Juan Diego and Our Lady of Guadalupe

Narrator:
In December 1531, Juan Diego left his village very early to go to mass celebrating Our Lady’s honor.  The priests encouraged people to never be late for mass.  Juan was hurrying on his way through the mountains when all of a sudden he heard what sounded like the song of many birds.  This was unusual because it was still dark and cold.  All of a sudden, the bird singing stopped.  Everything was quiet.  Juan stood still and did not move. Then…

Our Lady:
Juan, Juan Diego! Juanito Juan Dieguito!

Narrator:
Juan climbed the hill to better see who was calling him.  The sun was still not up but Juan could tell that this was a woman who was young and beautiful.

Our Lady:
Juan, smallest and dearest of my little children, where were you going?

Juan:
My lady, I was hurrying to see mass and hear the gospel explained.

Our Lady:
I wish for you to know who I am.  I am the ever Virgin Mary, mother of the true God who gives all life.  He created all life, He is in all places.  He is Lord of Heaven and earth.  I desire a church in this place where your people can experience my compassion.  All those who sincerely ask my help in their work and in their sorrows will know my Mother’s heart in this place.  Here I will see their tears; I will console them and they will be at peace.  So run now to Tenochtitlan and tell the Bishop all that you have seen and heard.

Narrator:
Juan hurried off to the palace of the Bishop.  The Bishop’s servants made him wait for a very long time.  Juan was very low on the social scale and not as important as others who came to see the Bishop. 

Bishop:
I will think about what the Lady requested.  You may return if needed.

Narrator:
Juan returned to the hill.

Juan:
Little mother, I am just a humble and poor Indian, I am not sure the Bishop believes in my message.

Our Lady:
My little son, there are many I could send, but you are the one I have chosen.  Tomorrow morning you go back to the Bishop.  Tell him it is the Virgin Mary who sends you and repeat to him my desire for a church in this place.

Juan:
I will do so willingly though I fear the Bishop may not be pleased to see me so soon.  He may not believe that it is really you who sent me.  But I am your servant and will obey.

Narrator:
Sunday morning while it was still dark, Juan was up and hurried off to church.  After mass he went to see the Bishop.  This time the Bishop saw Juan immediately.  

Bishop:
Why would the Virgin Mary send you?  Go now and return only when you have proof of what you tell me.

Narrator:
The Bishop had 2 servants follow Juan but they lost sight of him.  Juan had returned to the hill.

Juan:
The Bishop wants a sign.

Our Lady:
(with a smile on her face) Very well little son, return tomorrow at day break, I will give you a sign for him.  You have taken much trouble on my account and I shall reward you for it.  Go in peace and rest.

Narrator:
Juan headed for home but once there he found his uncle, with whom he lived, very ill.  The next day, instead of going to see Our Lady, Juan went a different way around the mountain.  He had to get a priest for his sick uncle.  Our Lady saw him coming.

Our Lady:
Least of my sons, what is the matter?

Juan:
Forgive me, my uncle is ill and I must get a priest to give him the last sacraments.

Our Lady:
My little son, do not be distressed and afraid.  Am I not here who am your mother?  Are you not under my protection?  Your uncle will not die at this time.  His health has been restored.  There is no need for your errand, now you can tend to mine!  Go up to the top of the hill; cut flowers that are growing there and bring them to me.

Narrator:
Juan did as he was told.  When he returned to Our Lady she rearranged the flowers the way she wanted them.

Our Lady:
Do not let anyone but the Bishop see what you have.  Remember little son that you are my trusted ambassador and this time the Bishop will believe all that you tell him.

Narrator:
When Juan arrived at the Bishop’s palace all the servants wanted to see what was in his cloak but he refused to show until the Bishop was present.  After telling this story to the Bishop he opened his tilma and the flowers tumbled out.  The Bishop and the servants dropped to their knees not because of the flowers but because of what was on Juan’s tilma.  There, inside Juan’s tilma, was the image of Our Lady  as she appeared to Juan.  After this Juan showed the Bishop where the church was to be built.  


Juan’s uncle was healthy once more and told of a bright light filling his room and a Lady appeared and told him that she had sent Juan on an errand for her.  She also said to “call me and call my image Santa Maria de Guadalupe.”  Then she disappeared.

