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Epilogue 
 
 
“Dad? How are you?” 

Luke smiled into the phone, though he knew that Lily 
couldn’t see him. “I’m fine. How are things with you, and the 
kids?” 

“They’re good, Elliot is loving school. And Lumie is as 
mad as ever. They miss you. I miss you.” 

Luke sighed. “I miss you too. I know it’s been too long 
since I came to visit, but, well-” 

“I know, Dad. It’s a long way to come. But we would love 
to have you here, whenever you want to visit.” 

“Thanks. It’s just so expensive to fly these days. And 
besides, I’m not as young as I once was, you know.” 

“Young enough to have a life though. I hope you’re not in 
a tiny village surrounded by old people.” 

Luke laughed. She had summed up the tiny Spanish village 
perfectly. “I have a great life here. It’s not as warm as it was 
on the island, but it’s warmer than the UK.” 

“I bet it’s warmer here in California.” 
“Maybe.” 
“Have you heard from Nick at all?” 
Luke sighed and looked at the photograph on his desk of 

his three children. “No. I haven’t. I don’t even know if he 
would know how to find me at this point. With the island 
gone and all of the information online wiped out, it would be 
a miracle if he managed to find us now.” 
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“I looked for him too, but I didn’t find anything. He must 
have changed his name or something.” 

“Most likely. He made it quite clear when he left that he 
didn’t intend to speak to any of us again.” Luke rubbed his 
eyes, trying to ward off the tears that threatened. 

“I don’t know how he could blame you for what 
happened. It wasn’t your fault, what happened to Mum.” 

Luke swallowed. “I know. But I understand. He missed 
her. I do too.” 

“We all do. But that’s no reason to be like that, I-” 
“Lily, I’m sorry, I need to go now. I have an appointment 

in ten minutes.” It was a lie, but he couldn’t continue the 
conversation with tears running down his face. And once Lily 
got onto the subject of her brother deserting them, it was 
hard to get her to stop. 

“Okay, Dad. I love you. I’ll call again soon. And 
remember, you’re welcome here any time.” 

“I love you too, Lil. Goodbye.” 
 

* * * 
 
When the phone rang again just five minutes later, Luke 
wondered whether to answer it. With a sigh, he picked up the 
phone just before the voicemail service cut in. “Hello?” 

“Hey, Dad, it’s me.” His heart stopped for a second and 
he thought that Lily had rung back to try again, but then he 
smiled when he recognised it as Elizabeth’s voice. “Hey, 
how’s things?” he asked, settling onto the sofa. 

“Have you been to the cinema recently?” 
“No, I haven’t been to see a film in years, why?” 
“Well, Byrney and I went last night, and the main 

character reminded me of Mum. And the ending, well, it was 
exactly what happened to her. It’s mad, I know, because it 
was a Sci-Fi thing, with a weird story about multiple lives and 
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experiments, but I swear, Dad, it was just spooky, the 
similarities.” 

Luke’s heart started thumping. “Did you say multiple 
lives?” He had never told the children about what his wife 
had told him about having lived a hundred lives. 

“Yes, the main character lives her life over and over, but 
tries to change things each time. Then she finally gets to live 
longer and she has a family, but then she’s killed in an 
accident, just like Mum’s.” 

“What’s it called? The film?” Luke asked, moving to his 
desk to get a pen and paper. 

“The Elphite.” 
Luke dropped the pen. That was what she had called 

herself. He couldn’t speak. 
“Dad? Are you there?” 
“Uh, yeah, uh, sorry, I just...” 
“Are you okay? Maybe I shouldn’t have told you, I didn’t 

mean to upset you.” 
“No, it’s okay, you haven’t upset me. I’m just going to 

look up this film and see what you mean. It does seem like 
quite a coincidence.” 

“Are you sure you’re okay?” 
“Yes, absolutely. Don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine.” 
“Okay, Dad, if you’re sure. I better go, I need to get back 

to work. I love you.” 
“Love you, too.” Luke hung up, then sat and stared at the 

phone for what seemed like an age. He switched on his 
ancient computer and clicked on the web browser. Usually it 
met his needs, but he was impatient with its slowness today. 

He went to a search engine and typed in ‘The Elphite’. 
The very first link on the page led him to the film’s website. 
He clicked on it, and there was a trailer on the front page. He 
pressed play. 

“What if you lived your life over and over again? Would 
you change it?” The voice-over began and clips from the film 
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played out on his small screen. He gasped when he saw the 
characters. They meet on a train, fall in love, and get married, 
over and over, until she tries to change their meeting... 

It was them. It was based on himself and his wife. But 
how was this possible? The trailer ended and he quickly 
clicked on all of the links on the website, looking for more 
information. Finally, he found a small piece in the section on 
the director, Dick Peterson, which mentioned that it was 
based on a story he’d read in a magazine. 

Luke searched the internet and found the column in the 
magazine. When he saw the first line, he nearly passed out. 
“Ellie,” he whispered. “Is that really you?” 

Hands shaking, he read the article and couldn’t believe it. 
It recounted everything. Everything Ellie had told him, over 
forty years before, was there. But he soon realised that back 
then she had not told him all of the details. When he read the 
part about her dying in Spain, after he’d left her, he started 
sobbing. He clutched his chest and blinked away the tears, 
determined to continue reading. By the time he’d got to the 
part where she had died in the plane crash, then had woken 
up to be told it had all been an experiment and that none of it 
had been real; he was in shock. 

How could she think it hadn’t been real? That he didn’t 
exist? That the triplets didn’t exist? His indignation halted his 
tears. How dare those scientists take away what they’d had? 
He stood up suddenly; he was going to set things straight. He 
needed to speak to her. To this new incarnation of his 
beloved wife. He needed her to know that he was real, that he 
was alive. And that her children were real. 

He picked up the phone and rang the travel agents. “I 
need a ticket to London, England, please. I need to fly there 
as soon as possible.” 
 

* * * 
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He settled into the seat on the plane and knew that in just a 
few hours, he would be back in his home country. He had 
done some research and had found that Ellie now lived in 
London, in a house in Greenwich Village. He hadn’t 
contacted her; he wanted to see her in person. It would just 
be too much of a shock to explain it all over the phone. 

He tried to sleep on the short flight, but found that he 
couldn’t shut his mind down. How would she react? After all, 
she would only be in her thirties, and he was in his seventies. 
Would she even want to meet him? 

He tried to push away his fears, and focus on the fact that 
in just a few hours, he would see his darling Ellie again. 
 

* * * 
 
“Jed, are you ready?” Ellie called. “We’re going to be late!” 

Jed came thundering down the stairs. “Okay, okay, I’m 
ready. Calm down, we’re not going to be late.” 

Ellie smiled and kissed him on the nose. “I’m sorry, I’m 
just nervous, that’s all.” 

“There’s no need to be nervous, it’s going to go just fine.” 
Ellie smiled. “I love you.” 
“I love you, too, now let’s get going. We don’t want to be 

late.” Jed winked and jumped away before she could hit him. 
They stepped out of the front door, and the heavens opened. 

“Hang on, I’d better get an umbrella. Can’t turn up 
looking like a drowned rat.” 

Jed dashed back inside to find an umbrella, leaving Ellie 
on the doorstep. 

“Excuse me.” 
A hand touched Ellie’s arm and she turned around. She 

frowned at the stranger wearing nothing but a summer shirt 
and shorts in the pouring rain. 

“Yes?” 
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The stranger tried to smile, but she could see he was 
struggling to. “Ellie?” he whispered. 

Without knowing why, Ellie stepped toward him, out of 
the dry doorway, into the relentless downpour. She stared 
into his eyes and searched his lined, tanned face. When she 
was close enough to smell his scent, she gasped. “Luke?” she 
whispered.  

His face crumpled and he nodded. “Yes, my darling. It’s 
me.”  

Ellie’s eyes welled up with tears, and they fell, joining the 
raindrops on her cheeks. “I don’t understand,” she said, 
reaching up to touch his face. “They told me you weren’t 
real.” 

“I know,” Luke said. “Elizabeth told me about the movie, 
and I watched the trailer.” 

Ellie’s hand flew to her mouth, her eyes wide. 
“Elizabeth?” She started to sob. “My children are real too?” 
Luke stepped forward and enveloped her in his arms. “Yes, 
they are. They are very real. And I believe that you are the 
new incarnation of the Ellie I was married to for eighteen 
years.” 

Overcome with simultaneously feeling relieved, surprised 
and scared, Ellie sobbed into the shoulder of the man she had 
loved for so many lifetimes, and thought she would never see 
again. 

“Sorry that took me so long, I couldn’t find it anywhere...” 
Jed’s voice trailed off when he come outside, and he paused 
in the act of putting the umbrella up. 

“Nick?” Luke whispered. 
Ellie pulled away a little to look up at Luke, who looked 

like he had seen a ghost. She turned to Jed who was equally as 
pale. 

“Dad?” he replied. 
Ellie’s eyes widened as she looked back and forth between 

the two men, who bore far too much of a resemblance for it 
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to be a coincidence. The last thing she remembered before 
the darkness swallowed her was the strong arms catching her 
as she fell, and Luke’s scent. 
 

* * * 
 
“Ellie, can you hear me?” Jed gripped her hand tightly, and 
gently moved some strands of wet hair away from her pale 
face. His heart was hammering, and he couldn’t seem to calm 
it down. He looked up at his dad. “She’s not coming round, 
do you think we should call an ambulance?” 

Luke put his hand on Jed’s shoulder. “She will come 
round when she’s ready. She’s just had a massive shock, I 
think she probably just needs a few minutes.” He stood and 
gestured for Jed to follow him to the kitchen. Jed reluctantly 
left Ellie’s side, whispering that he would be back in a 
moment into her ear. Her still form brought back awful 
memories that he had been trying to bury for the last thirty 
years, and he fought to keep them out of his mind. 

Once in the kitchen, Jed took a bottle out of the cupboard 
and poured them both a stiff drink. 

“Son, please explain it all to me. How are you with Ellie? 
You obviously knew...” 

Jed bit his lip. “That she is the reincarnation of my 
mother? Not at first. I was in love with her for years. We 
lived next door to each other. She had a boyfriend, so I kept 
my distance. But then she was a part of this weird 
experiment, and she remembered her past life. It wasn’t until 
she came back from the experiment, thinking she was Ellie, 
that I started to put the pieces together.” He sighed. “I was 
going to tell her, I really was. But then she decided to give up 
searching for you, give up trying to prove that her memories 
were real, and I saw the chance to be happy.” 

Luke closed his eyes, and a tear escaped. “I know you 
missed her. We all did. But I wish you hadn’t left us.” 
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Jed nodded. “I know. And I’m sorry I never got in touch, 
it was just too painful.” 

“Don’t you think this is wrong though? Being with her in 
this way?” 

Jed frowned. “After Mum died, I was lost. And I was in so 
much pain,” his voice broke. “But then I met Ellie - or, well, 
Alex was her name then - and all the pain dissolved. I felt 
happy for the first time in so long. How can that be wrong?” 

Luke set his empty glass down on the counter and stepped 
forward to envelop Jed in his arms. “I understand, son. I just 
want to prepare you for the possibility that Ellie may not 
understand.” 

“I can’t lose her again, Dad. I just can’t.” 
“Luke?” 
Both Luke and Jed turned to see Ellie sitting up on the 

sofa. She caught sight of them both in the kitchen, and her 
voice dropped to a whisper. 

“So it wasn’t just a dream?” 
 

* * * 
 
Ellie’s mind was racing a million miles an hour, and she felt 
sick to her stomach. She sat at the kitchen table, between the 
two men, who she loved, so much, and stared down at her 
wedding ring. Was she really married to her own son? It was 
like something out of a bad sitcom. 

“Ellie, are you okay?” 
She looked down at Jed’s hand on hers, his own wedding 

band glinting in the dim kitchen light. Then she looked over 
at Luke’s right hand. He was wearing a ring too. 

“Is that...? Or did you get remarried?” 
Luke followed her gaze to the ring and he bit his lip. “No, 

I haven’t remarried. This is the ring you gave me.” 
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Ellie shook her head. “This is all so surreal,” she muttered. 
She looked up at Jed. “When did you know? That you were... 
that I was...?” 

“After you wrote the article, about the experiment. I 
realised then that the experiment must have been something 
like a past life regression. And that you were the reincarnation 
of my mother.” He tried to smile, but failed. “It was only 
then that I saw all the similarities. Before that, before the 
experiment, I was in love with you for years, but I had no 
idea what it was that drew me so strongly to you.” 

“Who else knows?” 
Both Jed and Luke shook their heads. “No one, I haven’t 

told anyone,” Jed said. “And I had no idea where Dad was, or 
how to find him. I looked up Lily and Elizabeth, and I even 
tried to contact Elizabeth, but I chickened out when I heard 
her voice.” 

“Your sisters have missed you,” Luke said. “They were 
devastated when you left the island.” 

“Wait a minute,” Ellie said. “So the island was real?” 
“Yes, when the oceans rose by a few feet about twenty 

years ago, the island disappeared. We did have some warning, 
and were able to leave before it happened, but we lost our 
home and land, and had to begin again.” 

“There was nothing on the internet about it, but then Jed, 
I mean Nick,” Ellie squeezed her eyes shut. “He told me 
about the wipeout in 2032, about how all that information 
would have been lost.” 

“Yes, it is only those who lived there that remember it 
existed.” 

Ellie nodded, and studied Jed’s face. “Why didn’t you tell 
me the truth? When you realised? Why did you lie to me? 
You knew how devastated I was when I believed that none of 
it was real, when I thought that Luke and my children didn’t 
really exist.” 
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Jed looked her in the eye, and shrugged, trying to retain his 
composure. “I just, I didn’t, I mean...” he looked down at 
their entwined hands and his tears hit the table. “I couldn’t 
lose you again,” he whispered, his shoulders shaking while he 
tried to hold back the sobs. 

Ellie’s eyes filled with tears again and she gripped his hand 
tightly. She looked at Luke, at the man she had loved, 
married, and spent so many lives with, and her heart 
constricted. She looked back at Jed’s bowed head. “You still 
should have told me.” 

“I know,” Jed whispered. “I’m so sorry.” 
There was a long silence, punctuated only by the rain still 

pounding against the kitchen window. 
Ellie looked up at the clock, suddenly becoming aware of 

the outside world. “Oh, shit,” she said, getting to her feet. “I 
need to call Dick, we’re so late for our meeting with him and 
the other producers.” 

Jed looked up. “I already called. I told them that a family 
matter had come up, and that we would have to rearrange.” 

Ellie smiled and sat back down. “Thank you. I guess it is 
something of a family matter,” she said, trying to lighten the 
mood a little. Neither man cracked a smile and she sighed. 
She really didn’t know what to think or how to feel about the 
whole situation. Her relief that her family was real and alive, 
was tainted by the weirdness she felt about being married to 
her son from a previous life. She had thought that her story 
couldn’t get much weirder, but she reckoned Dick would 
have loved to have known this twist to add to the movie. 
Thinking about it though, the characters he had chosen to 
play Luke and Jed did look quite alike...  

The silence stretched on. Ellie breathed in deeply and tried 
to remain in the present moment. She looked from one 
husband to the other. 

“So what happens now?” she wondered out loud. 
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To be continued… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
What do you think should happen next? Please visit 

http://www.michellegordon.co.uk/vote-elphite to vote for 
what you would like Ellie to do! 

http://www.michellegordon.co.uk/vote-elphite

