
OUR LADY OF GUADALUPE:  WHEN WORLDS COLLIDE 

 

The story of Our Lady of Guadalupe is about the conflict between two worlds, or better between two 
diametrically opposed visions of the world.  When the Immaculate Virgin appeared to St. Juan Diego and 
spoke the gentlest words of encouragement to him, She was standing, quite literally, on top of the 
shrine of the mother goddess of the Aztecs.  That image of the Woman Clothed with the Sun, standing 
on Tepeyac Hill upon the ruined idolatrous shrine is little snapshot of the whole of history:  I will put 
enmities between thee and the woman, and thy seed and her seed: she shall crush thy head, and thou 
shalt lie in wait for her heel (Genesis 3:15). 

There can be only one ultimate outcome of the struggle between the two visions of the world.  The 
kingdom of darkness will fall and the kingdom of light will prevail.  But the outcome remains in play as 
regards the individual destiny of each person.  We have a choice.  In fact, we must choose.  There is no 
standing on the side lines in this conflict.   

Why would we choose not to be on the winning side, on the side of right, of Godliness and virtue?  The 
tragedy and incongruity of human history is that many do in fact choose ultimately to lose their life 
forever.  But the Virgin of Guadalupe has the strongest objections to our being lost. 

Christ or Chaos 

A conflict between two worlds:  one represented by the gentle virgin of Guadalupe and the other by a 
heartless stone demon, devourer of hearts.  Two quite different pictures: on the one hand there is the 
“Dear little Maiden, Lady and Queen,” as Juan Diego addressed Her.  In his endearing simplicity he also 
called her “my littlest Daughter, my dear little Girl.”  He was 53 at the time, and the Holy Virgin 
appeared to be around 15.  When She came to him on Tepeyac Hill she was accompanied by the song of 
birds which made him wonder if had arrived in paradise.  Our Lady was clothed with the sun, whose light 
irradiated as through a prism upon the surroundings.  The rocks and cacti danced with the colors of the 
rainbow. She called him Juanito, Juan Diegito, Little John, John Little James, and Antonio Valeriano, the 
first to record the event, said that Juan bowed at her greeting, “hearing her very gentle, polite words 
which were delivered as to someone very respected.” 

On the other hand,  when She who was, in her own words “the perfect and ever Virgin Holy Mary, 
Mother of the God of truth through Whom everything lives,” arrived at Tepeyac Hill She placed Her 
Immaculate foot upon the head of the mother of the gods through whom everything dies.  The mother 
goddess of the Aztecs, whose idol was discovered when excavations for the chapel or “temple” in honor 
of Our Lady of Guadalupe was built, was a two headed serpent decked out in the latest styles of the 
Aztec Pantheon: serpentine skirt and human body parts strung together for a necklace.   

With Her foot upon the mommy demon Our Lady said: 

I am the perfect and ever Virgin Holy Mary, Mother of the God of truth through Whom 
everything lives, the Lord of all things near us, the Lord of heaven and earth.  I want very much 
to have a little house built here for me, in which I will show Him, I will exalt Him and make Him 
manifest.  I will give Him to the people in all my personal love, in my compassion, in my help, in 
my protection:  because I am truly merciful Mother, yours and all the people who live united in 
this land and of all the other people of different ancestries, my lovers, who love me, those who 
seek me, those who trust in me.  Here I will hear their weeping, their complaints, and heal all 
their sorrows, hardships and sufferings. 
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This picture of worlds colliding can be painted in slightly different tones if we look at the larger view of 
things.  The Aztecs had a cosmology which was similar to many pagan or pre-Christian civilizations.  The 
universe was thought to be born out of chaos, a sort of war of the gods, the losers of which had their 
dismembered bodies scattered across space; thus, the origin of the stars and planets.   

The Aztec stone calendar paints quiet a grim view of the subsequent history.  This calendar, that most of 
us would probably recognize, as its image is used so often as a kind of logo for things Mexican, was 
unearthed in 1760 in the main square of Mexico City.  Arranged systematically around its concentric 
circles are the symbolic glyphs at the center of which is the sun, with a mocking tongue sticking out at 
the observer.  The tongue is in the shape of the obsidian knife that was used in the Aztec cult of human 
sacrifice.  In the clutched claws extending from each side of the sun is a bleeding human heart.  
According to the calendar’s cosmology, the world as we know it was sustained in existence by the gods, 
who could only be fed and appeased by human hearts and human blood.  Inevitably the world 
periodically came to a catastrophic end and then would be recreated for a new cycle.  The end was to 
come again, no matter what.  All one could do was delay its coming by trying to keep the bloodthirsty 
demons happy.  And as we know, through the religious cult of the Aztecs, the natives of what is now 
Mexico made an unprecedented attempt to keep hell entertained.  Tens of thousands of people every 
year, including women and children were cut open on the altars of the pyramids, and their hearts 
burned before the idols.  

On the other hand, again, is another cosmology, represented by the image of Our Lady on the tilma of 
St. Juan Diego.  Guadalupean scholars have written volumes on all that is contained within this most 
profound of icons, painted, so to speak, by the finger of God Himself.  I would like to mention only one 
thing.  The stars are arranged on the Virgin’s mantle in a way that is astronomically correct to what 
would have appeared in the sky over Mexico City on December 12, 1531.  In fact if one were to extend 
the blue dome beyond the circumscription of the mantle itself, one would find the Corona Borealis 
between Our Lady’s temples.  Corona, of course means “crown.”  There would also be the constellation 
Virgo (Virgin) over Her Heart, and Leo (Lion) over Her womb. The Little Maiden of the tilma is obviously 
with child, and that Child is the Lion of the Tribe of Judah.  But the most interesting detail about all this, 
for our purposes here, is that the stellar map of our Lady’s mantle is reversed.  Indeed, the observer sees 
the sky from outside the dome of the heavens, that is, from God’s point of view. 

In the end there are really only two points of view:  God’s, with His revelation to man, and man’s, 
deprived of God’s wisdom and depraved by that negation.  We either look up to Our Lady’s mantle and 
see God’s plan, or we descend into the nihilistic despair of countless light-years of empty space, 
governed by blind power, or by a darker power that we dare not name.  One poet would call this 
dichotomy the chance or the dance.  We must choose between Christ and chaos.  There really is no 
benign, politically correct and all-inclusive middle way.  We must choose between the light and 
darkness, between the Woman clothed with the Sun, and the Devourer of Hearts. 

Beauty or the Beast 

And the light shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not overcome it (John 1:5).  One of the great 
paradoxes of our faith represented in the history of the apparitions of Our Lady of Guadalupe is the form 
the struggle between light and darkness takes.  It is, in fact the triumph of beauty over ugliness.  It is on 
the one hand, an all-out, to-the-death-war, between two totally irreconcilable enemies, and at the same 
time it is the victory of Beauty over the Beast, the triumph of the poor, the meek, the sorrowful, the 
hungry, merciful, the pure, the peaceful and persecuted over the Father of Lies, who is also the Prince of 
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this World, and of all who love it.  The Beast reigns through fear, but Beauty reigns through love.  Love 
casts out all fear. 

Beauty is an interesting concept, one that is sometimes merely considered the preoccupation of artists, 
or reduced to the icon of feminine physicality, or a kind of icing on life, pretty pictures on the wall, not 
something altogether that important to our well being. 

Take note that so much of contemporary fashion, if it is not overtly sexually provocative, is just 
downright ugly.  The human body itself, God’s masterpiece of the physical universe is treated like a 
canvas to be scribbled on and covered with skulls and frogs, as though it were a dingy wall to be spray 
painted with graffiti.   Or the body is pierced and mutilated in all manners and places after some sort of 
neo-pagan sacrificial custom.  It is the cult of the ugly, the dingy and the dark.   

Chesterton called it vulgarity.  It is like a man standing up and stretching to show off his imposing size, 
and turning out to be only a midget.  The man is vulgar, not because he is short, but because he thinks 
he is a giant.  Culture is vulgar when, though it is really hideous, it thinks itself beautiful, when it thinks 
its godless depravity to be universal peace and the brotherhood of man.   

One of the new buzzwords of “coolness” is “edgy.”  “That cable show is edgy,” or “that new music video 
is edgy.”  “On the edge” is the sense of it, I suppose, but it is really signifies a socially acceptable way 
continually of pushing outwards the edge of good taste and decency.  Something is “edgy” when it has 
pushed the frontier of propriety as far as it can go without people turning their heads in disgust.  The 
more lurid and prurient, the closer some art form extends itself over the moral center of gravity without 
the whole cultural mess completely upturning, the better.  Every vice and evil desire is defended as a 
civil right in the name of art and freedom, and virtue is condemned as oppressive.  This is the most 
obscene form of vulgarity. 

The Artist of Guadalupe 

In fact, we cannot live sane an upright lives without real beauty.  In a sense, beauty is what brings the 
mind and heart together in their search for all that is noble and honorable.  The object of the mind is the 
Truth, and the object of the will is the Good.  Beauty is the delectability, the delightfulness, of Truth.  It is 
the radiance of Truth that overpowers falsehood, lies and all forms of deception.  Our Lady is the 
hammer of heretics because She is all beautiful (tota pulchra), and the original stain is not in Her.  She 
overcomes all that is vile and despicable, because She radiates Truth.  It is a lie that sin is truly desirable, 
and a lie that virtue is the binding of our freedom. 

At Guadalupe Our Lady is poet and artist who wins hearts with Her beauty.  All that is dreadful flies from 
Her. 

Juan Diego was overcome with fear and dread of death and all that is ugly and despicable.  He had lived 
in fear as young boy when he saw the smoke rising from the pyramids, where his gods dined on the 
hearts of men.  He was terrorized when Mexico City was sacked by the Spanish Conquistadors.  Hernan 
Cortez is certainly not to be faulted for tearing down the idols and altars of human sacrifice, and setting 
a guard before an icon of Our Lady that he personally placed where one of the idols had been.  But, 
nevertheless, it is true that one fear was to some extent replaced by another.  The very reason why Our 
Lady appeared at Guadalupe was that the saintly Spanish capuchin, the archbishop of New Spain, Juan 
De Zumarraga, had prayed to Her because he was afraid of what his fellow Spaniards were doing.  Some 
of the representatives of the Spanish crown were selling Aztecs into slavery and were engaged in all 
manners of other abuses.  The good archbishop knew that without a miracle there would be an Aztec 
uprising, and all the efforts to secure the conversion of the Aztecs and the reestablishment of civil order 
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would end in a bloodbath.  St.  Juan Diego and all the Aztecs knew fear well.  It was their constant 
companion. 

But our Lady, poet and artist undoes all that is ugly and fearful.  St. Juan Diego was afraid again when he 
tried to avoid Our Lady on December 12, because his uncle Juan Bernardino was deathly ill, and he was 
convinced that he would have to put the heavenly Lady on hold while he went to get a priest.  It did not 
work.  The Virgin intercepted him on the back side of Tepeyac hill.  He was flustered, he was afraid to 
trust.  He prostrated himself before the Lady and said: 

My Little Girl, my smallest Daughter, my Child, I hope you are happy, how are you this morning? 
. . . With pain, I will distress your face, your heart. I tell you, my little Girl, that one of your 
servants, my uncle, is gravely ill.  A terrible illness has him in its grip, and surely he will die of it 
soon.  Now I must go rapidly to your little house in Mexico to call one of the loved ones of Our 
Lord, one of our priests, to hear his confession and prepare him.  In reality we were born for 
that, we who have come to await the labor of our death.  However, when I have done this I shall 
return here and carry your voice, your word, my Lady, my young One.  I beg of you to forgive 
me, still have a little more patience with me, because I am not deceiving you, my Youngest 
Daughter, my Child. Tomorrow without fail I will come in haste. 

But Our Lady overcomes ugliness of death with the beauty of supernatural charity.  She calmed Juan 
Diego’s fear: 

Listen and keep in your heart, my youngest son, that there is nothing for you to fear, nothing to 
afflict you. Let neither your face nor your heart be worried. Do not fear this nor any other 
illness, nor anything pounding nor afflicting.  Am I not here, I who am your Mother? Are you not 
in my shadow, under my protection? Am I not the fountain of your joy? Are you not in the fold 
of my mantle, in my crossed arms? Is there anything else you need?  Don't let anything afflict 
you, perturb you. Let not the sickness of your uncle cause pain. He will not die of it now. Be 
assured that he is well. 

And it was well.  At that moment Our Lady also appeared to Juan Bernardino and cured him.   And so, 
instead of letting St. Juan go get a priest for his uncle She told him to go and pick flowers, beautiful, 
miraculous Castilian roses, and these She arranged with Her own hands in St. Juan Diego’s tilma.  These 
were to be the sign, or so he thought, that would convince the archbishop that the Lady was real and 
that She meant business.   

But Our Lady’s work of art was not finished with the roses.  When St. Juan let the flowers cascade to the 
floor from his tilma, there appeared the miraculous and enduring image of the Mother of Life, painted 
by the hand of God, or better through God by the hand of Our Lady Herself.  Some scholars speculate 
that the image on the tilma is what St. Juan Diego himself saw as he let the flowers go.  Under close 
examination of the tilma Juan himself appears in the reflection of Her eyes.  She was present to him, and 
she remains present to us in a miraculous way through Her image, through Her beauty, a beauty which 
is, of course, not only skin deep.  Beauty is the delightfulness of the Truth. 

When Worlds Collide 

There is an old science fiction movie from 1951 that I saw in boarding school many years ago, called 
When Worlds Collide and based on the novel by Philip Wylie and Edwin Balmer.  (The movie was already 
old when I first saw it--just so you know.) The storyline is as follows:  a star called Bellus with its orbiting 
planet Zyra is on a collision course with the earth.  The planet Zyra will pass earth in a near miss that will 
cause cataclysmic disturbances on the earth’s surface, but Bellus will be a direct hit.  Mankind is in a race 
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with time to build a spaceship so that a chosen few can escape before the catastrophe and rebuild a 
new civilization on Zyra. 

There many today who believe that it’s only a matter of time before we destroy our planet and they are 
planning a new earth on Mars.  Even National Geographic has published articles about the possibility of 
colonizing Mars.  Regardless what we believe about the effects of human activity on the well-being of 
our planet, it is certain that our world is without hope and without confidence in the providence of God. 

Like the Aztecs who expected the catastrophic end at any moment, we live in fear and resort to the god-
like power of technology to manipulate our way out of our terror.  Contraception, abortion, euthanasia, 
in vitro fertilization and embryonic stem-cell research are all the result of a despair that freezes the 
heart.  We are cold and calculating.  We don’t believe in the Providence of God, but in the power of man 
to make the passing moment as pleasurable as possible. 

One of the main conflicts in When Worlds Collide is the selection of little group of passengers that will be 
rocketed off earth to Zyra.  The crew is selected by the builders of the rocket but the rest of the 
passengers are determined by lottery.  The masses will perish but a privilege few have the promise of a 
new world.  Technology comes to the rescue, but only a few will be able to benefit. 

A remake of the movie is currently in pre-production and is scheduled to be released in 2010.  It won’t 
be any surprise if the drama of passenger selection is exploited in the context of our current infatuation 
with eugenics and our assertion of the right to kill the unwanted.  Who decides who will belong to the 
new age and by what standard are the selections to be made?  I would be very surprised if the 
intelligentsia of this new world order leaves the selection of the men and women of the New Jerusalem 
to a lottery. 

But the ideologues of our age take all this a step further.  At the heart of the earth-catastrophe myth is 
the desire to have a design-your-own-planet, a New Jerusalem, created in the image of man, where 
there will be everlasting peace.   

The great dreamer John Lennon put it well:   

Imagine there's no heaven, 
It's easy if you try, 
No hell below us, 
Above us only sky, 
Imagine all the people 
living for today... 

No heaven, no hell, no ultimate accountability, only us and our cozy dreams that together we can make 
come true:  wide open spaces, picturesque backyards, no unwanted children, marriage for everyone, no 
matter what the age, orientation, combination, number or species.  It will be a perfect world, without 
cripples or stupid people--nothing below our standard, or above it. Certainly there will be no one to 
make us feel bad about ourselves, or to condemn our works, no matter how despicable they are.  No 
objective moral norms.  No light that shines above us to guide our way.  Imagine.  Isn’t Beautiful?  
Doesn’t it warm your heart? 

God help us.  Dear Lord Help us.  If we cannot see the hideous and distorted face of the Devourer of 
Hearts behind such dreams, then we have lost our sense of beauty.  These are not dreams.  They are 
nightmares.  They are ugly lies, ladened with fear, fear of mortality, of self-control, fear of plain old not-
having-our-own-way.  May Our Lady preserve us from such insensitivity to beauty. 
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The Mother of all that Lives 

I am the perfect and ever Virgin Holy Mary, Mother of the God of truth through whom 
everything lives, the Lord of all things near us, the Lord of heaven and earth. 

The Mother of all that lives stands upon the ruins of Satan’s kingdom and proclaims the truth to the 
entire world.  And just so there will be no misunderstanding She paints us a picture as well.  The young 
woman whom St. Juan Diego calls “my Little Girl, my smallest Daughter, my Child,” carries within Her 
womb the hope of the world.  Painted on the tilma by the hand of God is the logic of heaven, and it is all 
beautiful. 

Unfortunately logic is not enough.  Even Natural law arguments in defense of traditional marriage now 
fall upon deaf ears.  We have embraced the lies and find comfort in them.  Even Catholics are incapable 
of uniting as a block to evict the partisans of death from the halls of our legislatures and courts because 
our convictions are so weak.  We sit in front of the television to have our ears tickled and then complain 
about our priests who either bore us when they fail to say anything of substance, or aggravate us when 
they challenge our apathy.  The cult of the ugly can only be overcome by beauty. 

Fortunately the truth is beautiful, even miraculously beautiful.  And this is the miracle of the tilma.  It is 
the miracle of devotion to Mary.  Our Lady Herself is the way of beauty. 

Freedom of Choice 

In fact, “when worlds collide,” there is no escaping, because there really are only two worlds, and one of 
them will not survive the collision.  Within our own hearts the world of sin and the world of grace are on 
a collision course, and we must choose to which world we belong.   

But our freedom to choose is not license to kill.  Some choices are destructive, because they are evil.  
When we choose death we die. 

Juan Diego chose, and he chose life because he was humble.  He was not full of himself--full of self-
indulgent dreams that are really nightmares.  When he returned to Our Lady after his first and 
unsuccessful attempt to convince Archbishop Zumarraga of Her presence and request, he asked Her to 
find someone else: 

I beg you very much, my Lady, Queen, my little girl, entrust one of the noblemen, someone who 
is esteemed, who is known, respected, honored, to direct, to carry out your amiable wish, your 
amiable word, so that they will believe him.  Because truly I am a man of the fields, I myself 
need to be led; I am like a beast of burden, like a tall, like a wing, to be loaded with a burden. It 
is not up to me to decide the place, where I go or where I stop.  Please forgive me, I will afflict 
your countenance, your heart with sorrow; I will fall in your anger, in your displeasure. Lady, my 
owner, I belong to you. 

But this humility is precisely what made St. Juan disposed to be the humble Virgin’s messenger:  She said 
to him: 

Listen, the smallest of my sons, be assured that those who serve me, my messengers, entrusted 
to carry my voice, my word, to accomplish my will, are not few in number:  But it is very 
necessary that you personally go, request that my wish, my will, be realized, be carried out, 
through your intercession. 

There is no escaping, neither the conflict, nor Our Lady.  We have to choose, and Our Lady has chosen 
us.  No escape.  Light or darkness, chance or the dance, Christ or chaos.  The collision course of the two 
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world views is inevitable.  The rumble of the moral cataclysm that is coming is already in our ears.  
Indeed, it is already well underway. 

The only counter stroke to the cult of the ugly, is the cult of beauty:  the delightfulness of the truth 
embodied for us in the maternal love of Our Lady, the Woman Clothed with the Sun, All beautiful, the 
Mother of Fair Love, in whom there is no stain, only light, truth and beauty.  Is that really so bad?  Or to 
paraphrase Our Lady of Guadalupe Herself:  Are we not under Her shadow and protection, in the 
crossing of Her arms?  Is there anything else we could possibly need? 

 


