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November blew in on a cold, gray 



wind, and dark-eyed Cala woke to the 


tapping of branches at her window.















“Get up, get up,” they seemed 


to say. “There’s a party tonight.” 


But Cala did not want to go.



























Everyone in the house was awake and 


busy, but Cala didn’t feel like doing much 


now that Grandfather was gone. She hurried 


down the hall—fast, fast, eyes on the floor.
















In the kitchen, the pots bubbled and the pans 


hissed with food for the guests who would arrive later. 


“There’s a party tonight,” they seemed to chorus.















“I know,” she muttered. But Cala did not want 


to go. She sipped her champurrado, sweet with 


chocolate and cinnamon, but it had gone cold.















Everyone in the neighborhood was 


getting ready for the party. Everyone 


knew somebody on the guest list.















At the bakery, they bought special bread for 


the guests. “And some for you too!” said the 


baker. The loaves were scented with orange water 


and crusted with sugar. They were still warm. 


“Thank you,” Cala said, but she wasn’t hungry. 


All she could think about was Grandfather.















And at the flower shop, they bought bunches of marigolds. 


The flowers looked like a sunset, all orange and yellow. 















But Cala hurried down the street—


fast, fast, eyes on the ground.















All day Cala’s family 


prepared for the party.


Papa built the ofrenda.


Grandmother chose 


Grandfather’s favorite 


hat to place on it.















Cala’s brother and sister 


painted sugar skulls and argued 


over Grandfather’s favorite songs.


Mama arranged the flowers.


When night came, 


it was time to go.



























The gate to the cemetery creaked on its hinges, 


and its high voice said, “The party is starting.”


“I still don’t want to go,” said Cala. But she didn’t 
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