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PREFACE
The stories in this book represent the folktale tradition of  Spanish-speaking America set within a frame of American  Indian lore. As the scheme suggests, Latino folklore is two  things at once. For the most part it is distinctly Old World, preserving  medieval and even ancient story types. And yet in part it is new. That  is, it has been embraced by Indo-America, which retains its own distinctive traditions while contributing a new, mixed lore of European  and native elements.
The one hundred folktales at the core of this collection have been  chosen to include the various European genres, ranging from the comic  and the anecdotal to the heroic, the moralizing, and the religious. Familiar characters like the trickster Pedro de Urdemalas, the antagonistic two compadres, and the witch wife have been accommodated, as  well as such quintessential tale types as The Bear’s Son, Blancaflor, The  Three Counsels, and The Clump of Basil. To suggest the atmosphere   of live performance, the stories have been sequenced in the form of an  idealized velorio, or wake, the most frequent occasion for public storytelling in Latin America. Riddles, games (here exhibited by a genre  that will be called “chain riddles”), and of course folk prayers also help  pass the time at a wake. Small selections of these are added to the tales.
Consequently, care has been taken to present material that is oral. In  the preface to a book of folktales this should not have to be said. Yet in  the region under consideration novelists are also folklorists and the distinction between literature and folklore has often been blurred. It is  easy to set aside Valentín García Sáiz’s Leyendas y supersticiones del Uruguay as an artist’s creation rather than the transmission of a teller’s  performance, less easy to exclude the Colombian novelist Tomás Carrasquilla’s Cuentos de Tejas Arriba. In the case of the Costa Rican short-story writer, novelist, and political activist Carmen Lyra, the nearly two  dozen folktales she recorded have been accepted by folktale scholars,  and one of them is included here.
The greatest debt, however, is to the company of dedicated folklorists and anthropologists that emerged at the beginning of the twentieth century and set about the task of recording Latino folklore nation  by nation. Manuel J. Andrade, for the Dominican Republic; Delina  Anibarro de Halushka, for Bolivia; Paulo Carvalho-Neto, for Ecuador;  Susana Chertudi, for Argentina; and Ramón Laval, for Chile, are among  the names that should be mentioned. Their publications will be found  listed in the bibliography; their endeavors were a kind of systematics,  akin to natural history, carefully preserving, labeling, and categorizing  specimens of oral literature. Without their painstaking labor a compilation of this kind, which attempts to be panoramic, would not have  been possible.
African-American folklore might well have been taken into account, especially for the Caribbean area—except that it has already  been included in another volume in this series, Roger D. Abrahams’s  admirable African American Folktales: Stories from Black Traditions in the  New World.  Finally, there are no translations here from the Portuguese-speaking region, though there could have been in view of the overall  unity of Ibero-American lore. It can be claimed, though, that the vast  territory of Brazil is beyond the scope of the present offering. The folkloric riches of Indo-, Afro-, and Luso-Brazil deserve a volume of their  own.
Timothy Knab, Richard Balkin, and Altie Karper jointly decided  that I should undertake this essentially Hispanic volume. I thank them  for giving me the opportunity. Barbara Bader provided information at a  crucial moment; and I am grateful to Susan DiLorenzo, Jean Su, Rosalie  Burgher, Ruth Anne Muller, Mary Hesley, and Jeanne Elliott for aid in  locating texts.
J. B.
West Shokan, New York
July 2001


INTRODUCTION
Latin American folklore, or more precisely the recording of  oral tradition in Latin America, has a five-hundred-year history marked by assiduous and highly skilled endeavor. Its  span, however, is not continuous. There are two periods, the early Colonial era, lasting through the sixteenth century and into the first few  decades of the seventeenth, and the twentieth century. In between lie  nearly three hundred years of inactivity on the part of scribes and  archivists, whose missed opportunities, to paraphrase the storyteller’s  closing formula, were carried off by the wind.
Understandably the two periods are not comparable. The first belongs to the era of early colonialism and religious conversion; while the  second follows in the trail of two relatively recent phenomena—the rise  of social science and the stirrings of romantic nationalism. The different agendas, set by the missionary on one hand and the folklorist on the  other, produced results that were dissimilar in subject matter and even  in style. This book is concerned mainly with the latter period. Nevertheless, it is in the earlier era, with its lore of the Conquest and of the  advent of Christianity, that characteristic themes are first sounded.
Indian Background
One might have assumed that the initial voyages of Columbus had  more pressing business than the collecting of stories. But in 1496,  faced with the challenge of repeated insurrections among the Taino of  Hispaniola, the Admiral himself ordered his chaplain, the Jeronymite  friar Ramón Pané, to make a careful study of native custom. Pané lived   with the Taino for nearly two years, made careful notes, and in his   report included fragments of oral lore reduced to alphabetic script.  Among the small but choice harvest of motifs were such typical Latin  American Indian items as the ocean trapped in a gourd, the origin of  women from trees, and the emergence of ancestors from inside the  earth.
Less than two decades after Pané’s discoveries, the royal chronicler  Peter Martyr d’Anghiera was at work on a compendium of New World  exploration that included a pioneering sample of the lore of the northwest corner of South America. From Peter Martyr comes the first notice  of the typical Colombian Indian motif of the female supreme deity.
Collecting in depth, however, did not occur until after the conquest  of the Aztec capital, Mexico, in 1521. Franciscan friars, who began arriving in Mexico City three years later, took charge of the intellectual  culture of the new colony and made it their business to learn Nahuatl,  the language of the Aztecs. The friars prepared Nahuatl-Spanish grammars and dictionaries that are still useful today, along with voluminous  compilations of Nahuatl texts. Foremost in this work was the missionary-ethnographer Bernardino de Sahagún (1499–1590), whose twelve-book encyclopedia of Nahua lore, called General History of the Things of  New Spain, included myths, legends, oratory, songs, sayings, and figures  of speech. Repeatedly comparing himself to a medical doctor, Sahagún  explained that he was recording these texts to supply preachers with  the necessary information to “cure” the native people of their “blindness,” because “the physician cannot properly treat the patient without  knowing in which of the [four] humors, and from which cause, the infirmity arises.” It is clear, nevertheless, that Sahagún was a man not  only of the faith but of the Renaissance, whose researches served the   interests of science, perhaps intentionally. In retrospect, Sahagún has  been viewed as an experimenter in the techniques that would one day  reemerge as anthropology.
Similar efforts, though not with the same thoroughness or subtlety,  were initiated in the central Andes about 1550, gathering momentum  in the 1570s during the term of the fourth viceroy of Peru, Francisco   de Toledo. In order to support a program of reform and to substantiate  his claim that Inca rule had been abusive, Toledo ordered an investigation of Inca history and custom, much as Columbus had done in Hispaniola three generations earlier. One result was Pedro Sarmiento de  Gamboa’s colorful  Historia de los incas, drawn from the traditional histories chanted by Quechua bards.
The native chronicles to a large extent are the stories of kings, presented in chronological order, preceded by legends of tribal origin   and myths of world creation. This is true of the sixteenth-century lore  from Peru, Mexico, and elsewhere, including Colombia and Guatemala.  Even in the fragmentary accounts obtained in Hispaniola, the names of  a few Taino chieftains are preserved. Of particular interest, especially in  the Peruvian and Mexican cycles, are stories of the final kings, the ones  who were obliged to deal with the Conquest. In the view of native storytellers these rulers are tragic figures, and we hear that the Conquest  was fated to occur. Such stories, from Mexico and Peru, are included as  nos. 1/I–V and 2/III–V in this anthology.
It could be imagined that when the collectors of oral lore reawakened in the twentieth century and began finding the standard repertory  of European folktales with their poor-boy-wins-princess plots and  ubiquitous kings, the versions recorded in Indian communities would  incorporate kings in Indian dress. But what we learn, in many localities, is that the Indian king has gone underground. In native folk belief,  as if harking back to the Conquest lore of the old chronicles, the “king”  is a remote personage who has been captured, killed, or hidden inside  the earth, eventually to be reborn or to emerge as a deliverer. In the  Andes this important figure is called Inkarrí, combining Inca and the  Spanish word  rey, or king. In the region from New Mexico to Panama  he is sometimes called “Montezuma,” evidently in allusion to the   Montezuma of Aztec history. Among the Boruca of Costa Rica he is  supposed to be living inside a mountain, guarding a treasure hoard.  The widespread attitude is summed up by the anthropologist Robert  Laughlin, writing of his experience with an accomplished tale-teller,  Romin Teratol, of the Tzotzil Maya community of Zinacantán: “That  Zinacantecs do not see kings in the same light as we do was driven  home to me when showing pictures of contemporary European kings  and queens to Romin. He asked if they were immortal. Not satisfied  with my negative reply, he persisted, ‘But they come from caves, don’t  they?’ ”
Meanwhile the familiar king of Old World folktales, in many of    the versions composed by Indian storytellers, has been changed into the  hacienda owner, or patrón, a character decidedly less persuadable than  the prototype. Immediately the tales take on the coloration of modern short stories with sociological overtones. In short, reality breaks  through. “The Pongo’s Dream” (no. 36), from Peru, and “The Bad Compadre” (no. 96), from Guatemala, are two of several examples in the collection at hand.
At what date Hispanic folktales—the Cinderellas and the Dragon  Slayers—arrived on American shores would be hard to calculate. Although modern folklorists have assumed these stories came with the  conquerors, direct evidence is scanty. We do know that a group of forty-seven Aesop’s fables was translated into Nahuatl in the sixteenth century, and such fables recur in modern Latin American collections. One  of them, though it is not represented in the Nahuatl group, is given  here as no. 53, “Good Is Repaid with Evil.” A better example, representing a different kind of folktale, is no. 15, “What the Owls Said,” a  story from twentieth-century Mexico with a Peruvian variant recorded  in 1608.
More important, it is clear that the earliest missionaries brought  Bible stories, at least in the orthodox versions found in the various  forms of the catechism known as doctrina cristiana, as well as in sermons  and in other writings, all of which were translated into native languages. Often the stories are given in a connected series beginning with  the creation of the world, followed by the appearance of Adam and Eve,  the expulsion from paradise, God’s visit to Noah, the world flood, the  birth of Christ, the crucifixion, and the resurrection. By no means a  Bible miscellany, the sequence economically illustrates the Catholic  doctrine of original sin and redemption. That is, God created humans  to enjoy eternal life in exchange for obedience; Adam and Eve, through  their disobedience, broke the contract and bequeathed their sin to all  subsequent generations. The flood was an attempt to wash away the accumulated sin, though only to temporary effect; it was Christ, finally,  through his life, death, and resurrection, who restored the promise that  had been withdrawn at the Expulsion. The earliest known native version, dating from 1565, is given here as no. 3, “Bringing Out the Holy  Word.” When the cycle reappears in the twentieth century it is found   to contain numerous nonscriptural details, evidently borrowed from  medieval traditions of considerable rarity in world folklore today. Indeed, the cycle has dropped out of the Hispanic repertory, surviving  only in Indian retellings; it is one of the characteristic jewels of Latin  American folklore, presented here in its twentieth-century form as nos.  55–73. Not surprisingly, it has been reinterpreted by native tellers.  The doctrinal cues are now largely missing, and—again with sociological overtones—the emphasis is on escape from persecution.
Twentieth Century
Modern folklore research came late to Latin America. In Europe, by  the mid-1800s, it was already clear that folktales were national treasures that might energize such groups as Germans, Finns, or Italians. In  the Americas the overlay of new cultures made the opportunity less  easy to recognize. Evidently it was the Indian tale that had grown from  the soil, and it was decided that Indian folklore, for geographical if   no better reasons, could serve Euro-American cultural interests. In  North America the first resounding answer to the Grimms’ two-volume  Kinder- und Hausmärchen was Henry Rowe Schoolcraft’s Algic Researches  (1839), a two-volume collection of Algonquian tales, which the poet  Longfellow turned into the enormously popular Song of Hiawatha. In  Latin territory the situation was even less clear, for here there was more  mixing of Indian and European culture than in the English-speaking  region to the north. The first tentative steps were taken in Brazil, where  oral tales from Amazonian Indian sources—still regarded as Brazilian  classics—were published in the 1870s by Charles Frederick Hartt and  José Vieira Couto de Magalhães. When the idea of folklore as a useful  pursuit finally arrived in Spanish-speaking America, at the very end of  the nineteenth century, it came first to the outermost parts of the region, Chile and New Mexico.
Rodolfo Lenz initiated the project in Chile with collections of Araucanian Indian tales published in the 1890s. Lenz, who has been called  the Nestor of Chilean folklore studies, gathered around him a band of  coworkers, including Sperata R. de Saunière, Julio Vicuña Cifuentes,   and Ramón Laval, whose focus promptly shifted from Chilean Indian   to Chilean Hispanic lore. Saunière, for her part, stated that she took   her Hispanic narratives only from “persons of humble estate, house   servants and country people who were not schooled and did not know  how to read,” scrupulously preserving “the idiomatic expressions and  turns of speech.” Among her informants was the eighty-year-old Juana  González, of Chillán, a town in Indian country 250 miles south of Santiago, who provided the story “Antuco’s Luck.” If any Latino folktale  could be made to stand for the whole it might well be this one. It has  everything: the baroque opening and closing formulas, Hispanic narrative content, a hint of Moorish influence, profound Catholic symbolism, a hero with an Indian name, European kings, and a defiant touch  of New World nationalism as the once-poor herdsman, now in Paris,  takes the French princess as his wife, signing his marriage contract Antuco de Chile. The story is given here as no. 5. As for the “idiomatic expressions and turns of speech,” these point to a dawning rationale for  the collecting of Hispanic folktales not only in Chile but in Spanish  America generally. Lenz himself was a pioneer in Hispanic linguistics,  and he and his Chilean followers were soon in touch with another,  younger researcher, Aurelio Espinosa of New Mexico, who would carry  the work into new fields.
Of New Mexican Spanish ancestry dating from the sixteenth century, Espinosa was born in southern Colorado in 1880. He began his academic career at the University of New Mexico in 1902 and later joined  the faculty of Stanford University, where he taught until his retirement  in 1947. During his long career he brought the Hispanic folklore of the  Southwest to an international audience and produced groundbreaking  studies in the dialectology of New World Spanish. For Espinosa the  folktale was a sampler of localized Spanish, rich in expressive and phonetic detail, waiting to be compared with specimens from other parts of  Latin America and from Spain itself. Not satisfied with available Iberian texts, he traveled to Spain in the 1920s and recorded the tales for   his massive Cuentos populares españoles, still the premier compilation of  peninsular Spanish folk narratives. In addition, under his direction the  first major folktale collections from Puerto Rico, Cuba, and Mexico  were made.
It was becoming apparent that the Americas had preserved a Hispanic folk culture of great purity, perhaps especially in New Mexico.  Here, a thousand miles from Mexico City, in a landlocked province the  Colonial gobernador  Diego de Vargas had called “remote beyond compare,” were the oral literatures of Castille and Andalusia with their Arabic, Jewish, and South Asian roots still visible. Among the hundreds of  New Mexican tales collected by Espinosa and his students were such  durable standards as “The Three Counsels” and “The Twelve Truths   of the World” in versions as complete as any that have been recorded   in Latin America. Dressed up in the mock-serious numerology of far-distant lands, each of these tales preaches the straight and narrow, while  promising reversals of fortune that break the rules. The poor man who  sticks to the main road, keeps his mouth shut, and checks his impulses  (“Three Counsels”) or who insists on following the dictates of compadrazgo, even if it means taking the Devil as his compadre (“Twelve  Truths”), in each case ends up living in a palace. It may also be noted  that the hero who returns home to find his wife in the arms of a priest  (“Three Counsels”) or who escapes the Devil by having an angel invoke  the eleven thousand virgins (“Twelve Truths”) stands as the beneficiary  of an unquestioning faith constantly inviting skepticism. One is reminded that in an irreverent Cuban tale the eleven thousand virgins   are let out of heaven by St. Peter for a night on the town in Havana. As  for one’s wife in the arms of a priest, what else does one expect in folktales? Both conservative and revolutionary, authoritarian and subversive, pietistic and anti-clerical, this of course is the contradictory world  of the folktale, whether Slavic, Spanish, Scandinavian, or Indic. But it  belongs especially to versions recorded in Spanish America, where the  contrasts are etched in sharp relief. “The Three Counsels” appears here  as no. 45, “The Twelve Truths” as no. 23.
By mid-century “The Three Counsels” had been put on record not  only from New Mexico but also from Chile, Mexico, Cuba, Puerto  Rico, and the Dominican Republic. Other tales by this time were  found to be equally far-flung, and the basic principle of Latino folklore—its unity—could be agreed upon. Another principle, seemingly  confirmed again and again, is that folkloric influences do not normally  travel from Indian languages into Spanish, though they move freely in   the opposite direction. Consequently an overall distinction can be made  between collections from Cuba, Puerto Rico, and the Dominican Republic, on one hand, and the mainland on the other. In the Antilles,  where there are few if any Indian communities left to receive and rework Hispanic traditions, the familiar idols-behind-altars approach to  Latino folklore has very little resonance.
The Antillean collections excel in tales that moralize, in sardonic inversions of such tales, and, as would be expected, in folkloric romances  that end with the happily married living somewhere in the ever after.  In “Don Dinero and Doña Fortuna,” no. 6, from the Dominican Republic, the gentleman stands stubbornly on his money, while Fortuna  proves her own version of nature’s truth: Luck wins out over Money.  “The Charcoal Peddler’s Chicken,” no. 44, from Puerto Rico, supplies  the inversion: a poor man chooses to share his humble meal with Death  rather than Luck, since Death, not Luck, treats everyone equally. In   the romantic “Clump of Basil,” no. 43, also from Puerto Rico, a clever  young woman courts the king with impertinent riddles and outwits  him, winning his mind, his heart, and of course his money. Stories like  this are found on the mainland, too. But seldom in Indian communities.
Indian versions of Hispanic tales avoid outward moralizing. As a  finishing touch, should one be needed, the storyteller prefers the etiological motif. Typically, “The Miser’s Jar,” no. 38, from the Kekchi  Maya of Belize, ends not with a maxim about greed but with an epigrammatic theory on the origin of a certain bird: “As he sat down and  began to weep, he was changed into the where-where bird. And to this  day the bird may be seen near pools and in wet places, crying, ‘Where,  where? Where, where?’ ” Science, then, is the objective rather than philosophy, and we are led out of the folktale and into myth.
The happily-married ending, as in “The Clump of Basil,” is the  stock-in-trade of European folklore. It does find its way into Indian versions, as can be seen in at least two tales, “Riches Without Working”  (no. 88) and “Rosalie” (no. 100). More usual in the folk fiction of native  America, however, is the marriage that is left behind or the marriage  opportunity that is rejected. In this regard the Puerto Rican stories,  with their bride-and-groom finales, may be compared with the darkerhued tales from Colombia.
All five Colombian stories in this anthology were recorded by Gerardo and Alicia Reichel-Dolmatoff in the 1950s in the little village of  Atánquez, 400 miles north of Bogotá. Located in the Sierra Nevada de  Santa Marta, Atánquez is Spanish-speaking, its folklore essentially Hispanic with the full complement of moral and romantic tales. But there  is also an undercurrent of Indian themes, as well as occasional terms recalled from Kankuama, the Chibchan language that had formerly been  spoken in Atánquez. Nearby, in the heart of the Sierra Nevada, lies the  tribal territory of the Chibchan Kogi, who managed to preserve their  language and their traditional religious lore through the twentieth century. In folktales from Atánquez it can be noticed that marriage is  turned aside and that the happy union, if there is one, is between parent  and child. In “The Fisherman’s Daughter,” for example, the young  heroine acquires a lover but goes on by herself to seek work, eventually  returning not to a lover or a husband but to her father and mother.  With the money she has earned she and her parents set themselves up as  storekeepers and have whatever they want “from that time on.” The  daughter’s work, we learn, had been aided by the proverbial old woman  of Hispanic folklore, nearly always identified by Latin American storytellers as the Virgin Mother, especially when accompanied by her “little  boy.” But the work itself, in this case, is the retrieving of a magical hair  from the “mother of all the animals.” And here, so to speak, is the idol  behind the altar, the old female divinity of the Sierra Nevada now in  league with the Virgin of Catholic doctrine.
Through the 1960s, 1970s, and 1980s significant new collections of  Hispanic folktales continued to appear, adding Argentina, Bolivia, and  Ecuador to the roster of nations that can now be regarded as folkloristically well covered. Included in this group, notably, was Guatemala,  where an ambitious program at the University of San Carlos was being  carried out under the direction of Roberto Díaz Castillo, Celso Lara  Figueroa, and Ofelia Déleon Meléndez. With its sponsorship of fieldwork, its bulletins, journals, and monographs, and its educational out-reach, the Centro de Estudios Folklóricos has set as its goal nothing less  than the integration of Guatemalan folklore and Guatemalan national  culture. Among its most popular publications has been Lara Figueroa’s  edition of the tales of the quintessential Latino trickster, Pedro de Urdemalas. This folkloric figure is known throughout Latin America from  New Mexico to Chile, also in Spain and in Portugal (where he is called  Pedro de Malas-Artes). Lara Figueroa can write that he is “forcefully  alive in the hearts of the Guatemalan people, who have incorporated  him in their collective personality. Thus in reading the tales people relive his adventures, automatically identifying with this standard bearer  of our culture. For Guatemala he is the hero who challenges the ruling  classes; he is the originator of true popular values.” A sequence of Pedro  de Urdemalas tales appears here as no. 18, including a version of the  widespread “King’s Pigs” from the Guatemalan collection.
As the century progressed, folklorists became more and more aware  of the need to collect not only stories but information about the narrators. In this way they could preserve what Lara Figueroa has called “the  life of the story”; that is, its social context. Most of the twentieth-century collections, especially the earlier ones, do not include that extra  benefit. In some cases, at least, we have the names of the storytellers,  enabling us to imagine that José so-and-so is giving us a man’s point of  view or that a narrator named Bárbara offers a woman’s version. Often  even this much has been withheld, necessarily, to protect the narrator  from repercussions in the home community. Nevertheless, collectors  have been able to sketch portraits of certain storytellers, sometimes in  Chaucerian detail.
Lara Figueroa presents his informant Antonio Ramírez:
He was born in Villa Nueva near Guatemala City. When he was  two years old he moved with his parents to the plantation country of Escuintla, where he still lives. In Escuintla they know him  as Uncle Chío, and the children call him Don Conejo [Mister  Rabbit]. Don Antonio is analfabeto  [does not read or write]. He is  about seventy-five years old, now employed as a clerk in a brick-yard in the barrio of San Pedro. He says he learned his stories  “here and there” and from a certain Colonel Julián Ponciano, who  was once his patrón and “who used to tell stories to the workers  while they scraped the seeds out of the pumpkins.” Don Chío  tells stories mainly at wakes. He has a preference for tales of  Pedro de Urdemalas, “because that’s what people like to hear at   wakes. Maybe it’s because Pedro is such a devil and one-ups  everybody. He isn’t bad, though. He just goes after priests, con  artists, and rich people, not really bad, just a one-upper.” [no. 79]
The Costa Rican collector Carmen Lyra presents her beloved tía  Panchita, whose name may be rendered in English as Aunt Franny:
She was a short, slight woman, who wore her gray hair in two  braids [ . . . ]. She was always dressed for a funeral. And to protect her black skirt she wore a white apron around the house.   [ . . . ] She and my Aunt Jesús, whose hands were crippled by  arthritis, lived together in the vicinity of Morazán in a little  house that was kept spotlessly clean. People called them The  Girls, and even their own brothers, Pablo and Joaquín, when  they sent me off to visit them, would say, “Now, you go see The  Girls.” She supported herself by making a thousand varieties of  cakes and candies that flowed out of the house like water. Everybody wanted them. They were displayed in a massive old armoire with a glass front that stood in the tiny hallway next to the  front door. [ . . . ] She would sit in her low-slung chair and tell  me stories while her fingers, wasting no time, rolled cigarettes. I  sat at her feet on a little leather stool that Uncle Joaquín had  made for me. I could smell the tobacco, that had been cured with  fig leaves, cane liquor, and honey. [ . . . ] How interminable were  the moments when she broke off the story to take a puff from   her cigarette or to light it with a coal at the edge of the hearth!”  [no. 21]
From her Bolivian collection Delina Anibarro de Halushka presents  the storyteller José Rivera Bravo:
Sixty-nine years old, married, no children. From an old and large  family in Sucre. A cultivated man, a student of the humanities.  Owing to the dedication of his parents and his brothers and sisters and his own determination and indomitable spirit he has  amassed a store of knowledge in spite of his blindness. For many   years he lived on plantations owned by his parents along the Zudañes River in the department of Chuquisaca, where he learned   a great number of legends from Indians and from the townspeople of Zudañes. So keen is his interest in oral narratives that he  has published two little booklets of them, entitled Tradiciones  chuquisaqueñas  (Sucre 1958). He uses the term tradiciones to mean  legends, or accounts regarded as true. He tells them with an air  of theatricality, as though inviting his listeners to believe. By  contrast he considers wonder tales to be “nursery stories” and  thus not to be taken seriously. [no. 19]
Knowing all this, whether we should or should not, we turn to the  stories with a subtext already in mind. For a tale like the Venezuelan  version of “The Horse of Seven Colors” (no. 12), we have only the  teller’s name, Carmen Dolores Maestri. But even this is suggestive. The  hero of the story is a male Cinderella, who stays in the kitchen, washing  dishes, while his two contemptuous brothers go off to the tournament  to compete for the hand of the princess. Their swaggering dialogue,  with its rough camaraderie and bullying tone, amounts to a tacit commentary on machismo, and we look to see whether the storyteller might  not be a woman.
Cultural matters, however, have usually been the province of the   anthropologist, while the folklorist has concentrated on plot and incident—technically, the tale type and the motif—with the idea of comparing these elements over time and distance to establish patterns of  diffusion. Shortly after the beginning of the century, when the boundary between professions had begun to harden, the peculiar nature of  each of these two disciplines dictated that Indian materials would be  collected by anthropologists, Hispanic materials by folklorists. This  has been the rule. But in the 1990s two deeply researched works by the  anthropologist James Taggart broke down what remained of the barrier, bringing forward a double collection of Hispanic and Hispano-Indian folktales. In Enchanted Maidens (1990) and The Bear and His Sons   (1997) Taggart presented fresh versions of old tale types gathered on  both sides of the Atlantic, along with abundant data on the men and  women who are the tellers, actually the re-creators. Their personal histories, together with Taggart’s cross-Atlantic comparisons, make for an   original contribution to “the life of the story,” suggesting a direction  for future work.
Performance and Translation
Most tales in this as in nearly all collections were dictated or taped in  one-on-one sessions with a folklorist or anthropologist, though sometimes with a few other listeners present. To do otherwise—to record  performances in their natural settings—is inconvenient and would  have been virtually impossible before the availability of magnetic recording devices. Although not taped, the Mazatec folk-Bible tales (nos.  55, 62, 71, 72, and 73) are among the few stories in this book that an  anthropologist was able to witness  in situ. The occasion was a wake in a  tiny village in Veracruz State, Mexico, and among those present was  Robert Laughlin, who writes:
Inside, a table is set, adorned with arches of marigold and  limonaria, two candles, religious pictures, and of course [the deceased’s] favorite foods. The women enter to help grind the corn  and prepare the coffee. When the prayer-man arrives the women  kneel on straw mats before the altar. In candle-light he chants  the “Three Mysteries.” In response the women’s sad nasal voices  rise. Outside the men sleep or talk quietly together. Melchor  García stands up. He is the religious leader of the village, also a  prayer-man, wise in the knowledge of Spanish and the Bible. He  offers to tell a religious tale. The others, sitting atop mounds of  firewood, snicker and rock with laughter as he tells the tale that  he, too, had heard at a wake and had learned by heart.
Fortunately, over the years, enough women have entered the field for  there to have accumulated nearly as many versions from women narrators as from men. Male fieldworkers have often found it difficult to  obtain stories from women, especially in conservative Indian communities. A notable exception was Father Martin Gusinde, who worked  among the Yamana of southern Chile in the early years of the twentieth  century. Gusinde went so far as to observe, “It is my impression that  since they are less anxious than the men to display themselves by recounting their deeds and startling accomplishments, women find it  easier to unravel the basic theme of a myth with fewer distractions and  greater logical consequence.”
Women, not surprisingly, have had much less difficulty in obtaining  stories from men. The folklorist Elaine Miller tells of ringing doorbells  in the Los Angeles area, asking for stories in Spanish. Some of her best  informants were men, one of whom gallantly prefaced his recital, as the  tape recorder rolled, “I dedicate a story to Señorita Miller, for her to include in her books.” The story he then began to tell is no. 10, “Buried  Alive.”
Stories transcribed from tape are more likely to preserve the naturalness of live storytelling, the hesitations, the self-corrections, and the  little asides. These features, not as numerous as might be wished, have  been kept in the English translations given here.
Most of the translations have been newly made, largely because so  few Hispanic folktales have been published in English. The reason, evidently, is that Spanish is one of the two principal languages of the  Western Hemisphere, and serious authors can assume that the serious  reader, even in North America, does not want translation. Glancing at  the bibliography, one notices such English-language titles as Wheeler’s  Tales from Jalisco Mexico or Andrade’s Folk-Lore from the Dominican Republic, implying that the contents are in English. Instead they are in Spanish, and in many cases a highly authentic Spanish, transcribed from the  living speech with all the changed vowels and consonants and dropped  syllables that give the live performance its flavor. For readers accustomed to standard Spanish a translation is not without value. Needless  to say, the charm of localized Spanish washes off in translation. The  temptation to compensate by peppering the English version with Spanish terms has been resisted, though certain words have been retained,  especially if they have already been imported into English or, in a few  cases, if there is no satisfactory English equivalent.
If Hispanic folklore in English has been relatively rare, the opposite  is true of Latin American Indian lore, which has almost always been  published in translation and very plentifully in English. The present  collection includes English versions by the anthropologist Ruth Benedict, from the Zuni (no. 113); and by the poet Langston Hughes, from  the Zapotec (III, following no. 84).
Idiomatic features of Indian speech can sometimes survive translation. Among these is the coupling found especially in Nahua and Maya  storytelling. A clear example is the Nahua, or Aztec, account of the  eight omens, no. 1/III. Another is in no. 96, “The Bad Compadre,”  where the beginning of the second paragraph has coupled phrases that  stand out if printed as poetry:
His compadre, Juan, heard about it.  
Then Juan said to his wife,  
“Do me a favor,  do me an errand.   
Go see our compadre,  maybe talk to his wife.”  
The woman went,  she talked to the man.
In addition to the wake, or all-night vigil, stories during the twentieth century have been told in a variety of settings. After-dinner storytelling at home, storytelling at the grocery store on Sunday mornings  (while other people are at church), and storytelling during work breaks  at large plantations are often mentioned. But the wake has been the  principal occasion, at least for public storytelling, whether in Cuba,  Panama, Mexico, Chile, or elsewhere. This is not to say that the custom  has been universal. The Mexicanist Stanley Robe tells of extensive folktale collecting in the region east of Guadalajara, where no one ever  mentioned storytelling at wakes. Robe was suspicious, however, and  stated that he “would hesitate to declare that it does not occur.” The  point is that folklorists have found storytelling at wakes to be widespread, typical, and always to be looked for.
The selections that follow are identified by country, Indian culture  (if applicable), and informant (if known). The name of the country  stands alone or comes first if the text is of Hispanic origin. Thus   “Mexico” indicates Hispanic, from Mexico; “Mexico (Nahua)” means  basically Hispanic but from a Nahua source in Mexico; and “Nahua  (Mexico)” means Nahua, or basically Nahua, from a Nahua source in  Mexico.

PROLOGUE
EARLY COLONIAL LEGENDS
People say the dead are dead, but they are very much alive.
proverb / Cora (Mexico)
The story of the Conquest is the essential story of Latin Amer-ica, centered on Mexico and Peru but shared across national  boundaries as a common heritage. World history itself has  no comparable story of the clash of cultures and its aftermath of irreparable loss. In the later years of the sixteenth century the conquistador Bernal Díaz del Castillo, who had participated in the events, could  recall that when Cortés and his men had entered the Aztec capital with  its towers and temples, “We said that it seemed like the things of enchantment that were told in the book of Amadis” and wondered if this  were a “dream.” Half a world away and after two more centuries had  turned, the English poet Alexander Pope in one of his philosophical ruminations could ask, for the sake of world harmony, that confident that readers would grasp the significance. Told and retold by  documentarians, the tale has an independent life in native legendary  lore that is not nearly so well known as the more plausible, if none the  less colorful, memoirs of European eyewitnesses. The folkloric accounts   are noteworthy for having taken shape so soon after the fact, even more  so for the way in which they remove the Conquest from Western history, placing it within the realm of American Indian prophecy. The native raconteurs invite us to see that the entire disastrous episode was  foreordained. Whether this is viewed as an act of resignation or defiance, it evidently puts the matter under native control.
Peru once more a race of kings behold  
And other Mexicos be roofed with gold,
For comparison, a few historical signposts from the European side of  the divide may be offered here.
In 1502 a Maya trading canoe was contacted in the Bay of Honduras  during the fourth voyage of Columbus, the same year Montezuma ascended the throne of Mexico. In 1518 the expedition of Juan de Grijalva touched the mainland at Cuetlaxtlan, an outpost of the Aztec  empire, and reports of strangers on the coast were carried to the court of  Montezuma. Hernán Cortés and his army put ashore in 1519 and began  making their way inland, reaching the capital on the morning of November 8, when the famous meeting between Cortés and Montezuma  finally took place. Several months later the Spaniards were driven out;  they returned and laid siege to the city, conquering it in May of 1521.  Afterward, Cortés was rewarded by the Spanish Crown and made Marquis of the Valley of Oaxaca. In native accounts Cortés is spoken of as  the “marquis” or sometimes the “captain.”
As background, it should be mentioned that the Aztecs—that is,  the sixteenth-century Nahua—did not consider themselves an ancient  people. According to their own traditions, they were latecomers to the  Valley of Mexico, replacing the Toltecs, who had ruled from the old  capital called Tula, fifty miles to the north. The last or near-to-last king  of Tula, the hero-god Quetzalcoatl, was said to have gone away to the  eastern coast, where he disappeared over the sea, promising one day to  return. Possibly the Spaniards, now appearing on the eastern shore with  firearms and various marvelous accoutrements, were returning Toltecs.  Thus Montezuma, taking no chances, addressed Cortés as though he  were Quetzalcoatl, coming back to reclaim his kingdom—an event  made all the more probable in that Quetzalcoatl was supposed to return  in a year 1 Reed according to the Aztec calendar, and 1519 was indeed  1 Reed.
In Peru the events unfolded on a slightly later schedule. In 1514 an   epidemic of European origin, possibly typhus, arrived in the Caribbean  and began making its way from Panama down the coast toward Inca  territory. Huayna Capac, the eleventh Inca (king), died in 1526, and   his son Huascar was installed as twelfth Inca in the capital city, Cuzco,  in the southern highlands. Atahualpa, another of Huayna Capac’s sons,  was deputy ruler in the important regional capital of Quito, a thousand  miles to the north. By the time the conqueror Francisco Pizarro and his  men reached the highlands, Atahualpa had seized control of the empire  and had arranged the murder of Huascar. In 1533 Atahualpa himself  was executed by Pizarro’s army at Cajamarca, approximately halfway  between Quito and Cuzco, near the old religious center of Huamachuco. With no Inca at the helm the empire fell swiftly under Spanish  control.
Like the Aztecs of Mexico, the Incas were upstarts in the long history of civilization in Peru. They are first noticed in native annals as a  small tribe of the early 1200s in the vicinity of Lake Titicaca, where  they claimed to have emerged from the underworld through cave openings. From there they made their way to the site of their future capital,  Cuzco. Over the generations they added territory until by the 1500s  they controlled a vast empire, which they called Tahuantinsuyu, “land  of the four quarters,” stretching from Ecuador through Peru and deep  into Chile. The names and deeds of their kings were carefully kept by  native chroniclers, and even as late as the twentieth century it was the  duty of every schoolchild in Peru to memorize at least the bare list. The  superior achievement was to rattle it off in a single breath:  
Manco Capac (probably legendary) 
Sinchi Roca (ruled about A.D. 1250) 
Lloque Yupanqui 
Mayta Capac 
Capac Yupanqui 
Inca Roca 
Yahuar Huacac 
Viracocha Inca 
Pachacuti (ruled 1438–71) 
Topa Inca Yupanqui 
Huayna Capac (died 1526) 
Huascar (died 1532) 
Atahualpa (died 1533) 
The eighth king, Viracocha Inca, is not to be confused with the god  Viracocha, also called Coniraya or Coniraya Viracocha, often mentioned  in Peruvian narratives. The Incas’ own special deity, however, was Inti,   the Sun. Over the years the Incas adopted the gods of tribes they conquered, including the god Viracocha, eventually developing a sizable  pantheon, as can be seen in the story “The Storm.”
It is probable that the great deity referred to in both the Aztec and  Inca legends as “the Creator,” “the Lord of Creation,” or even “our lord  who created the sky and the earth,” is not a native deity but a latter-day  reflection of Christianity. In the account entitled “Bringing Out the  Holy Word” this figure is called God or Only Spirit, and the entire content is inarguably Christian. Nevertheless, the diction and the style of  delivery are native. First performed in 1565, this “bringing out” song  was chanted to the accompaniment of a two-toned log drum played  with rubber-tipped mallets. Similarly, the Peruvian narratives, especially those recorded in the 1500s, are said to have been chanted by professional recordkeepers.

1. Montezuma
I. THE TALKING STONE
Montezuma loved nothing more than to order great monuments that  would make him famous. Beautiful things, it was true, had been commissioned by the kings who had gone before, but to Montezuma those  works were insignificant. “Not splendid enough for Mexico,” he would  say, and as the years went by he grew to have doubts about even the  huge round-stone where prisoners were sacrificed to Huitzilopochtli. “I   want a new one,” he said at last, “and I want it a forearm wider and two  forearms taller.”
So the order went out to the stonecutters to search the countryside  for a boulder that could be carved into a round-stone a forearm wider  and two forearms taller. When the proper stone had been sighted, at a  place called Acolco, haulers and lifters were summoned from six cities  and told to bring ropes and levers. Using their levers, they pried the  stone from the hillside and dragged it to a level spot to be carved. As  soon as it was in position, thirty stonecutters began to chisel it with  their flint chisels, making it not only bigger than any round-stone that  had been seen before, but more unusual and more beautiful. During the  time that they worked, they ate only the rarest delicacies, sent by Montezuma and served by the people of Acolco.
When the stone was ready to be taken to Mexico, the carvers sent  word to the king, who ordered the temple priests to go bring incense  and a supply of quails. Arriving at the stone, the priests decorated it  with paper streamers, perfumed it with the incense, and spattered  molten rubber. Then they twisted the necks of the quails and spattered  quail blood. There were musicians, too, with conch horns and skin  drums. And comedians also came, so that the stone could be entertained as it traveled along.
But when they tried to pull it, it would not be moved. It seemed to  have grown roots, and all the ropes snapped as if they had been cotton  threads. Two more cities were ordered to send haulers, and as they set to  work, shouting back and forth, trussing it with fresh ropes, the stone  spoke up and said, “Try what you will.”
The shouting stopped. “Why do you pull me?” said the stone. “I am  not about to turn over and go, I am not to be pulled where you want me  to go.”
Quietly the men kept working. “Then pull me,” it said. “I’ll talk to  you later.” And with that the stone slid forward, traveling easily as far  as Tlapitzahuayan. There the haulers decided to rest for the day, while  two stonecutters went ahead to warn Montezuma that the great stone  had begun to talk.
“Are you drunk?” said the king when they gave him the news.  “Why come here telling me lies?” Then he called for his storekeeper   and had the two messengers locked up. But he sent six lords to find out  the truth, and when they had heard the stone say, “Try what you will, I  am not to be pulled,” they went back to Mexico and reported it to Montezuma, and the two prisoners were set free.
In the morning the stone spoke again. “Will you never understand?  Why do you pull me? I am not to be taken to Mexico. Tell Montezuma  it is no use. The time is bad, and his end is near. He has tried to make  himself greater than our lord who created the sky and the earth. But  pull me if you must, you poor ones. Let’s go.” And with that the stone  slid along until it reached Itztapalapan.
Again it halted, and again they sent messengers to tell Montezuma  what it had said. Just as before, he flew into a rage, but this time he was  secretly frightened, and although he refused to give the messengers  credit for bringing him the truth, he stopped short of jailing them and  told them to go back and carry out his orders.
The next morning, as the haulers picked up their ropes, they found  that the stone once again moved easily, sliding as far as the causeway  that led to Mexico. Advised that the stone had reached the other side of  the water, Montezuma sent priests to greet it with flowers and incense,  also to appease it with blood sacrifices in case it might be angry. Again  it started to move. But when it was halfway across the lake, it stopped  and said, “Here and no farther,” and although the causeway was made  of cedar beams seven hands thick, the stone broke through them, crashing into the water with a noise like thunder. All the men who were tied  to the ropes were dragged down and killed, and many others were  wounded.
Told what had happened, Montezuma himself came onto the causeway to see where the stone had disappeared. Still thinking he would  carry out his plan, he ordered divers to search the bottom of the lake to  see if the stone had settled in a place where it might be hauled back to  dry land. But they could find neither the stone itself nor any sign of the  men who had been killed. The divers were sent down a second time,  and when they came back up they said, “Lord, we see a narrow trace in  the water leading toward Acolco.”
“Very well,” said Montezuma, and with no further questioning he  sent his stonecutters back to Acolco to see what they might discover,  and when they returned, they reported no more than what the king already knew. Still tied with its ropes and spattered with incense and  blood offerings, the stone had gone back to the hillside where it had  originally been found.
Then Montezuma turned to his lords and said, “Brothers, I know  now that our pains and troubles will be many and our days will be few.  As for me, just as with the kings that have gone before, I must let myself die. May the Lord of Creation do what he pleases.”

II. MONTEZUMA’S WOUND
Near the town of Coatepec in the province of Texcoco, a poor man was  digging in his garden one day when an eagle swooped out of the air,  seized him by the scalp, and carried him up toward the clouds, higher  and higher, until the two of them were only a speck in the sky that  quickly disappeared. Reaching a mountain peak, the man was taken  into a dark cavern, where he heard the eagle say, “Lord of all power, I  have carried out your command and here is the poor farmer you told me  to bring.”
Without seeing who spoke, the man heard a voice say, “It is good.  Bring him here,” and without knowing who took his hand, he found  himself being led into a dazzling chamber, where he saw King Montezuma lying unconscious, as if asleep. The man was told to sit next to  the king, flowers were put in his hand, and he was given a smoking  tube filled with tobacco.
“Here, take these and relax,” he was told, “and look carefully at this  miserable one who feels nothing. He is so drunk with pride that he  closes his eyes to the whole world, and if you want to know how far it  has carried him, hold your lighted smoking tube against his thigh and  you will see that he doesn’t feel it.”
Afraid to touch the king, the poor farmer hesitated. “Do it!” he was  commanded. Then he held the hot tip of the tobacco against the king’s  thigh and saw that he felt nothing. He did not even stir.
The voice continued. “You see how drunk he is with his own power  It is for this reason that I had you brought here. Now go back where  you came from and tell Montezuma what you have seen and what I ordered you to do. So that he will believe you, have him show you his   thigh. Then point to the spot where you touched him and he will find a  burn. Tell him the Lord of Creation is angry and that because of his arrogance his rule is about to end. The time is short. Say to him, ‘Enjoy  what is left!’ ”
With those words the eagle reappeared, took hold of the man’s scalp,  and carried him back to his garden. As it turned to leave, it said, “Listen to me, poor farmer. Don’t be afraid. Strengthen your heart and do  what the Lord commands, not forgetting a single word that he told you  to say.” Then the bird rose into the air and vanished.
The poor farmer stood amazed, but with his digging stick still in  his hand he went straight to Mexico and asked to speak to Montezuma.  Given permission to enter, he bowed low and said, “Lord, I come from  Coatepec, and while I was working in my garden an eagle came and  took me to a place where there was a lord of great power. He made me  sit down where it was bright and shining, and you were there beside  me. Then he gave me flowers and a lighted smoking tube, and when it  got hot he commanded me to hold it against your thigh. I burned you  with it, but you felt nothing and didn’t move. He told me you didn’t  know what was happening because of your pride, and very soon your  rule would come to an end and you would be in trouble, because your  deeds are not good. Then he told me to come back and tell you what I  saw. The time will be short. Enjoy what is left.”
Remembering a dream he had had the night before, in which a poor  man had wounded him with a smoking tube, Montezuma looked down  at his thigh and saw that he had been burned. Suddenly the wound was  so painful that he could not touch it. Without a word to the poor  farmer, he called for his storekeeper and ordered him to lock the man  up and give him no food until he died of starvation. As the prisoner was  being led away, the pain increased and Montezuma himself had to be  taken to his bed. For four days he lay suffering, and only with great difficulty were his doctors able to make him well.

III. EIGHT OMENS
Ten years before the Spaniards arrived, the sky omen appeared for the  first time. It was like a fire tassel, a fire plume, a shower of dawn light   that pierced the sky, narrow at the tip, wide at the base. Rising in the  east, it reached all the way to the sky’s center, the heart of the sky, right  to the sky’s heart, and so bright when it came up that it seemed like  daybreak in the middle of the night. Then at sunrise it would disappear. It began in 12 House and kept coming up for a whole year. As  soon as it appeared, men cried out, slapping their mouths with the  palms of their hands. Everybody was afraid, everybody wailed.
There was a second omen here in Mexico. A fire broke out in the  house of the devil Huitzilopochtli, the house known as His Kind of  Mountain at the place called Commander’s. Nobody set it. It flared on  its own. When it was first noticed, the wooden pillars were already  burning, and the fire tassels, the fire tongues, the fire plumes were  shooting out, licking the whole temple. People were screaming. They  said, “Mexicans, your water jars! Run! Put it out!” But when they  poured water, it just fanned the flames, and then there was a real fire.
A third omen. The thatch-roofed temple of the fire god, the temple  called Tzommolco, was hit by lightning. It was considered an omen because there was no heavy rain, just a sprinkle. It was a heat flash for no  reason. There was no thunder.
A fourth omen. While it was still daylight, a comet that looked like  three comets came out of the west and fell in the east, like a long-tailed  shower of sparks, with its tail stretched out far. As soon as it was seen,  there was a great roar, as though people were screaming everywhere.
A fifth omen. The lake boiled without any wind to make it boil. It  sort of welled up, welled up swirling. And when it rose, it went very  far, all the way to the bottoms of the houses, flooding them. Houses  were crumbling. This was the big lake next to us here in Mexico.
A sixth omen. Often a woman was heard. She went weeping and  crying. At night she cried out loud and said, “My children, already  we’re passing away.” Sometimes she said, “My children, where can I  take you?”
A seventh omen. One day when the water people were hunting,  using their snares, they caught an ash-colored bird like a crane, and  they brought it to the Black Chambers to show it to Montezuma. The  sun had peaked, but it was still daylight. On the bird’s head was a kind  of mirror, a kind of reflecting surface, round and circular, and in it you  could observe the sky and the constellation Fire Drill. When Montezuma saw this, he took it as a great omen. And when he looked again,  he saw what seemed to be people coming into view, coming as conquerors with weapons, riding on animals. Then he called his astrologers  and wise men and said, “Do you see what I see? It looks like people  coming into view.” But as they were about to answer him, the image  disappeared and they could tell him nothing.
An eighth omen. Monstrous people kept showing up with two heads  on one body. They were taken to the Black Chambers for Montezuma to  see, but as soon as he looked at them, they disappeared.

IV. THE RETURN OF QUETZALCOATL
One day a poor man who had no ears, no thumbs, and no big toes came  before Montezuma and explained that he had something to tell. Wondering what kind of creature this could be, Montezuma asked where he  had come from. “From Deadland Woods,” was the reply. And who had  sent him? He had come on his own to serve the king and to tell what he  had seen. He had been walking along the ocean, he said, when he noticed what seemed to be a large hill moving from one place to another  on the water, and no such thing had ever been seen before.
“Very well,” said Montezuma. “Rest yourself, catch your breath.”  Then he called for his storekeeper and told him to lock the man up and  watch him carefully.
As the prisoner was being taken away, the king ordered his chief  server, Tlillancalqui, to leave immediately for the seacoast to find out if  the man with no thumbs had been telling the truth. “Take along your  slave Girded Loins. Go to the ruler who serves me in Cuetlaxtlan and  speak harshly to him. Say, ‘Who stands guard here? Is there something  on the ocean? Why hasn’t the king been told, and what is it?’ ”
When they got to Cuetlaxtlan, they asked for the ruler and gave  him the king’s message word for word. “Sit down and rest,” said the  ruler. Then he sent a runner along the shore to find out the truth, and  when the man returned, he was running fast. “I see something like two  pyramids or a pair of hills,” he said, “and it moves on top of the water.”
The chief server and Girded Loins went to look for themselves. They   saw the thing moving not far from the beach, and there were seven or  eight men who came out in a little boat, fishing with fishhooks. To get  a better view, they climbed a whitewood tree, a very bushy one, and  watched until the fishermen returned to the twin pyramids with their  catch. Then the chief server said, “Girded Loins, let’s go,” and they  climbed out of the tree, went back to Cuetlaxtlan to pay their respects  to the ruler, and rushed home to Mexico Tenochtitlan.
When they reached the city, they went directly to the palace to tell  Montezuma what had been seen. “Lord and king, it is true. An unknown kind of people has come to the edge of the ocean, and we saw  them fishing from a boat, some with poles, some with nets. When they  had made their catch, they went back to the two pyramids that float on  the water and were carried up into them. There may be fifteen in all,  dressed in different colors, blue, brown, green, dirty gray, and red. They  have headdresses like cooking pots that must be for protection against  the sun. Their skin is very light, lighter than ours; most have long  beards, and their hair hangs only to their ears.”
At this news Montezuma bowed his head and without saying a word  put his hand on his mouth and sat motionless for a long time, as though  he were dead or dumb, powerless to speak. At last he said, “Who can I  trust if not you, a lord in my palace? You bring me the truth every day.”  Then he told his storekeeper to go get the man with no thumbs and set  him free. But when they went to the locker and opened the door, the  man wasn’t there. He had disappeared.
The storekeeper was amazed and ran to tell Montezuma, who was  also amazed, but after a moment’s thought said, “No, I am not surprised, because almost all those people from the coast are wizards.” And  then he said, “Now I will give you an order that you must keep secret  on pain of death. If you reveal it to anyone, I will have to bury you beneath my chair, and all your wives and children will be put to death and  everything you have will be taken away and all your houses torn down  and their foundations dug up until the water spurts from the ground.  Secretly, then, I want you to bring me the two best gold casters, the two  best jade carvers, and the two best feather workers,” and without delay  the storekeeper went and found them. “Lord, they are here,” he called.
“Show them in,” answered the king, and when he saw them he said,   “My fathers, you have been brought for a particular purpose. Reveal it  to any man and you will suffer death and all penalties, houses uprooted,  loss of possessions, and death to your wives, children, and relatives.  Now, each of you must make two works. There must be a gold neck  chain, each link four fingers wide, with pendants and medals; and gold  wristbands, ear jewels, fans, one with a gold half-moon in the center  and the other with a polished gold sun that can be seen from far away.  You must do it as quickly as possible.”
In only a few days and nights the work was finished, and in the  morning, when Montezuma was awake, they sent one of his dwarfs to  tell him to come to the Hall of the Birds to see what had been made.  “My lord, examine it,” they said when they saw him coming, and when  he examined it, he found it good. He called for his storekeeper and   said, “Take these grandfathers of mine and give them each a load of  coarse mantles of four, eight, and ten forearms mixed, also fine mantles,  blouses, and skirts for my grandmothers, and corn, chilies, squash  seeds, cotton, and beans,” and with these things the workers went home  contented.
Montezuma then showed the jewels and the featherwork to his chief  server and said, “Here, the gifts are finished. You must take them to the  one who has arrived, the one we have been expecting. I am convinced it  is the spirit Quetzalcoatl. When he went away, he promised to come  back and rule in Tula and in all the world. The old people of Tula are  certain of this. And before he left, he buried his treasure in mountain  ravines and in canyons, and these are the gold and precious stones we  find today. Since it is known that he would return from the place in the  sky beyond the ocean, the place called House of Dawn, where he went  to meet with another spirit, and since it is certain that all kinds of jewels in this world were once part of his treasure, it can only be that he  now returns to enjoy what is his. Even this throne is his, and I am only  borrowing it.
“Return immediately to Cuetlaxtlan and have the ruler make up   all kind of dishes, tamales, rolled tamales, tortillas with and without  beans, all kinds of grilled birds, quail, grilled deer, rabbit, chili powder,  stewed greens, and every kind of fruit.
“If you see that he eats these things, you will know he is Quetzalcoatl. If he does not eat them, you will know it is not he. If he likes only  human flesh and if he eats you, all will be well because I myself will  protect and maintain your houses, your women, and your children forever. Have no fear of it. Take Girded Loins with you, and if you see by  these signs that their lord is Quetzalcoatl, adorn him with the jewels  and give him the two large fans. Humbly beg him to let me die, and  when I am dead he may come enjoy his mat and throne, which I have  been guarding for him.”
The next morning the chief server and Girded Loins set out with the  gifts, traveling day and night. The moment they reached Cuetlaxtlan  they told the ruler to prepare the food, using the finest ollas and baskets, and at midnight they carried it all to the edge of the ocean, so that  at daybreak there they were, waving their arms and signaling across the  water.
The small boat was lowered. Four men came rowing to shore to  greet them and to ask who they were and where they were from. But  the Mexicans answered them only in signs, saying they wished to be  taken to their lord to give him the things they had brought. Then they  loaded the food and the sacks with the gifts and rowed back across.
When they reached the ship, the captain appeared with the Indian  woman, Malintzin, who translated his words. “Come here,” she said.  “Where are you from?”
“We are from the great city of Mexico Tenochtitlan.”
“Why do you come here?”
“O lady, our daughter, we have come to see your lord.”
Then Malintzin withdrew to an inner room and spoke to the captain. When she reappeared, she asked, “Who is your king?”
“Lady, his name is Montezuma.”
“Why did he send you? What did he say?”
“He wants to know where this lord intends to go.”
“This lord is your god, and he says he will go see King Montezuma.”
“That would please him very much. But he begs this lord to let him  finish his reign, waiting until after his death before ruling the country  he left when he went away.”
Then the Mexicans opened their sacks and presented the jeweled  gifts and the two great fans, and when these had been received by the   captain, they were passed from hand to hand, and the Spaniards admired them with much joy and great satisfaction. “O lady and daughter,” said the Mexicans, “we have also brought food for the lord and  chocolate for him to drink.”
“The spirit will eat this food,” said Malintzin, “but first he must see  you eat from it yourselves.” When the Mexicans had done as they were  asked, the Spaniards all ate, offering the chief server and Girded Loins  some sea biscuits, which were a little stale, and wine that made them  drunk. They said that they wished to return with an answer to their  lord Montezuma. “What is your name?” asked Malintzin. “My name is  Tlillancalqui,” said the chief server. Then she gave him this answer:  “Tell Montezuma we kiss his hands and will be back in eight days and  come see him.”
Carrying these words, the Mexicans returned to their king and reported everything that had happened, describing the weapons they had  seen and the horses, and showing him one of the biscuits.
“What flavor does it have?” asked the king, and touching it, he declared that it felt like tufa stone. He called for a piece of tufa, compared  it, and found that the biscuit was heavier. Then he called for his dwarfs  and ordered them to try it, and though they said it was good-tasting,  Montezuma was afraid to eat it himself, saying that this was the food of  gods. Instead, he ordered his priests to bring it to Tula and bury it in  the temple of Quetzalcoatl. They took the biscuit, placed it in a fine jar  all worked with gold, and covered the jar with a cloth. As they traveled  north from Mexico, carrying incense burners, they sang songs of Quetzalcoatl, and when they reached Tula, they buried the spirit’s food to  the sound of shell trumpets, the roaring of conch horns.

V. IS IT YOU?
When the Spaniards arrived at the edge of the city, things came to a  head, and it reached the point where Montezuma fixed himself and got  dressed up to meet them, along with the other high lords and princes  who were his chiefs and nobles. And so they all went out to make the  greeting.
Fine flowers were placed on a gourd tray, with popcorn-, yellow tobacco-, and cacao flowers surrounded by shield- and heartflowers in  wreaths and garlands, and they brought gold necklaces, collars, and  neck bands, so that when Montezuma met them there at Hummingbird Point he had gifts for the captains and warlords. Then he gave  them the flowers, necklaced them with necklaces, with flower necklaces, adorned them with flowers, and wreathed their heads. Then he  showed the Marquis all the necklaces made of gold, and as he necklaced  him with a few of them, the greeting came to a close.
Then the Marquis said to Montezuma, “Is it you? Are you he? Are  you Montezuma?”
“Yes, I am he,” said Montezuma, and he arose and went over to   him and made a low bow. Then he pulled himself up to his full height,  stood straight, and addressed him, saying, “My lord, you must be tired,  you must be weary. You have arrived in this city of Mexico. You have  reached this mat and throne of yours that I have held for you briefly. I  have been taking care of things for you.
“Gone are those rulers of yours, Itzcoatl, Montezuma the elder, Axayacatl, Tizoc, and Ahuitzotl, who briefly stood guard for you, governing this city of Mexico. I, your servant, came after them. I wonder, can  they look back and see over their shoulders? If only just one of them  could see what I see, could marvel at what is happening to me now! For  this is no dream. I am not sleepwalking, not seeing things in my sleep.  I am not dreaming that I see you and look into your face. Indeed, I have  been troubled for as many days as there are fingers on my two hands. I  have gazed into the Unknown and have seen you coming out of the  clouds, out of the mists.
“Those kings used to say that you would come back to your city and  proceed to your mat and throne, that you would return. And this has  come true. You are here, and you must be tired, you must be weary.  Welcome to this land. Rest yourself. Go to your palace and rest your  body. Our lords are welcome here.”
Nahua (Mexico)


2. Legends of the Inca Kings
I. MAYTA CAPAC
The Inca Lloque Yupanqui had grown old without an heir. And now it  was widely believed that he was too old, too weak, to father a child.
Yet one day as he sat grieving, deep in sorrow, the Sun appeared to  him in human form and consoled him, saying, “Do not grieve, Lloque  Yupanqui, for your descendants shall be great lords. You shall father a  child.”
Upon hearing this, the Inca reported it to his kinsmen, who in turn  made it known to the people. Then they set about to find him a wife. It  was his own brother, being the one who knew best the Inca’s nature,  who selected the bride. He found her in the town of Oma, asked permission of her relatives, obtained her, and brought her to Cuzco. This  woman was called Mama Caua, and by her the Inca was to have a son,  whose name would be Mayta Capac.
Mama Caua had been pregnant only three months when her son was  born. He was born with teeth. He was lively. And so quickly did he  grow that at the end of one year he was as large and as strong as an  eight-year-old. By the time he was two he was fighting with young  men and could beat them and injure them severely.
They say that he joined in games with certain youths of the Alcahuiza, the Culunchima tribe, who lived in the vicinity of Cuzco; and   he hurt a great many of them, and some were even killed. One day, in a  dispute over who might drink water from a particular fountain, he  broke the leg of the son of the Alcahuizas’ chief lord, and he chased the  other boys into their houses, where the Alcahuizas had been living in  peace without troubling the Incas.
At last the Alcahuizas could no longer endure the attacks of Mayta  Capac. And though they knew he was the Inca’s favorite and well  guarded by his kinsmen, they were nonetheless prepared to kill him.  They were ready to risk their lives. They selected ten among themselves, and these were sent to the House of the Sun, where Lloque Yupanqui and Mayta Capac lived.
As they entered, intending to kill them both, it happened that   Mayta Capac was playing ball with some other boys in the palace court.  When he saw his enemies arriving, bearing arms, he hurled a ball in  their direction, and one of them was hit and killed. Then he attacked  the others and made them flee; and although they escaped, they fled  with many wounds. This then is how they returned to their chief lord.
When the Alcahuizas, the Culunchimas, were made aware of the injury that had been done to their people, they were filled with fear.  Mayta Capac was only a child. What might he do when he became a  man?
Now, truly, they were prepared to risk their lives. Gathering all  their people together, they set out to make war against the Incas.
Then Lloque Yupanqui was troubled. He feared he would be destroyed, and he reprimanded his son, Mayta Capac, saying, “Child! Why  have you injured these people? I am an old man. Would you have me  die at the hands of our enemies?”
But the Inca’s own subjects, who loved to pillage, who preferred war  over peace and lived by thievery, spoke up in favor of Mayta Capac and  told the Inca to keep still and not to speak against his son. Then indeed  Lloque Yupanqui no longer reprimanded his son.
The Alcahuizas, the Culunchimas, prepared their troops. Mayta  Capac likewise took command of his subjects. Both sides gave battle,  and though at first the contest was even, with neither side prevailing,  then at last when each party had fought long, each hoping to win the  victory, the Alcahuizas, the Culunchimas, were defeated by the subjects  of Mayta Capac.
But the Alcahuizas were not disheartened. They came again and  with greater spirit. They attacked the House of the Sun and pounded it  on three sides. At first Mayta Capac, having retired to his quarters, was  unaware of what had happened. But then he emerged. He came out  from behind the walls. He struggled fiercely with his enemies, and at  last he routed them, he defeated them. Then he danced, adorned with  fine regalia.
Still the Alcahuizas would not desist. Again they called Mayta  Capac to battle, and again he accepted. But they say that now a hail-storm fell on the Alcahuizas, so that all of them were finally defeated.  Then Mayta Capac took their chief lord and kept him in prison until he  died.
Indeed this Mayta Capac was bold. He was the first since the days of  Manco Capac to take up arms and win victories.
And they say that Mayta Capac inherited the Sun bird that Manco  Capac had brought with him when he founded Cuzco. Always the bird  had been locked within a hamper of woven reeds, handed down from  Inca to Inca, and no one had ventured to open it, for all were timid.
But Mayta Capac was more daring than they. He wished to see what  his forebears had kept so carefully hidden. He opened the hamper. He  took out the Sun bird and spoke to it. Truly, they say, it answered him  in oracles. And because of it he grew wise. He knew what would happen: he could foretell the future.

II. THE STORM
When Topa Inca Yupanqui was lord and had conquered many provinces, then for a long time he rested in great contentment.
But finally and in different places there came a rebellion of the Allancu, the Callancu, and the Chaqui. These tribes would not be subjects  of the Inca.
And so the Inca fought with them for twelve years, enlisting many  thousands of his people, all of whom, however, were destroyed. Then  the Inca mourned. He was deeply troubled, thinking, “What will become of us?”
Then one day he thought to himself, “Why do I offer the gods my  gold and silver, my woven robes, my food, and everything else that I  have? Now, this moment, I will send for them, and they can help me  against these rebels.” Then he spoke aloud and summoned them with  the words: “Wherever you are, come, you who receive gold and silver!”
Then the gods said yes and they came.
Pachacamac came in a litter, and so too, in litters, did the other gods  from every part of Tahuantinsuyu, and they all came together in the  great square at Cuzco.
Pariacaca, however, had not yet arrived. “Should I go? Or should I  not go?” He was unable to make up his mind. Then at last he sent his  son, Macahuisa, saying, “Go! And listen!”
When Macahuisa arrived, he sat down in the rear next to his litter.
Then the Inca began to speak: “O Fathers! Gods and Spirits! You  know already how I have made you sacrificial offerings of gold and silver. My heart has been filled with devotion. And seeing that I have  served you well, could you not come to my aid, now that I am losing so  many thousands of my people? It is for this that I have called you.”
But when he had spoken, not a one gave him answer. They merely  sat there saying nothing. Then the Inca spoke again: “Speak! You made  and created these people. Will you let them die in battle? Help me! Or  I will have you all burned on the spot. Why should I serve and adorn  you with gold and silver, with food by the basketful and drink, with  llamas of mine, and everything else that I have? You hear my sorrow,  and if you will not aid me, or even speak, you must burn on the spot.”  These were his words.
Then Pachacamac began to speak: “Inca, O Rising Sun, I who can  violently shake all things, even you and the whole earth—I have not yet  spoken, for were I to destroy these rebels, then you too and even the  earth would likewise be destroyed. And so I sit here saying nothing.”
Then at last, though the remaining spirits kept their silence, the one  who was called Macahuisa began to speak: “Inca, O Rising Sun, I will  go forth! You will remain behind and watch over your subjects and protect them with your thoughts. I will go at once. For your sake I will  conquer!”
As he spoke, metal poured from his mouth like an out-flowing  vapor; and there before him were golden panpipes. He blew on the panpipes and made music. Also he had a flute, and it too was of gold. Upon  his head he wore a headdress. His staff was gold. His tunic was black.
Then, so that Macahuisa could go, the Inca gave him one of his own  litters and selected strong litter bearers from among the Collahuaya,  who in but few days could cover many days’ distance.
And so they carried Macahuisa in a litter against the enemy.
When they had brought him to a little mountain, Macahuisa, being Pariacaca’s son, began to make it rain, at first gently. And the people living in the villages below thought, “What is this?” and prepared  themselves for the worst.
Then Macahuisa flashed lightning and made more and more rain   until all the villages were carried away in a flood; and where the villages  had been, he made gullies. With lightning he destroyed their overlord  and all their nobles. Only a few of the people were saved, but had he  willed it, he could have destroyed them all. Having conquered them totally, he led the survivors back to Cuzco.
From that time on, the Inca revered Pariacaca even more than he  had before and furnished him with fifty attendants to make him sacrificial offerings.
Then to Pariacaca’s son he said, “Father Macahuisa, what can I give  you? Whatever you wish, demand it of me! Anything!” These were his  words.
But the god answered, “I will have nothing at all, only that you  worship me as our sons from Jauja do.”
Then the Inca said, “Very well, Father.” But he was filled with fear,  thinking, “Perhaps he could destroy me too,” and therefore he wished  to make him an offering of anything whatsoever. And so he said, “Eat,  Father!” and gave him food.
But Macahuisa replied, “I am not accustomed to eating food. Bring  me coral!” Then he gave him coral, and he ate it at once with a crunching sound, cop-cop.
Though he asked for nothing else, the Inca presented him with sun  maidens. But he did not take them.
And so Macahuisa set off for home to report to his father, Pariacaca.  And after that, the Incas in later days would come to worship in Jauja  and dance dances of veneration.

III. THE VANISHING BRIDE
Shortly before the arrival of the Spaniards, Coniraya Viracocha betook  himself to Cuzco, where he met with the Inca Huayna Capac; and he  said to him:
“My son, let us be off to Titicaca. There I will reveal to you who and  what I am.”
When they got there, he spoke again, “Inca, summon your people,  that we may send forth to the underworld all the magicians and all   those who are wise.” He spoke, and at once the Inca gave out the command.
Then his people arrived, some saying, “I am created of the condor,”  others saying, “I am created of the hawk,” still others, “I fly like the  swallow.”
Then Coniraya gave them this order: “Go to the underworld! Say to  my father, ‘Your son has sent me. Let me have one of his sisters.’ This,  then is what you must say,” he commanded.
Then he who was created of the swallow, together with the other  created beings, set out for the underworld, to return in five days.
Now it was he, the swallow man, who got there first; and when he  had arrived and had delivered his message, he was given a small chest,  together with the following command:
“Do not open this. The lord Huayna Capac himself must open it  first,” he was ordered.
But while this man was carrying the chest and when he had nearly  reached Cuzco, he thought to himself, “I will see what it really is.”  Then he opened it, and there before him was a lady, very delicate and  pretty. Her hair was wavy, it was like gold. She wore a splendid garment, and as she lay in the chest she was very small.
But the moment he saw her, she vanished. Then he arrived in Cuzco,  very troubled; and Huayna Capac said to him, “Were you not created of  the swallow, I would have you killed at once. Turn around, go back!”
Then he went back to the underworld and brought her forth again.  Along the way, as he was bringing her, whenever he felt hungry and  thirsty, he would merely speak the word and at once a table would be  spread out before him and a place to sleep.
And so he delivered her in just five days. And when he arrived with  her, Coniraya and the Inca received her with great joy.
But before the chest was opened, Coniraya spoke out, crying, “Inca!  We will leave this world,” and he pointed, saying, “I will go to this  land,” and he pointed again, saying, “You and my sister will go to that  land. You and I will never see one another again.”
Then they opened the chest. The moment they opened it the earth  was aglow.
Then the Inca Huayna Capac uttered these words: “Never will I return from this place. Only here will I live with my sun maiden, my  queen.” Then to one of his vassals and kinsmen he gave this command:  “You! Go in my place! And say, ‘I am Huayna Capac’! Now return to  Cuzco!”
And in that moment he and his bride disappeared, and so too did  Coniraya.
Then some time later, when the supposed Huayna Capac was dead,  his successors began quarreling among themselves. They fought over  who would be ruler, each saying, “I am first,” and it was then that the  Spaniards arrived in Cajamarca.

IV. A MESSENGER IN BLACK
After a hard-fought campaign in the northern provinces, where certain  rebel armies had at last been driven back, the Inca Huayna Capac withdrew to the town of Quito in order to rest and to issue new laws and  new commands. At this time he received word of a pestilence raging in  Cuzco. But again he pushed on, moving northward now against the  tribesmen of Pasto and even beyond. As he continued his march, there  were sudden bolts of lightning, striking close beside him, and convinced that these were an evil omen he turned back toward Quito.
Again he set out, marching westward toward the sea. But there, at  the hour of midnight, he had a vision, in which he saw himself surrounded by millions upon millions of men. No one knows who they  were. The Inca believed they were souls of the living, sent to warn him  that a great many people would die of the pestilence. But the souls announced that they had come against the Inca himself and by this he understood that they were enemies and he saw that they were armed and  hostile. He marched no more, but returned to Quito, and it was there  that he celebrated the December feast called Capac Raymi.
Just at the dinner hour there came to him a messenger dressed in a  black cloak. With great reverence he kissed the Inca and placed in his  hands a small chest, its lid sealed. The Inca ordered him to open it, but  the messenger excused himself, saying that it was the command of the  Creator that the Inca himself must be the one to remove the cover. The   Inca believed him, and as he opened the chest, out came a scattering  swarm of moths and butterflies, and this was the pestilence. Within  two days the chief of all the Inca’s armies and many of his captains were  dead, their faces covered with scabs.
When the Inca saw what had happened, he ordered a sepulcher  carved out of stone, and when it was finished he placed himself in it,  and there he died. When eight days had passed, the Inca’s body, partly  rotted, was taken out and mummified and carried home to Cuzco in a  litter as though it were alive. This Inca left behind him in Quito a son  named Atahualpa.

V. THE ORACLE AT HUAMACHUCO
The Inca Atahualpa was inordinately cruel. He murdered left and  right. He razed. He burned. Whatever stood in his way he destroyed.  As he marched from Quito to Huamachuco he committed the worst  cruelties, ravages, and tyrannical abuses that had ever been known in  this land.
When he reached Huamachuco he sent two of his chief lords to  make sacrifices to the idol that presided there and to question it as to  his future success. The lords went and made their sacrifices, but when  they consulted the oracle they were told that Atahualpa would come to  an evil end as punishment for his cruelty and bloodshed.
Then the lords went and told the Inca what the idol had said and the  Inca was enraged. Summoning his warriors, he started toward the temple where the idol was kept. As he drew near, he armed himself with a  golden ax and advanced with the two lords who had made the sacrifice.
When he reached the entrance to the temple, out came an aged  priest, more than a hundred years old, dressed in a long, shaggy robe  tangled with seashells, which reached to his feet. This was the priest of  the oracle, and it was he who had spoken the prophecy. So informed,  Atahualpa raised the ax and with a single blow cut off the old man’s  head.
Then he entered the little temple, and the idol too he struck with  the ax; he chopped off its head, although it was made of stone. Then he   ordered the old priest’s body set on fire and also the idol and its temple.  When all had been burned, there was nothing but ashes, and these he  allowed to fly off with the wind.
Quechua (Peru)
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XVI.

Mi made tenia una sdbana My mother had a sheet
Que no L podia doblar; That she could never fold;
Mi padre tenia tanto dinero My father had more silver coins
Que no lo podia contar. Than he could ever hold.
cielo y estrellas the sky and the stars

XVII. PERU (QUECHUA)

cImallanpas, haykallanpas? What is it, what is it?
Mama killa watan, Mother Moon ties it up,
Tayta inti paskan. Father Sun sets it free.

escarcha frost
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1.

Uno larguito, One tallest of all,
Dos mds bajitos, Two not so tall,
Uno chico y flaco One skinny and small,
Y otro gordonazo. And a butterball.
los dedos five fingers

IV. PARAGUAY (GUARANI)

Maravilla, maravilla, ‘Wonder, wonder,
¢ Mbaé motepd ? ‘What can it be?
Yeure mante oguatava. It walks with its tongue.

o arado plow
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Cuando joven, amarga,
Cuando anciana, dulce.
la naranja

Cuando chiquita, costillita,
Y cuando grandecita, tortillita.
la luna

XIvV.

Sour when a young girl,
Sweet when an old woman.
orange

XV.

A sparerib when it’s young,
A tortilla when it’s grown.
moon
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El agua la da,

E! sol la cria;

Y si el agua le da

Le quita la vida.
la sal

XVIII.

Water provides it,
The sun creates it,

Burt warer thart touches it

Always destroys it.

XIX. ECUADOR (QUICHUA)

Imashi, imashi.
Shuj yacupipish yaicun
Mana shuturin,
Ninapipish yaicun
Mana ruparin,
Imashi?

chaimi can landu

What can it be?
Lies on the water
Yet never gets wet,
Falls on the candle
Yet never burns.
Can you guess?
shadow

salt
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Cuando iba, When she went away,

1ba con ella, I went off with her,
Y cuando volvia Yet when she returned
Me encontré con ella. T 'was there to meet her.

la huella footprint

XXI.

En el camino la encontré, I found her on the road,
Me la busqué Then tried to find her,
Y no la hallé Couldn’t find her,
Y siempre me la levé. Took her with me everywhere.

la espina splinter
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Bendita sea la hora

citando el Seitor Consagrado,
Nutestro Sefior Jesucristo,
murid en la cruz enclavado.
Ast te pido, Seitor,
qu'es’alma no vay'en pecady.

Blessed be the hour
‘When our hallowed Lord,
Our savior, Jesus Christ,
Died nailed to the cross.
I ask you, Lord, don’t let
This soul depart in sin.
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XXII.

En el cielo no lo hubo, In heaven it doesn’t exist
En el tierra se encontrd, And yet on earth it can;
Dio con ser Dios no lo tuvo God himself, who lacked it,
Y un hombre d Dios se lo did. Received it from a man.
el bantismo baptism
XXIIIL
Uno que nunca pecé. One who never sinned
Y nunca pudo pecar, Even if ill-behaved,
Murid diciendo Jesiis Died speaking the name Jesus
Y no se pudo salvar. Yet never could be saved.

el loro parrot
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VII.

El que lo hace no lo goza, Its maker doesn’t use it,
El que lo goza no lo ve, Its user doesn’t see it;
El que lo ve no lo desea Those who see it never want it,
Por bonito que lo esté. As fine as it may be.

el ataiid coffin

VIIL

Cantando olvido mis penas I sing away my troubles
Mientras voy hacia la mar; As I travel to the sea;
Las penas van y vuelven Troubles go, troubles return,
Mds yo no vuelvo jamds. But there’s no return for me.

el rio river
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XXIV. ECUADOR (QUICHUA)

Tutamantaca chuscu
chaquibuan purin,
Chaupi punllaca ishqui
chaquibuan purin,
Tultu chishitaca qumsa
chaquibuan purin,

Imashi?
runa

In the morning it
walks on four legs,
At noon on two legs,

In the evening on three legs.

What is it?
human being
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Verde en el monte, In a forest it's green,

Negro en la plaza, In a marker ic’s black,
Colorado en la casa. In a cottage it’s red.
el carbin charcoal
XII.
Pino, lino, flores, Pinewood and linen and flowers,
Y alrededor amores. And all those around it are ours.
Mesa de comedor dinner table

XIII. MEXICO (NAHUA)

Se tosaasaanil, se tosaasaanil A riddle, a riddle.
Maaske mas tikwaalaantok You hate to do it,
Pero tikpiipiitsos. But you give it a litcle kiss.

tecomate beer bottle
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XXIX. PERU (CASHINAHUA)
Rawa ix'ta mixi mird nimig’ What is it that cravels by
migkdi? night?
ioxTnd ghosts

XXX. MEXICO (YUCATEC MAYA)
Tanteni’ tantetci’. Tam doing it and you are
doing it.
tanktcaik’ik’ breathing
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V.

No tiene pies y corre, It has no feet but runs,

No tiene alas y vuela, It has no wings but flies,

No tiene cuerpo y vive, It has no form but lives,

No tiene boca y habla, It has no mouth but speaks,

Sin armas lucha y vence It has no defenses, yet persists;

Y siendo nada, estd. And though it is nothing, it exists.
el viento wind

VI

Mds bueno que Dios Better than God,

Mds malo que el diablo; Worse than the Devil,

Lo comen los muertos The dead eat it;

Y si lo comen los vivws, se mueren. 'The living who eat it die.
nada nothing
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XXV.

No recuerdo si fuf nifo, I don’t remember childhood,
Pues hombre fuf al nacer. For I was born a man;
Aunque me quiten la vida My life is taken every day
Mil vidas he de tener. Yet has a longer span;
De los besos amorosos The kisses that a lover gives
Yo siempre testigo fuf, 1 never fail to see,
Que por hacerlo a su novio And those who kiss their lovers
Muchas me han besado a mi. End up kissing me.
la barba beard
XXVI.
Chiquita como un ratin No bigger than a mouse,
Y guarda la casa como un lein. Like a lion it guards the house.

T llisge Tey,
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XXVII.

Mientras que estoy preso, existo, Hold me captive and let me be,
i me ponen en libertad, muers.  Make me die if you set me free.
el secreto secret

XXVIIL
EL que me nombra, me rompe. Whoever names me breaks me.

el silencio silence
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Fui a un cuarto,

Encontré un muerto,

Hablé con él

Y le saqué el secreto.
libro

T entered a room

And found a dead man,

Spoke with him

And came away with his secrets.
book
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Monte blanco,

Flores negras,

Un arado

Y cinco yeguas.
la escritura

1.

‘White mountain,

Black flowers;

One plow,

Five horses.
writing
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Blanca como la leche, White as milk,

Negra como la hez, Black as soot,

Habla y no tiene boca, Has no mouth but speaks,

Anda y no tiene pies. Travels but has no feet.
carta a letter

X

Cuesta arriba, Rises up,

Cuesta abajo; Dips down,

Y, sin embargo, no se mueve. Yet never moves.

la carretera highway
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San Antonio bendito, Blessed St. Anthony,
tres cosas pido: Three things I ask:
Salvaciin y dinero Salvation, money,

y un buen marido. And a good husband.
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Si en la hora ‘e mi muerte
el Demonio me tentare,

le diria: No ha lugar!
por qu'el dia’e la Cruz
dije mil veces: Jesits.

If in the hour of my death
The Devil should touch me,
T'll say to him, Stay back!

For on the day of Santa Cruz

I said a thousand times, Jests!





