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Miguel Rivera

A smart and brave boy who was born in a shoemaker family. The whole family banned music while Miguel wanted to be an accomplished musician just like his great-great-grandfather. Along the way of chasing his dream, Miguel accidentally traveled the Land of the Dead and met the spirits of his families. A fantastic adventure began.

米格· 里韦拉

一个聪明、勇敢的小男孩，出生在一个讨厌音乐的鞋匠家庭，却梦想成为一名像他的曾曾爷爷一样了不起的音乐家。在追寻音乐梦想的旅途中，他不小心闯进了亡灵之地，在这里遇到了自己死去的家人的灵魂，并和他们一起展开了一段奇妙的冒险之旅。
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Hector

A trickster who disguised himself as a famous artist. He was actually a kind and poor young man. He left his hometown and abandoned his family for his dream so that he was forgotten by his family and was going to disappear in the Land of the Dead. After meeting Miguel, he helped him a lot and encouraged Miguel by his humor.

埃克托

在亡灵之地假扮成一名著名女表演艺术家的骗子，实则是一个心地善良的可怜人。他早年为了实现音乐梦想，离开了故乡，抛弃了家庭，因此被家人所遗忘，即将在亡灵之地永远消失。一路上，他给予米格很多帮助，也用自己的幽默感不断鼓舞着米格。
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Ernesto de la Cruz

A welcomed musician. Each year on Día de los Muertos, he would put on a show to mark the end of the festival. However, there were many dirty secrets hidden behind his success.

歌神德拉库斯

一位受人欢迎的音乐家。每年的亡灵节，他都会在亡灵之地举办一场个人演唱会作为节日的尾声。但是，在他成功的背后，却掩藏着许多不可告人的秘密。
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Coco

Miguel's great-grandmother. She was an old lady who couldn't remember many things any more. She missed her father and her childhood when the whole family often sang beautiful songs together. Finally, with the help of Miguel, she remembered her father again and left the Land of the Living happily.

可可

一位记忆逐渐衰退的老奶奶，也是米格的太奶奶。她想念自己的父亲，也怀念和家人一起唱歌的美好童年。最终，在米格的帮助下，她想起了自己的父亲，幸福地离开了人世。










[image: ]


To never forget

how much your family loves you.

永远不要忘记家人有多爱你。
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精美剧照



PROLOGUE

Sometimes Miguel Rivera thought he was cursed. If he was, it wasn't his fault. It was because of something that happened before he was even born.

Long ago, in the town of Santa Cecilia, there was a family with a mamá, a papá, and a little girl. Their house was always full of joy—and music. The papá played guitar. The mamá and the girl danced. And everyone sang.

But the music in the happy house wasn't enough for the papá. His dream was to play for the world. So one day, he left with his guitar and never returned.

Miguel didn't know what happened after that for the musician. But he sure knew what the mamá had done. The story of Mamá Imelda had been handed down in the Rivera family for generations.

Imelda didn't waste one tear on that walk-away musician! She banished all music from her life, throwing away instruments and records, and found a job. Was it making candy? Fireworks? Sparkly underwear for wrestlers? No!

Mamá Imelda made shoes. And so did her daughter. And then her son-in-law. And her grandkids. The Rivera business and the family grew in sync. While music tore the family apart, shoes held them together.

Miguel heard this story each year on Día de los Muertos: the Day of the Dead. He used to hear it from his Mamá Coco, but she didn't remember much anymore. This year, she sat in a wicker wheelchair, vacantly staring at the ofrenda, that special place in their house where Miguel's family placed remembrances of and gifts for their ancestors to honor them.

Miguel kissed her cheek. “Hola, Mamá Coco.”

“How are you, Julio?”

Miguel sighed. Sometimes Mamá Coco had trouble remembering things, like his name. But that made her the best secret-keeper! He told her pretty much everything—things he couldn't tell his abuelita, who ran their household with an iron f ist.

If Abuelita said he needed to eat more tamales, then Miguel ate more tamales.

If Abuelita wanted a kiss on her cheek, then Miguel kissed her cheek.

And if Abuelita caught Miguel blowing a tune over the top of a soda bottle—“No music!”—then Miguel would stop.

Abuelita even yelled at passersby. “No music!” to the truck driver blaring his radio. “No music!” to the gentlemen singing while they strolled down the street. Her ban on music had affected all the aunts, uncles, and cousins, too.

Miguel was pretty sure they were the only family in Mexico that hated music. The worst part was that no one in his family seemed to care.

No one, that is, but him.


Chapter 1

Leaving the family home behind, Miguel breathed the crisp air of another sunny morning in Santa Cecilia. As he headed into town with his shoeshine box, he passed a woman sweeping a stoop. She waved.

“Hola, Miguel!”

“Hola.” Miguel waved back. Closer to town, Miguel smiled at a lone guitar player plucking away at a song. The farther in Miguel went, the more music f illed the air. Church bells chimed in harmony. A band played an upbeat tune. A radio blared a swift cumbia rhythm. Miguel soaked it all in. He couldn't help tapping out a beat on a table covered with brightly colored wooden animal f igurines.

As Miguel rushed past another stand with pastries for sale, he grabbed a pan dulce and tossed the vendor a coin.

Smelling the sweet bread, Miguel's canine sidekick, Dante, sidled up to him. Miguel tore off a piece of the bread and Dante chomped it down.

Everywhere Miguel looked, people were preparing for their loved ones to return from the Land of the Dead by hanging colorful papel picado and laying marigold petals at their doorways.

As usual, Mariachi Plaza was full of musicians strolling around, waiting for their chance to serenade a couple or a family with a love song or a classic corrido. Soon a tour group gathered around a large statue of a mariachi player in the center of the plaza.

“And right here, in this very plaza, the young Ernesto de la Cruz took his f irst steps toward becoming the most beloved singer in Mexican history,” said the guide.

Everyone in the group nodded, familiar with the legendary musician and singer. Along with the tourists, Miguel gazed up at the statue. He'd seen it a hundred times, but it always inspired him.

After a moment, Miguel found a spot in the plaza and pulled out his shoeshine box. A mariachi plopped down for a shine.

Miguel knew the mariachi would enjoy this story. After all, everyone loved Ernesto.

“He started out a total nobody from Santa Cecilia, like me,” said Miguel. “But when he played music, he made people fall in love with him. He starred in movies. He had the coolest guitar. He could f ly!” Miguel had seen that special effect in some old f ilm clips. “And he wrote the best songs! But my all-time favorite? It's—” Miguel gestured to some musicians nearby, who were playing “Remember Me,” Ernesto's biggest hit. “He lived the kind of life you dream about. Until 1942, when he was crushed by a giant bell.”

The mariachi looked pointedly at his shoes, which Miguel was only halfheartedly shining.

Ignoring the musician, Miguel shrugged off Ernesto's unfortunate death. “I wanna be just like him. Sometimes I look at Ernesto and I get this feeling, like we're connected somehow. Like if he could play music, maybe someday I can, too.” Miguel sighed. “If it wasn't for my family.”

“Ay-yi-yi, muchacho,” said the mariachi, snapping Miguel out of his story.

“Huh?” said Miguel.

“I asked for a shoeshine, not your life story,” replied the mariachi.

“Oh, yeah, sorry.” Miguel lowered his head and polished the man's shoe. As he worked, the mariachi casually plucked at his guitar strings. “I just can't really talk about any of this at home, so—”

“Look, if I were you? I'd march right up to my family and say, ‘Hey! I'm a musician. Deal with it.’ ”

“I could never say that.” “You ARE a musician, no?”

“I don't know. I mean, I only really play for myself—”

“Ahh!” the mariachi howled. “Did Ernesto de la Cruz become the world's best musician by hiding his sweet, sweet skills? No! He walked out onto that plaza and he played out loud!” The mariachi pointed to the gazebo, where a giant canvas that read talent show was being unfurled. “Ah! Mira, mira! They're setting up for tonight. The music competition for Día de los Muertos. You wanna be like your hero? You should sign up!”

“Uh-uh—my family would freak,” Miguel said. “Look, if you're too scared, then, well, have fun making shoes.” The mariachi shrugged. “C'mon, what did Ernesto de la Cruz always say?”

“ ‘Seize your moment’?” Miguel said.

The mariachi looked Miguel over and then offered him his guitar. “Show me what you got, muchacho. I'll be your f irst audience.”

Miguel's eyebrows rose. The mariachi really wanted to hear him play? He glanced down the street to make sure the coast was clear of any family members. He reached for the guitar. Once it was cradled in his arms, Miguel spread his f ingers across the strings, anticipating his chord, and—

“Miguel!” a familiar voice yelled.

Miguel gasped and threw the guitar back into the mariachi's lap. Abuelita marched toward him. Tío Berto and Prima Rosa followed close behind with supplies from the market.

“Abuelita!” Miguel exclaimed.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

“Um...uh...,” Miguel stammered as he quickly packed away his shine rag and polishes. Abuelita didn't wait for Miguel's answer. She barreled up to the mariachi and struck him with her shoe. “You leave my grandson alone!”

“Doña, please—I was just getting a shine!”

“I know your tricks, mariachi!” She glared at Miguel. “What did he say to you?”

“He was just showing me his guitar,” Miguel said sheepishly. His family gasped.

“Shame on you!” Tío Berto barked at the mariachi. Abuelita's shoe was aimed directly at the area between the musician's eyes.

“My grandson is a sweet little angelito querido cielito—he wants no part of your music, mariachi! You keep away from him!” she threatened. Miguel wasn't so sure he was the sweet little angel from heaven she'd described, but he wasn't going to argue when she was gripping her shoe like that.

The mariachi scampered away, pulling on his hat before leaving. Miguel watched apologetically over his abuelita's shoulder.

“Ay, pobrecito!” Abuelita pulled her grandson protectively to her bosom. “Estás bien, m'ijo?” Miguel gasped for air. “You know better than to be here in this place! You will come home. Now!” she ordered, and turned away from the plaza.

Miguel sighed and gathered his shine box. He spotted a plaza talent-show f lyer on the ground. Behind his abuelita's back, he snatched it up and put it in his pocket.


Chapter 2

Miguel trudged home behind his family, carrying an armful of marigolds.

“How many times have we told you—that plaza is crawling with mariachis!” Tío Berto said.

“Yes, Tío Berto,” Miguel answered.

A few minutes later, Miguel had dropped off his marigolds and was ushered into the Rivera family's shoe workshop, where he plopped onto a stool. Surrounded by the rhythm of hammering, Miguel braced himself for a stern round of lecturing from the whole family.

“I found your son in Mariachi Plaza!” Abuelita said. Miguel's parents looked up from their work.

“Miguel,” Papá said, disappointment in his voice.

“You know how Abuelita feels about the plaza,” said Miguel's mother, a hand on her pregnant belly.

“I was just shining shoes!” Miguel replied.

“A musician's shoes!” added Tío Berto, prompting gasps from every corner of the shop. Primo Abel was so shocked that the shoe he was working on zipped away from the polisher and shot up into the ceiling's rafters.

“But the plaza's where all the foot traff ic is!” Miguel tried to explain.

“If Abuelita says no more plaza, then no more plaza,” said his father.

“What about tonight?” Miguel blurted.

“What's tonight?” his grandpa asked.

“It's Día de los Muertos,” Miguel said hesitantly. “The whole town's gonna be there, and...well, they're having this talent show—”

“Talent show?” Abuelita said with a tone of suspicion. Miguel squirmed on the stool, unsure whether he should continue.

“And I thought I might...,” Miguel stopped. His mamá gave him a curious gaze.

“Sign up?” she asked.

“Well, maybe?” Miguel f inished.

Prima Rosa laughed. “You have to have talent to be in a talent show.”

“What are you gonna do, shine shoes?” teased Primo Abel.

“It's Día de los Muertos,” Abuelita said. “No one's going anywhere. Tonight is about family.” She dropped marigolds into Miguel's arms. “Ofrenda room. Vámonos!”

Miguel followed his abuelita to the ofrenda room with the pile of golden blooms. The room was bright and open, dominated by a wall lined with tables and shelves covered with pictures, candles, f lowers, and food offerings to the ancestors. Mamá Coco was already there. Miguel pouted as Abuelita arranged the f lowers on the shrines.

“Don't give me that look,” Abuelita said to Miguel. “It's the one night of the year when our ancestors can visit us. We put their photos on the ofrenda so their spirits can cross over. If we don't put them up, they can't come! We made all this food, m'ijo, and set out the things they loved in life. All this work to bring the family together. I don't want you sneaking off to who knows where.” She looked up from the altar just in time to catch Miguel slipping out of the room.

“Where are you going?” she huffed.

“I thought we were done,” Miguel said, turning around.

“Ay, Dios mío,” she muttered. “Being part of this family means being HERE for this family. I don't want to see you end up like...” She gazed up at the photo of Mamá Imelda.

“Like Mamá Coco's papá?”

“Never mention that man!” Abuelita snapped, sliding a sideways glance toward Mamá Coco. “He's better off forgotten.”

“But you're the one who—”

“Ta, ta, ta—tch!”

“Papá?” Mamá Coco said suddenly. Abuelita and Miguel turned toward Mamá Coco. She was anxiously looking around the room. “Papá is home?”

“Mamá, cálmese, cálmese,” Abuelita said, rushing to comfort her mom.

“Papá is coming home?” Mamá Coco asked again.

“No, Mamá. It's okay, I'm here,” Abuelita said. Mamá Coco looked up with a blank stare.

“Who are you?” Mamá Coco asked.

Abuelita's face dropped, but she recovered with a gentle smile. “Rest, Mamá,” she said. She returned to the altar and continued her lecture. “I'm hard on you because I care, Miguel.” She stopped and looked around the room. “Miguel? Miguel?” She let out a long sigh when she realized that he'd slipped out. “What are we going to do with that boy?”


Chapter 3

A little later, Dante wriggled into Miguel's attic hideout. Miguel was huddled over a makeshift guitar patched together from an old soundboard and other random items.

Dante squirmed, making noise. Miguel shushed him. “You're gonna get me in trouble,” he said. “Someone could hear me!”

Dante peered around Miguel's shoulders as Miguel took a china marker and colored in a gold tooth on his own version of a skull guitar. Now it looked just like Ernesto de la Cruz's famous instrument. “I wish someone wanted to hear me,” Miguel said, tuning the guitar. “Other than you.” Dante responded with a sloppy lick to his face. Miguel lifted his guitar and strummed it. “Perfecto!”

Miguel crawled to the far side of the attic, where he kept his ofrenda to Ernesto de la Cruz. On the altar, he had set up posters, candles, and songbooks. He lit some candles beside an album of Ernesto's. On the cover, the famous crooner smiled and held his equally famous guitar. Miguel quickly compared the head of his guitar to Ernesto's. It was a good match. Then he imitated Ernesto's dramatic pose and wide smile.

He switched on an old, beat-up TV and slid a Best of Ernesto de la Cruz
 videotape into a machine attached to it. The machine hummed as a black-and-white f ilm clip played. A young Ernesto was speaking.

“I have to sing. I have to play. The music, it's... it's not just in me. It is me,” he said.

Miguel plucked his homemade guitar as another clip played.

“When life gets me down, I play my guitar,” Ernesto cooed.

Another clip showed Ernesto speaking to a beautiful woman. “The rest of the world may follow the rules, but I must follow my heart!” He kissed her, and Miguel winced.

Another clip cut in.

“You know that feeling?” the singer asked. “Like there's a song in the air and it's playing just for you?”

Ernesto began to sing and strum his guitar. Miguel watched closely, copying his hand positions.

Miguel continued to play as clip after clip f lashed on the screen, letting his chords intertwine with the music from the f ilms.

“Never underestimate the power of music,” Ernesto said.

In the next segment was another beautiful woman who pined for Ernesto. “But my father, he will never give his permission,” she said sweetly.

“I am done asking permission!” Ernesto exclaimed. “When you see your moment, you mustn't let it pass you by. You must seize it!”

Miguel's heart beat faster. He wanted to seize his moment, just like Ernesto.

“Señor De la Cruz, what did it take for you to seize your moment?” asked a reporter in a new clip.

“I had to have faith in my dream,” Ernesto answered. “No one was going to hand it to me. It was up to me to reach for that dream, grab it tight, and make it come true.”

“...and make it come true,” Miguel said along with Ernesto. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the talent-show f lyer. “No more hiding, Dante. I gotta seize my moment!” Dante panted happily and wagged his tail. “I'm gonna play in Mariachi Plaza if it kills me.”


Chapter 4

“Día de Los Muertos has begun!” Abuelita announced, opening the gates to the family's home and courtyard. Toddlers scattered marigold petals along the ground.

“No, no, no, no, no,” Miguel's mother said to the children. “We have to make a clear path. These petals guide our ancestors home. We don't want them to get lost. We want them to come and enjoy all the food and drinks on the ofrenda, sí?”

The children nodded. As she helped them create a path of marigold petals from the ofrenda room to the front gate, Miguel and Dante scurried across the roof and dropped to the sidewalk outside the family home. Miguel clutched his homemade guitar. In just a few more steps, he wouldn't have to hide! Suddenly, Tío Berto and Miguel's father rounded the corner, carrying a small table.

With his heart pounding, Miguel backed up toward the hacienda to avoid the adults, only to f ind his abuelita shaking out a rug behind him. He and Dante ducked into a corner.

“In the courtyard, m'ijos,” she said to Papá and Tío Berto.

“You want it down by the kitchen?” Papá asked.

“Sí. Eh...next to the other one,” she answered.

Miguel and Dante disappeared into the ofrenda room before anyone spotted them. Mamá Coco was inside, resting.

“Get under, get under!” Miguel urged Dante, quickly stashing the dog and the guitar beneath the altar table just as Miguel's parents and Abuelita entered.

“Miguel!” Abuelita exclaimed.

“Nothing!” Miguel said, turning to face her. “Mamá, Papá, I—”

“Miguel,” said his papá. “Your abuelita had the most wonderful idea! We've all decided it's time you joined us in the workshop!” He pulled out a leather apron and dropped it on Miguel's shoulders.

“What!” exclaimed Miguel.

“No more shining shoes. You will be MAKING them! Every day after school!”

Abuelita squeezed Miguel's cheeks. “Oh, our Miguelito carrying on the family tradition! And on Día de los Muertos! Your ancestors will be so proud!” She gestured to the shoes adorning the ofrenda. “You'll craft huaraches, just like your Tía Victoria.”

“And wingtips like your Papá Julio,” said Miguel's father.

Miguel stepped away from the ofrenda. “But what if I'm no good at making shoes?”

“Ah, Miguel!” Papá said. “You have your family here to guide you. You are a Rivera. And a Rivera is—”

“A shoemaker. Through and through,” Miguel f inished in a monotone voice.

Papá swelled with pride. “That's my boy! Ha, ha! Berto, break out the good stuff; I wanna make a toast!”

Abuelita smothered Miguel with kisses as the adults exited. Miguel stole a look at the ofrenda, where Dante and his guitar were hidden. Miguel was shocked to see Dante eating the ofrenda offerings!

“No, Dante—stop!”

As Miguel pulled the dog away from the ofrenda, the table shook, and the frame holding Mamá Imelda's old photo swayed back and forth. Miguel watched in horror as the frame toppled over and hit the f loor with a sickening crack. Miguel rushed to pick it up, but it fell apart, leaving him holding only the photo of Mamá Imelda and Coco. “No, no, no!” he moaned.

Miguel studied the photo and noticed that another part of it had been folded back and hidden. He unfolded it and saw the body of a man who could only be his great-great-grandfather, standing next to Mamá Imelda, holding a skull guitar. The man's face had been torn from the photo. Miguel couldn't believe the coincidence. The guitar was just like Ernesto de la Cruz's!

Miguel gasped. “Ernesto's guitar?”

Just then, Mamá Coco stirred awake. “Papá?” she said. Mamá Coco pointed a crooked f inger at the picture in his hand. “Papá?”

Miguel's eyes widened. He stepped closer to her. “Mamá Coco, is your papá Ernesto de la Cruz?”

“Papá! Papá!” she called louder now.

Miguel rushed to his rooftop hideout. He grabbed Ernesto de la Cruz's album from his ofrenda. He examined the guitar on the album cover and compared it to the guitar in Mamá Imelda's photo. It was an exact match! Could it be true?

“Ha, ha!” Miguel exclaimed. He ran to the edge of the roof and proudly hoisted the picture and album cover. “Papá! Papá!” Miguel yelled to his dad in the courtyard below. His parents looked up at him. “It's him! I know who my great-great-grandfather was!”

Miguel's mom gave him a stern look. “Miguel! Get down from there!”

“Mamá Coco's father was Ernesto de la Cruz!”

“What are you talking about?” Miguel's father asked.

Miguel whipped off his shoemaker's apron and struck a pose. “I'm gonna be a musician!”


Chapter 5

Miguel gathered his guitar and all the Ernesto de la Cruz albums he could carry and raced down from the rooftop. His family surrounded him when he reached the courtyard.

Abuelita's eyes darted from the guitar to the albums. “What is all this?” she said. “You keep secrets from your own family?”

“It's all that time he spends in the plaza,” Tío Berto said.

“Fills his head with crazy fantasies,” Tía Gloria added.

“It's not a fantasy!” Miguel protested. He handed his father the old photograph of Mamá Imelda, Coco, and the unidentif ied man and pointed to the guitar. “That man was Ernesto de la Cruz! The greatest musician of all time!”

“We've never known anything about this man. But whoever he was, he still abandoned his family,” Miguel's father said. “This is no future for my son.”

“But, Papá, you told me to look to the ofrenda. You said my family would guide me! Well, Ernesto de la Cruz IS my family! I'm supposed to play music!”

“Never! That man's music was a curse! I will not allow it!” Abuelita said, raising her voice.

“You will listen to your family. No more music,” added Miguel's father.

“Just listen to me play—” “End of argument,” Papá said.

Miguel thought they'd change their minds if they heard him play. He lifted his guitar and prepared to strum, but Abuelita snatched it from his hands. She pointed to the photo. “You want to end up like that man? Forgotten? Left off your family's ofrenda?”

“I don't care if I'm on some stupid ofrenda!” The words burst out before Miguel could stop them. He couldn't take them back, even though he wanted to.

The family gasped. Abuelita's brow hardened. She raised the guitar in the air.

“No!” Miguel cried.

“Mamá,” Miguel's dad said just as Abuelita smashed the guitar against the ground.

“There! No guitar, no music,” she said.

The entire family was silent as Miguel stared at his guitar, shattered into a hundred pieces on the ground. Miguel couldn't move—he felt like someone had smashed him to pieces.

“Oh, come,” Abuelita said to Miguel. “You'll feel better after you eat with your family.”

“I don't wanna be in this family!” Miguel yelled. He grabbed the photo from his father and bolted out of the courtyard, alone.

Miguel raced into the streets of Santa Cecilia. Dante, who was nose-deep in an overturned trash can, heard Miguel's quick feet and ran into Mariachi Plaza after him. Miguel rushed up to a woman in a gazebo.

“I wanna play in the plaza. Like Ernesto de la Cruz! Can I still sign up for the talent show?”

“You got an instrument?” the woman asked.

“No. But—but if I can borrow a guitar—” Miguel stammered.

“Musicians gotta bring their own instruments,” she said, and turned to walk away. “You f ind a guitar, kid, and I'll put you on the list.”

Miguel frowned. He needed a guitar. His eyes darted around the plaza. There were tons of musicians roaming around, readying themselves for a busy Day of the Dead. He approached every mariachi, hoping for a lucky break, but no one would help him.

Disheartened, Miguel found himself in front of the Ernesto de la Cruz statue. “Great-Great-Grandfather,” he said softly. “What am I supposed to do?” His gaze fell on a plaque at the base of the statue that read “seize your moment.” Miguel looked at the photo in his hand. He moved his thumb to reveal the skull guitar. At that moment, f ireworks exploded overhead, illuminating the statue.

Miguel had an idea.


Chapter 6

The cemetery in Santa Cecilia was covered in a sea of candles and f lowers. Families gathered at their loved ones' graves to leave treats and decorate their tombs. No tomb was more decorated than the large mausoleum in the center: it belonged to Ernesto de la Cruz.

Miguel arrived at Ernesto's mausoleum and slunk around the side. Dante started barking. “No, no, Dante, stop! Cállate! Shhh!” Miguel looked around and saw baskets of food and treats left on several tombs for the dead to enjoy. He spotted a plate of food on a nearby grave. He grabbed a chicken leg and chucked it. Dante bounded after it.

Miguel peered through the window of Ernesto de la Cruz's mausoleum. Inside, he saw what he had come for: Ernesto's famous guitar, mounted on the wall above the tomb. Fireworks continued to explode over the cemetery, and bursts of light glinted off the instrument, as if beckoning Miguel forward. His heart pounded. He knew what he had to do. Timing it with the booming f ireworks, Miguel slammed his shoulder against a pane of glass, and opened the window. He crept inside the mausoleum and stepped toward the famous skull guitar. Then he climbed onto the stone tomb to reach it. Now he was face to face with the very instrument that Ernesto de la Cruz had strummed.

“Señor De la Cruz? Please don't be mad. I'm Miguel, your great-great-grandson,” Miguel said, glancing up at a painting of Ernesto that hung above the guitar. “I need to borrow this.” Miguel lifted the instrument from its mount. Unbeknownst to him, some marigold petals in the mausoleum began to sparkle. “Our family thinks music is a curse. They don't understand, but I know you would've told me to follow my heart. To seize the moment!”

Miguel climbed back down with the guitar clutched protectively under his arm. “So if it's all right with you, I'm gonna play in the plaza, just like you did.”

Holding Ernesto's guitar f illed Miguel with conf idence. He strummed it. With each strum, the air around him vibrated. As he played, all the petals inside the crypt began to glow. Miguel noticed the shimmering petals and froze. What was happening?

Suddenly, a f lashlight appeared in the window of the mausoleum. Miguel heard voices outside raising an alarm.

“The guitar! It's gone! Somebody stole Ernesto de la Cruz's guitar!” said one man. “Look! The window's broken.”

Miguel froze as keys jingled and the mausoleum door was opened. A groundskeeper entered with a f lashlight.

Miguel dropped the guitar. “I'm—I'm sorry!” he stammered. “It's not what it looks like! Ernesto is my—”

The groundskeeper ignored him. Miguel watched as the man approached—then walked straight through him as if he weren't there! Miguel stood there, shocked. How was that man able to pass through him like he was a ghost?

The groundskeeper picked up Ernesto's guitar. “There's nobody here!” he yelled to the others.

Miguel was scared and confused. He examined his hands, touched his face. Everything was there. Why couldn't the man see him?


Chapter 7

Miguel panicked and sprinted across the cemetery. As he weaved around the crowds, more people passed through him as if he were made of air. Finally, he heard his mother calling him.

“Miguel!” she shouted. Miguel followed her voice.

“Mamá!” Miguel yelled, and reached for her, but she went straight through him, just like the others.

They couldn't see or hear him. Miguel tripped and fell into an open grave.

“Dios mío!” a woman shrieked. “Little boy, are you okay?” She reached into the grave. “Here, let me help you.”

Miguel took her hand. Finally, someone could see him! She pulled him out of the hole he'd fallen into.

“Thanks, I—” Miguel said, and then stopped. He looked at his rescuer. She was a skeleton! Miguel screamed. The skeleton woman screamed, too! Miguel stumbled and scooted backward, trying to get as far away from the woman as he could. He bumped into another skeleton—whose head fell off. Plop! It landed in Miguel's hands. He yelped.

“Do you mind?” said the headless skeleton.

Miguel turned the skull around in his hands to see its face.

“Ahhhh!” screamed the bodyless skull.

“Ahhhh!” Miguel shrieked back. He f lung the skeleton head away. Then he looked around to see that the whole cemetery was teeming with skeletons. And they could see him! Miguel's eyes widened as the skeletons stared back at him.

Miguel raced off and crouched behind a grave.

From a safe distance, he watched as the skeletons danced and enjoyed the food that had been left for them on the gravestones. Miguel couldn't believe it! Somehow he could see walking, talking skeletons!

A skeleton abuela gazed at her living toddler grandchild. “Look how big she's getting!” she said proudly. Like the other living people, the toddler's family was there to pay respects to their ancestors.

“It's a dream. I'm just dreaming,” Miguel muttered. Suddenly, Dante appeared. The silly dog surprised Miguel with a long lick on the cheek.

“Dante? You can see me? W-wait, what's going on?” Miguel stuttered. Dante barked, then darted through the crowd. “Dante!” He chased the dog until—BAM! He ran into a mustached skeleton and knocked him to the ground. The skeleton's bones separated and scattered everywhere.

“I'm sorry, I'm sorry,” Miguel said as he scrambled to pick up the bones.

The skeleton spoke. “Miguel?” “Miguel?” another skeleton said.

Miguel looked up. Was he supposed to know these skeletons?

“You're here! HERE!” the f irst skeleton exclaimed as his bones magically pulled themselves back together. “And you can see us!”

Miguel stood and tried to concentrate on their skeletal faces.

A skeleton woman charged through the group, sending bones scattering everywhere again. She grabbed Miguel by the arms. “Our Miguelito!” she said, pulling him into a tight hug.

“Remind me how I know you?” Miguel managed to ask, certain he'd never seen them before.

“We're your family, m'ijo!” she answered him.

Tía Rosita's ofrenda photo f lashed in his mind. “Tía Rosita?” he said, still unsure. He looked over at the skeleton man whose head was still turned the wrong way. Tía Victoria straightened it. “Papá Julio? Tía Victoria?”

“He doesn't seem entirely dead,” said Tía Victoria, pinching Miguel's cheek. She could tell he wasn't a skeleton like them.

“He's not quite alive, either,” added Tía Rosita.

Miguel's ancestors looked around, confused.

“We need Mamá Imelda,” said Papá Julio. “She'll know how to f ix this.”

Suddenly, two skeletons came running up. Miguel recognized them as Tío Óscar and Tío Felipe.

“Oy!” shouted Tío Felipe.

“It's Mamá Imelda—” said Tío Óscar. The twins continued to explain:

“She couldn't cross over—” “She's stuck—”

“—on the other side.”

Tía Victoria narrowed her eyes at Miguel. “I have a feeling this has something to do with you.”

“If Mamá Imelda can't come to us—” began Tía Rosita.

“Then WE are going to HER!” exclaimed Papá Julio. “Vámonos!”


Chapter 8

Miguel followed his deceased family as they weaved through the graves in the cemetery and rounded a corner toward a glowing bridge.

“Whoa,” Miguel said, slowing down to take in the view of the shimmering structure. It was made from glowing marigolds and extended into a smoky mist.

“Come on, Miguel. It's okay,” Papá Julio said as they joined a stream of skeletons ambling across the bridge. With each step Miguel took, the marigold petals glowed beneath his feet. He bent to scoop a bunch of petals into his hands. Suddenly, Dante rushed past him.

“Dante! Dante!” Miguel yelled after him. “Dante, wait up!” He f inally caught up with his dog at the crest of the bridge. Dante rolled around in the petals and sneezed into Miguel's face. “You gotta stay with me, boy. We don't know where...” Miguel stopped, gazing at the sparkling cityscape of an unreal world before him. The night sky twinkled gold, purple, and yellow. Houses and large buildings were brightly lit and connected by intricate arching bridges. It was the Land of the Dead, but it was very much alive.

“This isn't a dream, then,” Miguel said as his family f inally reached him. “You're all really out there.”

“You thought we weren't?” said Tía Victoria, sounding a bit hurt.

“Well, I don't know. I thought it might've been one of those made-up things that adults tell kids... like vitamins.”

“Miguel, vitamins are a real thing,” Tía Victoria replied.

“Well, now I'm thinking maybe they could be...,” Miguel said, moving along with his family. As skeletons passed in the opposite direction, many of them gave Miguel strange looks.

“He looks funny, Mamá,” a little skeleton girl said, pointing at Miguel.

“M'ija, it's not nice to stare at—” The little girl's mother stopped in shock when she caught a glimpse of Miguel. “Ay! Santa Maria!” The woman went wide-eyed, her head turning backward to keep staring at Miguel as she walked in the opposite direction. Miguel pulled up his hood to hide the fact that he was still a living, breathing boy.

Soon they reached a large building on the far side of the bridge. Miguel noticed colorful, fantastical creatures crawling, f lying, and making nests in the architecture. He pointed up at them. “Are those alebrijes?” They looked just like the wooden f igurines in Santa Cecilia. “But those are—”

“REAL alebrijes,” said Tío Óscar. “Spirit creatures.” “They guide souls on their journey to the Land of the Dead,” said Tía Rosita.

“Watch your step,” Tío Felipe added. “They make caquitas everywhere.”

Miguel slowed, keeping an eye out for alebrije droppings.

Inside the station, a greeting boomed from the speakers above them. “Welcome back to the Land of the Dead. Please have all offerings ready for reentry. We hope you enjoyed your holiday.”

Miguel's eyes darted around the station. He was fascinated by the bustling throngs of dead families and couples lined up under a sign that read reentry.

“Welcome back! Anything to declare?” an arrivals agent asked a skeleton.

“Some churros from my family,” said the traveler.

“How wonderful!” The agent turned to the next skeleton. “Next! Anything to declare?”

Again, an announcement boomed overhead. “If you are experiencing travel issues, agents at the Department of Family Reunions are available to help you.”

Miguel followed his family to f ind their place in line for arrivals.

While waiting, Miguel watched as skeletons exited the Land of the Dead through another gate marked departures.

“Next family, please!” a departures agent called out. An elderly couple stepped in front of a camera-mounted monitor. The monitor scanned their faces and displayed an image of their photos on an altar in the Land of the Living. “Oh, your photos are on your son's ofrenda. Have a great visit!”

“Gracias,” said the elderly couple, who then met the rest of their family at the edge of the bridge.

“And remember to return before sunrise,” continued the announcement loop. “Enjoy your visit!”

“Next family!” shouted the departures agent. A skeleton with a wide smile full of metal braces stepped up to the monitor. “Your photo's on your dentist's ofrenda. Enjoy your visit!”

“Grashiash!” said the smiling skeleton.

“Next!” the agent called out. A woman dressed in a colorful frock, with f lowers pinned in her hair and a dark unibrow above her eyes, stepped up.

“Yes, it is I. Frida Kahlo,” the artist said, pointing gracefully at herself. “Famous Mexican icon, beloved of the people. Shall we skip the scanner? I'm on so many ofrendas, it'll just overwhelm your blinky thingie...”

The machine scanned the artist, but the monitor displayed a large X. An alarm blared. “Well, shoot,” said the agent. “Looks like no one put up your photo, Frida.”

The artist ripped off her unibrow and threw off her frock. They could see that this was not the famous artist, but a young man instead.

“Okay, when I said I was Frida...just now? That was a lie,” the young man said. “And I apologize for doing that.”

“No photo on ofrenda, no crossing the bridge,” the agent warned.

“You know what, I'm just gonna zip right over. You won't even know I'm gone.” The man bolted for the bridge.

A security guard blocked the gate, but the man split himself in two and slid past, half of him going over, the other half under. He reached the bridge at a sprint and tried to step onto it, but he slowly sank into the petals. It was just as the agent had said: without a photo on an ofrenda, the bridge wouldn't let him cross.

“Almost there...Just a little farther...,” he mumbled, forcing himself through the thick f lowers.

The security guards sauntered over to the bridge and pulled the man back to the Land of the Dead.

“Upsy-daisy,” said an off icer.

“Fine, okay. Fine, who cares! Dumb f lower bridge!”

The guards hauled him away. Tía Rosita looked up just in time to see his back.

“Oh, so sad. I don't know what I'd do if no one put up my photo,” she said, shaking her head.

“Next!” an arrivals agent shouted to Miguel's family.

“Oh! Come, m'ijo, it's our turn,” Tía Rosita said to Miguel, guiding him forward. The family crowded around the gate. An agent leaned out his window.

“Welcome back, amigos! Anything to declare?” “As a matter of fact, yes,” says Papá Julio. The family pushed Miguel to the front.

Miguel pulled back his hood to reveal himself as a living boy. “Hola,” he said.

The agent looked up, and his jawbone dropped—to the f loor.


Chapter 9

A security guard escorted Miguel and his family to Marigold Grand Central Station. Dante happily trotted alongside Miguel. The family reached the end of the walkway and passed through a large door emblazoned with department of family reunions.

Inside, hundreds of caseworkers sat in front of computers at cubicles, helping travelers solve holiday snafus.

“C'mon! Help us out, amigo. We gotta get to a dozen ofrendas tonight,” one traveler complained.

In a far corner of the room, a woman's voice boomed. “My family always—ALWAYS—puts my photo on the ofrenda! That devil box tells you nothing but lies!” In one swift movement, she removed her shoe and smacked her caseworker's computer.

“Mamá Imelda?” Papá Julio said. She turned her shoe on him. He stepped back and yelped.

“Oh, mi familia!” she said, her voice softening. “Tell this woman and her devil box that my photo is on the ofrenda.”

“Well, we never made it to the ofrenda—” Papá Julio began to explain before Mamá Imelda interrupted.

“What!”

“We ran into um...um...”

Mamá Imelda's eyes fell on Miguel. He looked at her.

“Miguel!” she gasped. “Mamá Imelda,” Miguel said.

“What is going on?” she asked.

Just then, a door opened and a clerk poked his head in. “You the Rivera family?”

Inside the clerk's off ice, the Riveras waited for the clerk to explain the situation. He f lipped through the accordion folds of a massive printout.

“Well, you're cursed,” he said to Miguel. The entire family gasped.

“What!” Miguel exclaimed.

“Día de los Muertos is a night to GIVE to the dead. You STOLE from the dead.”

“But I wasn't stealing the guitar!” Miguel protested, shooting pleading looks at his family.

“Guitar?” Mamá Imelda asked with suspicion.

“It was my great-great-grandfather's. He would have wanted me to have it—”

“Ah-ah-ah!” Mamá Imelda interrupted Miguel. “We do not speak of that...musician! He is DEAD to this family!”

“Uh, you're all dead,” Miguel pointed out.

Dante balanced his paws at the edge of the clerk's desk and tried to reach a bowl of sugary treats.

“Achoo!” The clerk sneezed. “I am sorry—whose alebrije is that?” he asked.

Miguel stepped up and tried to pull his dog away from the man's desk. “That's just Dante,” he answered.

“He sure doesn't look like an alebrije,” said Tía Rosita, gesturing to the fantastical creatures f luttering on the other side of the window.

“He just looks like a plain old dog,” said Tío Óscar.

“Or a sausage someone dropped in a barbershop,” joked Tío Felipe.

“Whatever he is, I am—ACHOO!—terribly allergic,” said the clerk.

“But Dante doesn't have any hair,” Miguel said.

“And I don't have a nose, and yet here we are—” The clerk sneezed again.

“But none of this explains why I couldn't cross over,” said Mamá Imelda.

Miguel thought back to his family's ofrenda room. He sheepishly pulled the black-and-white photo from his pocket. “Oh,” he said, and unfolded the photo of Mamá Imelda, Mamá Coco, and the unidentif ied man.

“You took my photo off the ofrenda?” Mamá Imelda exclaimed.

“It was an accident!” Miguel said.

Mamá Imelda turned to the clerk with urgency. “How do we send him back?”

“Well, since it's a family matter”—the clerk f lipped through the pages of a reference book—“the way to undo a family curse is to get your family's blessing.”

“That's it?” Miguel said.

“Get your family's blessing, and everything should go back to normal. But you gotta do it by sunrise,” warned the clerk.

“What happens at sunrise?” Miguel asked.

“Híjole!” Papá Julio suddenly exclaimed. “Your hand!”

Miguel looked. The tip of one of his f ingers had started to turn skeletal. Miguel paled and began to faint, but Papá Julio caught him and slapped him awake.

“Whoa, Miguel,” said Papá Julio. “Can't have you fainting on us!” They had no time to waste. Miguel would turn fully skeletal by sunrise.

The clerk stepped over. “But not to worry! Your family's here; you can get their blessing right now.” He knelt next to Tía Rosita and searched the hem of her skirt.

“Cempasúchil...cempasúchil,” he said, looking for a f lower. “Aha! Perdón, señora.” He plucked a marigold petal from her dress and handed it to Mamá Imelda. “Now,” he went on, “you look at the living and say his name.”

Mamá Imelda faced Miguel. “Miguel,” she said. “Nailed it! Now say ‘I give you my blessing.’”

“I give you my blessing,”Mamá Imelda repeated.

The marigold petal glowed in her f ingers.

Miguel suddenly felt relieved. He was going home, and he was going to play in the talent show—but Mamá Imelda wasn't f inished.

“I give you my blessing to go home...,” she continued. The glow surged higher. “To put my photo back on the ofrenda...” Miguel nodded as the petal's glow surged higher with each condition. “And to never play music again!” The petal surged one f inal time.

“What? She can't do that!” Miguel protested.

“Well, technically she can add any conditions she wants,” said the clerk.

Miguel narrowed his eyes at her. Mamá Imelda stared back, f irm in her resolve.

“Fine,” Miguel said.

“Then you hand the petal to Miguel,” said the clerk.

Mamá Imelda extended the petal to Miguel. He grasped it. Whoosh! He was consumed by a whirlwind of petals, and then he disappeared.

As quickly as he had vanished from the Land of the Dead, he reappeared in Ernesto de la Cruz's mausoleum in a swirl of petals. As soon as the petals settled, Miguel ran to the window and looked out. “No skeletons!” he exclaimed, laughing. Then he saw Ernesto's guitar. Once again, he snatched it from its mount. “Mariachi Plaza, here I come!” He took two steps toward the door, and whoosh!

In another whirlwind of petals, Miguel appeared back at the clerk's off ice in the Land of the Dead. His family turned, shocked to see him back so soon. Miguel realized that his hands were still positioned as if he were holding Ernesto de la Cruz's guitar, though the guitar had stayed in the Land of the Living. Apparently, Mamá Imelda's conditions were enforceable.

“Two seconds, and you already break your promise!” scolded Mamá Imelda.

“This isn't fair—it's my life! You already had yours!” Miguel said. He grabbed another petal. “Papá Julio, I ask for your blessing.” Papá Julio glanced at Mamá Imelda, whose brow hardened. Intimidated, he shook his head and pulled his hat down. Miguel looked at his other relatives. “Tía Rosita? Óscar? Felipe? Tía Victoria?” They all shook their heads. None of them dared to cross Mamá Imelda.

“Don't make this hard, m'ijo. You go home my way or no way,” Mamá Imelda said.

“You really hate music that much?” Miguel asked. “I will not let you go down the same path he did,” she answered. Miguel pulled out the photo. He focused on the man, his great-great-grandfather, whose face had been torn from the photo.

“The same path he did,” Miguel whispered to himself, looking at the man. “He's family...”

“Listen to your Mamá Imelda,” Tía Victoria pleaded.

“She's just looking out for you,” said Tío Óscar. “Be reasonable,” Tía Rosita added.

Miguel slowly stepped toward the door. “Con permiso, I need to visit the restroom. Be right back!” He showed himself out.

The family watched Miguel leave, bewildered. The clerk glanced over at them.

“Uh, should we tell him there are no restrooms in the Land of the Dead?” he said.


Chapter 10

Miguel hustled down a staircase with Dante following him. Once they reached the ground f loor, they huddled beneath the stairs. He looked up and saw his family on the upper f loor searching for him. Tío Óscar was speaking to a patrolwoman. After a few seconds, she picked up her walkie-talkie.

Miguel scoped the ground f loor, quickly spotting a revolving-door exit. “Vámonos,” Miguel said to Dante, and pulled his hood up to cover his head. Dante padded after him toward the exit. “If I wanna be a musician, I need a musician's blessing. We gotta f ind my great-great-grandpa.” Miguel was within feet of the exit when a patrolman stepped in front of him.

“Hold it, muchacho.”

Miguel spun around so quickly that his hoodie loosened to reveal his living face.

“Ahh!” screamed the patrolman. Miguel tried to pass him but couldn't.

Then a patrolwoman's voice spoke on his walkie-talkie: “Uh, we got a family looking for a living boy.” The patrolman exchanged a look with Miguel.

“I got him,” he answered.

Suddenly, a large, chatty family with their arms full of offerings passed between Miguel and the patrolman.

“Uh—whoa, excuse me, excuse me, folks!” the patrolman stammered as he tried to avoid bumping into the family.

Miguel used the distraction to escape. He and Dante zipped down a corridor, but Dante doubled back to inspect a side room.

“Dante!” Miguel shouted. He followed Dante into a room marked “department of corrections”. Miguel overheard two men talking as he tried to grab his dog.

“...disturbing the peace, f leeing an off icer, falsifying a unibrow...”

“That's illegal?” another man asked in disbelief.

“VERY illegal. You need to clean up your act, amigo,” said the corrections off icer.

“Amigo?” the young man repeated softly. “That's so nice to hear you say that, because I've just had a really hard Día de los Muertos, and I could really use an amigo right now.”

“Uh,” said the corrections off icer.

“And amigos, they help their amigos. Listen, you get me across that bridge tonight and I'll make it worth your while,” the young man said. He spotted an Ernesto de la Cruz poster in the off icer's work station. “Oh, you like Ernesto? He and I go way back! I can get you front-row seats to his Sunrise Spectacular show.”

Miguel perked up at the mention of Ernesto de la Cruz.

“I'll—I'll get you backstage. You can meet him!” the young man said. “You just gotta let me cross that bridge!”

The corrections off icer shook his head, rejecting the offer. “I should lock you up for the rest of the holiday,” he threatened. “But my shift's almost up, and I wanna visit my living family, so I'm letting you off with a warning.”

“Can I at least get my costume back?” The young man pointed to his Frida Kahlo outf it.

“Uh, no.”

In a huff, the ragged young man marched out of the room. “Some amigo,” he scoffed.

Miguel followed him into the hallway.

“Hey! Hey! You really know Ernesto de la Cruz?”

“Who wants to kno—” the man said, and then stopped in shock once he got a good look at Miguel. “Ah, ay! You're alive!”

“Shhh!” Miguel said. He quickly yanked the young man into a phone booth to avoid a scene. “Yeah, I'm alive. And if I wanna get back to the Land of the Living, I need Ernesto de la Cruz's blessing.”

“That's weirdly specif ic.”

“He's my great-great-grandfather.”

“He's your gr-gr—Wh-whaaat?” The man's jaw dropped. Miguel caught it just before it landed on the f loor, then pushed it back into place. “Wait!” the skeleton said. “You're going back to the Land of the Living?”

Miguel stepped back, unsure. “Ya know what, maybe this isn't such a great—”

The man snapped his f ingers rapidly. “No, niño, I can help you! You can help me. We can help each other! But most importantly, you can help ME!”

Suddenly, Miguel spotted his family coming down a staircase. Mamá Imelda saw Miguel and barreled straight for him. “Miguel!” she shouted.

Miguel couldn't let them catch him and send him back to the Land of the Living with a hundred conditions to never play music.

Unaware that Miguel's family was closing in, the skeleton extended his hand. “I'm Hector.”

“That's nice,” Miguel said, gripping Hector by the wrist and dragging him to the exit. Miguel and Dante burst out the door and sped down the stairs. At the bottom of the stairs, Miguel realized he was holding only Hector's arm. The rest of the skeleton was missing.

“Espérame, chamaco!” Hector yelled, trying to get Miguel to slow down.

Miguel looked around. His family was stuck in a revolving door. Moments later, they emerged and scoured the area. But Miguel was gone.

“Ay!” Mamá Imelda cried. “He is going to get himself killed. We need Pepita.”

She brought two f ingers to her mouth and whistled. A shadow whooshed over them, and then a giant winged jaguar landed in front of the family.

Her wings glowed green and blue, and her eyes were bright in the night.

“Who has that petal he touched?” asked Mamá Imelda.

Papá Julio held it out to Pepita. “Nice alebrije...” Pepita focused on the scent and, moments later, took to the sky.


Chapter 11

In a dark alley, Miguel sat still on a wooden crate. Hector hovered over him with an open can of black shoe polish. He smudged a thumb bone across the boy's face.

“Hey, hey, hold still, hold still. Look up. Look up. UP! Ta-da!” Hector said after painting Miguel's face to resemble a skeleton. “Dead as a doorknob.” Hector and Miguel exchanged satisf ied grins. “So listen, Miguel. This place runs on memories. When you're well remembered, people put up your photo and you get to cross the bridge and visit the living on Día de los Muertos. Unless you're me.”

“You don't get to cross over?” Miguel asked.

“No one's ever put up my picture. But you can change that!” He unfolded an old picture and showed it to Miguel. In the photo was a young, living Hector. “This is you?”

“Muy guapo, eh?”

“So you get me to my great-great-grandpa, then I put up your photo when I get home?”

“Such a smart boy! Yes! Great idea, yes!” Hector said. “One hiccup—Ernesto de la Cruz is a tough guy to get to, and I need to cross that bridge soon. Like, TONIGHT. So, you got any other family here? You know, someone a bit more...eh, accessible?”

“Mmmmm, nope.”

“Don't yank my chain, chamaco. You gotta have SOME other family.”

“ONLY Ernesto. Listen, if you can't help me, I'll f ind him myself,” Miguel said, then whistled for his dog. “C'mon Dante.” He marched out of the alley, Dante loyally following behind.

“Ugh, okay, okay, kid, f ine—f ine! I'll get you to your great-great-grandpa!”

Hector led Miguel out of the alley and into a crowded street. “It's not gonna be easy, you know? He's a busy man,” said Hector.

A large billboard advertising an Ernesto de la Cruz concert stopped Miguel in his tracks. Ernesto's biggest hit song, “Remember Me,” blared from some speakers.

“Ernesto de la Cruz's Sunrise Spectacular!” Miguel exclaimed.

“Blech! Every year, your great-great-grandpa puts on that dumb show to mark the end of Día de los Muertos.”

“And you can get us in!” “Ahhhhhh...”

“Hey, you said you had front-row tickets!” Miguel said.

“That...that was a lie. I apologize.” Miguel gave Hector a withering look.

“Cool off, chamaco. Come on, I'll get you to him.”

“How?”

“'Cause I happen to know where he's rehearsing.”


Chapter 12

Hector and Miguel arrived in front of a large warehouse. Hector detached his arm and used his suspenders to sling it toward a third-f loor window. His hand tapped on it. Inside, a seamstress turned away from a costume and looked. The hand waved at her. She rolled her eyes and went to let them in.

“You better have my dress, Hector!” she yelled down.

“Hola, Ceci!” Hector said, all smiles. Hector reattached his arm as she lowered a f ire-escape ladder so they could come up.

“Hola,” Miguel said, tumbling through the window. “Ceci, I lost the dress—” Hector began.

As Ceci started to yell at him about her Frida costume, Dante wandered away.

“Dante,” Miguel said, following him to a big stage where performers were rehearsing. “We shouldn't be in here....” His dog sniffed around. Suddenly, a spirit-guide monkey jumped out at Dante and leapt onto the dog's back. He rode poor Dante like he was in a rodeo.

“No, no, Dante! Ven acá!” Miguel said, hustling after his dog.

The monkey suddenly jumped onto someone's shoulder. It was Frida Kahlo. The real one—not somebody in a costume. She stood in front of the stage. Miguel reined Dante in just as she noticed them.

“You! How did you get in here?” she said, her unibrow cocked.

“I just followed my—” Miguel began to explain when Frida's eyes widened at the sight of Dante.

“Oh, the mighty Xolo dog! Guider of wandering spirits!” Frida exclaimed, gazing at Dante. “And whose spirit have you guided to me?” She took a closer look at Miguel.

“I don't think he's a spirit guide,” Miguel answered. “Ah-ah-ah,” she cautioned. “The alebrijes of this world can take many forms. They are as mysterious as they are powerful.”

Suddenly, the colorful patterns on Frida's monkey swirled. He opened his mouth to breathe blue f ire. That's powerful, Miguel thought. Maybe Dante is special. They looked at the dog, who was busily chewing on his own leg.

Unimpressed, Frida looked back to Miguel. “Or maybe he's just a dog. Come! I need your eyes!”

Frida guided him to the front of the stage to watch a rehearsal.

“You are the audience,” she said to Miguel. “Darkness. And from the darkness...a giant papaya!” The stage lights zoomed in on a giant papaya prop. “Dancers emerge from the papaya, and the dancers are all me.” Unibrowed dancers in leotards crawled around the giant papaya. “And they go to drink from the milk of their mother, who is a cactus but also me. And her milk is not milk, but tears.” Frida paused. She glanced over at Miguel. “Is it too obvious?”

“I think it's just the right amount of obvious,” Miguel said. “It could use some music, like doonk-doonk-doonk-doonk
 .”

Frida snapped at the musicians, who started playing a discordant pizzicato.

“Oh!” Miguel said with delight. “And then it could go dittle-ittle-dittle-ittle-dittle-ittle-dittle-ittle
 —whaa!” The violins followed Miguel's direction.

“And what if everything was on f ire?” Frida asked excitedly. “Yes! Fire everywhere!”

The performers gasped and exchanged concerned looks.

“Inspired!” Frida said. She leaned in closer to Miguel. “You! You have the spirit of an artist!” Miguel stood up straighter, letting Frida's words lift him. He wished his family could see what Frida saw in him. He WAS an artist. Not a shoemaker. Frida turned her focus back to the rehearsal. “Dancers exit, the music fades, the lights go out. And Ernesto de la Cruz rises to the stage!” A silhouette rose from a trapdoor in the f loor. Miguel leaned forward.

“Ernesto!” he exclaimed. A spotlight shone on the silhouette, revealing it to be a mannequin. “Huh?”

Frida continued to instruct the stage performers. “He does a couple of songs, the sun rises, everyone cheers—”

Miguel was confused. “Excuse me,” he said, “where's the real Ernesto de la Cruz?”

“Ernesto doesn't DO rehearsals,” Frida said. “He's too busy hosting that fancy party at the top of his tower.” She gestured out a large window to a grand tower lit up in the distance, atop a steep hill.

Suddenly, Hector rounded the corner. “Chamaco! You can't rush off on me like that! C'mon, stop pestering the celebrities.”

Hector pulled him away, but Miguel resisted.

“You said my great-great-grandpa would be here! He's halfway across town, throwing some big party.”

“That bum! Who doesn't show up to his own rehearsal?”

“If you're such good friends, how come he didn't invite you?” Miguel asked.

Hector turned to the musicians. “Hey, Gustavo! You know anything about this party?”

“It's the hot ticket. But if you're not on the guest list, you're never getting in, Chorizo...,” he said, sending the musicians into a bout of chuckles.

“Ha, ha! Very funny, guys. Very funny,” Hector said back. They continued to heckle him.

“Chorizo?” Miguel asked.

“Oh, this guy's famous!” Gustavo said to Miguel. “Go on, go on—ask him how he died!”

Miguel looked to Hector, curious.

“I don't want to talk about it,” Hector said.

“He choked on some chorizo!” Gustavo said, letting out a raucous laugh along with the other musicians. Miguel couldn't help laughing a little, too.

“I didn't choke, okay—I got food poisoning!” Hector snapped. “Which is a big difference!” The musicians laughed even more. Hector turned to Miguel. “This is why I don't like musicians: a bunch of self-important jerks!”

“Hey, I'm a musician,” Miguel protested. “You are?” asked Hector.

“Well,” said Gustavo, “if you really want to get to Ernesto, there IS that music competition at the Plaza de la Cruz. Winner gets to play at his party.”

“Music competition?” Miguel asked. He quickly examined his hands to check on his skeletal transformation. It had spread to another f inger. He was running out of time.

“No, no, no, chamaco, you are loco if you think—” Hector began.

“I need to get my great-great-grandfather's blessing,” Miguel interrupted. He looked up at Hector. “You know where I can get a guitar?”

Hector sighed. “I know a guy.”

Above the Land of the Dead, a shadowy f igure glided across the sky and landed in a darkened corner of an alley. It sniffed out the canister of shoe polish that Hector had used on Miguel's face. The spirit guide released a low growl.

“Have you found him, Pepita? Have you found our boy?” Mamá Imelda asked, following the large cat with the rest of the family. Pepita breathed onto the ground, magically illuminating a footprint. It glowed for a moment.

“A footprint!” Tía Rosita announced. The whole family leaned in to inspect.

“It's a Rivera boot!” Papá Julio exclaimed. “Size seven...,” said Tío Óscar.

“...and a half!” f inished Tío Felipe.

“Pronated,” added Tía Victoria, with her expert eye.

“Miguel,” Mamá Imelda said softly.

Pepita leaned forward and breathed again, and the glow spread across a trail of footprints leading into the street.


Chapter 13

Miguel followed Hector down a steep stairway. “So why the heck would you want to be a musician?” asked Hector.

Miguel was offended. “My great-great-grandpa was a musician.”

“Who spent his life performing like a monkey for complete strangers. Blech, no thank you, no,” Hector said.

“Whadda YOU know?” asked Miguel. “How far is this guitar, anyway?”

“We're almost there.” Hector jumped from a stairway to the ground, and his bones scattered, then reassembled. “Keep up, chamaco, come on!”

The stairway in front of them opened up to a small section of town covered in dust. The shimmering brightness that lit up the Land of the Dead seemed to have skipped this area. Miguel gazed at passersby. They were dusty and drab like Hector, lacking the bright decorations and clothing of the Rivera ancestors. A group of dingy skeletons huddled around a burning trash can and laughed raucously. They saw Hector.

“Cousin Hector!” the group hollered.

“Ay! These guys!” Hector said with a big smile. He nodded to a man playing a jaunty tune on a violin made of coffee cans, twine, and other scraps. “Hey, Tío!” Hector called to the man playing the violin.

“These people are all your family?” asked Miguel.

“Eh, in a way. We're all the ones with no photos on ofrendas. No family to go home to. Nearly forgotten, you know?” Hector said with a hint of sadness. “So we all call each other cousin, or tío, or whatever.”

Hector and Miguel approached three old ladies playing cards around a wooden crate.

“Hector!” one called out.

“Tía Chelo! Hey, hey!” Hector greeted the old woman. “Is Chicharrón around?”

“In the bungalow. I don't know if he's in the mood for visitors,” Tía Chelo said.

“Who doesn't like a visit from Cousin Hector?” Hector teased as he entered a tent. He held the curtains open for Miguel and Dante to enter. Inside, it was cramped, dark, and quiet. There were stacks of old dishes, a drawer full of pocket watches, and piles of magazines and records stacked high. Miguel stumbled and almost knocked one stack over.

Hector spotted a hammock piled with old trinkets and a dusty hat. He lifted the hat and found the grumpy face of his friend Chicharrón.

“Buenas noches, Chicharrón!”

“I don't wanna see your stupid face, Hector!” “C'mon, it's Día de los Muertos! I brought you a little offering!”

“Get out of here...”

“I would, Cheech, but the thing is...me and my friend here, Miguel, we really need to borrow your guitar.”

“My guitar?” Chicharrón shifted in his hammock. “I promise we'll bring it right back,” Hector said.

Chicharrón sat up, incensed.

“Like that time you promised to bring back my van?”

“Uh,” Hector said. “Or my mini fridge?”

“Ah, you see...uhhhh...”

“Or my good napkins? My lasso? My femur?” “No, not like those times.”

“Where's my femur? You—” Chicharrón raised a f inger to give Hector a tongue-lashing, but then he weakened and collapsed on his hammock, a golden f licker f lashing through his bones.

“Whoa, whoa, you okay, amigo?” Hector said, rushing to his friend's side.

Chicharrón let out a long sigh. “I'm fading, Hector. I can feel it.” He gazed over at his guitar. “I couldn't even play that thing if I wanted to.”

Hector's eyes darted from Chicharrón to the guitar. “YOU play me something,” said Chicharrón.

“Oh, you know I don't play anymore, Cheech,” said Hector. “The guitar's for the kid.”

“You want it, you got to earn it.”

Hector reluctantly reached for the guitar. “Only for you, amigo. Any requests?”

Chicharrón smiled. “You know my favorite, Hector.”

Hector grinned and began strumming away on the guitar, playing a lovely, lilting tune. Chicharrón smiled, seeming suddenly at peace. As Hector played, Miguel was amazed. He'd had no idea Hector was a musician—and a good one! The skeleton began to sing a silly song about a woman named Juanita whose knuckles dragged on the f loor.

“Those aren't the words!” Chicharrón protested.

“There are children present,” Hector said calmly, and continued to sing. He ended the song with a soft f lourish.

“Brings back memories,” said Chicharrón. “Gracias.” Then his eyes closed. Suddenly, the edges of Chicharrón's bones began to glow with a soft, beautiful light. Hector looked sad. Then they watched as Chicharrón dissolved into dust.

“Wait, what happened?” Miguel asked, concerned.

Hector picked up a glass, raised it in honor of Chicharrón, and drank. He put it down next to Chicharrón's glass, which remained full.

“He's been forgotten,” Hector said. “When there's no one left in the living world who remembers you, you disappear from this world. We call it the f inal death.”

“Where did he go?” asked Miguel. “No one knows,” said Hector.

Miguel had a thought. “But I've met him. I could remember him, when I go back.”

“No, it doesn't work like that, chamaco. Our memories, they have to be passed down by those who knew us in life. In the stories they tell about us. But there's no one left alive to pass down Cheech's stories....”

Miguel fell silent, in deep thought about his family's shrine and keeping their memories alive.

Hector put a hand on Miguel's back, suddenly cheerful. “Hey, it happens to everyone eventually,” he said. He gave the guitar to Miguel. “C'mon, de la Cruzcito. You've got a contest to win.” Hector slung open the curtain, and Miguel followed Hector out of the tent.


Chapter 14

A little while later, Hector and Miguel were hanging off the back of a moving trolley.

Hector f iddled on the guitar idly as they rode through the city.

“You told me you hated musicians. You never said you were one,” Miguel said.

“How do you think I knew your great-great-grandpa? We used to play music together. Taught him everything he knows.” Hector played a fancy riff but botched the last note.

“No manches! You played with Ernesto de la Cruz, the greatest musician of all time?

“Ha, ha! You're funny!” Hector laughed. “Greatest eyebrows of all time, maybe, but his music? Eh, not so much.”

“You don't know what you're talking about,” Miguel said.

The trolley reached their stop. “Welcome to Plaza de la Cruz!” Hector announced. In the center of the bustling plaza was a giant statue of Ernesto de la Cruz. “Showtime, chamaco!” Hector pushed the guitar into Miguel's arms.

Miguel looked around the plaza. It glowed and hummed with the shouts of vendors selling a variety of crafts and treats to passersby.

“Llevelo! T-shirts!” called a vendor selling Ernesto de la Cruz souvenirs. “Bobble heads!”

Miguel gazed past the vendor and saw a large stadium stage, where an emcee was greeting her audience.

“Bienvenidos a todos!” she cried. “Who's ready for some música?” The audience whooped and hollered. “It's a battle of the bands, folks. The winner gets to play for the maestro himself, Ernesto de la Cruz, at his f iesta tonight!” The audience cheered some more. “Let the competition begin!” exclaimed the emcee.

The stage f illed with acts performing one after the other. The performers were like none Miguel had ever seen. There was a tuba and violin act, a hardcore metal band, a marimba player on the back of a giant iguana spirit guide, a dog orchestra, and nuns playing accordions.

Miguel and Hector signed up for the contest and headed backstage into a crowd of other performers.

“So what's the plan? What are you gonna play?” Hector asked Miguel.

“Def initely ‘Remember Me,’” Miguel answered. He plucked out the beginning notes of the song. Hector clamped his hand over the guitar's fretboard.

“No, not that one. No,” Hector said seriously. “C'mon, it's his most popular song!”

“Eh, it's too popular,” Hector replied. They gazed around the backstage area and noticed that many other acts were rehearsing their own versions of “Remember Me.” One man even played water glasses to the famous tune.

“That song has been butchered enough for a lifetime,” Hector said with disgust.

“What about...” Miguel thought hard. “‘Poco Loco’?”

“Okay! Now you're talking!”

A stagehand approached Miguel. “De la Cruzcito?” he asked. Miguel nodded at his stage name. “You're on standby!” Then the stagehand gestured to another band. “Los Chachalacos, you're up next!”

As Los Chachalacos stepped onto the stage, the crowd roared. The band burst into a mighty intro and the audience went wild.

Backstage, Miguel peeked out at the frenzied audience. Los Chachalacos were unbeatable. He suddenly felt ill. He paced.

“You always this nervous before a performance?” Hector asked.

“I don't know. I've never performed before.” “What? You said you were a musician!”

“I am!” Miguel answered. “I mean, I will be. Once I win.”

“That's your plan?” Hector exclaimed. “No, no, no, no, no—you HAVE to win, Miguel. I NEED you to win. Your life LITERALLY depends on you winning AND YOU'VE NEVER DONE THIS BEFORE?”

Miguel processed that. His life did depend on him winning. Panic spread across his face.

And Hector saw it. “I'll go up there.” He reached for the guitar.

“No!” Miguel said. “I need to do this!” “Why?” asked Hector.

“If I can't go out there and play ONE song, how can I call myself a musician?”

“What does that matter?”

“'Cause I don't just want to GET Ernesto de la Cruz's blessing. I need to prove that...that I'm WORTHY of it.”

“Oh,” said Hector. “Oh, that's such a sweet sentiment...at such a bad time.” Then he softened. “Okay, you wanna perform? Then you've got to PERFORM! First, you have to loosen up. Shake off those nerves!” Hector and Miguel did a loose-bone shimmy.

“Now gimme your best grito!” Hector said. “My best grito?”

“Come on, yell! Belt it out!” Hector said, and then let out a long-throated grito. “Ah, feels good! Okay, now you.”

Miguel looked at Hector, uncertain. “A-a-ayyyy- aaaaaaa-yyyyy-ay
 ...” Miguel's halting grito was breathy and squeaky.

Dante whimpered.

“Oh, c'mon, kid,” Hector said. Behind him on the stage, Los Chachalacos was wrapping up its performance to raucous applause.

“De la Cruzcito, you're on now!” the stagehand called.

“Miguel, look at me,” Hector said.

“Come on, let's go!” the stagehand yelled at Miguel, gesturing for him to hit the stage.

“Hey! Hey, look at me,” Hector repeated to Miguel to snap him out of his terrif ied daze. Miguel f inally looked up at him. “You can do this. Grab their attention and don't let it go!”

The emcee spoke to the crowd. “We got one more act, amigos,” she said.

“Hector,” Miguel said softly as the stagehand ushered him to the stage.

“Damas y caballeros! De la Cruzcito!” The emcee shouted.

“Make 'em listen, chamaco! You got this!” Hector called.

Guitar in hand, Miguel stumbled out onto the stage. Blinded by the lights, he squinted at the massive audience. They gazed back at him. Miguel stood there, frozen in fear.


Chapter 15

Hector turned to Dante. “What's he doing? Why isn't he playing?”

Miguel continued to stand stiff ly in front of the restless audience, who wanted to dance.

“Bring back the singing dogs!” someone yelled. Miguel looked at Hector, and Hector shimmied. Miguel copied him, took a deep breath, and...

“HAAAAAAAI-YAAAAAAAAI-YAAAAAAI-YAAAAAAI!” He let out a full-throated grito.

The audience was stunned. Seconds later, they responded with whistles and whoops. Some returned the grito, while others applauded. Miguel strummed the guitar intro for “Poco Loco,” then let his voice carry the lyrics over the jubilant crowd. By the time he had f inished the f irst verse, the audience was on their feet.

Suddenly, Dante grabbed Hector by the leg, trying to pull him onto the stage with Miguel. At f irst, Hector shook him off, but he f inally let Dante drag him out. Once in the spotlight, Hector busted out some percussive footwork to Miguel's guitar.

“Not bad for a dead guy!” Miguel said to Hector. “You're not so bad yourself, gordito!” Hector said above the exuberant clapping from the audience.

But unbeknownst to Miguel, at the back of the stadium, a ripple of glowing footprints guided Pepita and the Rivera family to the edge of the joyous audience.

“He's close,” Mamá Imelda said. “Find him.” The family members fanned out, stopping everyone they passed.

“We're looking for a living kid, about twelve,” Tío Felipe and Tío Óscar said together.

“Have you seen a living boy?” Tía Rosita prompted. Although the audience clapped along to the music, Miguel's family paid no attention to the skeleton boy performing onstage, or to the young man next to him, who was becoming more creative with his dance moves. Hector's head bobbed and his limbs spun around. Every new trick made the audience howl with glee.

Hector and Miguel ended their performance with a grito, and the audience erupted into boisterous applause. Miguel smiled, enjoying the moment. He felt like a real musician.

“Hey, you did good!” Hector gushed. “I'm proud of you!”

Miguel's heart swelled. Were they really clapping for him? He looked out at the cheering crowd—and spotted his family. Papá Julio was conversing with the emcee on the other side of the stage!

“Otra! Otra! Otra!” The audience cheered for an encore.

Panicked, Miguel yanked Hector stage left, away from the emcee and Papá Julio. Hector resisted, annoyed that Miguel wasn't going to perform an encore for the audience. “Hey, where are you going?”

“We gotta get out of here,” Miguel said, out of breath.

“What, are you crazy? We're about to win this thing!”

“Damas y caballeros, I have an emergency announcement,” the emcee said from the stage. The audience quieted. “Please be on the lookout for a living boy, answers to the name of Miguel. Earlier tonight, he ran away from his family. They just want to send him back to the Land of the Living.” Murmurs of concern rumbled through the audience. “If anyone has information, please contact the authorities,” said the emcee.

Hector eyes widened. “Wait, wait, wait!” He directed his gaze at Miguel. “You said Ernesto dela Cruz was your ONLY family. The ONLY person who could send you home.”

“I do have other family, but—” Miguel began to explain.

“You could have taken my photo back this whole time!”

“But they hate music. I need a musician's blessing!” “You lied to me!” Hector said.

“Oh, you're one to talk!”

“Look at me. I'm being forgotten, Miguel. I don't even know if I'm gonna last the night!” Hector said. “I'm not gonna miss my one chance to cross that bridge cause you want to live out some stupid musical fantasy!”

“It's not stupid,” Miguel said.

Hector grabbed Miguel's arm and pulled him toward the stage. “I'm taking you to your family.”

“Let go of me!” Miguel protested, struggling against Hector.

“You'll thank me later—”

Miguel yanked his arm from Hector's grasp. “You don't wanna help me—you only care about yourself! Keep your dumb photo!” He pulled Hector's photo out of his pocket and threw it at him. Hector tried to grab it, but it caught a breeze and drifted into the audience.

“No, no, no!” Hector cried. This was his last chance to be remembered.

“Stay away from me!” Miguel yelled.

As Hector scrambled to get his photo, Miguel ran away. Once Hector had the photo again, he looked around for Miguel.

“Hey, chamaco! Where did you go? Chamaco! I'm sorry! Come back!”


Chapter 16

Dante bounded after Miguel, but looked back at Hector and whimpered. He barked to get Miguel's attention.

“Dante, cállate!” Miguel scolded, but Dante was insistent. He tugged at Miguel's pants, trying to stop him from leaving. “No, Dante! Stop it! He can't help me!” Dante latched on to Miguel's hoodie. Miguel tried to shake Dante off, but instead his hoodie slipped down, revealing the arms of a living boy. Dante redoubled his efforts. “Dante, no, stop! Stop it! Leave me alone! You're not a spirit guide; you're just a dumb dog! Now get out of here!” Miguel yanked his hoodie away from Dante, who shrank back.

The scuff le between the boy and the small dog drew the eyes of the crowd. Startled skeletons saw Miguel's arms. He hurried to put his hoodie back on as the crowd began to point and shout.

“It's him! It's that living boy!”

“Look! He's alive!”

Miguel ran away and jumped down some scaffolding.

In the distance, he could see Ernesto de la Cruz's tower. He dashed ahead, but Pepita landed in front of him, cutting off his path! Miguel skidded to a stop. He screamed when he saw the winged jaguar. Even worse, Mamá Imelda rode atop the feline creature.

“This nonsense ends now, Miguel! I am giving you my blessing, and you are going home!”

“I don't want your blessing!” Miguel shouted, and tried to bolt, but Pepita clutched him with her talons and took to the air. “Ahhh! Put me down! Let go of me!” Miguel twisted his body, grabbing onto a line of papel picado hung high over the audience. He wriggled free from the jaguar's claws, falling back to the ground. Once on his feet, Miguel scrambled upright and ran for a narrow alley staircase.

“Miguel! Stop!” Mamá Imelda called after him in a stern voice. Unable to get through the staircase with Pepita, she continued on foot. “Come back!” Miguel squeezed through an iron gate. Mamá Imelda was stuck on the other side. “I am trying to save your life!”

“You're ruining my life!” Miguel yelled back. “What?” Mamá Imelda froze.

“Music's the only thing that makes me happy. And you—you wanna take that away!” Miguel started up the stairs. “You'll never understand.”

A clear, powerful note rang out through the stairwell. Mamá Imelda had begun to sing! Her voice was beautiful and haunting. Miguel stopped.

“I thought you hated music,” he said.

“Oh, I loved it,” she said. “I remember that feeling when my husband would play, and I would sing, and nothing else mattered.” She let out a light laugh. “But when we had Coco, suddenly there was something in my life that mattered more than music. I wanted to put down roots. He wanted to play for the world.” She paused, lost in a memory. “We each made a sacrif ice to get what we wanted. Now YOU must make a choice.”

“But I don't wanna make a choice. I don't wanna pick sides. I want you to pick MY side,” Miguel said softly. “That's what family's supposed to do. Support you. But you never will.” He wiped the corner of his eyes with the sides of his palms and turned away before Mamá Imelda could answer. Then he climbed the narrow staircase toward Ernesto de la Cruz's tower.


Chapter 17

Miguel arrived at the foot of the hill that led to Ernesto's tower. Limousines, cars, and carriages were lined up, dropping off f inely dressed guests. A couple at the front of the line f lashed an invitation to a security guard.

“Have a good time,” the guard said, guiding them onto a sleek cable car that would take them to Ernesto's mansion at the top of the hill.

Miguel rushed ahead, wriggling between guests to cut to the front of the line.

The security guard stared down at Miguel. “Invitation?”

“It's okay. I'm Ernesto's great-great-grandson!” He struck a dramatic Ernesto de la Cruz signature pose with the guitar.

The security guard f lung Miguel through the air and out of the line.

Miguel brushed himself off and spotted Los Chachalacos unloading instruments from a van. They must have won the competition! He darted over to the band. “Disculpen, Señores,” Miguel began.

“Hey, hey, guys—it's ‘Poco Loco’!” the bandleader said as the other members crowded around, excited to see him.

“You were on f ire tonight!” said one band member.

“You too!” Miguel beamed. “Hey, musician to musician—I need a favor.”

A few minutes later, the bandleader handed an invitation to the security guard.

“Ooh, the competition winners! Congratulations, chicos!” said the security guard. Los Chachalacos f iled onto the tram to the mansion. One member lugged an exceptionally heavy sousaphone. After the tram began its trek upward, he blew on the horn and Miguel came f lying out.

Once they arrived at the top, the doors opened to reveal Ernesto de la Cruz's lavish mansion. Miguel and the mariachis f iled out.

Miguel gasped at the sight of Ernesto's home. “Whoa,” he said.

“Hey, hey!” the bandleader said to Miguel. “Enjoy the party, little músico!”

“Gracias!” Miguel said, and rushed straight inside the mansion to face a lively celebration.

“Look, it's Ernesto!” someone shouted.

Miguel followed the sound of the voice and caught a glimpse of his idol heading deeper into the party. “Ernesto,” he said quietly. He pushed through the throngs of people and went up a staircase. He lost his great-great-grandfather in the crowd for a second, but he didn't give up. “Señor de la Cruz! Pardon me, Señor de la Cruz! Señor de la—”

Miguel elbowed his way through guests until suddenly, he was in a huge hall f illed with hundreds of partygoers. Synchronized swimmers made formations in a sparkling blue pool while a DJ dropped a mariachi mash-up soundtrack. On the walls, f ilm clips from Ernesto's movies looped continuously. Miguel knew every clip by heart.

One caught his eye. In the clip, a nun was speaking to Ernesto.

“Oh, but, Padre, he will never listen.”

“He will listen...TO MUSIC!”

Ernesto's f ictional words emboldened Miguel. He knew he had to seize the moment. He had to make Ernesto listen and get his blessing. He spotted a pillar that stretched to the landing of a grand staircase and climbed it. Once he stood above the crowd, he took a breath and released the loudest grito he could.

The grito echoed through the space, bouncing off the walls. Every party guest turned toward Miguel, and the DJ faded the music. Feeling everyone's eyes on him, Miguel plucked away at his guitar, singing an introduction. As he sang, a hush fell over the crowd, making his voice and guitar the only sounds in the room. The crowd parted, letting him pass through to reach Ernesto de la Cruz.

Miguel's soul poured into each chord and lyric. He was f inally going to meet his idol. He was moving closer and closer, when suddenly—SPLASH!

Miguel tumbled into the pool.


Chapter 18

Ernesto de la Cruz rolled up his sleeves and, in true movie-hero fashion, jumped into the pool.

He lifted a coughing Miguel to the edge. “Are you all right, niño?” Ernesto asked.

Miguel looked up, mortif ied. The paint on his face began to run, and everyone saw he was a living boy.

Ernesto's eyes widened. The crowd gasped and murmured.

“It's you!” said Ernesto. “You are that boy, the one who came from the Land of the Living.”

“Y-you...know about me?” Miguel stammered. “You are all anyone has been talking about! Why have you come here?”

“I'm Miguel. Your great-great-grandson.”

The crowd murmured some more. Ernesto leaned back, shocked. “I have a great-great-grandson?”

“I need your blessing. So I can go back home and be a musician, just like you,” Miguel said. “The rest of our family, they wouldn't listen. But I...I hoped you would.”

There was a long pause.

“My boy, with a talent like yours, how could I not listen?” Ernesto de la Cruz embraced Miguel and then swept him up onto his shoulders, showing him off to the room. “I have a great-great-grandson!”

The crowd roared with applause.

Meanwhile, at the bottom of the hill, the silhouette of Frida Kahlo stepped up to the security guard.

“Honey, look! It's Frida!” someone yelled.

“Yes, it is I. Frida Kahlo,” said the f igure. The security guard immediately stood back and gestured her onto the cable car.

“It is an honor, señora!” the security guard exclaimed as she stepped on. The doors closed behind her. The “artist” adjusted her wig.

“I know,” said Hector, heading up to Ernesto's mansion.

Miguel, forgetting the time, chatted away with Ernesto and his guests. He relished the attention as the legendary singer barged into several party conversations, proudly introducing Miguel with giddy enthusiasm. The guests enjoyed watching Dante mingle, too.

In the main hall of the mansion, Miguel and Ernesto sat back on a lush sofa and enjoyed f ilm clip after clip. Miguel couldn't tear his eyes away when one of his favorite f ilms came on. In the f ilm, the villainous character of Don Hidalgo raised two glasses to his peasant friend, played by Ernesto.

Miguel stood and acted out the scene as it played behind him. “I would move heaven and earth for you, mi amigo. Salud!” Miguel said, gesturing along with the villain. Ernesto looked on with delight. On the screen, Don Hidalgo and Ernesto's character each took a drink. Suddenly, the peasant spit out the drink.

“Poison!” Ernesto howled from the screen at the same time as Miguel. Miguel and his great-great-grandfather watched the ensuing f ist f ight between the two characters.

“You know, I did all my own stunts,” Ernesto told Miguel. Miguel's eyes widened with amazement.

Later, Ernesto showed Miguel his ofrenda room, which was f illed with gifts from the living.

“All of this came from my amazing fans in the Land of the Living! They leave me more offerings than I know what to do with!” said Ernesto.

Miguel gazed around the room. Piled high were colorful breads, bottles of tequila, f lowers, instruments, and sombreros.

Miguel thought about his family's ofrenda and the picture of Mamá Coco when she was a baby. She grew up only knowing her father by a torn picture on the altar. He wondered if this would happen to him, too, if he chose music over his family's plans. Would his photo be ripped, too? Would it be worth it? Ernesto knelt and looked into Miguel's eyes.

“Hey, what's wrong? Is it too much? You look overwhelmed.”

“No, it's all great,” said Miguel. “But?” Ernesto asked.

Miguel gazed again at the massive piles of offerings.

“It's just, I've been looking up to you my whole life. You're the guy who actually did it! But...” Miguel paused. “Did you ever regret it? Choosing music over everything else?”

Ernesto sighed. “It was hard. Saying goodbye to Santa Cecilia. Heading off on my own...”

“Leaving your family?”

“Sí. But I could not have done it differently,” Ernesto said. “One cannot deny who one is meant to be. And you, my great-great-grandson, are meant to be a musician!”

For the f irst time in his life, Miguel felt that someone understood his dream.

“You and I, we are artists, Miguel!” said Ernesto. “We cannot belong to one family. The world is our family!” He gestured dramatically to the sparkling city beyond his hilltop hacienda. Suddenly, f ireworks boomed and lit up the night sky.
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As the guests moved outside to watch the f ireworks, the main hall emptied and the lights dimmed. Ernesto and Miguel descended the staircase into the empty hall.

“Soon the party will move across town for my Sunrise Spectacular,” Ernesto said. “Miguel, you must come to the show! You will be my guest of honor!”

Miguel's eyes lit up. “You mean it?”

“Of course, my boy!”

Miguel's chest f illed with joy, then def lated. He lifted his shirt, revealing his now-skeletal ribs to Ernesto. “I can't. I have to go home before sunrise,” he said sadly.

“I really do need to get you home,” Ernesto said. He plucked a marigold petal from a vase and held it in front of Miguel. “It has been an honor. I am sorry to see you go, Miguel. I hope you die very soon—” He caught himself. “You know what I mean. Miguel, I give you my bles—”

“We had a deal, chamaco!” shouted a voice from the shadows. Miguel and Ernesto looked into the darkness but saw no one.

“Who are you? What is the meaning of this?” Ernesto asked. From out of the dark, Hector approached, still dressed as Frida Kahlo.

“Oh, Frida!” Ernesto said. “I thought you couldn't make it.”

Hector yanked off his wig and colorful frock. “You said you'd take back my photo. You promised, Miguel.” Hector stepped closer to them. Miguel backed into Ernesto's arms.

Ernesto rose to his feet and placed his hands protectively on Miguel's shoulders. He leaned down to whisper, “You know this, uh, man?”

“I just met him tonight. He told me he knew you.”

Hector stepped forward with the photo, and Ernesto immediately recognized him. “H-Hector?” he stammered.

Hector ignored him. “Please, Miguel. Put my photo up.”

He pushed the photo into Miguel's hands, but Ernesto intercepted it. He looked from the picture to the faded gray skeleton that stood before him. Hector looked away, as if embarrassed by his appearance. Ernesto stood there, stunned.

“My friend, you're—you're being forgotten,” Ernesto said.

“And whose fault is that?” Hector snapped. “Hector, please,” said Ernesto.

“Those were my songs that you took. MY SONGS that made YOU famous.”

“Wh-what?” Miguel asked.

“If I'm forgotten, it's because YOU never told anyone that I wrote them!”

“That's crazy!” Miguel interjected. “Ernesto wrote all his own songs.”

Hector looked hard at the singer. “You wanna tell him, or should I?”

“Hector, I never meant to take credit,” Ernesto said. “We made a great team, but you died, and I only sang your songs because I wanted to keep a part of you alive.”

“Oh, how generous,” Hector said sarcastically.

“You really did play together?” Miguel said.

“Look, I don't want to f ight about it. I just want you to make it right. Miguel can put my photo up—”

“Hector,” Ernesto said softly.

“—and I can cross over the bridge. I can see my girl,” Hector said.

Ernesto gazed at the photo, deliberating.

“Remember what you told me the night I left?” said Hector.

“That was a long time ago,” said Ernesto.

“We drank together, and you told me you would move heaven and earth for your amigo. Well, I'm asking you to do that now.”

“Heaven and earth?” Miguel asked. “Like in the movie?”

“What?” Hector said.

“That's Don Hidalgo's toast. In the movie El Camino a Casa
 .”

“I'm talking about my REAL life, Miguel,” Hector said.

“No, it's in there. Look,” Miguel said, pointing to the movie clip being shown across the room.

Don Hidalgo was in the middle of his speech to the peasant Ernesto: “Never were truer words spoken. This calls for a toast! To our friendship! I would move heaven and earth for you, mi amigo.”

“But in the movie,” said Miguel, “Don Hidalgo poisons the drink.” He was starting to put the clues together.

“Salud
 !” shouted Don Hidalgo from the f ilm. The two men drank.

Then Ernesto's character spit his out. “Poison!” he shouted, and the men tussled.

Hector looked from the f ilm to Ernesto standing in front of him. His mind raced. “That night, Ernesto. The night I left...”

He remembered it well. They had been on tour, but he had missed his family too much, so he had packed up his songbook and grabbed his guitar case.

“You wanna give up now?” Ernesto asked. “When we're this close to reaching our dream?”

“This was your dream,” young Hector said. “You'll manage.”

“I can't do this without your songs, Hector,” Ernesto said, reaching for Hector's suitcase.

“I'm going home, Ernesto,” Hector said. “Hate me if you want, but my mind is made up.”

Ernesto had grown impatient, but he composed himself and switched on a charming smile. “Oh, I could never hate you,” he said. “If you must go, then I'm...I'm sending you off with a toast!” The singer poured a couple of drinks and handed one to Hector. “To our friendship. I would move heaven and earth for you, mi amigo. Salud
 !” They both drank.

Ernesto had walked Hector to the train station, but when Hector stumbled, Ernesto simply took his suitcase. Hector had thought the pain in his stomach was from something he had eaten.

“Perhaps it was that chorizo, my friend,” young Ernesto said.

“Or something I drank,” Hector said, snapping back to the present. “I woke up dead.” He directed a steely gaze at Ernesto. “You...poisoned me.”

“You're confusing movies with reality, Hector,” Ernesto assured him.

Suddenly, visions of Ernesto's betrayal f lashed before Hector like old f ilm clips on a continuous loop. Hector remembered that as he had lain collapsed on the cold street, his suitcase had been opened. A hand had reached in and stolen his songbook.

“All this time, I thought it was just bad luck,” Hector said. “I never thought that you might have...that you...” He clenched his jaw, then lunged at Ernesto, tackling him to the ground.

“Hector!” Miguel shouted.

“How could you!” Hector yelled at Ernesto.

“Security! Security!” cried Ernesto.

Miguel looked on in shock as the two men scuff led on the f loor. He struggled to understand everything Hector had said about the toast, the songbook, and waking up dead. Could it be true? Could Ernesto have poisoned Hector?

“You took everything away from me!” Hector shouted as security guards rushed in. He resisted as they pulled him off Ernesto, but it was no use. “You rat!”

“Have him taken care of. He's not well,” Ernesto ordered.

“I just wanted to go back home!” Hector cried. Miguel felt a lump in his throat as the guards dragged Hector out of the room. “No, no, NO!”

Miguel was left alone with Ernesto. His mind raced as he tried to f igure out what to do next.

“I apologize. Where were we?”

“You were going to give me your blessing,” Miguel said, unsure after everything he'd just heard. Was his great-great-grandfather responsible for Hector's death?

“Yes. Uh, sí,” Ernesto said. He plucked a marigold petal, but hesitated. “Miguel, my reputation, it is very important to me. I would hate to have you think—”

“That you murdered Hector for his songs?” asked Miguel, a knot growing in his stomach.

“You don't think that. Do you?”

“I...No. Everyone knows you're the...the good guy,” Miguel said, but doubt had set in, and it oozed in his voice.

Ernesto abruptly shoved the photo of Hector into his suit pocket.

“Papá Ernesto? My blessing?” Miguel asked.

Ernesto crumpled the marigold petal. “Security!” he shouted. His guards appeared at the doorway. “Take care of Miguel. He'll be extending his stay.” The guards grabbed Miguel by the shoulder.

Miguel's face burned with anger. “What! But I'm your family!” he yelled. He couldn't believe what was happening.

“And Hector was my best friend,” Ernesto said coldly.

Miguel went pale. “You did murder him.”

“Success doesn't come for free, Miguel. You have to be willing to do whatever it takes—to seize your moment. I know you understand.”
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“Let go!” Miguel protested as the guards dragged him out the back of Ernesto's mansion. They threw him into a large cenote, or sinkhole.

“No!” Miguel hollered as he fell, f inally crashing into water at the bottom of the cenote. He struggled against the deep, dark water, f ighting his way back to the surface. Splashing about, he spotted a stone island. “Help!” He paddled over to it. “Can anyone hear me? I wanna go home!” He reached the stone island and collapsed against it.

Miguel's soaked hoodie sagged off him, revealing that his skeletal transition was almost complete. He gazed up to the sky. He had to get out. He had to get home, but how? He was alone. He dropped his head, hopeless. Suddenly, he heard footsteps. Hector emerged from the darkness and stumbled toward Miguel, who lay at the water's edge.

“Hector?” Miguel cried.

“Kid?” Hector shouted.

“Oh, Hector!” They ran to each other. Hector embraced Miguel. Overcome with shame, Miguel lowered his head. “You were right. I should have gone back to my family—” he said.

“Hey, hey, hey,” Hector said as he patted him gently.

“They told me not to be like Ernesto, but I didn't listen.”

“It's okay,” Hector said.

“I told them I didn't care if they remembered me. I didn't care if I was on their stupid ofrenda.” Miguel sobbed against Hector's chest. Hector held him close.

“Hey, chamaco, it's okay. It's okay.”

Miguel took a deep breath. “I told them I didn't care.”

Suddenly, a gold f licker f luttered through Hector's bones. “Huuuh!” he exclaimed, and fell to his knees.

“Hector!” Miguel screamed, scared at what was happening to his friend.

“She's...forgetting me,” Hector said. Miguel watched him with despair.

“Who?”

“My daughter.”

“She's the reason you wanted to cross the bridge?” “I just wanted to see her again,” Hector said softly. “I never should have left Santa Cecilia. Ernesto convinced me that my ‘big moment’ was waiting for me far away from home, but...” He gulped for breath. “I wish I could apologize. I wish I could tell her that her papá was trying to come home. That he loved her so much.” Hector looked toward the sky. “My Coco...”

A chill ran through Miguel.

“Coco?” Miguel reached into his hoodie and looked at the photo of Mamá Imelda, baby Coco, and the faceless musician. Miguel showed it to Hector.

Hector's eyes narrowed as he stared at familiar faces from long ago. “Where—where did you get this?” he asked.

“That's my Mamá Coco. That's my Mamá Imelda. Is that—” Miguel pointed at the headless musician. “You?”

“We're...family?” Hector said f inally, smiling at his great-great-grandson. Miguel grinned back at his Papá Hector. Family. It felt right.

Hector returned his gaze to the photo and his smile faded. He touched the image of baby Coco. “I always hoped I'd see her again. That she'd miss me. Maybe put up my photo. But it never happened,” Hector said. His voice lowered to a whisper. “You know the worst part?”

Miguel shook his head.

“Even if I never got to see Coco in the living world, I thought at least one day I'd see her here. Give her the biggest hug. But she's the last person who remembers me. The moment she's gone from the living world...”

“You disappear from this one. You'll never get to see her.”

“Ever again,” Hector f inished. He sat there quiet for a moment. “You know, I wrote her a song once. We used to sing it every night, at the same time. No matter how far apart we were. What I wouldn't give to sing it to her one last time.” Hector sang his original version of “Remember Me” in a soft voice. It was a much different version from Ernesto's. Miguel thought it was beautiful.

When the last note faded, Miguel said, “He stole your guitar. He stole your songs. YOU should be the one the world remembers, not him!”

“I didn't write ‘Remember Me’ for the world. I wrote it for Coco,” he said. “I'm a pretty sorry excuse for a great-great-grandpa.”

“Are you kidding? A minute ago, I thought I was related to a murderer. You're a total upgrade.”

Hector couldn't muster a smile.

“My whole life, there's been something that made me different...and I never knew where it came from,” Miguel said. “But now I know. It came from YOU!” He gave Hector a wide smile. “I'm proud we're family!” Miguel looked up to the top of the hole, where he was tossed down. “I'm proud to be his family! TRRRRRRRRAI-HAY-HAY-HAY- HAAAY!” he yelled in a grito.

Hector perked up and followed Miguel's grito. “TRRRRRRRRAAAAI-HAAAAY-HAAAAAY! I'm proud to be HIS family!” They exchanged gritos until the cenote echoed with the sound. Soon though, the echo faded. They were still stuck.

Then something echoed back to them. “Rooo-roooo-rooooooo!”

Miguel and Hector looked up, amazed.

“Dante?” Miguel said.

“Roooooooooo-roo-roo-rooo!” Dante howled and poked his head through the opening above them.

“Dante!” Miguel shouted and laughed. “It's Dante!” Dante panted and wagged his tail happily. Behind him were two more f igures peeking down at them. It was Mamá Imelda and Pepita. Pepita released a roar that shook the whole cavern. Miguel and Mamá Imelda laughed with joy.

“Imelda!” Hector yelled up at her with a charming smile.

Mamá Imelda's relief turned to coldness. “Hector.”

“You look good...” Hector offered a smile.
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Pepita f lew out of the cenote and ascended toward the clouds, carrying Imelda, Hector, Miguel, and Dante on her back. Miguel hugged Dante f iercely.

“Dante, you KNEW he was my Papá Hector the whole time! You were trying to bring us together! You are a real spirit guide!” Miguel praised him. “Who's a good spirit guide? You are!” Dante smiled dumbly at Miguel. Suddenly, before Miguel's eyes, neon patterns spread outward from Dante's paws. “Whoa!” Miguel gasped as little wings sprouted on Dante's back.

Dante spread his new wings and jumped up to f ly. But he plummeted beneath the clouds!

“Dante!” Miguel shouted, and then Dante was back up, f lapping goof ily and barking his head off. He was a full-blown spirit guide.

Pepita f lew into the small plaza where the other dead members of the Rivera family waited.

“Look, there they are!” Papá Julio exclaimed, pointing as they landed. The entire family rushed over to Miguel, rambling excitedly.

“He's all right! Oh, thank goodness!”

Hector dismounted from Pepita's back f irst and raised a hand to help Imelda down. She glared at him, dismissing his help.

Miguel stroked Dante lovingly. Pepita gave Miguel a big lick.

Mamá Imelda pulled Miguel into a tight hug. “M'ijo, I was so worried! Thank goodness we found you in time!” Her eyes fell on Hector, who held his hat in his hands sheepishly. “And YOU! How many times must I turn you away?”

“Imelda,” Hector said softly.

“I want nothing to do with you. Not in life, not in death.” She glared at him. “I spent decades protecting my family from your mistakes. He spends f ive minutes with you and I have to f ish him out of a sinkhole!”

Miguel stepped between Mamá Imelda and Hector. “I wasn't in there because of Hector. He was in there because of me,” he explained. “He was just trying to get me home. I didn't want to listen, but he was right. Nothing is more important than family.”

Mamá Imelda raised her eyebrows at Hector.

“I'm ready to accept your blessing. And your conditions. But f irst I need to f ind Ernesto. To get Hector's photo,” said Miguel.

“What?” Mamá Imelda said.

“So he can see Coco again. Hector should be on our ofrenda. He's part of our family.”

“He left this family!” Mamá Imelda exclaimed.

“He tried to go home to you and Coco, but Ernesto murdered him!”

She looked to Hector for conf irmation.

“It's true, Imelda,” Hector said.

Many emotions f lickered across Imelda's face. “And so what if it's true? You leave me alone with a child to raise and I'm just supposed to forgive you?”

“Imelda, I—”

Hector's body shimmered, leaving him winded. Imelda gasped.

“I'm running out of time, Imelda,” Hector pleaded. “It's Coco.”

Mamá Imelda stared at him, trying to understand what was happening. “She's forgetting you.”

“You don't have to forgive him, but we shouldn't forget him,” Miguel said.

“Oh, Hector, I wanted to forget you. I wanted Coco to forget you too, but ...”

“This is my fault, not yours,” Hector said. “I'm sorry, Imelda.”

Mamá Imelda, holding in her emotions, turned to Miguel. “Miguel, if we help you get his photo, you will return home? No more music?”

“Family comes f irst,” Miguel said.

Mamá Imelda considered the situation. She turned to Hector. “I—I can't forgive you, but I will help you.”

Miguel smiled.

“So how do we get to Ernesto?” Mamá Imelda asked.

“I might know a way,”Miguel answered.
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Hundreds were gathered to watch Ernesto's Sunrise Spectacular. On the huge, free standing stage, Frida's dramatic performance piece swelled with symphonic music as a giant papaya ignited. The papaya seeds unfurled to reveal dancers dressed like Frida Kahlo, with thickly painted unibrows. The Frida clones gyrated their bodies nonsensically as they rolled out of the f laming papaya. Next, a giant cactus that resembled Frida was illuminated. All the dancers slunk into it. In the midst of all this, nine Riveras, dressed as cloned Frida dancers, inched their way out of the spotlight and toward the wings.

“Good luck, muchacho!” the real Frida Kahlo said to Miguel.

“Gracias, Frida!” Miguel waved, running back stage with the rest of his family. Once there, they swiftly shed their Frida costumes, and Dante popped out from under Tío Óscar's skirt. Mamá Imelda was tangled up in her frock.

“Here, let me help you with—” Hector said. “Don't touch me,” she snapped.

The family joined together in a huddle. “Everyone clear on the plan?” Miguel asked.

“Find Hector's photo,” Tía Victoria said.

“Give it to Miguel,” Papá Julio added.

“Send Miguel home,” Mamá Imelda said.

“Got your petals?” asked Hector.

Each family member raised a marigold petal. Imelda led the way out of the backstage corridor. “Now we just have to f ind Ernesto...,” she said, turning a corner and suddenly f inding herself face to face with the famous crooner.

Ernesto turned to Mamá Imelda, smiling. “Yes?” he said.

“Ah!” she exclaimed. The family stopped in their tracks, still hidden from Ernesto's view.

His smile dropped. “Don't I know you?”

Imelda slipped off her shoes in one swift motion and smacked Ernesto across the face with it. “That's for murdering the love of my life!”

Ernesto looked confused. “Who the...?”

Hector rounded the corner.

“She's talking about me!” He turned to Mamá Imelda. “I'm the love of your life?”

“I don't know! I'm still angry at you.”

Ernesto gasped. “Hector? How did you—”

Imelda smacked him again. “And that's for trying to murder my grandson!”

“Grandson?” Ernesto muttered, confused. Now Miguel jumped out of the corridor, and Ernesto pieced it together. “You! Wait—you're related to Hector?”

Miguel spied Hector's photo in Ernesto's pocket.

“The photo!” Miguel cried. The rest of the Riveras closed in on the singer. Ernesto turned to run.

“After him!” Mamá Imelda yelled. Ernesto disappeared below the stage, where his rising platform was set up for his big entrance.

He cried out for help. “Security! Ayúdame!”

The Rivera family fanned out after him. Hector ran next to Imelda. “You said love of your life!”

“I don't know what I said!”

“That's what I heard,” Miguel chimed in.

“Can we focus on the matter at hand?” Mamá Imelda pleaded. The security guards had arrived, and the family fought. Papá Julio kicked a guard. Tío Felipe pulled Tío Óscar's arms off and spun them around, knocking down the guards like dominoes. Tío Óscar pounced on the remaining guard. Ernesto escaped through the stage door. Suddenly, a stagehand was in front of him.

“You're on in thirty seconds, señor,” said the stagehand. Ernesto shoved him out of the way, sending him f lying. While more security guards showed up to wrangle the Riveras, Mamá Imelda reached Ernesto and lunged for Hector's photo. Miguel tackled him, and the photo fell. Mamá Imelda grabbed it.

“Miguel, I have it!” she called, tumbling backward. Miguel tried to turn to help her, but guards chased him away. Suddenly, Mamá Imelda rose into the air. She was on Ernesto's rising platform!

As she ascended to the stage, Ernesto raced up the stairs.

Miguel's family blocked the guards from chasing Mamá Imelda. She was all alone.
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“Ladies and gentlemen, the one, the only—Ernesto de la Cruz!” shouted the announcer. The audience exploded with wild applause. The platform stopped at the top, and the spotlight shone on Mamá Imelda. Neon letters spelling ernesto! blasted brightly behind her.

Meanwhile, Ernesto himself had arrived at the stage's right wing. He pointed at Mamá Imelda. “Get her off the stage!” he ordered his security guards, and they hustled up there, scaling the set to get to her.

To the left of the stage, directly opposite where Ernesto stood, Miguel and his family spotted Mamá Imelda above them. The spotlight illuminated her. They watched, helpless, as she stood frozen above the audience while the guards closed in on her.

Miguel's mind raced. He glanced at the audience. They were growing restless. “Sing!” he suddenly yelled to his great-great-grandmother.

If she could muster a song, maybe the audience would cheer and the guards would have to back off. Hopefully, that would give them enough time to secure the photograph.

“Sing!” he cried again.

Seeing the guards approaching, Mamá Imelda nodded at Miguel. She grabbed the microphone, closed her eyes, and started to sing.

Miguel gave Hector a guitar and placed a mic stand in front of him. Tía Rosita connected a pair of cords while Tía Victoria f lipped a knob on a soundboard. Hector strummed the guitar, which was amplif ied through the speakers.

On the stage, the guards stopped at the edge of her spotlight. Mamá Imelda sang as she descended the staircase. The spotlight followed her every move. As she came down, she made eye contact with Hector. He gave her a sweet smile. Imelda's eyes glinted with tears at the memories of them singing together long ago. Then she straightened and belted out a lively ballad.

The audience was on their feet, clapping along. Ernesto grunted. Soon the stage conductor joined in with the whole orchestra. Mamá Imelda twirled across the stage, moving away from the security guards and closer to her family. One guard tried to block her, but she grabbed him to dance. Afraid of the spotlight, he ran off. She had almost joined her family when suddenly someone's hand was on her wrist. A voice joined her in harmony. The spotlight widened to reveal Ernesto de la Cruz singing, too. The crowd went wild. As they sang, he danced Mamá Imelda around the stage, trying to get Hector's photo back.

“Let go of me!” Mamá Imelda threatened between verses. At the song's f inale, Imelda stomped her heel on Ernesto's foot on his high note, and he released her.

“Ay, ay, ay, ay!” he cried. The crowd cheered at his wild grito while Mamá Imelda f led with the photo. She rushed to embrace Hector backstage.

“I forgot what that felt like.” Mamá Imelda blushed and pulled away from him awkwardly.

“You still got it,” Hector said. The two smiled at each other, softening.

“Ahem!” Miguel cleared his throat to get their attention.

“Oh!” Mamá Imelda said. She handed the photo of Hector to Miguel and pulled out her petal.

“Miguel, I give you my blessing,” she said as the petal began to glow. “To go home. To put up our photos. And to never...”

Miguel looked slightly saddened, anticipating the condition.

“Never play music again,” he offered with lowered eyes.

Mamá Imelda smiled. “To never forget how much your family loves you.”

The petal surged higher. Miguel brightened, touched by her words.

“You're going home,” Hector said.

“You're not going anywhere!” snarled Ernesto de la Cruz.
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Ernesto yanked Miguel away by his hood before the petal could swoosh him home. Mamá Imelda lunged at him, but he shoved her to the f loor. Papá Julio and the uncles arrived, but it was too late. Behind the set was the open air and a view of the city—and a thousand-foot drop to the water. Ernesto heaved Miguel onto the ledge over the water. Miguel looked down.

“Stay back! Stay back. All of you!” Ernesto threatened. The family closed in anyway. “Stay back! Not one more step.”

Though weak, Hector pleaded, “Ernesto, stop! Leave the boy alone!” He stumbled, shimmering like before, then collapsed to the f loor.

Ernesto shook his head, clutching Miguel atop the ledge. “I've worked too hard, Hector. Too hard to let him destroy everything.”

Behind Ernesto, Tía Rosita commandeered one of the cameras and pointed it toward the action. In the makeshift sound booth, Tía Victoria pushed a volume dial up. Soon the image of Ernesto holding Miguel hostage was projected onto the massive stadium screens. The audience hushed as they watched the drama unfold.

“He's a living child, Ernesto!” Hector called out, trying to reason with him. Miguel tried to escape from the singer.

“He's a threat!” Ernesto said, still holding Miguel by his hood. “You think I'd let him go back to the Land of the Living with your photo? To keep your memory alive? No.”

“You're a coward!” Miguel yelled, wriggling to get free from his grasp.

“I am Ernesto de la Cruz. The greatest musician of all time!”

“Hector's the REAL musician. You're just the guy who murdered him and stole his songs!”

The crowd gasped.

“Murder?” someone cried.

“I am the one who is willing to do what it takes to seize my moment—whatever it takes!” Ernesto roared. He swung Miguel out over the ledge. Miguel screamed, grasping for Ernesto. Ernesto released his grip, and Miguel began to fall.

“No!” Mamá Imelda cried, running to the ledge.

The audience shrieked as the f ight played out on the monitors.

Ernesto, unaware that the audience had witnessed his treachery, coolly moved away. He passed Hector, who remained on the f loor. “Apologies, old friend, but the show must go on.”

The Rivera family rushed to the ledge. As he fell, Miguel heard a faint howling. Like a lightning bolt, Dante sliced through the air. He caught Miguel's shirt in his teeth and extended his wings. He and Miguel jolted with the movement, and Hector's photo slipped from Miguel's hands.

“Ahh—no!” Miguel wailed as the photo drifted out of sight. Miguel and Dante twisted in the air as Dante desperately tried to reverse their descent, but they were too heavy.Though Dante struggled to keep a grip on Miguel's shirt, it ripped from his sharp teeth, and Miguel again fell toward the water. He thought he was done for, but at the last second, Pepita scooped him up in her talons. Safe, Miguel looked down at the water. Hector's photo was gone.
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Ernesto stepped up to the stage curtain. He slicked his hair back and emerged to face his audience. The spotlight zoomed in on him.

“Ha, ha!” Ernesto said in greeting. The audience responded with loud boos. He stepped back.

“Boo! Murderer!” the crowd shouted.

“Please, please, mi familia,” said Ernesto, trying to calm them, but the heckling and boos grew louder.

“Get off the stage!”

“Orchestra! The music. A-one, a-two, a-one—” Ernesto gestured.

The conductor glared at Ernesto and broke his baton. Through the booing, Ernesto tried to sing “Remember Me,” but the crowd pelted him with fruit. “Look!” hollered someone in the audience, and they all pointed up to the screens. Pepita rose above the ledge with Miguel on her back. Miguel slid down her wing and ran to his family.

“He's all right!” the crowd cheered.

Ernesto looked from one of the screens to the audience, back and forth, until he saw Pepita growing larger as she prowled past the camera. Ernesto slowly backed away just as Pepita lurched through the curtain, her glowing eyes locked on him.

“Nice kitty!” Ernesto whimpered. Pepita f lung him into the air like a ball of yarn. “Aaahhh! Put me down! No, please! I beg you, stop! Stop! NO!” Pepita continued to swing him around, gaining momentum, until she f inally released him over the audience. “No!” he screeched, soaring over them and out of the stadium. A few moments later, he hit a giant church bell in the distance, and everyone heard the loud clang.

Back in the stadium, the audience erupted into cheers. Mamá Imelda ran to Miguel and embraced him. “Miguel!” she said. Hector struggled to his feet.

Miguel rushed to support him. “Hector! The photo, I lost it...,” he sobbed.

“It's okay, m'ijo. It's—” Suddenly, his body f lickered violently. He moaned and collapsed. Miguel knelt next to him.

“Hector! Hector?”

Hector looked up weakly. “My Coco...”

“No! We can still f ind the photo!” Miguel cried.

Mamá Imelda looked to the horizon, where the f irst rays of sunlight peeked over. “Miguel, it's almost sunrise!”

“No, no, no—I can't leave you.”

Hector gazed at Miguel. The skeletal transformation was creeping along the edges of Miguel's face. He was almost a full skeleton now. “We're both out of time, m'ijo.” Hector's bones continued to shimmer.

“No, no, she can't forget you!” Miguel said.

“I just wanted her to know that I loved her.” Hector grabbed a marigold petal.

“Hector...,” Miguel said.

“You have our blessing, Miguel,” said Hector. “No conditions,” added Mamá Imelda.

The petal glowed. Hector struggled to lift the petal to Miguel. Mamá Imelda tenderly took his hand in hers to help.

“No, Papá Hector, please!”

Imelda and Hector moved their joined hands toward Miguel's chest. Hector's eyelids began to close. “Go home,” he whispered.

“I promise I won't let Coco forget you!” Miguel yelled as a swirl of marigolds covered him.


Whoosh
 ! He was gone.
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Miguel was back in Ernesto's mausoleum.

Dazed, he looked through the window. The day had broken. On the f loor was the skull guitar. Miguel snatched it up, exited the mausoleum, and ran out of the cemetery. He raced through the plaza, past the statue of Ernesto de la Cruz, and toward home. He blew right past his Tío Berto and Primo Abel.

“There he is!” Tío Berto said. Surprised, Abel fell off the bench. Just then, Papá came around the corner, but Miguel ran past him.

“Miguel? Stop!”

Miguel raced on, following the trail of marigolds through the front gate. He darted for the back bedroom to f ind Mamá Coco. Just as he made it to the doorway, Abuelita stepped into his path.

“Where have you been?” she asked. “Ah! I need to see Mamá Coco, please!”

She noticed Miguel gripping a guitar in his hand. “What are you doing with that! Give it to me!”

Miguel rushed past Abuelita and slammed the door shut behind him.

“Miguel! Stop! Miguel!”

Miguel locked the door. Mamá Coco stared into space, her eyes completely vacant.

Miguel looked into her eyes. “Mamá Coco? Can you hear me? It's Miguel. I saw your papá. Remember? Papá? Please—if you forget him, he'll be gone forever!”

She sat and stared in silence while Miguel's father banged on the door.

“Miguel, open this door!”

Miguel continued. He had to get through to Mamá Coco. He showed her the guitar. “Here, this was his guitar, right? He used to play it for you? See, there he is.” Mamá Coco stared as if Miguel weren't even there. “Papá, remember? Papá?”

“Miguel!” Papá yelled at him through the door.

“Mamá Coco, please, don't forget him,”Miguel pleaded.

Soon a bunch of keys rattled. The door was f lung open and the family poured in.

“What are you doing to that poor woman?” Abuelita cried, and pushed Miguel aside. “It's okay, Mamita, it's okay.”

“What's gotten into you?” Papá said to Miguel.

Miguel looked down, defeated. Tears dripped off his nose. Papá's anger gave way to relief. He embraced his son. “I thought I'd lost you, Miguel....”

“I'm sorry, Papá.”

Miguel's mamá stepped forward. “We're all together now. That's what matters,” she said.

“Not all of us,” Miguel mumbled, thinking of Hector.

“It's okay, Mamita. Miguel, you apologize to your Mamá Coco!” Abuelita demanded. Miguel approached Mamá Coco.

“Mamá Coco...,” Miguel began. He glanced at Hector's guitar.

“Well? Apologize!”

Suddenly, Miguel knew what he had to do. “Mamá Coco? Your papá—he wanted you to have this.” He picked up the guitar.

Abuelita started to intervene, but Miguel's father stopped her with a tender pat on her arm. “Mamá, wait,” he said, watching his son.

Miguel started to sing “Remember Me” the way Hector had sung it. He poured himself into the song.

“Look,” Miguel's mother said as the glimmer in the old woman's eyes grew brighter with every note. Her cheeks plumped. Her lips arched into a smile. Miguel noticed the change, too.

Abuelita stood watching, bewildered.

Soon Mamá Coco joined Miguel in singing the song she used to sing with her father. Tears streamed down Abuelita's cheeks. Mamá Coco looked over at her daughter, concerned.

“Elena? What's wrong, m'ija?” “Nothing, Mamá. Nothing at all.”

Mamá Coco turned to Miguel. “My papá used to sing me that song.”

“He loved you, Mamá Coco. Your papá loved you so much,”Miguel said.

A smile spread across Mamá Coco's face. She'd waited a long time to hear those words. She turned to her nightstand and opened a drawer. She pulled out a notebook and peeled back the lining to reveal a torn scrap of paper. She handed it to Miguel.

It was the missing face from the photo—Hector's face! Miguel pieced the picture back together. Mamá Coco smiled.

“Papá was a musician,” she said. “When I was a little girl, he and Mamá would sing such beautiful songs....”

The family gathered around Mamá Coco. It was time to learn about Papá Hector.


Chapter 27

A year later, the cemetery was once again f illed with families cleaning off headstones and laying f lowers. At Ernesto de la Cruz's mausoleum, there weren't as many offerings or as many fans as the year before. Someone had spray-painted forget you on a sign that hung by the statue.

A tour group moved through the town and stopped in front of Rivera Family Shoemakers. “And right over here, one of Santa Cecilia's greatest treasures,” said the guide. The group crowded in to listen. “The home of the esteemed songwriter Hector Rivera. The letters Hector wrote home for his daughter, Coco, contain the lyrics for all your favorite songs, not just ‘Remember Me.’ ” The tourists snapped pictures of the skull guitar and framed letters.

In the courtyard, Miguel's cousins Rosa and Abel hung colorful papel picado while Miguel's parents worked on tamales. Miguel's grandfather swept the courtyard as the tiny grandchildren created a marigold-petal path leading to the ofrenda room.

“And that man is your Papá Julio,” Miguel explained, holding his ten-month-old sister in his arms while Abuelita arranged photos on the altars. The baby had been named Socorro after Mamá Coco's full name. “And there is Tía Rosita, and your Tía Victoria, and those two are Óscar and Felipe. These aren't just old pictures—they're our family, and they're counting on us to remember them.”

Abuelita smiled to see that her grandson was passing on the tradition of Día de los Muertos to his baby sister. She gently placed one last picture frame on the ofrenda. It was a photo of Mamá Coco. Abuelita exchanged a glance with Miguel, and he put an arm around her. They both missed Mamá Coco very much. Next to her picture was the photo of Mamá Imelda, Coco, and Hector, taped together again.

Back in the Land of the Dead, Hector waited in the departures line. After so many years of being rejected, he was full of nerves.

“Enjoy your visit! Next!” called the departures agent. Hector stepped up to the monitor. The agent recognized him and smirked. Hector chuckled nervously as the agent scanned him.


Ding
 !

“Enjoy your visit, Hector!” the agent exclaimed.

Hector's chest swelled with joy. His family had f inally included his picture on the family ofrenda. Mamá Imelda joined him at the foot of the bridge. They kissed until a joyful voice cried out.

“Papá!”

Hector turned to see his daughter walking toward them. He opened his arms to give Coco a huge embrace. “Coco!” he exclaimed, holding her tight. He knew that every moment together was a miracle. Coco took a hand of each of her parents, and together they crossed the bridge.

Overhead, Dante and Pepita f lew in the night sky of the Land of the Dead. They alighted on the marigold path and bounded across and into the Land of the Living. Dante's neon skin and wings disappeared,and he was a normal hairless Xolo once more. Pepita's shadow of a glorious winged feline loomed large, but as she rounded the corner into the Land of the Living, she appeared as a little alley cat. Dante and Pepita weaved past holiday revelers and into the Riveras' courtyard. Abuelita spotted Dante and quickly tossed him a tamale. He chomped it down.

In the courtyard, the family gathered around Miguel as he strummed his guitar and began to sing. Dante hopped up to give him a lick on the cheek.

“Dante!” Miguel squealed. Everyone laughed.

On this special night of Día de los Muertos, the spirits of Papá Hector and Mamá Imelda stood arm in arm, listening to Miguel play. Abuelita listened, too, with Mamá Coco's hand on her shoulder. Miguel's father cradled the baby as Miguel's mother leaned on him. All of Miguel's family, living and dead, bobbed their heads to the melody while others sang along and played their own instruments. Though the living couldn't see the dead, the family was whole, brought together by the harmony—and the meaning—of a song.


序 言

有的时候，米格 · 里韦拉觉得自己被诅咒了。如果真是这样，那也不是他的错。事情要从他出生之前说起。

很久以前，圣塞西莉亚的一座小镇上住着一家三口，妈妈、爸爸和一个小女孩。这个家里总是充满了欢声笑语，还有音乐常伴左右。爸爸弹着吉他，妈妈和女儿跳舞，大家一起唱着歌。

但是，幸福小家里的这点音乐对爸爸来说还远远不够。他的梦想是为全世界的人演奏。于是有一天，他带着吉他离开了家，再也没有回来。

米格不知道这个音乐家爸爸后来怎么样了。但他对那个妈妈的故事一清二楚。梅尔达曾曾奶奶的故事在里韦拉家族代代相传。

梅尔达没有为那个一走了之的音乐家浪费一滴眼泪！她扔掉了所有的乐器和唱片，将音乐逐出自己的生活，又找了份工作。是做糖果？做烟花？还是做摔跤手穿的亮闪闪的摔跤服？都不是！

梅尔达做的是鞋子。后来，她女儿也跟着做鞋，接着是女婿，然后孙辈们也无一例外。里韦拉家族的鞋店生意就这样延续下来。这个因音乐而破碎的家庭，又因做鞋而紧密相连。

每年的亡灵节，米格都会听到这个故事。那是缅怀祖辈的节日。从前都是他的可可太奶奶讲给他听，但她现在已经记不得多少事情了。今年的亡灵节，她坐在一把柳条轮椅上，盯着灵坛，一脸茫然。那是米格家专门摆放纪念品和礼物的地方，以此纪念他们的祖辈。

米格亲了亲她的脸颊。“嗨，太奶奶。”

“你好吗，胡利奥？”

米格叹了口气。可可太奶奶有时候会忘事，比如他的名字。但这也让她成了最好的保密人！他向太奶奶倾诉了几乎所有的心事，而这些事没法说给奶奶听。奶奶是家里的铁腕人物，做事向来说一不二。

如果奶奶命令他多吃点墨西哥玉米粽子，米格就会多吃一点。

如果奶奶想要他吻她的脸颊，米格就会亲吻她的脸颊。

如果奶奶听到米格对着汽水瓶吹小曲，吼上一句：“不许吹曲！”米格就会停下。

奶奶甚至会朝陌生人大吼。她朝听收音机的卡车司机吼：“不许放歌！”朝街上边散步边哼小曲的男士们吼：“不许哼歌！”她对音乐的禁令影响了米格所有的叔叔阿姨，还有兄弟姐妹。

米格十分肯定，全墨西哥只有他们一家人讨厌音乐。而最糟糕的是，家里竟没人在意这件事。

确切点说，没有人，除了他。
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走出家门，米格呼吸着清晨新鲜的空气，圣塞西莉亚又迎来了一个大晴天。在去小镇的路上，米格拎着他的擦鞋箱，经过一位正在打扫门廊的女士身边。女士冲他挥了挥手。

“早上好，米格！”

“早上好。”米格也朝她挥手致意。再往前，有一位吉他手正在自弹自唱，米格朝他笑了笑。越往镇上走，能听到的音乐就越多。教堂敲响了和谐的钟声；乐队演奏着欢快的音乐；收音机里传来快节奏的坤比亚旋律。米格陶醉在这些乐声中，情不自禁地在一张桌子上打起了节拍。那张桌子上摆满了色彩艳丽的木制动物雕像。

米格快步走过一家糕点铺，随手抓起一块墨西哥甜面包，扔给店主一枚硬币。

闻到甜面包的香味，米格的小跟班——小狗丹丹，悄悄贴到了他身旁。米格掰下一块丢给它，丹丹立刻大快朵颐起来。

放眼望去，家家户户都忙着系挂彩色的墨西哥剪纸，在门口铺上万寿菊花瓣，迎接心爱的人从亡灵之地归来。

同往常一样，音乐家们在玛利亚奇广场上踱着步子，寻觅一对情侣或是一家人，为他们献上一首爱情小夜曲或经典的科里多。不一会儿，一个旅游团聚到广场中央一座巨大的雕像周围，那是一位从玛利亚奇广场走出去的街头乐手的雕像。

“就是这里，在这座广场上，年轻的歌神德拉库斯迈出了成名的第一步，成为墨西哥历史上最受欢迎的歌手。”导游介绍道。

旅游团里的每个人都点了点头，他们对这位传奇的音乐家兼歌手都非常熟悉。米格也和游客们一起抬头凝视着雕像。这座雕像他已经看了不下百遍，可每看一次都能让他心受鼓舞。

过了一会儿，米格在广场上找了个地方，打开自己的擦鞋箱。一名街头乐手一屁股坐下来，找他擦鞋。

米格知道乐手会喜欢他即将要讲的这个故事。毕竟，所有人都喜欢歌神。

“他从圣塞西莉亚的一个无名小卒起家，就像我一样，”米格说道，“但只要他一演奏乐曲，人们就会不由自主地爱上他。他主演了好几部电影。他拥有最酷的吉他。他还能飞呢！”米格在一些老电影的片段里见过这种特效。“他写的歌是最棒的！不过要说我最喜欢的是哪首吗？是那首——”米格指了指附近的音乐家，他们正在演奏《请记住我》，那是歌神最火的歌。“人人都羡慕他的生活。可惜1942年，他被一口大钟压死了。”

米格心不在焉地擦着鞋，街头乐手则直勾勾地盯着自己的鞋。

米格假装视而不见，他换了个话题，不再谈论歌神的不幸逝世。“我就想成为他那样的人。有时候我看着他，就有一种感觉，好像我们俩是连在一起的。就好像如果他会演奏音乐，那么或许有一天我也可以。”米格叹了口气，“如果不是因为我的家人。”

“喂喂喂，小伙子。”街头乐手没好气地打断了米格的故事。

“怎么了？”米格问。

“我是要你擦鞋，不是要听你的人生故事。”乐手说。

“哦，是啊，对不起。”米格低下头，又开始擦鞋。他擦着鞋，乐手则时不时拨弄吉他的琴弦。“我在家根本没法说这些，所以就……”

“听着，我要是你，我就立马跑回家，对他们说，‘嘿！我是名音乐家。你们看着办吧。’”

“我不能这么说。”“你到底是不是
 个音乐家？”

“我不知道。我是说，我只弹给自己听……”

“啊！”乐手咆哮起来，“要是歌神德拉库斯藏着他的高超技艺，他还能成为世界上最棒的音乐家吗？不能！他站出来了，就在这座广场上，响亮地演奏！”乐手指向露台，一张宣传才艺表演赛的巨型帆布在那里临风招展。“啊！看啊！那些都是为了今晚准备的。为亡灵节举办的音乐比赛就要开始了。想跟你的偶像一样厉害？你就应该报名参赛！”

“可——可是，我的家人会发疯的。”米格说。“听着，要是你害怕参赛，那就老老实实做鞋子去吧。”乐手耸了耸肩，说道，“拜托，歌神德拉库斯经常说什么来着？”

“‘莫失良机’？”米格回答。

乐手打量了米格一番，把自己的吉他递给他。“让我见识见识，小伙子。我来当你的第一个听众。”

米格惊讶地抬起了眉毛。乐手真的想听他弹琴？米格四下张望，确保街上没有家人的身影。他伸手接过吉他。吉他一入怀，米格就迫不及待地把手指按在弦上，摆好和弦的位置，准备开始演奏。

“米格！”一个熟悉的声音吼道。

米格倒吸一口凉气，一把将吉他扔回乐手的腿上。只见奶奶正大步走来。贝托伯伯和罗莎堂姐提着市场上买的东西紧随其后。

“奶奶！”米格惊呼。

“你在这儿干吗？”她问。

“嗯……啊……”米格一边结结巴巴地应付着，一边飞快地收起了擦鞋布和鞋油。还没等米格回答，奶奶一个箭步冲到乐手身边，抄起鞋子狠命砸他。“离我孙子远一点！”

“拜托了，婆婆。我只想擦个鞋！”

“我知道你的把戏，弹琴的！”她瞪着米格，“他对你说什么了？”

“他只是给我看看他的吉他。”米格窘迫不安地说。他的家人都倒吸了一口气。

“真可耻！”贝托伯伯朝乐手吼道。此时，奶奶手里的鞋子已经瞄准了乐手双眼之间的位置。

“我的孙子是我亲爱的小宝贝，是小天使。他根本不需要你的音乐，弹琴的！你离他远一点！”她威胁道。米格不敢肯定自己就是奶奶口中的那个小天使，但他也不敢反驳，毕竟她手里还攥着那只鞋。

乐手戴上帽子，仓皇逃走了。米格的目光越过奶奶的肩头，满怀歉意地望向乐手逃跑的方向。

“哎，我的小可怜！”奶奶一把将孙子护进怀里，“你还好吗？我的宝贝。”米格差点喘不上气来。“你知道不该来这儿的！快回家去！现在就回！”奶奶命令道，说罢，转身离开了广场。

米格叹了口气，开始收拾自己的擦鞋箱。这时，他发现地上掉了一张才艺表演赛的宣传单。他趁奶奶不注意，飞快地捡了起来，放进自己的口袋。
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米格捧着一堆万寿菊，拖着沉重的步子跟在家人后面。

“我们告诉过你多少遍了，那座广场上全是街头乐手！”贝托伯伯说。

“知道了，伯伯。”米格回答。

几分钟后，米格放下万寿菊，走进里韦拉家族制鞋坊，一屁股坐到凳子上。在一片敲打声中，米格准备迎接一轮来自全家人的严厉教育风暴。

“我在玛利亚奇广场上看到了你们的儿子！”奶奶说。米格的父母一听，立马停下了手里的活。

“米格。”爸爸说道，言语中难掩失望之情。

“奶奶不喜欢那个广场，你知道的。”妈妈边说边用一只手摸着自己怀孕的肚皮。

“我只是在擦鞋！”米格回答。

“给一个音乐家擦鞋！”贝托伯伯补充道。话音刚落，所有人都倒抽了一口冷气。阿韦尔堂哥震惊到连手里的鞋都“嗖”的一声飞离抛光机，一下子弹到天花板的椽上去了。

“可是广场上的人多！”米格试图辩解。

“奶奶说别去广场，那就不能去。”爸爸说。

“那今晚呢？”米格脱口而出。

“什么今晚？”爷爷问。

“今晚是亡灵节啊。”米格犹豫了一下，“镇上的人都会去那儿，还会……还会有才艺表演赛……”

“才艺表演赛？”奶奶狐疑地问道。米格有点坐立不安，不知道该不该说下去。

“我想我可以……”米格顿了顿。妈妈好奇地盯着他。

“报名？”她问。

“嗯……行吗？”米格把话说完。

罗莎堂姐大笑起来。“你要有才艺才可以去参赛啊。”

“你去干嘛？擦鞋？”阿韦尔堂哥取笑他。

“今天是亡灵节。”奶奶说，“哪儿都不许去。今晚就该和家人在一起。”她把万寿菊塞进米格怀里。“拿到放灵坛的房间。快点！”

米格捧着一大堆金灿灿的万寿菊，跟着奶奶走进放灵坛的房间。房间明亮而宽敞，桌子和架子靠着墙被摆成一排，上面放满了祭奠祖辈用的照片、蜡烛、鲜花和食物。可可已经在房里了。米格噘着嘴，看着奶奶在神龛上摆放菊花。

“别这样看我。”奶奶对米格说，“我们的祖辈只能在今晚来看看我们，一年就这一回。我们把他们的照片摆到灵坛上，这样他们的灵魂才能穿越回来。如果不摆好，他们就回不来！孩子，我们做这些食物，摆好他们生前喜欢的东西。做这一切就是想让一家人过个团圆夜。我不希望你又溜去什么鬼地方。”说着她抬起头，正好看到米格蹑手蹑脚地准备离开房间。

“你要去哪儿？”她怒气冲冲地问。

“我以为我们做完了。”米格转过身说。

“哎，上帝啊。”她咕哝道，“身为家庭的一员，就是要在这儿守护着这个家。我可不想看到你最后像……”她抬头盯着梅尔达的照片。

“像可可太奶奶的爸爸一样？”

“不许提那个男人！”奶奶打断了他的话，斜着眼看了一下可可，厉声说道，“他被忘掉最好！”

“可是是你……”

“嗒，嗒，嗒！”

“爸爸？”可可突然叫道。奶奶和米格立马转向她。可可正焦急地环顾四周，问道：“爸爸回来了？”

“妈妈，冷静点，冷静点。”奶奶连忙跑过去安抚她的母亲。

“爸爸要回来了？”可可又问了一遍。

“没有，妈妈。好了，我在这儿呢。”奶奶说。可可茫然地望着她。

“你是谁？”可可问。

奶奶的脸沉了下来，但她很快又恢复了温和的笑容。“休息一下吧，妈妈。”说完，她回到灵坛边，继续她的说教，“对你严厉是因为我在乎你，米格。”奶奶停了下来，环顾房间。“米格？米格？”她长长地叹了口气，米格已经溜走了。“这孩子，该拿他怎么办好呢？”
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晚些时候，丹丹扭着屁股跑进米格在阁楼上的秘密基地。米格正蜷缩在一把他自己做的吉他旁边，那把吉他是他用一块旧的共鸣板和其他七零八落的零件拼凑而成的。

丹丹不停地扭来扭去，动静很大。米格赶忙制止他。“别给我惹麻烦，”他说，“别人会听到的！”

米格正在用油画棒为吉他上的骷髅头添一颗金牙齿，丹丹站在他的肩膀旁边认真地看着。现在，这把吉他看上去就跟歌神德拉库斯的那把一模一样了。“我希望会有人想听我弹吉他。”米格边说边给吉他调音，“除了你以外的人。”丹丹舔了一口他的脸颊表示回应。米格举起吉他，轻轻地弹了一下。“完美！”

米格爬到阁楼的另一头，在那儿，他为歌神德拉库斯摆了一个灵坛。灵坛上放着海报、蜡烛和歌曲集。他点了几根蜡烛，放在歌神的一张专辑旁边。专辑封面上，这位家喻户晓的低吟男歌手微笑地抱着和他一样有名的吉他。米格飞快地将自己吉他的琴头和歌神的比较了一下。看上去真像啊。接着，他模仿歌神夸张的姿势，露出一个大大的微笑。

他打开一台破旧的电视机，把一盒《歌神德拉库斯精选》录像带塞进了一台连接电视机的机器里。伴随机器的嗡嗡声，电视上开始播放黑白的电影片段。年轻时的歌神正在说话。

“我必须唱歌。我必须演奏。音乐，它……它不仅在我的身体里。它更与我融为一体。”他说。

当另一段录像开始播放时，米格弹起了他自制的吉他。

“当生活不如意的时候，我就会弹吉他。”歌神低语着。

下一段录像放的是歌神对一个漂亮姑娘说的话。“世上的人都跟着规矩走，但我要追随我心！”看到他们亲吻，米格吓得往后一缩。

这时，又一段录像跳了出来。

“你懂那种感觉吗？”这名歌手问道，“就好像耳边萦绕着歌声，而这歌声只为你而唱？”

歌神拨动琴弦，开始演唱。米格凑得很近，仔细模仿他的指法。

荧幕上闪过一段又一段影片，米格不停地弹着，他的琴音与影片中的音乐交织在一起。

“永远不要低估音乐的力量。”歌神说。

下一个片段放的是另一位思慕歌神的美丽姑娘。“可是我爸爸，他永远不会同意的。”她温柔地说。

“我受够了征求别人的同意！”歌神呼喊道，“看到机会来临，一定不能错过。你必须抓住它！”

米格的心跳得更快了。他要像歌神一样，抓住属于他的机会。

“德拉库斯先生，请问您是怎么抓住机会的呢？”下一段影片里的记者问。

“我必须有信心实现梦想。”歌神回答，“没人会帮我去实现。只有靠我自己努力，紧紧抓住梦想，才能让梦想成真。”

“……让梦想成真。”米格也跟着喃喃自语。他摸了摸口袋，拿出那张才艺表演赛的宣传单。“不能再遮遮掩掩了，丹丹。我要抓住机会！”丹丹快乐地喘着气，摇着尾巴。“我要去玛利亚奇广场上演奏，死也要去。”
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“亡灵节开始了！”奶奶宣布道，打开了家里和院子的大门。蹒跚学步的孩子们把万寿菊花瓣撒得到处都是。

“不，不，不，不对，不对。”米格的妈妈对孩子们说，“我们要铺一条明显一点的路，用这些花瓣给祖辈们指引回家的路。可不能让他们走丢了。要让他们到家里来，享用灵坛上所有吃的、喝的，懂了吗？”

孩子们点了点头。妈妈帮着他们用万寿菊花瓣铺出了一条从前门到灵坛的路，而另一边，米格和丹丹匆匆忙忙地跑过屋顶，跳到了家门外的人行道上。米格紧握着自己做的吉他。只要再走几步，就不用躲躲藏藏的了！突然，贝托伯伯和米格的爸爸举着一张小桌子出现在拐角处。

米格的心怦怦直跳，为了避开他们，他急忙朝家里退去，却发现奶奶就在身后收拾一张毛毯。他和丹丹赶忙躲进角落。

“放到院子里去，孩子们。”她对爸爸和贝托伯伯说。

“放在厨房旁边？”爸爸问。

“对。嗯……就放在另一张桌子边上吧。”她回答。

米格和丹丹躲进放灵坛的房间，所幸没被人发现。可可正在里面休息。

“进去，躲进去！”米格催促丹丹。他刚把狗和吉他藏进灵坛下面，爸爸妈妈和奶奶就进来了。

“米格！”奶奶大叫。

“这儿没事！”米格转过身，说道：“妈妈，爸爸，我……”

“米格，”爸爸说，“你奶奶想了个很棒的点子！我们都觉得，你是时候来作坊帮忙了！”他拿出一条皮革围裙，披到米格肩上。

“什么！”米格大叫。

“别擦鞋了。来做
 鞋吧！每天放学以后来！”

奶奶捏了捏米格的脸颊。“噢，我们的小米格要继承家业了！而且是在亡灵节这天！祖辈们会为你骄傲的！”她指了指装点灵坛的鞋子，说：“你来做平底皮凉鞋，就像你维多利亚姨婆做的那种。”

“还有你胡利奥太爷爷做的那种男式皮鞋。”米格的爸爸说。

米格退后几步，离开灵坛。“要是我不擅长做鞋呢？”

“啊，米格！”爸爸说，“全家人都会教你的。你是里韦拉家族的一员。里韦拉家的人都是……”

“鞋匠。都是鞋匠。”米格念经似地说。

爸爸满怀自豪地说：“这才是我儿子！哈哈！贝托，把好酒拿出来，我要祝酒！”

大人们走出了房间，奶奶亲吻着米格的脸颊，他差点儿透不过气来。米格偷偷看了一眼灵坛，丹丹和他的吉他还藏在那儿呢。这时，他惊讶地看到丹丹竟然在偷吃灵坛上的祭品！

“不，丹丹！别吃了！”

米格急忙把狗拉离灵坛，与此同时，桌子剧烈地晃动起来，放着梅尔达老照片的相框前后摇摆。米格惊恐地看着相框从台子上掉下来，砸在地板上，发出了一声巨响。他连忙冲过去捡，但是相框已经碎了。他握着梅尔达和可可的合影，呜咽道：“不，不，不！”

米格端详着这张照片，发现照片的一部分竟然被折到后面，藏了起来。他把它展开，看到梅尔达身边站着一个男人，拿着一把骷髅头吉他，这准是他的曾曾爷爷。但是男人的脸已经被撕掉了。米格不敢相信天底下竟然有这么巧的事。这把吉他和歌神德拉库斯的那把简直一模一样。

米格倒吸一口冷气。“歌神的吉他？”

这时，可可被吵醒了。“爸爸？”她伸出一根弯曲的手指，指着米格手里的照片，问：“爸爸？”

米格睁大了眼睛，走到她身边。“太奶奶，您爸爸是歌神德拉库斯吗？”

“爸爸！爸爸！”她叫得更大声了。

米格冲到阁楼上的秘密基地，从灵坛上抓起歌神德拉库斯的专辑。他仔细比对专辑封面上的吉他和梅尔达照片里的吉他。一模一样！这是真的吗？

“哈，哈！”米格高喊。他跑到屋顶边，骄傲地举着照片和专辑封面。“爸爸！爸爸！”米格朝站在庭院里的爸爸喊道。他的父母抬起头看着米格。“是他！我知道我的曾曾爷爷是谁了！”

米格的妈妈狠狠地瞪了他一眼。“米格！快给我下来！”

“太奶奶的爸爸是歌神德拉库斯！”

“你在说什么？”米格的爸爸问。

米格一把扯下肩上鞋匠的围裙，摆出一个姿势。“我要成为一名音乐家！”
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米格带上他的吉他和所有他能拿得动的歌神德拉库斯的唱片，从屋顶飞奔下楼。院子里的家人把他团团围住。

奶奶的目光从吉他扫到唱片。“这都是些什么？”她问，“你对自己的家人还藏着秘密？”

“都怪他去了那座广场。”贝托伯伯说。

“才让他脑子里塞满了不切实际的幻想。”格洛丽亚姑妈补充道。

“这才不是幻想呢！”米格抗议道。他把梅尔达、可可和那个陌生男人的旧照片递给爸爸，然后指着那把吉他说：“那个男人是歌神德拉库斯！史上最伟大的音乐家！”

“我们对这个男人一无所知。但不管他是谁，都只是一个抛弃家庭的人，”米格的爸爸说，“我的儿子不能学他。”

“但是爸爸，是你告诉我要向祖辈们学习。是你说过我的家人会教导我！那么，歌神德拉库斯就是
 我的家人！我就该做音乐！”

“想都别想！这个男人的音乐是一个诅咒！我决不同意！”奶奶提高了嗓门。

“你必须听家人的话。别玩音乐了。”米格的爸爸接着说。

“先听我弹弹看……”“到此为止。”爸爸说。

米格觉得，只要他们听了自己弹奏的音乐就会改变心意。于是，他抱起吉他，准备演奏。但是奶奶一把从他手里夺过吉他，指着那张照片说：“你想像这个男人一样吗？像他一样被家族忘记？像他一样永远不能被摆上灵坛？”

“我才不在乎会不会被摆上那个蠢灵坛呢！”还没等米格反应过来，这些话就脱口而出，即使他想收回也来不及了。

全家人都倒吸一口凉气。奶奶沉下脸来。她把吉他举到了空中。

“不！”米格哭喊道。

“妈妈。”米格的爸爸话音刚落，奶奶就把吉他砸到了地上。

“看到了吗？不许弹吉他，不许唱歌。”她说。

全家人都沉默了，米格看着地上被摔得四分五裂的吉他，一动不动，就好像自己也被人砸成了碎片。

“噢，来吧。”奶奶对米格说，“全家人一起吃完饭，你就会觉得好一些了。”

“这个家我真的待不下去了！”米格大喊。他从爸爸手里夺过照片，独自一人冲出了院子。

米格奔跑在圣塞西莉亚的大街上。这时，丹丹正在翻腾一个翻倒的垃圾桶，听到米格的脚步声，丹丹急忙跟着他跑向玛利亚奇广场。广场的露台上有一位女士，米格跑到她跟前。

“我想在广场上演奏。就像歌神德拉库斯一样！我还能报名参加才艺表演赛吗？”

“你有乐器吗？”女士问。

“没有。但是……如果我能借到一把吉他……”米格结结巴巴地说。

“音乐家要带自己的乐器来。”她说完就转身要走，“去找把吉他来，孩子，然后我就给你报名登记。”

米格皱紧了眉头。他需要一把吉他。他环顾四周，在他周围有很多音乐家来来往往，他们正准备度过一个忙碌的亡灵之夜。他询问了每一个街头乐手，期待幸运女神的降临，但没人愿意帮他。

米格的心情跌到了谷底，这时，他发现自己正站在歌神德拉库斯的雕像前。“曾曾爷爷，”他柔声问道，“我该怎么办？”他的目光落在了雕像底部的一块纪念牌上，上面写着：莫失良机。米格望着自己手里的照片，用大拇指摸了摸那把骷髅头吉他。正在此时，头顶上空燃起了漫天烟火，照亮了眼前的雕像。

米格突然有了一个主意。
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圣塞西莉亚的墓地变成了蜡烛和鲜花的海洋。家家户户聚集在心爱之人的墓穴周围，摆放祭品，装饰坟墓。墓地中央有一座巨大的坟墓被装饰得格外华丽，那是歌神德拉库斯的墓。

米格来到歌神德拉库斯的墓穴，在墓边偷偷摸摸地走动。丹丹开始大叫。“不，不，丹丹，别叫！安静！嘘！”米格四下张望，看见一些坟头上摆着几篮给死者享用的食物和祭品。在附近的一处坟头上，他找到了一盘食物。米格扯下一个鸡腿，扔给丹丹。丹丹赶忙跳起来去接。

透过墓穴的窗户，米格看到了他要找的东西：歌神那把著名的吉他，就挂在墓穴上方的墙壁上。烟火依然在墓地上空绽放，映得吉他闪闪发光，好像在召唤着米格前进。他的心跳得飞快。他知道自己该做什么。趁着烟花燃放时发出巨响，米格用肩膀砰地撞碎一块玻璃，打开了窗户。他爬进坟墓，一步步朝着那把著名的骷髅头吉他走去。然后，他爬上那座石头墓穴，伸手去拿吉他。现在，他终于跟歌神德拉库斯弹过的这件乐器面对面了。

“德拉库斯先生？请别生气。我是米格，您的玄孙。”米格说着，抬头看了一眼吉他上方挂着的歌神画像。“我要借用一下这个。”米格把吉他从架子上拿下来。他没有察觉到，墓里的一些万寿菊花瓣开始发光了。“我们家的人觉得音乐是被诅咒的。他们不会懂的，但我知道您一定会告诉我要追随我心。把握机会！”

米格紧紧地抱着吉他，爬下墓穴。“如果您同意的话，我要去广场上演奏了，就像您当年那样。”

怀抱着歌神的吉他，米格感觉到前所未有的自信。他开始弹奏起来。每弹一下，周围的空气就跟着颤动一次。墓里所有的花瓣都开始闪闪发光。米格察觉到了发光的花瓣，他愣住了。这是怎么回事？

突然，一道手电筒射出的光束闪过坟墓的窗户。米格听见外面有人在呼喊着警告里面的人。

“吉他！吉他不见了！有人偷了歌神德拉库斯的吉他！”一个人喊道，“看！窗玻璃碎了！”

外面传来了钥匙开锁的声音，坟墓的大门被打开了，米格愣在原地。一名公墓管理员举着手电筒走了进来。

米格扔下吉他。“对……对不起！”他结结巴巴地说，“事情不是你看到的那样！歌神是我的……”

管理员像是没听见似的。米格看着他慢慢走近，然后直接穿过自己的身体，好像自己根本就不存在！米格惊讶地站在原地，心想：这个人是怎么穿过我身体的？就好像我是鬼一样。

管理员捡起歌神的吉他。“这里没人！”他朝其他人大喊。

米格既害怕又疑惑。他检查了自己的双手，又摸了摸自己的脸。都在这儿呢。那为什么那个人看不到他呢？
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米格惊慌失措地在墓地里乱跑。他在人群中穿行，却发现越来越多的人直接穿过自己的身体，就好像自己是空气一样。最后，他听到了妈妈的叫喊声。

“米格！”妈妈大喊。米格循着声音找了过去。

“妈妈！”米格一边呼喊一边跑向她，但是妈妈也像其他人一样，径直穿过了他的身体。

没人能看到他，没人能听到他。突然，米格绊了一跤，摔进了一个敞开的墓穴里。

“上帝啊！”一个女人尖叫道，“你没事吧，孩子？”她向墓穴里伸出了手。“来，我来帮你。”

米格拉住她的手。总算有人能看到他了！她把他拉出了墓穴。

“谢谢，我……”米格说着，猛地停住了。他看着自己的救星。她竟然是一具骷髅！米格发出一声尖叫，骷髅女人也尖叫起来！米格踉踉跄跄地向后狂奔，他要离这个女人越远越好。突然，他撞到了另一具骷髅，骷髅的头掉了下来，扑通一声落到他手里。米格又是一声尖叫。

“能帮我一下吗？”没了头的骷髅说。

米格把手中骷髅头的脸转向自己。

“啊！”没了身体的骷髅头尖叫道。

“啊！”米格也叫了起来，一下子把骷髅头扔了出去。随后，他环顾四周，发现整座墓地里都是骷髅。而且他们还能看到他！米格瞪大了眼睛，骷髅们也都盯着他看。

米格飞奔到一个墓穴后面，蹲下身子。

他远远地看着骷髅们跳着舞，吃着家人为他们留在墓碑前的食物。米格简直不敢相信自己的眼睛！他怎么能看到会走路、会说话的骷髅呢！

一位骷髅奶奶望着她活蹦乱跳的小孙女。“她现在已经长这么大啦！”她骄傲地说。和其他活着的人一样，这个孙女一家正在那儿忙着祭拜祖辈。

“这是梦。我只是在做梦。”米格喃喃自语。突然，丹丹出现了。这只笨狗在米格的脸上猛舔一口，把他吓了一跳。

“丹丹？你能看到我？等……等等，怎么回事？”米格连话都说不清了。丹丹叫了一声，猛地冲进人群。“丹丹！”米格急忙追了上去。只听“砰”的一声，他一头撞倒了一具长胡子的骷髅。骷髅的骨头碎了一地。

“对不起，对不起。”米格边道歉边手忙脚乱地捡起掉落的骨头。

“米格？”骷髅发话道。“米格？”另一具骷髅也开口道。

米格抬起头。他认识这些骷髅吗？

“你在这儿！在这儿
 ！”那具长胡子的骷髅惊呼道，他的骨头神奇地自行组装了回去。“你还能看到我们！”

米格站了起来，努力想要辨认他们的骷髅脸。

这时，一个骷髅女人冲了进来，把长胡子骷髅刚装好的骨头又撞得满地都是。她一把抱住米格。“我们的小米格！”说完，又紧紧地将他抱了个满怀。

“我认识你们吗？”米格艰难地开口问道。他确定自己从没见过这些人。

“我们是一家人，我的孩子！”她回答。

米格的脑海里闪过罗西塔太姑姑在灵坛上的照片。“罗西塔太姑姑？”他不确定地问道，又仔细地看了看长胡子的骷髅，他的头还没摆正位置，维多利亚上前帮忙摆好。“胡利奥太爷爷？维多利亚姨婆？”

“他看起来不像死人。”维多利亚捏了捏米格的脸颊说道。她分辨得出米格的身体还不是像他们一样的骷髅。

“但也不像是活人。”罗西塔补充道。

米格的祖辈们疑惑地看了看四周。

“我们得去找梅尔达。”胡利奥说，“她知道该怎么办。”

这时，又迎面跑来了两具骷髅。米格认出他们是奥斯卡舅爷爷和费利佩舅爷爷。

“噢！”费利佩喊道。

“梅尔达出事了……”奥斯卡说。这对双胞胎继续解释道：

“她过不来了……”“她被困在……”

“……被困在另一边了。”

维多利亚眯起眼睛看着米格。“我觉得这事和你有关。”

“要是梅尔达没法过来……”罗西塔说。

“那我们
 就去找她
 ！”胡利奥喊道，“我们走吧！”
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米格跟着他已故的祖辈们在墓地里穿梭，拐过一个弯后，一座发光的桥出现在他们眼前。

“哇哦！”米格放慢脚步，一边赞叹，一边观赏这座闪烁的建筑。这座桥是由无数闪闪发光的万寿菊组成的。桥的另一头消失在一团迷雾里。

“快来，米格！没事的。”胡利奥说着便和一大群骷髅一起从容地走过了桥。米格每走一步，脚下的万寿菊花瓣就会散发金光。他弯下腰，用手舀起花瓣。突然，丹丹从他身旁飞奔过去。

“丹丹！丹丹！”米格在后面大喊，“丹丹，等等！”终于，他在桥顶追上了他的狗。丹丹在花瓣里打着滚，还对着米格的脸打了个响亮的喷嚏。“你得跟着我，伙计。我们不知道要去哪儿……”突然，米格停下脚步，眼前这个灯火辉煌的亡灵世界让他目瞪口呆。夜空中闪烁着金色、紫色和黄色的光芒。无数灯火通明的房屋和大厦被错综复杂的拱桥连为一体。这就是亡灵之地，但看起来就像真实的世界一样！

“这不是做梦。”米格对赶来的家人们说道，“你们真的住在那儿。”

“你之前都不相信吗？”维多利亚的声音听起来有点受伤。

“哎，我不知道嘛。我还以为这是那些大人用来骗小孩编出来的东西……就像他们说的维生素一样。”

“米格，维生素这东西可是真的。”维多利亚回答。

“好吧，现在我有点相信了……”米格说着继续跟随家人往前走。许多骷髅正往他们的反方向走着，经过米格时，他们都向他投去异样的目光。

“他看起来真搞笑，妈妈。”一个骷髅小女孩指着米格说。

“女儿，这样盯着别人看很不礼……”小女孩的妈妈说着，瞥了一眼米格，瞬间吓得说不出话来。“啊！圣母玛利亚啊！”这个女人瞪大了双眼，一边往反方向走，一边转过头来盯着米格看。米格戴起外套上的帽子，免得让人发现他还是个活着的、会呼吸的男孩。

不一会儿，他们走到了桥那头一座巨大的建筑前。米格注意到一些五颜六色的奇特生物正在里面爬行、飞翔和筑巢。他指着那些生物问道：“这些是亡灵兽吗？”它们看起来就跟圣塞西莉亚的那些木质雕像一模一样。“可这些是……”

“是真的
 亡灵兽，”奥斯卡说，“神奇的生物。”“他们指引灵魂来到亡灵之地。”罗西塔说。

“小心脚下。”费利佩补充道，“它们到处拉屎。”

米格放慢步子，时刻留意脚下的排泄物以避免踩到。

他们走进了车站，头顶上响起广播员的问候。“欢迎回到亡灵之地。请准备好随身祭品再返程。祝您旅途愉快。”

米格扫视了一遍车站。在一块写着“返程”的指示牌下，一组组亡灵家庭和一对对亡灵夫妇排起了长龙，米格的目光不由得被他们吸引。

“欢迎回来！有什么要申报的吗？”到达处的一位官员问一具骷髅。

“我家里人给的一些油条。”骷髅旅客回答。

“真棒！”官员转向下一位旅客。“下一位！申报什么？”

这时，头顶上又响起一则通告。“如果您在旅途中遇到任何麻烦，家庭团聚办理处的工作人员会给予您帮助。”

米格跟着家人来到到达处排队。

排队时，米格看到骷髅们正穿过另一扇写着“出发”的大门里离开亡灵之地。

“下一家！”出发处的一名官员喊道。只见一对年迈的夫妇走到一台装有摄像头的检测器前。检测器扫描了他们的脸，随即屏幕上就出现了一幅图像，显示他们的照片被摆放在生灵之地的一个灵坛上。“噢，你们的照片就在你们儿子的灵坛上。旅途愉快！”

“谢谢。”老夫妇说完就走过桥，和其余的家人团聚在一起。

“记得在日出之前回来。”头顶上的通告又响了起来。“旅途愉快！”

“下一家！”这名官员大喊。只见一具骷髅微笑着走向检测器，咧开的嘴里全是钢丝牙箍。“你的照片在你牙医的灵坛上。旅途愉快！”

“雪雪！”微笑的骷髅说。

“下一位！”官员喊道。一个身着彩色连衣裙的女人走上前，她的头上插满了花，眼睛上方长着乌黑的一字眉。

“对，是我。弗里达 · 卡罗。”这位女艺术家优雅地指了指自己，说道，“著名的墨西哥偶像，深受人们爱戴。我就不用扫了吧？太多人的灵坛上放着我的照片了，小心你这一闪一闪的小东西会受不了的……”

机器扫描了她的脸，但显示出一个巨大的叉号，警报声随即响起。“啊，什么嘛，”官员说，“看来没人放了你的照片啊，弗里达。”

这时，艺术家一把撕下了她的一字眉，扯掉身上的连衣裙。大家这才看清，眼前并不是那位著名的女艺术家，而是一个年轻男人。

“好吧，刚才我说我是……弗里达？那是瞎说的。”这个年轻男人说道，“我道歉。”

“没照片，没桥过。”官员警告道。

“你猜怎么着，我要冲过去。快到你看不见。”男人说罢便向着花瓣桥冲去。

一名保安堵住大门，但是那个男人的身体瞬间一分为二，一半向上，一半向下，一同跨过了大门。他一个箭步冲到桥边，一只脚刚踏上桥就慢慢地陷进了花瓣里。就像那名官员刚刚说的那样，灵坛上没有照片就没法过桥。

“就差那么一点儿……只要再往前一点儿……”他一边咕哝着一边在层层花瓣里挣扎。

几名保安慢慢地走到桥边，把男人拉回了亡灵之地。

“起来，没事啦。”一名官员说。

“算了。算了，谁在乎啊！这该死的花瓣桥！”

保安们将他拖离了现场。罗西塔一抬头，刚好看到他的背影。

“噢，真可怜。要是没人摆我的照片，我都不知道该怎么办。”她边说边摇头。

“下一家！”到达处的一名官员朝米格一家喊道。

“噢！快过来，孩子，到我们了。”罗西塔拉着米格往前走。一家人围到了大门口。一名官员侧着身子从窗户里探出头。

“欢迎回来，朋友们！有什么要申报的吗？”“其实，有的。”胡利奥说。他们把米格推到最前面。

米格脱下帽子，好让大家看到他是一个活的男孩。“嗨！”他说。

官员抬头一看，惊得张大了嘴，下巴都掉到了地上。
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一名保安护送米格和他的家人来到万寿菊中央车站。丹丹兴奋地在米格身边小跑着。一家人走过长长的步道，进入一扇大门，门上醒目地写着：家庭团聚办理处。

门内，几百名工作人员正坐在小隔间的电脑前，帮助游客们解决节日里遇到的各种麻烦。

“拜托！快让我们出去，朋友。我们今晚得去十二个灵坛呢。”一位游客抱怨道。

在房间远处的一个角落里，一个女人正在大声嚷嚷。“我家里人一直！一直
 ！都把我的照片摆在灵坛上！那个该死的盒子只会撒谎！”转眼间，只见她飞快地脱下鞋，砸向工作人员的电脑。

“梅尔达？”胡利奥喊道。那个女人转过身来拿鞋对准了他。他尖叫着往后躲。

“噢，我的亲人！”她的语气缓和下来。“快跟这个女的和她那该死的盒子说，我的照片就在灵坛上。”

“呃，我们还没走到灵坛呢……”胡利奥刚想解释就被梅尔达打断了。

“什么！”

“我们碰到了……呃……”

梅尔达的目光落在了米格身上。他也看着她。

“米格！”她惊呼道。“梅尔达曾曾奶奶。”米格说。

“怎么回事？”她问。

这时门开了，一名工作人员把头探了进来。“是里韦拉一家吗？”

里韦拉一家人站在办公室里，等着工作人员解释事情的来龙去脉。只见他飞快地翻阅着一大堆叠成手风琴状的打印资料。

“嗯，你被诅咒了。”他对米格说。一家人吓得倒吸一口冷气。

“什么！”米格惊叫道。

“亡灵节是给死者送
 东西的日子，而你却偷
 了死者的东西。”

“但我不是在偷那把吉他！”米格抗议道，同时向家人投去求救的目光。

“吉他？”梅尔达疑惑地问道。

“那是我曾曾爷爷的。他本来就希望我拿……”

“啊！啊！啊！”梅尔达打断了米格的话。“别提那个……音乐家！他在我们家就是个死人
 ！”

“啊，可是你们都是死人啊。”米格说。

丹丹把爪子搁在工作人员的办公桌边保持平衡，然后拼命想去够着桌上的那碗甜点。

“阿嚏！”工作人员打了一个喷嚏。“抱歉，这是谁的亡灵兽？”他问。

米格走上前，想把他的狗从桌边拉走。“这是丹丹。”他回答。

“他长得一点也不像亡灵兽。”罗西塔指着另一边窗外那些正在飞翔的神奇的生物说道。

“他看上去就是只普通的老狗。”奥斯卡说。

“或者说像是别人掉在理发店里的香肠。”费利佩开玩笑地说。

“不管他是什么，我都……阿嚏！对狗严重过敏。”工作人员说道。

“可是丹丹没有毛啊。”米格说。

“我也没有鼻子啊，但是现在……”工作人员说着又打了一个喷嚏。

“可是这些都无法解释我为什么过不了桥。”梅尔达说。

这时，米格回想起了发生在灵坛里的事。他怯生生地从口袋里掏出那张黑白照片。“噢！”他叫了一声，展开了梅尔达、可可和那个陌生男人的合影。

“是你把我的照片从灵坛上拿走了？”梅尔达尖叫道。

“这是个意外！”米格说。

梅尔达急切地转向工作人员。“我们怎么把他送回去？”

“嗯，既然这是一件家务事……”工作人员飞快地翻阅着一本参考书，说道，“解开家族诅咒的方法就是获得家人的祝福。”

“就这样？”米格问。

“得到家人的祝福，一切就能回归正常。但一定要赶在日出之前。”工作人员提醒道。

“日出的时候会怎么样？”米格问。

“哇！”胡利奥突然惊叫道，“你的手！”

米格低头一看，其中一根手指的指尖已经开始变成骨架。他瞬间脸色苍白，向后晕倒过去，但是胡利奥抓住了他，把他拍醒。

“哇哦，米格。”胡利奥说，“你现在可不能晕倒啊！”他们已经没有时间浪费了。日出时分米格就会完全变成一具骷髅。

工作人员跨了过去。“不过别担心！你的家人就在这儿，你现在就能得到他们的祝福。”他在罗西塔身边跪下，用手绕着她的裙角摸索了一圈。

“万寿菊……万寿菊。”他一边嘀咕一边找花，“哈！抱歉了，女士。”只见他从罗西塔的裙子上扯下一片花瓣，交给梅尔达。“好了。”他接着说，“现在你要看着这个大活人，念出他的名字。”

梅尔达面向米格。“米格。”她说，“别动！我现在说‘我祝福你’。”

“我祝福你。”梅尔达重复道。

万寿菊的花瓣在她的指尖发出光芒。

米格瞬间放下心来。他能回家啦，他要去参加才艺表演赛啦。可是梅尔达并没有说完。

“我祝福你回到家去……”她继续说。那团光芒不断上升。“把我的照片放回到灵坛上……”米格点点头。她每说一句，花瓣的光芒就升高一点。“而且再也不玩音乐！”说完，花瓣最后上升了一次。

“什么？她不能这么说！”米格抗议道。

“嗯，严格来说，她想加什么条件都行。”工作人员说。

米格眯起眼睛盯着她。梅尔达也回瞪他，显然是下定了决心。

“算了。”米格说。

“然后你把花瓣交给米格。”工作人员说。

梅尔达把花瓣递给米格，他攥紧了花瓣。呼！无数花瓣卷起一阵旋风把米格团团围住，一眨眼，他就消失了。

他飞快地从亡灵之地消失了，在一阵花瓣旋风里回到了歌神德拉库斯的墓穴。花瓣一落下，米格就跑到窗边往外看。“没有骷髅了！”他笑着喊道。他回头看到歌神的吉他，再次把它从架子上拿了下来。“玛利亚奇广场，我来了！”他刚朝门口迈出两步，只听到“呼”的一声！

又是一阵花瓣旋风，米格再次回到了亡灵之地的办公室里。他的家人转过头，无比震惊地看着他。这才过了多久，他就又回来了。米格发现自己仍然摆着手握吉他的姿势，尽管歌神德拉库斯的吉他被留在了生灵之地。很明显，梅尔达的强制条件起作用了：他不能玩音乐。

“才一两秒工夫，你就不听话了！”梅尔达责备道。

“这不公平——这是我的人生！而你的人生已经过完了！”米格说着，又拿起一片花瓣。“太爷爷，我需要你的祝福。”胡利奥瞥了梅尔达一眼，看到她阴沉的脸，他害怕地摇摇头，拉低了帽子。米格又望向其他亲人。“罗西塔太姑姑？奥斯卡舅爷爷？费利佩舅爷爷？维多利亚姨婆？”他们都摇了摇头。没有人敢违背梅尔达的意思。

“别搞得这么麻烦，孩子。你要么按我的意思回家去，要么就别回去了。”梅尔达说。

“你就那么恨音乐吗？”米格问。“我不会让你重蹈他的覆辙。”她回答道。米格拿出照片，盯着照片上被撕掉了脸的男人，他的曾曾爷爷。

“重蹈他的覆辙。”米格看着照片中的男人喃喃自语道，“可他是家人啊……”

“你就听你曾曾奶奶的话吧。”维多利亚恳求道。

“她是为了你好。”奥斯卡说。“你讲点道理吧。”罗西塔补充道。

米格缓缓地向门口走去。“不好意思，我要去一下洗手间。马上回来！”说完就出了门。

他的家人满脸疑惑地看着米格离开。工作人员则扫视了他们一遍。

“呃，要不要告诉他我们这儿没有洗手间？”他问道。
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米格飞奔下楼，丹丹紧随其后。他们一路跑到底层，悄悄地缩在楼梯下面。米格往上一看，他的家人们正在楼上四处找他。奥斯卡正在对一名女巡警说着什么。过了几秒，女巡警拿起了她的对讲机。

米格仔细观察底层的构造，快速发现了一扇旋转门出口。“快走。”米格对丹丹说。他拉起帽子遮住头，丹丹则悄悄地跟在他身后往出口走去。“如果我要成为一名音乐家，那就需要得到音乐家的祝福。我们得找到我的曾曾爷爷。”眼看就要走到出口了，突然，一名巡警挡在了他面前。

“等等，小伙子。”

米格急忙转身，但动作太快，帽子不小心掉了下来，露出他活人的脸庞。

“啊！”巡警尖叫道。米格想要越过他，但怎么也过不去。

这时，对讲机里响起女巡警的声音：“嘿，有一家人正在找一个活着的男孩。”巡警和米格交换了一个眼神。

“我抓到他了。”巡警朝对讲机应道。

突然，有一大家子人抱着成堆的祭品，叽叽喳喳地闲聊着，从米格和巡警中间穿过。

“呃——哇哦，抱歉，借过，朋友们！”巡警一边躲闪，以免撞到这家人，一边结结巴巴地说道。

米格赶紧趁乱逃跑。他和丹丹冲进一条走廊，可丹丹却往回跑向旁边的一个房间张望。

“丹丹！”米格大喊。他跟着丹丹跑进了这间写着“改正部”的房间。正当米格想要抓住自己的狗时，他无意中听到了两个男人讲话的声音。

“……扰乱治安、抗拒抓捕、伪造眉毛……”一位官员说道。

“这也犯法？”另一个声音难以置信地问。

“严重
 违法。你必须改邪归正了，我的朋友。”这位改正部的官员说。

“朋友？”年轻人柔声重复道，“听你这样说，我真的特别开心。因为我刚刚过了一个非常不顺的亡灵节，所以现在特别需要一个朋友。”

“呃。”官员说。

“朋友，就是要互相帮助嘛。听着，要是你今晚帮我过了那座桥，我一定会好好报答你。”年轻人说。这时，他看到官员的办公室里挂着一张歌神德拉库斯的海报。“噢，你喜欢歌神？他和我是好哥们！我能帮你弄到他‘光芒万丈’演唱会的前排座位。”

一听到歌神德拉库斯的名字，米格立刻竖起了耳朵。

“我还能——还能带你去后台。你能见到他！”年轻人说，“只要你帮我过桥就行！”

官员摇了摇头，拒绝了这些诱惑。“我就该把你关在这儿，关上一整个亡灵节。”他威胁道，“但是我要下班了，该去见我在世的亲人们了，所以我就给你个警告，你可以走了。”

“那至少把衣服还给我吧？”年轻人指着他扮成弗里达 · 卡罗的那套装束问道。

“噢，不行。”

年轻人穿着破破烂烂的衣服气鼓鼓地走出办公室。“还说是朋友呢。”他讥讽道。

米格跟着他来到走廊上。

“喂！喂！你真的认识歌神德拉库斯？”

“谁要认识什么……”他转身看清了米格的样貌，震惊地停下脚步。“啊，哎！你是活的！”

“嘘！”米格说着，猛地把年轻人拉进了一个电话亭，免得让人看到。“对，我是活人。如果我想回到生灵之地，就要得到歌神德拉库斯的祝福。”

“这可真够具体的。”

“他是我的曾曾爷爷。”

“他是你的曾——什，什么？”年轻人惊得下巴掉了下来。米格在下巴落地前接住了它，又把它装了回去。“等等！”这具骷髅说，“你要回生灵之地？”

米格迟疑地向后退了几步。“我说，这可能不是一个好……”

年轻人立即打了几个响指。“不，小孩儿，我能帮你！你也能帮我。我们能互相帮助！不过主要是，你能帮我
 ！”

突然，米格看到他的家人从楼梯上走下来。梅尔达一看到米格就径直冲向他。“米格！”她吼道。

他绝对不能被他们抓住，不然他们肯定会加上一百遍不要玩音乐的条件，然后把他送回生灵之地。

对面的骷髅还没有看到正在逼近的米格的家人，他伸出手说：“我叫埃克托。”

“好名字。”话音刚落，米格一把抓住埃克托的手腕，拖着他冲向出口。米格和丹丹跑出门外，飞奔下楼。可是等跑到楼下，他才意识到自己抓住的只有埃克托的一条胳膊，这具骷髅身体的其余部分却不见踪影。

“等等我，小孩儿！”埃克托大喊，想让米格跑慢点。

米格环视四周。他的家人们被困在了一扇旋转门里。几分钟后，他们跑了出来，把附近找了个遍，但米格已经不见了。

“啊！”梅尔达哭喊道，“他会被自己害死的。我们需要小南瓜。”

她把两根手指放到嘴边，吹了声口哨。一团黑影“嗖”的一声出现在他们头顶上空，然后一只长着翅膀的巨型美洲豹降落在一家人面前。

她的翅膀发出绿色和蓝色的光，双眼在黑夜里格外明亮。

“他握过的那片花瓣在谁手里？”梅尔达问。

胡利奥把花瓣拿给小南瓜。“乖亡灵兽。”小南瓜仔细闻了闻，几分钟后，重新飞上了天空。
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在一条黑漆漆的小巷子里，米格静静地坐在一个木制的大货箱上。埃克托手捧一罐黑色鞋油，在他身边转来转去，蘸满鞋油的大拇指在男孩的脸上不停地涂抹着。

“喂，喂，别动，别动。抬头。抬头。抬头
 ！嗒嗒！”埃克托把米格的脸画成了一张骷髅脸。“这下真成了死人了。”埃克托和米格彼此交换了一个满意的笑脸。“听着，米格。在这个地方，回忆很重要。如果你被人记得，人们把你的照片摆上灵坛，那么亡灵节这天你就能走过那座桥，去看望活着的人。除非你像我一样。”

“你不能过桥？”米格问。

“没人摆过我的照片。但你能帮我！”说着，他展开一张旧照片给米格看。照片上是一个活着的年轻时的埃克托。“这是你？”

“很帅吧？”

“所以你带我去找曾曾爷爷，我回家后摆上你的照片？”

“真聪明！没错！多好的点子！”埃克托说，“不过有个小问题，歌神德拉库斯比较难接近，而我需要快点过桥。今晚就要
 。所以，你还有别的家人在这儿吗？你懂的，一个比较……嗯，好接近的人？”

“嗯……没了。”

“别骗我，小孩儿。你肯定还有别的
 家人。”

“只有
 歌神。听着，要是你帮不了我，我就自己去找他。”米格说完便吹起口哨叫来他的狗。“走吧，丹丹。”他大步走出小巷，丹丹忠诚地跟在后头。

“啊，好了，好了，孩子。行——行！我带你去找曾曾爷爷！”

埃克托带着米格走出巷子，来到一条人流如织的大街上。“没那么容易的，知道吗？他可是个大忙人。”埃克托说。

米格停下脚步，他看到一块巨大的广告牌上正在宣传歌神德拉库斯的演唱会。喇叭里传来歌神最火的那首歌《请记住我》。

“歌神德拉库斯的‘光芒万丈’演唱会！”米格大叫。

“呃！你曾曾爷爷每年都要开这场愚蠢的演唱会来宣告亡灵节结束。”

“你能带我们进去看！”“啊……”

“喂，你说你有前排座位票的！”米格说。

“那……那是骗人的。我道歉。”米格狠狠地瞪了埃克托一眼。

“别生气，小孩儿。来吧，我带你去见他。”

“怎么见？”

“我正好知道他在哪儿排练。”
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埃克托和米格来到一座巨大的仓库前。埃克托卸下一条胳膊，用裤子背带系着胳膊把它滑到三楼的一扇窗户前。胳膊上的手敲打着窗户。屋内的一个女裁缝放下手中的衣服，来到窗前。那只手朝她挥了挥。女裁缝转了转眼珠，准备让他们进来。

“你最好是带了我的裙子，埃克托！”她向楼下喊道。

“嗨，塞西！”埃克托笑容满面地向她打招呼。女裁缝放下一把消防梯好让他们爬上来，埃克托则装回了自己的胳膊。

“嗨。”米格话音刚落便一跤摔进了窗户。“塞西，我把裙子弄丢了——”埃克托开口道。

塞西大吼着对他讲关于那条弗里达的裙子的事。就在此时，丹丹从他们身边跑开了。

“丹丹。”米格叫道，跟着他跑到了一个大舞台上，演员们正在上面排练。“我们不该来这儿……”他的狗不停地四处嗅着。突然，一只导灵猴跳到了丹丹的背上。他骑着可怜的丹丹，好像是在参加牛仔竞技表演。

“别，别，丹丹！过来！”米格边说边追着他的狗。

突然，这只猴子跳到了一个人的肩膀上。是弗里达 · 卡罗。这次是她本人，不是别人假扮的。她就站在舞台前面。米格刚拉住丹丹，她就看见了他们。

“你们！你们是怎么进来的？”她挑起一字眉问道。

“我就是跟着我的……”米格想开口解释，但弗里达看到丹丹，瞪大了双眼。

“噢！是强壮的无毛犬！迷路亡灵的引路者！”弗里达注视着丹丹赞叹道，“我看看你带来了谁的灵魂？”她凑近米格。

“我觉得他不是导灵犬。”米格回答道。“啊，啊，啊。”弗里达警告道，“这里的亡灵兽能变成各种样子。他们既神秘又强大。”

突然，弗里达的猴子身上彩色的花纹变成了漩涡。他张开嘴喷出蓝色的火焰。真厉害，米格心想。也许丹丹也有特别之处呢。他们看向丹丹，可他正忙着咬自己的腿。

弗里达漠然地转过头，看着米格。“也许它就只是条狗吧。来！我想让你看看！”

弗里达带着米格来到舞台前观看排练。

“现在假设你是观众。”她对米格说，“开场是全暗的。然后在黑暗里出现了……一棵大木瓜树！”舞台上的灯光快速聚焦在木瓜树道具上。“舞者们会从木瓜里出来，她们都跟我长得一样。”长着一字眉的舞者们穿着紧身舞衣，围着木瓜树爬行。“她们会跑到妈妈那儿去喝奶，她们的妈妈是棵仙人掌，但也和我长得一样。并且她产的奶不是奶，而是眼泪。”弗里达停下来，看了一眼米格，问道，“是不是太平淡了？”

“我觉得平淡得刚刚好。”米格说，“还可以来点音乐，比方说咚
 ——咚
 ——咚
 ——咚
 。”

此时，一些音乐家们开始拨奏乐器，发出刺耳的声音，弗里达厉声喊他们停下。

“噢！”米格兴奋地说，“紧接着可以是滴嗒
 ——哩嗒
 ——滴嗒
 ——哩嗒
 ——滴嗒
 ——哩嗒
 ——滴嗒
 ——哩嗒
 ——哇哦！”乐者们按照米格的描述拉着小提琴。

“四周都点上火怎么样？”弗里达激动地问。“对！都点上火！”

演员们倒吸一口冷气，担心地交换着眼神。

“我真是太受启发了！”弗里达靠近米格，“你！你有当艺术家的潜质！”弗里达的话给了米格很大的鼓舞，他站得更直了。他多希望自己的家人也能像弗里达一样认可他。他是个
 艺术家，不是个鞋匠。弗里达把注意力放回到排练上。“现在，舞者下台，音乐减弱，灯光移开。歌神德拉库斯升上舞台！”只见一个人影从舞台的活板门里缓缓升起。米格不由得伸长了脖子。

“歌神！”他尖叫道。一束灯光打到人影上，但这竟然只是个假人。“嗯？”

弗里达继续指挥着舞台上的演员。“他唱上几首歌，然后太阳就升起来了，观众欢呼——”

米格百思不得其解。“不好意思，”他说，“真的歌神德拉库斯在哪儿呢？”

“歌神是不
 参加排练的。”弗里达说，“他正忙着举办他的豪华塔顶派对呢。”她指向窗外，透过一扇大窗户，米格看到远处有一座陡峭的山峰，位于山顶的那座巨大的高塔灯火通明。

这时，埃克托绕过拐角走了过来。“小孩儿！别这样丢下我跑掉！来吧，别打扰这些大人物了。”

埃克托想把他拉走，但被米格推开了。

“是你说我的曾曾爷爷在这儿的！可他现在却在镇子另一头举办什么盛大派对。”

“这个无赖！怎么会有人不来参加自己的排练呢？”

“要是你们的关系真的那么好，他怎么会没有邀请你？”米格问。

埃克托转向那些音乐家。“嘿，古斯塔沃！你知道这个派对吗？”

“可火了，谁都知道。但是如果你不在宾客名单上的话，就永远都别想进去，辣香肠……”话音刚落，音乐家们都咯咯直笑。

“哈，哈！真好笑，各位。真够好笑的。”埃克托回击道。但音乐家们继续起哄。

“辣香肠？”米格问。

“噢，这家伙可有名了！”古斯塔沃对米格说，“快，继续——问问他是怎么死的！”

米格好奇地看着埃克托。

“我不想谈这事。”埃克托说。

“他是吃辣香肠噎死的！”古斯塔沃一说完，音乐家们就爆发出一阵刺耳的大笑。米格也忍不住笑出声来。

“不是噎死，好吗——是被下毒了！”埃克托气愤地打断道，“这完全是两码事！”音乐家们笑得更大声了。埃克托转向米格说，“这就是我讨厌音乐家的理由：他们是一群自以为是的混蛋！”

“嘿，我也是音乐家。”米格反驳。“是吗？”埃克托问。

“嗯，”古斯塔沃说，“要是你真的那么想见歌神，德拉库斯广场上有
 场音乐比赛。赢的人就能去他的派对上演出。”

“音乐比赛？”米格问。他赶忙检查了一下双手，看看还有哪里变成了骨架。他发现自己的另一根手指也已经变成白骨。时间真的不多了。

“不，不，不，小孩儿。要是你真想去，那你就是疯——”埃克托开口道。

“我必须得到曾曾爷爷的祝福。”米格打断了他的话，抬头看着埃克托说，“你知道上哪儿能弄到一把吉他吗？”

埃克托叹了一口气。“我认识的一个人有。”

亡灵之地上空，一团黑影划过天际，降落在一条小巷子的一个黑暗角落里。它闻了闻埃克托给米格抹脸的那罐鞋油。这只导灵兽发出了一声低吼。

“你找到他了，小南瓜？你找到我们的孩子了？”梅尔达带着家人跟在这只大猫身后问道。小南瓜在地上吹了口气，神奇的事情发生了，地上出现了一个发光的脚印。光芒持续了一会儿。

“有脚印！”罗西塔告诉其他人。一家人都凑上前去仔细察看。

“是里韦拉家的靴子留下的脚印！”胡利奥大喊。“七码……”奥斯卡说。

“……七码半！”费利佩接话道。

“旋前脚。”维多利亚内行地补充道。

“米格。”梅尔达温柔地说。

小南瓜身体前倾，又吹了口气，地上出现了一连串发光的脚印，一直通往街上。
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米格跟着埃克托沿着陡峭的台阶向下走。“真见鬼，你怎么会想做音乐家呢？”埃克托问。

米格听了有些不快。“我的曾曾爷爷就是一位音乐家。”

“像只猴子一样为陌生人表演了一辈子。呃，还是算了吧。”埃克托说。

“你
 懂什么！”米格大吼着问道，“还有多远才能看到吉他？”

“快到了。”埃克托从台阶上跳到地上，他的骨头落了一地，随即又自行重新拼在了一起。“跟上，小孩儿，快走！”

他们面前的这部台阶通向小镇上一个尘土飞扬的地方。这个地方像是被点亮亡灵之地的万千灯火遗忘了。米格观察着路上的行人。他们都像埃克托一样满身灰尘、了无生趣，不像里韦拉家的先辈们那样戴着好看的饰品，穿着鲜亮的衣服。一群脏兮兮的骷髅围在一个正在燃烧的垃圾桶旁边，粗声谈笑着。他们看见了埃克托。

“埃克托表弟！”那群人大喊。

“嘿！伙计们！”埃克托扬起笑脸。他朝其中一个人点了点头，那个人正在用小提琴弹奏一首欢快的乐曲，而他的小提琴是用咖啡罐、麻绳和其他一些废料做成的。“嗨，舅舅！”埃克托和那个拉小提琴的男人打招呼。

“这些都是你的家人？”米格问。

“呃，算是吧。我们都是灵坛上没有照片的人，是无家可归的人，差不多已经被人遗忘了，你懂吗？”埃克托的语气里带着一丝伤感，“所以我们都叫对方表弟，或是舅舅，或者别的什么。”

另一边，有三位老太太正围着一个木制货箱打牌。埃克托和米格朝她们走了过去。

“埃克托！”其中一位老太太叫他。

“谢洛姨妈！嗨，嗨！”埃克托向她问好，“猪皮哥在吗？”

“在小屋子里。我不确定他现在想不想见人。”谢洛姨妈说。

“谁不想见埃克托表弟呀？”埃克托开玩笑地说道，走进了一个帐篷里。他拉起帘子让米格和丹丹进来。帐篷里十分狭窄，又黑又静，许多旧盘子堆在一起，抽屉里塞满了怀表，杂志和唱片堆得像小山一样高。米格踉踉跄跄地走着，险些撞倒一堆东西。

埃克托看到一张堆满旧饰品的吊床，上面还有一顶落满灰尘的帽子。他把帽子拿起来，看到了帽子下面他的朋友猪皮哥那张愤怒的脸。

“晚上好，猪皮哥！”

“我不想看到你这张愚蠢的脸，埃克托！”“哎呀，今天是亡灵节！我带了点祭品给你！”

“快出去……”

“我会走的，猪皮，但是……我和我的朋友米格，我们想借用一下你的吉他。”

“我的吉他？”猪皮哥在吊床上挪了挪身子。“我保证用完就还你。”埃克托说。

猪皮哥非常恼怒地坐了起来。

“就像你上次说会还我的货车？”

“呃。”埃克托说。“还有我的小冰箱？”

“啊，你知道……呃……”

“还有我好看的餐巾呢？我的套索呢？我的大腿骨呢？”“不，我不会像以前那样的。”

“我的大腿骨呢？你这个——”猪皮哥竖起一根手指想好好训斥埃克托一顿，但是他突然没了力气，跌倒在吊床上，一点金色的亮光在他的骨头之间闪烁。

“哇哦，哇哦，你还好吗，朋友？”埃克托冲到他的床边。

猪皮哥发出一声长长的叹息。“我快不行了，埃克托。我能感觉到。”他注视着他的吉他，“我就算是想弹那东西也弹不动了。”

埃克托的目光从猪皮哥身上落到吉他上。“你
 给我弹一首吧。”猪皮哥说。

“噢，你知道我不弹琴了，猪皮。”埃克托说，“吉他是给那个小孩儿的。”

“如果想要，就得自己争取。”

埃克托不情愿地拿来吉他：“只弹给你听，朋友。想听什么？”

猪皮哥笑了：“你知道的，我的最爱。埃克托。”

埃克托咧嘴一笑，开始拨动琴弦，弹起一首好听而轻快的曲子。猪皮哥笑了，他的心情好像一下子平静了下来。一旁的米格万分惊讶，他真没想到，埃克托竟然是个音乐家，还是个出色的音乐家！转而，埃克托开始唱起一首傻气的歌，说的是一个叫胡安妮塔的女人在地板上跪着走。

“不是这样唱的！”猪皮哥抗议。

“有孩子在场呢。”埃克托镇定地说完，继续唱歌。他用一个柔和的装饰颤音结束了整首歌。

“回忆满满啊。”猪皮哥说，“谢谢你。”他闭上了眼睛。突然，猪皮哥的骨头边缘开始发出柔和而美丽的光芒。埃克托看起来很伤心。他们看着猪皮哥逐渐化为尘埃。

“等等，这是怎么回事？”米格担心地问。

埃克托拿起一个玻璃杯，举过头顶，以此悼念猪皮哥，他将杯中的酒一饮而尽，把它放在猪皮哥的杯子旁边，那杯酒还是满的。

“他被忘记了。”埃克托说，“如果活人的世界里没人记得你，你就会从这里消失。我们称为最后一死。”

“他去哪儿了？”米格问。“谁也不知道。”埃克托说。

米格想了想：“但是我见过他。等我回去，我就能记得他。”

“不，不是这样的，小孩。我们的回忆，必须被认识我们的、活着的人传递下去。他们讲述我们的故事。但是已经没有活着的人去讲猪皮的故事了……”

米格陷入了沉思，他想到家里的神龛和记忆的传承。

埃克托又恢复了往日轻松的语调，他把手放在米格的背后，说：“嗨，每个人最后都会这样的。”他把吉他递给米格，“好了，未来歌神。你还有一场比赛要赢呢。”埃克托拉开帘子，米格跟着他走了出去。


第14章

不一会儿，埃克托和米格已经扒上了一辆开动的有轨电车。

他们在城市里穿行，埃克托百无聊赖地拨弄着吉他。

“你说你讨厌音乐家。可你没说你就是个音乐家。”米格说。

“不然我怎么认识你曾曾爷爷的？我们以前是一起搞音乐的。他现在会的东西都是我教的。”埃克托弹了一曲复杂而花哨的连复段，但最后一个音弹坏了。

“别开玩笑了！你和史上最棒的音乐家歌神德拉库斯一起演奏过？”

“哈，哈！你真搞笑！”埃克托大笑道，“说他的眉毛是史上最棒的倒是有可能，音乐？呃，还是算了吧。”

“你知不知道自己在瞎说些什么呀。”米格说。

电车到站了。“欢迎来到德拉库斯广场！”埃克托说。在熙熙攘攘的广场中央，树立着一座歌神德拉库斯的巨型雕像。“表演时间到了，小孩儿！”埃克托把吉他塞进米格的怀里。

米格环视四周，广场上闪烁着灯光，到处充斥着小贩向路人售卖各种手工艺品和食品的吆喝声。

“来买啊！T恤衫！”一个小贩叫卖着歌神德拉库斯的纪念品，“摇头娃娃！”

米格的目光越过小贩，望向远处的一个巨大的露天舞台。一位主持人正在那儿跟观众们问好。

“欢迎大家！”她高喊，“谁想听音乐？”观众们有的欢呼，有的呐喊。“各位，这是一场音乐大战。今晚的获胜者将有机会在大师——歌神德拉库斯的派对上表演！”台下的欢呼声更响了。“比赛开始！”主持人大喊。

音乐人们一个接一个地上台。他们的表演同米格以往看到的都不一样。有大号配小提琴的演奏，有硬核金属摇滚乐团，有骑在一只巨型鬣蜥导灵兽背上弹奏马林巴琴的人，有犬类管弦乐队，还有几个修女在拉手风琴。

米格和埃克托报了名，来到后台，在那儿还有一群其他的表演者。

“有什么计划？你要弹什么？”埃克托问米格。

“当然是《请记住我》。”米格一边回答，一边弹起前奏。埃克托一把按住指板。

“不行，这首不行。”埃克托严肃地说。“拜托，这是他最火的歌！”

“呃，这歌太火了。”埃克托回答。他们环视了后台一圈，发现好多人都在各自排练不同版本的《请记住我》。有一个人甚至用水杯敲出了这首歌。

“这首歌已经被彻底唱烂了。”埃克托厌恶地说。

“那就……”米格努力想了想，“《有点疯狂》？”

“很好！你总算开窍了！”

一个工作人员走近米格。“未来歌神？”他问。米格点了点头，这是他取的艺名。“你准备一下！”工作人员说完，接着指向另一支乐队，“疯狂恰恰乐队，该你们了！”

疯狂恰恰乐队一上台，底下的观众就爆发出一阵呐喊。乐队立马奏响动感十足的序曲，观众们都为之疯狂。

米格从后台偷偷看着情绪激动的观众们。疯狂恰恰乐队是无可匹敌的。他突然觉得有点反胃，开始不停地走来走去。

“你在演出前都这么紧张吗？”埃克托问。

“我不知道，我从没上过台。”“什么？你之前说你是个音乐家！”

“我是的！”米格回答，“我的意思是，我会是的。只要我赢了就是了。”

“这就是你的计划？”埃克托大叫起来，“不，不，不，不，不——你必须
 赢，米格。我需要
 你赢。严格意义上来说
 ，你的性命就在此一搏，可你却说你从没上过台
 ？”

米格仔细想了想他的话。的确，是生是死就在此一搏了。他的脸上露出惊慌失措的神色。

埃克托察觉到了。“我来吧。”他伸手去拿吉他。

“不行！”米格说，“我要上台！”“为什么？”埃克托问。

“要是我都不能上台唱一首
 歌，我怎么好意思说自己是个音乐家？”

“那有什么要紧的？”

“因为我不只是想要得到
 歌神德拉库斯的祝福。我还想证明……我有资格
 得到他的祝福。”

“噢。”埃克托说，“噢，这么煽情的话……说得可真是时候啊。”他的语气软了下来，“好吧，你要唱歌？那你就得唱好
 ！首先，你要放松肌肉。把紧张都甩掉！”说完，埃克托和米格就为了活动筋骨抖动起来。

“现在，让我听听你能吼得多大声！”埃克托说。“吼得多大声？”

“来吧，吼出来！大声吼出来！”埃克托说完就长长地咆哮了一声，“啊，感觉真棒！好了，该你了。”

米格不确定地看了看埃克托。“啊——啊——哎咦——啊啊啊啊啊啊啊啊啊啊——咦——哎咦……”米格的吼叫断断续续的，夹杂着一点儿喘气声，还有些尖厉。

丹丹在一旁低声哀鸣。

“噢，拜托啊，小孩儿。”埃克托说。在他身后的舞台上，疯狂恰恰乐队在一片热烈的掌声中完成了演奏。

“未来歌神，该你了！”工作人员叫他。

“米格，看着我。”埃克托说。

“快点，走了！”工作人员朝米格喊道，指示他上台。

“嘿！嘿，看着我。”埃克托又说了一遍，想让米格从恐惧里回过神来。米格终于抬头看向他。“你能行的。抓住他们的注意力，不要放开！”

主持人面向观众。“朋友们，我们还有最后一位参赛者。”她说道。

米格一边跟着工作人员走向舞台，一边柔声说：“埃克托。”

“女士们先生们！未来歌神！”主持人高喊。

“让他们听听，小孩儿！你可以的！”埃克托叫道。

米格抱着吉他，踉踉跄跄地走上舞台。刺眼的灯光打在他身上，他眯起眼睛看着底下数不清的观众，他们也都盯着他看。米格就这么站着，吓得一动都不敢动。
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埃克托转头问丹丹：“他在干吗？怎么还不弹？”

米格仍然僵硬地站在台上，而台下的观众已经焦躁起来，开始吵着要跳舞。

“叫那些会唱歌的狗上来！”有人在下面喊。米格回头望了望埃克托，埃克托朝他抖了抖。米格也在台上抖了一下身子，做了个深呼吸，接着……

“啊——啊——啊——啊！”他发出了一声洪亮的吼叫。

这下子，观众们都被惊呆了。但是没过几秒，他们就开始对他吹口哨，为他呐喊尖叫，有人甚至也朝他吼了回去。台下掌声一片。米格弹响了《有点疯狂》的前奏，优美的歌词伴随着他悦耳的嗓音萦绕在上空，观众们不断欢呼喝彩。等他唱完第一段，人们都纷纷站了起来。

这时，丹丹抓住了埃克托的腿，想把他也拉到台上去，与米格同台表演。埃克托甩开了他几次，但最后还是上了台。一到聚光灯下，埃克托就跟着米格的节奏跳起某种踢踏舞。

“对于一个死人来说，你跳的算不错了！”米格对埃克托说。“你也不赖啊，小胖子！”台下又响起热烈的掌声。

但是米格不知道，在场地的后方，小南瓜和里韦拉一家已经跟着那串发光的脚印来到了人群的外围。

“他就在附近。”梅尔达说，“找到他。”一家人迅速呈扇形散开，试图拦下经过的每一个人。

“有没有看到一个活着的小孩，十二岁左右？”费利佩和奥斯卡异口同声地问。

“见过一个活着的男孩吗？”罗西塔询问。虽然观众们在不停地跟随音乐打着节拍，但米格的家人根本就没注意台上的骷髅男孩，也看都没看一眼在他旁边伴舞的年轻人。埃克托的舞步变得更加天马行空，他一边点着头，一边旋转着四肢，每变一个新花样，观众们就朝他兴奋地大喊大叫。

埃克托和米格用一声吼叫结束了表演，台下爆发出如雷般的掌声。米格微笑着享受这一时刻，他觉得自己就像一位真正的音乐家。

“嘿，你唱得真棒！”埃克托由衷地赞叹道，“我为你骄傲！”

米格的内心洋溢着满满的自豪。他们真的在为他鼓掌？他望向正在欢呼的观众——突然看到了自己的家人。胡利奥正在跟舞台另一边的主持人说着什么！

“安可！安可！安可！”观众们欢呼着要他再来一首。

米格害怕地将埃克托拉到了舞台左侧，远离主持人和胡利奥。埃克托抵抗着，他没想到米格竟然不愿意为观众再唱一首。“嘿，你要去哪儿？”

“我们得快点离开这里。”米格上气不接下气地说。

“什么？你疯了吗？我们就要赢了！”

“女士们先生们，现在有一个紧急通知。”主持人在台上说。观众们迅速安静了下来。“请你们留意一下一个叫米格的活着的男孩。今晚早些时候，他从家人身边逃走了。他的家人只想快点把他送回生灵之地。”底下很快传来担忧的小声议论。“如果谁有线索，请立即联系工作人员。”主持人说。

埃克托瞪大了眼睛。“等等，等等，等等！”他盯着米格，“你之前说歌神德拉库斯是你唯一的家人。只有他能送你回家。”

“我是有其他家人在这里，不过——”米格想解释。

“你本来随时可以拿着我的照片回去！”

“可他们讨厌音乐。我需要一位音乐家的祝福！”“你骗了我！”埃克托说。

“啊？你还说我？”

“看着我。我已经快被人忘记了，米格。我都不知道能不能撑过今晚！”埃克托说，“我才不会因为你那个愚蠢的音乐梦想，错过过桥的最后机会！”

“我的梦想不蠢。”米格反驳道。

埃克托抓住米格的胳膊往台上拉：“我要带你见你的家人。”

“放开我！”米格拼命反抗。

“等一下你就会感谢我的——”

米格把胳膊从埃克托的手里抽了出来：“你根本不想帮我——你只关心你自己！收好你蠢兮兮的照片吧！”他把埃克托的照片从口袋里掏了出来，扔向他。埃克托伸手去抓，可是一阵微风吹过，照片飘到了观众群里。

“不，不，不！”埃克托哭喊道。这可是他被人记住的最后一次机会。

“离我远点！”米格朝他吼道。

埃克托连忙挤进人堆里去找他的照片，而米格趁机逃走了。埃克托一拿到照片，就开始四处寻找米格。

“嗨，小孩儿！你去哪儿了？小孩儿！对不起了！回来吧！”
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丹丹在米格身后蹦蹦跳跳地跑，却又频频回头看向埃克托，嘴里发出呜咽。他朝米格叫唤了几声，想引起他的注意。

“安静，丹丹！”米格训斥他，可丹丹仍然叫个不停。他咬住米格的裤子，试图阻止米格逃离。“不，丹丹！放开！他帮不了我！”丹丹又扑到米格的连帽外套上，米格想把他甩开，但是外套却滑了下去，露出两条活人的胳膊。丹丹再次扑了上去。“丹丹，别这样，停下！停下！离我远点！你根本不是什么导灵犬，你就是只蠢狗！走开！”丹丹害怕地往后一退，米格趁机抢回了外套。

男孩与小狗的混战引起了周围人的注意。震惊的骷髅们看到米格的胳膊，开始指着他大声嚷嚷。米格赶忙穿上了外套。

“是他！那个活生生的男孩！”

“瞧！他还活着！”

米格赶忙跑开，跳上一个脚手架。

他看到歌神德拉库斯的高塔就在远方。正当他想往前跑时，突然，小南瓜降落在他面前，挡住了去路！米格猛然刹住脚步，对着这只长翅膀的美洲豹尖叫起来。更糟糕的是，梅尔达竟然坐在这只大猫的背上。

“胡闹到此为止了，米格！你赶紧带着我的祝福回家去！”

“我才不要你的祝福！”米格吼道，他想要逃跑，却被小南瓜用爪子抓到了空中。“啊！让我下去！放开我！”米格扭着身子，抓住了一排挂在观众头顶的墨西哥剪纸。他从美洲豹的爪子之间挤了出来，重获自由，落到地面上。一落地，米格就站起身来，跑向窄巷里的一个楼梯。

“米格！别跑！”梅尔达在后面厉声叫他。小南瓜没法飞进巷子，她只好下来边跑边喊：“回来！”米格钻进了一扇铁门，可梅尔达却被卡在另一边。“我是在救你！”

“你是在毁掉我的生活！”米格朝她吼道。“什么？”梅尔达呆住了。

“音乐是唯一能让我快乐的东西。而你——你却要把它夺走！”米格爬上楼梯，“你永远不会懂的！”

这时，楼梯井内响起一个清澈而嘹亮的声音。梅尔达开始唱歌了！她的嗓音如此优美，让人难以忘怀。米格停下了脚步。

“我还以为你讨厌音乐。”他说。

“噢，我爱音乐。”她说，“那时候，我丈夫弹琴，我就唱歌，我还记得那种感觉，好像世间的一切都不重要了。”她轻笑了一声，“但是后来我们有了可可，我的生命里出现了比音乐更重要的东西。所以我想要安定下来。可他还想继续为世界演奏。”她停下来，陷入了回忆，“为了各自的愿望，我们都做出了牺牲。现在，你必须做一个选择。”

“可我不想选择。我不想选择要站在哪一边。我想要你站在我这边。”米格低声说，“这才是家人该做的。支持你。可你永远不会这样做。”米格用手掌边缘擦了擦眼角的泪水，还没等梅尔达回答，就转身离开了。他爬上狭窄的楼梯，朝着歌神德拉库斯的高塔走去。
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米格来到了山脚下，歌神的高塔就屹立在山顶上。一辆辆豪华轿车、小汽车和马车在山下排起长龙，身着华服的宾客们从车上走下来。在队伍的最前面，一对夫妻向一个保安亮出了自己的邀请函。

“玩得愉快。”保安将他们送上一辆造型优美的缆车，直达歌神的山顶豪宅。

米格一头扎进人群，拼命往前挤，终于到了最前面。

保安低下头看着米格：“有邀请函吗？”

“不用邀请。我是歌神的玄孙！”说着，他摆了一个歌神德拉库斯抱着吉他的招牌动作。

保安粗暴地将米格提了起来，一把扔出了队伍。

米格拍了拍身上的灰尘，刚好看到疯狂恰恰乐队在把乐器从一辆货车上卸下来。他们肯定赢了比赛！他冲向乐队。“先生们，打扰一下。”米格开口道。

“嘿，嘿，伙计们——是那个唱《有点疯狂》的！”领队说。其他成员一听都围了过来，兴奋地看着米格。

“你今晚真是酷毙了！”其中一个人说道。

“你们也是！”米格笑着说，“嗨，大家都是音乐家，我想求你们一件事。”

过了几分钟，领队递给保安一张邀请函。

“噢！比赛冠军！恭喜啊，小伙子们！”保安说。疯狂恰恰乐队登上前往豪宅的缆车，其中一个成员吃力地拖出一个异常沉重的苏沙低音喇叭。缆车徐徐上升，他吹响喇叭，米格从里面飞了出来。

一到山顶，缆车门就开了，歌神德拉库斯的奢华宅邸近在眼前。米格和乐队成员们一一走下缆车。

看着歌神的豪宅，米格倒抽一口冷气：“哇哦。”

“嗨，嗨！”领队对米格说，“玩得愉快，小音乐家。”

“谢谢！”米格说完便径直冲进了宅邸，里面正在举办热烈的庆祝活动。

“看，是歌神！”有人喊道。

米格循声望去，瞥见他的偶像正往派对中心走。“歌神。”他轻声叫道。米格费力地穿过人群，走上楼梯。他的曾曾爷爷一下子就不见了踪影，但他没有放弃。“德拉库斯先生！不好意思，德拉库斯先生！德拉——”

米格用手肘挤开人群，突然，他发现自己来到了一个大厅，几百个客人在这里参加派对。在一个闪闪发光的蓝色泳池里，花样游泳者们用整齐划一的动作，不断变换队形，旁边的DJ播放着墨西哥街头音乐串烧的原声带。墙上，歌神主演的电影短片正在循环播放。每一个片段，米格都记得一清二楚。

其中一则短片吸引了他的注意。影片中，一个修女正与歌神对话。

“噢，可是，神父，他不会听的。”

“他会听的……听从音乐
 ！”

歌神的台词鼓舞了米格。他知道自己要把握好这次机会。他必须让歌神听他演奏，并且得到歌神的祝福。他发现一根柱子，能通向一个巨大的楼梯中间休息平台，于是，他爬了上去。一站到人群上方，他便深吸一口气，竭尽全力发出了一声吼叫。

吼叫声响彻整间屋子，在墙壁之间不断回荡。在场的宾客都转向米格，DJ也关掉了音乐。米格察觉到了大家的目光，他弹起吉他，唱响一段前奏。歌声一起，现场鸦雀无声，屋里只听得见吉他的乐声和他的歌声。紧接着，人群渐渐散开，让出一条道，他走向歌神德拉库斯。

每一个和弦、每一句歌词都倾注了米格的灵魂。他终于能见到自己的偶像了。他一步一步走向前，突然——扑通一声！

米格跌进了游泳池。
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歌神德拉库斯卷起袖管，像一个真正的电影英雄一样，纵身跳入泳池。

他把正在咳嗽的米格放到泳池边上。“你没事吧，孩子？”歌神问。

米格窘迫地抬起头。他脸上的颜料已经被水冲走，大家都发现他是一个活着的男孩。

歌神瞪大了眼睛。人群发出一阵惊讶的吸气声，大家都小声议论着。

“是你！”歌神说，“你就是那个从生灵之地来的男孩。”

“您……您知道我？”米格结结巴巴地问。“大家都在谈论你！你来这里干吗？”

“我叫米格，是您的玄孙。”

周围的议论声一时更多了。歌神向后一倾，震惊地问：“我还有一个玄孙？”

“我需要您的祝福，这样我才能回家，成为一位像您一样的音乐家。”米格说，“我其他的家人，他们都不肯听我的音乐。但是我……我希望您能听。”

歌神沉默了许久。

“我的孩子，你这么有天赋，我怎么能不听呢？”歌神德拉库斯抱住米格，把他举到自己肩膀上，对着屋子里的客人们说：“我有一个玄孙了！”

客人们欢呼着鼓掌。

与此同时，在山脚下，一个酷似弗里达 · 卡罗的身影走向保安。

“亲爱的，快看！是弗里达！”有个人喊道。

“对，是我，弗里达 · 卡罗。”那个人影说。保安立刻后退一步，请她上缆车。

她登上了缆车，保安朝着她的背影喊道：“我真荣幸，女士！”身后的缆车门缓缓地合上。“艺术家”调整了一下自己的假发。

“我知道。”埃克托说着，向歌神的豪宅前进。

米格同歌神和宾客们聊得都忘记了时间。这位传奇歌手几次介入宾客们的谈话，狂热地向他们介绍米格，米格沉醉在众人的注目里。此外，宾客们也都欢迎丹丹的加入。

在豪宅的正厅，米格和歌神坐在一张富丽堂皇的沙发上一段接一段地欣赏起了电影短片。正巧，荧幕上放映的是米格最喜欢的电影之一，令他无法移开视线。电影里，一个叫伊达尔戈的坏蛋对着歌神饰演的农民朋友举起了两个酒杯。

米格背对荧幕站了起来，学着电影里的角色开始表演。“我的朋友，我愿意为你赴汤蹈火。干杯！”米格模仿电影里的坏人说道。歌神在一旁兴致勃勃地欣赏着。荧幕上，伊达尔戈和歌神饰演的角色各自将杯中的酒一饮而尽。突然，那个农民一口酒喷了出去。

“你下毒！”荧幕里的歌神和荧幕外的米格异口同声地吼道。接着，两个角色开始打斗起来，米格和他的曾曾爷爷看得津津有味。

“你知道吗？所有的特技都是我自己做的。”歌神告诉米格。米格听后，惊讶地瞪大双眼。

过了一会儿，歌神带米格参观自己的灵坛，灵坛上摆满了活着的人们送给他的礼物。

“这些都是生灵之地的粉丝们送给我的！他们对我太好了，给了我这么多的祭品，用都用不完！”歌神说。

米格环视了一圈，只见屋子里堆满了五颜六色的面包、数不胜数的龙舌兰酒、无数鲜花、乐器和墨西哥宽檐帽。

米格想起了自己家中的灵坛和那张可可太奶奶婴儿时期的照片。这么久以来，可可只能通过灵坛上的一张被撕碎了的照片来了解自己的亲生父亲。他心想，如果自己也选择了音乐，放弃了家庭，会不会也变成这样？他的照片会不会也被撕掉？这样做真的值得吗？歌神跪了下来，看着米格的眼睛。

“嘿，怎么了？是不是一下子接受不了？你看起来有点不知所措。”

“没有，一切都很好。”米格说。“只是？”歌神问。

米格又望向那些堆成小山的祭品。

“只是，我从小就非常崇拜您。您选择做音乐，而且还那么成功！但是……”米格停顿了一下，“因为音乐而放弃那么多，您后悔过吗？”

歌神叹了一口气。“这确实很难。我不得不离开圣塞西莉亚。独自一人背井离乡……”

“还要离开家人？”

“对。但我一定会走这一条路。”歌神说，“每个人的未来都是注定的。而你，我的玄孙，注定是个音乐家！”

米格觉得在他的人生中，这是第一次有人理解他的梦想。

“米格，你和我，都是音乐家！”歌神说，“我们不能永远留在一个小家庭里。世界才是我们的家！”他夸张地伸出手臂，指向山顶豪宅下方的万千灯火。刹那间，无数绚烂的烟花点亮了夜空。
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客人们都走去外面欣赏烟火了，正厅空无一人，灯光也昏暗了下来。歌神和米格沿着楼梯走进空旷的大厅。

“派对一会儿就散了，大家都要去镇子另一边听我的‘光芒万丈’演唱会。”歌神说，“米格，你一定要来看！你是我的特邀嘉宾！”

米格的眼睛瞬间一亮：“真的吗？”

“当然了，我的孩子！”

米格欣喜万分，但又一下子泄了气。他一把拉起衣服，露出已经变成白骨的胸口，伤心地对歌神说：“不行啊，日出之前我必须回家。”

“我确实要送你回去了。”歌神说。他从一个花瓶里摘下一片万寿菊的花瓣，举到米格面前，“我很荣幸能见到你。但我也很遗憾你这么快就要走了，米格。我真希望你能快点死去——”他连忙住嘴，“噢，我不是那个意思。米格，我要给你我的祝——”

“我们说好了的，小孩儿！”这时，从阴影里传来一声怒吼。米格和歌神一起看了过去，却没发现任何人。

“你是谁？你在说什么？”歌神问道。打扮成弗里达 · 卡罗的埃克托从暗处走了出来。

“噢，弗里达！”歌神说，“我还以为你来不了呢。”

埃克托一把扯下自己的假发和彩色的连衣裙：“你说过要把我的照片带回去的。你向我保证过的，米格。”埃克托一步步接近他们，米格吓得忙往歌神的怀里躲。

歌神站起身，把手放在米格肩上保护着他，又弯下腰小声问：“你认识这个，呃，男人吗？”

“我今晚才认识他的。他说他认识你。”

埃克托拿着照片又上前一步，歌神一下子认出了他。“埃——埃克托？”他结结巴巴地问。

埃克托没理他：“求你了，米格。把我的照片摆起来。”

他想把照片塞进米格的手里，却被歌神挡住了。歌神看了看照片，又看了看眼前这具褪色的灰色骷髅。埃克托望向了别处，好像对自己的外表感到很尴尬。歌神吃惊地站在原地。

“我的朋友，你——你正被人遗忘。”歌神说。

“这都是谁造成的呢？”埃克托厉声打断了他。“拜托，埃克托。”歌神说。

“你唱的是我的歌。是我的歌
 让你
 成名的！”

“什——什么？”米格问道。

“我被人忘记，都是因为你
 从来没告诉过大家这些歌是我写的！”

“真是疯了！”米格插嘴道，“歌神的歌都是他自己写的。”

埃克托死死地盯着眼前的歌手：“是你说还是我说？”

“埃克托，我从来没有想要抢走你的功劳。”歌神说，“我们曾经是一个很棒的组合，可是你去世了，我唱你的歌只是想让这些歌代替你永远活下去。”

“噢，多么伟大啊。”埃克托挖苦道。

“你们真的一起合作过？”米格问。

“听着，我不想跟你吵，我只希望你能让事情往正确的方向发展。让米格把我的照片摆起来——”

“埃克托。”歌神柔声说。

“——然后我就能过桥，就能看到我的女儿。”埃克托说。

歌神若有所思地看着照片。

“还记得我去世的那晚你说了什么吗？”埃克托问。

“那是很久以前的事了。”歌神说。

“我们在一起喝酒，然后你对我说，你会为了朋友赴汤蹈火。好了，我现在请你实现这个诺言。”

“赴汤蹈火？”米格问，“就像电影里说的那样？”

“什么？”埃克托问道。

“这是伊达尔戈的祝酒辞。就是那部电影《回家的路》。”

“我在说我的现实
 生活，米格。”埃克托说。

“不，那部电影里有这个情节。看！”米格指向屋子另一边正在放映的电影片段。

伊达尔戈正在对歌神饰演的农民说话：“你说得太对了。我们得为这个干一杯！为了我们的友谊干杯！我的朋友，我愿意为你赴汤蹈火。”

“但是在电影里，”米格说，“伊达尔戈在酒里下毒了。”他试着把所有的线索拼在一起。

“干杯
 ！”电影里的伊达尔戈大喊。两人一饮而尽。

接着，歌神的角色把酒一口喷出。“你下毒！”他吼道，随即两人便扭打起来。

埃克托的目光转向了站在身前的歌神。他的头脑快速运转：“那一晚，歌神。我走的那晚……”

他记得很清楚。他们那时正在巡回演出，但是他太想念自己的家人了，于是他打包好自己的歌曲集，拿上自己的吉他盒。

“你要现在放弃？”歌神问，“我们离梦想只有一步之遥了！”

“这是你的梦想。”年轻的埃克托说，“你会实现它的。”

“没有你的歌我实现不了，埃克托。”歌神说着，伸手去拿埃克托的行李箱。

“我要回家，歌神。”埃克托说，“我不管你会不会恨我，我已经决定了。”

歌神变得有些不耐烦，但他很快镇定下来，露出迷人的微笑。“噢，我永远不会恨你的。”他说，“如果你一定要走，那我……我要为你摆酒践行！”歌手倒了两杯酒，把其中一杯递给埃克托。“为了我们的友谊。朋友，我愿意为你赴汤蹈火。干杯
 ！”他们一饮而尽。

歌神陪埃克托一起走去火车站，但埃克托跌倒在了路上，歌神轻松地拿走了他的行李箱。埃克托还以为是之前吃了什么不好的东西，他的胃才会这么痛。

“可能是之前吃的辣香肠有问题，我的朋友。”年轻的歌神说。

“也可能是我喝的东西。”埃克托停止了回忆，“我醒来就死了。”他用冷酷的目光牢牢盯着歌神，“你……毒死了我。”

“你把电影和现实弄混了，埃克托。”歌神想要让他信服。

突然，歌神背叛他的画面一幕幕闪过埃克托的眼前，就像循环播放的老电影片段。埃克托回想起当他躺在冰冷的大街上时，他的行李箱被人打开了。一只手伸进去，拿走了他的歌曲集。

“一直以来，我都以为是自己运气不好。”埃克托说，“我从没想过你会……你……”他咬紧了牙关，接着猛地冲向歌神，一下子将他扑倒在地。

“埃克托！”米格喊道。

“你怎么可以这样！”埃克托朝歌神大吼。

“保安！保安！”歌神哀号道。

米格震惊地看着扭打在地的两个人。他费力地想要弄懂埃克托说的关于祝酒辞、歌曲集和醒来就死了的事。这些都是真的吗？歌神真的毒死了埃克托？

“你夺走了我的一切！”埃克托怒吼。这时，保安冲了进来，把埃克托从歌神身上拉了起来，埃克托不断挣扎，但是无济于事。“你这个小人！”

“照顾好他。他不太舒服。”歌神命令道。

“我只是想回家！”埃克托哭喊道。看着保安把埃克托拖出门外，米格哽咽了。“不，不，不
 ！”

现在，屋里又只剩下米格和歌神。米格的头脑里翻江倒海，思索着接下来该怎么办。

“对不起。我们说到哪儿了？”

“你正要给我祝福。”米格说。但是听完了刚才的那些话，他现在什么都不敢确定。他的曾曾爷爷真的毒死了埃克托吗？

“对。呃，没错。”歌神说。他又摘了一片万寿菊的花瓣，但却犹豫了一下。“米格，我的名声，对我非常重要。抱歉让你觉得——”

“觉得你为了埃克托的歌杀了他？”米格问道，他觉得胃里好像有什么东西打了结似的。

“你不会相信的，对吗？”

“我……我不相信。所有人都知道你是……好人。”米格虽然这么说，但他语气中的不确定出卖了他。

突然，歌神夺过埃克托的照片塞进了自己的西装口袋。

“曾曾爷爷？我的祝福呢？”米格问。

歌神把万寿菊花瓣揉成一团。“保安！”他大喊。随即，保安出现在门口。“照顾好米格。他要在这里多待几天。”保安抓住了米格的肩膀。

米格气得满脸通红，大吼道：“什么！我是你的家人！”他简直不敢相信这是真的。

“埃克托还是我最好的朋友呢。”歌神冷冰冰地说。

米格满脸苍白：“你杀了他。”

“成功不是白来的，米格。为了成功，你要做任何事——要莫失良机。我知道你懂的。”
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“放开我！”米格一边反抗一边喊。保安把他拖出屋子，扔进了一个不知是水井还是排水口的地方。

“不！”米格大叫一声掉了下去，落入井底的水里。他在又深又黑的水里奋力挣扎，竭尽全力浮出水面。冲出四溅的水花，他看到了一座石头岛。“救命！”他游了过去，“有人吗？我要回家！”他上了岸，筋疲力尽地倒在地上。

湿漉漉的连帽外套从他的身上滑了下来，米格发现自己马上就要完全变成一具骷髅了。他抬头望着天空。他得出去。他要回家。可是怎么回去呢？现在就剩他一个人了。他绝望地垂下头。忽然，他听见了一阵脚步声。埃克托从黑暗里走出来，蹒跚着靠近躺在岸边的米格。

“埃克托？”米格哭喊。

“小孩儿？”埃克托叫他。

“噢，埃克托！”他们跑向彼此。埃克托一把抱住米格。但米格羞愧地低下了头。“你是对的。我应该回到家人身边——”他说。

“嘿，嘿，嘿。”埃克托温柔地拍了拍他。

“他们告诉过我不要学歌神，可是我不肯听。”

“没关系的。”埃克托说。

“我还对他们说，我不在乎他们记不记得我。我不在乎会不会上那个蠢灵坛。”米格不禁在埃克托的怀里啜泣起来。埃克托抱紧了他。

“嘿，小孩。没事的。没事的。”

米格深吸一口气。“我对他们说我不在乎。”

突然，一点金色的亮光在埃克托的骨头之间闪烁起来。“啊！”他大叫一声，跪倒在地。

意识到他的朋友身上正在发生什么，米格害怕地尖叫道：“埃克托！”

“她……她快忘记我了。”埃克托说。米格绝望地看着他。

“谁？”

“我女儿。”

“你就是为了她要过桥的？”“我就是想再看她一眼。”埃克托温柔地说，“当初我就不应该离开圣塞西莉亚。歌神告诉我属于我的‘伟大时刻’正在远方等着我，可是……”他猛地喘了口气，“但愿我能向她道歉。但愿我能告诉她，她的爸爸很努力地想要回家。爸爸很爱她。”埃克托望向天空，“我的可可……”

米格打了个冷颤。

“可可？”米格把手伸进外套，拿出了那张梅尔达、可可和缺了脸的男人的合影。他把它递给埃克托看。

埃克托眯起眼睛，看着这些曾经无比熟悉的面孔。“你——你从哪儿弄来这个的？”他问。

“这是我的可可太奶奶。这是我的梅尔达曾曾奶奶。这是——”米格指着被撕掉了头的音乐家，“你？”

“我们是……一家人？”埃克托终于说出了这句话。他微笑地看着自己的玄孙，米格也笑着望向他的埃克托曾曾爷爷。家人，是这种感觉。

埃克托又看向照片，脸上的笑容消失了。他用手抚摸照片上的可可。“我一直想再见她一面。希望她会思念我，或许会摆上我的照片。但一切都不可能了。”埃克托说。他的声音越来越轻：“你知道最糟的是什么吗？”

米格摇了摇头。

“即使我去不了生灵之地，我想着至少有一天我能在这儿见到她，能给她一个最大的拥抱。可是她是最后一个记得我的人。一旦她离开了活人的世界……”

“你就会从这里消失。你永远也见不到她。”

“再也见不到了。”说完，埃克托沉默了一会儿，“你知道吗？我以前给她写过一首歌。每天晚上的同一时刻我们都一起唱这首歌。不管我们离得有多远，只要能最后唱一次给她听，我愿意付出一切。”埃克托用温柔的嗓音唱起了最初版本的《请记住我》。这和歌神唱的那首很不一样。但米格觉得很迷人。

当他唱完了最后一个音，米格说：“他偷了你的吉他。他偷了你的歌。你
 才应该是被全世界记住的人，不是他！”

“这首《请记住我》不是写给世界的。是写给可可的。”他说，“很抱歉你的曾曾爷爷是我。”

“你在开玩笑吗？不久之前，我还以为我和一个杀人凶手是亲人。你简直比他好太多了。”

但是，埃克托却挤不出一丝笑容。

“从出生以来，我就觉得自己与众不同……但我始终不知道原因。”米格说，“现在我知道了。是因为你
 ！”他给了埃克托一个大大的笑脸。“我们是一家人，这让我自豪！”米格抬起头，望向他被扔进来的洞口。“能成为他的家人，我很自豪！哇啊啊啊啊啊啊啊啊！”他大声吼道。

埃克托也振作起来，跟着米格大吼：“哇啊啊啊啊啊啊啊啊！能成为他的
 家人，我很自豪！”他们互相高喊，直到吼叫声不断在井里回响。但是很快，四周又安静下来。他们仍被困在井底。

这时，有个声音从上面传了下来：“汪汪汪汪汪汪汪汪！”

米格和埃克托惊讶地抬起头。

“丹丹？”米格说。

“汪汪汪汪汪——汪汪——汪！”丹丹一边朝他们叫，一边在洞口探头张望。

“丹丹！”米格兴奋地大叫着，笑了起来，“是丹丹！”丹丹喘着气，开心地摇着尾巴。在他身后还跟着两个身影，也在洞口俯视他们。那是梅尔达和小南瓜。小南瓜发出一声吼叫，整个山洞都在颤抖。米格和梅尔达高兴地大笑起来。

“梅尔达！”埃克托露出迷人的微笑，抬头叫她。

梅尔达的语气瞬间冷下来：“埃克托。”

“你看起来很好……”埃克托笑了笑。
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小南瓜从井底飞了出来，一直上升到云层里。她的背上坐着梅尔达、埃克托、米格和丹丹。米格紧紧地抱住丹丹。

“丹丹，你一直知道
 他是我的曾曾爷爷！你在努力让我们见面！你真的是一只导灵犬！”米格不住地称赞它，“谁是最棒的导灵犬？就是你！”丹丹默默地冲着米格微笑。忽然，丹丹的爪子上出现了霓虹灯式的光芒，随后，丹丹的背上长出一对小翅膀，眼前的这一切让米格倒吸一口冷气，惊叹了一声：“哇哦！”

丹丹展开他的新翅膀，跳起来想要飞，但却一下子掉到了云层下面！

“丹丹！”米格呼喊，丹丹笨拙地拍打翅膀，叫唤着，飞了回来。他现在已经完全变成一只导灵犬了。

小南瓜飞到了一座小的广场上，里韦拉家族其他的成员正在那里等着他们。

“看，他们在那儿！”胡利奥指着他们降落的地方，大叫道。一家人迅速冲到米格身边，兴奋地议论起来。

“他没事！噢，谢天谢地！”

埃克托第一个从小南瓜的背上下来，他伸出一只手去扶梅尔达。梅尔达盯着他，拒绝了他的帮助。

米格亲切地抚摸着丹丹。小南瓜舔了米格一大口。

梅尔达紧紧搂住米格。“孩子，我担心死了！谢天谢地我们及时找到了你！”她的目光落到了埃克托身上，埃克托正怯生生地拿着自己的帽子，“你
 ！我要赶你几次？”

“梅尔达。”埃克托柔声叫道。

“我不想跟你有任何关系。活着不想，死了也不想。”她瞪着他，“我花了几十年的时间避免我的家人被你的错误拖累。他只跟你待了五分钟，我就得从排水口里把他捞上来！”

米格上前隔开梅尔达和埃克托。“不是埃克托害我掉进去的，是我害了他。”他解释道，“他只是想帮我回家。虽然我不愿意听他的话，但他是对的。没有什么比家人更重要。”

梅尔达瞪大了眼睛看着埃克托。

“我准备好接受你的祝福还有别的那些条件了。但是我要先找到歌神，拿到埃克托的照片。”米格说。

“什么？”梅尔达问。

“这样他就能再见到可可了。埃克托应该在我们的灵坛上。他是我们的家人。”

“他抛弃了这个家！”梅尔达大叫。

“他准备回家找你和可可的，但歌神杀了他！”

她望向埃克托，等着他点头。

“是真的，梅尔达。”埃克托说。

梅尔达的脸上闪过各种表情：“是真的又怎么样？你丢下我和孩子，我一个人含辛茹苦把孩子养大，而我却应该原谅你？”

“梅尔达，我——”

埃克托的身体开始发光，他一下子变得呼吸困难。梅尔达倒吸了一口气。

“我没有时间了，梅尔达。”埃克托恳求道，“是可可。”

梅尔达看着他，想要搞清楚到底是怎么回事：“她在忘记你。”

“你不需要原谅他，但我们不能忘记他。”米格说。

“噢，埃克托。我想忘记你。我想让可可也忘记你，可是……”

“这是我的错，你没有错。”埃克托说，“对不起，梅尔达。”

梅尔达抑制住自己的情感，转向米格：“米格，如果我们帮你拿到他的照片，你就会回家？不再玩音乐？”

“家人第一。”米格说。

梅尔达权衡了一下，转向埃克托：“我——我不会原谅你，但是我会帮助你。”

米格笑了。

“所以我们怎么才能找到歌神？”梅尔达问。

“我知道一个办法。”米格回答。
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在歌神的“光芒万丈”演唱会的现场，聚集了几百人。巨大的独立舞台上，一棵巨型木瓜树被点燃，四周顿时奏起交响乐，与弗里达激动人心的演出交织在一起。只见一粒粒木瓜种子逐渐打开，站在其中的舞者个个打扮成弗里达 · 卡罗的模样，脸上画着浓密的一字眉。“弗里达”们从燃烧的木瓜种子里滚出来，身体笨拙地打转。接着，灯光聚焦在一棵长得很像弗里达的巨型仙人掌上。所有舞者都悄悄地走了进去。在这其中有九个里韦拉家族的人，他们也扮成了弗里达的样子，正蹑手蹑脚地远离聚光灯，向舞台侧面靠近。

“祝你好运，小孩儿！”真正的弗里达 · 卡罗对米格说。

“谢谢你，弗里达！”米格朝她挥了挥手，跟着家人跑去了后台。一到那儿，他们就迅速地脱下演出服，丹丹也从奥斯卡的裙子下面蹦了出来。梅尔达被她的裙子缠住了。

“来，我来帮你——”埃克托说。“别碰我。”她厉声打断了他。

一家人围成了一个圈。“大家都清楚计划了吗？”米格问。

“找到埃克托的照片。”维多利亚说。

“交给米格。”胡利奥补充道。

“再送米格回家。”梅尔达说。

“你们都带着花瓣吗？”埃克托问。

家族成员们纷纷举起自己手里的万寿菊花瓣。梅尔达带领着大家，率先从后台的通道走出。“现在我们只需要找到歌神……”说着，她拐了个弯，正好和那个著名的男歌手面对面。

歌神笑着面对梅尔达。“怎么了？”他问。

“啊！”她大叫一声。背后的家人立刻停下来，没有暴露在歌神眼前。

他收起笑容：“我认识你吗？”

梅尔达飞快地脱下自己的鞋，狠狠地打在歌神的脸上：“这一下是因为你杀了我的爱人！”

歌神一脸茫然：“谁是……？”

埃克托拐了个弯走出来。

“她说的是我！”他转向梅尔达，“我是你的爱人？”

“我不知道！我还生你的气呢。”

歌神倒吸了一口气：“埃克托？你怎么——”

梅尔达又打了他一下：“这一下是因为你想杀了我的玄孙！”

“玄孙？”歌神不解地咕哝道。这下，米格跳了出来，歌神把这些拼凑在了一起：“你！等等——你是埃克托的亲人？”

这时，米格看到埃克托的照片就在歌神的口袋里。

“照片！”米格大喊。身后的里韦拉一家一起围了上去。歌神转身就跑。

“追上去！”梅尔达喊道。歌神消失在舞台下方，此时，他的升降台已就位，就等待他的华丽出场。

他哭喊着呼救：“保安！救救我！”

里韦拉一家呈扇形散开，在他身后紧追不舍。埃克托跑在梅尔达旁边：“你刚刚说我是你的爱人！”

“我不知道我说了什么！”

“我听见你是这么说的。”米格插嘴道。

“我们能专心解决眼前的问题吗？”梅尔达恳求道。保安们赶了过来，与一家人扭打在一起。这边的胡利奥给了其中一个保安一脚。那旁的费利佩扯下奥斯卡的两条胳膊，握着它们转起圈来，他四周的保安像多米诺骨牌一样全倒下了。另一边的奥斯卡猛地扑向其余的保安。歌神趁乱跑进了后台。这时，一个舞台工作人员出现在他面前。

“离您的出场还有30秒，先生。”工作人员说。歌神将他一把推开，工作人员飞了出去。此时，更多的保安围了上来，但梅尔达还是追上了歌神，她扑上去抢埃克托的照片。米格也冲上去抱住了他，照片掉了出来，被梅尔达一把抓住。

“米格，我拿到了！”刚说完，她就向后摔了一跤。米格想转身去帮她，但保安们把他逼向了相反的方向。突然，梅尔达缓缓地升了起来。她刚好坐在歌神的升降台上！

正当她被升上舞台时，歌神跑上了台阶。

其余的家人阻止了追赶梅尔达的保安，台上只剩下她一个人。
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“女士们先生们，现在有请全世界唯一的——歌神德拉库斯！”主持人大喊。台下的观众们疯狂地鼓掌。升降台升到了最高处，所有的聚光灯都打在梅尔达身上。在她身后，写有“歌神！”字样的霓虹灯发出绚烂的光。

与此同时，歌神也赶到了舞台的右侧。他指着梅尔达说：“把她拉下去！”保安们听到命令后迅速地跑了过去，准备爬上舞台去抓她。

在舞台的左侧，米格和他的家人就站在与歌神对称的位置，他们看到梅尔达站在台上，聚光灯照亮了她的全身。他们不知所措地看着她呆呆地站在观众面前，而对面的保安却离她越来越近了。

米格让大脑飞快地转动起来。他看了看台下的观众，他们已经开始焦躁起来了。“唱歌！”他突然对曾曾奶奶喊道。

如果她能唱上一首歌，观众也许就会为她欢呼，那么保安就不敢上前了。但愿这样能让他们获得足够的时间藏好照片。

“唱啊！”他又一次高喊。

看到步步紧逼的保安，梅尔达朝米格点了点头。她抓起话筒，闭上眼睛，开始唱歌。

米格递给埃克托一把吉他，又在他面前摆上一个麦克风架。罗西塔把两根电线接到一起，维多利亚按下了共鸣板上的旋钮。埃克托弹响吉他，声音从扬声器中传了出来。

舞台上，保安们在聚光灯的外围停了下来。梅尔达一边唱一边走下台阶。聚光灯一直追随着她。她走下来，对上了埃克托的眼神。埃克托回了她一个甜甜的微笑。梅尔达的眼眶噙满了泪水，他们曾经一起唱歌的回忆涌上心头。于是，她挺直身板，高唱起一首活泼的歌谣。

观众们都情不自禁地站起身来，跟着节奏一起拍手。歌神愤怒地咕哝着。不一会儿，舞台指挥带领着管弦乐队加入进来，为她伴奏。梅尔达转着圈横跨舞台，甩开了保安，朝家人的方向靠近。其中一个保安想要拦住她，但却被她拉住跳起舞来。保安害怕聚光灯照到自己，赶紧跑开了。就当她快要转到家人身边时，一只手抓住了她的手腕。一个声音和谐地加入了她的演唱。聚光灯下出现了歌神德拉库斯的身影，观众们都为之疯狂。歌神一边唱歌，一边拉着梅尔达在台上跳舞，想要夺回埃克托的照片。

“放开我！”梅尔达趁着歌词之间的间隙喊道。歌曲临近尾声时，歌神唱起最后一个高音，梅尔达抬起鞋跟，狠狠地踩了歌神一脚，歌神痛得放开了手。

“哎哟，哎哟，哎哟，哎哟！”他的叫喊声引发观众的一片欢呼。梅尔达趁机带着照片飞奔下台，抱住了后台的埃克托。

“我都快忘记这种感觉了。”梅尔达说完便红着脸，尴尬地推开了他。

“你仍然唱得很好。”埃克托说。两人相视一笑，气氛缓和了不少。

“嗯哼！”米格清了清喉咙，想要唤起他们的注意。

“噢！”梅尔达说。她把埃克托的照片交给米格，掏出了自己的花瓣。

“米格，我给你我的祝福。”花瓣伴随她的话开始发光，“你快点回家。摆好我们的照片。永远不要……”

米格露出些许悲伤的表情，预料到了将会听到什么。

“永远不要玩音乐。”他垂下眼睛说。

梅尔达笑了：“永远不要忘记家人有多爱你。”

花瓣越升越高。米格感动地听着她的话，心情一下子明朗了起来。

“你要回家了。”埃克托说。

“你哪儿也去不了！”歌神德拉库斯怒吼道。
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还没等花瓣送米格回家，歌神一把抓住米格的帽子，把他拉了过来。梅尔达扑了上去，却被他推倒在地。胡利奥和两个姑父连忙赶过去，但已经太晚了。舞台布景之后空无一物，可以俯视城市全景——因为舞台背后就是一千英尺高的悬崖，底下是湍急的水流。歌神把米格拉到一块凸出的岩石边上，稍有不慎就会掉进水里。米格向下看了看。

“退后！退后。全部退后！”歌神威胁道。但家人们还是走上前去。“退后！别再往前走了！”

埃克托感觉身体越来越虚弱，但他还是恳求道：“歌神，住手！把孩子放下！”他摔了一跤，身体像之前那样闪着微光，他一下子瘫倒在地上。

歌神摇摇头，把米格抓到了岩石的最前端。“我一直那么努力，埃克托。我不能让他毁了这一切。”

在歌神的背后，罗西塔抢了一台摄像机，对准现场。在临时音响控制室里，维多利亚把一个音量按钮推了上去。很快，歌神劫持米格的画面被投放在舞台的大荧幕上。观众们看到这场正在上演的闹剧，刹那间安静下来。

“这个孩子还活着，歌神！”埃克托朝他喊道，试图和他讲道理。被抓住的米格也拼命想要逃跑。

“他是个威胁！”歌神依旧抓住米格的帽子不放，“你以为我会让他带着你的照片回到生灵之地？让你的回忆永远流传下去？别做梦了。”

“你这个胆小鬼！”米格大吼，他不停地扭动身体，想要摆脱歌神的控制。

“我是歌神德拉库斯。史上最棒的音乐家！”

“埃克托才是真正的
 音乐家。你只不过是杀了他又偷了他的歌的小人！”

观众们震惊地倒吸一口冷气。

“杀人？”人群里的一个声音尖叫道。

“只要能抓住机会，我愿意做任何事！付出任何代价！”歌神大吼，随即一把将米格从岩石上甩了出去。米格尖叫着想要抓住歌神，但歌神松开了手，米格从半空中直往下掉。

“不！”梅尔达哭喊着跑到悬崖边。

盯着大屏幕的观众们看到这一幕纷纷尖叫起来。

歌神还不知道他的恶行早已暴露，冷静地转身离去。他潇洒地走过仍然躺在地上的埃克托身边：“抱歉了，老伙计，演出还得继续呢。”

里韦拉一家奔到悬崖边。正在下坠的米格听到一声微弱的吼叫。丹丹像闪电一般划过天际，他咬住米格的衬衫，展开自己的翅膀。伴随一阵剧烈的颠簸，埃克托的照片从米格的手里滑了出去。

“啊——不！”眼看着照片消失在视线中，米格哀号道。他和丹丹在空中疯狂打转，丹丹拼了命地想带他飞上去，但是他们太重了。尽管丹丹费力地想用牙齿咬紧米格的衣服，可他嘴里的衣服还是被咬破了。米格再次往下掉，他觉得这下自己肯定要完蛋了。正在这危急关头，小南瓜及时抓住了他。米格看着脚下的水流，他终于安全了。但埃克托的照片却怎么也找不到了。
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歌神走到舞台的帷幕背后，理了理头发，重新出现在观众面前。聚光灯照在他身上。

“哈，哈！”歌神问好道。观众们大声地向他发出厌恶的嘘声。他不禁向后退了几步。

“滚开！杀人凶手！”台下的人叫道。

“别这样，别这样，我的亲人们。”歌神试图安抚他们，但观众的控诉声和嘘声更响了。

“滚下去！”

“乐队！音乐。一，二，走——”歌神做了个手势。

乐队指挥怒视着歌神，折断了自己的指挥棒。在一片嘘声中，歌神唱起《请记住我》，但是台下的观众开始朝他扔水果。“看啊！”观众里有人喊道，所有人都指向了大屏幕。屏幕上，小南瓜背着米格飞到岩石上空，米格从她的翅膀上滑下来，跑向了他的家人。

“他没事！”观众们欢呼起来。

歌神看看屏幕，又看看观众。他来来回回地看了好几遍，直到看见屏幕里的小南瓜变得越来越大，他才意识到她绕过了摄像机。歌神偷偷地往后退，刚回过头，就看到小南瓜从帷幕后面探出脑袋，一对发光的眼睛死死地盯着他。

“乖猫咪！”歌神呜咽起来。小南瓜猛地将他扔到空中，就像在玩一个毛线球。“啊啊啊啊！放我下来！不要！求你了，快停下！停下！不
 ！”小南瓜继续抓着他，将他甩来甩去，越甩越高，最后一下子把他抛了出去。“不！”伴随一声刺耳的尖叫，他哀号着从观众的头顶飞过，飞出了会场。几分钟后，他一头撞在远处教堂的一口大钟上，所有人都听到一声响亮的钟声。

会场的观众爆发出一片欢呼。梅尔达跑向米格，紧紧抱住了他。“米格！”她说。埃克托挣扎着站了起来。

米格跑去帮他。“埃克托！那张照片，我给弄丢了……”他抽泣道。

“没关系，我的孩子。没——”突然，他的身体剧烈地闪烁起来。他呻吟着倒了下去。米格跪在他身边。

“埃克托！埃克托？”

埃克托虚弱地抬起头：“我的可可……”

“不！我们能找到照片的！”米格哭喊道。

梅尔达望向天边，第一缕晨光已经出现了：“米格，马上就要日出了！”

“不，不，不——我不能离开你。”

埃克托凝视着米格，他的脸颊边缘都已经变成了白骨，马上就要完全变成一具骷髅了。“我们都没有时间了，我的孩子。”埃克托的骨头继续发着光。

“不，不，她不能忘记你！”米格说。

“我只想让她知道我爱她。”埃克托拿起一片万寿菊的花瓣。

“埃克托……”米格说。

“你得到了我们的祝福，米格。”埃克托说。“没有附加条件。”梅尔达补充道。

花瓣开始发光。埃克托艰难地把它交给米格。梅尔达温柔地握住他的手来帮忙。

“不，曾曾爷爷，求你了！”

梅尔达和埃克托把他们紧握的双手放到米格的胸前。埃克托慢慢闭上双眼。“回家吧。”他小声说。

“我保证不会让可可忘记你的！”米格大喊，花瓣组成的漩涡包裹住了他。


呼
 ！他消失了。
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米格重新回到了歌神的墓中。

他茫然地望向窗外，已经是破晓了。骷髅头吉他还掉在地板上，米格一把抓起它，离开了坟墓，跑出了墓地。他飞快地跑过广场，经过歌神德拉库斯的雕像，跑回到家里。他喘着气经过贝托伯伯和阿韦尔堂哥。

“他在这儿！”贝托伯伯说。阿韦尔吓得从长凳上掉到地上。这时，爸爸从拐角走了过来，但米格迅速地从他身边跑过。

“米格？站住！”

米格继续踩着地上的万寿菊跑进前门。他急急忙忙地冲进后面的卧室去找可可。正当他跑到门口时，奶奶挡住了他的路。

“你去哪儿了？”她问。“啊！求你了，我要找太奶奶。”

她看到米格手里的吉他：“你拿这个干嘛！给我！”

米格冲过奶奶，“砰”的一声关上了门。

“米格！停下！米格！”

米格锁上门。可可正呆呆地凝视着前方，她的眼睛里一片茫然。

米格望着她的双眼：“太奶奶？您能听见我说话吗？我是米格。我看到您的爸爸了。记得吗？您的爸爸？求您了——如果您忘了，他就会永远地消失了。”

她仍然坐在那里，看着前方，一句话也不说。此时，米格的爸爸在外面把门敲得砰砰直响。

“米格，开门！”

米格没有理他，当务之急是要让太奶奶明白他的意思。他拿出了吉他：“看，这是他的吉他，对吗？他以前给您弹过吧？看，他在这儿。”可可依旧凝视着前方，好像米格不存在一样。“记得爸爸吗？爸爸？”

“米格！”爸爸在门外冲他大吼。

“太奶奶，求您了，不要忘记他。”米格恳求道。

不一会儿，门外响起钥匙的声音。紧接着房门被一把推开，全家人都冲了进来。

“你在对这个可怜人干吗？”奶奶哭喊道，她把米格推向一边，“没事了，妈妈，没事了。”

“你中了什么邪？”爸爸对米格说。

米格挫败地低下了头，眼泪顺着他的鼻子滴下来。爸爸的怒火变成了宽慰。他抱住自己的儿子：“我还以为要失去你了，米格……”

“对不起，爸爸。”

米格的妈妈走上前。“现在所有人都在一起了。这才是最重要的。”她说。

“不是所有人。”米格咕哝着，他想到了埃克托。

“没事了，妈妈。米格，过来跟你太奶奶道歉。”奶奶命令道。米格走到可可面前。

“太奶奶……”米格开口道。这时，他瞥了一眼埃克托的吉他。

“还有呢？道歉！”

刹那间，米格知道自己该做什么了。“太奶奶？您的爸爸——他希望您能听到这个。”他拿起吉他。

奶奶想要上前阻止，但米格的爸爸轻轻地拍了拍她的胳膊。“妈妈，等等。”他看着儿子说。

米格学着埃克托，唱起那首《请记住我》。他把所有感情都融进了这首歌。

“看啊。”米格的妈妈说。可可眼睛里的微光伴随着每一个音符变得愈发明亮起来。她的脸颊鼓鼓的，嘴角上扬，露出一个微笑。米格也注意到了这些变化。

奶奶困惑地看着这一切。

很快，可可就跟米格一同唱起儿时和爸爸唱过的歌曲。奶奶的脸上挂满泪水。可可关切地看向自己的女儿。

“埃莱娜？怎么了，我的孩子？”“没什么，妈妈。没事。”

可可转向米格：“我爸爸以前也给我唱过这首歌。”

“他爱你，太奶奶。你爸爸非常爱你。”米格说。

可可的脸上浮现出一个大大的微笑。这句话她等了太久。她走向床头柜，打开抽屉，拿出一本笔记本。她剥开衬页，抽出一张撕碎的纸，交给了米格。

这就是照片上被撕掉的那张脸——埃克托的脸！米格把照片拼在一起。可可笑了。

“我爸爸是位音乐家。”她说，“在我小的时候，他和妈妈会唱非常优美的歌曲。”

一家人围在可可身旁。是时候听听曾曾爷爷埃克托的故事了。
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一年后，墓地又聚满了前来清理墓碑、摆放鲜花的人们。但是歌神德拉库斯的墓前却不再有那么多祭品，也少了很多粉丝。他的雕像旁边也挂起一块标牌，上面用油漆喷着“忘记你”的 字样。

一个旅行团穿过小镇，停在了里韦拉家族制鞋坊前。“这里是圣塞西莉亚最珍贵的财富之一。”导游说。游客们围了上来认真地听。“这是受人尊敬的作词人埃克托 · 里韦拉的家。在埃克托写给他女儿可可的信里，有你们喜爱的所有歌曲的歌词，不只是《请记住我》。”游客们纷纷与那把骷髅头吉他和放在相框里的书信合影留念。

在院子里，米格的罗莎堂姐和阿韦尔堂哥挂起了五彩缤纷的墨西哥剪纸，米格的父母则忙着准备墨西哥玉米粽子。米格的爷爷把庭院打扫得干干净净，年幼的孙子孙女们用万寿菊花瓣铺出了一条通向灵坛的路。

“这个男人是你的胡利奥太爷爷。”米格抱着他十个月大的妹妹，耐心地向她解释，一旁的奶奶正在灵坛上摆放照片。妹妹被取名为索科罗，和可可的全名一样。“还有罗西塔太姑姑和维多利亚姨婆，这两位是奥斯卡舅爷爷和费利佩舅爷爷。这些不只是旧照片，他们是我们的亲人，都要靠我们好好记住他们。”

奶奶微笑地看着自己的孙子向他的小妹妹讲述亡灵节的传统。她轻轻地在灵坛上摆好最后一个相框。那是可可的照片。奶奶和米格对视了一下，他用一只胳膊环抱住她。他们都非常想念可可。在可可的照片旁边，是梅尔达、可可和埃克托的合影，已经用胶带重新粘好了。

此时在亡灵之地，埃克托正排在出发的队伍里。被拒绝了这么多年，此刻的他非常紧张。

“旅途愉快！下一位！”出发处的官员喊道。埃克托走到检测器前，官员认出了他，幸灾乐祸地笑起来，他扫描埃克托的脸时，埃克托也紧张地轻笑了几声。
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“旅途愉快，埃克托！”官员大声说。

埃克托的心中满是喜悦。他的家人终于在灵坛上摆好他的照片了。他走到桥下和梅尔达会合。他们亲吻着，直到有一个兴奋的声音叫了起来。

“爸爸！”

埃克托转过身，看到他的女儿走了过来。他张开双臂，给了可可一个大大的拥抱。“可可！”他高兴地大喊，并紧紧抱住了她。他知道，相聚的每一分钟都是奇迹。可可一手拉着爸爸，一手拉着妈妈，三人一同走上桥。

在他们头顶上，丹丹和小南瓜在亡灵之地的夜空中飞翔。他们飞落到万寿菊桥上，蹦蹦跳跳地跑进生灵之地。丹丹身上霓虹色的皮肤和翅膀消失了，他又变回了一只普通的墨西哥无毛犬。小南瓜那壮观的带翅膀的影子赫然出现在脚下，但是当她拐了个弯，走进生灵之地以后，就变成了一只小野猫。丹丹和小南瓜绕过街上醉酒狂欢的人，跑进里韦拉家的院子里。奶奶看到丹丹，连忙丢给它一个玉米粽，它大口咀嚼起来。

院子里，米格弹着吉他，准备唱歌，家人们围在他身边。丹丹跳起来，在他的脸上舔了一口。

“丹丹！”米格发出一声长长的尖叫。全家人都笑了。

在这个特殊的亡灵之夜，埃克托和梅尔达臂挽着臂，站在一起，听米格唱歌。奶奶也在旁边听，她的肩上搭着可可的手。米格的爸爸轻柔地抱着婴儿，米格的妈妈则靠在他的身上。米格的家人们，不论是活着的还是已经死去的，都跟着旋律摆动着头，有的用自己的乐器伴奏，并跟着一起唱歌。虽然活着的人看不见死去的人，但这个家依旧是完整的，全家人被歌中蕴藏的和谐和深意紧紧地联系在一起。
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