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Gila wipes at her eyes. “She said ‘I love you too.’” I grab her and pull 

her into an embrace as well.

“Thank you. Even if I didn’t need that, thank you.” She feels just like 

my mother did. I hold her at arm’s length. “You aren’t really here?”

She sniffs. “It’s after visiting hours.”

“How did you do this?”

“I went to their resting spot and asked nicely.” She’s being face-

tious, but she assures me it’s true.

I think about what Mom said. That I’d find other ways to fix things. 

Could I really? I wipe my eyes too. “Months ago, you told me I was 

dull and gray.”

“When you tried to invade my mind. Yes.”

“How am I now?”

Gila squints at me. “I’m starting to see some color in there.”
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