes. 
133

And though some small grasses might grow, it was then 

the month of December, in which the ice eats everything up and 

destroys it.” 

 
134

“And immediately he came back down, he came to bring the 

Heavenly Maiden the different kinds of flowers which he had 

gone up to cut, 
135

and when She saw them, She took them with her 

venerable hands; 
136 

then She put them back in the hollow of Juan 

Diego's tilma and said to him: 
137

'My youngest son, these different 
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kinds of flowers are the proof, the sign that you will take to the 

Bishop; 
138

you will tell him from me that in them he is to see my 

wish and that therefore he is to carry out my wish, my will; 
139

and 

you, you who are my messenger, in you I place my absolute trust. 
140

And I strictly order you that only alone, in the Bishop's presence, 

will you open you tilma and show him what you are carrying; 
141

and 

you will tell him everything exactly, you will tell him that I ordered 

you to climb to the top of the little hill to cut the flowers, and 

everything you saw and admired; 
142

so that you can convince the 

Governing Priest, so that he will then do what is his responsibility, to 

build my little sacred house that I have asked for».” 
 

  
143

“And as soon as the Heavenly Queen gave him Her orders, he 

took the highway, he comes straight to Mexico, now he comes 

happily, 
144

his heart is tranquil now, because it's going to come out 

alright, the flowers will see to that. 
145

Along the way, he is very 

careful of what is in the hollow of his tilma, lest he lose something. 
146

As he comes, he enjoys the fragrance of the different kinds of 

exquisite flowers .” 

 
147

“When he arrived at the Bishop’s house, the doorkeeper and 

the  Governing Priest's other servants went to meet him. 
148

He 

begged them to tell him that he wanted to see him, but none of 

them was willing; they didn't want to listen to him, or perhaps 

because it was still very dark. 
149

Or maybe because they knew him 

by now, and all he did was bother and inconvenience them. 
150

And 

their companions had already told them about him, the ones who 

lost him when they were following him. 
151

For a long, long time he 

waited for his request to be granted. 
152

And when they saw that he 

was simply standing there for a very long time, his head down, 

doing nothing, in case he should be called, and how he was 

carrying something in the hollow of his tilma; then they came 

close to him to see what it was he was bringing and thus satisfy 

their curiosity.” 
 

153
“And when Juan Diego saw that there was no way he could hide 

from them what he was carrying, and that therefore they would 

harass him, push him, or perhaps beat him, he gave them a little 

peek and they saw that it was flowers. 
154

And when they saw that 

they were all fine, different flowers, like those from Castille, and 

that it wasn't the season for them to be blooming, they admired 

them greatly, how fresh they were, with their buds open, how 
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good they smelled, beautiful. 
155

And they wanted to grab them 

and pull a few out. 
156

They dared to try to take them three times, 

but there was no way they could do it, 
157

because when they tried, 

they couldn't see them anymore, instead they looked painted or 

embroidered or sewn into the tilma.” 
  

158
“They went immediately to tell the Governing Bishop what they 

had seen, 
159

and how the lowly Indian who had come the other 

times wanted to see him, and that he had been waiting a very long 

time there for permission, because he wanted to see him. 
160

And 

the Governing Bishop, as soon as he heard this, already had it in 

his heart that that was the sign to convince him, so they he would 

carry out the work that the humble man had asked of him. 
161

He 

immediately ordered that they let him in to see him. 
162

And, 

having entered, he prostrated himself in his presence, as he had 

done before. 
163

And again he told him about all he had seen, what 

he had admired, and his message. 
164

He said to him: 'My Lord, 

Governor, I have truly done it, I carried out your orders; 
165

I went to 

tell the Lady, my Mistress, the Heavenly Maiden, Saint Mary, the 

Beloved Mother of God, that you asked for a sign in order to believe 

me, so that you would make her sacred little house, there where She 

asked that you build it; 
166

and I also told Her I had given you my 

word to come and bring you some sign, some proof of Her venerable 

will, as you told me to do. 
167

And She listened well to your venerable 

breath, your venerable word, and was pleased to receive your request 

for the sign, the proof, so that Her beloved will can be done, can be 

carried out. 
168

And now, when it was still nighttime, She ordered me 

to come again to see you; 
169

and I asked Her for Her sign so that I 

would be believed, as She said she would give to me, and 

immediately She kept her promise. 
170

And She sent me to the top of 

the little hill where I had seen Her before, to cut some different 

flowers there, like those from Castille. 
171

And when I had cut them, I 

took them down to Her below; 
172

and with Her venerable hands she 

took them. 
173

Then, again, She put them in the hollow of my tilma, 
174

so that I would come to bring them to you, so that I would deliver 

them to you personally. 
175

Although I knew well that the top of the 

hill isn't a place where flowers grow, because it's just rocks, burs, 

thorny plants, wild prickly pear and mesquite bushes.  I didn't doubt 

because of that; I didn't hesitate because of that. 
176

When I reached 

the top of the little hill, I saw that it was now the Flowered Land. 
177

There had sprung forth various flowers, like Castillian roses, the 

finest that there are, full of dew, splendid; so I went to cut them. 
178

And She told me that I should give them to you from Her, and that 
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in this way I would prove it; so that you would see the sign you 

requested in order to carry out Her venerable will, 
179

and so that it 

would be clear that my word, my message, is the truth. 
180

Here they 

are; please receive them'.” 
 

181
“And then he opened his white tilma, in the hollow of which 

were the flowers. 
182

And all the different flowers, like those from 

Castille, fell to the floor, 
183

Then and there his tilma became the 

sign, there suddenly appeared the Beloved Image of the Perfect 

Virgin Saint Mary, Mother of God, in the form and figure in 

which it is now, 
184

where it is preserved in her beloved little house, 

in her sacred little house in Tepeyac, which is called Guadalupe. 
185

And as soon as the Governing Bishop and all those who were 

there saw it, they knelt, they were full of awe, 
186

they stood up to 

see it, they were moved, their hearts were troubled, their hearts as 

well as their minds were raised. 
187

And the Governing Bishop, in 

tears, with sadness, begged Her, he asked Her forgiveness for not 

having carried out Her venerable will, Her venerable breath, Her 

venerable word.” 
 

188
“And the Bishop got up, and untied Juan Diego's garment, his 

tilma, from his neck where it was tied. 
189

On which appeared, 

which then became the venerable sign of the Heavenly Queen. 
190

And then he took it and placed it in his private chapel. 
191

And 

Juan Diego still stayed for the day in the Bishop's house, who still 

kept him there. 
192

And on the next day he said to him: 'Come, let's 

go so you can show me where it is that the venerable will of the 

Queen of Heaven wants Her chapel built'. 
193

Immediately the order 

was given to make it, to build it. 
194

And Juan Diego, as soon as he 

showed where the Lady of Heaven had ordered that Her sacred 

little house be built, asked for permission to leave. 
195

He wanted to 

go home in order to see his uncle, Juan Bernardino, who was very 

ill when he left him, and he had gone to call on one of the priests 

in Tlatelolco to hear his confession and prepare him, the one 

whom the Queen of Heaven had told him had already been cured. 
196

But they didn't let him go alone, instead people went with him 

to his house. 
197

And when they arrived they saw that his venerable 

uncle was healthy, absolutely nothing pained him. 
198

And he, for 

his part, greatly admired the way in which his nephew was so 

accompanied and honored. 
199

He asked his nephew why this was 

happening, that they so honored him; 
200

and he told him how, 

when he left to go call on a priest to hear his confession, to prepare 

him, there in Tepeyácac the Lady of Heaven appeared to him. 
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201
And She sent him to Mexico City to see the Governing Bishop, 

so that there he would build Her house in Tepeyácac.” 

 
202

“And She told him not to worry, because his uncle was already 

cured, and this very much consoled him. 
203

His uncle told him it 

was true, that She healed him at that exact moment, 
204

and he saw 

Her in exactly the same way She had appeared to his nephew. 
205

And She told him that she was also sending him to Mexico City 

to see the Bishop; 
206

and that also, when he went to see him, he 

should reveal absolutely everything to him, he should tell him 

what he had seen 
207

and the wonderful way in which She had 

healed him, 
208

y and that he should properly name Her Beloved 

Image thus: THE PERFECT VIRGIN, SAINT MARY OF GUADALUPE.” 
 

209
“And right away they took Juan Bernardino into the presence 

of the Governing Bishop, so that he could come to speak to him, to 

give him his testimony. 
210

And together with his nephew Juan 

Diego, the Bishop lodged them in his house for a few days, 
211

while 

the sacred little house of the Heavenly Maiden was built there in 

Tepeyac, where She revealed Herself to Juan Diego. 
212

And after 

some time, the Reverend Bishop moved the beloved Image of the 

Heavenly Maiden to the main church. 
213

He came to take it from 

his palace, from his chapel where it had been, so that everyone 

could see it and admire Her precious Image. 
214

And absolutely 

everyone, the entire city, without exception, trembled when they 

went to behold, to admire Her precious Image. 
215

They came to 

acknowledge it as something divine. 
216

They came to offer Her 

their prayers. 
217

They marveled at the miraculous way it had 

appeared 
218

since absolutely no one on Earth had painted Her 

beloved Image.” 
 

 


