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been misinformed. The town did not have a lienzo
and so he could not comply with my request.

But being present during the Feast of St.
Michael had advantages. The fiesta drew villagers
from the whole region. Two or three of them
confirmed Apolinar’s original statement that Te-
quixtepec did have a lienzo. They had not scen it,
however, because it was a closely guarded secret,
but luck presented one man who had. “Was it the
original of this?” I asked, unrolling my copy of the
tracing published by Gates. His decisive answer
both dashed and elated me. It wasn’t. So [ had
failed to solve a mystery, which meant a disap-
pointed hope. On the other hand, I had established
that Tequixtepec’s lienzo was a totally different
document, not even known through a tracing.

“What was the lienzo like?” I asked. Alas, his
memory was vague. He had the impression that
it showed some Indians building a church, which
put me in mind of one of the Techialoyan docu-
ments. Its dimensions, he said, were about 1.5
meters high by a meter wide.

The Unexpected Invitation

Fate drew me back to Tequixtepec the next
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Fig.25 The central personages of Coixtlahuaca as shown on “Meixueiro” (or “Lienzo A”).

Ay Aitces

on my first visit with Gabriel Blanco, became
increasingly warm in its hospitality cvery time |
went back by myself. I never asked to see the
lienzo again. Perhaps because I did not push the
matter, [ was always welcomed. Apparently, too,
I won the confidence of one segment of the
town, for, in the spring of 1970, after I had
moved to Oaxaca to live, some villagers came to
me with an astonishing request. Their old dispute
over boundaries with Santa Maria Ixcatlin had
again grown rancorous.® A Mexico City lawyer
had told them that he could settle the dispute
once and for all if they would let him take their
lienzo to the law courts of the capital. Knowing
that other villages had lost their lienzos by acced=
ing to such requests, they did not want to be
victimized in the same way. Would I come to
Tequixtepec, look at the lienzo, and give them
advice?

Would I? I was ready to start on foot the next
day. By now, however, roads into the Coixtla-
huaca Valley had been improved. I did not have
to walk, and on April 28 [ was driven to Tequix=
tepec by Raul Guzman, a young emigré from the
village who had proved to be my best friend
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