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A spirited young girl must travel far from home to finally find herself.Mexico is a long way from

Kalamazoo—and not just in terms of miles. Almost-thirteen-year-old Hayley Flynn is spending

six months with her eccentric grandmother in the rural mountain town of San Miguel while her

recently separated parents work things out. For Hayley, life in Mexico is surprisingly exciting—

exotic birds, beautiful butterflies, holidays, colorful fiestas, and new friends like Lili.But there are

also difficult lessons to be learned. Poverty and unemployment send Lili's father and other men

from the village to work in Michigan, sending money back home to their anxious families.

Meanwhile, Hayley is on the lookout for la fantasma (the ghost) that is said to haunt her

grandma's house.Linda Lowery creates an affectionate portrait of a small town in Mexico and

its people in this warm, humorous story of self-discovery. With a captivating plot and relatable

protagonist, readers will be engaged on every page.

From School Library JournalGrade 4-7–When Hayley Flynn's parents separate, the 12-year-old

is sent to live with her grandmother in Mexico for six months. After she arrives, she becomes

fast friends with a neighbor, Lili, and the two girls have a series of adventures, including solving

a mystery about a ghost and being extras in a movie starring a local heartthrob. But all is not

well in San Miguel. Some of the villagers who work in the States as migrant laborers are being

cheated out of their salaries and cannot pay their way home. Hayley begins an e-mail

campaign that helps to resolve the problem, and the men, including Lili's dad, are finally

reunited with their loved ones. Hayley is a refreshing heroine, warm and realistic, who struggles

with her sadness about her fractured family and expresses herself through painting. The writing

is engaging, and Lowery has created a strong sense of place through vivid descriptions of local

festivals, scenery, and day-to-day life in the town.–Melissa Christy Buron, Epps Island

Elementary, Houston, TXCopyright © Reed Business Information, a division of Reed Elsevier

Inc. All rights reserved. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.Review"The writing is

engaging, and Lowery has created a strong sense of place through vivid descriptions of local

festivals, scenery, and day-to-day life in the town."—School Library Journal --This text refers to

the paperback edition.From the Back CoverAndrews introduces us to two very powerful African-

American women, survivng and thriving in the male-dominated world of the rural South.

Thoroughly different and equally dedicated to getting their way, Jessie and Claire are

entertaining and amazing--not to mention dangerous. --This text refers to the hardcover

edition.About the AuthorLinda Lowery grew up in Chicago and traveled throughout Europe

after college, teaching English in Greece and working as a nanny and cook in Italy. She is the

author (and coauthor, with her husband Richard Keep) of sixty-five books for children including

the New York Times best-seller Trick or Treat, It's Halloween! After living in San Miguel de

Allende, Mexico, for eight years, she now resides in Tennessee. --This text refers to the

paperback edition.Read more
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Buena33. Butterfly Whispers1Adiós, Kalamazoo!I’d like to tell you I have silky caramel skin, my

eyes are dark as the night sky, and my shiny raven hair touches my waist when I brush it out.

But that would be a lie. And besides, would that make me sound cooler than I really am?

Someday you might meet me and you’d be all disappointed, and you’d never believe another

word that came out of my big mouth.It’s like what people do when they date on the Internet.

They make stuff up, like they’re tall and blonde and love to sail. Then they never want to meet

the other person face-to-face because if they did, the truth would come out. My guess is that a

lot of them miss hooking up with their soul mates because they’re too chicken to be honest

about who they are, warts and all.So here’s the truth: I have tons of freckles and my skin is so

white it practically glows in the dark. My curly hair is a natural shade of squirrel—not really

brown, not really red. My eyes are green. So I figure I won’t exactly blend in when I get to

Mexico.My dad would probably be happy about that. He thinks I’m going from normal,

respectable Michigan to a place so backward they don’t even speak English. So third-world

they’ve probably never heard of e-mail or iPods or even vacuum cleaners.Actually I don’t really

know what my dad would think, since he hardly ever calls anyway. I just remember what he

said about Gran when she left for Mexico. I can still hear him now: “Mexico? You’ll stick out like

a red, white, and blue thumb.”I’m thinking of tweaking my name just a smidge to help me fit in a

little better. How does this sound? “My name is …” Wait, excuse me, let’s try this in Spanish.

“Me llamo Margarita Flynn.” Other than the Flynn, I’d say it works great.My parents named me

Hayley Margaret. My middle name is in honor of my dad’s mom, who died before I was born.

Frankly I’m liking the sound of Margarita. Worldly. Sophisticated. Romantic, don’t you think?

Margarita means “daisy.” The name Hayley just does not translate, not even in Spanish class,

which is where I got the idea to switch to Margarita in the first place.Anyway, I’m sure if I tried

my new name out on my dad, he’d give me one of his I’m-not-impressed grunts. But he doesn’t



get a say when he hasn’t even offered for me to go live with him for a while. I’m baggage, and

he wants to travel unencumbered, I guess.Here’s the deal: back in April, Dad split. Disappeared

in our Lexus—oops, his Lexus—with nothing but his laptop and cell phone and the twenty-eight

perfectly pressed suits from his closet. He left a message on the answering machine about

how my mom had better figure out a serious way to get some help and how he had to go live

his own life. And oh yeah: “Hayley, take care of your mother.”I tried to do that. But I guess I’m

not very good at it. Three months have passed since then, and things have not gotten better.

Mom has a problem with me going to Mexico, too. She thinks it’s all her fault I have to go off to

some faraway country where I can’t even drink the water.The truth about my mom is hard to

put into words. My stomach turns into a huge empty hole every time I start. I mean, I’m usually

very open and talkative, but some things sit way down inside you and need time before they’re

ready to come out as words. If you don’t mind, I’d rather not talk about the whole Mom thing

right now.Anyway, I’m secretly very excited about this Mexico adventure, except for one thing: I

have no idea how I’m going to survive without my friends, especially Samantha. She’s the only

one who knows me inside out and upside down. We’ve been seeing each other twelve hours

every day to make up for the 4,383 hours I’ll be gone, which is the number of hours I figured

out there are in six months.Sam’s been helping me cram anything and everything I can fit into

the two-suitcase maximum the airline allows. I’m bringing pictures of my friends, my favorite

books, my Spanish dictionary, and Farley, my beat-up teddy frog. I packed my paints and

brushes, too. Sam gave me some rolled-up canvases to take with me. That’s because Ms.

Stucky, our art teacher, told us the art canvas in Mexico smells like horse glue. Nice.But

clothes? I have no idea.“What do people wear down there?” I asked Gran on the phone. Gran’s

been living in Mexico for three years—she just upped and moved one September. We’ve never

visited her there because my father thinks she’s lost her marbles. She does come back to stay

with us every Christmas, and I have to say, after careful consideration, I don’t think she’s at all

crazy. Just … quirky.“People wear whatever they want,” Gran told me. That was not enough

information. So I tried Sam, since she’s Mexican American.“Do you think the girls wear long

skirts with lacy blouses?” I ask. That could be fun, with my freckly shoulders peeking out over

frilly white lace.“Probably,” Sam says.A big help she is.Has she ever been to Mexico? No.Does

she speak Spanish? No mucho. She picked French even though I begged her to be in Spanish

class with me.Does she want to come with me to keep her best friend company? She does, but

she can’t.¡Qué lástima! What a shame!It’s not that I don’t want to go. I do. I’m excited that me

llamo Margarita, and I can’t wait to be with Gran in Mexico.But once in a while when I’m lying in

bed alone, that big empty black hole starts opening up inside me again. Which means I’m

already missing Mom.2Moose TracksIt all started with a letter from Gran telling me how

beautiful Mexico is. Inside the envelope was a little silvery heart, like a charm for a bracelet. I

didn’t know it meant anything until she called a few weeks later. It was exactly June 19, as a

matter of fact. Just after school got out. I was heading to the Dairy Berry for a Moose Tracks

sundae with Sam.“How about you come live with me for a while, so your mom can take a bit of

time to deal with her problems?” asked Gran.What? In Mexico?“Thanks, Gran, but I don’t think

so,” I told her. “I have a lot going on.” Actually I didn’t have much at all going on besides having

a lazy and wonderful summer. But my mom needed me. Since Dad left, she’d been having a

hard time getting on with her life.Sorry … that’s not the whole truth.The real truth? My mother

is broken. She’s like a house whose windows got shattered by flying bricks. Now cold air whips

right through, freezing the warm corners inside.Then Gran explained that my mom needed to

go away for a while, like for six months, to a depression treatment center in Chicago. I felt the

phone freeze in my hand. I looked across the table at my mom, who was sitting there clutching



her fingers tight, gazing at me wide-eyed like a deer stunned by headlights. She’s going into

some loony bin? My mom? I wanted to hang up, but I couldn’t move.“It’ll be very good for your

mom,” Gran chirped. “And for you, too, Hayley Cakes.”She went on about how hard it’d been for

Mom and me, and how healing this place was supposed to be, that Mom’d be fit as a fiddle

before too long. I held the phone away from my ear and stared at my mom.“Why didn’t you tell

me?” I asked her. I could tell that my voice sounded hurt and scared and mad all at the same

time. What I really wanted to say was: “How come you’re sitting right here and somebody

needs to call from Mexico to tell me what’s going on?” But Mom is so fragile, I have to be

careful about words that just pop out.“So we think it’s a good idea for you to stay with me for a

while. We’ll get to know each other in a whole new way,” I heard Gran saying. “It’ll be fun.”Stop!

I wanted to shout. First of all, I felt like a Ping-Pong ball. Gran on the phone. Mom at the table.

Me bouncing from one to the other in the middle.Second, I had a bunch of questions.Why was I

the one who had to turn my whole life topsy-turvy when none of this was my fault? How did all

this happen without anybody asking me?I could not go to Mexico. I had to change their minds. I

tried the only leverage I could think of at the moment:“Can’t I stay with Dad?” I asked, even

though I already knew the answer. No. I’m part of all the stuff he left behind so he wouldn’t be

encumbered, remember? There was a weird silence and then Gran sighed a deep sigh.“I’m

afraid not, sugar. Your dad’s not exactly acting like Father of the Year these days. To tell you the

truth, I’d like to march into his fancy-pants office and wring his darn neck.”I tried another

tactic.“What about school?” I asked.“They have schools in Mexico, for heaven’s sake,” said

Gran. “You can really work on your art here. You can study Spanish, or guitar, or whatever else

floats your boat.”“It will give me time to get my act together, sweetie,” whispered my mom. She

had a tremble in her voice.I couldn’t believe this was really going to happen. Obviously

everyone had talked this whole plan over and it was already carved in stone. There was

nothing I could do about it.“Fine,” I said. “Whatever.” It wasn’t really fine at all. “I’ll talk to you

tomorrow, Gran.”I hung up. I had to get out of there. Get some air. Get some ice cream.“Sam’s

waiting for me,” I told my mom. “I’ve got to go.”When I got back, I was feeling a little calmer

since I’d gotten a chance to cry into my sundae about leaving for six months. Sam cried, too. A

best friend is somebody you can sob into your Moose Tracks with.Mom was still at the table,

but now she had the atlas open to Mexico.“You might really like Mexico, honey,” she said. “It’s

sunny.”Hmmm … I tried to switch gears for Mom’s sake, like I learned when Mom and I went to

therapy together so I could understand what was happening with her and me when Dad left us.

There are at least two truths to every situation. Sometimes you have to force yourself to look at

the positive side, no matter how hard that might be.It took a minute, but soon I conjured up a

rosy picture of me in Mexico: My toes were wiggling at the edge of the ocean, a gauzy white

top floating over my teeny tropical bikini.“Gran lives here, in a town called San Miguel de

Allende,” Mom told me, pointing on the map. She was pointing far from the ocean, to the very

middle of Mexico. “It’s in the Sierra Madre Mountains.”Huh? Wait just a sec here. I was moving

to a dot in the middle of a foreign country, where we’d already established that they speak a

different language, and now it’s hundreds of miles from a beach?My dreamy bikini scene came

crashing down around me, and reality thunked like a boulder into the pit of my stomach. My

image switched to what was probably closer to the truth about San Miguel: There was one

dusty road down the middle of a town lined with those Mexican bars they call cantinas. And

burros delivered the mail. Several days late.“It will be an adventure, honey,” said Mom. Her eyes

were pleading, forgive me. “It’s just for six months.”Six months! Didn’t she know that six months

away from Kalamazoo, from my friends, from my school, was f … o … r … e … v … e … r?But

I made myself get up and give Mom the biggest hug I could muster. Her body felt as fragile as



a fawn’s. I just wished I could make her happy.3Rapunzel’s TowerJuly came up a lot quicker

than I ever expected, and I said adiós to America the Beautiful. I was nervous about going

through customs, where my dad says they rip through all your clothes and books to see if

you’re sneaking in illegal stuff. So Gran met me in the airport in Dallas wearing a turquoise

dress with a hot pink shawl and big, dangly earrings.We flew to Mexico City together and

customs turned out to be nothing. The officials gave us a green light, so we walked right

through without my bags being unzipped. The moon was full and white when—two buses and

one taxi later—Gran and I finally arrived in San Miguel.“Welcome to my little house—our

casita,” Gran announces proudly as we get out of the taxi. We climb some rock stairs and open

a bright blue wooden door arched at the top. There’s an orange cactus pot on the stoop and a

long cobblestone path leading into a humongous garden filled with plants way taller than me.

Tin lanterns on the trees are shaped like masks, with glowing turquoise marbles for eyes.

There are holes punched in the metal and twinkly light flickers through.“Spooky,” I

whisper.“Exotic,” says Gran.Paths of steps snake up to the house, which is built out of big

stones and is completely—“Round?” I blurt out, standing with my mouth hanging open.“Oh,

didn’t I tell you I live in a round house? It’s my Rapunzel tower,” says Gran.The moonlight is

shimmering blue and ghosty on the rocks. Rapunzel’s tower, if you recall, was really a fairy-tale

prison. We unlock the iron latch on the thick oak doors.Whoa! The walls inside are all rock, too,

and when I drop my bags, I’m staring smack in the face of a life-sized grinning skeleton who is

wearing a skirt.I let out a scream. (Just so you know, I’m a screamer. It used to drive my dad

insane.)“What’s that?” I yell, backing off and taking my pseudokarate stance.“Oh, that’s

Cynthia,” Gran says casually. “Papier-mâché. She’s fun, isn’t she?” Cynthia dangles from a

rafter, her paper bones clattering softly in the breeze. Gulp.Gran flips a switch and dim lights

beam up from the floor along the walls. There are little crannies holding candles and nooks

with tiny framed pictures of saints inside.For just a second I think of my dad saying how crazy

Gran is, but I erase that thought pronto. I’m not going to let my brain start fantasizing that I’m

stuck in a round house in a Mexican jungle with a crazy grandma I don’t know that

well.Ducking to avoid a collision with Cynthia’s bony feet, I follow Gran up a spiral staircase. I’m

jittery. I don’t know what I expected, but it sure wasn’t what I’m seeing now. There are savage-

looking masks staring from every wall, some with snakes and toads on their heads.I breathe a

sigh of relief as we wind past Gran’s bedroom with the four-poster bed I remember from when I

was little. And her library, which has a cozy sitting area with Gran’s old Victorian reading

lamp.The next floor at the tippy-top is like an observatory. Most of the room is windows, with

skylights in the ceiling. I look at the stars twinkling above and the town twinkling below.“See

over there? That’s the Parroquia in the main square,” chirps Gran, pointing. The moon is

floating over a big pink church with spires and lots of lights.“Doesn’t it look like Sleeping

Beauty’s castle in the moonlight?” asks Gran.I can tell she’s overjoyed to show me all these

things she loves. My mind jumps to another unfortunate comparison. We all know the wicked

fairy cast a spell on the poor sleeping princess that laid her flat for a hundred years.“To me it

looks like a birthday cake, all lit up,” I suggest. I didn’t know I’d feel so weird being in a new

place. Am I having culture shock? Everything is strange, like I’m barefoot in the snow, or

wearing boots on the beach. It’s just … off, somehow.We’d told Mom we’d give her a buzz in

the morning to let her know I arrived safe and sound. I kind of want to call her right now. But I

don’t want to be a baby. After all, I’m practically thirteen. Instead I plop onto the bed and sink

into a pale yellow comforter and nice, soft pillows.“Very homey,” I say, snuggling in

deeper.“Good, because this is your room,” says Gran. “It’s perfect for you, full of

starlight.”“Great,” I say. Rapunzel’s penthouse is all mine.“Your bathroom is over there, and I left



a flashlight on the bedside table in case the lights go out. We have electrical problems

sometimes.”Not good. I look over to make sure I know exactly where that flashlight is. Beside it

I see a vase chock-full of pink roses.“Welcome to Mexico,” Gran says, smiling. “I wanted you to

have everything you need, and some flowers to boot.”“Gracias, Gran,” I say, leaning over for a

sweet sniff.“Now, buenas noches, tesoro,” she says.I know buenas noches means “good

night.”“What’s tesoro?” I ask.“Treasure,” Gran says sweetly, pinching my cheek. She gives me a

little good-night kiss on my forehead. “You’re my treasure, and I’m so glad you’re here.”When

Gran leaves I dig into my suitcase for a comfy sweatshirt and lie back down on the bed with

Farley in my arms.Down the hillside the night is hopping. Sounds from the town are floating up

and right into my tower. I hear people speaking in Spanish. Laughter. Mariachis singing. Guitar

music. Church bells ringing the hour.It all sounds nice, but everything here is so new to me. I’m

more comfortable with the crickets and car engines and tunes from the radio that put me to

sleep in Kalamazoo.“What did we get ourselves into?” I whisper to Farley, hugging him closer.I

don’t know what I’m feeling right now. Happy and sad. Excited and afraid. Six months is a very

long time. Sam is really, really far away. And my mom … How is she going to make it, first

without Dad, and now without me?I think about her frightened eyes, focused deep inside

herself instead of out toward the world. She needs somebody to take good care of her. They’d

better be kind and good at that hospital, or center, or whatever you call that place where she

is.I lie motionless for a while, listening to the Mexican night.After a few minutes my toes are

wiggling and my mind is racing. I’m way too restless to sleep. I creep out of bed with Farley,

grab the flashlight, and take a little tour of my room. I hang some of my clothes in the huge

hand-carved chifforobe. I brush my teeth in the blue and green sink that’s painted with calla

lilies. Then I decide I could use a shower. While I’m washing my hair, I stand on my tippy toes

and peek out the tiny round window rimmed in orange tiles. In the moonlight I can see white

chickens and a few goats wandering around in the yard next door.Pretty soon I’m tiptoeing

down the spiral staircase, checking out Gran’s library. She has a tall red ladder for reaching the

high shelves. There are books and magazines galore. A painted rooster. Plaster skulls. Little

silver body parts stuck on picture frames. Mini body parts? What’s up with that?There’s so

much stuff everywhere, it looks like a Christmas stocking somebody turned inside out.Farley

and I carefully spiral our way down to the first floor. I shine the flashlight over my head and

shudder at Cynthia’s grinning face. My light runs along the wood beams of the ceiling, which is

all strung with papery skull banners. They’re fluttering like clothes on a line.Whoops! I stub my

toe on a table shaped like a striped dog. Ouch! Farley goes soaring toward the kitchen. I see a

shadowy hand reaching out from behind the kitchen counter.4A Midnight SnackFlying frog!”

Gran shouts, stretching out her hands to catch Farley. She manages to grab him by the leg. I

let out a big sigh of relief.“What are you doing up so late, Gran?” I ask, turning off the flashlight.

I rescue Farley and plop him in a chair. I see Gran has been working on something on the

kitchen table under a reading lamp.Tiny silver arms and legs and kidneys are scattered across

the table. Hearts, too, like the one she sent me in Kalamazoo. She sits back down, picks up a

little hammer, and starts pounding a body part onto the frame with teeny nails.“I couldn’t sleep,

either,” she says. “I’m too excited that you’re here, I guess. I can’t wait to show you everything in

Mexico. You’ll love it, sweetums.”“Yeah?” I say. I’m not sure. So far it’s a little creepy.“There’s hot

chocolate on the stove, if you want some,” she says, tap-tapping a mini-heart onto the frame.

“And check out what’s in the cupboards.”Gran’s cabinets are jam-packed with chips and

cookies and puffy bags of pink and white marshmallows. I feel my heart go soft. I know she

bought all this stuff for me. It’s been a long time since anybody bought me treats without my

even asking.“I’m looking for a cocoa mug,” I tell her.“To the left, over the sink,” she says. I’m



used to matching cups lined up in neat rows. Each of Gran’s cups is different. I take one that

says J’ &e PARIS. I love Paris.“Oh, you chose Paris!” Gran says cheerfully when I sit back down.

“That’s twenty years old, that mug. From a trip with your grandpa to my favorite city on

earth.”“What are you doing with that stuff?” I ask, eyeing the scattered body parts on the

table.“Oh, I just enjoy making these frames,” she says, tapping a left hand onto the

edge.“They’re like the little heart you sent me,” I say, picking up a foot. “What exactly are they?

Charms?”“They’re milagros. Miracles,” says Gran, as if she just said they were scrambled eggs

or something perfectly ordinary. “You believe in miracles, don’t you, tesoro?”Well, sure, I believe

in miracles. Or at least I did when I was little. Like Santa. Or Sam calling just when I was

picking up the phone to call her. But I’m not sure anymore if those are technically considered

miracles.“I guess,” I mumble.Then Gran explains about milagros. Let’s say you broke your arm.

You buy an arm milagro and bring it to church. You pin it to the robe on the statue of a

particular saint. That saint will automatically know that your arm needs healing. Then you pray

and pray, and soon your arm will feel better.“I have a hard time believing a statue of a saint can

heal you,” I say slowly.“Ah, but that’s the milagro, the miracle!” says Gran wisely. “I just love the

way they look, strewn all over the frames.”Hmmm. I’m not sure I do, so I keep my mouth

shut.“Say, I have something for us to try,” says Gran, hopping up.She pulls what looks like a

king-sized orange pillow out of a cabinet. It’s actually cheese puffs in a gigantic bag, the size

they have in school cafeterias. She plunks it beside the milagros. Then she brings a bowl of

salsa.“All the kids eat these,” she says. “I waited till you came to try them.”“Only the best for

me, huh, Gran?” I tease.“Eso es. You got that right,” she quips. We each dip one puff in the

salsa and give them a try. The cheese puffs are all air, and the salsa is picante—fiery.“Aargh!” I

cry. My eyes start to water like crazy. “All I can taste is the hot sauce!”“It’s my special sweet and

spicy mango salsa,” Gran says proudly. “Salsa’s a little like life, you know? Some people prefer

it bland and ordinary. I like it a little more interesting.”Interesting? I grab for my cocoa and take

a few gulps.The cocoa is spicy, too. “And what’s in the hot chocolate? It’s … cinnamon-y,” I

gasp.“It’s Mexican chocolate, darlin’. Abuelita, it’s called. Everybody drinks chocolate with

cinnamon here.”“I know what abuelita means,” I brag. “It means Grandma.”“You saw the picture

of that old lady who looks like me right on the package, didn’t you?” Gran says.“No. I learned

that word in Spanish class.” Now we’re having fun, teasing each other. “You look younger than

that lady, anyway. And that’s the truth.”“Why, thank you, sweetie. I hope so,” she says in a high-

pitched fake old-lady voice.“So what made you move to Mexico in the first place, Abuelita?” I

ask. I chomp down on a few more puffs dipped in just a dab of salsa. Gran goes back to her

work.“Oh my. So many things.” Pound. Tap-tap. “The fiestas.” Tap-tap. “The colors.” Tap-tap.

“The weather, the butterflies. But mostly the people,” she answers, looking up at me over her

glasses.“I don’t know much about Mexican people,” I admit. “I mean, my friend Samantha is

just like me. I don’t exactly think of her as Mexican.”
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TeensReadToo, “Courtesy of Teens Read Too. Hayley (or Margarita, as she'll be calling herself

now) is a twelve-year-old girl from Michigan, and she's (rightfully) afraid she'll stick out in

Mexico. See, Haley's mother has been having some problems and her dad left, so she's being

sent to live with her rather eccentric grandmother in San Miguel, Mexico, for six months. Sure,

she's excited, but also more than a little nervous. Her Spanish could use some work, she's pale

and freckly, and she has no idea what people wear in Mexico! Not to mention, she'll miss her

mom and her friends.Mexico turns out to be fun, though. She meets a new friend, Lili, lives in a

house that may or may not be haunted, celebrates with the whole town on holidays (which are

way more often than they are in the United States), and gets to be a movie extra! It's not all fun

and games, though. Living in the real Mexico (meaning: not a resort in Cancun) means seeing

the real Mexican problems, too: Lili's dad and some of the other men from the village work in

the United States to send money home, but they run into trouble when their employer cheats

them out of their pay.TRUTH AND SALSA is an absorbing, original coming-of-age story taking

place against the beautiful backdrop of Mexico. The colorful cast of characters populating this

novel will quickly endear themselves to readers. TRUTH AND SALSA is a quick, well put-

together, and engaging read. Those who pick it up will love Hayley and her adventures, and be

introduced to a little bit of Mexican culture in the process!Reviewed by:  Jocelyn Pearce”

Sarah Laperle, “From Kalamazoo to San Cristobal.... Truth and Salsa is a touching coming of

age story that explores a young girl's changing relationship to both her environment and her

family. It's only after Hayley's move to central Mexico that she's able to gain a new perspective

on where she came from - Kalamazoo, Michigan - and see aspects of her hometown that she

was previously unaware of. The distance, along with the joys and suffering she and her

newfound friend, Lili, both experience with their own families, also enable her to discover the

true sense of family unity. Truth and Salsa captures the often surprising fact that sometimes we

need a little distance to see what's right in front of us.I highly recommend this book - it's

poignant, entertaining and extremely insightful.”

Jennifer O'Connell, “Awesome Middle and End!. I really liked this book. It had a rough and

rocky beginning for me to get hooked, but the middle and end were filled up and interestin. It's

a great storyline.”

Rachel Galvan, “Four Stars. Good book”

The book by Linda Lowery has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 4 people have provided feedback.
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