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  Foreword



Hello Reader!

I am so glad that you are reading this book. Carla and Willow have an amazing time in Mexico on this adventure and I am happy that we get to go with them. 

Don’t forget to check out the other books in the Traveling Trunk series:

Carla’s Adventure in Guatemala

Carla’s Adventure in Thailand

Carla’s Adventure in Sweden

Carla’s Adventure in South Korea

Carla’s Adventure in Kenya




I would love to send you my newsletters, too. I will give you an exclusive story about how Grandma Silvia got the traveling trunk, just for signing up! Click HERE to sign up for the newsletter.




Have fun visiting Mexico!

Missy
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Carla had been sitting by the window in the living room all morning. Her best friend, Willow, was coming over to play after being gone a whole month on vacation.

Finally, a red minivan pulled up in front of the house. Carla said, “She’s here!” She jumped off the couch and raced to the door.

Carla ran down the sidewalk and got to the curb just as Willow’s mom let down the wheelchair ramp.

As soon as Willow’s purple wheelchair was on the sidewalk, the girls hugged each other.

Willow was wearing a tank top, shorts, and cowboy boots. She flapped her arms and said, “I flew all the way here, and boy are my arms tired.” Carla laughed. It was great to have Willow back home again.
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Willow handed Carla a glittery pink gift bag and said, “I got you a present in Wyoming. You’re going to love it. If you don’t, I get to keep it.”

Carla reached inside the bag and pulled out a small stuffed buffalo. It had fuzzy brown fur and little tan horns on its head. She hugged it and said, “I love it! Thank you, Willow!”

“I knew you would,” Willow said. “I got one just like it.”

The girls went into the house to show Grandma Silvia the little buffalo. Grandma Silvia had come to live with Carla and her mother a few months before. She admired the gift and then asked, “Do you girls want to help me try out a new cookie recipe? I found a great one called Bizcocho. They are made in Mexico.” Grandma loved to bake.

“Yes!” the girls said at the same time. They giggled as they went to the sink to wash their hands.

After a lot of laughing and spilled flour, the cookies finally made it to the oven. Grandma said, “It is going to be a while before these cookies are ready to eat. Why don’t you two giggle monsters go play? I’ll call you when they are ready.”

“Can I show Willow your traveling trunk?” asked Carla.

Grandma Silvia smiled at the two friends and said, “Yes, you may. Just be careful. You never know what can happen when you look inside.”

Willow looked at Carla and grinned. “What’s a traveling trunk? Is that what an elephant packs for a trip?”

Carla rolled her eyes at the joke and pushed Willow’s wheelchair down the hall. “Just wait until you see it!”
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Carla stopped in front of a door that had a giant poster of an airplane on it. She turned the handle and opened it. Sunlight flooded the room with soft yellow light. A big bed covered with a sunflower blanket stood in the middle. Off to one side was a big dresser. Carla’s school picture sat on top of it in a pink frame.

At the foot of the bed was a big black box with a curved top. A silver latch was on the front of the trunk. On the top were three colorful stickers.

Carla ran over to the trunk and patted it. “THIS is a traveling trunk. Isn’t it awesome?”

“Um, I guess so. I thought a traveling trunk might be a tree that moves from house to house,” said Willow coming up behind her. She reached over and touched one of the stickers. “What are these for?”

“When you travel somewhere, you put a sticker on the trunk to remember where you’ve been,” said Carla.

Willow read the stickers, “Welcome to Guatemala. Welcome to Thailand. Welcome to Sweden. Has your grandmother visited all these places?”

Carla nodded her head. “Yes, and I have, too!”

“Wait. What? You went to SWEDEN?” asked Willow. She put her hands on her hips. “When did you go there? Why didn’t you invite me?”

“I went there while you were in Wyoming,” Carla said.

Willow’s eyes were as big as donuts. “No way. You said you couldn’t go on vacation because of your mom’s new job. I don’t get it.”

“Right. We can’t. But I did anyway,” Carla said. “This trunk is magic. It will take me anywhere in the world.”

“You are crazy, Carla,” Willow said. “I think you are making things up. You expect me to believe that you really go around the world in this big box?”

“I’m not crazy! I don’t travel IN the box. Look, I’ll show you,” Carla said. She grabbed the silver latch and lifted the top of the trunk. The old hinges creaked as the lid opened.

Willow sniffed. “It smells like roses.” Then she looked inside. “I don’t see anything but a bunch of old clothes.”

Carla lifted out a blue and white dress. “Look at this,” she said, holding the dress against herself. “I wore this in Sweden at the Midsummer Festival.”

Willow reached into the trunk and pulled out a hat with a wide round brim. “What kind of hat is this?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” Carla said.

Carla took the hat from her and put it on Willow’s head. She turned Willow so that she could see herself in the long mirror by the dresser. Willow smiled at herself and touched the brim. Her long red hair stuck out from under the hat.
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“This hat is really cool,” said Willow. “I look like I should be at a party somewhere.”

“If you think it is cool, just watch this,” Carla said. She took a deep breath and said, “I wonder where in the world this came from!”

The door slammed shut and a bright light came from the trunk!
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Willow screamed and grabbed Carla’s arm tightly. Carla just laughed and said, “It’s OK, I promise!”

Suddenly, there was a trumpet playing loudly outside of the bedroom door. “What’s that?” Willow asked, her voice shaking. “Since when did your grandma join a band?”

“Let’s go find out,” Carla said with a huge smile on her face. She pushed Willow’s wheelchair to the door.

She grabbed the door handle and pulled the door open wide. Willow gasped. Instead of seeing the hallway in Carla’s house, they were looking at a crowd of people. There was a band going down the middle of the street. They saw men and women riding on horses, too. The women were dressed in long skirts that were bright pink and green and red and white. The men wore jackets that had patterns on them and large round hats on their heads.

Carla enjoyed watching Willow’s reaction as much as she enjoyed the parade.

Carla pushed the wheelchair outside and shut the door. They watched the parade go by. There were police officers and soldiers marching in straight lines. There were tall girls in white dresses and white gloves. They saw kids their own age wearing school uniforms, too. Some of them were carrying flags that had a red, a white, and a green stripe. On the white stripe, there was a picture of an eagle with a snake in its beak.
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When Willow saw the flag, she pointed and
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