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“Pat, what did I say in my sleep that night in the hos-
pital?” Mia asked suddenly. She was staring, wide eyed, up 
at the ceiling.

“I can’t remember. Why?”
“I think it might be important,” she said, without look-

ing at me.
“It wasn’t important. You were talking in your sleep.”
“I think it has to do with the numbers 3, 6, 8, and 9, but 

I can’t work it out.” She said it matter-of-factly, without any 
hint of humor.

“Okay, well, try to work that out,” I said softly. “I’ll be 
back in a second.” I grabbed my phone, hands shaking, 
and walked into the hall. Closing the door, I shut my eyes 
and leaned against the wall, slowly exhaling several deep 
breaths.

Mia needs you, I kept repeating to myself. Keep it 
together.

“Marcos, Lucia,” I said as I entered the kitchen, “Mia 
isn’t doing well. We’re going to be in our bedroom for 
a while. Can you call Mark and tell him that things are 
worse than I thought? I’ll update him when I can.”

I needed time to contact Dr. Martinez’s office and 
convince him to see Mia immediately, but I was worried 
about leaving her alone too long. I decided to give her more 
Ativan. Maybe that would help her relax, or at least keep 
her sedated. I didn’t know what else to do.

When I returned to our bedroom, Van Morrison was 
singing his song “Sweet Thing.” It had always been one of 
our favorites. Mia was propped up on her pillow, waiting 
for me.

“When he wrote this song, he was thinking of us,” she 
said. “I’m sure of it.”
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“Mia, we have never met Van Morrison. He couldn’t 
have been thinking of us.”

“No,” she said in a firm voice, “I am telling you that he 
was thinking of us.”

“He wrote this song in 1968, babe,” I replied. “Neither 
one of us was born then.”

I stood watching her from across the room. Mia rose 
slowly and marched over. She stopped about a foot away, 
glaring up at me. I had the fleeting feeling that she was 
going to punch me. “You need to tell me what I said the 
other night, in my sleep, at the hospital.”

I was not seeing my best friend across from me. I 
couldn’t recognize her, like she was someone else.

“Why.” It wasn’t a question. I stated it, daring her to 
respond.

“It was important. I know it,” she said in the same 
grave tone.

A heartbeat. And then another.
“Mia, do you think that whatever you said that night 

was a message from God, and that it will solve the mean-
ing of those numbers that you just mentioned?” I couldn’t 
believe I was actually saying this.

Her stare was boring into me. There was no sign of Mia 
in those eyes; they were void of intimacy. For a brief sec-
ond, just a flash, I might have seen a flicker of hesitation, or 
maybe it was remorse, but then it was gone.

“Yes,” she said. “That’s exactly what I think.”




