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Thirty Years Later 
 
I had missed Nathan every single day for the last thirty years. 

Not that I wasn’t very happy with Jack throughout that 
time, because I was. We had our challenges of course, but we 
always managed to get through them. We never had children, 
for some reason it just wasn’t possible. I wasn’t keen to try the 
fertility treatment route, and he didn’t want to adopt. So it was 
just the two of us. 

Until yesterday. 
I looked around the bedroom, which seemed so big and 

empty without his presence. We had moved to a new house 
twenty years ago, after having one too many arguments about 
the cramped space in the cottage. I chose to rent the cottage 
out, rather than sell it. I guess despite all of my training and 
counselling others in letting go, there were still some things 
that I was unable to let go of. 

The only comfort I had now was the fact that, thanks to 
Nathan, I knew that Jack would be okay. I knew the angels 
would take good care of him. 

I sat on the edge of our bed, and touched the framed picture 
of us on our wedding day. We had shared a beautiful life 
together, and I wouldn’t have changed it for the world. But the 
loss I felt now was tearing me to shreds. 

“Jack?” I whispered into the empty room. “Are you there?” 
But just like when I had called out for Nathan after our 

argument all those years ago, there was no response. 
 

* * * 
 
Six months passed by in a blur of funeral arrangements, dealing 
with tenants, selling the house and then moving. It brought 



back old memories of my father’s funeral, and of leaving 
university. I wished I had someone to help me. Being back in 
the cottage made me miss both Nathan and Jack even more, 
but I could still see them both here, still feel their energies 
within the walls. And it was comforting. 

One evening, alone in front of the fire to ward off the 
wintry chill, I decided to unpack some more of my books. I 
had considered, long ago, just giving them all to charity, as my 
interests had turned away from the metaphysical toward the 
psychological, and I had not touched any of the texts in years. 

I got some scissors from the kitchen, slit open one of the 
boxes, and started pulling the books out in threes, placing them 
on the empty bookshelf. The fire popped suddenly, startling 
me and making me drop one of the books. I placed the other 
two on the shelf, and when I leaned down to pick up the copy 
of Infinite You, a note slid out. 

Frowning, I picked the note up, and my heart thudded hard 
when I saw my name on the folded paper in a familiar cursive. 

I sat down, and hands shaking, unfolded the paper. 
 
My beautiful Marielle, 

I am so sorry. I really cannot apologise enough for leaving you. But I 
need you to know the truth, the whole story, because without it, you may 
not remember me with love, but instead with bitterness or resentment, and 
I could not stand it. 

I did not leave you intentionally, I was trying to find a way to be with 
you. Properly. After reading this book, which suggests that we can choose 
to live in a parallel universe in which we can have all we desire, I spoke to 
your angel, and he confirmed that I could choose to live in a universe where 
I was still alive, and where we got to be together. 

So that’s what I did. I chose to live in a beautiful universe where I 
came and found you in university. A reality where you were able to say 
goodbye to your father, because I prompted you to contact him before it was 
too late. A life where we not only got married, but we had a beautiful 
child, and called her Snowdrop. 



But there were flaws in this new universe that I chose, flaws that I had 
not thought to look for when I chose it. And so I chose to return to the 
universe where I was in spirit, so I could be with you again. 

But I am too late. You are with Jack now, and you believe I abandoned 
you. 

I will never be able to make it up to you, and for that, I am so very 
sorry. I hope you will have a very happy life with Jack, and I am going to 
do my very best to leave you be. Please know that I love you. Completely, 
absolutely, and for eternity. And I hope that you will one day forgive me. 

Yours always, 
Nathan. 
 
His name smudged when my tears hit the bottom of the 

page. I looked at the date again. It was the day Jack had 
proposed to me. So he had been there, on the beach. Just like 
he had said in the weird dream I’d had of him on my wedding 
day. 

And our child. Our life together. It hadn’t just been vivid 
dreams. It had been real. Which meant that the reason he had 
left that universe was because I had died during childbirth. 

All of the memories, half-memories and dreams slammed 
into me, leaving me breathless. I recalled sending him away, 
and for the first time in thirty years, felt a stab of regret. 

What had I done? 
The first sob surprised me, but more followed and soon I 

could no longer see the note, or the fire, or the world around 
me. 

After what felt like hours, I felt a warmth fill me, and I knew 
I was not alone. “Jack?” I whispered. “Nathan?” 

There was no answer, but I became very calm. My gaze 
rested on the book that had held Nathan’s words all these 
years. Without fully thinking it through, I picked it up and 
flicked to a page with its corner folded down. It was a 
meditation to enter a parallel universe. 

My breathing quickened, and I quickly re-read Nathan’s 
words, then looked back at the book. If he had managed to 
choose another universe, one where we were together, then 



why couldn’t I do the same thing? Surely there must be a 
universe where we are together, and we are happy, and neither 
of us dies young? 

I breathed in deeply and carefully read the through the 
meditation a couple of times, committing it to memory so that 
I could do it with my eyes closed. Once I was sure I could 
remember the process, I closed my eyes. 

 
* * * 

 
When I woke up, I was confused. I didn’t remember falling 
asleep. I rubbed my eyes and looked around. I wasn’t on the 
sofa. I wasn’t even in the cottage, I was– 

“Marielle! If we’re late one more time, I swear she’s going 
to kill us!” 

Suddenly wide awake, I leapt out of bed and all but ripped 
the door open. Sarah stared back at me, her young face 
expressing her shock. I threw my arms around her, and held 
her tight to me. In my parallel life, we had not seen each other 
for some time. After she had met her husband, they had 
emigrated to Australia and not returned to the UK, not even 
for holidays. 

“Marielle?” Sarah squeaked. “Is everything okay?” 
I could feel my tears soaking into her t-shirt, but I nodded. 

She pulled away from me a little and looked at me in concern. 
“Are you sure?” 
I nodded again, but was unable to speak. Suddenly, I 

remembered why I was there, and what I had just done. “What 
day is it? What’s the date?” 

Sarah frowned. “Why?” 
I pulled away and ran into my room. I grabbed my phone 

from the bedside table and pushed the green button. 
It was the day before Nathan was going to die. 
Without even thinking, I grabbed yesterday’s clothes from 

the floor, threw them on and shoved my feet into my shoes. I 
grabbed my car keys and went to the door, where Sarah was 
still standing, wearing the same expression of shock. 



“Where are you going?” 
“There’s something I need to do,” I said, pulling my door 

shut behind me and locking it. “Could you apologise for me 
not being in class today?” 

Sarah nodded, but she didn’t look happy. 
“I’ll explain it all later. But right now, I need to go.” I headed 

out the front door of the dorm building, and crossed the car 
park to my old car. It struck me suddenly how amazing it felt 
to be in my young body again, how free and fit I felt. I unlocked 
the door and jammed the key into the ignition. Within seconds, 
I was pulling out of the front gates, and heading toward my old 
home town. Toward Nathan. I prayed that I would get there in 
time. 

 
* * * 

 
Feeling like a time traveler from the future, I walked down the 
high street, my heart thumping hard in my chest. If I had 
chosen right, I knew I would find Nathan at work. 

I stepped into the shop, and glanced over at the checkout. 
An older woman was there, scanning someone’s items. 
Refusing to believe that I might be too late, I headed further 
in, and started going up and down the aisles. It was near the 
tea that I finally saw his familiar outline. 

Aware that tears were threatening to form and fall, I took a 
few deep breaths, before approaching him. He was so busy 
stacking the shelf, he wasn’t aware of my presence. I cleared 
my throat gently. 

“Excuse me, do you know where I can find the chocolate 
biscuits?” 

He started to answer, but when he turned to look at me, his 
words died away. His eyes locked on mine, and I wondered if 
he was remembering the other universes, the other lifetimes. 

“Marielle?” he whispered. 
I smiled and took a step closer to him. 



“I dreamed about you last night,” he said, reaching out to 
touch my face. “It felt so real. And now here you are.” He 
looked around him. “Is this a dream too?” 

I moved closer still and then reached up to kiss him softly. 
He closed his eyes and kissed me back. 

“This is real,” I said. “It’s not a dream. I’m here.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

If you have enjoyed reading this free copy of I’m Here, 

please consider leaving me a review for it on Amazon, I 

would really appreciate it! You can also check out my other 

books on my website – michellegordon.co.uk. 

 

Thank you! 

 


