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| love you, too.

These violent delights have violent ends And in their triumph die, like fire and powder, Which, as
they kiss, consume.

Romeo and Juliet, Act |1, Scene VI

PREFACE

| FELT LIKE | WAS TRAPPED IN ONE OF THOSE TERRIFY ING nightmares, the one where you
haveto run, runtill your lungs burst, but you can't make your body move fast enough. My legs seemed to
move dower and dower as | fought my way through the callous crowd, but the hands on the huge clock
tower didn't dow. With relentless, uncaring force, they turned inexorably toward the end—the end of

everything.

But thiswas no dream, and, unlike the nightmare, | wasn't running for my life; | wasracing to save
something infinitely more precious. My own life meant little to me today.

Alice had said there was a good chance we would both die here. Perhaps the outcome would be
different if she weren't trapped by the brilliant sunlight; only | wasfreeto run acrossthis bright, crowded
square.

And | couldn't run fast enough.

Soit didn't matter to me that we were surrounded by our extraordinarily dangerous enemies. Asthe
clock began to toll out the hour, vibrating under the soles of my duggish feet, | knew | wastoo late—and
| was glad something bloodthirsty waited in the wings. For infailing at this, | forfeited any desireto live.

The clock tolled again, and the sun beat down from the exact center point of the sky.

1. PARTY

| WASNINETY-NINE POINT NINE PERCENT SURE | WAS dreaming.

The reasons | was S0 certain were that, firgt, | was standing in abright shaft of sunlight—the kind of
blinding clear sun that never shone on my drizzly new hometown in Forks, Washington—and second, |
was looking at my GrandmaMarie. Gran had been dead for six years now, so that was solid evidence
toward the dream theory.

Gran hadn't changed much; her face looked just the same as | remembered it. The skin was soft and
withered, bent into athousand tiny creasesthat clung gently to the bone underneath. Like adried apricot,
but with a puff of thick white hair standing out in acloud around it.

Our mouths—hers awizened picker—spread into the same surprised hdf-amile at just the sametime.
Apparently, she hadn't been expecting to see me, either.

| was about to ask her aquestion; | had so many—What was she doing herein my cream? What had



she been up to in the past six years? Was Pop okay, and had they found each other, wherever they
were?—hut she opened her mouth when | did, so | stopped to let her go first. She paused, too, and then
we Goth smiled at the little awkwardness.

"Bdld"

It wasn't Gran who called my name, and we both turned to see the addition to our smdl reunion. | didn't
have to look to know who it was; thiswas avoice | would know anywhere—know, and respond to,
whether | was awake or asleep... or even dead, I'd bet. The voice I'd walk through fire for—or, less
dramaticaly, dosh every day through the cold and endlessrain for.

Edward.

Even though | was aways thrilled to see him—conscious or otherwise—and even though | was almost
positive that | was dreaming, | panicked as Edward walked toward us through the glaring sunlight.

| panicked because Gran didn't know that | wasin love with avampire—nobody knew that—so how
was | supposed to explain the fact that the brilliant sunbeams were shattering off his skin into a thousand
ranbow shardslike he was made of crystal or diamond?

Well, Gran, yon might have noticed that my boyfriend glitters. It's just something he does in the
sun. Don't worry about it...

What was he doing? The whole reason he lived in Forks, the rainiest place in the world, was so that he
could be outside in the daytime without exposing hisfamily's secret. Y et here hewas, strolling gracefully
toward me—with the most beautiful smile on hisange'sface—asif | were the only one here.

In that second, | wished that | was not the one exception to hismysterioustalent; | usudly felt grateful
that | was the only person whose thoughts he couldn't hear just as clearly asif they were spoken aoud.
But now | wished he could hear me, too, so that he could hear the warning | was screaming in my head.

| shot a panicked glance back at Gran, and saw that it was too late. She wasjust turning to stare back at
me, her eyesasdarmed asmine.

Edward—dtill smiling so beautifully that my heart fet like it was going to swdl up and burst through my
chest—put hisarm around my shoulder and turned to face my grandmother.

Gran's expression surprised me. Instead of looking horrified, she was staring at me sheepishly, asif
waiting for ascolding. And she was standing in such a strange position—one arm held awkwardly away
from her body, stretched out and then curled around the air. Like she had her arm around someone|
couldn't see, someoneinvisble...

Only then, as| looked at the bigger picture, did | notice the huge gilt frame that enclosed my
grandmother's form. Uncomprehending, | raised the hand that wasn't wrapped around Edward's waist
and reached out to touch her. She mimicked the movement exactly, mirrored it. But where our fingers
should have met, there was nothing but cold glass...

With adizzying jolt, my dream abruptly became anightmare.
There wasno Gran.
That was me. Mein amirror. Me—ancient, creased, and withered.

Edward stood beside me, casting no reflection, excruciatingly lovely and forever seventeen.



He pressed hisicy, perfect lips againgt my wasted cheek.
"Happy birthday," he whispered.

| woke with astart—my eyelids popping open wide—and gasped. Dull gray light, the familiar light of an
overcast morning, took the place of the blinding sun in my dream.

Just a dream, | told mysdif. It was only a dream. | took adeep breath, and then jumped again when
my darm went off. Thelittle caendar in the corner of the clock's display informed me that today was
September thirteenth.

Only adream, but prophetic enough in one way, at least. Today was my birthday. | was officidly
eighteen yearsold.

I'd been dreading this day for months.

All through the perfect summer—the happiest summer | had ever had, the happiest summer anyone
anywhere had ever had, and the rainiest summer in the history of the Olympic Peninsula—this blegk date
had lurked in ambush, waiting to spring.

And now that it had hit, it was even worse than I'd feared it would be. | could fed it—I| was older. Every
day | got older, but this was different, worse, quantifiable. | was eighteen.

And Edward never would be.

When | went to brush my teeth, | was amost surprised that the face in the mirror hadn't changed. | stared
at mysdlf, looking for some sign of impending wrinklesin my ivory skin. The only creases were the ones
on my forehead, though, and | knew that if | could manage to relax, they would disappear. | couldn't. My
eyebrows stayed lodged in aworried line over my anxious brown eyes.

It was just a dream, | reminded mysdf again. Just adream... but dso my worst nightmare.

| skipped breskfast, in ahurry to get out of the house as quickly aspossible. | wasn't entirely ableto
avoid my dad, and so | had to spend afew minutes acting cheerful. | honestly tried to be excited about
the giftsI'd asked him not to get me, but every time | had to amile, it felt like | might start crying.

| struggled to get agrip on mysdf as| droveto school. The vision of Gran—I would not think of it as
me—was hard to get out of my head. | couldn't feel anything but despair until | pulled into the familiar
parking lot behind Forks High School and spotted Edward leaning motionlesdy againgt his polished silver
Volvo, like amarble tribute to some forgotten pagan god of beauty. The dream had not done him justice.
And he was waiting therefor me, just the same as every other day.

Despair momentarily vanished; wonder took its place. Even after haf ayear with him, | still couldn't
believethat | deserved this degree of good fortune.

Hissger Alice was standing by hissde, waiting for me, too.

Of course Edward and Alice weren't redlly related (in Forks the story wasthat dl the Cullen siblings
were adopted by Dr. Carlide Culler and hiswife, Esme, both plainly too young to have teenage children),
but their skin was precisdy the same pale shade, their eyes had the same strange golden tint, with the
same deep, bruise-like shadows beneath them. Her face, like his, was also startlingly beautiful. To
someone in the know—someone like me—these similarities marked them for what they were.



The sght of Alice waiting there—her tawny eyes brilliant with excitement, and asmal slver-wrapped
sguarein her hands—made mefrown. I'd told Alice | didn't want anything, anything, not giftsor even
attention, for my birthday. Obvioudy, my wishes were being ignored.

| dammed the door of my '53 Chevy truck—a shower of rust specks fluttered down to the wet
blacktop—and walked dowly toward where they waited. Alice skipped forward to meet me, her pixie
face glowing under her spiky black hair.

"Happy birthday, Bellal"

"Shh!™ | hissed, glancing around the ot to make sure no one had heard her. Thelast thing | wanted was
somekind of celebration of the black event.

She ignored me. "Do you want to open your present now or later?' she asked eagerly as we made our
way to where Edward still waited.

"No presents,” | protested inamumble.

Shefinaly seemed to process my mood. "Okay ... later, then. Did you like the scrapbook your mom sent
you? And the camerafrom Charlie?

| sghed. Of course she would know what my birthday presents were. Edward wasn't the only member
of hisfamily with unusud skills. Alice would have "seen” what my parents were planning as soon asthey'd
decided that themselves.

"Yeah. They'regreat."

"I think it'saniceidea. Y ou're only asenior once. Might aswell document the experience.”
"How many times have you been asenior?'

"That'sdifferent.”

We reached Edward then, and he held out his hand for mine. | took it eagerly, forgetting, for amoment,
my glum mood. His skin was, as aways, smooth, hard, and very cold. He gave my fingersagentle
sgueeze. | looked into hisliquid topa2 eyes, and my heart gave a not-quite-so-gentle squeeze of its own.
Hearing the dtutter in my heartbesats, he smiled again.

Helifted hisfree hand and traced one cool fingertip around the outside of my lips as he spoke. " So, as
discussed, | am not alowed to wish you ahappy birthday, isthat correct?!

"Yes Tha iscorrect." | could never quite mimic theflow of his perfect, formad articulation. It was
something that could only be picked up in an earlier century.

"Just checking." Heran his hand through histouded bronze hair. ™Y ou might have changed your mind.
Mogt people seem to enjoy thingslike birthdays and gifts."

Alicelaughed, and the sound was dl slver, awind chime. "Of course you'll enjoy it. Everyoneis
supposed to be nice to you today and give you your way, Bella. What's the worst that could happen?”
She meant it asarhetorica question.

"Getting older,” | answered anyway, and my voice was not as steady as | wanted it to be.

Besde me, Edward's smiletightened into ahard line.



"Eighteenisn't very old," Alice said. "Don't women usudly wait till they're twenty-nine to get upset over
birthdays?'

"It'solder than Edward,” | mumbled.
Hesighed.
"Technicdly," she said, keeping her tone light. "Just by onelittle year, though.”

And | supposed... if | could be sure of the future | wanted, sure that | would get to spend forever with

Edward, and Alice and the rest of the Cullens (preferably not asawrinkled little old lady)... then ayear
or two one direction or the other wouldn't matter to me so much. But Edward was dead set against any
future that changed me. Any future that made me like him—that made meimmortd, too.

Animpasse, hecdledit.

| couldn't really see Edward's point, to be honest. What was so great about mortaity? Being avampire
didn't look like such aterrible thing—not the way the Cullens did it, anyway.

"What timewill you be at the house?" Alice continued, changing the subject. From her expression, she
was up to exactly the kind of thing I'd been hoping to avoid.

"I didn't know | had plansto be there."

"Oh, befair, Bellal" she complained. "Y ou aren't going to ruin dl our fun like that, are you?'
"I thought my birthday was about what | want."

"I'll get her from Charli€sright after school,” Edward told her, ignoring me dtogether.

"I haveto work," | protested.

"You dont, actudly,” Alicetold me smugly. "I aready spoke to Mrs. Newton about it. She'strading your
shifts. She said to tell you 'Happy Birthday."

"|—I 4ill can't come over,” | sammered, scrambling for an excuse. "1, well, | haven't watched Romeo
and Juliet yet for English.”

Alice snorted. "Y ou have Romeo and Juliet memorized."

"But Mr. Berty said we needed to see it performed to fully appreciate it—that's how Shakespeare
intended it to be presented.”

Edward rolled hiseyes.
"Y ou've dready seen the movie," Alice accused.
"But not the nineteen-sixties verson. Mr. Berty said it was the best.”

Finaly, Alicelost the smug smile and glared & me. "This can be easy, or this can be hard, Bella, but one
way or the other—"

Edward interrupted her threat. "Relax, Alice. If Bellawantsto watch amovie, then she can. It'sher
birthday."

"Sothere," | added.



"I'll bring her over around seven," he continued. "That will give you moretimeto set up.”

Aliceslaughter chimed again. " Sounds good. See you tonight, Bellal 1t'll be fun, you'll see” She
grinned—the wide smile exposed dl her perfect, glistening teeth—then pecked me on the cheek and
danced off toward her first class before | could respond.

"Edward, please—" | sarted to beg, but he pressed one coal finger to my lips.
"Let'sdiscussit later. Were going to be late for class.”

No one bothered to stare at us as we took our usual seatsin the back of the classroom (we had amost
every classtogether now—it was amazing the favors Edward could get the femae administratorsto do
for him). Edward and | had been together too long now to be an object of gossip anymore. Even Mike
Newton didn't bother to give me the glum stare that used to make mefed alittle guilty. He smiled now
instead, and | was glad he seemed to have accepted that we could only be friends. Mike had changed
over the summer—hisface had lost some of the roundness, making his cheekbones more prominent, and
he was wearing his pale blond hair anew way; instead of brigtly, it waslonger and gelled into acarefully
casud disarray. It was easy to see where hisinspiration came from—but Edward's look wasn't
something that could be achieved through imitation.

Asthe day progressed, | considered waysto get out of whatever was going down at the Cullen house
tonight. It would be bad enough to have to celebrate when | wasin the mood to mourn. But, worse than
that, thiswas sureto involve atention and gifts.

Attention is never agood thing, as any other accident-prone klutz would agree. No one wants a spotlight
when they'relikdy to fdl on their face.

And I'd very pointedly asked—well, ordered realy—that no one give me any presentsthisyear. It
looked like Charlie and Renee weren't the only ones who had decided to overlook that.

I'd never had much money, and that had never bothered me. Renee had raised me on akindergarten
teacher's sdary. Charlie wasn't getting rich at hisjob, either—he was the police chief herein thetiny town
of Forks. My only personal income came from the three days aweek | worked at the local sporting
goods store. In atown thissmadll, | waslucky to have ajob. Every penny | made went into my
microscopic college fund. (College was Plan B. | was still hoping for Plan A, but Edward was just so
stubborn about leaving me human...)

Edward had a lot of money—I didn't even want to think about how much. Money meant next to nothing
to Edward or therest of the Cullens. It was just something that accumulated when you had unlimited time
on your hands and a sister who had an uncanny ability to predict trends in the stock market. Edward
didn't seem to understand why | objected to him spending money on me—why it made me
uncomfortable if he took me to an expensive restaurant in Seettle, why he wasn't allowed to buy meacar
that could reach speeds over fifty-five miles an hour, or why | wouldn't let him pay my collegetuition (he
was ridiculoudy enthusiastic about Plan B). Edward thought | was being unnecessarily difficult.

But how could I let him give me thingswhen | had nothing to reciprocate with? He, for some
unfathomable reason, wanted to be with me. Anything he gave me on top of that just threw us more out
of balance.

Asthe day went on, neither Edward nor Alice brought my birthday up again, and | beganto relax alittle.

We sat at our usua table for lunch.



A strange kind of truce existed at that table. The three of us—Edward, Alice, and I—sat on the extreme
southern end of the table. Now that the " older” and somewhat scarier (in Emmett's case, certainly) Cullen
sblings had graduated, Alice and Edward did not seem quite so intimidating, and we did not Sit here
alone. My other friends, Mike and Jessica (who were in the awkward post-breakup friendship phase),
Angdlaand Ben (whose relationship had survived the summer), Eric, Conner, Tyler, and Lauren (though
that last one didn't redlly count in the friend category) dl sat at the same table, on the other sde of an
invisbleline. That line dissolved on sunny days when Edward and Alice aways skipped school, and then
the conversation would swell out effortlessy to include me.

Edward and Alice didn't find this minor ostracism odd or hurtful the way | would have. They barely
noticed it. People dwaysfdt strangdly ill at ease with the Cullens, dmost afraid for some reason they
couldn't explain to themsalves. | was arare exception to that rule. Sometimes it bothered Edward how
very comfortable | waswith being close to him. He thought he was hazardous to my health—an opinion |
rejected vehemently whenever hevoiced it.

The afternoon passed quickly. School ended, and Edward walked me to my truck as he usudly did. But
thistime, he held the passenger door open for me. Alice must have been taking his car home so that he
could keep me from making arun for it.

| folded my arms and made no moveto get out of therain. "It'smy birthday, don't | get to drive?’

"I'm pretending it's not your birthday, just as you wished.”

"If it'snot my birthday, then | don't have to go to your house tonight..."

"All right." He shut the passenger door and walked past me to open the driver's sSide. "Happy birthday."
"Shh," | shushed him hafheartedly. | climbed in the opened door, wishing he'd taken the other offer.
Edward played with theradio while | drove, shaking his head in disapproval.

"Y our radio has horrible reception.”

| frowned. | didn't like it when he picked on my truck. The truck was great—it had personality.

"Y ou want a nice stereo? Drive your own car.” | was so nervous about Alice's plans, on top of my
aready gloomy mood, that the words came out sharper than I'd meant them. | was hardly ever
bad-tempered with Edward, and my tone made him press his lips together to keep from smiling.

When | parked in front of Charlie's house, he reached over to take my face in his hands. He handled me
very carefully, pressing just thetips of hisfingers softly against my temples, my cheekbones, my jawline.
Like I was especidly breakable. Which was exactly the case—compared with him, at lesst.

"Y ou should be in agood mood, today of al days," he whispered. His sweet bresth fanned across my
face.

"Andif | don't want to bein agood mood?' | asked, my breathing uneven.
His golden eyes smoldered. "Too bad.”

My head was dready spinning by the time he leaned closer and pressed hisicy lipsagainst mine. Ashe
intended, no doulbt, | forgot al about my worries, and concentrated on remembering how to inhae and
exhde.



His mouth lingered on mine, cold and smooth and gentle, until | wrapped my arms around his neck and
threw mysdlf into the kisswith alittle too much enthusiasm. | could fed hislips curve upward ashelet go
of my face and reached back to unlock my grip on him.

Edward had drawn many careful linesfor our physical relationship, with the intent being to keep me dive.
Though | respected the need for maintaining a safe distance between my skin and his razor-sharp,
venom-coated teeth, | tended to forget about trivid things like that when he waskissing me.

"Begood, please," he bresthed against my cheek. He pressed hislips gently to mine one moretime and
then pulled away, folding my arms across my stomach.

My pulsewas thudding in my ears. | put one hand over my heart. It drummed hyperactively under my
pam.

"Do you think I'll ever get better at this?' | wondered, mostly to mysdf. "That my heart might someday
stop trying to jump out of my chest whenever you touch me?"

"| redlly hope not," he said, abit smug.
| rolled my eyes. "L et's go watch the Capul ets and Montagues hack each other up, al right?
"Y our wish, my commeand.”

Edward sprawled across the couch while | started the movie, fagt-forwarding through the opening
credits.

When | perched on the edge of the sofain front of him, he wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled
me againg hischest. It wasn't exactly as comfortable as a sofa cushion would be, what with his chest
being hard and cold—and perfect—as an ice scul pture, but it was definitely preferable. He pulled the old
afghan off the back of the couch and draped it over me so | wouldn't freeze beside his body.

"Y ou know, I've never had much patience with Romeo," he commented as the movie started.

"What's wrong with Romeo?' | asked, alittle offended. Romeo was one of my favoritefictiona
characters. Until I'd met Edward, 1'd sort of had athing for him.

"Wel, firg of al, hesinlove with this Rosaline—don't you think it makes him seem alittle fickle? And
then, afew minutes after their wedding, he kills Juliet's cousin. That's not very brilliant. Mistake after
mistake. Could he have destroyed his own happiness any more thoroughly?!

| Sghed. "Do you want me to weatch thisaone?'

"No, I'll mostly be watching you, anyway." Hisfingerstraced patterns acrossthe skin of my arm, raising
goose bumps. "Will you cry?!

"Probably,” | admitted, "if I'm paying attention.”
"l won't distract you then.” But | felt hislipson my hair, and it was very distracting.

The movie eventudly captured my interest, thanksin large part to Edward whispering Romeo'slinesin
my ear—hisirresstible, velvet voice made the actor's voice sound weak and coarse by comparison. And
| did cry, to hisamusement, when Juliet woke and found her new husband dead.

"I'll admit, | do sort of envy him here," Edward said, drying the tearswith alock of my hair.



"Shelsvery pretty.”

He made adisgusted sound. "I don't envy him the girl—just the ease of the suicide,” hedlarifiedina
teasing tone. "Y ou humans have it so easy! All you haveto do isthrow down onetiny vid of plant
extracts..."

"What?' | gasped.

"It's something | had to think about once, and | knew from Carlid€e's experience that it wouldn't be
ample. I'm not even sure how many ways Carlidetried to kill himself in the beginning. .. after heredized
what held become..." Hisvoice, which had grown serious, turned light again. "And heésclearly till in
excdlent hedth.”

| twisted around so that | could read hisface. "What are you talking about?' | demanded. "What do you
mean, this something you had to think about once?’

"Last spring, when you were... nearly killed..." He paused to take a deep breath, snuggling to return to
histeasing tone. "Of course | wastrying to focus on finding you dive, but part of my mind was making
contingency plans. Like | said, it'snot as easy for me asit isfor ahuman.”

For one second, the memory of my last trip to Phoenix washed through my head and made mefed dizzy.
| could seeit dl so clearly—the blinding sun, the heat waves coming off the concrete as | ran with
desperate haste to find the sadistic vampire who wanted to torture me to death. James, waiting in the
mirrored room with my mother as his hostage—or so I'd thought. | hadn't known it was all aruse. Just as
James hadn't known that Edward was racing to save me; Edward madeit in time, but it had been aclose
one. Unthinkingly, my fingers traced the crescent-shaped scar on my hand that was dwaysjust afew
degrees cooler than the rest of my skin.

| shook my heed—asif | could shake away the bad memories—and tried to grasp what Edward meant.
My stomach plunged uncomfortably. "Contingency plans?' | repeated.

"Wel, | wasn't going to live without you." Herolled hiseyes asif that fact were childishly obvious. "But |
wasn't sure how to do it—I knew Emmett and Jasper would never help... so | wasthinking maybe |
would go to Italy and do something to provoke the Volturi.”

| didn't want to believe he was serious, but his golden eyes were brooding, focused on something far
away in the distance as he contemplated waysto end hisown life. Abruptly, | wasfurious.

"What isa Volturi?' | demanded.

"TheVolturi areafamily,” he explained, hiseyes dill remote. "A very old, very powerful family of our
kind. They are the closest thing our world hasto aroya family, | suppose. Carlidelived with them briefly
inhisearly years, in Itay, before he settled in America—do you remember the story?"

"Of course | remember.”

| would never forget thefirgt time I'd gone to his home, the huge white mansion buried deep in the forest
beside theriver, or the room where Carlide—Edward's father in so many real ways—kept awall of
paintingsthat illustrated his persond history. The most vivid, most wildly colorful canvasthere, thelarges,
was from Carlidestimein Italy. Of course | remembered the cdm quartet of men, each with the
exquisite face of asergph, painted into the highest bal cony overlooking the swirling mayhem of color.
Though the painting was centuries old, Carlide—the blond angel—remained unchanged. And |
remembered the three others, Carlid€e's early acquaintances. Edward had never used the name Volturi



for the beautiful trio, two black-haired, one snow white. He'd called them Aro, Caius, and Marcus,
nighttime patrons of the arts...

"Anyway, you don't irritate the Volturi," Edward went on, interrupting ray reverie. "Not unless you want
to die—or whatever it iswe do." His voice was so calm, it made him sound amost bored by the

prospect.
My anger turned to horror. | took his marble face between my hands and held it very tightly.

"Y ou must never, never, never think of anything likethat again!” | said. "No matter what might ever
happen to me, you are not allowed to hurt yoursdf!"

"I'll never put you in danger again, so it'samoot point.”

"Put mein danger! | thought weld established that al the bad luck ismy fault?' | was getting angrier.
"How dare you even think likethat?' Theidea of Edward ceasing to exist, even if | were dead, was

impossibly painful.
"What would you do, if the Situation were reversed?’ he asked.
"That's not the samething.”

He didn't seem to understand the difference. He chuckled.

"What if something did happen to you?' | blanched at the thought. "Would you want meto go off
mysaf?"

A trace of pain touched his perfect festures.

"l guess| seeyour point... alittle" he admitted. "But what would | do without you?"
"Whatever you were doing before | came along and complicated your existence.”
He sighed. ™Y ou make that sound so easy."

"It should be. I'm not redlly thet interesting.”

Hewas about to argue, but then helet it go. "Moot point,” he reminded me. Abruptly, he pulled himsdlf
up into amoreformal posture, shifting me to the side so that we were no longer touching.

"Charlie?' | guess=d.

Edward smiled. After amoment, | heard the sound of the police cruiser pulling into the driveway. |
reached out and took hishand firmly. My dad could ded with that much.

Charlie camein with apizzabox in his hands.

"Hey, kids." He grinned at me. "I thought you'd like abreak from cooking and washing dishes for your
birthday. Hungry?'

"Sure. Thanks, Dad."

Charlie didn't comment on Edward's apparent lack of appetite. He was used to Edward passing on
dinner.

"Doyou mindif | borrow Bellafor the evening?' Edward asked when Charlie and | were done.



| looked at Charlie hopefully. Maybe he had some concept of birthdays as stay-at-home, family
affairs—thiswas my firgt birthday with him, thefirst birthday since my mom, Renee, had remarried and
goneto livein Forida so | didn't know what he would expect.

"That's fine—the Mariners are playing the Sox tonight,” Charlie explained, and my hope disappeared.
"So | won't be any kind of company... Here." He scooped up the camera he'd gotten me on Renee's
suggestion (because | would need picturesto fill up my scrap-book), and threw it to me.

He ought to know better than that—I1'd always been coordinationaly challenged. The camera glanced off
thetip of my finger, and tumbled toward the floor. Edward snagged it before it could crash onto the
linoleum.

"Nicesave" Charlie noted. "If they're doing something fun at the Cullens tonight, Bella, you should take
some pictures. Y ou know how your mother gets—shell be wanting to see the pictures faster than you
can takethem.”

"Good ideg, Charlie," Edward said, handing me the camera.
| turned the camera on Edward, and snapped the first picture. "It works."

"That'sgood. Hey, say hi to Alice for me. She hasn't been over in awhile." Charlie's mouth pulled down
at one corner.

"It's been three days, Dad," | reminded him. Charlie was crazy about Alice. HEd become attached last
spring when she'd hel ped me through my awkward conva escence; Charlie would be fore'ter grateful to
her for saving him from the horror of an amost-adult daughter who needed help showering. "I'll tell her."

"Okay. Y ou kids have fun tonight.” It was clearly adismissal. Charlie was aready edging toward the
livingroomandthe TV.

Edward smiled, triumphant, and took my hand to pull me from the kitchen.

When we got to the truck, he opened the passenger door for me again, and thistime | didn't argue. | il
had a hard time finding the obscure turnoff to his house in the dark.

Edward drove north through Forks, visibly chafing at the speed limit enforced by my prehistoric Chevy.
The engine groaned even louder than usual as he pushed it over fifty.

"Tekeit easy," | warned him.
"Y ou know what you would love? A nicelittle Audi coupe. Very quiet, lots of power..."

"There's nothing wrong with my truck. And speaking of expensive nonessentids, if you know what's
good for you, you didn't spend any money on birthday presents.”

"Not adime," he said virtuoudy.
"Good."

"Canyou do meafavor?'

"That dependsonwhat itis."

Hesghed, hislovely face serious. "Bélla, thelast red birthday any of us had was Emmett in 1935. Cut us
alittle dack, and don't be too difficult tonight. They'real very excited.”



It dways startled me alittle when he brought up thingslike that. "Fine, I'll behave."
"| probably should warnyou..."

"Pleasedo.”

"When | say they'reall excited... | do mean all of them."

"Everyone?' | choked. "I thought Emmett and Rosdlie werein Africa” Therest of Forkswas under the
impression that the older Cullens had gone off to college this year, to Dartmouth, but | knew better.

"Emmett wanted to be here”
"But... Rodie?'
"I know, Bella. Don't worry, shelll be on her best behavior.”

| didn't answer. Like | could just not worry, that easy. Unlike Alice, Edward's other "adopted” sister, the
golden blond and exquisite Rosdlie, didn't like me much. Actudly, the feding was alittle bit stronger than
just didike. Asfar as Rosdlie was concerned, | was an unwelcome intruder into her family's secret life.

| felt horribly guilty about the present Situation, guessing that Rosalie and Emmett's prolonged absence
was my fault, even as| furtively enjoyed not having to see her Emmett, Edward's playful bear of a
brother, | did miss. Hewasin many ways just like the big brother I'd dwayswanted.... only much, much
moreterrifying.

Edward decided to change the subject. " So, if you won't let me get you the Audi, isn't there anything that
you'd likefor your birthday?"

The words came out in awhisper. ™Y ou know what | want.”

A deep frown carved creases into his marble forehead. He obvioudy wished held stuck to the subject of
Rosdie

It felt like we'd had this argument alot today.

"Not tonight, Bella. Please.”

"W, maybe Alicewill givemewhat | want."

Edward growled—a deep, menacing sound. "Thisisn't going to be your last birthday, Bella," he vowed.
"That'snot fair!"

| thought | heard histeeth clench together.

We were pulling up to the house now. Bright light shined from every window on thefirst two floors. A
long line of glowing Japanese lanterns hung from the porch eaves, reflecting a soft radiance on the huge
cedarsthat surrounded the house. Big bowls of flowers—pink roses—lined the wide stairs up to the
front doors.

| moaned.

Edward took afew deep breathsto calm himself. "Thisisaparty,” he reminded me. "Try to beagood
sport.”



"Sure” | muttered.

He came around to get my door, and offered me his hand.

"l have aquestion.”

Hewaited warily.

"If | develop thisfilm," | said, toying with the camerain my hands, "will you show up in the picture?’

Edward started laughing. He hel ped me out of the car, pulled me up the stairs, and was till laughing ashe
opened the door for me.

They were dl waiting in the huge white living room; when | walked through the door, they greeted me
with aloud chorus of "Happy birthday, Bdlal" while | blushed and looked down. Alice, | assumed, had
covered every flat surface with pink candles and dozens of crystal bowlsfilled with hundreds of roses.
There was atable with awhite cloth draped over it next to Edward's grand piano, holding a pink birthday
cake, more roses, astack of glass plates, and asmal pile of silver-wrapped presents.

It was a hundred times worse than I'd imagined.

Edward, sensaing my distress, wrapped an encouraging arm around my waist and kissed the top of my
head.

Edward's parents, Carlide and Esme—impossibly youthful and lovely as ever—were the closest to the
door. Esme hugged me carefully, her soft, caramel-colored hair brushing against my cheek as she kissed
my forehead, and then Carlide put hisarm around my shoulders.

"Sorry about this, Bella," he stage-whispered. "We couldn't rein Alicein.”

Rosdlie and Emmett stood behind them. Rosalie didn't smile, but at least she didn't glare. Emmett's face
was stretched into a huge grin. 1t had been months since I'd seen them; 1'd forgotten how gloriously
beautiful Rosaie was—it dmogt hurt to look at her. And had Emmett dwaysbeen so... big?

"You haven't changed at al," Emmett said with mock disappointment. "I expected a perceptible
difference, but here you are, red-faced just like dways."

"Thanksalot, Emmett," | said, blushing deeper.

Helaughed, "1 have to step out for a second"'—he paused to wink conspicuoudy at Alice—"Don't do
anything funny while I'm gone.”

"M ry.

Alicelet go of Jasper's hand and skipped forward, dl her teeth sparkling in the bright light. Jasper smiled,
too, but kept his distance. He leaned, long and blond, against the post at the foot of the sairs. During the
dayswed had to spend cooped up together in Phoenix, 1'd thought he'd gotten over his aversion to me.
But he'd gone back to exactly how he'd acted before—avoiding me as much as possible—the moment
he was free from that temporary obligation to protect me. | knew it wasn't persondl, just a precaution,
and | tried not to be overly sengitive about it. Jasper had more trouble sticking to the Cullens diet than
the rest of them; the scent of human blood was much harder for him to resist than the others—he hadn't
been trying aslong.

"Timeto open presents,” Alice declared. She put her cool hand under my elbow and towed meto the



table with the cake and the shiny packages.
| put on my best martyr face. "Alice, | know | told you | didn't want anything—"

"But | didn't ligten," sheinterrupted, smug. "Open it." Shetook the camerafrom my hands and replaced it
with abig, square silver box.

The box was so light that it felt empty. The tag on top said that it was from Emmett, Rosdie, and Jasper.
Sdfconscioudy, | tore the paper off and then stared at the box it concealed.

It was something eectrica, with lots of numbersin the name. | opened the box, hoping for further
illumination. But the box was empty.

"Um... thanks"

Rosdie actudly cracked asmile. Jasper laughed. "It'sa stereo for your truck,” he explained. "Emmett's
ingaling it right now so that you can't returniit.”

Alice was dways one step ahead of me. "Thanks, Jasper, Rosdie," | told them, grinning as | remembered
Edward's complaints about my radio this afternoon—all asetup, apparently. "Thanks, Emmett!" | called
moreloudly.

| heard his booming laugh from my truck, and | couldn't help laughing, too.

"Open mine and Edward's next," Alice said, so excited her voice was a high-pitched trill. Sheheld a
amdl, flat squarein her hand.

| turned to give Edward abasilisk glare. "Y ou promised.”

Before he could answer, Emmett bounded through the door. "Just intime!" he crowed. He pushed in
behind Jasper, who had also drifted closer than usua to get agood |ook.

"I didn't spend adime," Edward assured me. He brushed astrand of hair from my face, leaving my skin
tingling from histouch.

| inhaed deeply and turned to Alice. "Giveittome," | Sghed.
Emmett chuckled with ddlight.

| took the little package, rolling my eyes at Edward while | stuck my finger under the edge of the paper
and jerked it under the tape.

"Shoot," | muttered when the paper diced my finger; | pulled it out to examine the damage. A single drop
of blood oozed from thetiny cut.

It al happened very quickly then.
"No!" Edward roared.

Hethrew himsdlf a me, flinging me back acrossthetable. It fell, as| did, scattering the cake and the
presents, the flowers and the plates. | landed in the mess of shattered crystal.

Jasper dammed into Edward, and the sound was like the crash of bouldersin arock dide.

There was another noise, agridy snarling that seemed to be coming from deep in Jasper's chest. Jasper



tried to shove past Edward, snapping histeeth just inches from Edward's face.

Emmett grabbed Jasper from behind in the next second, locking him into his massive stedl grip, but
Jasper struggled on, hiswild, empty eyesfocused only on me.

Beyond the shock, there was aso pain. I'd tumbled down to the floor by the piano, with my arms thrown
out indinctively to catch my fdl, into the jagged shards of glass. Only now did | fed the searing, Singing
pain that ran from my wrist to the crease inside my elbow.

Dazed and disoriented, | looked up from the bright red blood pulsing out of my arm—into the fevered
eyes of the Sx suddenly ravenous vampires.

2STITCHES

CARLISLE WASNOT THE ONLY ONE WHO STAYED cam. Centuries of experiencein the
emergency room were evident in hisquiet, authoritative voice.

"Emmett, Rose, get Jasper outside.”
Unamiling for once, Emmett nodded. "Come on, Jasper.”

Jasper struggled againgt Emmett's unbreakable grasp, twisting around, reaching toward his brother with
his bared teeth, his eyes till past reason.

Edward's face was whiter than bone as he wheeled to crouch over me, taking a clearly defensive
position. A low warning growl did from between his clenched teeth. | could tell that he wasn't breething.

Rosdie, her divine face strangely smug, stepped in front of Jasper—keeping acareful distance from his
teeth—and helped Emmett wrestle him through the glass door that Esme held open, one hand pressed
over her mouth and nose.

Esme's heart-shaped face was ashamed. "I'm so0 sorry, Bellg," she cried as she followed the othersinto
theyard.

"Let me by, Edward," Carlide murmured.
A second passed, and then Edward nodded Slowly and rel axed his stance.

Carlide knelt beside me, leaning close to examine my arm. | could feel the shock frozen on my face, and
| tried to composeit.

"Here, Carlide" Alice said, handing him atowd.

He shook his head. "Too much glassin the wound.” He reached over and ripped along, thin scrap from
the bottom of the white tablecloth. He twisted it around my arm above the elbow to form atourniquet.
The smdl of the blood was making me dizzy. My earsrang.

"Bella," Carlide said softly. "Do you want meto drive you to the hospital, or would you like meto teke
careof it here?'

"Here, please,” | whispered. If he took me to the hospita, there would be no way to keep thisfrom
Chalie



"I'll get your bag," Alice said.

"Let'stake her to the kitchen table," Carlide said to Edward.

Edward lifted me effortlesdy, while Carlide kept the pressure steady on my arm.
"How areyou doing, Bdlla?' Carlide asked.

"I'mfine My voice was reasonably steady, which pleased me.

Edward's face was like stone.

Alice wasthere. Carlid€e's black bag was dready on the table, asmall but brilliant desk light plugged into
thewall. Edward sat me gently into achair, and Carlide pulled up another. He went to work at once.

Edward stood over me, il protective, still not breathing.
"Just go, Edward," | sighed.

"I can handleit,” heindsted. But hisjaw wasrigid; his eyes burned with the intensity of thethirst he
fought, so much worse for him than it was for the others.

"You don't need to beahero,” | said. "Carlide can fix me up without your help. Get somefresh air.”
| winced as Carlide did something to my arm that stung.

"I'll tay," hesad.

"Why are you so masochigtic?' | mumbled.

Carlide decided to intercede. "Edward, you may aswell go find Jasper before he getstoo far. I'm sure
he's upsat with himsdlf, and | doubt helll listen to anyone but you right now.”

"Yes" | eagerly agreed. "Go find Jasper.”
"Y ou might aswell do something useful,” Alice added.

Edward's eyes narrowed as we ganged up on him, but, finaly, he nodded once and sprinted smoothly
through the kitchen's back door. | was sure he hadn't taken a breath since I'd diced my finger.

A numb, dead fedling was spreading through my arm.

Though it erased the sting, it reminded me of the gash, and | watched Carlid€sface carefully to distract
me from what his hands were doing. His hair gleamed gold in the bright light as he bent over my arm. |
could fed thefaint stirrings of uneasein the pit of my stomach, but | was determined not to let my usua
sgueami shness get the best of me. There was no pain now, just agentle tugging sensation that | tried to
ignore. No reason to get sick like ababy.

If she hadn't beenin my line of Sght, | wouldn't have noticed Alice give up and steal out of the room.
With atiny, gpologetic smile on her lips, she disappeared through the kitchen doorway.

"Well, that's everyone,” | sighed. "'l can clear aroom, at least.”
"It'snot your fault,” Carlide comforted me with a chuckle. "1t could happen to anyone.”
"Could" | repested. "But it usudly just happensto me.”



Helaughed again.

Hisrelaxed calm was only more amazing set in direct contrast with everyone el se'sreaction. | couldnt
find any trace of anxiety in hisface. He worked with quick, sure movements. The only sound besides our
quiet breething was the soft plink, plink asthe tiny fragments of glass dropped one by oneto the table.

"How can you do this?' | demanded. "Even Aliceand Esme..." | trailed off, shaking my head in wonder.
Though the rest of them had given up the traditiona diet of vampiresjust as absolutely as Carlide had, he
was the only one who could bear the smdll of my blood without suffering from the intense temptation.
Clearly, thiswas much more difficult than he made it seem.

"Yearsand years of practice,” hetold me. "I barely notice the scent anymore.”

"Do you think it would be harder if you took avacation from the hospital for along time. And weren't
around any blood?'

"Maybe." He shrugged his shoulders, but his hands remained steady. "1've never fdlt the need for an
extended holiday." Heflashed abrilliant smilein my direction. "I enjoy my work too much.”

Plink, plink, plink. | was surprised at how much glass there seemed to bein my arm. | wastempted to
glance at the growing pile, just to check the size, but | knew that ideawould not be helpful to my
no-vomiting srategy.

"What isit that you enjoy?" | wondered. It didn't make senseto me—the years of struggle and self-denia
he must have spent to get to the point where he could endure this so easily. Besides, | wanted to keep
him talking; the conversation kept my mind off the queasy feding in my somach.

Hisdark eyeswere cdm and thoughtful as he answered. "Hmm. What | enjoy the very most iswhen
my... enhanced abilities|et me save someone who would otherwise have been logt. It's pleasant knowing
that, thanksto what | can do, some peopl€'s lives are better because | exist. Even the sense of smdll isa
useful diagnogtic tool at times." One side of hismouth pulled up in hdf asmile.

| mulled that over while he poked around, making sure al the glass splinterswere gone. Then he
rummaged in his bag for new tools, and | tried not to picture aneedle and thread.

"Y ou try very hard to make up for something that was never your fault,” | suggested while anew kind of
tugging started at the edges of my skin. "What | meanis, it's not like you asked for this. Y ou didn't
choose thiskind of life, and yet you have to work so hard to be good.”

"I don't know that I'm making up for anything," he disagreed lightly. "Like everythinginlife, | just had to
decide what to do with what | was given.”

"That makesit sound too easy."

He examined my arm again. "There," he said, snipping athread. "All done." He wiped an oversized
Q-tip, dripping with some syrup-colored liquid, thoroughly across the operation site. The smell was
strange; it made my head spin. The syrup stained my skin.

"In the beginning, though,” | pressed while he taped another long piece of gauze securely in place, sedling
it tomy skin. "Why did you even think to try adifferent way than the obvious one?'

Hislipsturned up in aprivate smile. "Hasn't Edward told you this story?"

"Yes. But I'm trying to understand what you were thinking..."



Hisface was suddenly serious again, and | wondered if histhoughts had gone to the same place that mine
had. Wondering what | would be thinking when—I refused to think if—it wasme.

"Y ou know my father was a clergyman,” he mused as he cleaned the table carefully, rubbing everything
down with wet gauze, and then doing it again. The smell of acohol burned in my nose. "He had arather
harsh view of the world, which | was aready beginning to question before the timethat | changed.”
Carlide put al the dirty gauze and the glass diversinto an empty crystal bowl. | didn't understand what he
was doing, even when helit the match. Then hethrew it onto the alcohol-soaked fibers, and the sudden
blaze made me jump.

"Sorry," he gpologized. "That ought to doiit... So | didn't agree with my father's particular brand of faith.
But never, in the nearly four hundred years now since | was born, have | ever seen anything to make me
doubt whether God existsin some form or the other. Not even the reflection in the mirror.”

| pretended to examine the dressing on my arm to hide my surprise at the direction our conversation had
taken. Religion wasthe last thing | expected, al things considered. My own lifewasfairly devoid of
belief. Charlie considered himsdlf a L utheran, because that's what his parents had been, but Sundays he
worshipped by theriver with afishing polein hishand. Reneetried out a church now and then, but, much
like her brief affairswith tennis, pottery, yoga, and French classes, she moved on by thetime | was
aware of her newest fad.

"I'm sure dl this sounds alittle bizarre, coming from avampire." He grinned, knowing how their casud
use of that word never failed to shock me. "But I'm hoping that thereis till apoint to thislife, even for us.
It'salong shat, I'll admit,” he continued in an offhand voice. "By al accounts, we're damned regardless.
But | hope, maybe foolishly, that well get some measure of credit for trying.”

"I don't think that'sfoolish,” | mumbled. | couldn't imagine anyone, deity included, who wouldn't be
impressed by Carlide. Besides, the only kind of heaven | could appreciate would have to include
Edward. "And | don't think anyone else would, either.”

"Actudly, you'rethe very first oneto agree with me."
"Therest of them don't fed the same?' | asked, surprised, thinking of only one person in particular.

Carlide guessed the direction of my thoughts again. "Edward's with me up to a point. God and heaven
exid... and so does hdll. But he doesn't believe thereis an afterlife for our kind." Carlid€svoice was
very soft; he stared out the big window over the sink, into the darkness. "Y ou see, he thinks we've lost
our souls.”

| immediately thought of Edward's words this afternoon: unless you want to die—or whatever it is
that we do. Thelightbulb flicked on over my heed.

"That'sthered problem, isn'tit?' | guessed. "That'swhy he's being so difficult about me."

Carlide spokedowly. "I look a my... son. His strength, his goodness, the brightness that shines out of
him—and it only fuelsthat hope, that faith, more than ever. How could there not be more for one such as
Edward?'

| nodded in fervent agreement.

"Butif | believed ashedoes..." He looked down at me with unfathomable eyes. "If you believed ashe
did. Could you take away his soul?'

The way he phrased the question thwarted my answer.



If he'd asked me whether | would risk my soul for Edward, the reply would be obvious. But would | risk
Edward's soul? | pursed my lips unhappily. That wasn't afair exchange.

"Y ou see the problem.”

| shook my head, aware of the stubborn set of my chin.

Calidesghed.

"It'smy choice" | ingsted.

"It'shis, too." He held up his hand when he could see that | was about to argue. "Whether heis
responsiblefor doing that to you."

"He'snot theonly oneableto doit." | eyed Carlide speculatively.

Helaughed, abruptly lightening the mood. "Oh, no! Y ou're going to have to work this out with him." But
then he sighed. "That'sthe one part | can never be sure of. | think, in most other ways, that I've done the
best | could with what | had to work with. But wasiit right to doom the othersto thislife? | can't decide.”

| didn't answer. | imagined what my lifewould be likeif Carlide had ressted the temptation to change his
londly existence... and shuddered.

"It was Edward's mother who made up my mind." Carlidée's voice was dmost awhisper. He stared
unseeingly out the black windows.

"His mother?' Whenever I'd asked Edward about his parents, he would merdly say that they had died
long ago, and his memories were vague. | redlized Carlide's memory of them, despite the brevity of their
contact, would be perfectly clear.

"Y es. Her name was Elizabeth. Elizabeth Masen. Hisfather, Edward Senior, never regained
consciousnessin the hospitd. He died in thefirst wave of the influenza. But Elizabeth was dert until
amost the very end. Edward looks agreat dedl like her—she had that same strange bronze shade to her
hair, and her eyes were exactly the same color green.”

"Hiseyesweregreen?' | murmured, trying to pictureit.

"Yes..." Carlide's ocher eyes were ahundred years awvay now. "Elizabeth worried obsessively over her
son. She hurt her own chances of surviva trying to nurse him from her sickbed. | expected that he would
go first, he was so much worse off than she was. When the end came for her, it was very quick. It was
just after sunset, and I'd arrived to relieve the doctors who'd been working all day. That was ahard time
to pretend—there was so much work to be done, and | had no need of rest. How | hated to go back to
my house, to hide in the dark and pretend to deep while so many were dying.

"I went to check Elizabeth and her sonfirdt. I'd grown attached—always a dangerous thing to do
considering the fragile nature of humans. | could see at once that sheld taken abad turn. The fever was
raging out of control, and her body was too weak to fight anymore.

"Shedidn't look wesk, though, when she glared up at me from her cot.
"Save him!" she commanded me in the hoarse voice that was al her throat could manage.

"I'll do everything in my power,' | promised her, taking her hand. The fever was so high, she probably
couldn't even tell how unnaturaly cold minefdt. Everything felt cold to her skin.



"Youmug," sheindgsted, clutching at my hand with enough strength that | wondered if she wouldn't pull
through the crisis after al. Her eyeswere hard, like stones, like emerdds. 'Y ou must do everything in
your power. What others cannot do, that iswhat you must do for my Edward.”

"It frightened me. She looked it me with those piercing eyes, and, for oneingtant, | felt certain that she
knew my secret. Then the fever overwhelmed her, and she never regained consciousness. She died
within an hour of making her demand.

"I'd spent decades considering the idea of creating acompanion for myself. Just one other cresture who
could really know me, rather than what | pretended to be. But | could never judtify it to myself—doing
what had been doneto me.

"There Edward lay, dying. It was clear that he had only hoursleft. Beside him, hismother, her face
somehow not yet peaceful, not even in death.”

Carlidesaw it dl again, hismemory unblurred by theintervening century. | could seeit clearly, too, ashe
spoke—the despair of the hospitd, the overwheming atmosphere of death. Edward burning with fever,
hislife dipping away with each tick of the clock... | shuddered again, and forced the picture from my
mind.

"Elizabeth's words echoed in my head. How could she guesswhat | could do? Could anyone redlly want
that for her son?

"I looked at Edward. Sick as he was, he was il beautiful. There was something pure and good about
hisface. Thekind of face | would have wanted my son to have.

"After dl those years of indecision, | smply acted on awhim. | whedled his mother to the morguefirg,
and then | came back for him. No one noticed that he was il breathing. There weren't enough hands,
enough eyes, to keep track of half of what the patients needed. The morgue was empty—aof the living, a
least. | stole him out the back door, and carried him across the rooftops back to my home.

"I wasn't sure what had to be done. | settled for recreating the wounds I'd received mysealf, so many
centuriesearlier in London. | felt bad about that |ater. 1t was more painful and lingering than necessary.

"I wasn't sorry, though. I've never been sorry that | saved Edward." He shook his head, coming back to
the present. He smiled at me. "l suppose | should take you home now."

"I'll do that," Edward said. He came through the shadowy dining room, walking dowly for him. Hisface
was smooth, unreadable, but there was something wrong with his eyes—something he wastrying very
hard to hide. | felt agpasm of uneasein my stomach.

"Carlidecantakeme" | said. | looked down at my shirt; the light blue cotton was soaked and spotted
with my blood. My right shoulder was covered in thick pink frosting.

"I'm fine." Edward's voice was unemationd. ™Y ou'll need to change anyway. Y ou'd give Charlie aheart
attack the way you look. I'll have Alice get you something.” He strode out the kitchen door again.

| looked at Carlide anxioudy. "He'svery upset.”

"Yes" Carlide agreed. "Tonight isexactly the kind of thing that he fearsthe mogt. Y ou being putin
danger, because of what we are.”

"It'snot hisfault."



"It'snot yours, ether.”
| looked away from hiswise, beautiful eyes. | couldn't agree with that.

Carlide offered me his hand and helped me up from the table. | followed him out into the main room.
Esme had come back; she was mopping the floor where I'd fallen—uwith straight bleach from the smdll of
it.

"Esme, let medo that.” | could fed that my face was bright red again.

"I'm dready done." She smiled up a me. "How do you fed ?*

"I'mfine," | assured her. "Carlide sews faster than any other doctor I've had.”
They both chuckled.

Alice and Edward camein the back doors. Alice hurried to my side, but Edward hung back, hisface
indecipherable.

"Cmon," Alicesad. "I'll get you something less macabre to wear."

She found me a shirt of Esme's that was close to the same color mine had been. Charlie wouldn't notice,
| was sure. Thelong white bandage on my arm didn't look nearly as serious when | was no longer
gpattered in gore. Charlie was never surprised to see me bandaged.

"Alice" | whispered as she headed back to the door.
"Yes?' She kept her voice low, too, and looked at me curioudy, her head cocked to the side.

"How bad isit?' | couldn't be sureif my whispering was awasted effort. Even though we were upgtairs,
with the door closed, perhaps he could hear me.

Her face tensed. "I'm not sure yet."
"How's Jasper?'

She sghed. "He's very unhappy with himsdf. It'sal so much more of chalenge for him, and he hates
feding wesk."

"It'snot hisfault. Youll tell him that I'm not mad at him, not a al, won't you?'
"Of course.”

Edward was waiting for me by the front door. As| got to the bottom of the Saircase, he held it open
without aword.

"Takeyour things!" Alicecried as| waked warily toward Edward. She scooped up the two packages,
one haf-opened, and my camerafrom under the piano, and pressed them into my good arm. "Y ou can
thank melater, when you've opened them."

Esme and Carlide both said a quiet goodnight. | could see them stedling quick glances at their impassive
son, much likel was.

It was arelief to be outside; | hurried past the lanterns and the roses, now unwelcome reminders.
Edward kept pace with me silently. He opened the passenget side for me, and | climbed in without



complant.

On the dashboard was a big red ribbon, stuck to the new stereo. | pulled it off, throwing it to the floor.
AsEdward did into the other side, | kicked the ribbon under my sest.

Hedidn't look at me or the stereo. Neither of us switched it on, and the silence was somehow intensified
by the sudden thunder of the engine. He drove too fast down the dark, serpentine lane.

The dlence was making meinsane.

"Say something,” | finaly begged as he turned onto the freeway.

"What do you want meto say?' he asked in adetached voice.

| cringed a hisremoteness. Tdl meyou forgive me.

That brought aflicker of lifeto hisface—aflicker of anger. "Forgive you? For what?'
"If I'd been more careful, nothing would have happened.”

"Bella, you gave yourself apaper cut—that hardly deservesthe death pendty.”
"It'sgtll my fault.”

My words opened up the floodgate.

"Your fault? If you'd cut yourself at Mike Newton's house, with Jessica there and Angelaand your other
normal friends, the worst that could possibly have happened would be what? Maybe they couldn't find
you abandage? If you'd tripped and knocked over apile of glass plates on your own—without someone
throwing you into them—even then, what's the worst? Y ou'd get blood on the seats when they drove
you to the emergency room? Mike Newton could have held your hand while they stitched you up—and
he wouldn't be righting the urge to kill you the whole time he was there. Don't try to take any of thison
yourself, Bela It will only make me more disgusted with mysdf.”

"How the hell did Mike Newton end up in this conversation?' | demanded.

"Mike Newton ended up in this conversation because Mike Newton would be ahell of alot healthier for
you to bewith," he growled.

"I'd rather die than be with Mike Newton," | protested. "I'd rather die than be with anyone but you."
"Don't be melodramatic, please.”

"Wdl then, don't you beridiculous.”

Hedidn't answer. He glared through the windshield, his expression black.

| racked my brain for some way to salvage the evening. When we pulled up in front of my house, | till
hadn't come up with anything.

Hekilled the engine, but his hands stayed clenched around the steering whed!.
"Will you stay tonight?" | asked.
"I should go home."



Thelast thing | wanted was for him to go wallow in remorse.
"For my birthday," | pressed.

"Y ou can't have it both ways—either you want people to ignore your birthday or you don't. One or the
other."

Hisvoice was stern, but not .is serious as before. | breathed aslent sigh of relief.

"Okay. I've decided that | don't want you to ignore my birthday. I'll see you upstairs.”

| hopped out, reaching back in for my packages. He frowned.

"Y ou don't haveto take those."

"I want them," | responded automatically, and then wondered if he was using reverse psychology.
"No, you don't. Carlide and Esme spent money on you."

"I'll live." | tucked the presents awkwardly under my good arm and dammed the door behind me. He
was out of the truck and by my side in lessthan a second.

"Let mecarry them, a least." he said as he took them away. "I'll be in your room.”
| smiled. "Thanks."
"Happy birthday," he sighed, and leaned down to touch hislipsto mine.

| reached up on my toesto make the kiss last longer when he pulled away. He smiled my favorite
crooked smile, and then he disappeared into the darkness.

The gamewas till on; as soon as | waked through the front door | could hear the announcer rambling
over the babble of the crowd.

"Bdl?' Charliecalled.

"Hey, Dad," | said as| came around the corner. | held my arm closeto my side. The dight pressure
burned, and | wrinkled my nose. The anesthetic was apparently losing its effectiveness.

"How wasit?' Charlielounged across the sofawith his bare feet propped up on the arm. What was | ft
of hiscurly brown hair was crushed flat on one side.

"Alice went overboard. Flowers, cake, candles, presents—the whole bit."
"What did they get you?"

"A gtereo for my truck." And various unknowns.

"Wow."

"Yeeh," | agreed. "Wdl, I'm cdling it anight.”

"Il s;eyou inthe morning.”

| waved. "Seeya"



"Whét happened to your arm?”

| flushed and cursed silently. "I tripped. It'snothing.”
"Bella" he sighed, shaking his heed.

"Goodnight, Dad."

| hurried up to the bathroom, where | kept my pgjamas for just such nights asthese. | shrugged into the
matching tank top and cotton pantsthat 1'd gotten to replace the holey swesats | used to wear to bed,
wincing as the movement pulled at the gtitches. | washed my face one-handed, brushed my teeth, and
then skipped to my room.

Hewas gitting in the center of my bed, toying idly with one of the sllver boxes.
"Hi," he said. Hisvoice was sad. He waswallowing.

| went to the bed, pushed the presents out of his hands, and climbed into hislap.
"Hi." | snuggled into his stone chest. "Can | open my presents now?"

"Where did the enthusiasm come from?" he wondered.

"Y ou made me curious.”

| picked up thelong flat rectangle that must have been from Carlide and Esme.

"Allow me" he suggested. He took the gift from my hand and tore the sllver paper off with onefluid
movement. He handed the rectangular white box back to me.

"Areyou sure | can handlelifting thelid?' | muttered, but heignored me.

Inside the box was along thick piece of paper with an overwheming amount of fine print. It took mea
minuteto get the gist of theinformation.

"We're going to Jacksonville?' And | was excited, in spite of myself. It was avoucher for planetickets,
for both me and Edward.

"That'stheidea"

"l can't believeit. Reneeisgoing to flip! Y ou don't mind, though, do you? It's sunny, you'll have to stay
ingdedl day."

"I think | can handleit,” he said, and then frowned. "If I'd had any ideathat you could respond to a gift
this gppropriately, | would have made you openit in front of Carlide and Esme. | thought you'd
complan.”

"WEell, of courseit'stoo much. But | get to take you with me!™

He chuckled. "Now | wish I'd spent money on your present. | didn't relize that you were capable of
being reasonable.”

| set the tickets aside and reached for his present, my curiosity rekindled. He took it from me and
unwrapped it like thefirst one.

He handed back aclear CD jewd case, with ablank silver CD inside.



"What isit?" | asked, perplexed.

Hedidn't say anything; he took the CD and reached around meto put it in the CD player on the bedside
table. He hit play, and we waited in silence. Then the music began.

| listened, speechless and wide-eyed. | knew he was waiting for my reaction, but | couldn't talk. Tears
welled up, and | reached up to wipe them away before they could spill over.

"Doesyour am hurt?' he asked anxioudy.

"No, it'snot my arm. It's beautiful, Edward. Y ou couldn't have given me anything | would love more. |
can't believeit." | shut up, so | could listen.

It was hismusic, his compositions. Thefirst piece on the CD was my lullaby.

"I didn't think you would let me get apiano so | could play for you here," he explained.
"Youreright."

"How doesyour am fed?"

"Just fine" Actuadly, it was starting to blaze under the bandage. | wanted ice. | would have settled for his
hand, but that would have given me away.

"Il get you some Tylenaol."
"l don't need anything,” | protested, but he did me off hislap and headed for the door.

"Charlie," | hissed. Charlie wasn't exactly aware that Edward frequently stayed over. In fact, hewould
have astroke if that fact were brought to hisattention. But | didn't fedl too guilty for decelving him It
wasnt asif we were up to anything he wouldn't want me to be up to. Edward and hisrules...

"Hewon't catch me," Edward promised as he disappeared silently out the door . . and returned, catching
the door before it had siwung back to touch the frame. He had the glass from the bathroom and the bottle
of pillsin one hand.

| took the pills he handed me without arguing—I knew | would lose the argument And my arm really was
gtarting to bother me.

My lullaby continued, soft and lovely, in the background.

"It'slate," Edward noted. He scooped me up off the bed with one arm, and pulled the cover back with
the other. He put me down with my head on my pillow and tucked the quilt around me. He lay down next
to me—on top of the blanket so | wouldn't get chilled—and put hisarm over me.

| leaned my head againgt his shoulder and sighed happily.
"Thanksagain," | whispered.
"Yourewecome."

It was quiet for along moment as| listened to my lullaby drift to aclose. Another song began. |
recognized Esmesfavorite.

"What are you thinking about?" | wondered in awhisper.



He hesitated for a second before he told me. "I was thinking about right and wrong, actually.”
| felt achill tingledong my spine.

"Remember how | decided that | wanted you to not ignore my birthday?" | asked quickly, hoping it
wasn't too clear that | wastrying to distract him.

"Yes" heagreed, wary.

"Whll, | wasthinking, snceit'sstill my birthday, thet 1'd like you to kissme again.”
"Y ou're greedy tonight.”

"Yes, | an—but please, don't do anything you don't want to do,” | added, piqued.

Helaughed, and then sighed. "Heaven forbid that | should do anything | don't want to do,” hesaidina
srangely desperate tone as he put his hand under my chin and pulled my face up to his.

The kiss began much the same as usual—Edward was as careful as ever, and my heart began to
overreact likeit dways did. And then something seemed to change. Suddenly his lips became much more
urgent, hisfree hand twisted into my hair and held my face securely to his. And, though my hands tangled
inhishair, too, and though | was clearly beginning to cross his cautious lines, for once he didn't sop me.
Hisbody was cold through the thin quilt, but | crushed myself againgt him eagerly.

When he stopped it was abrupt; he pushed me away with gentle, firm hands.

| collgpsed back onto my pillow, gasping, my head spinning. Something tugged a my memory, eusive,
on the edges.

"Sorry," he said, and he was bregthless, too. "That was out of line."
"I don't mind," | panted.

Hefrowned a mein the darkness. "Try to deep. Bella."

"No, | want you to kissmeagain.”

"Y ou're overestimating my sdf-control."

"Which istempting you more, my blood or my body?" | chalenged.

"It'satie” Hegrinned briefly in spite of himsalf, and then was serious again. "Now. why don't you stop
pushing your luck and go to deep?”

"Fine" | agreed, snuggling closer to him. | redlly did fed exhausted. It had been along day in so many
ways, yet | felt no sense of rdlief at itsend. Almost asif something worse was coming tomorrow. It wasa
slly premonition—what could be worse than today? Just the shock catching up with me, no doubt.

Trying to be sneaky about it, | pressed my injured arm against his shoulder, so his cool skin would sooth
the burning. It felt better at once.

| was hafway adeep, maybe more, when | realized what his kiss had reminded me of : last spring, when
he'd had to leave meto throw James off my trail, Edward had kissed me goodbye, not knowing
when—or if—we would see each other again. Thiskiss had the same amost painful edge for some
reason | couldn't imagine. | shuddered into unconsciousness, asif | were aready having anightmare,



3. THE END

| FELT ABSOLUTELY HIDEOUSIN THE MORNING. | HADN'T dept well; my arm burned and
my head ached. It didn't help my outlook that Edward's face was smooth and remote as he kissed my
forehead quickly and ducked out my window. | was afraid of the time I'd spent unconscious, afraid that
he might have been thinking about right and wrong again while he watched me deep. The anxiety seemed
to ratchet up theintengity of the pounding in my heed.

Edward waswaiting for me at school, as usud, but hisface was still wrong. There was something buried
inhiseyesthat | couldn't be sure of—and it scared me. | didn't want to bring up last night, but | wasn't
sureif avoiding the subject would be worse.

He opened my door for me.
"How do you fed?"
"Perfect,” | lied, cringing as the sound of the damming door echoed in my head.

Wewalked in silence, he shortening his stride to match mine. There were so many questions | wanted to
ask, but most of those questions would have to wait, because chey werefor Alice: How was Jasper this
morning? What had they said when | was gone? What had Rosdie said? And most importantly, what
could she see happening now in her strange, imperfect visons of the future? Could she guess what
Edward was thinking, why he was so gloomy? Was there a foundation for the tenuous, ingtinctive fears
that | couldn't seem to shake?

Themorning passed dowly. | wasimpatient to see Alice, though | wouldn't be ableto redlly talk to her
with Edward there. Edward remained doof. Occasionaly he would ask about my arm, and | would lie.

Alice usudly beat usto lunch; she didn't have to keep pace with adoth like me. But she wasn't at the
table, waiting with atray of food she wouldn't egt.

Edward didn't say anything about her absence. | wondered to mysdlf if her classwas running late—until |
saw Conner and Ben, who were in her fourth hour French class.

"Wherés Alice?' | asked Edward anxioudy.

Helooked at the granola bar he was dowly pulverizing between his fingertips while he answered. " She's
with Jasper."

"Ishe okay?"

"He's gone away for awhile.”

"What? Where?'

Edward shrugged. "Nowherein particular.”

"And Alice, too," | said with quiet desperation. Of course, if Jasper needed her, she would go.
"Yes. Shelll be gonefor awhile. Shewastrying to convince himto go to Dendli.”

Dendi was where the one other band of unique vampires—good ones like the Cullens—lived. Tanyaand



her family. I'd heard of them now and again. Edward had run to them last winter when my arrival had
made Forks difficult for him. Laurent, the most civilized member of Jamesslittle coven, had gonethere
rather than siding with James against the Cullens. 1t made sense for Alice to encourage Jasper to go
there.

| swallowed, trying to didodge the sudden lump in my throat. The guilt made my head bow and my
shoulders dump. I'd run them out of their home, just like Rosalie and Emmett. | was a plague.

"Isyour arm bothering you?' he asked solicitoudy.
"Who cares about my stupid am?" | muttered in disgust.
Hedidn't answer, and | put my head down on the table.

By the end of the day, the sllence was becoming ridiculous. | didn't want to be the oneto bresk it, but
gpparently that was my only choiceif | ever wanted him to talk to me again.

"You'll come over later tonight?' | asked as he walked me—silently—to my truck. He dways came over.
"Later?'

It pleased me that he seemed surprised. "I have to work. | had to trade with Mrs. Newton to get
yesterday off."

"Oh," he murmured.

"So you'll come over when I'm home, though, right?" | hated that | felt suddenly unsure about this.

"If you want meto."

"l dwayswant you," | reminded him, with perhaps alittle more intengity than the conversation required.
| expected he would laugh, or smile, or react somehow to my words.

"All right, then," he said indifferently.

He kissed my forehead again before he shut the door on me. Then he turned his back and loped
gracefully toward hiscar.

| was ableto drive out of the parking ot before the panic redlly hit, but | was hyperventilating by thetime
| got to Newton's.

Hejust needed time, | told mysdlf. He would get over this. Maybe he was sad because hisfamily was
disappearing. But Alice and Jasper would come back soon, and Rosalie and Emmett, too. If it would
help, | would stay away from the big white house on the river—I'd never set foot there again. That didn't
matter. 1'd fill see Alice a school. She would have to come back for school, right? And she was a my
place dl the time anyway. She wouldn't want to hurt Charli€sfedlings by staying away.

No doubt | would aso run into Carlide with regularity—in the emergency room.

After dl, what had happened last night was nothing. Nothing had happened. So | fell down—that was
the story of my life. Compared to last spring, it seemed especidly unimportant. James had left me broken
and nearly dead from loss of blood—and yet Edward had handled the interminable weeks in the hospital
much better than this. Wasit because, thistime, it wasn't an enemy held had to protect me from?
Because it was his brother?



Maybe it would be better if he took me away, rather than hisfamily being scattered. | grew dightly less
depressed as | consdered dl the uninterrupted adonetime. If he could just last through the school year,
Charlie wouldn't be able to object. We could go away to college, or pretend that's what we were doing,
like Rosdie and Emmett this year. Surely Edward could wait ayear. What was ayear to an immortal ? It
didn't even seem like that much to me.

| was ableto talk myself into enough composure to handle getting out of the truck and walking to the
store. Mike Newton had beaten me here today, and he smiled and waved when | camein. | grabbed my
vest, nodding vaguely in hisdirection. | was il imagining pleasant scenariosthat conssted of me running
away with Edward to various exotic locales.

Mike interrupted my fantasy. "How was your birthday?"
"Ugh," | mumbled. "I'm glad it'sover.”
Mikelooked at me from the corners of hiseyeslike | was crazy.

Work dragged. | wanted to see Edward again, praying that he would be past the worst of this, whatever
it was exactly, by thetime | saw him again. It'snothing, | told mysdf over and over again. Everything will
go back to normal.

Therelief | felt when | turned onto my street and saw Edward's silver car parked in front of my house
was an overwhelming, heady thing. And it bothered me deeply that it should be that way.

| hurried through the front door, calling out before | was completdly insde.
"Dad? Edward?'

As| spoke, | could hear the digtinctive theme music from ESPN's SportsCenter coming from theliving
room.

"Inhere" Charliecdled.
| hung my raincoat on its peg and hurried around the corner.

Edward was in the armchair, my father on the sofa. Both had their eyestrained onthe TV. Thefocus was
normal for my father. Not so much for Edward.

"Hi," | ssid weakly.

"Hey, Bela," my father answered, eyes never moving. "Wejust had cold pizza. | think it'still onthe
table”

"Okay."

| waited in the doorway. Findly, Edward looked over a mewith apolite smile. "I'll be right behind you,"
he promised. Hiseyes strayed back tothe TV.

| stared for another minute, shocked. Neither one seemed to notice. | could fedl something, panic maybe,
building up in my chest. | escaped to the kitchen.

The pizzaheld no interest for me. | sat in my chair, pulled my knees up, and wrapped my arms around
them. Something was very wrong, maybe more wrong than I'd realized. The sounds of male bonding and
banter continued fromthe TV <.



| tried to get control of myself, to reason with mysdif.

What's the wor st that can happen?1 flinched. That was definitely the wrong question to ask. | was
having ahard time breathing right.

Okay, | thought again, what's the worst | can live through?1 didn't like that question so much, either.
But | thought through the possibilities I'd considered today.

Staying away from Edward's family. Of course, he wouldn't expect Aliceto be part of that. But if Jasper
was off limits, that would lessen the time | could have with her. | nodded to mysalf—I could live with
that.

Or going away. Maybe he wouldn't want to wait till the end of the school year, maybe it would have to
be now.

In front of me, on the table, my presents from Charlie and Renee were where | had |eft them, the camera
| hadn't had the chance to use a the Cullens sitting beside the album. | touched the pretty cover of the
scrapbook my mother had given me, and sighed, thinking of Renee. Somehow, living without her for as
long as| had did not make the idea of amore permanent separation easier. And Charlie would be left all
alone here, abandoned. They would both be so hurt...

But we'd come back, right? We'd visit, of course, wouldn't we?
| couldn't be certain about the answer to that.

| leaned my cheek againgt my knee, staring at the physicd tokens of my parents love. I'd known this path
I'd chosen was going to be hard. And, after al, | was thinking about the worst-case scenario—the very
worgt | could livethrough.

| touched the scrapbook again, flipping the front cover over. Little metal cornerswere dready in placeto
hold the first picture. It wasn't ahaf-bad idea, to make some record of my life here. | felt astrange urge
to get started. Maybe | didn't have that long left in Forks.

| toyed with the wrist strap on the camera, wondering about the first picture on theroll. Could it possibly
turn out anything closeto the original? | doubted it. But he didn't seem worried that it would be blank. |
chuckled to mysdif, thinking of his carefree laughter last night. The chuckle died away. So much had
changed, and so abruptly. It made mefed alittle bit dizzy, like | was standing on an edge, a precipice
somewhere much too high.

| didn't want to think about that anymore. | grabbed the camera and headed up the stairs.

My room hadn't redlly changed al that much in the seventeen years snce my mother had been here. The
wallswere dill light blue, the same yellowed lace curtains hung in front of the window. There was a bed,
rather than a crib, but she would recognize the quilt draped untidily over the top—it had been agift ROM
Gran.

Regardless, | snapped a picture of my room. There wasn't much else | could do tonight—it was too dark
outsde—and the feding was growing stronger, it was dmost a compulsion now. | would record
everything about Forks before| had to leaveit.

Change was coming. | could fed it. It wasn't a pleasant prospect, not when life was perfect the way it
wes.

| took my time coming back down the stairs, camerain hand, trying to ignore the butterfliesin my



stomach as | thought of the strange distance | didn't want to seein Edward's eyes. He would get over
this. Probably he was worried that | would be upset when he asked meto leave. | would let him work
through it without meddling. And | would be prepared when he asked.

| had the cameraready as| leaned around the corner, being sneaky. | was sure there was no chance that
| had caught Edward by surprise, but he didn't look up. | felt abrief shiver as something icy twisted in my
stomach; | ignored that and took the picture.

They both looked at me then. Charlie frowned. Edward's face was empty, expressionless.
"What are you doing, Bella?' Charlie complained.

"Oh, comeon.” | pretended to smile as| went to St on the floor in front of the sofawhere Charlie
lounged. ™Y ou know Mom will be calling soon to ask if I'm using my presents. | have to get to work
before she can get her fedings hurt.”

"Why are you taking pictures of me, though?' he grumbled.

"Because you're so handsome,” | replied, keeping it light. " And because, since you bought the camera,
you're obligated to be one of my subjects.”

He mumbled something unintdligible.
"Hey, Edward,” | said with admirable indifference. "Take one of me and my dad together."

| threw the cameratoward him, carefully avoiding his eyes, and knelt beside the arm of the sofawhere
Charliesface was. Charlie sghed.

"You need to amile, Bella," Edward murmured.
| did my best, and the cameraflashed.

"Let metake one of you kids," Charlie suggested. | knew he was just trying to shift the camerasfocus
from himsdf.

Edward stood and lightly tossed him the camera.

| went to stand beside Edward, and the arrangement felt formal and strange to me. He put one hand
lightly on my shoulder, and | wrapped my arm more securdly around hiswast. | wanted to look at his
face, but | was afraid to.

"Smile, Bela" Charliereminded me again.
| took adeep breath and smiled. The flash blinded me.

"Enough picturesfor tonight,” Charlie said then, shoving the camerainto a crevice of the sofacushions
and rolling over it. Y ou don't have to use thewholeroll now."

Edward dropped his hand from my shoulder and twisted casualy out of my arm. He sat back downin
thearmchair.

| hesitated, and then went to Sit against the sofaagain. | was suddenly so frightened that my hands were
shaking. | pressed them into my stomach to hide them, put my chin on my knees and stared at the TV
screenin front of me, seeing nothing.



When the show ended, | hadn't moved an inch. Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Edward stand.
"I'd better get home," he said.
Charliedidn't look up from the commercid. "Seeya"

| got awkwardly to my feet—I was iff from stting so still—and followed Edward out the front door. He
went straight to hiscar.

"Will you stay?" | asked, no hopein my voice.

| expected hisanswer, o it didn't hurt as much.
"Not tonight.”

| didn't ask for areason.

Hegot in his car and drove away while | stood there, unmoving. | barely noticed that it wasraining. |
waited, without knowing what | waited for, until the door opened behind me.

"Bella, what are you doing?' Charlie asked, surprised to see me standing there aone and dripping.
"Nothing." | turned and trudged back to the house.
It was along night, with littlein the way of rest.

| got up as soon astherewas afaint light outside my window. | dressed for school mechanically, waiting
for the cloudsto brighten. When | had eaten abowl of cered, | decided that it waslight enough for
pictures. | took one of my truck, and then the front of the house. | turned and snapped afew of the forest
by Charlie's house. Funny how it didn't seem sinister likeit used to. | redlized | would missthis—the
green, the timel essness, the mystery of thewoods. All of it.

| put the camerain my school bag before | |eft. | tried to concentrate on my new project rather than the
fact that Edward gpparently hadn't gotten over things during the night.

Along with thefear, | was beginning to fed impatience. How long could thislast?

It lasted through the morning. He walked silently beside me, never seeming to actudly look at me. | tried
to concentrate on my classes, but not even English could hold my attention. Mr. Berty had to repest his
guestion about Lady Capulet twice before | redlized he was talking to me. Edward whispered the correct
answer under his breeth and then went back to ignoring me.

At lunch, the sllence continued. | felt like | was going to start screaming a any moment, o, to distract
myself, | leaned acrossthe table'sinvisible line and spoke to Jessica.

"Hey, Jess?'
"What'sup, Bdla?'

"Could you do meafavor?' | asked, reaching into my bag. "My mom wants me to get some pictures of
my friends for a scrapbook. So, take some pictures of everybody, okay?"

| handed her the camera.

"Sure" she sad, grinning, and turned to snap acandid shot of Mike with hismouth full.



A predictable picture war ensued. | watched them hand the cameraaround the table, giggling and flirting
and complaining about being on film. It seemed strangely childish. Maybe | just wasn't in the mood for
normal human behavior today.

"Uh-oh," Jessicasaid gpologeticdly as shereturned the camera. "I think we used dl your film."
"That'sokay. | think | already got pictures of everything else| needed.”

After school, Edward walked me back to the parking lot in silence. | had to work again, and for once, |
was glad. Timewith me obvioudy wasn't hel ping things. Maybe time done would be better.

| dropped my film off at the Thriftway on my way to Newton's, and then picked up the devel oped
pictures after work. At home, | said abrief hi to Charlie, grabbed agranola bar from the kitchen, and
hurried up to my room with the envelope of photographs tucked under my arm.

| sat inthe middle of my bed and opened the envel ope with wary curiosity. Ridiculoudy, | still half
expected thefirst print to be ablank.

When | pulled it out, | gasped aoud. Edward looked just as beautiful ashedid inred life, staring at me
out of the picture with the warm eyes I'd missed for the past few days. It was amost uncanny that anyone
could look s0... s0... beyond description. No thousand words could equal this picture.

| flipped through the rest of the stack quickly once, and then laid three of them out on the bed side by
sde.

Thefirst wasthe picture of Edward in the kitchen, his warm eyes touched with tolerant amusement. The
second was Edward and Charlie, watching ESPN. The difference in Edward's expression was severe.
Hiseyeswere careful here, reserved. Still breathtakingly beautiful, but hisface was colder, morelikea
sculpture, lessdive.

The last was the picture of Edward and me standing awkwardly side by side. Edward's face was the
same astheladt, cold and statue-like. But that wasn't the most troubling part of this photograph. The
contrast between the two of uswas painful. He looked like agod. | looked very average, even for a
human, amost shamefully plain. | flipped the picture over with afeding of disgust.

Instead of doing my homework, | stayed up to put my picturesinto the abum. With abalpoint pen|
scrawled captions under all the pictures, the names and the dates. | got to the picture of Edward and me,
and, without looking at it too long, | folded it in half and stuck it under the metal tab, Edward-side up.

When | was done, | stuffed the second set of printsin afresh envelope and penned along thank-you
|etter to Renee.

Edward still hadn't come over. | didn't want to admit that he was the reason I'd stayed up <o late, but of
course hewas. | tried to remember the last time held stayed away like this, without an excuse, a phone
cdl... Henever had.

Agan, | didn't deep well.

Schoal followed the silent, frugtrating, terrifying pattern of thelast two days. | felt rlief when | saw
Edward waiting for mein the parking lot, but it faded quickly. He was no different, unless maybe more
remote.

It was hard to even remember the reason for all this mess. My birthday aready fdt like the distant past. If
only Alice would come back. Soon. Before this got any more out of hand.



But | couldn't count on that. | decided that, if | couldn't talk to him today, redlly talk, then | wasgoing to
see Carlidetomorrow. | had to do something.

After school, Edward and | were going to talk it out, | promised myself. | wasn't accepting any excuses.
Hewaked meto my truck, and | steeled mysdlf to make my demands.

"Doyou mind if | come over today?" he asked before we got to the truck, beating me to the punch.

"Of coursenot."

"Now?" he asked again, opening my door for me.

"Sure," | kept my voice even, though | didn't like the urgency in histone. "'l wasjust going to drop aletter
for Reneein the mailbox on theway. I'll meet you there.

Helooked at the fat envelope on the passenger seat. Suddenly, he reached over me and snagged it.

"Il doit,” hesaid quietly. "And I'll still best you there" He smiled my favorite crooked smile, but it was
wrong. It didn't reach hiseyes.

"Okay," | agreed, unable to smile back. He shut the door, and headed toward his car.

He did beat me home. He was parked in Charlie's spot when | pulled up in front of the house. That was
abad sgn. He didn't plan to stay, then. | shook my head and took a deep bresath, trying to locate some
courage.

He got out of his car when | stepped out of the truck, and came to meet me. He reached to take my
book bag from me. That was normal. But he shoved it back onto the seat. That was not normal.

"Comefor awak withme," he suggested in an unemotiona voice, taking my hand.

| didn't answer. | couldn't think of away to protest, but | instantly knew that | wanted to. | didn't like
this. Thisis bad, thisis very bad, the voice in my head repeated again and again.

But he didn't wait for an answer. He pulled me dong toward the east side of the yard, where the forest
encroached. | followed unwillingly, trying to think through the panic. It waswhat | wanted, | reminded
myself. The chanceto talk it dl through. So why was the panic choking me?

Wed gone only afew stepsinto the trees when he stopped. We were barely on the trail—I could still
seethe house.

Somewalk.

Edward leaned against atree and stared at me, his expression unreadable.

"Okay, let'stak,” | said. It sounded braver than it felt.

He took a deep breath.

"Bella, wereleaving."

| took adeep breath, too. Thiswas an acceptable option. | thought | was prepared. But | till had to ask.
"Why now? Another year—"



"Bélla, it'stime. How much longer could we stay in Forks, after dl? Carlide can barely passfor thirty,
and he's claiming thirty-three now. Weld have to start over soon regardless.”

Hisanswer confused me. | thought the point of leaving wasto let hisfamily live in peace. Why did we
haveto leaveif they were going? | stared at him, trying to understand what he meant.

He stared back coldly.

With aroll of nauses, | realized I'd misunderstood.

"When you say we—," | whispered.

"I mean my family and mysdf." Each word separate and ditinct.

| shook my head back and forth mechanicdly, trying to clear it. He waited without any sgn of
impatience. It took afew minutes before | could spesk.

"Okay," | sad."I'll comewith you."

"You cant, Bella. Wherewere going... It'snot theright place for you.”
"Whereyou areistheright placefor me."

"I'm no good for you, Bdlla."

"Don't beridiculous." | wanted to sound angry, but it just sounded like | was begging. "Y ourethe very
best part of my life”

"My world isnot for you," he said grimly.

"What happened with Jasper—that was nothing, Edward! Nothing!"
"Youreright," he agreed. "It was exactly what wasto be expected.”
"Y ou promised! In Phoenix, you promised that you would stay—"
"Aslong asthat was best for you," heinterrupted to correct me.

"No! Thisisabout my soul, isn't it?" | shouted, furious, the words exploding out of me—somehow it il
sounded like aplea. "Carlide told me about that, and | don't care, Edward. | don't care! Y ou can have
my soul. | don't want it without you—it's yours dready!"

He took adeep breath and stared, unseeingly, at the ground for along moment. His mouth twisted the
tiniest bit. When hefinaly looked up, his eyes were different, harder—like the liquid gold had frozen
solid.

"Béla, | don't want you to come with me." He spoke the words dowly and precisdly, his cold eyeson
my face, watching as | absorbed what hewasredlly saying.

Therewas apause as | repesated the wordsin my head afew times, sifting through them for their redl
intent.

"You... dont... want me?' | tried out the words, confused by the way they sounded, placed in that
order.

"NO_"



| stared, uncomprehending, into his eyes. He stared back without gpology. Hiseyeswere like
topaz—hard and clear and very deep. | fdt like | could seeinto them for miles and miles, yet nowherein
rheir bottomless depths could | see a contradiction to the word held spoken.

"WEell, that changesthings.”" | was surprised by how calm and reasonable my voice sounded. It must be
because | was so numb. | couldn't redlize what he wastelling me. It still didn't make any sense.

He looked away into the trees as he spoke again. " Of course, I'll dwaysloveyou... inaway. But what
happened the other night made me redize that it'stime for achange. BecauseI'm... tired of pretending
to be something I'm not, Bella. | am not human.” He looked back, and the icy planes of his perfect face
were not human. "I'velet thisgo on much too long, and I'm sorry for that."

"Don't." My voice was just awhisper now; awareness was beginning to seep through me, trickling like
acid through my veins. "Dont do this.”

Hejust stared at me, and | could see from his eyesthat my words were far too late. He aready had.

"Y ou're not good for me, Bella" Heturned his earlier words around, and so | had no argument. How
well | knew that | wasn't good enough for him.

| opened my mouth to say something, and then closed it again. He waited patiently, hisface wiped clean
of dl emotion. | tried again.

"If... that'swhat you want."

He nodded once.

My whole body went numb. | couldn't fed anything below the neck.
"I would like to ask one favor, though, if that's not too much,” he said.

| wonder what he saw on my face, because something flickered across his own face in response. But,
before | could identify it, hed composed his featuresinto the same serene mask.

"Anything," | vowed, my voicefaintly stronger.

As| watched, hisfrozen eyes meted. The gold became liquid again, molten, burning down into mine with
anintengty that was overwheming.

"Don't do anything reckless or stupid,” he ordered, no longer detached. "Do you understand what I'm
sying?"
| nodded helplesdy.

His eyes cooled, the distance returned. "1'm thinking of Charlie, of course. He needs you. Take care of
yoursdf—for him."

| nodded again. "l will," 1 whispered.
He seemed tordlax just alittle.

"And I'll make you apromisein return,” he said. "I promisethat thiswill be thelast timeyoull sseme. |
won't come back. | won't put you through anything like thisagain. Y ou can go on with your life without
any more interference from me. It will be asif I'd never existed.”



My knees must have started to shake, because the trees were suddenly wobbling. | could hear the blood
pounding faster than normal behind my ears. His voice sounded farther away.

He amiled gently. "Don't worry. Y ou're human—your memory isno morethan asieve. Time hedsadl
wounds for your kind."

"And your memories?" | asked. It sounded like there was something stuck in my throat, like | was
choking.

"Wdl"—he hegtated for ashort second—"1 won't forget. But my kind... werevery easly distracted.”
He amiled; the smilewas tranquil and it did not touch hiseyes.

Hetook a step away from me. "That's everything, | suppose. Wewon't bother you again.”
The plura caught my attention. That surprised me; | would have thought | was beyond noticing anything.

"Aliceisn't coming back," | redized. | don't know how he heard me—the words made no sound—but he
seemed to understand.

He shook his head dowly, dways watching my face.

"No. They'reall gone. | staved behind to tell you goodbye.”

"Aliceisgone?’ My voice was blank with disbelief.

" She wanted to say goodbye, but | convinced her that a clean break would be better for you.”

| was dizzy; it was hard to concentrate. His words swirled around in my head, and | heard the doctor at
the hospital in Phoenix, last spring, as he showed methe X-rays. You can seeit's a clean break, his
finger traced aong the picture of my severed bone. That's good. It will heal more easily, more quickly

| tried to breathe normally. | needed to concentrate, to find away out of this nightmare.
"Goodbye, Bella," he said in the same quiet, peaceful voice.
"Wait!" | choked out the word, reaching for him, willing my deadened legsto carry meforward.

| thought he was reaching for me, too. But his cold hands locked around my wrists and pinned them to
my sides. Heleaned down, and pressed hislipsvery lightly to my forehead for the briefest instant. My
eyes closed.

"Take care of yoursdf," he bresthed, cool against my skin.

Therewasalight, unnatura breeze. My eyes flashed open. The leaves on asmall vine maple shuddered
with the gentlewind of his passage.

He was gone.

With shaky legs, ignoring the fact that my action was usdess, | followed him into the forest. The evidence
of his path had disappeared instantly. There were no footprints, the leaveswere still again, but | walked
forward without thinking. | could not do anything else. | had to keep moving. If | stopped looking for
him, it was over.

Love, life, meaning... over.



| walked and walked. Time made no sense as | pushed dowly through the thick undergrowth. It was
hours passing, but also only seconds. Maybe it felt like time had frozen because the forest looked the
same no matter how far | went. | started to worry that | wastravelinginacircle, avery small circle at
that, but | kept going. | stumbled often, and, asit grew darker and darker, | fell often, too.

Findly, | tripped over something—it was black now, | had no ideawhat caught my foot—and | stayed
down. | rolled onto my side, so that | could breathe, and curled up on the wet bracken.

Asl lay there, | had afeding that more time was passing than | redlized. | couldn't remember how long it
had been since nightfal. Wasit dways so dark here at night? Surdly, asarule, somelittle bit of moonlight
would filter down through the clouds, through the chinksin the canopy of trees, and find the ground.

Not tonight. Tonight the sky was utterly black. Perhaps there was no moon tonight—a lunar eclipse, a
new moon.

A new moon. | shivered, though | wasn't cold.
It was black for along time before | heard them calling.

Someone was shouting my name. It was muted, muffled by the wet growth that surrounded me, but it
was definitely my name. | didn't recognize the voice. | thought about answering, but | was dazed, and it
took along timeto cometo the conclusion that | should answer. By then, the calling had stopped.

Sometime later, the rain woke me up. | don't think 1'd redlly fallen adeep; | wasjust lost in an unthinking
stupor, holding with al my strength to the numbness that kept me from redlizing what | didn't want to
know.

Therain bothered mealittle. It was cold. | unwrapped my arms from around my legsto cover my face.

It wasthen that | heard the calling again. It was farther away thistime, and sometimesit sounded like
severd voiceswere cdling at once. | tried to breathe deeply. | remembered that | should answer, but |
didn't think they would be able to hear me. Would | be able to shout loud enough?

Suddenly, there was another sound, startlingly close. A kind of snuffling, an animal sound. It sounded big.
| wondered if | should fed afraid. | didn't—just numb. It didn't matter. The snuffling went away.

Therain continued, and | could fed the water pooling up against my cheek. | wastrying to gather the
strength to turn my head when | saw thelight.

At firg it wasjust adim glow reflecting off the bushesin the distance. It grew brighter and brighter,
illuminating alarge space unlike the focused beam of aflashlight. Thelight broke through the closest
brush, and | could seethat it was a propane lantern, but that was al | could see—the brightness blinded
me for amoment.

"Bdla"

The voice was deep and unfamiliar, but full of recognition. He wasn't calling my nameto search, hewas
acknowledging that | wasfound.

| stared up—impossibly high it seemed—at the dark face that | could now see above me. | was vaguely
aware that the stranger probably only looked so tall because my head was ill on the ground.

"Have you been hurt?'



| knew the words meant something, but | could only stare, bewildered. How could the meaning matter at
thispoint?

"Bela, my nameisSam Uley."
Therewas nothing familiar about his name.
"Charlie sent meto look for you."

Charlie? That struck achord, and | tried to pay more attention to what he was saying. Charlie mattered,
if nothing sedid.

Thetal man held out ahand. | gazed at it, not sure what | was supposed to do.

His black eyes appraised me for a second, and then he shrugged. In aquick and supple notion, he pulled
me up from the ground and into hisarms.

| hung there, limp, as he loped swiftly through the wet forest. Some part of me knew this should upset
me—being carried away by astranger. But there was nothing left in me to upset.

It didn't seem like too much time passed before there were lights and the deep babble of many mae
voices. Sam Uley dowed as he approached the commotion.

"I'vegot her!" he called in abooming voice.

The babble ceased, and then picked up again with more intensity. A confusing swirl of faces moved over
me. Sam's voice was the only one that made sensein the chaos, perhaps because my ear was against his
chest.

"No, I don't think she'shurt,” he told someone. " She just keeps saying 'He'sgone.' "
Was| saying that out loud? | bit down onmy lip.

"Bella, honey, areyou dl right?'

That was one voice | would know anywhere—even distorted, as it was now, with worry.
"Charlie?' My voice sounded strange and smdll.

"I'mright here, baby."

Therewas ashifting under me, followed by the leathery smdll of my dad's sheriff jacket. Charlie
staggered under my weight.

"Maybe | should hold onto her," Sam Uley suggested.
"I'vegot her," Charliesaid, alittle breathless.

Hewalked dowly, struggling. | wished | could tell him to put me down and let mewalk, but | couldn't
find my voice

There werelights everywhere, held by the crowd walking with him. It felt like a parade. Or afunera
procession. | closed my eyes.

"Were amost home now, honey," Charlie mumbled now and then.



| opened my eyes again when | heard the door unlock. We were on the porch of our house, and thetall
dark man named Sam was holding the door for Charlie, one arm extended toward us, asif hewas
preparing to catch me when Charlidsarmsfailed.

But Charlie managed to get me through the door and to the couch in the living room.
"Dad, I'madll wet," | objected feehly.

"That doesn't matter.” Hisvoice was gruff. And then he wastalking to someone e se. "Blanketsarein the
cupboard at the top of the stairs.”

"Bella?' anew voice asked. | looked at the gray-haired man leaning over me, and recognition came after
afew dow seconds.

"Dr. Gerandy?" | mumbled.
"That'sright, dear,” he said. "Areyou hurt, Bella?*

It took me aminuteto think that through. | was confused by the memory of Sam Uley's smilar question
in the woods. Only Sam had asked something else: Have you been hurt? held said. The difference
seemed sgnificant somehow.

Dr. Gerandy was waiting. One grizzled eyebrow rose, and the wrinkles on his forehead deepened.
"I'm not hurt,” | lied. The words, were true enough for what he'd asked.

Hiswarm hand touched my forehead, and hisfingers pressed againgt the inside of my wrist. | watched his
lips as he counted to himsdif, his eyes on hiswatch.

"What happened to you?' he asked casudly.
| froze under his hand, tasting panic in the back of my throat.

"Did you get lost in thewoods?" he prodded. | was aware of severd other people listening. Threetdl
men with dark faces—from La Push, the Quileute Indian reservation down on the coastling, |
guessed—Sam Uley among them, were standing very close together and staring a me. Mr. Newton was
there with Mike and Mr. Weber, Angdasfather; they al were watching me more surreptitioudy than the
strangers. Other deep voices rumbled from the kitchen and outside the front door. Half the town must
have been looking for me.

Charlie was the closest. He leaned in to hear my answer.
"Yes" | whispered. "l got logt.”

The doctor nodded, thoughtful, hisfingers probing gently against the glands under my jaw. Charliesface
hardened.

"Do you fed tired?' Dr. Gerandy asked.
| nodded and closed my eyes obediently.

"I don't think there's anything wrong with her," | heard the doctor mutter to Charlie after amoment. " Just
exhaugtion. Let her deep it off, and I'll come check on her tomorrow," he paused. He must have |ooked
at hiswatch, because he added, "Well, |ater today actudly.”



There was a creaking sound as they both pushed off from the couch to get to their feet.
"Isit true?' Charlie whispered. Their voices were farther away now. | strained to hear. "Did they leave?!

"Dr. Cullen asked us not to say anything,” Dr. Gerandy answered. "The offer was very sudden; they had
to chooseimmediately. Carlide didn't want to make a big production out of leaving."

"A littlewarning might have been nice" Charlie grumbled.

Dr. Gerandy sounded uncomfortable when hereplied. "Y es, well, in this Situation, some warning might
have been cdled for."

| didn't want to listen anymore. | felt around for the edge of the quilt someone had laid on top of me, and
pulled it over my ear.

| drifted inand out of alertness. | heard Charlie whisper thanksto the volunteers as, one by one, they |eft.
| felt hisfingers on my forehead, and then the weight of another blanket. The phone rang afew times, and
he hurried to catch it before it could wake me. He muttered reassurancesin alow voiceto the callers.

"Y eah, we found her. She's okay. She got logt. She'sfine now," he said again and again.
| heard the springs in the armchair groan when he settled himsdlf in for the night.
A few minutes later, the phone rang again.

Charlie moaned as he struggled to hisfeet, and then he rushed, ssumbling, to the kitchen | pulled my head
deeper under the blankets, not wanting to listen to the same conversation again.

"Yeah," Charlie said, and yawned.

Hisvoice changed, it was much more aert when he spoke again. "Where?" Therewasapause. "You're
sureit'soutsde the reservation?' Another short pause. "But what could be burning out there?' He
sounded both worried and mystified. "Look, I'll cal down there and check it out.”

| listened with moreinterest as he punched in anumber.

"Hey, Billy, it's Charlie—sorry I'm caling so early... no, sheésfine. She'sdeeping... Thanks, but that's
not why | caled. | just got acal from Mrs. Stanley, and she says that from her second-story window she
can seefiresout on the sea cliffs, but | didn't redly... Oh!" Suddenly there wasan edgein his
voice—irritation... or anger. "And why are they doing that? Uh huh. Redlly?' He said it sarcadticaly.
"Well, don't gpologizeto me. Y eah, yeah. Just make sure the flames don't spread. ... | know, | know, I'm
surprised they got them lit at dl in thisweether."

Charlie hestated, and then added grudgingly. "Thanks for sending Sam and the other boys up. Y ou were
right—they do know the forest better than we do. It was Sam who found her, so | oweyou one... Yeah,
I'll talk to you later," he agreed, till sour, before hanging up.

Charlie muttered something incoherent as he shuffled back to the living room.
"What'swrong?' | asked.
Hehurried to my side.

"I'm sorry | woke you, honey."



"lssomething burning?'

"It'snothing,”" he assured me. " Just some bonfires out on the cliffs.”

"Bonfires?' | asked. My voice didn't sound curious. It sounded dead.

Charlie frowned. "Some of the kids from the reservation being rowdy," he explained.
"Why?' | wondered dully.

| could tell he didn't want to answer. He looked at the floor under hisknees. "They're cel ebrating the
news." Histonewas bitter.

There was only one piece of news| could think of, try as| might not to. And then the pieces snapped
together. "Because the Cullens|eft,” | whispered. "They don't like the Cullensin La Push—I'd forgotten
about that."

The Quileutes had their supertitions about the "cold ones," the blood-drinkers that were enemiesto their
tribe, just like they had their legends of the great flood and wolf-men ancestors. Just Sories, folklore, to
most of them. Then there were the few that believed. Charli€'s good friend Billy Black believed, though
even Jacab, his own son, thought he was full of stupid superdtitions. Billy had warned me to stay away
fromthe Cullens...

The name stirred something inside me, something that began to claw itsway toward the surface,
something | knew | didn't want to face,

"It'sridiculous," Charlie spluttered.

We st in slence for amoment. The sky was no longer black outside the window. Somewhere behind
the rain, the sun was beginning to rise.

"Bella?' Charlie asked.
| looked &t him uneasily.
"Heleft you donein thewoods?' Charlie guessed.

| deflected his question. "How did you know whereto find me?' My mind shied away from the inevitable
awareness that was coming, coming quickly now.

"Your note," Charlie answered. surprised. He reached into the back pocket of hisjeansand pulled out a
much-abused piece of paper. It was dirty and damp, with multiple creases from being opened and
refolded many times. He unfolded it again, and held it up as evidence. The messy handwriting was
remarkably closeto my own.

Going for a walk with Edward, up the path, it said. Back soon, B.

"When you didn't come back, | called the Cullens, and no one answered,” Charliesaid in alow voice,
"Then | called the hospital, and Dr. Gerandy told me that Carlide was gone.”

"Wheredid they go?' | mumbled.
He stared at me. "Didn't Edward tell you?'

| shook my head, recoiling. The sound of his name unleashed the thing that was clawing insgde of me—a



pain that knocked me bresthless, astonished mewith itsforce.

Charlie eyed me doubtfully as he answered. "Carlide took ajob with abig hospitd in Los Angeles. |
guessthey threw alot of money a him."

Sunny L.A. Thelast place they would redly go. | remembered my nightmare with the mirror... the bright
sunlight shimmering off of hisskin—

Agony ripped through me with the memory of hisface.
"I want to know if Edward |eft you aone out there in the middle of thewoods,” Charlieinssted.

His name sent another wave of torture through me. | shook my head, frantic, desperate to escape the
pan. "It was my fault. Heleft meright here on thetrail, in Sght of the house... but | tried to follow him."

Charlie started to say something; childishly, | covered my ears. "I can't talk about this anymore, Dad. |
want to go to my room."

Before he could answer, | scrambled up from the couch and lurched my way up the stairs.

Someone had been in the house to leave anote for Charlie, anote that would lead him to find me. From
the minute that I'd redlized this, a horrible suspicion began to grow in my heed. | rushed to my room,
shutting and locking the door behind me before | ran to the CD player by my bed.

Everything looked exactly the sameas|'d I€eft it. | pressed down on the top of the CD player. The latch
unhooked, and the lid dowly swung open.

It was empty.

The abum Renee had given me sat on the floor beside the bed, just where I'd put it last. | lifted the cover
with ashaking hand.

| didn't haveto flip any farther than the first page. Thelittle metal corners no longer held apicturein
place. The page was blank except for my own handwriting scrawled across the bottom: Edward Cullen,
Charli€'s kitchen, Sept. 13th.

| stopped there. | was sure that he would have been very thorough.
It will beasif I'd never existed, held promised me.

| felt the smooth wooden floor beneath my knees, and then the palms of my hands, and then it was
pressed against the skin of my cheek. | hoped that | wasfainting, but, to my disappointment, | didn't lose
consciousness. The waves of pain that had only lapped at me before now reared high up and washed
over my head, pulling me under.

| did not resurface.
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4. WAKING UP

TIME PASSES. EVEN WHEN IT SEEMSIMPOSSIBLE. EVEN when each tick of the second hand
acheslike the pulse of blood behind abruise. It passes unevenly, in strange lurches and dragging lulls, but
passit does. Even for me.

CHARLIE'SHST CAME DOWN ON THE TABLE. "THAT'SIT, Bdla I'm sending you home."

| looked up from my cered, which | was pondering rather than eating, and stared at Charlie in shock. |
hadn't been following the conversation—actualy, | hadn't been aware that we were having a
conversation—and | wasn't sure what he meant.

"l am home," | mumbled, confused.
"I'm sending you to Renee, to Jacksonville" he clarified.
Charlie watched with exasperation as | dowly grasped the meaning of hiswords.

"What did | do?' | felt my face crumple. It was so unfair. My behavior had been above reproach for the
past four months. After that first week, which neither of us ever mentioned, | hadn't missed aday of
school or work. My grades were perfect. | never broke curfew—I never went anywhere from which to
break curfew inthefirst place. | only very rarely served |eftovers.

Charlie was scowling.
"You didnt do anything. That'sthe problem. Y ou never do anything.”

"Y ou want meto get into trouble?’ | wondered, my eyebrows pulling together in mystification. | made an
effort to pay attention. It wasn't easy. | was so used to tuning everything out, my ears felt stopped up.

"Trouble would be better than this... thismoping around dl thetime!”
That stung abit. I'd been careful to avoid al forms of moroseness, moping included.

"l am not moping around.”



"Wrong word," he grudgingly conceded. "M oping would be better—that would be doing something.
Yourejud... lifdess, Bela | think that'sthe word | want."

This accusation struck home. | Sghed and tried to put some animation into my response.

"I'm sorry, Dad." My apology sounded alittleflat, even to me. I'd thought 1'd been fooling him. Keeping
Charlie from suffering was the whole point of dl this effort. How depressing to think that the effort had
been wasted.

"I don't want you to gpologize.”
| Sghed. "Then tell me what you do want meto do."

"Bella" he hesitated, scrutinizing my reaction to his next words. "Honey, you're not thefirst personto go
through thiskind of thing, you know."

"I know that." My accompanying grimace was limp and unimpressive.
"Listen, honey. | think that—that maybe you need some help.”
"Hep?'

He paused, searching for the words again. "When your mother left,” he began, frowning, "and took you
with her." Heinhaed deeply. "Wdll, that was aredly bad timefor me."

"I know, Dad," | mumbled.

"But | handled it," he pointed out. "Honey, you're not handling it. | waited, | hoped it would get better.”
He stared at me and | looked down quickly. "I think we both know it's not getting better.”

“I'mfine"

Heignored me. "Maybe, well, maybeif you talked to someone about it. A professond.”

"Y ou want meto see ashrink?' My voice was a shade sharper as| redlized what he was getting at.
"Maybeit would help.”

"And maybeit wouldn't help onelittle bit."

| didn't know much about psychoanalysis, but | was pretty sure that it didn't work unless the subject was
relatively honest. Sure, | could tell the truth—if | wanted to spend the rest of my lifein apadded cell.

He examined my obstinate expression, and switched to another line of attack.
"It's beyond me, Bella. Maybe your mother—"
"Look," | saidinaflat voice. "Il go out tonight, if you want. I'll call Jessor Angdla.™

"That's not what | want," he argued, frustrated. "I don't think | can live through seeing you try harder .
I've never seen anyone trying so hard. It hurtsto watch.”

| pretended to be dense, looking down at the table. "I don't understand, Dad. First you're mad because
I'm not doing anything, and then you say you don't want meto go out.”

"l want you to be happy—no, not even that much. | just want you not to be miserable. | think you'll have



abetter chanceif you get out of Forks."

My eyesflashed up with thefirst small spark of feding I'd had in too long to contemplate.
"I'm not leaving," | said.

"Why not?" he demanded.

"I'minmy last semester of school—it would screw everything up.”

"Y ou're agood student—youll figureit out."

"| don't want to crowd Mom and Phil."

"Y our mother's been dying to have you back."

"Horidaistoo hot."

Hisfist came down on the table again. "We both know what's redly going on here, Bdlla, and it's not
good for you." Hetook a deep breath. "It's been months. No calls, no letters, no contact. Y ou can't keep
waiting for him."

| glowered at him. The heat dmogt, but not quite, reached my face. It had been along time sinceI'd
blushed with any emotion.

Thiswhole subject was utterly forbidden, as he waswell awvare.
"I'm not waiting for anything. | don't expect anything,” | said in alow monotone.
"Bella—," Charlie began, hisvoicethick.

"l haveto get to school,” | interrupted, standing up and yanking my untouched bregkfast from thetable. |
dumped my bowl in the sink without pausing to wash it out. | couldn't deal with any more conversation.

"I'll make planswith Jessica," | called over my shoulder as| strapped on my school bag, not meeting his
eyes. "Maybe | won't be homefor dinner. Well go to Port Angeles and watch amovie.”

| was out the front door before he could react.

In my haste to get away from Charlie, | ended up being one of thefirst onesto school. The plus side was
that | got aredly good parking spot. The downside wasthat | had free time on my hands, and | tried to
avoid freetimeat al costs.

Quickly, before| could start thinking about Charlie's accusations, | pulled out my Calculus book. |
flipped it open to the section we should be starting today, and tried to make sense of it. Reading math
was even worse than listening to it, but | was getting better &t it. In the last severd months, I'd spent ten
times the amount of time on Calculusthan I'd ever spent on math before. Asaresult, | was managing to
keep intherange of alow A. | knew Mr. Varner felt my improvement was all dueto his superior
teaching methods. And if that made him happy, | wasn't going to burst hisbubble.

| forced mysdlf to keep at it until the parking lot wasfull, and | ended up rushing to English. We were
working on Animal Farm, an easy subject matter. | didn't mind communism; it was awel come change
from the exhausting romances that made up most of the curriculum. | settled into my seet, pleased by the
digtraction of Mr. Berty'slecture.



Timemoved easily whilel wasin school. The bell rang al too soon. | started repacking my bag.
"Bdle?'

| recognized Mikesvoice, and | knew what his next words would be before he said them.

"Are you working tomorrow?"

| looked up. He was |eaning across the aide with an anxious expression. Every Friday he asked methe
same question. Never mind that | hadn't taken so much asasick day. Well, with one exception, months
ago. But he had no reason to look at me with such concern. | was amodel employee.

"Tomorrow is Saturday, isnt it?' | said. Having just had it pointed out to me by Charlie, | redized how
lifdlessmy voiceredly sounded.

"Yeah, itis" heagreed. "Seeyou in Spanish." Hewaved once before turning his back. He didn't bother
walking meto classanymore.

| trudged off to Caculus with agrim expression. Thiswasthe classwhere| sat next to Jessica.

It had been weeks, maybe months, since Jess had even greeted me when | passed her inthe hall. | knew
| had offended her with my antisocia behavior, and she was sulking. It wasn't going to be easy to talk to
her now—especidly to ask her to do meafavor. | weighed my options carefully as| loitered outside the
classroom, procrastinating.

| wasn't about to face Charlie again without some kind of socid interaction to report. | knew | couldn't
lie, though the thought of driving to Port Angeles and back aone—being sure my odometer reflected the
correct mileage, just in case he checked—was very tempting. Jessicals mom wasthe biggest gossip in
town, and Charlie was bound to run into Mrs. Stanley sooner rather than later. When he did, he would
no doubt mention the trip. Lying was out.

With asigh, | shoved the door open.

Mr. Varner gave me adark look—he'd already started the lecture. | hurried to my seat. Jesscadidn't
look up as| sat next to her. | wasglad that | had fifty minutesto mentaly prepare myself.

Thisclassflew by even faster than English. A small part of that speed was due to my goody-goody
preparation this morning in the truck—but mogtly it semmed from the fact that time aways sped up when
| was|ooking forward to something unplessant.

| grimaced when Mr. Varner dismissed the class five minutes early. He smiled like he was being nice.
"Jess?' My nosewrinkled as| cringed, waiting for her to turn on me.

Shetwisted in her seet to face me, eyeing meincreduloudly. "Areyou taking to me, Bdla?'

"Of course.” | widened my eyesto suggest innocence.

"What? Do you need help with Calculus?' Her tone was atad sour.

"No." | shook my head. "Actudly, | wanted to know if you would... go to the movies with me tonight?|
redlly need agirls night out." The words sounded stiff, like badly ddlivered lines, and she looked

SUspicious.
"Why areyou asking me?" she asked, gtill unfriendly.



"You'rethefirst person | think of when | want girl time." | smiled, and | hoped the smile looked genuine.
It was probably true. She was at least the first person | thought of when | wanted to avoid Charlie. It
amounted to the same thing.

She seemed alittle mallified. "Well, | don't know."
"Do you have plans?’
"No... | guess| can go with you. What do you want to see?"

"I'm not surewhat's playing,” | hedged. Thiswasthetricky part. | racked my brain for aclue—hadn't |
heard someone talk about a movie recently? Seen a poster? "How about that one with the female
presdent?'

Shelooked at me oddly. "Bella, that one's been out of the theater forever .
"Oh." | frowned. "Isthere anything you'd like to see?"

Jessica's natural bubbliness started to leak out in spite of hersdlf as she thought out loud. "Wdll, ther€'s
that new romantic comedy that's getting greet reviews. | want to see that one. And my dad just saw
Dead End and heredly liked it."

| grasped a the promising title. "What's that one about?"
"Zombies or something. He said it was the scariest thing hed seen in years.”
"That sounds perfect." I'd rather dedl with real zombies than watch aromance.

"Okay." She seemed surprised by my response. | tried to remember if | liked scary movies, but | wasn't
sure. "Do you want meto pick you up after school 7' she offered.

"Sure"

Jessicagmiled at me with tentative friendliness before she left. My answering smilewasjust alittle late,
but | thought that she saw it.

Therest of the day passed quickly, my thoughts focused on planning for tonight. | knew from experience
that once | got Jessicatalking, | would be able to get away with afew mumbled responses at the
gopropriate moments. Only minima interaction would be required.

Thethick haze that blurred my days now was sometimes confusing. | was surprised when | found mysglf
in my room, not clearly remembering the drive home from school or even opening the front door. But that
didn't matter. Losing track of timewasthe most | asked from life.

| didn't fight the haze as | turned to my closet. The numbness was more essentid in some placesthanin
others. | barely registered what | waslooking at as| did the door aside to reved the pile of rubbish on
the left Sde of my closet, under the clothes| never wore.

My eyesdid not stray toward the black garbage bag that held my present from that last birthday, did not
see the shape of the stereo where it strained against the black plastic; | didn't think of the bloody mess
my nails had been when I'd finished clawing it out of the dashboard.

| yanked the old purse | rardly used off the nail it hung from, and shoved the door shuit.

Just then | heard ahorn honking. | swiftly traded my wallet from my schoolbag into the purse. | wasina



hurry, asif rushing would somehow make the night pass more quickly.

| glanced a mysdf in the hal mirror before | opened the door, arranging my features carefully into asmile
and trying to hold them there.

"Thanksfor coming with metonight,” | told Jessas| climbed into the passenger sedt, trying to infuse my
tone with gratitude. It had been awhile since I'd redly thought about what | was saying to anyone
besides Charlie. Jesswas harder. | wasn't sure which were the right emotionsto fake.

"Sure. So, what brought this on?" Jess wondered as she drove down my street.

"Brought whet on?"

"Why did you suddenly decide... to go out?' It sounded like she changed her question hafway through.
| shrugged. "Just needed a change.”

| recognized the song on the radio then, and quickly reached for the did. "Do you mind?' | asked.

"No, go ahead.”

| scanned through the stations until | found one that was harmless. | peeked at Jesss expression asthe
new muscfilled the car.

Her eyes squinted. "Since when do you listen to rep?”
" don't know," | said. "A while"

"You likethis?" she asked doubitfully.

"Sure”

It would be much too hard to interact with Jesscanormally if | had to work to tune out the music, too. |
nodded my head, hoping | wasin time with the best.

"Okay..." She gtared out the windshield with wide eyes.

"So what's up with you and Mike these days?" | asked quickly.

"You see him more than | do."

The question hadn't started her talking like I'd hoped it would.

"Itshard to talk at work," | mumbled, and then | tried again. "Have you been out with anyone lately?*

"Not really. | go out with Conner sometimes. | went out with Eric two weeks ago.” Sherolled her eyes,
and | sensed along story. | clutched at the opportunity.

"Eric Yorkie? Who asked who?"
She groaned, getting more animated. "He did, of course! | couldn't think of aniceway to say no."

"Wheredid he take you?' | demanded, knowing she would interpret my eagerness asinterest. "Tell me
al about it."

She launched into her tale, and | settled into my seat, more comfortable now. | paid strict attention,



murmuring in sympathy and gasping in horror as called for. When she wasfinished with her Eric sory,
she continued into a Conner comparison without any prodding.

The moviewas playing early, so Jess thought we should hit the twilight showing and et later. | was
happy to go along with whatever she wanted; after al, | was getting what | wanted—Charlie off my
back.

| kept Jess talking through the previews, so | could ignore them more easily. But | got nervous when the
movie started. A young couple waswalking aong a beach, swinging hands and discussing their mutual
affection with gooey falseness. | ressted the urge to cover my ears and start humming. | had not
bargained for aromance.

"| thought we picked the zombie movie," | hissed to Jessica

"Thisis the zombie movie."

"Then why isn't anyone getting eaten?’ | asked desperatdly.

Shelooked a me with wide eyesthat were almost darmed. "I'm sure that part's coming,” she whispered.
"I'm getting popcorn. Do you want any?"

"No, thanks."

Someone shushed us from behind.

| took my time at the concession counter, watching the clock and debating what percentage of a
ninety-minute movie could be spent on romantic exposition. | decided ten minutes was more than enough,
but | paused just insde the theater doorsto be sure. | could hear horrified screams blaring from the
speakers, so | knew I'd waited long enough.

"Y ou missed everything," Jess murmured when | did back into my seet. "Almost everyoneisazombie

"Long line." | offered her some popcorn. Shetook a handful.

The rest of the movie was comprised of gruesome zombie attacks and endless screaming from the
handful of people left dive, their numbers dwindling quickly. I would have thought there was nothing in
that to disturb me. But | felt uneasy, and | wasn't surewhy at first.

It wasn't until dmost the very end, as | watched ahaggard zombie shambling after the last shrieking
survivor, that | realized what the problem was. The scene kept cutting between the horrified face of the
heroine, and the dead, emotionlessface of her pursuer, back and forth asit closed the distance.

And | redlized which one resembled me the most.

| stood up.

"Where are you going? There's, like, two minutesleft," Jess hissed.
"l need adrink," | muttered as | raced for the exit.

| sat down on the bench outside the theater door and tried very hard not to think of theirony. But it was
ironic, al things considered, that, in the end, | would wind up asa zombie. | hadn't seen that one coming.



Not that | hadn't dreamed of becoming a mythical monster once—just never agrotesque, animated
corpse. | shook my head to didodge that train of thought, fedling panicky. | couldn't afford to think about
what 1'd once dreamed of.

It was depressing to redlize that | wasn't the heroine anymore, that my story was over.

Jessica came out of the theater doors and hesitated, probably wondering where the best place wasto
search for me. When she saw me, she looked relieved, but only for amoment. Then she looked irritated.

"Was the movietoo scary for you?' she wondered.
"Yeah," | agreed. "l guess|'m just acoward."

"That'sfunny.” Shefrowned. "I didn't think you were scared—I was screaming al thetime, but | didn't
hear you scream once. So | didn't know why you left.”

| shrugged. "Just scared.”

Sherelaxed alittle. "That was the scariest movie think I've ever seen. I'll bet we're going to have
nightmarestonight.”

"No doubt about that,” | said, trying to keep my voice normd. It wasinevitable that | would have
nightmares, but they wouldn't be about zombies. Her eyes flashed to my face and avay. Maybe | hadn't
succeeded with the norma voice.

"Where do you want to eat?' Jess asked.
"l don't care.”
"Okay."

Jess started talking about the male lead in the movie as we walked. | nodded as she gushed over his
hotness, unable to remember seeing anon-zombieman at dl.

| didn't watch where Jessicawas leading me. | was only vaguely aware that it was dark and quieter now.
It took melonger than it should haveto redize why it was quiet. Jessica had stopped babbling. | looked
at her apologeticaly, hoping | hadn't hurt her fedings.

Jessicawasn't looking at me. Her face was tense; she stared straight ahead and walked fast. As|
watched, her eyes darted quickly to the right, across the road, and back again.

| glanced around mysdif for thefirgt time.

We were on ashort stretch of unlit sdewalk. Thelittle shopslining the street were al locked up for the
night, windows black. Half ablock ahead, the streetlights started up again, and | could see, farther down,
the bright golden arches of the McDonad's she was heading for.

Across the street there was one open business. The windows were covered from inside and there were
neon signs, advertisementsfor different brands of beer, glowing in front of them. The biggest sign, in
brilliant green, was the name of the bar—One-Eyed Pete's. | wondered if there was some pirate theme
not visible from outside. The metal door was propped open; it was dimly lit inside, and the low murmur
of many voices and the sound of ice clinking in glasses floated across the street. Lounging against thewall
beside the door were four men.

| glanced back at Jessica. Her eyes were fixed on the path ahead and she moved briskly. She didn't look



frightened—just wary, trying to not attract attention to hersdlf.

| paused without thinking, looking back at the four men with astrong sense of dgavu. Thiswasa
different road, adifferent night, but the scene was so much the same. One of them was even short and
dark. As| stopped and turned toward them, that one looked up in interest.

| stared back at him, frozen on the sdewalk.
"Bela?" Jesswhispered. "What are you doing?"
| shook my head, not sure myself. "I think | know them..." | muttered.

What was| doing?| should be running from this memory asfast as| could, blocking the image of the
four lounging men from my mind, protecting mysdlf with the numbness| couldn't function without. Why
was | stepping, dazed, into the street?

It seemed too coincidenta that | should be in Port Angeleswith Jessica, on adark Street even. My eyes
focused on the short one, trying to match the features to my memory of the man who had threstened me
that night almost ayear ago. | wondered if there was any way | would recognize the man, if it wasredly
him. That particular part of that particular evening was just ablur. My body remembered it better than my
mind did; thetensonin my legsas| tried to decide whether to run or to stand my ground, the drynessin
my throat as| struggled to build adecent scream, the tight stretch of skin across my knucklesas|
clenched my handsinto fists, the chills on the back of my neck when the dark-haired man cdled me

Therewas an indefinite, implied kind of menace to these men that had nothing to do with that other night.
It sprung from the fact that they were Strangers, and it was dark here, and they outnumbered us—nothing
more specific than that. But it was enough that Jessica's voice cracked in panic as she caled after me.

"Bdla, come on!"

| ignored her, walking dowly forward without ever making the conscious decision to move my fest. |
didn't understand why, but the nebul ous threat the men presented drew me toward them. It wasa
sensdessimpulse, but | hadn't felt any kind of impulseinsolong... | followed it.

Something unfamiliar begt through my veins. Adrendline, | redlized, long absent from my system,
drumming my pulsefaster and fighting againgt the lack of sensation. It was strange—why the adrendine
when therewas no fear? It was dmost asif it were an echo of thelast timeI'd stood like this, on adark
dreet in Port Angdleswith sirangers.

| saw no reason for fear. | couldn't imagine anything in the world that there was | eft to be afraid of, not
physcdly at least. One of the few advantages of losing everything.

| was hafway across the street when Jess caught up to me and grabbed my arm.
"Bellal You can'tgoinabar!" shehissed.

"I'mnot going in," | said absently, shaking her hand off. "I just want to see something..."
"Areyou crazy?' shewhispered. "Areyou suicidad?'

That question caught my attention, and my eyesfocused on her.

"No, I'm not." My voice sounded defensive, but it wastrue. | wasn't suicidd. Even in the beginning, when



desth unquestionably would have been ardlief, | didn't consider it. | owed too much to Charlie. | felt too
responsible for Renee. | had to think of them.

And I'd made a promise not to do anything stupid or reckless. For al those reasons, | was still breathing.
Remembering that promise. | fdt atwinge of guilt.
but what | was doing fight now didn't really count. It wasn't like | was taking ablade to my wridts.

Jesss eyes were round, her mouth hung open. Her question about suicide had been rhetoricd, | redized
too late.

"Go eat," | encouraged her, waving toward the fast food. | didn't like the way she looked a me. "I'll
cachupinaminute”

| turned away from her, back to the men who were watching us with amused, curious eyes.
"Bella, sop thisright now!"

My muscles locked into place, froze me where | stood. Because it wasn't Jessica's voice that rebuked
me now. It was afurious voice, afamiliar voice, abeautiful voice—soft like velvet even though it was
irae.

It was his voice—| was exceptionally careful not to think his name—and | was surprised that the sound
of it did not knock me to my knees, did not curl me onto the pavement in atorture of loss. But there was
no pain, noneat al.

Intheingtant that | heard hisvoice, everything was very clear. Like my head had suddenly surfaced out
of some dark pool. | was more aware of everything—sight, sound, the fed of the cold air that | hadn't
noticed was blowing sharply against my face, the smells coming from the open bar door.

| looked around mysdlf in shock.
"Go back to Jessica," thelovely voice ordered, still angry. ™Y ou promised—nothing stupid.”

| was done. Jessicastood afew feet from me, staring at me with frightened eyes. Againg the wall, the
strangers watched, confused, wondering what | was doing, standing there motionlessin the middle of the
dreet.

| shook my head, trying to understand. | knew he wasn't there, and yet, he felt improbably close, close
for thefirgt time since... sincethe end. The anger in his voice was concern, the same anger that was once
very familia—something | hadn't heard in what fdt like alifetime.

"Keep your promise.”" The voice was dipping away, asif the volume was being turned down on aradio.

| began to suspect that | was having some kind of hallucination. Triggered, no doubt, by the
memory—the dgavu, the strange familiarity of the Stuation.

| ran through the possibilities quickly in my head.
Option one: | was crazy. That wasthe layman'sterm for people who heard voicesin their heads.
Possble.

Option two: My subconscious mind was giving mewhat it thought | wanted. Thiswaswish fulfillment—a



momentary relief from pain by embracing theincorrect ideathat he cared whether | lived or died.
Projecting what he would have said if A) he were here, and B) he would bein any way bothered by
something bad happening to me.

Probable.

| could see no option three, so | hoped it was the second option and this was just my subconscious
running amuck, rather than something | would need to be hospitdized for.

My reaction was hardly sane, though—I was grateful . The sound of his voice was something that I'd
feared | waslosing, and so, more than anything else, | felt overwhelming gratitude that my unconscious
mind had held onto that sound better than my conscious one had.

| was not dlowed to think of him. That was something | tried to be very gtrict about. Of course | dipped;
| was only human. But | was getting better, and so the pain was something | could avoid for daysat a
time now. The tradeoff was the never-ending numbness. Between pain and nothing, 1'd chosen nothing.

| waited for the pain now. | was not numb—my senses felt unusually intense after so many months of the
haze—but the norma pain held off. The only ache was the disappointment that his voice was fading.

There was a second of choice.

Thewise thing would beto run away from this potentialy destructive—and certainly mentaly
unstable—devel opment. It would be stupid to encourage hallucinations.

But hisvoice wasfading.
| took another step forward, testing.
"Bdla, turn around,” he growled.

| Sghed inrelief. The anger was what | wanted to hear—fal se, fabricated evidence that he cared, a
dubious gift from my subconscious.

Very few seconds had passed while | sorted thisal out. My little audience watched, curious. It probably
looked like | was just dithering over whether or not | was going to approach them. How could they guess
that | was stlanding there enjoying an unexpected moment of insanity?

"Hi," one of the men called, histone both confident and abit sarcastic. He was fair-skinned and
fair-haired, and he stood with the assurance of someone who thought of himsdlf as quite good-looking. |
couldn't tell whether he was or not. | was prejudiced.

Thevoicein my head answered with an exquisite snarl. | smiled, and the confident man seemed to take
that as encouragement.

"Can | hdp you with something? Y ou look logt." He grinned and winked.
| stepped carefully over the gutter, running with water that was black in the darkness.
"No. I'mnot logt."

Now that | was closer—and my eyesfet oddly in focus—I analyzed the short, dark man'sface. It was
not familiar in any way. | suffered a curious sensation of disappointment that this was not the terrible man
who had tried to hurt me amost ayear ago.



Thevoicein my head was quiet now.

The short man noticed my stare. "Can | buy you adrink?" he offered, nervous, seeming flattered thet I'd
sngled him out to are at.

"I'mtoo young," | answered automatically.
He was baffled—wondering why | had approached them. | felt compelled to explain.
"From across the street, you looked like someone | knew. Sorry, my mistake.”

The threat that had pulled me across the street had evaporated. These were not the dangerous men |
remembered. They were probably nice guys. Safe. | lost interest.

"That's okay," the confident blonde said. "' Stay and hang out with us."

"Thanks, but | can't." Jessicawas hesitating in the middle of the street, her eyes wide with outrage and
betrayal.

"Oh, just afew minutes."
| shook my head, and turned to rejoin Jessica.

"Let'sgoeat,”" | suggested, bardly glancing at her. Though | appeared to be, for the moment, freed of the
zombie abstraction, | wasjust as distant. My mind was preoccupied. The safe, numb deadness did not
come back, and | got more anxious with every minute that passed without its return.

"What were you thinking?" Jessica snapped. Y ou don't know them—they could have been
psychopathd”

| shrugged, wishing shewould let it go. "l just thought | knew the one guy.”
"You are so odd, BellaSwan. | fed like | don't know who you are.”
"Sorry." | didn't know what elseto say to that.

Wewalked to McDonald'sin silence. I'd bet that she was wishing wed taken her car instead of walking
the short distance from the theeter, so that she could use the drive-through. She was just as anxious now
for thisevening to be over as | had been from the beginning.

| tried to start a conversation afew times while we ate, but Jessicawas not cooperative. | must have
redly offended her.

When we go back in the car, she tuned the stereo back to her favorite station and turned the volume too
loud to alow easy conversation.

| didn't haveto struggle as hard as usud to ignore the music. Even though my mind, for once, was not
carefully numb and empty, | had too much to think about to hear thelyrics.

| waited for the numbnessto return, or the pain. Because the pain must be coming. I'd broken my
persond rules. Instead of shying away from the memories, I'd walked forward and greeted them. I'd
heard hisvoice, so clearly, in my head. That was going to cost me, | was sure of it. Especidly if | couldn't
reclaim the haze to protect mysdlf. | felt too aert, and that frightened me.

But rdlief was till the strongest emotion in my body—rélief that came from the very core of my being.



Asmuch as| struggled not to think of him, | did not struggleto forget. | worried—late in the night, when
the exhaustion of deep deprivation broke down my defenses—that it was al dipping away. That my
mind was aseve, and | would someday not be able to remember the precise color of hiseyes, thefed of
his cool skin, or the texture of hisvoice. | could not think of them, but | must remember them.

Because there was just one thing that | had to believe to be able to live—I had to know that he existed.
That wasdl. Everything ese | could endure. So long as he existed.

That'swhy | was more trapped in Forks than | ever had been before, why I'd fought with Charlie when
he suggested a change. Honestly, it shouldn't matter; no one was ever coming back here.

But if | wereto go to Jacksonville, or anywhere ese bright and unfamiliar, how could | be sure hewas
red? In aplace where | could never imagine him, the conviction might fade... and that | could not live

through.

Forbidden to remember, terrified to forget; it was ahard lineto walk.

| was surprised when Jessica stopped the car in front of my house. The ride had not taken long, but,
short asit seemed, | wouldn't have thought that Jessica could go that long without speaking.

"Thanksfor going out with me, Jess," | said as| opened my door. "That was...fun." | hoped that fun was
the appropriate word.

"Sure" she muttered.
"I'm sorry about. .. after the movie."

"Whatever, Bella" She glared out the windshield instead of looking at me. She seemed to be growing
angrier rather than getting over it.

"Seeyou Monday?'

"Y egh. Bye"

| gave up and shut the door. She drove away, still without looking at me.
I'd forgotten her by thetime | wasinsde.

Charliewaswaiting for mein the middle of the hdl, hisarmsfolded tight over his chest with hishands
bdled intofigts.

"Hey, Dad," | said absentmindedly as| ducked around Charlie, heading for the Sairs. I'd been thinking
about him for too long, and | wanted to be upstairs before it caught up with me.

"Where have you been?' Charlie demanded.

| looked a my dad, surprised. "I went to amoviein Port Angeleswith Jessica. Like told you this
morming.”

"Humph," he grunted.
"|sthat okay?"

He studied my face, hiseyeswidening asif he saw something unexpected. "Y eah, that's fine. Did you
havefun?'



"Sure" | said. "We watched zombies egt people. It was great.”

His eyes narrowed.

"Night, Dad."

Helet me pass. | hurried to my room.

| lay in my bed afew minutes |ater, resgned as the pain findly made its appearance.

It was acrippling thing, this sensation that a huge hole had been punched through my chest, excisng my
most vital organs and leaving ragged, unheal ed gashes around the edges that continued to throb and
bleed despite the passage of time. Rationdly, | knew my lungs must till beintact, yet | gasped for air and
my head spun like my efforts yielded me nothing. My heart must have been besting, too, but | couldn't
hear the sound of my pulsein my ears, my handsfet blue with cold. | curled inward, hugging my ribsto
hold myself together. | scrambled for my numbness, my denid, but it evaded me.

Andyet, | found | could survive. | wasaert, | felt the pain—the aching loss that radiated out from my
chest, sending wracking waves of hurt through my limbs and head—but it was manageable. | could live
through it. It didn't fed like the pain had weakened over time, rather that 1'd grown strong enough to bear
it.

Whatever it was that had happened tonight—and whether it was the zombies, the adrendine, or the
hallucinations that were responsible—it had woken me up.

For thefirst timeinalong time, | didn't know what to expect in the morning.

5. CHEATER

"BELLA, WHY DON'T YOU TAKE OFF," MIKE SUGGESTED, his eyesfocused off to the side, not
redly looking a me. | wondered how long that had been going on without me noticing.

It was adow afternoon at Newton's. At the moment there were only two patronsin the store, dedicated
backpackers from the sound of their conversation. Mike had spent the last hour going through the pros
and cons of two brands of lightweight packs with them. But they'd taken a break from serious pricing to
indulgein trying to one-up each other with their latest talesfrom thetrail. Their distraction had given Mike
achance to escape.

"I don't mind taying,” | said. | still hadn't been ableto sink back into my protective shell of numbness,
and everything seemed oddly close and loud today, like I'd taken cotton out of my ears. | tried to tune
out the laughing hikers without success.

"I'mtelling you," said the thickset man with the orange beard that didn't maich hisdark brown hair. "I've
seen grizzlies pretty close up in Y elowstone, but they had nothing on this brute.” His hair was matted,
and his clothes |ooked like they'd been on his back for more than afew days. Fresh from the mountains.

"Not a chance. Black bears don't get that big. The grizzlies you saw were probably cubs.” The second
man wastal and lean, his face tanned and wind-whipped into an impressive legthery crust.

"Serioudy, Bdla, as soon asthese two give up, I'm closing the place down," Mike murmured.



"If you want meto go..." | shrugged.

"Onal foursit wastaler than you,” the bearded man insgsted while | gathered my thingstogether. "Big as
ahouse and pitch-black. I'm going to report it to the ranger here. People ought to be warned—this
wasn't up on the mountain, mind you—thiswas only afew milesfrom thetrailhead.”

L esther-face laughed and rolled his eyes. "L et me guess—you were on your way in? Hadn't eaten redl
food or dept off the ground in aweek, right?”

"Hey, uh, Mike, right?" the bearded man called, looking toward us.

"Seeyou Monday," | mumbled.

"Yes, gr," Mikereplied, turning away.

"Say, have there been any warnings around here recently—about black bears?’

"No, sir. But it'saways good to keep your distance and store your food correctly. Have you seen the
new bear-safe canisters? They only weigh two pounds..."

The doors did open to let me out into the rain. | hunched over insde my jacket as| dashed for my truck.
Therain hammering against my hood sounded unusualy loud, too, but soon the roar of the engine
drowned out everything else.

| didn't want to go back to Charlie's empty house. Last night had been particularly brutal, and | had no
desreto revist the scene of the suffering. Even after the pain had subsided enough for meto deep, it
wasn't over. Like I'd told Jessica after the movie, there was never any doubt that | would have
nightmares.

| dways had nightmares now, every night. Not nightmaresredly, not in the plural, because it was aways
the same nightmare. Y ou'd think 1'd get bored after so many months, grow immuneto it. But the dream
never failed to horrify me, and only ended when | woke mysdf with screaming. Charlie didn't comeinto
see what was wrong anymore, to make sure there was no intruder strangling me or something like
that—he was used to it now.

My nightmare probably wouldn't even frighten someone ese. Nothing jumped out and screamed, “Boo!™
There were no zombies, no ghosts, no psychopaths. There was nothing, really. Only nothing. Just the
endless maze of moss-covered trees, o quiet that the Silence was an uncomfortable pressure against my
eardrums. It was dark, like dusk on acloudy day, with only enough light to see that there was nothing to
see. | hurried through the gloom without a path, aways searching, searching, searching, getting more
frantic asthe time stretched on, trying to move fagter, though the speed made me clumsy.... Then there
would comethe point in my dream—and | could fed it coming now, but could never seem to wake
myself up beforeit hit—when | couldn't remember what it wasthat | was searching for. When | redlized
that there was nothing to search for, and nothing to find. That there never had been anything more than
just thisempty, dreary wood, and there never would be anything more for me... nothing but nothing...

That was usualy about when the screaming Started.

| wasn't paying attention to where | was driving—just wandering through empty, wet Sderoadsas|
avoided the ways that would take me home—because | didn't have anywhereto go.

| wished | could fed numb again, but | couldn't remember how I'd managed it before. The nightmare was
nagging at my mind and making me think about things that would cause me pain. | didn't want to
remember the forest. Even as| shuddered away from theimages, | felt my eyesfill with tears and the



aching begin around the edges of the holein my chest. | took one hand from the steering whed and
wrapped it around my torso to hold it in one piece.

It will be asif I'd never existed. The words ran through my head, lacking the perfect clarity of my
hallucination last night. They were just words, soundless, like print on apage. Just words, but they ripped
the hole wide open, and | sscomped on the brake, knowing | should not drive while thisincapacitated.

| curled over, pressing my face againgt the steering whed and trying to breathe without lungs.

| wondered how long this could last. Maybe someday, years from now—if the pain would just decrease
to the point where | could bear it—I would be able to look back on those few short months that would
aways bethe best of my life. And, if it were possible that the pain would ever soften enough to dlow me
to do that, | was surethat | would fed grateful for as much time as he'd given me. More than I'd asked
for, more than I'd deserved. Maybe someday 1'd be able to seeit that way.

But what if this hole never got any better? If the raw edges never hedled? If the damage was permanent
and irreversble?

| held mysdIf tightly together. Asif he'd never existed, | thought in despair. What astupid and
impossible promise to make! He could steal my pictures and reclaim his gifts, but that didn't put things
back the way they'd been before I'd met him. The physica evidence was the most insgnificant part of the
equation. | was changed, my insdes dtered dmost past the point of recognition. Even my outsides
looked different—my face sallow, white except for the purple circles the nightmares had left under my
eyes. My eyeswere dark enough againgt my palid skin that—if | were beautiful, and seen from a
distance—I might even passfor avampire now. But | was not beautiful, and | probably looked closer to
azombie.

Asif hed never existed? That was insanity. It was apromise that he could never keep, a promise that
was broken as soon as hed madeit.

| thumped my head against the steering whed, trying to distract myself from the sharper pain.

It made mefed sy for ever worrying about keeping my promise. Wherewasthe logic in sticking to an
agreement that had already been violated by the other party? Who cared if | was reckless and stupid?
There was no reason to avoid recklessness, no reason why | shouldn't get to be stupid.

| laughed humorlesdy to mysdlf, still gasping for air. Recklessin Forks—now there was ahopeless
proposition.

The dark humor distracted me, and the distraction eased the pain. My breath came easier, and | was
ableto lean back against the seat. Though it was cold today, my forehead was damp with swest.

| concentrated on my hopeless proposition to keep from diding back into the excruciating memories. To
be recklessin Forkswould take alot of cresativity—maybe more than | had. But | wished | could find
someway... | might feel better if | weren't holding fast, all done, to abroken pact. If | werean
oath-bresker, too. But how could | cheat on my side of the dedl, here in this harmlessittle town? Of
course, Forks hadn't always been so harmless, but now it was exactly what it had always appeared to
be. It was dull, it was safe.

| stared out the windshield for along moment, my thoughts moving duggishly—I couldn't seem to make
those thoughts go anywhere. | cut the engine, which was groaning in apitiful way after idling for so long,
and stepped out into the drizzle.



The cold rain dripped through my hair and then trickled across my cheeks like freshwater tears. It helped
to clear my head. | blinked the water from my eyes, staring blankly acrossthe road.

After aminute of gtaring, | recognized where | was. I'd parked in the middle of the north lane of Russell
Avenue. | was standing in front of the Cheneys house—my truck was blocking their driveway—and
acrosstheroad lived the Markses. | knew | needed to move my truck, and that | ought to go home. It
was wrong to wander theway | had, distracted and impaired, a menace on the roads of Forks. Besides,
someone would notice me soon enough, and report meto Charlie.

Asl| took adeep breath in preparation to move, asign in the Markses yard caught my eye—it wasjust a
big piece of cardboard leaning againgt their mailbox pogt, with black letters scrawled in caps acrossiit.

Sometimes, kismet happens.

Coincidence? Or wasit meant to be?1 didn't know, but it seemed kind of silly to think that it was
somehow fated, that the dilapidated motorcycles rusting in the Markses front yard beside the
hand-printed FOR SALE, AS S sign were serving some higher purpose by existing there, right where |
needed them to be.

So maybe it wasn't kismet. Maybe there were just al kinds of waysto be reckless, and | only now had
my eyes open to them.

Reckless and stupid. Those were Charlie's two very favorite words to apply to motorcycles.

Charligsjob didn't get alot of action compared to copsin bigger towns, but he did get called in on traffic
accidents. With the long, wet stretches of freeway twisting and turning through the forest, blind corner
after blind corner, there was no shortage of that kind of action. But even with dl the hugelog-haulers
barreling around the turns, mostly people walked away. The exceptionsto that rule were often on
motorcycles, and Charlie had seen one too many victims, dmost ways kids, smeared on the highway.
He'd made me promise before | was ten that | would never accept aride on amotorcycle. Even at that
age, | didn't have to think twice before promising. Who would want to ride amotorcycle here? 1t would
be like taking a sixty-mile-per-hour bath.

So many promises| kept...

It clicked together for me then. | wanted to be stupid and reckless, and | wanted to break promises.
Why stop at one?

That'sasfar as| thought it through. | doshed through the rain to the Markses front door and rang the
bel.

One of the Marks boys opened the door, the younger one, the freshman. | couldn't remember his name.
Hissandy hair only came up to my shoulder.

He had no trouble remembering my name. "BellaSwan?" he asked in surprise.

"How much do you want for the bike?" | panted, jerking my thumb over my shoulder toward the sales
display.

"Areyou serious?' he demanded.
"Of coursel am.”

"They don't work."



| Sghed impatiently—thiswas something I'd dready inferred from the sign. "How much?’

"If you redlly want one, just take it. My mom made my dad move them down to the road so they'd get
picked up with the garbage."

| glanced at the bikes again and saw that they were resting on apile of yard clippings and dead branches.
"Areyou positive about that?"

"Sure, you want to ask her?"

It was probably better not to involve adults who might mention this to Charlie.
"No, | believeyou."

"Y ou want meto help you?' he offered. "They're not light.”

"Okay, thanks. | only need one, though."

"Might aswdll take both," the boy said. "Maybe you could scavenge some parts.”

He followed me out into the downpour and helped me load both of the heavy bikesinto the back of my
truck. He seemed eager to berid of them, so | didn't argue.

"What are you going to do with them, anyway?" he asked. "They haven't worked in years."

"I kind of guessed that,” | said, shrugging. My spur-of-the-moment whim hadn't come with a plan intact.
"Maybe I'll take them to Dowling's."

He snorted. "Dowling would charge moreto fix them than they'd be worth running.”

| couldn't argue with that. John Dowling had earned areputation for his pricing; no one went to him
except in an emergency. Most people preferred to make the drive up to Port Angeles, if their car was
able. I'd been very lucky on that front—I'd been worried, when Charliefirst gifted me my ancient truck,
that | wouldn't be able to afford to keep it running. But 1'd never had asingle problem with it, other than
the screaming-loud engine and the fifty-five-mile-per-hour maximum speed limit. Jacob Black had kept it
in great shape when it had belonged to hisfather, Billy...

Inspiration hit like abalt of lightning—not unreasonable, consdering the sorm. Y ou know what? That's
okay. | know someone who builds cars."

"Oh. That'sgood." Heamiled inrelief.
Hewaved as| pulled away, still smiling. Friendly kid.

| drove quickly and purposefully now, in ahurry to get home before there was the dightest chance of
Charlie appearing, evenin the highly unlikely event that he might knock off early. | dashed through the
house to the phone, keys till in hand.

"Chief Swan, please," | said when the deputy answvered. "It's Bella."
"Oh, hey, Bdlla," Deputy Steve said affably. "I'll go get him."
| waited.

"What'swrong, Bella?' Charlie demanded as soon as he picked up the phone.



"Can't | cal you at work without there being an emergency?'
Hewas quiet for aminute. " You never have before. Is there an emergency?'

"No. | just wanted directionsto the Blacks place—I'm not sure | can remember the way. | want to visit
Jacob. | haven't seen him in months.”

When Charlie spoke again, his voice was much happier. "That'sagreet idea, Bells. Do you have apen?’

The directions he gave mewere very smple. | assured him that | would be back for dinner, though he
tried to tell me not to hurry. He wanted to join mein LaPush, and | wasn't having that.

So it was with adeadlinethat | drove too quickly through the storm-darkened streets out of town. |
hoped | could get Jacob alone. Billy would probably tell on meif he knew what | was up to.

Whilel drove, | worried alittle bit about Billy's reaction to seeing me. He would be too pleased. In
Billy's mind, no doubt, this had al worked out better than he had dared to hope. His pleasure and relief
would only remind me of the one | couldn't bear to be reminded of. Not again today, | pleaded silently.

| was spent.

The Blacks house was vaguely familiar, a small wooden place with narrow windows, the dull red paint
making it resemble atiny barn. Jacob's head peered out of the window before | could even get out of the
truck. No doubt the familiar roar of the engine had tipped him off to my approach. Jacob had been very
grateful when Charlie bought Billy's truck for me, saving Jacob from having to drive it when he came of
age. | liked my truck very much, but Jacob seemed to consider the speed restrictions a shortcoming.

He met me halfway to the house.

"Bellal" His excited grin stretched wide across hisface, the bright teeth standing in vivid contrast to the
deep russet color of hisskin. I'd never seen hishair out of itsusual ponytail before. It fell like black satin
curtains on either Sde of his broad face.

Jacob had grown into some of his potentid in the last eight months. He'd passed that point where the soft
muscles of childhood hardened into the solid, lanky build of ateenager; the tendons and veins had
become prominent under the red-brown skin of hisarms, his hands. Hisface was still sweet like
remembered it, though it had hardened, too—the planes of his cheekbones sharper, hisjaw squared off,
al childish roundness gone.

"Hey, Jacob!" | felt an unfamiliar surge of enthusiasm at hisamile. | redized that | was pleased to see him.
Thisknowledge surprised me.

| smiled back, and something clicked silently into place, like two corresponding puzzle pieces. I'd
forgotten how much | really liked Jacob Black.

He stopped afew feet away from me, and | stared up a him in surprise, leaning my head back though
therain pelted my face.

"You grew again'" | accused in amazement.

Helaughed, his smilewidening impossibly. "Six five," he announced with self-satisfaction. Hisvoice was
deeper, but it had the husky tone | remembered.

"Isit ever going to stop?' | shook my head in disbdief. "Y ou're huge.”



"Still abeanpole, though.” He grimaced. "Comeinsde! Youre getting all wet."

Heled theway, twisting his hair in his big hands as he walked. He pulled a rubber band from hiship
pocket and wound it around the bundle.

"Hey, Dad," he caled as he ducked to get through the front door. "L ook who stopped by."

Billy wasin thetiny square living room, abook in his hands. He set the book in his lap and whedled
himsdlf forward when he saw me.

"Wdll, what do you know! It's good to seeyou, Bella."

We shook hands. Minewaslost in hiswide grasp.

"What brings you out here? Everything okay with Charlie?"

"Yes, absolutely. | just wanted to see Jacob—I haven't seen himin forever."

Jacob's eyes brightened at my words. He was smiling so big it looked like it would hurt his cheeks.
"Can you stay for dinner?’ Billy was eager, too.

"No, I've got to feed Charlie, you know."

"Il cal him now," Billy suggested. "He'sdwaysinvited."

| laughed to hide my discomfort. "It's not like you'll never seeme again. | promise I'll be back again
soon—s0 much you'll get sick of me." After dl, if Jacob could fix the bike, someone had to teach me
how to rideit.

Billy chuckled in response. "Okay, maybe next time.”
"So, Bella, what do you want to do?" Jacob asked.

"Whatever. What were you doing before | interrupted?’ | was strangely comfortable here. It was familiar,
but only distantly. There were no painful reminders of the recent past.

Jacob hesitated. "'l was just heading out to work on my car, but we can do something ese..."”
"No, that's perfect!” | interrupted. "I'd love to see your car.”

"Okay," he said, not convinced. "It's out back, in the garage.”

Even better, | thought to mysdlf. | waved at Billy. "Seeyou later.”

A thick stand of trees and shrubbery conceded his garage from the house. The garage was no more than
acouple of big preformed sheds that had been bolted together with their interior walls knocked out.
Under this shelter, raised on cinder blocks, was what looked to me like a completed automobile. |
recognized the symbol onthegrille, at least.

"What kind of VVolkswagenisthat?' | asked.
"It'san old Rabhit—1986, aclassic.”

"How'sit going?'



"Almost finished," he said cheerfully. And then hisvoice dropped into alower key. "My dad made good
on hispromiselast spring.”

"Ah" | sad.

He seemed to understand my reluctance to open the subject. | tried not to remember last May at the
prom. Jacob had been bribed by his father with money and car partsto deliver amessage there. Billy
wanted me to stay asafe distance from the most important person in my life. It turned out that his
concern was, in the end, unnecessary. | was al too safe now.

But | was going to seewhat | could do to change that.
"Jacob, what do you know about motorcycles?' | asked.
He shrugged. "Some. My friend Embry has adirt bike. We work on it together sometimes. Why?"

"Wdll..." | pursed my lipsas| consdered. | wasn't sureif he could keep his mouth shut, but | didn't have
many other options. "'l recently acquired a couple of bikes, and they're not in the greatest condition. |
wonder if you could get them running?”

"Cool." He seemed truly pleased by the chdlenge. Hisface glowed. "I'll giveit atry.”

| held up onefinger inwarning. "Thethingis" | explained, "Charlie doesn't approve of motorcycles.
Honestly, held probably bust aveinin hisforehead if he knew about this. So you can't tell Billy."

"Sure, sure." Jacob smiled. "'l understand.”
"Il pay you," | continued.
This offended him. "No. | want to help. Y ou can't pay me."

"Well... how about atrade, then?' | was making thisup as| went, but it seemed reasonable enough. "
only need one bike—and I'll need lessons, too. So how about this? I'll give you the other bike, and then
you can teach me."

"Swee-eet." He made the word into two syllables.

"Wait asec—are you legd yet? When's your birthday?*

"You missed it," heteased, narrowing hiseyesin mock resentment. "I'm sixteen.”
"Not that your age ever sopped you before," | muttered. " Sorry about your birthday."
"Don't worry about it. | missed yours. What are you, forty?'

| sniffed. "Close"

"WEell have ajoint party to make up for it."

"Soundslike adate.”

His eyes sparkled at the word.

| needed to reign in the enthusiasm before | gave him the wrong idea—it wasjust that it had been along
timesncel'd felt so light and buoyant. The rarity of the feding made it more difficult to manage.



"Maybe when the bikes are finished—our present to oursalves,” | added.
"Ded. When will you bring them down?'

| bit my lip, embarrassed. "They'rein my truck now,” | admitted.
"Great." He seemed to meaniit.

"Will Billy seeif we bring them around?'

Hewinked a me. "Well be sneaky."

We eased around from the eadt, sticking to the trees when we werein view of the windows, affecting a
casua-looking strall, just in case. Jacob unloaded the bikes swiftly from the truck bed, whedling them
one by oneinto the shrubbery where | hid. It looked too easy for him—I'd remembered the bikes being
much, much heavier than that.

"These aren't half bad," Jacob appraised as we pushed them through the cover of the trees. "Thisone
herewill actualy be worth something when I'm done—it'san old Harley Sprint."

"That onésyours, then."
"Areyou sure?'
"Absolutdy."

"These are going to take some cash, though,” he said, frowning down at the blackened metd. "Well have
to save up for partsfirs.”

"We nothing,” | disagreed. "If you're doing thisfor free, I'll pay for the parts.”
"l don't know..." he muttered.

"I've got some money saved. College fund, you know." College, schmollege, | thought to mysdf. It
wasn't like I'd saved up enough to go anywhere specid—and besides, | had no desireto leave Forks
anyway. What difference would it makeif | skimmed alittle bit off the top?

Jacob just nodded. Thisal made perfect senseto him.

Aswe skulked back to the makeshift garage, | contemplated my luck. Only ateenage boy would agree
to this: deceiving both our parents while repairing dangerous vehicles using money meant for my college
education. He didn't see anything wrong with that picture. Jacob was a gift from the gods.

6. FRIENDS

THE MOTORCY CLESDIDNT NEED TO BE HIDDEN ANY further than smply placing themin
Jacob's shed. Billy'swheelchair couldn't maneuver the uneven ground separating it from the house.

Jacob started pulling the first bike—the red one, which was destined for me—to piecesimmediately. He
opened up the passenger door of the Rabbit so | could sit on the seat instead of the ground. While he
worked, Jacob chattered happily, needing only the lightest of nudges from me to keep the conversation
rolling. He updated me on the progress of his sophomore year of school, running on about his classes and



histwo best friends.
"Quil and Embry?' | interrupted. "Those are unusua names.”

Jacob chuckled. "Quil'sis a hand-me-down, and | think Embry got named after a soap operadar. | can't
say anything, though. They fight dirty if you start on their names—they/ll tag team you."

"Good friends." | raised one eyebrow.

"No, they are. Just don't messwith their names.”

Just then acall echoed in the distance. " Jacob?" someone shouted.
"Isthat Billy?' | asked.

"No." Jacob ducked his head, and it looked like he was blushing under his brown skin. " Speak of the
devil," he mumbled, "and the devil shdl gppear.”

"Jake? Areyou out here?' The shouting voice was closer now.
"Yeah!" Jacob shouted back, and sighed.

We waited through the short silence until two tal, dark-skinned boys strolled around the corner into the
shed.

Onewas dender, and dmost astall as Jacob. His black hair was chin-length and parted down the
middle, one side tucked behind hisleft ear while the right side siwung free. The shorter boy was more
burly. Hiswhite T-shirt strained over hiswell-devel oped chest, and he seemed glesfully conscious of that
fact. His hair was so short it was dmost a buzz.

Both boys stopped short when they saw me. The thin boy glanced swiftly back and forth between Jacob
and me, while the brawny boy kept his eyes on me, adow smile spreading across hisface.

"Hey, guys," Jacob greeted them halfheartedly.

"Hey, Jake," the short one said without looking away from me. | had to smilein response, hisgrin was so
impish. When | did, hewinked a me. "Hi, there."

"Quil, Embry—thisismy friend, Bdla"
Quil and Embry, I till didn't know which was which, exchanged aloaded look.
"Charlieskid, right?' the brawny boy asked me, holding out his hand.

"That'sright,” | confirmed, shaking handswith him. His grasp wasfirm; it looked like he wasflexing his
bicep.

"I'm Quil Ateara,”" he announced grandly before releasing my hand.
"Niceto meet you, Quil."

"Hey, Bella. I'm Embry, Embry Call—you probably dready figured that out, though.” Embry smiled ashy
smile and waved with one hand, which he then shoved in the pocket of hisjeans.

| nodded. "Nice to meet you, too."



"So what are you guys doing?' Quil asked, still looking & me.

"Bellaand | are going to fix up these bikes," Jacob explained inaccurately. But bikes seemed to be the
magic word. Both boys went to examine Jacob's project, drilling him with educated questions. Many of
the words they used were unfamiliar to me, and | figured I'd haveto haveaY chromosometo redly
understand the excitement.

They were till immersed in talk of parts and pieces when | decided that | needed to head back home
before Charlie showed up here. With asigh, | did out of the Rabbit.

Jacob looked up, apologetic. "We're boring you, aren't we?"

"Naw." And it wasn't alie. | was enjoying mysdelf—how strange. "'l just have to go cook dinner for
Chalie"

"Oh... well, I'll finish taking these apart tonight and figure out what more well need to get Started
rebuilding them. When do you want to work on them again?'

"Could I come back tomorrow?" Sundays were the bane of my existence. There was never enough
homework to keep me busy.

Quil nudged Embry'sarm and they exchanged grins.

Jacob smiled in delight. "That would be gresat!"

"If you make alist, we can go shop for parts,” | suggested.

Jacob'sfacefdl alittle. "I'm still not surel should let you pay for everything.”

| shook my head. "No way. I'm bankrolling this party. Y ou just have to supply the labor and expertise.”
Embry rolled hiseyesat Quil.

"That doesn't seem right," Jacob shook his head.

"Jake, if | took these to a mechanic, how much would he charge me?" | pointed out.

He amiled. "Okay, you're getting aded "

"Not to mention the riding lessons,” | added.

Quil grinned widdly at Embry and whispered something | didn't catch. Jacob's hand flashed out to smack
the back of Quil'shead. "That'sit, get out,” he muttered.

"No, redlly, | haveto go," | protested, heading for the door. "I'll see you tomorrow, Jacob."
Assoon as| wasout of sight, | heard Quil and Embry chorus, "Wooooo! "
The sound of abrief scuffle followed, interspersed with an "ouch” and a"hey!"

"If either of you set so much as onetoe on my land tomorrow..." | heard Jacob threaten. His voice was
lost as| walked through the trees.

| giggled quietly. The sound made my eyeswiden in wonder. | waslaughing, actualy laughing, and there
wasn't even anyone watching. | felt so welghtlessthat | laughed again, just make the fedling last longer.



| beat Charlie home. When hewalked in | wasjust taking the fried chicken out of the pan and laying it on
apile of paper towels.

"Hey, Dad." | flashed him agrin.

Shock flitted across his face before he pulled his expression together. "Hey, honey," he said, hisvoice
uncertain. "Did you have fun with Jacob?"

| started moving the food to thetable. "Yeah, | did.”
"Well, that's good." Hewas il cautious. "What did you two do?"

Now it was my turn to be cautious. "I hung out in his garage and watched him work. Did you know he's
rebuilding aVolkswagen?'

"Yegh, | think Billy mentioned that."
The interrogation had to stop when Charlie began chewing, but he continued to study my face as he ate.

After dinner, | dithered around, cleaning the kitchen twice, and then did my homework dowly in the front
room while Charlie watched ahockey game. | waited aslong as| could, but finaly Charlie mentioned the
late hour. When | didn't respond, he got up, stretched, and then eft, turning out the light behind him.
Reductantly, | followed.

Asl climbed thedairs, | felt thelast of the afternoon’s abnorma sense of well-being drain from my
system, replaced by adull fear at the thought of what | was going to have to live through now.

| wasn't numb anymore. Tonight would, no doubt, be as horrific aslast night. | lay down on my bed and
curled into aball in preparation for the ondaught. | squeezed my eyes shut and... the next thing | next |
knew, it was morning.

| stared at the pale silver light coming through my window, stunned.

For thefirst timein more than four months, 1'd dept without dreaming. Dreaming or screaming. | couldn't
tell which emotion was stronger—the relief or the shock.

| lay <till inmy bed for afew minutes, waiting for it to come back. Because something must be coming. If
not the pain, then the numbness. | waited, but nothing happened. | felt more rested than | had in along
time

| didn't trust thisto last. It was adippery, precarious edge that | balanced on, and it wouldn't take much
to knock me back down. Just glancing around my room with these suddenly clear eyes—noticing how
strange it looked, too tidy, like | didn't live here at all—was dangerous.

| pushed that thought from my mind, and concentrated, as| got dressed, on the fact that | was going to
see Jacob again today. The thought made me fedl dmost... hopeful. Maybe it would be the same as
yesterday. Maybe | wouldn't have to remind myself to look interested and to nod or smile at appropriate
intervas, theway | had to with everyone ese. Maybe... but | wouldn't trust thisto last, either. Wouldn't
trust it to be the same—so easy—as yesterday. | wasn't going to set myself up for disappointment like
that.

At breakfast, Charlie was being careful, too. He tried to hide his scrutiny, keeping his eyes on hiseggs
until he thought | wasn't looking.



"What are you up to today?" he asked, eyeing aloose thread on the edge of his cuff like he wasn't paying
much attention to my answer.

"I'm going to hang out with Jacob again.”
He nodded without looking up. "Oh," he said.
"Doyou mind?' | pretended to worry. "l could stay...."

He glanced up quickly, ahint of panicin hiseyes. "No, no! Y ou go ahead. Harry was going to come up
to watch the game with me anyway."

"Maybe Harry could give Billy aride up,” | suggested. The fewer witnesses the better.
"That'sagresat idea."

| wasn't sureif the game was just an excuse for kicking me out, but he looked excited enough now. He
headed to the phone while I donned my rain jacket. | felt salf-conscious with the checkbook shoved in
my jacket pocket. It was something | never used.

Outsde, the rain came down like water dopped from a bucket. | had to drive more dowly than | wanted
to; | could hardly see acar length infront of the truck. But | finally made it through the muddy lanesto
Jacob's house. Before I'd killed the engine, the front door opened and Jacob came running out with a
huge black umbrella

He held it over my door while | opened it.
"Charlie called—said you were on your way," Jacob explained with agrin.

Effortlessy, without a conscious command to the muscles around my lips, my answering smile spread
acrossmy face. A strange feding of warmth bubbled up in my throat, despite theicy rain splattering on
my cheeks.

"Hi, Jacob."
"Good cdl oninviting Billy up." Heheld up hishand for ahigh five.
| had to reach so high to dap his hand that he laughed.

Harry showed up to get Billy just afew minuteslater. Jacob took me on abrief tour of histiny room
while we waited to be unsupervised.

"So where to, Mr. Goodwrench?" | asked as soon as the door closed behind Billy.

Jacob pulled afolded paper out of his pocket and smoothed it out. "Well sart at the dump first, seeif
we can get lucky. Thiscould get alittle expensive,” he warned me. "Those bikes are going to need alot
of help beforethey'll run again." My face didn't look worried enough, so he continued. "1'm talking about
maybe more than ahundred dollars here.”

| pulled my checkbook out, fanned mysdlf with it, and rolled my eyes at hisworries. "Were covered.”

It was avery strange kind of day. | enjoyed mysdlf. Even at the dump, in the dopping rain and
ankle-deep mud. | wondered at firgt if it was just the aftershock of losing the numbness, but | didn't think
that was enough of an explanation.



| was beginning to think it was mostly Jacob. It wasn't just that he was aways so happy to see me, or
that he didn't watch me out of the corner of his eye, waiting for me to do something that would mark me
ascrazy or depressed. It was nothing that related to me at all.

It was Jacob himself. Jacob was smply a perpetually happy person, and he carried that happiness with
him like an aura, sharing it with whoever was near him. Like an earthbound sun, whenever someone was
within his gravitationa pull, Jacob warmed them. It was naturd, apart of who hewas. No wonder | was
S0 eager to seehim.

Even when he commented on the gaping holein my dashboard, it didn't send meinto apanic likeit
should have.

"Did the stereo break?' he wondered.

"Yeeh," | lied.

He poked around in the cavity. "Who took it out? Theré'salot of damage..."
"I did," | admitted.

Helaughed. "Maybe you shouldn't touch the motorcycles too much.”

"No problem.”

According to Jacob, we did get lucky at the dump. He was very excited about severa grease-blackened
pieces of twisted metal that he found; | was just impressed that he could tell what they were supposed to
be.

From there we went to the Checker Auto Parts down in Hoquiam. In my truck, it was more than atwo
hour drive south on the winding freeway, but the time passed easily with Jacob. He chattered about his
friends and his school, and | found mysdlf asking questions, not even pretending, truly curiousto hear
what he had to say.

"I'mdoing dl thetaking," he complained after along story about Quil and the trouble he'd stirred up by
asking out asenior's steady girlfriend. "Why don't you take aturn? What's going on in Forks? It hasto be
more exciting than La Push.”

"Wrong," | sghed. "Theresredly nothing. Y our friends are alot more interesting than mine. | like your
friends. Quil'sfunny.”

Hefrowned. "I think Quil likesyou, too."
| laughed. "Hésalittle young for me."
Jacob's frown deegpened. "He's not that much younger than you. It'sjust ayear and afew months.”

| had afeding we weren't talking about Quil anymore. | kept my voice light, teasing. " Sure, but,
consdering the difference in maturity between guys and girls, don't you have to count that in dog years?
What does that make me, about twelve years older?’

Helaughed, ralling hiseyes. "Okay, but if you're going to get picky like that, you haveto averagein Size,
too. You're so smdl, I'll have to knock ten years off your total."

"Fivefoot four is perfectly average." | sniffed. "It'snot my fault youre afresk."



We bantered like that till Hoquiam, still arguing over the correct formulato determine age—I lost two
more years because | didn't know how to change atire, but gained one back for being in charge of the
bookkeeping at my house—until we were in Checker, and Jacob had to concentrate again. We found
everything left on hislist, and Jacob felt confident that he could make alot of progresswith our haul.

By the time we got back to La Push, | was twenty-three and he was thirty—he was definitely weighting
skillsin hisfavor.

| hadn't forgotten the reason for what | was doing. And, even though | was enjoying myself morethan I'd
thought possible, there was no lessening of my original desire. | fill wanted to chest. It was senseless,
and | redly didn't care. | was going to be asrecklessas | could possibly manage in Forks. | would not
be the only keeper of an empty contract. Getting to spend time with Jacob was just amuch bigger perk
than I'd expected.

Billy wasn't back yet, so we didn't have to be sneaky about unloading our day's spoils. As soon aswe
had everything laid out on the plastic floor next to Jacob's toolbox, he went right to work, still talking and
laughing while hisfingers combed expertly through the metd piecesin front of him.

Jacob's skill with his hands was fascinating. They looked too big for the delicate tasks they performed
with ease and precison. While he worked, he seemed amost graceful. Unlike when hewas on hisfest;
there, his height and big feet made him nearly as dangerous as| was.

Quil and Embry did not show up, SO maybe histhreat yesterday had been taken serioudly.

The day passed too quickly. It got dark outside the mouth of the garage before | was expecting it, and
then we heard Billy cdling for us.

| jumped up to help Jacob put things away, hesitating because | wasn't surewhat | should touch.
"Judt leaveit," hesad. "I'll work on it later tonight.”

"Don't forget your schoolwork or anything,” | said, feding alittle guilty. | didn't want him to get in trouble.
That plan was just for me.

"Bdla?"

Both our heads snapped up as Charli€s familiar voice wafted through the trees, sounding closer than the
house.

"Shoot,” | muttered. "Coming!" | yelled toward the house.

"Let'sgo." Jacob smiled, enjoying the cloak-and-dagger. He snapped the light off, and for amoment |
was blind. Jacob grabbed my hand and towed me out of the garage and through the trees, hisfeet finding
the familiar path easily. His hand was rough, and very warm.

Despite the path, we were both tripping over our feet in the darkness. So we were a'so both laughing
when the house came into view. The laughter did not go deep; it waslight and superficid, but ill nice. |
was sure he wouldn't notice thefaint hint of hysteria. | wasn't used to laughing, and it felt right and dso
very wrong a the sametime.

Charlie was standing under thelittle back porch, and Billy was sitting in the doorway behind them.

"Hey, Dad," we both said at the same time, and that started us laughing again.



Charlie stared at me with wide eyesthat flashed down to note Jacob's hand around mine.
"Billy invited usfor dinner,” Charlie said to usin an absentminded tone.

"My super secret recipe for spaghetti. Handed down for generations,” Billy said gravely.
Jacob snorted. "I don't think Ragu's actualy been around that long.”

The house was crowded. Harry Clearwater was there, too, with his family—hiswife, Sue, whom | knew
vaguely from my childhood summersin Forks, and histwo children. Lesh wasasenior like me, but a
year older. She was beautiful in an exotic way—yperfect copper skin, glistening black hair, eyelasheslike
feather dusters—and preoccupied. She was on Billy's phone when we got in, and she never let it go.
Seth was fourteen; he hung on Jacob's every word with idolizing eyes.

There were too many of usfor the kitchen table, so Charlie and Harry brought chairs out to the yard, and
we ae spaghetti off plates on our lgpsin the dim light from Billy's open door. The men talked about the
game, and Harry and Charlie made fishing plans. Sue teased her husband about his cholesterol and tried,
unsuccessfully, to shame him into eating something green and leafy. Jacob talked mostly to me and Seth,
who interrupted eagerly whenever Jacob seemed in danger of forgetting him. Charlie watched me, trying
to be inconspicuous about it, with pleased but cautious eyes.

It was loud and sometimes confusing as everyone talked over everyone else, and the laughter from one
joke interrupted the telling of another. | didn't have to speak often, but | smiled alot, and only because |
fdtlikeit.

| didn't want to leave.

Thiswas Washington, though, and the inevitable rain eventualy broke up the party; Billy'sliving room
was much too smdll to provide an option for continuing the get-together. Harry had driven Charlie down,
S0 we rode together in my truck on the way back home. He asked about my day, and | told mostly the
truth—that 1'd gone with Jacob to look at parts and then watched him work in his garage.

"Y ou think you'll visit again anytime soon?" he wondered, trying to be casud about it.
"Tomorrow after school,” | admitted. "I'll take homework, don't worry."
"Y ou be sureto do that," he ordered, trying to disguise his satisfaction.

| was nervous when we got to the house. | didn't want to go upstairs. The warmth of Jacob's presence
was fading and, in its absence, the anxiety grew stronger. | was sure | wouldn't get away with two
peaceful nights of degp inarow.

To put bedtime off, | checked my e-mail; there was a new message from Renee.

She wrote about her day, anew book club that rilled the time dot of the meditation classes she'd just
quit, her week subbing in the second grade, missing her kindergarteners. She wrote that Phil was
enjoying his new coaching job, and that they were planning a second honeymaoon trip to Disney World.

And | noticed that the whole thing read like ajourna entry, rather than aletter to someone else. Remorse
flooded through me, leaving an uncomfortable sting behind. Some daughter | was.

| wrote back to her quickly, commenting on each part of her |etter, volunteering information of my
own—describing the spaghetti party at Billy'sand how | felt watching Jacob build useful things out of
small pieces of metd—awed and dightly envious. | made no reference to the change thisletter would be



from the ones she'd received in the last several months. | could barely remember what 1'd written to her
even asrecently aslast week, but | was sure it wasn't very responsive. The more | thought about it, the
guiltier | felt; | redly must have worried her.

| stayed up extralate after that, finishing more homework than strictly necessary. But neither deep
deprivation nor the time spent with Jacob—being dmost happy in ashallow kind of way—could keep
the dream away for two nightsin arow.

| woke shuddering, my scream muffled by the pillow.

Asthe dim morning light filtered through the fog outsde my window, | lay gtill in bed and tried to shake
off the dream. There had been asmal difference last night, and | concentrated on that.

Last night | had not been aone in the woods. Sam Uley—the man who had pulled me from the forest
floor that night | couldn't bear to think of conscioudy—uwas there. It was an odd, unexpected dteration.
The man'sdark eyes had been surprisingly unfriendly, filled with some secret he didn't seem inclined to
share. I'd stared a him as often as my frantic searching had alowed; it made me uncomfortable, under dl
the usual panic, to have him there. Maybe that was because, when | didn't look directly at him, his shape
seemed to shiver and changein my peripheral vison. Y et he did nothing but stand and watch. Unlikethe
time when we had met in redity, he did not offer me hishelp.

Charlie stared at me during breskfast, and | tried to ignore him. | supposed | deserved it. | couldn't
expect him not to worry. It would probably be weeks before he stopped watching for the return of the
zombie, and | would just haveto try to not let it bother me. After dl, | would be watching for the return
of the zombie, too. Two dayswas hardly long enough to call me cured.

School wasthe opposite. Now that | was paying attention, it was clear that no one was watching here.

| remembered the first day 1'd come to Forks High School—how desperately 1'd wished that | could turn
gray, fade into the wet concrete of the sdewalk like an oversized chameleon. It seemed | was getting that
wish answered, ayear late.

It waslike | wasn't there. Even my teachers eyes did past my seat asif it were empty.

| listened al through the morning, hearing once again the voices of the people around me. | tried to catch
up on what was going on, but the conversations were so digointed that | gave up.

Jessicadidn't look up when | sat down next to her in Calculus.
"Hey, Jess," | said with put-on nonchaance. "How wasthe rest of your weekend?'

Shelooked at me with suspicious eyes. Could she gill be angry? Or was she just too impatient to deal
with acrazy person?

"Super," she said, turning back to her book.
"That'sgood,” | mumbled.

Thefigure of speech cold shoulder seemed to have someliterd truth toiit. | could fed thewarm air
blowing from the floor vents, but | was still too cold. | took the jacket off the back of my chair and put it
onagan.

My fourth hour class got out late, and the lunch table | dways sat at wasfull by thetime | arrived. Mike
was there, Jessicaand Angela, Conner, Tyler, Eric and Lauren. Katie Marshall, the redheaded junior



who lived around the corner from me, was sitting with Eric, and Austin Marks—older brother to the boy
with the motorcycles—was next to her. | wondered how long they'd been sitting here, unable to
remember if thiswasthefirst day or something that was aregular habit.

| was beginning to get annoyed with mysdlf. | might aswell have been packed in Styrofoam peanuts
through the last semester.

No one looked up when | sat down next to Mike, even though the chair squealed stridently against the
linoleum as| dragged it back.

| tried to catch up with the conversation.
Mike and Conner were talking sports, so | gave up on that one at once.

"Where's Ben today?"' Lauren was asking Angela. | perked up, interested. | wondered if that meant
Angdaand Ben were dtill together.

| barely recognized Lauren. Sheld cut off al her blond, corn-silk hair—now she had a pixie cut so short
that the back was shaved like aboy. What an odd thing for her to do. | wished | knew the reason behind
it. Did she get gum stuck in it? Did she sl it? Had dl the people she was habitualy nasty to caught her
behind the gym and scalped her? | decided it wasn't fair for me to judge her now by my former opinion.
For al | knew, she'd turned into a nice person.

"Ben'sgot the somach flu,” Angelasaid in her quiet, cddm voice. "Hopefully it'sjust some twenty-four
hour thing. He wasredly sck last night.”

Angela had changed her hair, too. She'd grown out her layers.

"What did you two do this weekend?" Jessica asked, not sounding asif she cared about the answer. I'd
bet that this was just an opener so she could tell her own stories. | wondered if she would talk about Port
Angedeswith me stting two seats avay?Was | that invisible, that no one would fed uncomfortable
discussng mewhile | was here?

"We were going to have a picnic Saturday, actudly, but... we changed our minds," Angelasaid. There
was an edge to her voice that caught my interest.

Jess, not so much. "That'stoo bad,” she said, about to launch into her story. But | wasn't the only one
who was paying attention.

"What happened?"' Lauren asked curioudly.

"Well," Angelasaid, seeming more hesitant than usud, though she was dways reserved, "we drove up
north, amost to the hot springs—there's agood spot just about amile up thetrail. But, when we were
hafway there... we saw something.”

"Saw something? What?' Lauren's pale eyebrows pulled together. Even Jess seemed to be listening now.
"I don't know," Angelasaid. "We think it was abear. It was black, anyway, but it seemed... too big."

Lauren snorted. "Oh, not you, too!" Her eyes turned mocking, and | decided | didn't need to give her the
benefit of the doubt. Obvioudy her persondity had not changed as much as her hair. "Tyler tried to sl
methat one last week."

"Y ou're not going to see any bearsthat closeto theresort,” Jessicasaid, siding with Lauren.



"Redly,” Angelaprotested in alow voice, looking down &t the table. "We did seeit.”
Lauren snickered. Mike was till talking to Conner, not paying attention to the girls.

"No, she'sright,” | threw inimpatiently. "We had ahiker in just Saturday who saw the bear, too, Angela.
He sad it was huge and black and just outside of town, didn't he, Mike?"

There was amoment of Slence. Every pair of eyes at the table turned to stare at mein shock. The new
girl, Katie, had her mouth hanging open like she'd just witnessed an explosion. Nobody moved.

"Mike?' | muttered, mortified. "Remember the guy with the bear story?”

"Saure" Mike stuttered after a second. | didn't know why he waslooking at me so strangely. | talked to
him at work, didn't ? Did 1?1 thought 0...

Mike recovered. "Y eah, there was aguy who said he saw ahuge black bear right at the
trailheed—nbigger than agrizzly," he confirmed.

"Hmph." Lauren turned to Jessica, her shoulders giff, and changed the subject.
"Did you hear back from USC?" she asked.

Everyone eselooked away, too, except for Mike and Angela. Angelasmiled at me tentatively, and |
hurried to return the amile.

"So, what did you do thisweekend, Bella?' Mike asked, curious, but oddly wary.
Everyone but Lauren looked back, waiting for my response.

"Friday night, Jessicaand | went to amoviein Port Angeles. And then | spent Saturday afternoon and
most of Sunday down at La Push.”

The eyesflickered to Jessicaand back to me. Jesslooked irritated. | wondered if she didn't want anyone
to know she'd gone out with me, or whether she just wanted to be the oneto tell the story.

"What movie did you see?' Mike asked, garting to amile.

"Dead End—the one with the zombies" | grinned in encouragement. Maybe some of the damage I'd
donein these past zombie months was reparable.

"l heard that was scary. Did you think so?" Mike was eager to continue the conversation.
"Bellahad to leave at the end, shewas so freaked,” Jessicainserted with ady smile.
| nodded, trying to look embarrassed. "It was pretty scary.”

Mike didn't stop asking me questionstill lunch was over. Gradualy, the others were able to start up their
own conversations again, though they <till looked at me alot. Angdatalked mostly to Mike and me, and,
when | got up to dump my tray, she followed.

"Thanks" she said in alow voice when we were away from the table.

"For what?'

"Speaking up, sticking up for me."



"No problem.”
She looked a me with concern, but not the offensive, maybe-she's-lost-it kind. "Are you okay?"

Thisiswhy I'd picked Jessicaover Angdla—though I'd dways liked Angela more—for the girls night
movie. Angelawas too perceptive.

"Not completdy,” | admitted. "But I'm alittle bit better.”

"I'mglad,” shesaid. "I've missed you."

Lauren and Jessicagtrolled by usthen, and | heard Lauren whisper loudly, "Oh, joy Bdlas back."
Angelarolled her eyesat them, and smiled a mein encouragement.

| Sghed It waslike | was garting al over again.

"What's today's date?' | wondered suddenly.

"It's January nineteenth.”

"Hmm."

"What isit?' Angelaasked.

"It was ayear ago yesterday that | had my first day here," | mused.
"Nothing's changed much,” Angelamuttered, looking after Lauren and Jessica

"I know, | agreed | wasjust thinking the same thing."

7 REPETITION

| WASN'T SURE WHAT THE HELL | WAS DOING HERE Was| trying to push mysdlf back into

the zombie stupor? Had | turned masochistic—devel oped ataste for torture? | should have gone straight

down to LaPush | felt much, much hedthier around Jacob This was not a hedlthy thing to do.

But | continued to drive dowly down the overgrown lane, twisting through the trees that arched over me

likeagreen, living tunnel My hands were shaking, so | tightened my grip on the steering whed!.

| knew that part of the reason | did thiswas the nightmare, now that | was redly awake, the nothingness
of the dream gnawed on my nerves, adog worrying abone.

There was something to search for. Unattainable and impossible, uncaring and distracted. .. but he was
out there, somewhere. | had to believe that.

The other part was the strange sense of repetition 1'd felt at school today, the coincidence of the date.

Thefeding that | was Sarting over—perhaps the way my first day would have goneif I'd redlly been the

most unusua person in the cafeteriathat afternoon.
Thewords ran through my head, tonelesdy, like | was reading them rather than hearing them spoken:

It will beasif I'd never existed.



| waslying to mysdf by splitting my reason for coming hereinto just two parts. | didn't want to admit the
strongest motivation. Because it was mentaly unsound.

Thetruth wasthat | wanted to hear hisvoice again, like | had in the strange delusion Friday night. For
that brief moment, when hisvoice came from some other part of me than my conscious memory, when
his voice was perfect and honey smooth rather than the pale echo my memories usually produced, | was
able to remember without pain. It hadn't lasted; the pain had caught up with me, as| was sure it would
for thisfool's errand. But those precious moments when | could hear him again were anirresigtible lure. |
had to find some way to repeat the experience. .. or maybe the better word was episode.

| was hoping that d§avu wasthe key. So | was going to hishome, aplace | hadn't been since my
ill-fated birthday party, so many months ago.

Thethick, dmost jungle-like growth crawled dowly past my windows. The drive wound on and on. |
started to go faster, getting edgy. How long had | been driving? Shouldn't | have reached the house yet?
The lane was so overgrown that it did not look familiar.

What if | couldn't find it? 1 shivered. What if there was no tangible proof at al?

Then there was the break in the trees that | was looking for, only it was not so pronounced as before.
Theflorahere did not wait long to reclaim any land that was left unguarded. Thetadl ferns had infiltrated
the meadow around the house, crowding againgt the trunks of the cedars, even the wide porch. It was
like the lawn had been flooded—wai -high—with green, feathery waves.

And the house was there, but it was not the same. Though nothing had changed on the outside, the
emptiness screamed from the blank windows. It was creepy. For thefirst time since I'd seen the beautiful
house, it looked like afitting haunt for vampires.

| hit the brakes, looking away. | was afraid to go farther.
But nothing happened. No voicein my head.

So | |eft the engine running and jumped out into the fern sea. Maybe, like Friday night, if | walked
forward...

| gpproached the barren, vacant face dowly, my truck rumbling out acomforting roar behind me. |
stopped when | got to the porch stairs, because there was nothing here. No lingering sense of their
presence... of hispresence. The house was solidly here, but it meant little. Its concrete reality would not
counteract the nothingness of the nightmares.

| didn't go any closer. | didn't want to look in the windows. | wasn't sure which would be harder to see.
If the rooms were bare, echoing empty from floor to celling, that would certainly hurt. Like my
grandmother's funera, when my mother had ingsted that | stay outside during the viewing. She had said
that | didn't need to see Gran that way, to remember her that way, rather than aive.

But wouldn't it be worse if there were no change? If the couches sat just as 1'd last seen them, the
paintings on the walls—worse ill, the piano on itslow platform? It would be second only to the house
disappearing al together, to see that there was no physica possession that tied them in anyway. That
everything remained, untouched and forgotten, behind them.

Jugt likeme.

| turned my back on the gaping emptiness and hurried to my truck. | nearly ran. | was anxiousto be
gone, to get back to the human world. | felt hideoudy empty, and | wanted to see Jacob. Maybe | was



developing anew kind of sickness, another addiction, like the numbness before. | didn't care. | pushed
my truck asfast asit would go as| barreled toward my fix.

Jacob was waiting for me. My chest seemed to relax as soon as | saw him, making it easier to breathe.
"Hey, Bdla" hecdled.

| smiledinrelief. "Hey, Jacob,” | waved at Billy, who was|ooking out the window.

"Let'sget to work," Jacob said in alow but eager voice.

| was somehow ableto laugh. ™Y ou serioudy aren't Sick of meyet?' | wondered. He must be starting to
ask himsdlf how desperate | wasfor company.

Jacob led the way around the house to his garage.

"Nope. Not yet."

"Please let me know when | start getting on your nerves. | don't want to beapain.”
"Okay." Helaughed, athroaty sound. "I wouldn't hold your breeth for that, though.”

When | walked into the garage, | was shocked to see the red bike standing up, looking like amotorcycle
rather than apile of jagged metal.

"Jake, you're amazing,”" | breathed.

Helaughed again. "l get obsessve when | have aproject.” He shrugged. "If | had any brains|'d drag it
out alittle bit."

“Why?

Helooked down, pausing for so long that | wondered if he hadn't heard my question. Findly, he asked
me, "Bédla, if | told you that | couldn't fix these bikes, what would you say?'

| didn't answer right away, either, and he glanced up to check my expression.

"l would say... that'stoo bad, but I'll bet we could figure out something elseto do. If we got redlly
desperate, we could even do homework."

Jacob amiled, and his shoulders relaxed. He sat down next to the bike and picked up awrench. " So you
think you'll till come over when I'm done, then?"

"Isthat what you meant?' | shook my head. "1 guess| am taking advantage of your very underpriced
mechanica skills. But aslong asyou let me come over, I'll be here.”

"Hoping to see Quil again?"' he teased.
"You caught me."
He chuckled. "Y ou redly like spending time with me?" he asked, marveling.

"Very, very much. And I'll proveit. | have to work tomorrow, but Wednesday welll do something
nonmechanical.”

"Likewhat?"



"l have no idea. We can go to my place so you won't be tempted to be obsessive. Y ou could bring your
schoolwork—you have to be getting behind, because | know | am.”

"Homework might be agood idea." He made aface, and | wondered how much he was leaving undone
to bewithme.

"Yes" | agreed. "WEIl haveto start being responsible occasiondly, or Billy and Charlie aren't going to be
S0 easygoing about this" | made agesture indicating the two of usasasingle entity. He liked that—he
beamed.

"Homework once aweek?" he proposed.
"Maybe we'd better go with twice," | suggested, thinking of the pile I'd just been assigned today.

He sighed a heavy sigh. Then he reached over histoolbox to a paper grocery sack. He pulled out two
cans of soda, cracking one open and handing it to me. He opened the second, and held it up
ceremonioudy.

"Here'sto responsbility,” he toasted. "Twice aweek."
"And recklessness every day in between,” | emphasi zed.

He grinned and touched his can to mine.

| got home later than I'd planned and found Charlie had ordered a pizza rather than wait for me. He
wouldn't et me gpologize.

"l don't mind," he assured me. "'Y ou deserve a break from al the cooking, anyway."

| knew hewasjust relieved that | was still acting like anorma person, and he was not about to rock the
boat.

| checked my e-mail before | started on my homework, and there was along one from Renee. She
gushed over every detail I'd provided her with, so | sent back another exhaustive description of my day.
Everything but the motorcycles. Even happy-go-lucky Renee waslikely to be darmed by that.

School Tuesday had its ups and downs. Angelaand Mike seemed ready to welcome me back with open
arms—to kindly overlook my few months of aberrant behavior. Jess was more resistant. | wondered if
she needed aforma written gpology for the Port Angelesincident.

Mike was animated and chatty at work. It waslike hed stored up the semester's worth of talk, and it
was dl spilling out now. | found that | was able to smile and laugh with him, though it wasn't as effortless
asit waswith Jacob. It seemed harmless enough, until quitting time.

Mike put the closed sign in the window while | folded my vest and shoved it under the counter.
"Thiswasfuntonight," Mike said happily.

"Yeah," | agreed, though I'd much rather have spent the afternoon in the garage.

"It'stoo bad that you had to leave the movie early last week."

| was alittle confused by histrain of thought. | shrugged. "I'm just awimp, | guess.”



"What | meanis, you should go to a better movie, something you'd enjoy,” he explained.
"Oh," | muttered, till confused.

"Like maybe this Friday. With me. We could go see something that isn't scary et all.”

| bit my lip.

| didn't want to screw things up with Mike, not when he was one of the only people ready to forgive me
for being crazy. But this, again, felt far too familiar. Likethelast year had never happened. | wished | had
Jess as an excuse thistime,

"Likeadate?' | asked. Honesty was probably the best policy at this point. Get it over with.
He processed the tone of my voice"If you want. But it doesn't haveto belike that.”
"l don't date,”" | said dowly, redlizing how true that was. That whole world seemed impossibly distant.

"Just asfriends?’ he suggested. His clear blue eyes were not as eager now. | hoped he redly meant that
we could be friends anyway.

"That would be fun. But | actudly have plans dready this Friday, so maybe next week?'
"What are you doing?"' he asked, less casudly than | think he wanted to sound.
"Homework. | havea... sudy sesson planned with afriend.”

"Oh. Okay. Maybe next week."

Hewalked meto my car, less exuberant than before. It reminded me so clearly of my first monthsin
Forks. I'd comefull circle, and now everything felt like an echo—an empty echo, devoid of the interest it
used to have.

The next night, Charlie didn't seem the smdlest bit surprised to find Jacob and me sprawled acrossthe
living room floor with our books scattered around us, o | guessed that he and Billy were talking behind
our backs.

"Hey, kids," he said, his eyes straying to the kitchen. The smdll of the lasagnal'd spent the afternoon
making—while Jacob watched and occasionally sampled—wafted down the hall; | was being good,
trying to atone for dl the pizza.

Jacob stayed for dinner, and took a plate home for Billy. He grudgingly added another year to my
negotiable age for being agood cook.

Friday wasthe garage, and Saturday, after my shift at Newton's, was homework again. Charliefelt
secure enough in my sanity to spend the day fishing with Harry. When he got back, we were dl
done—feding very sensble and mature about it, too—and watching Monster Garage on the Discovery
Channdl.

"| probably ought to go." Jacob sighed. "It'slater than | thought.”
"Okay, fine" | grumbled. "I'll take you home."

Helaughed at my unwilling expresson—it seemed to please him.



"Tomorrow, back to work,” | said as soon aswe were safe in the truck. "What time do you want meto
comeup?'

There was an unexplained excitement in hisanswering amile. "I'll cal you first, okay?"
"Sure" | frowned to mysalf, wondering what was up. His smile widened.

| cleaned the house the next morning—waiting for Jacob to call and trying to shake off the Litest
nightmare. The scenery had changed. Last night I'd wandered in awide sea of fernsinterspersed with
huge hemlock trees. There was nothing elsethere, and | waslost, wandering aimless and done, searching
for nothing. | wanted to kick myself for the stupid field trip last week. | shoved the dream out of my
conscious mind, hoping it would stay locked up somewhere and not escape again.

Charlie was outside washing the cruiser, so when the phone rang, | dropped the toilet brush and ran
downgtairsto answer it.

"Hello?' | asked bresthlesdy.

"Bella" Jacob said, astrange, formal toneto hisvoice.

"Hey, J&ke."

"l believethat... wehaveadate" hesad, histonethick with implications.

It took me asecond before | got it. "They're done? | can't believeit!" What perfect timing. | needed
something to distract me from nightmares and nothingness,

"Y egh, they run and everything.”

"Jacob, you are absolutely, without a doubt, the most talented and wonderful person | know. Y ou get ten
yearsfor thisone."

"Cool! I'm middle-aged now."

| laughed. "I'm on my way up!"

| threw the cleaning supplies under the bathroom counter and grabbed my jacket.
"Headed to see Jake," Charlie said when | ran past him. It wasn't redlly a question.
"Yep," | replied as| jumped in my truck.

"I'll be at the station later,” Charlie called after me.

"Okay," | ydled back, turning the key.

Charlie said something el se, but | couldn't hear him clearly over the roar of the engine. It sounded sort of
like, "Wherésthefire?'

| parked my truck off to the sde of the Blacks house, closeto the trees, to make it easier for usto sneak
the bikes out. When | got out, a splash of color caught my eye—two shiny motorcycles, onered, one
black, were hidden under a spruce, invisible from the house. Jacob was prepared.

Therewas a piece of blueribbon tied in asmall bow around each of the handlebars. | waslaughing at
that when Jacob ran out of the house.



"Ready?" he asked in alow voice, hiseyes sparkling.
| glanced over his shoulder, and therewasno sign of Billy.

"Yeah," | said, but | didn't fedl quite as excited as before; | was trying to imagine mysdlf actudly on the
motorcycle.

Jacob loaded the bikes into the bed of the truck with ease, laying them carefully on their Sides so they
didn't show.

"Let'sgo," he said, hisvoice higher than usud with excitement. "1 know the perfect spot—no one will
catch usthere”

We drove south out of town. The dirt road wove in and out of the forest—sometimes there was nothing
but trees, and then there would suddenly be a breathtaking glimpse of the Pacific Ocean, reaching to the
horizon, dark gray under the clouds. We were above the shore, on top of the cliffs that bordered the
beach here and the view seemed to stretch on forever.

| was driving dowly, so that | could safely stare out across the ocean now and then, as the road wound
closer to the sea diffs. Jacob was talking about finishing the bikes, but his descriptions were getting
technical, so | wasn't paying close attention.

That was when | noticed four figures standing on arocky ledge, much too close to the precipice. |
couldnt tdll from the distance how old they were, but | assumed they were men. Despite the chill in the
air today, they seemed to be wearing only shorts.

As| watched, the tallest person stepped closer to the brink. | dowed automatically, my foot hesitating
over the brake pedal.

And then he threw himself off the edge.
"No!" | shouted, somping down on the brake.
"What's wrong?" Jacob shouted back, aarmed.

"That guy—hejust jumped off the cliff! Why didn't they stop him?We've got to cal an ambulance!" |
threw open my door and started to get out, which made no sense a al. The fastest way to aphone was
to drive back to Billy's. But | couldn't believe what 1'd just seen. Maybe, subconscioudly, | hoped |
would see something different without the glass of the windshield in the way.

Jacob laughed, and | spun to stare at him wildly. How could he be so calloused, so cold-blooded?

"They'rejust dliff diving, Bella. Recreation. La Push doesn't have amdll, you know." He was teasing, but
there was a strange note of irritation in hisvoice.

"Cliff diving?"' | repeated, dazed. | stared in disbdief as a second figure stepped to the edge, paused, and
then very gracefully legped into space. Hefell for what seemed like an eternity to me, findly cutting
smoothly into the dark gray waves below.

"Wow. It'sso high." | did back into my seet, sill staring wide-eyed a the two remaining divers. "It must
be ahundred feet."

"WEell, yeah, most of usjump from lower down, that rock that juts out from the cliff about halfway." He
pointed out hiswindow. The place heindicated did ssem much more reasonable. " Those guys are insane.



Probably showing off how tough they are. | mean, redlly, it'sfreezing today. That water can't feel good.”
He made adisgruntled face, asif the sunt personaly offended him. It surprised me alittle. | would have
thought Jacob was nearly impossible to upset.

"You jump off the diff?" | hadn't missed the"us."
"Sure, sure.” He shrugged and grinned. "It'sfun. A little scary, kind of arush.”

| looked back at the cliffs, where the third figure was pacing the edge. I'd never witnessed anything so
recklessindl my life. My eyeswidened, and | smiled. "Jake, you have to take me cliff diving."

He frowned back at me, hisface disgpproving. "Bella, you just wanted to call an ambulance for Sam,” he
reminded me. | was surprised that he could tell who it was from this distance.

"l wanttotry,” | ingsted, start ing to get out of the car again.
Jacob grabbed my wrist. "Not today, dl right? Can we at least wait for awarmer day?'

"Okay, fine," | agreed. With the door open, the glacia breeze was raising goose bumps on my arm. "But
| want to go soon.”

"Soon." Herolled hiseyes. "Sometimesyou're alittle strange, Bella Do you know that?"
| Sghed. "Yes"
"And were not jumping off thetop.”

| watched, fascinated, asthe third boy made arunning start and flung himself farther into the empty air
than the other two. He twisted and cartwheel ed through space as he fell, like he was skydiving. He
looked absolutdly free—unthinking and utterly irresponsible.

"Fineg," | agreed. "Not thefirg time, anyway."
Now Jacob sighed.
"Arewe going to try out the bikes or not?" he demanded.

"Okay, okay," | sad, tearing my eyes away from the last person waiting on the cliff. | put my seet belt
back on and closed the door. The engine was still running, roaring asit idlied. We started down the road

agan.
"So who were those guys—the crazy ones?' | wondered.

He made adisgusted sound in the back of histhroat. "The La Push gang.”
"You haveagang?' | asked. | realized that | sounded impressed.

He laughed once a my reection. "Not like that. | swear, they'relike hall monitors gone bad. They don't
gtart fights, they keep the peace.” He snorted. " There was this guy from up somewhere by the Makah
rez, big guy too, scary-looking. Well, word got around that he was selling meth to kids, and Sam Uley
and his disciples ran him off our land. They'redl about our land, and tribe pride... it'sgetting
ridiculous. Theworst part isthat the council takes them serioudy. Embry said that the council actualy
meetswith Sam." He shook his head, face full of resentment. "Embry aso heard from Leah Clearwater
that they call themselves 'protectors or something like that.”



Jacob's hands were clenched into figts, asif hed like to hit something. I'd never seen thisside of him.

| was surprised to hear Sam Uley's name. | didn't want it to bring back the images from my nightmare, so
| made aquick observation to distract mysdlf. Y ou don't like them very much.”

"Doesit show?' he asked sarcadtically.

"Well... It doesn't sound like they're doing anything bad." | tried to soothe him, to make him cheerful
again. "Just sort of annoyingly goody-two-shoesfor agang.”

"Y eah. Annoying isagood word. They're dways showing off—like the cliff thing. They act like... like, |
don't know. Like tough guys. | was hanging out at the store with Embry and Quil once, last semester, and
Sam came by with his followers, Jared and Paul. Quil said something, you know how he's got abig
mouth, and it pissed Paul off. Hiseyesgot al dark, and he sort of smiled—no, he showed histeeth but
he didn't smile—and it was like he was so mad he was shaking or something. But Sam put his hand
againg Paul's chest and shook his head. Paul looked at him for aminute and calmed down. Honestly, it
was like Sam was holding him back—Iike Paul was going to tear usup if Sam didn't gop him." He
groaned. "Like abad western. Y ou know, Sam's apretty big guy, he'stwenty. But Paul's just sixteen,
too, shorter than me and not as beefy as Quil. | think any one of us could take him."

"Tough guys," | agreed. | could seeit in my head as he described it, and it reminded me of something... a
trio of tall, dark men standing very still and close together in my father'sliving room. The picture was
Sdeways, because my head was lying againgt the couch while Dr. Gerandy and Charlie leaned over

me... Had that been Sam's gang?

| spoke quickly again to divert mysdf from the blesk memories. "Isn't Sam alittle too old for thiskind of

"Y eah. He was supposed to go to college, but he stayed. And no one gave him any crap about it, either.
The whole council pitched afit when my sster turned down a partia scholarship and got married. But, oh
no, Sam Uley can do no wrong.”

Hisface was set in unfamiliar lines of outrage—outrage and something else | didn't recognize &t firg.

"It dl soundsredly annoying and... strange. But | don't get why you'retaking it so personaly.” | peeked
over at hisface, hoping | hadn't offended him. He was suddenly calm, staring out the side window.

"You just missed theturn,”" he said in an even voice.

| executed avery wide U-turn, nearly hitting atree as my circle ran the truck hafway off the road.
"Thanksfor the heads-up,” | muttered as| started up the side road.

"Sorry, | wasn't paying attention.”

It was quiet for abrief minute.

"Y ou can stop anywhere dong here," he said softly.

| pulled over and cut the engine. My earsrang in the silence that followed. We both got out, and Jacob
headed around to the back to get the bikes. | tried to read his expression. Something more was bothering
him. I'd hit anerve,

He smiled halfheartedly as he pushed the red bike to my side. "Happy late birthday. Are you ready for



this?"
"l think s0." The bike suddenly looked intimidating, frightening, as| redlized | would soon be adtrideit.

"Well takeit dow," he promised. | gingerly leaned the motorcycle againgt the truck's fender while he
went to get his.

"Jake..."| hestated as he came back around the truck.
"Yeah?'

"What's redlly bothering you? About the Sam thing, | mean? Isthere something else?" | watched hisface.
He grimaced, but he didn't seem angry. He looked at the dirt and kicked his shoe against the front tire of
his bike again and again, like he was kegping time.

Hesdghed. "It'sjudt... theway they treat me. It cregps me out.” The words started to rush out now. "You
know, the council is supposed to be made up of equds, but if there was aleader, it would be my dad.
I've never been ableto figure out why peopletreat him the way they do. Why his opinion countsthe
most. It's got something to do with hisfather and hisfather's father. My grest-grandpa, Ephraim Black,
was sort of the last chief we had, and they il listen to Billy, maybe because of that.

"But I'm just like everyone else. Nobody treats me specid... until now."
That caught me off guard. " Sam treats you specid ?'

"Yeah," he agreed, looking up at mewith troubled eyes. "Helooks a melike heswaiting for
something... likeI'm going to join his stupid gang someday. He pays more attention to me than any of the
other guys. | hateit."

"Y ou don't haveto join anything." My voice was angry. Thiswas redlly upsetting Jacob, and that
infuriated me. Who did these " protectors' think they were?

"Yeah." Hisfoot kept up its rhythm againg thetire.
"What?' | could tell there was more.

Hefrowned, his eyebrows pulling up in away that looked sad and worried rather than angry. "It's
Embry. He's been avoiding melately.”

The thoughts didn't seem connected, but | wondered if | wasto blame for the problemswith hisfriend.
"Y ou've been hanging out with mealat,” | reminded him, feding sdfish. I'd been monopolizing him.

"No, that's not it. It's not just me—it's Quil, too, and everyone. Embry missed aweek of school, but he
was never home when we tried to see him. And when he came back, he looked. .. he looked freaked
out. Terrified. Quil and | both tried to get him to tell us what was wrong, but he wouldn't talk to either
oneof us"

| stared at Jacob, biting my lip anxioudy—he was redlly frightened. But he didn't look at me. He watched
his own foot kicking the rubber asif it belonged to someone ese. The tempo increased.

"Then thisweek, out of nowhere, Embry's hanging out with Sam and the rest of them. He was out on the
cliffstoday." Hisvoice waslow and tense.

Hefindly looked a me. "Bédla, they bugged him even more than they bother me. He didn't want anything
to do with them. And now Embry'sfollowing Sam around like he'sjoined acult.



"And that's the way it was with Paul. Just exactly the same. He wasn't friendswith Sam at al. Then he
stopped coming to school for afew weeks, and, when he came back, suddenly Sam owned him. | don't
know what it means. | can't figureit out, and | fed like I have to, because Embry'smy friend and...
Sam'slooking a mefunny . . and..." Hetrailed off.

"Have you talked to Billy about this?" | asked. His horror was spreading to me. | had chillsrunning on the
back of my neck.

Now there was anger on hisface. "Yes," he snorted. "That was helpful .
"What did he say?'

Jacob's expression was sarcastic, and when he spoke, his voice mocked the deep tones of hisfather's
voice. "It's nothing you need to worry about now, Jacob. In afew years, if you dont... well, I'll explain
later." And then hisvoice was hisown. "What am | supposed to get from that? Ishetrying to say it's
some stupid puberty, coming-of-age thing? This is something else. Something wrong.”

Hewas biting his lower lip and clenching his hands. He looked like he was about to cry.

| threw my arms around him ingtinctively, wrapping them around hiswaist and pressing my face against
hischest. Hewas s0 big, | felt like | was a child hugging a grown-up.

"Oh, Jake, it'll be okay!" | promised. "If it gets worse you can come live with me and Charlie. Don't be
scared, well think of something!”

He was frozen for a second, and then hislong arms wrapped hesitantly around me. "Thanks, Bella™" His
voice was huskier than usud.

We stood like that for amoment, and it didn't upset me; in fact, | felt comforted by the contact. This
didn't fed anything like the last time someone had embraced me thisway. Thiswas friendship. And Jacob
wasvery warm.

It was strange for me, being this close—emotionally rather than physically, though the physical was
strange for me, too—to another human being. It wasn't my usud style. | didn't normaly relate to people
s0 eadly, on such abasic level.

Not human beings.

"If thisishow you're going to react, I'll fresk out more often.” Jacob's voice waslight, norma again, and
his laughter rumbled againgt my ear. Hisfingers touched my hair, soft and tentative.

Well, it was friendship for me.
| pulled away quickly, laughing with him, but determined to put things back in perspective at once.

"It'shard to believe I'm two years older than you," | said, emphasizing theword older. "Y ou make me
fed likeadwarf." Standing thiscloseto him, | redlly had to crane my neck to see hisface.

"Y oureforgetting I'm in my forties, of course.”
"Oh, that'sright."
He patted my head. "Yourelikealittledoll," heteased. "A porceain doll.”

| rolled my eyes, taking another step away. "L et's not sart with the albino cracks.”



"Serioudy, Bdla, are you sure youre not?' He stretched his russet arm out next to mine. The difference
wasn't flattering. "1've never seen anyone paer than you... well, except fo—" He broke off, and |
looked away, trying to not understand what he had been about to say.

"So are we going to ride or what?'

"Let'sdoit,” | agreed, more enthusiagtic than | would have been half aminute ago. His unfinished
sentence reminded me of why | was here.

8. ADRENALINE

"OKAY, WHERE'SYOUR CLUTCH?'

| pointed to the lever on my left handlebar. Letting go of the grip was amistake. The heavy bike wobbled
underneath me, threatening to knock me sidewise. | grabbed the handle again, trying to hold it straight.

"Jacob, it won't stay up,” | complained.

"It will when youremoving," he promised. "Now where's your brake?”"

"Behind my right foot.”

"Wrong."

He grabbed my right hand and curled my fingers around the lever over the throttle.
"But you said—"

"Thisisthe brake you want. Don't use the back brake now, that's for later, when you know what you're
doing."

"That doesn't sound right,” | said suspicioudy. "Aren't both brakes kind of important?”

"Forget the back brake, okay? Here—" He wrapped his hand around mine and made me squeeze the
lever down. " That ishow you brake. Don't forget." He squeezed my hand another time.

"Fine" | agreed.

"Throttle?"

| twisted theright grip.

"Gearshift?'

| nudged it with my |eft calf.

"Very good. | think you've got al the parts down. Now you just have to get it moving.”

"Uh-huh," | muttered, afraid to say more. My stomach was contorting strangely and | thought my voice
might crack. | wasterrified. | tried to tell mysdlf that the fear was pointless. I'd aready lived through the
worst thing possible. In comparison with that, why should anything frighten me now?1 should be ableto
look desath in the face and laugh.



My stomach wasn't buying it.

| stared down the long stretch of dirt road, bordered by thick misty green on every side. The road was
sandy and damp. Better than mud.

"I want you to hold down the clutch,” Jacob instructed.
| wrapped my fingers around the clutch.

"Now thisiscrucial, Bella," Jacob stressed. "Don't let go of that, okay? | want you to pretend that I've
handed you alive grenade. The pinisout and you are holding down the spoon.”

| squeezed tighter.
"Good. Do you think you can kick-gtart it?"

"If I movemy foot, | will fal over,” | told him through gritted teeth, my fingerstight around my live
grenade.

"Okay, I'll doit. Don' let go of the clutch.”

Hetook a step back, and then suddenly dammed his foot down on the pedal. There was a short ripping
noise, and the force of histhrust rocked the bike. | started to fall sdeways, but Jake caught the bike
before it knocked me to the ground.

"Steady there," he encouraged. "Do you il have the clutch?”
"Yes" | gasped.
"Plant your feet—I'm going to try again.” But he put his hand on the back of the sedt, too, just to be safe.

It took four more kicks before the ignition caught. | could fed the bike rumbling beneeth me like an angry
animal. | gripped the clutch until my fingers ached.

"Try out thethrottle," he suggested. "Very lightly. And don't et go of the clutch.”

Hesitantly, | twisted the right handle. Though the movement wastiny, the bike snarled beneath me. It
sounded angry and hungry now. Jacob smiled in deep satisfaction.

"Do you remember how to put it into first gear?' he asked.

"Yes"

"Well, go ahead and do it.”

"Okay."

He waited for afew seconds.

"Left foot," he prompted.

"l know," | said, taking a deep breath.

"Areyou sure you want to do this?' Jacob asked. "Y ou look scared.”

"I'mfine" | snapped. | kicked the gearshift down one notch.



"Very good,” he praised me. "Now, very gently, ease up on the clutch.”

Hetook a step away from the bike.

"Y ou want meto let go of the grenade?’ | asked in disbelief. No wonder he was moving back.
"That'show you move, Bdla Just doit little by little."

As| began to loosen my grip, | was shocked to be interrupted by avoice that did not belong to the boy
gtanding next to me.

"Thisisrecklessand childish and idictic, Bdla," the v vet voice fumed.
"Oh!" | gasped, and my hand fell off the clutch.

The bike bucked under me, yanking me forward and then collapsing to the ground half on top of me. The
growling engine choked to a stop.

"Bella?' Jacob jerked the heavy bike off me with ease. "Areyou hurt?"

But | wasn't listening.

"| told you s0," the perfect voice murmured, crystd clear.

"Bella?' Jacob shook my shoulder.

"I'mfine" | mumbled, dazed.

Morethan fine. Thevoicein my head was back. It till rang in my ears—soft, velvety echoes.

My mind ran swiftly through the possibilities. There was no familiarity here—on aroad I'd never seen,
doing something I'd never done before—no degjavu So the hallucinations must be triggered by something
ese... | fdt the adrendine couraing through my veins again, and | thought | had the answer. Some
combination of adrenaline and danger, or maybe just stupidity.

Jacob was pulling meto my fest.
"Did you hit your head?' he asked.

"l don't think s0." | shook it back and forth, checking. "I didn't hurt the bike, did 17" Thisthought worried
me. | was anxiousto try again, right away. Being reckless was paying off better than 1'd thought. Forget
cheating. Maybe I'd found away to generate the hallucinations—that was much more important.

"No. You just stdled the engine,” Jacob said, interrupting my quick speculations. ™Y ou let go of the clutch
too fast."

| nodded. "Let'stry again.”
"Areyou sure?' Jacob asked.
"Pogtive”

Thistimel tried to get the kick-start myself. It was complicated; | had to jump alittle to dam down on
the pedd with enough force, and every time | did that, the bike tried to knock me over. Jacob's hand
hovered over the handlebars, ready to catch meif | needed him.



It took severa good tries, and even more poor tries, before the engine caught and roared to life under
me. Remembering to hold on to the grenade, | revved the throttle experimentally. It snarled & the
dightest touch. My smile mirrored Jacob's now.

"Easy ontheclutch,” he reminded me.

"Doyou want to kill yourself, then?Isthat what thisis about?' the other voice spoke again, histone
severe.

| smiled tightly—it was still working—and ignored the questions. Jacob wasn't going to let anything
serious happen to me.

"Go hometo Charlie," the voice ordered. The sheer beauty of it amazed me. | couldn't alow my memory
to loseit, no matter the price.

"Ease off dowly," Jacob encouraged me.
"I will," I said. It bothered me abit when | realized | was answering both of them.
Thevoicein my head growled against the roar of the motorcycle.

Trying to focusthistime, to not let the voice startle me again, | relaxed my hand by tiny degrees.
Suddenly, the gear caught and wrenched me forward.

And | wasflying.

There waswind that wasn't there before, blowing my skin againgt my skull and flinging my hair back
behind me with enough force that it felt like someone was tugging onit. I'd left my stomach back at the
garting point; the adrenaine coursed through my body, tingling in my veins. The treesraced past me,
blurring into awall of green.

But thiswas only first gear. My foot itched toward the gearshift as| twisted for more gas.
"No, Bellal" the angry, honey-sweet voice ordered in my ear. "Watch what you're doing!"

It distracted me enough from the speed to realize that the road was starting aslow curveto theleft, and |
was gtill going straight. Jacob hadn't told me how to turn.

"Brakes, brakes" | muttered to mysdf, and | ingtinctively dammed down with my right foot, like | would
inmy truck.

The bike was suddenly unstable underneath me, shivering first to one side and then the other. It was
dragging me toward the green wall, and | was going too fadt. | tried to turn the handlebar the other
direction, and the sudden shift of my weight pushed the bike toward the ground, still spinning toward the
trees.

The motorcycle landed on top of me again, roaring loudly, pulling me across the wet sand until it hit
something stationary. | couldn't see. My face was mashed into the moss. | tried to lift my head, but there
was something in theway.

| was dizzy and confused. It sounded like there were three things snarling—the bike over me, the voicein
my head, and something e <e...

"Bela" Jacob ydled, and | heard the roar of the other bike cut off.



The motorcycle no longer pinned meto the ground, and | rolled over to breathe. All the growling went
Slent.

"Wow," | murmured. | wasthrilled. Thishad to beit, the recipe for ahdlucination—adrendine plus
clanger plus stupidity. Something closeto that, anyway.

"Bellal" Jacob was crouching over me anxioudy. "Bella, areyou dive?!

"I'm great!" | enthused. | flexed my arms and legs. Everything seemed to be working correctly. "L et'sdo
itagan.”

"l don't think s0." Jacob till sounded worried. "I think I'd better drive you to the hospital first."
“I'mfine”

"Um, Bdla?Y ou've got a huge cut on your forehead, and it's gushing blood,” he informed me.

| clapped my hand over my head. Sure enough, it waswet and sticky. | could smell nothing but the damp
moss on my face, and that held off the nausea.

"Oh, I'm s0 sorry, Jacob." | pushed hard againgt the gash, asif | could force the blood back inside my
head.

"Why are you gpologizing for bleeding?' he wondered as he wrapped along arm around my waist and
pulled meto my feet. "Let'sgo. I'll drive” He held out his hand for the keys.

"What about the bikes?' | asked, handing them over.

He thought for asecond. "Wait here. And take this." He pulled off his T-shirt, aready spotted with
blood, and threw it to me. | wadded it up and held it tightly to my forehead. | was starting to smell the
blood; | bresthed deeply through my mouth and tried to concentrate on something else.

Jacob jumped on the black motorcycle, kicked it to astart in one try, and raced back down the road,
gpraying sand and pebbles behind him. He looked athletic and professiond as he leaned over the
handlebars, head low, face forward, his shiny hair whipping against the russet skin of hisback. My eyes
narrowed envioudy. | was sure | hadn't looked like that on my motorcycle.

| was surprised a how far 1'd gone. | could barely see Jacob in the distance when he findly got to the
truck. He threw the bike into the bed and sprinted to the driver'sside.

| really didn't fed bad at al as he coaxed my truck to adeafening roar in his hurry to get back to me. My
head stung allittle, and my stomach was uneasy, but the cut wasn't serious. Head wounds just bled more
than most. His urgency wasn't necessary.

Jacob |eft the truck running as he raced back to me, wrapping hisarm around my waist again.
"Okay, let'sget you in thetruck.”

"I'm honestly fine," | assured him as he helped mein. "Don't get worked up. It'sjust alittle blood."
"Jugt alot of blood," I heard him mutter as he went back for my bike.

"Now, let'sthink about thisfor asecond,” | began when he got back in. "If you take meto the ER like
this, Charlieis sureto hear about it." | glanced down at the sand and dirt caked into my jeans.



"Bella, | think you need stitches. I'm not going to let you bleed to death.”

"I wont," | promised. "Let'sjust take the bikes back first, and then well make astop at my house so |
can dispose of the evidence before we go to the hospitd .

"What about Charlie?"

"He said he had to work today."

"Areyou redly sure?’

"Trust me. I'm an easy bleeder. It'snot nearly asdire asit looks."

Jacob wasn't happy—his full mouth turned down in an uncharacterigtic frovn—but he didn't want to get
meintrouble. | stared out the window, holding his ruined shirt to my head, while he drove meto Forks.

The motorcycle was better than I'd dreamed. It had served its origina purpose. I'd cheated—broken my
promise. I'd been needlessly reckless. | felt alittle less pathetic now that the promises had been broken
on both sides.

And then to discover the key to the hadlucinations! At least, | hoped | had. | was going to test the theory
as soon as possible. Maybe they'd get through with me quickly inthe ER, and | could try again tonight.

Racing down the road like that had been amazing. Thefed of the wind in my face, the speed and the
freedom... it reminded me of apadt life, flying through the thick forest without aroad, piggyback while he
ran—I stopped thinking right there, letting the memory bresk off in the sudden agony. | flinched.

"You still okay?" Jacob checked.
"Yeah." | tried to sound as convincing as before,
"By theway," he added. "I'm going to disconnect your foot brake tonight.”

At home, | went to look at myself inthe mirror first thing; it was pretty gruesome. Blood wasdryingin
thick streaks across my cheek and neck, matting in my muddy hair. | examined mysdf clinicdly,
pretending the blood was paint so it wouldn't upset my stomach. | breathed through my mouth, and was
fine

| washed up aswell as| could. Then | hid my dirty, bloody clothesin the bottom of my laundry basket,
putting on new jeans and a button-up shirt (that 1 didn't have to pull over my heed) as carefully as| could.
| managed to do this one-handed and keep both garments blood-free.

"Hurry up," Jacob cdled.

"Okay, okay," | shouted back. After making sure | left nothing incriminating behind me, | headed
downdairs.

"How do | look?" | asked him.
"Better," he admitted.
"But do | look like tripped in your garage and hit my head on ahammer?"

"Sure, | guess s0."



"Let'sgo then.”

Jacob hurried me out the door, and insisted on driving again. We were hafway to the hospital when |
redized hewas il shirtless,

| frowned guiltily. "We should have grabbed you ajacket.”
"That would have given usaway," heteased. "Besides, it'snot cold.”
"Areyou kidding?' | shivered and reached out to turn the heat on.

| watched Jacob to seeif he wasjust playing tough so | wouldn't worry, but he looked comfortable
enough. He had one arm over the back of my seat, though | was huddled up to keep warm.

Jacob redlly did look older than sixteen—not quite forty, but maybe older than me. Quil didn't have too
much on him in the muscle department, for al that Jacob claimed to be askeleton. The muscleswerethe
long wiry kind, but they were definitely there under the smooth skin. His skin was such a pretty color, it
made mejedous.

Jacob noticed my scrutiny.

"What?' he asked, suddenly sdlf-conscious.

"Nothing. | just hadn't redlized before. Did you know, you're sort of beautiful ?*

Oncethewords dipped out, | worried that he might take my impulsive observation the wrong way.
But Jacob just rolled hiseyes. Y ou hit your head pretty hard, didn't you?"

"I'm serious.”

"Well, then, thanks. Sort of ."

| grinned. "Y ou're sort of welcome.”

| had to have seven gtitchesto ¢ lose the cut on my forehead. After the sting of the local anesthetic, there
was no pain in the procedure. Jacob held my hand while Dr. Snow was sewing, and | tried not to think
about why that wasironic.

We were at the hospital forever. By thetime | was done, | had to drop Jacob off at his home and hurry
back to cook dinner for Charlie. Charlie seemed to buy my story about falling in Jacob's garage. After
al, it wasnt like | hadn't been able to land mysdf in the ER before with no more help than my own fedt.

Thisnight was not as bad asthat first night, after 1'd heard the perfect voicein Port Angeles. The hole
came back, the way it always did when | was away from Jacob, but it didn't throb so badly around the
edges. | was dready planning ahead, looking forward to more delusions, and that was a distraction.

Also, | knew | would fed better tomorrow when | was with Jacob again. That made the empty hole and
thefamiliar pain easier to bear; reief wasin sight. The nightmare, too, had lost alittle of its potency. | was
horrified by the nothingness, as aways, but | was dso strangely impatient as | waited for the moment that
would send me screaming into consciousness. | knew the nightmare had to end.

The next Wednesday, before | could get home from the ER, Dr. Gerandy called to warn my father that |
might possibly have a concussion and advised him to wake me up every two hours through the night to
make sure it wasn't serious. Charli€'s eyes narrowed suspicioudy at my weak explanation about tripping

again.



"Maybe you should just stay out of the garage altogether, Bella," he suggested that night during dinner.

| panicked, worried that Charlie was about to lay down some kind of edict that would prohibit La Push,
and consequently my motorcycle. And | wasn't giving it up—I'd had the most amazing hdlucination
today. My velvet-voiced deluson had yelled at me for dmost five minutes before 1'd hit the brake too
abruptly and launched mysdlf into the tree. 1'd take whatever pain that would cause me tonight without
complant.

"Thisdidn't happen in the garage,” | protested quickly. "We were hiking, and | tripped over arock."
"Since when do you hike?' Charlie asked skeptically.

"Working a Newton'swas bound to rub off sometime,” | pointed out. " Spend every day selling dl the
virtues of the outdoors, eventudly you get curious.”

Charlie glared a me, unconvinced.

"I'll be more careful,” | promised, surreptitioudy crossing my fingers under the table.
"I don't mind you hiking right there around La Push, but keep close to town, okay?'
"Why?

"Well, weve been getting alot of wildlife complaints lately. The forestry department isgoing to check into
it, but for thetime being..."

"Oh, the big bear," | said with sudden comprehension. "Y eah, some of the hikers coming through
Newton's have seen it. Do you think theré'sreally some giant mutated grizzly out there?!

Hisforehead creased. "There's something. Keep it close to town, okay?!
"Sure, sure,” | said quickly. He didn't look completely appeased.
"Charlies getting nosy,” | complained to Jacob when | picked him up after school Friday.

"Maybe we should cool it with the bikes." He saw my objecting expression and added, "At least for a
week or s0. Y ou could stay out of the hospital for aweek, right?”

"What arewe going to do?' | griped.
He smiled cheerfully. "What ever you want.”
| thought about that for a minute—about what | wanted.

| hated the idea of losing even my brief seconds of closeness with the memoriesthat didn't hurt—the ones
that came on their own, without me thinking of them conscioudy. If | couldn't have the bikes, | was going
to have to find some other avenue to the danger and the adrenaine, and that was going to take serious
thought and crestivity. Doing nothing in the meantime was not appealing. Suppose | got depressed again,
even with Jake? | had to keep occupied.

Maybe there was some other way, some other recipe... some other place.

The house had been amistake, certainly. But his presence must be stamped somewhere, somewhere
other than inside me. There had to be a place where he seemed more real than among al the familiar
landmarks that were crowded with other human memories.



| could think of one place where that might hold true. One place that would always belong to him and no
oneese. A magic place, full of light. The beautiful meadow I'd seen only oncein my life, lit by sunshine
and the sparkle of hisskin.

Thisideahad ahuge potentid for backfiring—it might be dangeroudy painful. My chest ached with
emptiness even to think of it. It was hard to hold myself upright, to not give mysdlf away. But surdly, there
of al places, | could hear hisvoice. And I'd aready told Charliel washiking...

"What are you thinking about so hard?' Jacob asked.

"Well..." | began dowly. "I found this placein the forest once—I came acrossit when | was, um, hiking.
A little meadow, the most beautiful place. | don't know if | could track it down again on my own. It
would definitely take afew tries..."

"We could use acompass and agrid pattern,” Jacob said with confident helpfulness. "Do you know
where you Started from?"

"Yes, just below the trailhead where the one-ten ends. | was going mostly south, | think."
"Coal. Well find it." Asaways, Jacob was gamefor anything | wanted. No matter how strange it was.

So, Saturday afternoon, | tied on my new hiking boots—purchased that morning using my
twenty-per-cent-off employee discount for the first time—grabbed my new topographica map of the
Olympic Peninsula, and droveto LaPush.

Wedidn't get started immediately; first, Jacob sprawled across the living room floor—taking up the
whole room—and, for afull twenty minutes, drew a complicated web across the key section of the map
while | perched on akitchen chair and talked to Billy. Billy didn't seem at al concerned about our
proposed hiking trip. | was surprised that Jacob had told him where we were going, given the fuss people
were making about the bear sghtings. | wanted to ask Billy not to say anything about thisto Charlie, but |
was afraid that making the request would cause the opposite result.

"Maybe well see the super bear," Jacob joked, eyes on hisdesign.
| glanced a Billy swiftly, fearing a Charlie-style reection.
But Billy just laughed at his son. "Maybe you should take ajar of honey, just in case.”

Jake chuckled. "Hope your new boots are fast, Bella. Onelittlejar isn't going to keep a hungry bear
occupied for long."

"l only haveto befaster than you."

"Good luck with that!" Jacob said, rolling his eyes as he refolded the map. "L et'sgo.”

"Havefun," Billy rumbled, wheding himsdf toward the refrigerator.

Charliewas not a hard person to live with, but it looked to me like Jacob had it even easier than | did.

| droveto the very end of the dirt road, stopping near the sign that marked the beginning of the trailhead.
It had been along time since I'd been here, and my stomach reacted nervoudy. This might be avery bad
thing. But it would beworthit, if | got to hear him.

| got out and looked at the dense wall of green.



"l went thisway," | murmured, pointing straight ahead.

"Hmm," Jeke muttered.

mWhat?

Helooked at the direction I'd pointed, then at the clearly marked trail, and back.
"I would have figured you for atrall kind of girl."

"Not me." | smiled blegkly. "I'm arebd."

He laughed, and then pulled out our map.

"Giveme asecond.” He held the compassin askilled way, twisting the map around till it angled the way
he wanted.

"Okay—firdg lineonthegrid. Let'sdo it."

| could tell that | was dowing Jacob up, but he didn't complain. | tried not to dwell on my last trip through
this part of the forest, with avery different companion. Normal memorieswere still cangerous. If | let
myself dip up, I'd end up with my arms clutching my chest to hold it together, gasping for air, and how
would | explain that to Jacob?

It wasn't as hard as | would have thought to keep focused on the present. The forest looked alot like any
other part of the peninsula, and Jacob set avastly different mood.

Hewhidled cheerfully, an unfamiliar tune, swinging hisarms and moving easily through the rough
undergrowth. The shadows didn't seem as dark as usua. Not with my personal sun aong.

Jacob checked the compass every few minutes, keeping usin astraight line with one of the radiating
spokes of hisgrid. Heredly looked like he knew what he was doing. | was going to compliment him, but
| caught mysalf. No doubt held add another few yearsto hisinflated age.

My mind wandered as | walked, and | grew curious. | hadn't forgotten the conversation we'd had by the
sea cliffs—I'd been waiting for himto bring it up again, but it didn't look like that was going to happen.

"Hey... Jake?' | asked hesitantly.
"Yegh?'
"How arethings... with Embry?1she back to normal yet?'

Jacob was slent for aminute, still moving forward with long paces. When he was about ten feet ahead,
he stopped to wait for me.

"No. He's not back to normal," Jacob said when | reached him, his mouth pulling down at the corners.
Hedidnt gart walking again. | immediately regretted bringing it up.

"Stll with Sem.”
"Yup."

He put hisarm around my shoulder, and he looked so troubled that | didn't playfully shakeit off, as|
might have otherwise.



"Arethey Hill looking at you funny?* | half-whispered.

Jacob stared through the trees. " Sometimes.”

"And Billy?'

"Ashdpful asever," hesaid in asour, angry voicethat disturbed me.
"Our couch isaways open,” | offered.

He laughed, breaking out of the unnatural gloom. "But think of the position that would put Charlie
in—when Billy calsthe policeto report my kidngpping.”

| laughed too, glad to have Jacob back to normal.

We stopped when Jacob said we'd gone six miles, cut west for ashort time, and headed back along
another line of hisgrid. Everything looked exactly the same astheway in, and | had afeding that my slly
quest was pretty much doomed. | admitted as much when it started to get darker, the sunless day fading
toward a gtarless night, but Jacob was more confident.

"Aslong asyou're sure we're starting from the right place..." He glanced down at me.
"Yes I'msure”

"Thenwell findit," he promised, grabbing my hand and pulling me through ameass of ferns. On the other
sdewasthetruck. He gestured toward it proudly. "Trust me."

"Youregood,” | admitted. "Next time we bring flashlights, though.”

"WEell save hiking for Sundays from now on. | didn't know you were that dow."

| yanked my hand back and ssomped around to the driver's side while he chuckled a my reaction.
"So you up for another try tomorrow.™ he asked, diding into the passenger seet.

"Sure. Unless you want to go without me so | don't tie you down to my gimpy pace.”

"I'll survive" he assured me. "If we're hiking again, though, you might want to pick up some moleskin. |
bet you can fed those new boots right now."

"A little" | confessed. It felt like | had more blistersthan | had spaceto fit them.
"I hope we see the bear tomorrow. I'm sort of disappointed about that."
"Yes, me, too," | agreed sarcagticaly. "Maybe well get lucky tomorrow and something will eat ud™

"Bearsdon't want to eat people. We don't taste that good.” He grinned at me in the dark cab. "Of
course, you might be an exception. | bet you'd taste good."

"Thanks so much," | said, looking away. He wasn't the first person to tell methat.

9. THIRD WHEEL



TIME BEGAN TO TRIPALONG MUCH MORE QUICKLY than before. School, work, and
Jacob—though not necessarily in that order—created aneat and effortless pattern to follow. And Charlie
got hiswish: | wasn't miserable anymore. Of course, | couldn't fool myself completely. When | stopped
to take stock of my life, which | tried not to do too often, | couldn't ignore the implications of my
behavior.

| waslike alost moon—my planet destroyed in some cataclysmic, disaster-movie scenario of
desol ation—that continued, neverthdess, to circlein atight little orbit around the empty space left behind,
ignoring thelaws of gravity.

| was getting better with my bike, which meant fewer bandagesto worry Charlie. But it dso meant that
the voicein my head began to fade, until | heard it no more. Quietly, | panicked. | threw mysdlf into the
search for the meadow with dightly frenzied intengity. | racked my brain for other adrendine-producing
activities.

| didn't keep track of the days :hat passed—there was no reason, as| tried to live as much in the present
aspossible, no past fading, no future impending. So | was surprised by the date when Jacob brought it
up on one of our homework days. He was waiting when | pulled up in front of hishouse.

"Happy Vdentings Day," Jacob said, smiling, but ducking his head as he greeted me.
He held out asmall, pink box, balancing it on his palm. Conversation hearts.
"Well, | fed likeaschmuck," | mumbled. "Istoday Vadentineés Day?"

Jacob shook his head with mock sadness. ™Y ou can be so out of it sometimes. Y es, it isthe fourteenth
day of February. So are you going to be my Vaentine? Since you didn't get me afifty-cent box of candy,
it'stheleast you can do."

| started to fedl uncomfortable. The words were teasing, but only on the surface.
"What exactly doesthat entail 7' | hedged.
"Theusud—davefor life, that kind of thing.”

"Oh, wdll, if that'sdl..." | took the candy. But | wastrying to think of some way to make the boundaries
clear. Again. They seemed to get blurred alot with Jacob.

"So, what are we doing tomorrow? Hiking, or the ER?"

"Hiking," | decided. "Y ou're not the only onewho can be obsessive. I'm starting to think | imagined that
place..." | frowned into space.

"Well findit," he assured me. "Bikes Friday?" he offered.
| saw achance and took it without taking time to think it through.

"I'm going to amovie Friday. I've been promising my cafeteria crowd that | would go out forever." Mike
would be pleased.

But Jacob'sfacefell. | caught the expression in his dark eyes before he dropped them to look at the
ground.

"You'll cometoo, right?' | added quickly. "Or will it be too much of adrag with abunch of boring
seniors?' So much for my chance to put some distance between us. | couldn't stand hurting Jacob; we



seemed to be connected in an odd way, and his pain set off little stabs of my own. Also, the idea of
having his company for the ordeal—I had promised Mike, but redly didn't fed any enthusasm at the
thought of following through—was just too tempting.

"Y ou'd like meto come, with your friends there?"

"Yes," | admitted honestly, knowing as | continued that | was probably shooting myself in the foot with
my words. "I'll have alot morefunif you're there. Bring Quil, and well makeit aparty.”

"Quil'sgonnafreak. Senior girls" He chortled and rolled hiseyes. | didn't mention Embry, and neither did
he. I laughed, too. "I'll try to get hin agood sdlection.”

| broached the subject with Mikein English.
"Hey, Mike," | said when classwas over. "Areyou free Friday night?'
Helooked up, his blue eyesingtantly hopeful. "Yeah, | am. Y ou want to go out?"

| worded my reply carefully. "1 was thinking about getting a group” —I emphasized the word—"together
to go see Crosshairs.” 1'd done my homework thistime—even reading the movie spoilersto be surel
wouldn't be caught off guard. This movie was supposed to be abloodbath from start to finish. | wasn't so
recovered that | could stand to Sit through aromance. "Doesthat sound like fun?!

"Sure" he agreed, visbly less eager.

After asecond, he perked back up to near hisformer excitement level. "How about we get Angelaand
Ben? Or Ericand Katie?'

He was determined to make this some kind of double date, apparently.

"How about both?" | suggested "And Jessica, too, of course. And Tyler and Conner, and maybe
Lauren,” | tacked on grudgingly. | had promised Quil variety.

"Okay," Mike muttered, foiled.

"And," | continued, "I've got acouple of friendsfrom LaPush I'minviting. So it sounds like well need
your Suburban if everyone comes.”

Mike's eyes narrowed in suspicion.
"These are the friends you spend dl your time studying with now?"

"Yep, the very ones,”" | answered cheerfully. "Though you could look t it as tutoring—they're only
sophomores.”

"Oh," Mike said, surprised. After asecond of thought, he smiled.
In the end, though, the Suburban wasn't necessary.

Jessicaand Lauren claimed to be busy as soon asMikelet it dip that | wasinvolved in the planning. Eric
and Katie aready had plans—it wastheir three-week anniversary or something. Lauren got to Tyler and
Conner before Mike could, so those two were aso busy. Even Quil was out—grounded for fighting at
school. Inthe end, only Angelaand Ben, and, of course Jacob, were ableto go.



The diminished numbers didn't dampen Mike's anticipation, though. It was al he could talk about Friday.

"Areyou sure you don't want to see Tomorrow and Forever instead?’ he asked at lunch, naming the
current romantic comedy that was ruling the box office. "Rotten Tomatoes gave it abetter review."

"I want to see Crosshairs' | indgsted. "I'min the mood for action. Bring on the blood and gutd™
"Okay." Miketurned away, but not before | saw his maybe-she's-crazy-after-all expression.

When | got home from schoal, avery familiar car was parked in front of my house. Jacob was leaning
againg the hood, ahuge grin lighting up hisface.

"Noway!" | shouted as | jumped out of the truck. "You're done! | can't believeit! Y ou finished the
Rabbit!"

He beamed. "Just last night. Thisisthe maiden voyage."
"Incredible” | hedd my hand up for ahighfive.

He smacked his hand against mine, but |eft it there, twisting his fingersthrough mine. "So do | get to drive
tonight?'

"Definitely," | sad, and then | sghed.

"What'swrong?'

"I'm giving up—I can't top thisone. So you win. Y ou're oldest.”
He shrugged, unsurprised by my capitulation. "Of course | am.”

Mike's Suburban chugged around the corner. | pulled my hand out of Jacob's, and he nude afacethat |
wasn't meant to see.

"l remember thisguy," he said in alow voice as Mike parked across the street. " The one who thought
you were hisgirlfriend. Ishe dtill confused?”

| raised one eyebrow. "Some people are hard to discourage.”

"Then again,” Jacob said thoughtfully, "sometimes persi stence pays off."
"Mog of thetimeit'sjust annoying, though.”

Mike got out of his car and crossed the road.

"Hey, Bdla," he greeted me, and then his eyes turned wary as he looked up at Jacob. | glanced briefly at
Jacob, too, trying to be objective. Heredlly didn't look like asophomore at al. Hewasjust so
big—Mike's head barely cleared Jacob's shoulder; | didn't even want to think where | measured next to
him—and then his face was older-looking than it used to be, even amonth ago.

"Hey, Mike! Do you remember Jacob Black?'
"Not redly.” Mike held out hishand.

"Old family friend," Jacob introduced himself, shaking hands. They locked hands with more force than
necessary. When their grip broke, Mike flexed hisfingers.



| heard the phone ringing from the kitchen.
"I'd better get that—it might be Charlie," | told them, and dashed inside.

It was Ben. Angdlawas sick with the somach flu, and he didn't fed like coming without her. He
apologized for bailing on us.

| walked dowly back to the waiting boys, shaking my head. | realy hoped Angelawould fed better
soon, but | had to admit that | was sdlfishly upset by this development. Just the three of us, Mike and
Jacob and me, together for the evening—this had worked out brilliantly, | thought with grim sarcasm.

It didn't seem like Jake and Mike had made any progress towards friendship in my absence. They were
severd yards gpart, facing away from each other asthey waited for me; Mike's expression was sullen,
though Jacob's was cheerful asaways.

"Angisgck," | told them glumly. "She and Ben aren't coming.”

"| guesstheflu is making another round. Austin and Conner were out today, too. Maybe we should do
thisanother time," Mike suggested.

Before | could agree, Jacob spoke.
"I'm il up for it. But if you'd rather to stay behind, Mike—"

"No, I'm coming,” Mikeinterrupted. "I wasjust thinking of Angelaand Ben. Let'sgo." He started toward
his Suburban.

"Hey, do you mind if Jacob drives?’ | asked. "I told him he could—he just finished his car. He built it
from scratch, al by himself,” | bragged, proud asa PTA mom with astudent on the principd'slist.

"Fine" Mike snapped.
"All right, then," Jacob said, asif that settled everything. He seemed more comfortable than anyone el se.
Mike climbed in the backseat of the Rabbit with a disgusted expression.

Jacob was his norma sunny self, chattering away until 1'd dl but forgotten Mike sulking slently in the
back.

And then Mike changed his strategy. He leaned forward, resting his chin on the shoulder of my sedt; his
cheek dmost touched mine. | shifted away, turning my back toward the window.

"Doesn't the radio work in thisthing?' Mike asked with ahint of petulance, interrupting Jacob
mid-sentence.

"Yes" Jacob answered. "But Belladoesn't likemusic.”

| stared at Jacob, surprised. 1'd never told him that.

"Bdla?' Mike asked, annoyed.

"He'sright," | mumbled, still looking at Jacob's serene profile.
"How can you not like music?' Mike demanded.

| shrugged. "'l don't know. It just irritates me."



"Hmph." Mike leaned away.

When we got to the theater, Jacob handed me aten-dollar bill.

"What'sthis?" | objected.

"I'm not old enough to get into thisone," he reminded me.

| laughed out loud. "So much for relative ages. IsBilly going to kill meif | snesk you in?"
"No. | told him you were planning to corrupt my youthful innocence."

| snickered, and Mike quickened his pace to keep up with us.

| amost wished that Mike had decided to bow out. He was still sullen—not much of an addition to the
party. But | didn't want to end up on adate alone with Jacob, either. That wouldn't help anything.

The movie was exactly what it professed to be. In just the opening credits, four people got blown up and
one got beheaded. The girl in front of me put her hands over her eyes and turned her face into her date's
chest. He patted her shoulder, and winced occasiondlly, too. Mike didn't look like he was watching. His
face was diff as he glared toward the fringe of curtain above the screen.

| settled in to endure the two hours, watching the colors and the movement on the screen rather than
seeing the shapes of people and cars and houses. But then Jacob started sniggering.

"What?" | whispered.
"Oh, cmon!™ he hissed back. "The blood squirted twenty feet out of that guy. How fake can you get?'
He chuckled again, as a flagpole speared another man into aconcrete wall.

After that, | redly watched the show, laughing with him as the mayhem got more and moreridiculous.
How was| ever going to fight the blurring linesin our relationship when | enjoyed being with him so
much?

Both Jacob and Mike had claimed the armrests on either side of me. Both of their hands rested lightly,
pams up, in an unnatural looking position. Like stedl bear traps, open and ready. Jacob wasin the habit
of taking my hand whenever the opportunity presented itsdlf, but here in the darkened movie theater, with
Mike watching, it would have a different significance—and | was sure he knew that. | couldn't believe
that Mike was thinking the same thing, but his hand was placed exactly like Jacob's.

| folded my armstightly across my chest and hoped that both their hands fell adeep.

Mike gave up first. About hafway through the movie, he pulled hisarm back, and leaned forward to put
hishead in hishands. At first | thought he was reacting to something on the screen, but then he moaned.

"Mike, are you okay?" | whispered.

The couplein front of usturned to look at him as he groaned again.

| could see the sheen of swegt across hisface in the light from the screen.

Mike groaned again, and bolted for the door. | got up to follow him, and Jacob copied meimmediately.
"No, stay,” | whispered. "I'll make sure he's okay."



Jacob came with me anyway.
"Y ou don't have to come. Get your eight bucks worth of carnage,” | inasted aswe waked up the aide.

"That's okay. Y ou sure can pick them, Bella. Thismovieredly sucks." Hisvoice rose from awhisper to
itsnormd pitch as we waked out of the theater.

Therewasno ssgn of Mikein the halway, and | was glad then that Jacob had come with me—he ducked
into the men's bathroom to check for him there.

Jacob was back in afew seconds.

"Oh, he'sinthere, dl right," he said, rolling hiseyes. "What amarshmallow. Y ou should hold out for
someone with astronger ssomach. Someone who laughs at the gore that makes wesker men vomit.”

"I'll keep my eyes open for someone like that."

Wewere dl donein the hdlway. Both theaters were hafway through the movie, and it was
deserted—quiet enough for usto hear the popcorn popping at the concession counter in the lobby.

Jacob went to sit on the vel veteen-upholstered bench against the wall, patting the space beside him.

"He sounded like hewas going to bein therefor awhile," he said, stretching hislong legs out in front of
him as he settled in to wait.

| joined him with asigh. Helooked like he was thinking about blurring more lines. Sure enough, as soon
as| sat down, he shifted over to put his arm around my shoulders.

"Jake," | protested, leaning away. He dropped his arm, not looking bothered at dl by the minor regjection.
He reached out and took my hand firmly, wrapping his other hand around my wrist when | tried to pull
away again. Where did he get the confidence from?

"Now, just hold on aminute, Bella" hesaid inacam voice. "Tdl me something.”

| grimaced. | didn't want to do this. Not just not now, but not ever. There was nothing lett in my life at
this point that was more important than Jacob Black. But he seemed determined to ruin everything.

"What?' | muttered sourly.

"Youlikeme, right?"

"You know | do."

"Better than that joker puking his guts out in there?' He gestured toward the bathroom door.
"Yes" | sghed.

"Better than any of the other guys you know?' He was cam, serene—asif my answer didn't matter, or
he aready knew what it was.

"Better than the girls, too," | pointed out.
"But that'sdl," he said, and it wasn't aquestion.

It was hard to answer, to say the word. Would he get hurt and avoid me? How would | stand that?



"Yes," | whispered.

He grinned down at me. "That's okay, you know. Aslong asyou like me the best. And you think I'm
good-looking—sort of. I'm prepared to be annoyingly persistent.”

"I'm not going to change,” | said, and though | tried to keep my voice norma, | could hear the sadnessin
it.

Hisface was thoughtful, no longer teasing. "It's still the other one, isn't it?"

| cringed. Funny how he seemed to know not to say the name—just like before in the car with the music.
He picked up on so much about methat | never said.

"You don't haveto tak about it," hetold me.
| nodded, grateful.

"But don't get mad at me for hanging around, okay?" Jacob patted the back of my hand. "Because I'm
not giving up. I've got loads of time."

| Sghed. "Y ou shouldn't waste it on me," | said, though | wanted him to. Especidly if hewaswilling to
accept me the way | was—damaged goods, asis.

"It'swhat | want to do, aslong asyou ill like to be with me.”

"l cantimagine how | could not like being with you,” | told him honestly.

Jacob beamed. "'l can livewith that.”

"Just don't expect more," | warned him, trying to pull my hand away. He held onto it obstinately.
"Thisdoesn't redly bother you, doesit?' he demanded, squeezing my fingers.

"No," I dghed. Truthfully, it fet nice. His hand was so much warmer than mine; | awaysfelt too cold
these days.

"And you don't carewhat he thinks." Jacob jerked his thumb toward the bathroom.
"l guessnot.”

"So what's the problem?”

"The problem,” | sad, "is, that it means something different to me than it doesto you."
"Well." Hetightened his hand around mine " That's my problem, isn't it?"

"Fine" | grumbled. "Don't forget it, though."

"l won't. The pin's out of the grenade for me, now, eh?' He poked mein theribs.

| rolled my eyes. | guessif hefelt like making ajoke out of it, he was entitled.

He chuckled quietly for aminute while his pinky finger absently traced designs againgt the Sde of my
hand.

"That'safunny scar you've got there," he suddenly said, twisting my hand to examineit. "How did that



heppen?"

Theindex finger of hisfree hand followed theline of the long silvery crescent that was barely visble
agang my paeskin.

| scowled. "Do you honestly expect me to remember where dl my scars come from?"

| waited for the memory to hit—to open the gaping hole. But, asit so often did, Jacob's presence kept
mewhole.

"It'scold,” he murmured, pressing lightly against the place where James had cut me with histeeth.

And then Mike stumbled out of the bathroom, his face ashen and covered in swest. He looked horrible.
"Oh, Mike," | gasped.

"Do you mind leaving early?' he whispered.

"No, of coursenot.” | pulled my hand free and went to help Mike walk. He looked unsteady.

"Movie too much for you?" Jacob asked heartlesdly.

Mike's glare was maevolent. "I didn't actudly seeany of it," he mumbled. "1 was nausested before the
lightswent down."

"Why didn't you say something?' | scolded as we staggered toward the exit.
"l was hoping it would pass" he said.
"Just asec," Jacob said as we reached the door. He walked quickly back to the concession stand.

"Could | have an empty popcorn bucket?' he asked the salesgirl. Shelooked at Mike once, and then
thrust a bucket at Jacob.

"Get him outside, please," she begged. She was obvioudy the one who would have to clean thefloor.

| towed Mike out into the cool, wet air. He inhaled deeply. Jacob was right behind us. He helped me get
Mike into the back of the car, and handed him the bucket with a serious gaze.

"Please," was dll Jacob said.

Werolled down the windows, letting theicy night air blow through the car, hoping it would help Mike. |
curled my arms around my legsto keep warm.

"Cold, again?' Jacob asked, putting hisarm around me before | could answer.
"You'renot?'
He shook his head.

"Y ou must have afever or something,” | grumbled. It wasfreezing. | touched my fingersto hisforehead,
and hishead was hot.

"Whoa, Jake—you're burning up!"
"| fed fine" He shrugged. "Fit asafiddle”



| frowned and touched his head again. His skin blazed under my fingers.
"Your handsarelikeice" he complained.
"Maybeit'sme" | dlowed.

Mike groaned in the backseat, and threw up in the bucket. | grimaced, hoping my own stomach could
stand the sound and smell. Jacob checked anxioudy over his shoulder to make sure his car wasn't
defiled.

The road felt longer on the way back.
Jacob was quiet, thoughtful. He left hisarm around me, and it was so warm that the cold wind felt good.
| stared out the windshield, consumed with guilt.

It was SO wrong to encourage Jacob. Pure selfishness. It didn't matter that 1'd tried to make my position
clear. If hefdt any hopeat al that this could turn into something other than friendship, then | hadn't been
clear enough.

How could I explain so that he would understand? | was an empty shell. Like avacant
house—condemned—for months I'd been utterly uninhabitable. Now | was alittle improved. Thefront
roomwas in better repair. But that was al—just the one smdll piece. He deserved better than
that—better than a one-room, faling-down fixer-upper. No amount of investment on his part could put
me back in working order.

Yet | knew that | wouldn't send him away, regardless. | needed him too much, and | was sdlfish. Maybe
| could make my side more clear, so that he would know to leave me. The thought made me shudder,
and Jacob tightened hisarm around me.

| drove Mike home in his Suburban, while Jacob followed behind usto take me home. Jacob was quiet
all theway back to my house, and | wondered if he were thinking the same thingsthat | was. Maybe he

was changing hismind.

"I would invite myself in, sincewere early,” he said aswe pulled up next to my truck. "But | think you
might be right about the fever. I'm garting to fed alittle... strange.”

"Oh no, not you, too! Do you want meto drive you home?"

"No." He shook his head, his eyebrows pulling together. "1 don't fed sick yet. Just... wrong. If | haveto,
I'll pull over."

"Will you cal meassoon asyou get in?' | asked anxioudy.
"Sure, sure." Hefrowned, staring ahead into the darkness and biting hislip.

| opened my door to get out, but he grabbed my wrist lightly and held me there. | noticed again how hot
hisskinfelt on mine.

"What isit, Jake?" | asked.
"Therés something | want to tell you, Bella.... but | think it's going to sound kind of corny."

| sighed. Thiswould be more of the same from the theeter. "Go ahead.”



"It'sjust that, | know how you're unhappy alot. And, maybe it doesn't help anything, but | wanted you to
know that I'm aways here. | won't ever let you down—I promise that you can aways count on me.
Wow, that does sound corny. But you know thet, right? That | would never, ever hurt you?'

"Y eah, Jake. | know that. And | aready do count on you, probably more than you know."

The smile broke across his face the way the sunrise set the clouds on fire, and | wanted to cut my tongue
out. | hadn't said one word that was alie, but | should have lied. The truth was wrong, it would hurt him.
| would et him down.

A strange look crossed hisface. "I redly think 1'd better go home now," he said.
| got out quickly.
"Cdl me" | yelled as he pulled away.

| watched him go, and he seemed to be in control of the car, at least. | Stared at the empty street when he
was gone, feding alittle sck mysdf, but not for any physical reason.

How much | wished that Jacob Black had been born my brother, my flesh-and -blood brother, so that |
would have some legitimate claim on him that till Ieft me free of any blame now. Heaven knows| had
never wanted to use Jacob, but | couldn't help but interpret the guilt | felt now to mean that | had.

Even more, | had never meant to love him. Onething | truly knew—xknew it in the pit of my stomach, in
the center of my bones, knew it from the crown of my head to the soles of my feet, knew it degp in my
empty chest—was how love gave someone the power to break you.

I'd been broken beyond repair.

But | needed Jacob now, needed him like adrug. I'd used him as a crutch for too long, and | wasin
deeper than I'd planned to go with anyone again. Now | couldn't bear for him to be hurt, and I couldn't
keep from hurting him, either. He thought time and patience would change me, and, though | knew he
was dead wrong, | aso knew that | would et him try.

Hewas my best friend. | would always|ove him, and it would never, ever be enough.
| went insgdeto st by the phone and bite my nalils.

"Movie over dready?' Charlie asked in surprise when | came in. He was on thefloor, just afoot from the
TV. Must be an exciting game.

"Mikegot sick," | explained. "Some kind of ssomach flu."
"Y ou okay?"
"| fed fine now," | said doubtfully. Clearly, I'd been exposed.

| leaned against the kitchen counter, my hand inches from the phone, and tried to wait patiently. | thought
of the strange look on Jacob's face before he drove away, and my fingers started drumming against the
counter. | should haveingsted on driving him home,

| watched the clock asthe minutesticked by Ten. Fifteen. Even when | was driving, it took only fifteen
minutes, and Jacob drove faster than | did. Eighteen minutes. | picked up the phone and diaed.

It rang and rang. Maybe Billy was adeep. Maybe I'd dided wrong. | tried again.



Ontheeighthring, just as| was about to hang up, Billy answered.

"Hello?" he asked. Hisvoice waswary, like he was expecting bad news.

"Billy, it'sme, Bela—did Jake make it home yet? He | eft here about twenty minutes ago.”
"He'shere," Billy sad tondedy.

"Hewas supposed to cal me" | wasalittleirritated. "He was getting sick when he left, and | was
worried."

"Hewas... too sck to cal. He's not feding well right now.” Billy sounded distant. | redlized he must want
to be with Jacob.

"Let me know if you need any help,” | offered. "I could come down.” | thought of Billy, stuck in hischair,
and Jake fending for himsdif...

"No, no," Billy said quickly. "Werefine. Stay at your place.”
Theway he said it was amost rude.

"Okay," | agreed.

"Bye, Bdla"

Theline disconnected.

"Bye" | muttered.

Well, at least hed madeit home. Oddly, | didn't fed lessworried. | trudged up the stairs, fretting. Maybe
| would go down before work tomorrow to check on him. | could take soup—we had to have a can of
Campbdl's around here somewhere.

| redized dl such planswere canceled when | woke up early—my clock said four thirty—and sprinted to
the bathroom. Charlie found me there ahaf hour later, lying on the floor, my cheek pressed againgt the
cold edge of the bathtub.

Helooked a mefor along moment.
"Somach flu," hefindly said.

"Yes" | moaned.

"Y ou need something?" he asked.

"Call the Newtonsfor me, please,” | ingtructed hoarsely. "Tell them | have what Mike has, and that |
cant makeit intoday. Tdl them I'm sorry."

"Sure, no problem," Charlie assured me.

| spent the rest of the day on the bathroom floor, deeping for afew hourswith my head on acrumpled
up towel. Charlie claimed that he had to work, but | suspected that he just wanted access to a bathroom.
He left aglass of water on the floor beside me to keep me hydrated.

It woke me up when he came back home. | could seethat it was dark in my room—after nightfall. He
clumped up the stairsto check on me.



"Sill dive?"

"Sort of," | said.

"Do you want anything?"
"No, thanks."

He hestated, clearly out of hiseement. "Okay, then," he said, and then he went back down to the
kitchen.

| heard the phone ring afew minutes later. Charlie spoke to someonein alow voice for amoment, and
then hung up.

"Mike fedls better," he caled up to me.

Wéll, that was encouraging. He'd only gotten sick eight hours or so before me. Eight more hours. The
thought made my stomach turn, and | pulled myself up to lean over thetoilet.

| fell adeep on thetowel again, but when | woke up | wasin my bed and it was light outside my window.
| didn't remember moving; Charlie must have carried me to my room—hed aso put the glass of water on
my bedsdetable. | felt parched. | chugged it down, though it tasted funny from Stting stagnant al night.

| got up dowly, trying not to trigger the nausea again. | wasweek, and my mouth tasted horrible, but my
stomach felt fine. | looked at my clock.

My twenty-four hours were up.

| didn't push it, eating nothing but saltine crackers for breskfast. Charlie looked relieved to see me
recovered.

Assoon as| was surethat | wasn't going to have to spend the day on the bathroom floor again, | caled
Jacob.

Jacob was the one who answered, but when | heard his greeting | knew he wasn't over it.
"Hello?" Hisvoice was broken, cracking.

"Oh, Jake," | groaned sympatheticdly. "Y ou sound horrible.”

"| fed horrible," he whispered.

"I'm s0 sorry | made you go out with me. Thissucks.”

"I'mglad | went." Hisvoice was till awhisper. "Don't blame yoursdf. Thisisn't your fault.”
"Youl'l get better soon," | promised. "I woke up thismorning, and | wasfine."
"Youweresck?' heasked dully.

"Yes, | got it, too. But I'm fine now."

"That's good." His voice was dead.

"So you'l probably be better in afew hours," | encouraged.



| could barely hear hisanswer. "I don't think | have the same thing you did.”

"Don't you have the ssomach flu?' | asked, confused.

"No. Thisissomething dse."

"What's wrong with you?"

"Everything," hewhispered. "Every part of me hurts.”

The painin hisvoice was nearly tangible.

"What can | do, Jake? What can | bring you?"

"Nothing. Y ou can't come here." Hewas abrupt. It reminded me of Billy the other night.
"I've dready been exposed to whatever you have," | pointed out.

Heignored me. "I'll cal youwhen | can. I'll let you know when you can come down again.”
"I'vegot to go," he said with sudden urgency.

"Cdl mewhen you fed better."

"Right," he agreed, and his voice had astrange, bitter edge.

Hewas sllent for amoment. | waswaiting for him to say goodbye, but he waited too.

"I'll seeyou soon,” | findly said. "Wait for meto call,” he said again. "Okay. .. Bye, Jacob."
"Bella," hewhispered my name, and then hung up the phone.

10. THE MEADOW

JACOB DIDN'T CALL.

Thefirst timel called, Billy answered and told me that Jacob was till in bed. | got nosy, checking to
make surethat Billy had taken him to adoctor. Billy said he had, but, for some reason | couldn't nall
down, | didn't redly believe him. | cdled again, severd timesaday, for the next two days, but no one
was ever there,

Saturday, | decided to go see him, invitation be damned. But the little red house was empty. This
frightened me—was Jacob so sick that he'd needed to go to the hospital ? | stopped by the hospital on
the way back home, but the nurse at the front desk told me neither Jacob or Billy had beenin.

| made Charlie call Harry Clearwater as soon as he got home from work. | waited, anxious, while
Charlie chatted with his old friend; the conversation seemed to go on forever without Jacob even being
mentioned. It seemed that Harry had been in the hospitd . . some kind of testsfor his heart. Charli€'s
forehead got al pinched together, but Harry joked with him, blowing it off, until Charlie waslaughing
again. Only then did Charlie ask about Jacob, and now his side of the conversation didn't give me much



to work with, just alot of hmms and yeahs. | drummed my fingers againgt the counter beside him until he
put ahand over mineto stop me.

Findly, Charlie hung up the phone and turned to me.

"Harry saysthere's been some trouble with the phone lines, and that's why you haven't been able to get
through. Billy took Jake to the doc down there, and it looks like he has mono. He'sredl tired, and Billy
said no visitors," he reported.

"No vigtors?' | demanded in dishdi€f.

Charlie raised one eyebrow. "Now don't you go making apest of yoursdlf, Bdlls. Billy knowswhat's best
for Jake. Hell be up and around soon enough. Be patient.”

| didn't pushit. Charlie was too worried about Harry. That was clearly the more important issue—it
wouldn't be right to bug him with my lesser concerns. Instead, | went straight upstairs and turned on my
compuiter. | found amedical Site online and typed "mononuclecss’ into the search box.

All I knew about mono was that you were supposed to get it from kissing, which was clearly not the case
with Jake. | read through the symptoms quickly—the fever he definitely had, but what about the rest of
it? No horrible sore throat, no exhaustion, no headaches, at least not before he'd gone home from the
movie; hed said hefelt "fit asafiddle"” Did it redly come on so fast? The article made it sound like the
sore stuff showed up firgt.

| glared at the computer screen and wondered why, exactly, | was doing this. Why did | fed so... so
suspicious, likel didn't believe Billy's story? Why would Billy lieto Harry?

| was being silly, probably. | was just worried, and, to be honest, | was afraid of not being allowed to see
Jacob—that made me nervous.

| skimmed through the rest of the article, looking for moreinformation. | stopped when | got to the part
about how mono could last more than amonth.

A month? My mouth fell open.

But Billy couldn't enforce the no-visitors thing that long. Of course not. Jake would go crazy stuck in bed
that long without anyoneto talk to.

What was Billy afraid of, anyway? The article said that a person with mono needed to avoid physical
activity, but there was nothing about visitors. The disease wasn't very infectious.

I'd give Billy aweek, | decided, before | got pushy. A week was generous.
A week was long. By Wednesday, | was sure | wasn't going to livetill Saturday.

When I'd decided to leave Billy and Jacob adone for aweek, | hadn't really believed that Jacob would go
aong with Billy'srule. Every day when | got home from school, | ran to the phone to check for
messages. There never were any.

| cheated threetimes by trying to call him, but the phone lines il weren't working.

| wasin the house much too much, and much too done. Without Jacob, and my adrendine and my
digtractions, everything I'd been repressing started creeping up on me. The dreams got hard again. |
could no longer see the end coming. Just the horrible nothingness—hdf thetimein the forest, hdf thetime



in the empty fern seawhere the white house no longer existed. Sometimes Sam Uley wastherein the
forest, watching me again. | paid him no atention—there was no comfort in his presence; it made mefed
no lessaone. It didn't Stop me from screaming myself awake, night after night.

The holein my chest was worse than ever. I'd thought that 1'd been getting it under control, but | found
myself hunched over, day after day, clutching my sidestogether and gasping for air.

| wasn't handling donewell.

| was relieved beyond measure the morning | woke up—screaming, of course—and remembered that it
was Saturday. Today | could call Jacob. And if the phone lines still weren't working, then | was going to
LaPush. Oneway or another, today would be better than the last lonely week.

| dided, and then waited without high expectations.
It caught me off guard when Billy answered on the second ring.
"Hdlo?'

"Oh, hey, the phoneisworking again! Hi, Billy. It'sBdla | wasjust caling to see how Jacobisdoing. Is
he up for visitors yet? | was thinking about dropping by—"

"I'm sorry, Bellg," Billy interrupted, and | wondered if he were watching TV ; he sounded distracted.
"Hésnotin."

"Oh." It took me asecond. "So he's fedling better then?”
"Yeah," Billy hestated for an ingtant too long. "Turns out it wasn't mono &fter dl. Just some other virus"
"Oh. So... whereishe?’

"He's giving some friends aride up to Port Angeles—I think they were going to catch a double feature or
something. He's gone for the whole day."

"Wadll, that'sarelief. I've been so worried. I'm glad he felt good enough to get out.” My voice sounded
horribly phony as | babbled on.

Jacob was better, but not well enough to cal me. He was out with friends. | was sitting home, missing
him more every hour. | waslonely, worried, bored... perforated—and now aso desolate as| redlized
that the week apart had not had the same effect on him.

"Isthere anything in particular you wanted?' Billy asked politely.
"No, not redlly.”

"Well, I'll tell himthat you cdled,” Billy promised. "Bye, Bdla"
"Bye," | replied, but hed dready hung up.

| stood for amoment with the phone still in my hand.

Jacob must have changed hismind, just like I'd feared. He was going to take my advice and not waste
any more time on someone who couldn't return hisfedings. | felt the blood run out of my face.

"Something wrong?' Charlie asked as he came down the stairs.



"No," | lied, hanging up the phone. "Billy says Jacob isfedling better. It wasn't mono. So that's good.”

"Is he coming here, or are you going there?' Charlie asked absentmindedly as he started poking through
thefridge.

"Neither," | admitted. "He's going out with some other friends.”

Thetone of my voicefindly caught Charlie's attention. He looked up at me with sudden darm, hishands
frozen around a package of cheese dices.

"lantit alittle early for lunch?' | asked aslightly as| could manage, trying to distract him.
"No, I'mjust packing something to teke out to theriver..."
"Oh, fishing today?"

"Wdll, Harry cdled... andit'snot raining." He was creating a stack of food on the counter as he spoke.
Suddenly helooked up again asif he'd just redized something. " Say, did you want me to stay with you,
since Jakesout?'

"That's okay, Dad," | said, working to sound indifferent. "The fish bite better when the weather's nice."

He stared at me, indecision clear on hisface. | knew that he was worrying, afraid to leave medone, in
case| got "mopey” again.

"Serioudy, Dad. | think I'll call Jessica,” | fibbed quickly. I'd rather be aone than have him watching me
al day. "We have a Cdculustest to study for. | could use her help.” That part wastrue. But I'd have to
make do without it.

"That'sagood idea. Y ou've been spending so much time with Jacob, your other friends are going to think
you've forgotten them.”

| smiled and nodded asif | cared what my other friends thought.

Charlie started to turn, but then spun back with aworried expression. "Hey, you'll study here or a Jess’s,
right?’

"Sure, whered 7'
"Wdll, it'sjust that | want you to be careful to stay out of the woods, like told you before.”
It took me aminute to understand, distracted as | was. "More bear trouble?"

Charlie nodded, frowning. "We've got amissing hiker—the rangers found his camp early this morning,
but no sign of him. Therewere someredlly big animal prints... of course those could have come later,
ameling thefood... Anyway, they're setting trgps for it now."

"Oh," | said vagudy. | wasn't redly listening to hiswarnings, | was much more upset by the situation with
Jacob than by the possibility of being eaten by abear.

| was glad that Charliewasin ahurry. Hedidn't wait for meto cal Jessica, so | didn't have to put on that
charade. | went through the motions of gathering my school-books on the kitchen table to pack them in
my bag; that was probably too much, and if he hadn't been eager to hit the holes, it might have made him

SUspicious.



| was S0 busy looking busy that the ferocioudy empty day ahead didn't redly crash down on me until
after I'd watched him drive away. It only took about two minutes of staring at the silent kitchen phoneto
decidethat | wasn't staying hometoday. | considered my options.

| wasn't going to call Jessica. Asfar as| could tell, Jessica had crossed over to the dark side.

| could driveto La Push and get my motorcycle—an appealing thought but for one minor problem: who
was going to drive me to the emergency room if | needed it afterward?

Or... | dready had our map and compass in the truck. | was pretty sure | understood the process well
enough by now that | wouldn't get lost. Maybe | could diminate two linestoday, putting us ahead of
schedule for whenever Jacob decided to honor me with his presence again. | refused to think about how
long that might be. Or if it was going to be never.

| felt abrief twinge of guilt as| redlized how Charlie would fed about this, but | ignoredit. | just couldn't
gtay in the house again today.

A few minutes later | was on the familiar dirt road that led to nowherein particular. | had the windows
rolled down and | drove asfast as was hedthy for my truck, trying to enjoy the wind against my face. It
was cloudy, but dmost dry—avery nice day, for Forks.

Getting started took me longer than it would have taken Jacob. After | parked in the usua spot, | had to
spend agood fifteen minutes studying the little needle on the compass face and the markings on the now
worn map. When | was reasonably certain that | was following theright line of the web, | set off into the
woods.

Theforest wasfull of lifetoday, dl the little crestures enjoying the momentary dryness. Somehow,
though, even with the birds chirping and cawing, the insects buzzing noisly around my heed, and the
occasiona scurry of the field mice through the shrubs, the forest seemed creepier today; it reminded me
of my most recent nightmare. | knew it wasjust because | was done, missing Jacob's carefree whistle
and the sound of another pair of feet squishing across the damp ground.

The sense of unease grew stronger the deeper | got into the trees. Breathing started to get more
difficult—not because of exertion, but because | was having trouble with the stupid holein my chest
again. | kept my armstight around my torso and tried to banish the ache from my thoughts. | dmost
turned around, but | hated to waste the effort 1'd already expended.

The rhythm of my footsteps started to numb my mind and my pain as| trudged on. My breathing evened
out eventudly, and | wasglad | hadn't quit. | was getting better at this bushwhacking thing; | could tell |
wasfagter.

| didn't redlize quite how much more efficiently | was moving. | thought 1'd covered maybe four miles,
and | wasn't even starting to look around for it yet. And then, with an abruptness that disoriented me, |
stepped through alow arch made by two vine maples—pushing past the chest-high ferns—into the
meadow.

It was the same place, of that | wasingtantly sure. I'd never seen another clearing so symmetrical. It was
as perfectly round asif someone had intentionally created the flawless circle, tearing out the trees but
leaving no evidence of that violence in thewaving grass. To the east, | could hear the stream bubbling
quietly.

The place wasn't nearly so stunning without the sunlight, but it was till very beautiful and serene. It was
the wrong season for wildflowers; the ground was thick with tall grassthat swayed in the light breeze like



ripplesacross alake.
It wasthe same place... but it didn't hold what | had been searching for.

The disappointment was nearly asingtantaneous as the recognition. | sank down right where| was,
knedling there at the edge of the clearing, beginning to gasp.

What was the point of going any farther? Nothing lingered here. Nothing more than the memoriesthat |
could have caled back whenever | wanted to, if | was ever willing to endure the corresponding
pain—the pain that had me now, had me cold. There was nothing specid about this place without him. |
wasn't exactly sure what I'd hoped to fedl here, but the meadow was empty of atmosphere, empty of
everything, just like everywhere ese. Just like my nightmares. My head swirled dizzily.

Atleast I'd come done. | felt arush of thankfulnessas| redlized that. If 1'd discovered the meadow with
Jacob... well, therewas no way | could have disguised the abyss| was plunging into now. How could |
have explained the way | was fracturing into pieces, the way | had to curl into abal to keep the empty
hole from tearing me gpart? It was so much better that | didn't have an audience.

And | wouldn't have to explain to anyone why | wasin such ahurry to leave, either. Jacob would have
assumed, after going to so much trouble to locate the stupid place, | would want to spend more than a
few seconds here. But | was dready trying to find the strength to get to my feet again, forcing myself out
of the bal so that | could escape. There was too much pain in thisempty place to bear—I would crawl
away if | had to.

How lucky that | was done!

Alone. | repeated the word with grim satisfaction as | wrenched mysdlf to my feet despite the pain. At
precisaly that moment, afigure stepped out from the trees to the north, some thirty paces away.

A dizzying array of emotions shot through mein asecond. Thefirst was surprise; | wasfar from any trail
here, and | didn't expect company. Then, as my eyes focused on the motionlessfigure, seeing the utter
dtillness, the palid skin, arush of piercing hope rocked through me. | suppressed it vicioudly, fighting
againg the equally sharp lash of agony as my eyes continued to the face benegth the black hair, the face
that wasn't the one | wanted to see. Next was fear; thiswas not the face | grieved for, but it was close
enough for meto know that the man facing me was no stray hiker.

Andfindly, in the end, recognition.
"Laurent!" | cried in surprised plessure.
It was anirrationd response. | probably should have stopped at fear.

Laurent had been one of James's coven when wed first met. He hadn't been involved with the hunt that
followed—the hunt where | was the quarry—but that was only because he was afraid; | was protected
by abigger coven than his own. It would have been different if that wasn't the case—he'd had no
compunctions, at thetime, againgt making amea of me. Of course, he must have changed, because hed
goneto Alaskato live with the other civilized coven there, the other family that refused to drink human
blood for ethica reasons. The other family like... but | couldn't let mysdf think the name.

Y es, fear would have made more sense, but al | felt was an overwhelming satisfaction. The meadow was
amagic place again. A darker magic than I'd expected, to be sure, but magic dl the same. Here wasthe
connection I'd sought. The proof, however remote, that—somewhere in the same world where | lived—
he did exigt.



It wasimpossible how exactly the same Laurent looked. | suppose it was very silly and human to expect
somekind of changein the last year. But there was something.... | couldn't quite put my finger onit.

"Bdla?' he asked, looking more astonished than | felt.

"Y ou remember.” | smiled. It wasridiculousthat | should be so eated because avampire knew my
name.

Hegrinned. "1 didn't expect to see you here." He strolled toward me, his expression bemused.
"lan't it the other way around? | do live here. | thought you'd goneto Alaska."”

He stopped about ten paces away, cocking his head to the side. His face was the most beautiful face I'd
seeninwhat felt like an eternity. | studied hisfeatures with astrangdly greedy sense of release. Herewas
someone | didn't have to pretend for—someone who aready knew everything | could never say.

"Youreright," heagreed. "I did goto Alaska. Still, | didn't expect... When | found the Cullen place
empty, | thought they'd moved on.”

"Oh." | bit my lip as the name set the raw edges of my wound throbbing. It took me asecond to
compose mysdlf. Laurent waited with curious eyes.

"They didmoveon,” | findly managed to tell him.

"Hmm," he murmured. "I'm surprised they left you behind. Weren't you sort of apet of theirs?' Hiseyes
were innocent of any intended offense.

| smiled wryly. "Something like that.”
"Hmm," he sad, thoughtful again.

At that precise moment, | realized why he looked the same—too much the same. After Carlidetold us
that Laurent had stayed with Tanyas family, I'd begun to picture him, on the rare occasonsthat | thought
of him at al, with the same golden eyesthat the... Cullens—I forced the name out, wincing—had. That
dl good vampires had.

| took an involuntary step back, and his curious, dark red eyes followed the movement.
"Dothey vigt often?' he asked, dill casud, but hisweight shifted toward me.
"Lig" the beautiful velvet voice whispered anxioudy from my memory.

| started at the sound of his voice, but it should not have surprised me. Was| nor in the worst danger
imaginable? The motorcycle was safe as kittens next to this.

| did what the voice said to do.

"Now and again." | tried to make my voicelight, rdlaxed. "Thetime seemslonger to me, | imagine. You
know how they get distracted..." | was beginning to babble. | had to work to shut mysalf up.

"Hmm," he said again. "The house smelled like it had been vacant for awhile..."”
"Y ou mugt lie better than that, Bella," the voice urged.

| tried. "I'll have to mention to Carlide that you stopped by. HEll be sorry they missed your vigt.” |



pretended to deliberate for a second. "But | probably shouldn't mention it to... Edward, | suppose—" |
barely managed to say his name, and it twisted my expression on theway out, ruining my bluff "—he has
such atemper... wel, I'm sure you remember. He's still touchy about the whole Jamesthing.” | rolled my
eyes and waved one hand dismissively, like it was al ancient history, but there was an edge of hysteriato
my voice. | wondered if he would recognize what it was.

"Isheredly?' Laurent asked pleasantly... skepticaly.
| kept my reply short, so that my voice wouldn't betray my panic. "Mm-hmm."

Laurent took a casual step to the Side, gazing around at the little meadow. | didn't missthat the step
brought him closer to me. In my head, the voi ce responded with alow snarl.

"So how are thingsworking out in Dendi? Carlide said you were staying with Tanya?' My voice wastoo
high.

The question made him pause. "l like Tanyavery much,” he mused. "And her Sster Irinaeven more...
I've never stayed in one place for so long before, and | enjoy the advantages, the novelty of it. But, the

resrictionsare difficult... I'm surprised that any of them can keep it up for long." He smiled a me
conspiratoridly. "Sometimes| cheet.”

| couldn't swallow. My foot started to ease back, but | froze when his red eyesflickered down to catch
the movement.

"Oh," | saidin afaint voice. "Jasper has problems with theat, too."

"Don't move," the voice whispered. | tried to do what he instructed. It was hard; the ingtinct to take flight
was hearly uncontrollable,

"Redly?" Laurent seemed interested. "Isthat why they |eft?"
"No," | answered honedtly. " Jasper is more careful a home."
"Yes" Laurent agreed. "l am, too."

The step forward he took now was quite deliberate.

"Did Victoriaever find you?' | asked, breathless, desperate to distract him. It wasthefirst question that
popped into my head, and | regretted it as soon as the words were spoken. Victoria—who had hunted
me with James, and then disappeared—was not someone | wanted to think of at this particular moment.

But the question did stop him.

"Yes" hesaid, hestating on that step. "1 actually came here asafavor to her." He made aface. "She
won't be happy about this."

"About what?' | said eagerly, inviting him to continue. He was glaring into the trees, away fromme. |
took advantage of hisdiversion, taking afurtive step back.

He looked back at me and smiled—the expression made him look like a black-haired angdl.
"About mekilling you," he answered in a seductive purr.

| staggered back another step. The frantic growling in my head made it hard to hear.



" She wanted to save that part for herself,” he went on blithely. "She'ssort of ... put out with you, Bella.™"
"Me?" | squeaked.

He shook his head and chuckled. "I know, it seems alittle backward to me, too. But James was her
meate, and your Edward killed him."

Even here, on the point of degth, his name tore against my unhealed wounds like a serrated edge.

Laurent was obliviousto my reaction. " She thought it more gppropriate to kill you than Edward—fair
turnabout, mate for mate. She asked meto get the lay of the land for her, so to speak. | didn't imagine
you would be so easy to get to. So maybe her plan was flawed—apparently it wouldn't be the revenge
sheimagined, since you must not mean very much to him if he left you here unprotected.”

Another blow, another tear through my chest.

Laurent'sweight shifted dightly, and | stumbled another step back.
Hefrowned. "I suppose shell be angry, al the same.”

"Then why not wait for her?' | choked out.

A mischievous grin rearranged hisfeatures. "Wdll, you've caught me at abad time, Bella. | didn't come
to this place on Victoria's misson—I was hunting. I'm quite thirsty, and you do smell... smply
mouthwetering.”

Laurent looked a me with approva, asif he meant it asacompliment.
"Threaten him," the beautiful delusion ordered, his voice distorted with dread.
"Hell know it wasyou," | whigpered obediently. Y ou won't get away with this."

"And why not?" Laurent's smile widened. He gazed around the small opening in the trees. " The scent will
wash away with the next rain. No onewill find your body—you'll smply go missing, like so many, many
other humans. There's no reason for Edward to think of me, if he caresenough to investigate. Thisis
nothing persond, let me assure you, Bella. Just thirgt.”

"Beg," my halucination begged.
"Please" | gasped.

Laurent shook hishead, hisfacekind. "Look at it thisway, Bella. Y ou're very lucky | wasthe oneto find
you."

"Am|?' | mouthed, fatering another step back.
Laurent followed, lithe and graceful.

"Yes," heassured me. "I'll bevery quick. You won't fed athing, | promise. Oh, I'll lieto Victoria about
that later, naturally, just to placate her. But if you knew what she had planned for you, Bella..." He shook
his head with adow movement, amost asif in disgust. "l swear you'd be thanking mefor this."

| stared at him in horror.

He sniffed at the breeze that blew threads of my hair in hisdirection. "Mouthwatering,” he repested,



inhaling deeply.

| tensed for the spring, my eyes squinting as| cringed away, and the sound of Edward's furious roar
echoed digtantly in the back of my head. His name burst through al thewals 1'd built to containiit.
Edward, Edward, Edward. | wasgoing to die. It shouldn't matter if | thought of him now. Edward, |
love you.

Through my narrowed eyes, | watched as Laurent paused in the act of inhaling and whipped his head
abruptly to theleft. | wasafraid to look away from him, to follow his glance, though he hardly needed a
distraction or any other trick to overpower me. | wastoo amazed to fed relief when he started dowly
backing away from me.

"I don't believeit," he said, hisvoice so low that | barely heard it.

| had to look then. My eyes scanned the meadow, searching for the interruption that had extended my life
by afew seconds. At first | saw nothing, and my gaze flickered back to Laurent. He was retreating more
quickly now, hiseyes boring into the forest.

Then | saw it; ahuge black shape eased out of the trees, quiet as a shadow, and stalked ddliberately
toward the vampire. It was enormous—astall asahorse, but thicker, much more muscular. Thelong
muzzle grimaced, reveding aline of dagger-likeincisors. A gridy snarl rolled out from between the teeth,
rumbling across the clearing like a prolonged crack of thunder.

The bear. Only, it wasn't abear at dl. Still, this gigantic black monster had to be the creature causing al
the darm. From a distance, anyone would assumeit was abear. What else could be so vast, so
powerfully built?

| wished | were lucky enough to seeit from adistance. Instead, it padded silently through the grassa
mere ten feet from where | stood.

"Don't move an inch," Edward's voice whispered.

| stared at the monstrous cresture, my mind boggling as| tried to put anameto it. Therewas adigtinctly
canine cast to the shape of it, theway it moved. | could only think of one possibility, locked in horror as|
was. Y et I'd never imagined that awolf could get so big.

Another growl rumbled initsthroat, and | shuddered away from the sound.

Laurent was backing toward the edge of the trees, and, under the freezing terror, confusion swept
through me. Why was Laurent retreating? Granted, the wolf was monstrousin size, but it wasjust an
anima. What reason would avampire have for fearing an anima? And Laurent was afraid. His eyeswere
widewith horror, just like mine.

Asif in answer to my question, suddenly the mammoth wolf was not lone. Hanking it on either Sde,
another two gigantic beasts prowled silently into the meadow. One was a deep gray, the other brown,
neither one quite astadl asthefirst. The gray wolf came through the trees only afew feet from me, its
eyeslocked on Laurent.

Before| could even react, two more wolvesfollowed, lined upinaV, like geese flying south. Which
meant that the rusty brown monster that shrugged through the brush last was close enough for meto
touch.

| gave an involuntary gasp and jumped back—which was the stupidest thing | could have done. | froze
again, waiting for the wolves to turn on me, the much weaker of the available prey. | wished briefly that



Laurent would get on with it and crush the wolf pack—it should be so smplefor him. | guessed that,
between the two choices before me, being eaten by wolves was amost certainly the worse option.

Thewolf closest to me, the reddish brown one, turned its head dightly at the sound of my gasp.

The wolf's eyes were dark, nearly black. It gazed at me for afraction of a second, the deep eyes seeming
too intelligent for awild animal.

Asit stared a me, | suddenly thought of Jacob—again, with gratitude. At least I'd come here done, to
thisfairytale meadow filled with dark monsters. At least Jacob wasn't going to die, too. At least |
wouldn't have his desth on my hands.

Then another low growl from the leader caused the russet wolf to whip his head around, back toward
Laurent.

Laurent was aring at the pack of monster wolves with unconceded shock and fear. Thefirst | could
understand. But | was stunned when, without warning, he spun and disappeared into the trees.

Heran away.

The wolveswere after him in asecond, sprinting across the open grass with afew powerful bounds,
snarling and snapping so loudly that my hands flew up ingtinctively to cover my ears. The sound faded
with surprising swiftness once they disappeared into the woods.

And then | wasdone again.
My knees buckled under me, and | fell onto my hands, sobs building in my throat.

| knew | needed to leave, and leave now. How long would the wolves chase Laurent before they
doubled back for me? Or would Laurent turn on them? Would he be the one that came looking?

| couldn't move at firgt, though; my arms and legs were shaking, and | didn't know how to get back to
my fedt.

My mind couldn't move past the fear, the horror or the confusion. | didn't understand what 1'd just
witnessed.

A vampire should not have run from overgrown dogs like that. What good would their teeth be against
hisgranite kin?

And the wolves should have given Laurent awide berth. Even if their extraordinary size had taught them
to fear nothing, it still made no sense that they would pursue him. | doubted hisicy marble skin would
smell anything like food. Why would they pass up something warmblooded and week like me to chase
after Laurent?

| couldn't makeit add up.
A cold breeze whipped through the meadow, swaying the grass like something was moving through it.

| scrambled to my feet, backing away even though the wind brushed harmlessly past me. Stumbling in
panic, | turned and ran headlong into the trees.

The next few hours were agony. It took me three times aslong to escape the trees asit had to get to the
mesdow.



At firgt | paid no attention to where | was headed, focused only on what | was running from By thetime |
collected myself enough to remember the compass, | was deep in the unfamiliar and menacing forest. My
hands were shaking so violently that | had to set the compass on the muddy ground to be ableto read it.
Every few minutes | would stop to put the compass dowr and check that | was gill heading northwes,
hearing—when the sounds weren't hidden behind the frantic squelching of my footsteps—the quiet
whisper of unseen things moving in the leaves.

The cdll of ajaybird made melegp back and fal into athick stand of young spruce, scraping up my arms
and tangling my hair with sap. The sudden rush of asquirrd up ahemlock made me scream so loud it
hurt my own ears.

At last there was a break in the trees ahead. | came out onto the empty road amile or so south of where
I'd left the truck. Exhausted as | was, | jogged up the lane until | found it. By thetime | pulled mysdlf into
the cab, | was sobbing again. | fiercely shoved down both stiff locks before | dug my keys out of my
pocket. The roar of the engine was comforting and sane. It helped me control thetears as| sped asfast
asmy truck would alow toward the main highway.

| was camer, but still amesswhen | got home. Charlie's cruiser wasin the driveway—I hadn't redlized
how late it was. The sky was dready dusky.

"Bella?' Charlie asked when | dammed the front door behind me and hastily turned the locks.
"Yeah, itsme." My voice was unsteady.

"Where have you been?" he thundered, appearing through the kitchen doorway with an ominous
expression.

| hesitated. He'd probably called the Stanleys. I'd better stick to the truth.

"l was hiking," | admitted.

His eyesweretight. "What happened to going to Jessicas?'

"| didn't fed like Cdculustoday."

Charliefolded hisarms across his chest. "I thought | asked you to stay out of the forest.”
"Yeah, | know. Don't worry, | won't do it again." | shuddered.

Charlie seemed to redlly look at mefor thefirst time. | remembered that | had spent sometime on the
forest floor today; | must be amess.

"What happened?' Charlie demanded.

Again, | decided that the truth, or part of it anyway, was the best option. | was too shaken to pretend
that 1'd spent an uneventful day with the floraand fauna

"| saw thebear.” | tried to say it camly, but my voice was high and shaky. "It's not a bear, though—it's
some kind of wolf. And there arefive of them. A big black one, and gray, and reddish-brown...."

Charlie's eyes grew round with horror. He strode quickly to me and grabbed the tops of my arms.
"Areyou okay?"
My head bobbed in aweak nod.



"Tdl mewhat happened.”

"They didn't pay any attention to me. But aftet they were gone, | ran away and | fell down alot.”

Helet go of my shoulders and wrapped his arms around me. For along moment, he didn't say anything.
"Wolves" he murmured.

What?"

"The rangers said the tracks were wrong for a bear—but wolves just don't get that big..."

"These were huge.”

"How many did you say you saw?"

"Rve"

Charlie shook his head, frowning with anxiety, He finaly spokein atone that alowed no argument. "No
morehiking."

"No problem,” | promised fervently.

Charlie called the gtation to report what 1'd seen. | fudged alittle bit about where exactly I'd seen the
wolves—claiming I'd been on thetrail that led to the north. I didn't want my dad to know how deep I'd
goneinto the forest against hiswishes, and, moreimportantly, | didn't want anyone wandering near where
Laurent might be searching for me. The thought of it made mefed sick.

"Areyou hungry?" he asked me when he hung up the phone.

| shook my head, though | must have been starving. | hadn't esten al day.

"Just tired,” | told him. | turned for the Sairs.

"Hey," Charlie said, his voice suddenly suspicious again. "Didn't you say Jacob was gonefor the day?"
"That'swhat Billy said," | told him, confused by his question.

He studied my expression for aminute, and seemed satisfied with what he saw there.

"Huh"

"Why?" | demanded. It sounded like he wasimplying that I'd been lying to him this morning. About
something besides studying with Jessica.

"Wdll, it'sjust that when | went to pick up Harry, | saw Jacob out in front of the store down there with
some of hisfriends. | waved hi, but he... well, | guess| don't know if he saw me. | think maybe he was
arguing with hisfriends. He looked strange, like he was upset about something. And... different. It'slike
you can watch that kid growing! He gets bigger every timel seehim.”

"Billy said Jake and his friends were going up to Port Angelesto see some movies. They were probably
just waiting for someone to meset them.”

"Oh." Charlie nodded and headed for the kitchen.
| stood in the hall, thinking about Jacob arguing with hisfriends. | wondered if he had confronted Embry



about the Stuation with Sam. Maybe that was the reason he'd ditched me today—if it meant he could
sort things out with Embry, | was glad he had.

| paused to check the locks again before | went to my room. It was asilly thing to do. What difference
would alock make to any of the monsters I'd seen this afternoon? | assumed the handle alone would
stymie the wolves, not having opposable thumbs. And if Laurent came here...

Or... Victoria.

| lay down on my bed, but | was shaking too hard to hope for deep. | curled into acramped bal | under
my quilt, and faced the horrifying facts.

There was nothing | could do. There were no precautions | could take. There was no place | could hide.
There was no one who could help me.

| redized, with anauseousroll of my stomach, that the Stuation was worse than even that. Because dll
those facts gpplied to Charlie, too. My father, deeping one room away from me, was just a hairsbreadth
off the heart of the target that was centered on me. My scent would lead them here, whether | was here
or not.

The tremors rocked me until my teeth chattered.

To cam mysdf, | fantasized theimpossible: | imagined the big wolves catching up to Laurent inthe
woods and massacring the indestructible immorta the way they would any normal person. Despite the
absurdity of such avison, theideacomforted me. If the wolves got him, then he couldn't tell Victorial
was heredl aone. If hedidn't return, maybe sheld think the Cullens were il protecting me. If only the
wolves could win such afight...

My good vampires were never coming back; how soothing it was to imagine that the other kind could
also disappear.

| squeezed my eyestight together and waited for unconsciousness—almost eeger for my nightmare to
dart. Better that than the pae, beautiful face that smiled at me now from behind my lids.

In my imagination, Victorias eyes were black with thirst, bright with anticipation, and her lips curled back
from her gleaming teeth in pleasure. Her red hair was brilliant asfire; it blew chaotically around her wild
face.

Laurent's words repeated in my head. 1f you knew what she had planned for you ...

| pressed my fist againgt my mouth to keep from screaming.

11. CULT

EACH TIME THAT | OPENED MY EYESTO THE MORNING light and redlized I'd lived through
another night was asurprise to me. After the surprise wore off, my heart would start to race and my
pamswould sweet; | couldn't redly bresthe again until I'd gotten up and ascertained that Charlie had
survived aswell.

| could tell he was worried—watching me jump at any loud sound, or my face suddenly go whitefor no
reason that he could see. From the questions he asked now and then, he seemed to blame the change on



Jacob's continued absence.

Theterror that was dways foremost in my thoughts usualy distracted me from the fact that another week
had passed, and Jacob still hadn't called me. But when | was able to concentrate on my normd life—if
my lifewasredly ever norma—this upset me.

| missed him horribly.

It had been bad enough to be aone before | was scared silly. Now, more than ever, | yearned for his
carefree laugh and hisinfectious grin. | needed the safe sanity of his homemade garage and hiswarm
hand around my cold fingers.

I'd half expected him to call on Monday. If there had been some progress with Embry, wouldn't he want
to report it? | wanted to believe that it was worry for hisfriend that was occupying al histime, not that he
wasjust giving up on me.

| called him Tuesday, but no one answered. Were the phone lines still having problems? Or had Billy
invetedincdler1.D.?

OnWednesday | called every haf hour until after eleven at night, desperate to hear the warmth of
Jacob's voice.

Thursday | sat in my truck in front of my house—with the locks pushed down—keysin hand, for asolid
hour. | was arguing with mysdlf, trying to justify aquick trip to LaPush, but | couldn't do it.

| knew that Laurent had gone back to Victoriaby now. If | went to La Push, | took the chance of leading
one of them there. What if they caught up to me when Jake was nearby? As much asit hurt me, | knew it
was better for Jacob that he was avoiding me. Safer for him.

It was bad enough that | couldn't figure out away to keep Charlie safe. Nighttime wasthe most likely
time that they would come looking ior me, and what could | say to get Charlie out of the house?1f | told
him the truth, hed have melocked up in arubber room somewhere. | would have endured
that—welcomed it, even—if it could have kept him safe. But Victoriawould still cometo hishousefirgt,
looking for me. Maybe, if she found me here, that would be enough for her. Maybe she would just leave
when she was done with me.

So | couldn't run away. Evenif | could, where would | go? To Renee? | shuddered at the thought of
dragging my letha shadowsinto my mother's safe, sunny world. | would never endanger her that way.

Theworry was egting a hole in my scomach. Soon | would have matching punctures.

That night, Charlie did me another favor and called Harry again to seeiif the Blacks were out of town.
Harry reported that Billy had attended the council meeting Wednesday night, and never mentioned
anything about leaving. Charlie warned me not to make a nuisance of myself—Jacob would call when he
got around toit.

Friday afternoon, as| drove home from schooal, it hit me out of the blue.

| wasn't paying attention to the familiar road, letting the sound of the engine deaden my brain and silence
the worries, when my subconscious delivered averdict it must have been working on for sometime
without my knowledge.

Assoon as| thought of it, | felt really stupid for not seeing it sooner. Sure. I'd had alot on my
mind—revenue-obsessed vampires, giant mutant wolves, aragged holein the center of my chest—but



when | laid the evidence out, it was embarrassingly obvious.
Jacob avoiding me. Charlie saying he looked strange, upset. . . . Billy'svague, unhel pful answers.
Holy crow, | knew exactly what was going on with Jacob.

It was Sam Uley. Even my nightmares had been trying to tell me that. Sam had gotten to Jacob.
Whatever was happening to the other boys on the reservation had reached out and stolen my friend.
He'd been sucked into Sam's cullt.

Hehadn't givenupon meat al, | realized with arush of feding.
| let my truck idlein front of my house. What should | do? | weighed the dangers against each other.
If I went looking for Jacab, | risked the chance of Victoriaor Laurent finding me with him.

If I didn't go after him, Sam would pull him deeper into hisfrightening, compulsory gang. Maybeit would
betoo lateif | didn't act soon.

It had been aweek, and no vampires had come for me yet. A week was more than enough time for them
to have returned, so | must not be a priority. Most likely, as I'd decided before, they would come for me
at night. The chances of them following meto La Push were much lower than the chance of losing Jacob
to Sam.

It was worth the danger of the secluded forest road. Thiswas no idle visit to see what was going on. |
knew what was going on. Thiswas arescue misson. | was going to talk to Jacob—kidnap himif | had
to. I'd once seen a PBS show on deprogramming the brainwashed. There had to be some kind of cure.

| decided I'd better cal Charliefirst. Maybe whatever was going on down in La Push was something the
police should be involved in. | dashed ingde, in ahurry to be on my way.

Charlie answered the phone it the station himself.

"Chief Swan."

"Dad, it'sBdla"

"What'swrong?"

| couldn't argue with his doomsday assumption thistime. My voice was shaking.
"I'm worried about Jacob."

"Why?" he asked, surprised by the unexpected topic.

"l think... | think something weird is going on down at the reservation. Jacob told me about some strange
stuff happening with the other boys his age. Now he's acting the same way and I'm scared.”

"What kind of stuff?' He used his professional, police business voice. That was good; he was taking me
serioudy.

"Firgt he was scared, and then hewas avoiding me, and now... I'm afraid he's part of that bizarre gang
down there, Sam's gang. Sam Uley'sgang.”

"Sam Uley?' Charlie repeated, surprised again.
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Charlie's voice was more relaxed when he answered. "I think you've got it wrong, Bells. Sam Uley isa
great kid. Well, hésaman now. A good son. Y ou should hear Billy talk about him. He'sredly doing
wonders with the youth on the reservation. He's the onewho—" Charlie broke off mid-sentence, and |
guessed that he had been about to make areference to the night I'd gotten lost in the woods. | moved on
quickly.

"Dad, it's not like that. Jacob was scared of him."

"Did you talk to Billy about this?" He wastrying to soothe me now. I'd lost him as soon as I'd mentioned
Sam.

"Billy's not concerned.”

"Wadl, Bella, then I'm sureit's okay. Jacob's akid; he was probably just messing around. I'm sure he's
fine. He can't spend every waking minute with you, after al.”

"Thisisn't about me," | inssted, but the baitle waslogt.
"I don't think you need to worry about this. Let Billy take care of Jacob."
"Charlie..." My voice was starting to sound whiney.

"Bells, | got alot on my plate right now. Two tourists have gone missing off atrail outsde crescent lake."
There was an anxious edge to hisvoice. "Thiswolf problem is getting out of hand.”

| was momentarily distracted—stunned, redlly—Dby his news. There was no way the wolves could have
survived amatch-up with Laurent...

"Areyou sure that's what happened to them?' | asked.
"Afraid so, honey. Therewas—" He hesitated. "There were tracks again, and... some blood thistime.”

"Oh!" It must not have come to a confrontation, then. Laurent must have smply outrun the wolves, but
why?What I'd seen in the meadow just got stranger and stranger—more impossible to understand.

"Look, | redly haveto go. Don't worry about Jake, Bella. I'm sureit's nothing.”

"Fine" | sad curtly, frustrated as his words reminded me of the more urgent crissat hand. "Bye." | hang
up.

| stared at the phone for along minute. What the hell, | decided.
Billy answered after two rings.
"Hdlo?'

"Hey, Billy," | dmaost growled. | tried to sound morefriendly as| continued. "Can | talk to Jacob,
please?!

"Jake's not here."
What ashock. "Do you know where heis?'

"He's out with hisfriends." Billy's voice was careful.



"Ohyeah? Anyone | know? Quil?" | could tell the words didn't come across as casudly as I'd meant
themto.

"No," Billy said dowly. "I don't think he'swith Quil today."

| knew better than to mention Sam's name.

"Embry?" | asked.

Billy seemed happier to answer thisone. ™Y egh, he'swith Embry.”
That was enough for me. Embry was one of them.

"Well, have him cadl mewhen hegetsin, dl right?"

"Sure, sure. No problem.” Click.

"Seeyou soon, Billy," | muttered into the dead phone.

| droveto LaPush determined to wait. I'd Sit out front of hishouse dl night if | had to. I'd miss schoal.
The boy was going to have to come home sometime, and when he did, he was going to haveto talk to
me

My mind was so preoccupied that the trip I'd been terrified of making seemed to take only afew
seconds. Before | was expecting it, the forest began to thin, and | knew | would soon be able to seethe
firg little houses of the reservation.

Waking away, along the left side of the road, was atdl boy with abaseball cap.

My breath caught for just amoment in my throat, hopeful that luck was with mefor once, and I'd
srumbled across Jacob without hardly trying. But this boy was too wide, and the hair was short under the
hat. Even from behind, | was sure it was Quil, though he looked bigger than thelast time I'd seen him.
What was with these Quileute boys? Were they feeding them experimentd growth hormones?

| crossed over to the wrong side of the road to stop next to him. He looked up when the roar of my
truck approached.

Quil's expression frightened me more than it surprised me. His face was bleak, brooding, hisforehead
creased with worry.

"Oh, hey, Bdla," he greeted medully.

"Hi, Quil... Areyou okay?"

He stared at me morosdly. "Fine."

"Can| giveyou aride somewhere?' | offered.

"Sure, | guess,”" he mumbled. He shuffled around the front of the truck and opened the passenger door to
dimbin.

"Whereto?'
"My house is on the north sde, back behind the store," hetold me.

"Have you seen Jacob today." The question burst from me amost before held finished spesking.



| looked at Quil eagerly, waiting for his answer. He stared out the windshield for a second before he
spoke. "From adistance," hefindly said.

"A digance?' | echoed.

"| tried to follow them—he was with Embry." Hisvoice was low, hard to hear over the engine. | leaned
closer. "I know they saw me. But they turned and just disappeared into the trees. | don't think they were
aone—I think Sam and his crew might have been with them.

"I've been sumbling around in the forest for an hour, yelling for them. | just barely found the road again
when you drove up.”

"So Sam did get to him." The words were alittle distorted—my teeth were gritted together.
Quil stared a me. "Y ou know about that.?"

| nodded. "Jeketold me... before.”

"Before," Quil repeated, and sighed.

"Jacob's just as bad as the others now?"

"Never leaves Sam'sside.” Quil turned his head and spit out the open window.

"And before that—did he avoid everyone? Was he acting upset?’

Hisvoice was low and rough. "Not for aslong as the others. Maybe one day. Then Sam caught up with
him."

"What do you think it is? Drugs or something?"

"I can't see Jacob or Embry getting into anything likethat. .. but what do | know?What ese could it be?
And why aren't the old people worried?' He shook his head, and the fear showed in his eyes now.

"Jacob didn't want to be apart of this... cult. | don't understand what could change him." He stared at
me, hisfacefrightened. "1 don't want to be next."

My eyesmirrored hisfear. That was the second time I'd heard it described asacult. | shivered. "Are
your parents any help?'

He grimaced. "Right. My grandfather's on the council with Jacob's dad. Sam Uley isthe best thing that
ever happened to this place, asfar as he's concerned.”

We stared at each other for a prolonged moment. We were in La Push now, and my truck was barely
crawling aong the empty road. | could seethe village's only store not too far ahead.

"I'll get out now," Quil said. "My houseisright over there." He gestured toward the small wooden
rectangle behind the store. | pulled over to the shoulder, and he jumped out.

"I'm going to go wait for Jacob,” | told himin ahard voice.

"Good luck." He dammed the door and shuffled forward aong the road, his head bent forward, his
shoulders dumped.

Quil'sface haunted me as | made awide U-turn and headed back toward the Blacks. He wasterrified
of being next. What was happening here?



| stopped in front of Jacob's house, killing the motor and rolling down the windows. It was stuffy today,
no breeze. | put my feet up on the dashboard and settled in to wait.

A movement flashed in my periphera vison—I turned and spotted Billy looking a me through the front
window with a confused expression. | waved once and smiled atight smile, but stayed where | was.

His eyes narrowed; he let the curtain fall acrossthe glass.

| was prepared to stay aslong asit took, but | wished | had something to do. | dug up apen out of the
bottom of my backpack, and an old test. | started to doodle on the back of the scrap.

I'd only had time to scrawl one row of diamonds when there was a sharp tap against my door.
| jumped, looking up, expecting Billy.

"What are you doing here, Bella." Jacob growled.

| stared at him in blank astonishment.

Jacob had changed radically in the last weeks since I'd seen him. Thefirst thing | noticed was his
hair—his beautiful hair was dl gone, cropped quite short, covering his head with an inky gloss like black
satin. The planes of hisface seemed to have hardened subitly, tightened... aged. His neck and his
shoulders were different, too, thicker somehow. His hands, where they gripped the window frame,
looked enormous, with the tendons and veins more prominent under the russet skin. But the physical
changeswereinggnificant.

It was his expresson that made him amost completely unrecognizable. The open, friendly smile was gone
likethe hair, thewarmth in his dark eyes dtered to abrooding resentment that was instantly disturbing.
Therewas adarknessin Jacob now. Like my sun had imploded.

"Jacob?" | whispered.
Hejust sared at me, hiseyestense and angry.

| realized we weren't done. Behind him stood four others; al tall and russet-skinned, black hair chopped
short just like Jacob's. They could have been brothers—I couldn't even pick Embry out of the group.
The resemblance was only intensified by the rikingly smilar hodtility in every pair of eyes.

Every pair but one. The oldest by severa years, Sam stood in the very back, hisface serene and sure. |
had to swallow back the bile that rosein my throat. | wanted to take aswing at him. No, | wanted to do
more than that. More than anything, | wanted to be fierce and deadly, someone no one would dare mess
with. Someone who would scare Sam Uley slly.

| wanted to be avampire.

The violent desire caught me off guard and knocked the wind out of me. It was the most forbidden of all
wishes—even when | only wished it for amaicious reason like this, to gain an advantage over an
enemy—because it was the most painful. That future was|ost to me forever, had never redly been within
my grasp. | scrambled to gain control of mysalf whilethe holein my chest ached hollowly.

"What do you want?" Jacob demanded, his expression growing more resentful as he watched the play of
emotion across my face.

"l want totalk toyou," | said in aweak voice. | tried to focus, but | was gill redling against the escape of



my taboo dream.

"Go ahead,” he hissed through histeeth. Hisglare wasvicious. I'd never seen him look at anyone like
thet, least of dl me. It hurt with asurprising intendty—aphysica pain, astabbing in my head.

"Alone!" | hissed, and my voice was stronger.

Helooked behind him, and | knew where his eyes would go. Every one of them was turned for Sam's
reaction.

Sam nodded once, hisface unperturbed. He made abrief comment in an unfamiliar, liquid language—I
could only be positive that it wasn't French or Spanish, but | guessed that it was Quileute. He turned and
walked into Jacob's house. The others, Paul, Jared, and Embry, | assumed, followed himiin.

"Okay." Jacob seemed a bit less furious when the others were gone. Hisface was allittle camer, but dso
more hopeless. His mouth seemed permanently pulled down at the corners.

| took a deep breath. "Y ou know what | want to know."
Hedidn't answer. Hejust stared at me bitterly.

| stared back and the silence stretched on. The pain in hisface unnerved me. | felt alump beginning to
build in my throat.

"Canwewdk?' | asked while could still speak.
Hedidn't respond in any way; hisface didn't change.

| got out of the car, feding unseen eyes behind the windows on me, and started walking toward the trees
to the north. My feet squished in the damp grass and mud beside the road, and, asthat was the only
sound, &t first | thought he wasn't following me. But when | glanced around, he was right beside me, his
feet having somehow found aless noisy path than mine.

| felt better in the fringe of trees, where Sam couldn't possibly be watching. Aswewalked, | struggled for
the right thing to say, but nothing came. | just got more and more angry that Jacob had gotten sucked
in... that Billy had dlowed this... that Sam was able to stand there so assured and cam. ..

Jacob suddenly picked up the pace, striding ahead of me easily with hislong legs, and then swinging
around to face me, planting himsdf in my path so | would have to stop too.

| was distracted by the overt grace of his movement. Jacob had been nearly as klutzy as me with his
never-ending growth spurt. When did that changed?

But Jacob didn't give metimeto think about it.

"Let'sget thisover with," he said in ahard, husky voice.

| waited. He knew what | wanted.

"It's not what you think." His voice was abruptly weary. "It's not what | thought—I was way off."
"Sowhat isit, then?"

He studied my face for along moment, speculating. The anger never completely left hiseyes. "I can't tell
you," hefindly sad.



My jaw tightened, and | spoke through my teeth. "I thought we were friends.”
"Wewere." There was adight emphasis on the past tense.

"But you don't need friends anymore,” | said sourly. "Y ou have Sam. Isn't that nice—you've dways
looked up to him so much.”

"[ didn't understand him before."
"And now you've seen thelight. Halldujah."

"It wasn't like | thought it was. Thisisn't Sam'sfault. He's hel ping me as much as he can.” Hisvoice
turned brittle and he looked over my head, past me, rage burning out from his eyes.

"He'sheping you," | repeated dubioudy. "Naturaly.”

But Jacob didn't seem to be listening. He was taking deep, deliberate bresths, trying to cdm himsdlf. He
was S0 mad that his hands were shaking.

"Jacob, please," | whispered "Won't you tell me what happened? Maybe | can help.”
"No one can help me now." The words were alow moan; hisvoice broke.

"What did he do to you?' | demanded, tears collecting in my eyes. | reached out to him, as| had once
before, stepping forward with my armswide.

Thistime he cringed away, holding his hands up defensively. "Don't touch me," he whispered.

"Is Sam catching?' | mumbled. The stupid tears had escaped the corners of my eyes. | wiped them away
with the back of my hand, and folded my arms across my chest.

"Stop blaming Sam." The words came out fagt, like areflex. His hands reached up to twist around the
hair that was no longer there, and then fell limply at hissides.

"Then who should | blame?" | retorted.

He hafway smiled; it was ablegk, twisted thing.

"Y ou don't want to hear that."

"The hel | don't!" | snapped. "I want to know, and | want to know now."
"You'rewrong," he snapped back.

"Don't you dare tell me I'm wrong—I'm not the one who got brainwashed! Tell me now whose fault this
dl is, if it'snot your precious Sam!"

"You asked for it," he growled a me, eyes glinting hard. "If you want to blame someone, why don't you
point your finger at thosefilthy, reeking bloodsuckersthat you love so much?!

My mouth fell open and my breath came out with a whooshing sound. | was frozen in place, stabbed
through with his double-edged words. The pain twisted in familiar patterns through my body, the jagged
hole ripping me open from the ingde out, but it was second place, background music to the chaos of my
thoughts. | couldn't believe that 1'd heard him correctly. There was no trace of indecision in hisface. Only

fury.



My mouth gtill hung wide,
"| told you that you didn't want to hear it," he said.
"I don't understand who you mean,” | whispered.

He raised one eyebrow in disbelief. "1 think you understand exactly who | mean. Y ou're not going to
make me say it, areyou? | don't like hurting you."

"l don't understand who you mean,” | repeated mechanicaly.

"The Cullens,” he said dowly, drawing out the word, scrutinizing my face as he spokeit. "'l saw that—I
can seeinyour eyeswhat it doesto you when | say their name.”

| shook my head back and forth in denid, trying to clear it a the sametime. How did he know this? And
how did it have anything to do with Sam's cult? Wasit agang of vampire-haters? What was the point of
forming such a society when no vampireslived in Forks anymore? Why would Jacob start believing the
stories about the Cullens now, when the evidence of them waslong gone, never to return?

It took me too long to come up with the correct response. "Don't tell meyou're listening to Billy's
superdtitious nonsense now," | said with afeeble attempt at mockery.

"He knows more than | gave him credit for."
"Be serious, Jacob.”
Heglared a me, hiseyescriticd.

"Superditionsaside,” | said quickly. "I still don't see what you're accusing the... Cullens'—wince—"of.
They left more than half ayear ago. How can you blame them for what Sam is doing now?"

"Samisnt doing anything, Bella. And | know they're gone. But sometimes. .. things are set in motion, and
thenit'stoo late.”

"What's set in motion? What's too late? What are you blaming them for?!
He was suddenly right in my face, hisfury glowing in hiseyes. "For existing," he hissed.

| was surprised and distracted as the warning words came in Edward's voice again, when | wasn't even
scared.

"Quiet now, Bdla. Don't push him," Edward cautioned in my ear.

Ever snce Edward's name had broken through the careful walls 1'd buried it behind, I'd been unableto
lock it up again. It didn't hurt now—not during the precious seconds when | could hear hisvoice.

Jacob was fuming in front of me, quivering with anger.

| didn't understand why the Edward del usion was unexpectedly in my mind. Jacob waslivid, but he was
Jacob. There was no adrendine, no danger.

"Give him achanceto cam down," Edward'svoiceindsted.
| shook my head in confusion. "Y ou're being ridiculous,” | told them both.

"Fine" Jacob answered, breathing deeply again. "1 won't argueit with you. It doesn't matter anyway, the



damageisdone.”

"What damage?"

Hedidn't flinch as| shouted thewordsin hisface.

"Let's head back. There's nothing moreto say."

| gaped. "There's everything moreto say! Y ou haven't said anything yet!"
He walked past me, striding back toward the house.

"l raninto Quil today,” | yelled after him.

He paused midstep, but didn't turn.

"Y ou remember your friend, Quil?Y eah, he'sterrified.”

Jacob whirled to face me. His expression was pained. "Quil" was dl he said.
"He'sworried about you, too. He's freaked out.”

Jacob stared past me with desperate eyes.

| goaded him further. "He's frightened that he's next.”

Jacob clutched at atree for support, hisface turning a strange shade of green under the red-brown
surface. "Hewon't be next,” Jacob muttered to himself. "He can't be. It's over now. This shouldn't fill be
happening. Why?Why?' Hisfis dammed against the tree. It wasn't abig tree, dender and only afew
feet taller than Jacob. But it still surprised me when tht trunk gave way and snapped off loudly under his
blows.

Jacob stared at the sharp, broken point with shock that quickly turned to horror.

"l haveto get back." He whirled and stalked away so swiftly that | had to jog to keep up.
"Back to Sam!"

"That's one way of looking &t it," it sounded like he said. He was mumbling and facing away.
| chased him back to the truck. "Wait!" | called as he turned toward the house.

He spun around to face me, and | saw that his hands were shaking again.

"Go home, Bella. | can't hang out with you anymore.”

Theslly, inconsequentid hurt wasincredibly potent. The tearswelled up again. "Areyou... breaking up
with me?' The words were dl wrong, but they were the best way | could think to phrase what | was
asking. After al, what Jake and | had was more than any schoolyard romance. Stronger.

He barked out a bitter laugh. "Hardly. If that were the case, I'd say 'Let's stay friends.' | can't even say
thet."

"Jacab... why? Sam won't let you have other friends? Please, Jake. Y ou promised. | need you!" The
blank emptiness of my life before—before Jacob brought some semblance of reason back into
it—reared up and confronted me. Loneliness choked in my throat.



"I'm sorry, Bella," Jacob said each word distinctly in acold voice that didn't seem to belong to him.

| didn't believe that thiswas redlly what Jacob wanted to say. It seemed like there was something else
trying to be said through hisangry eyes, but | couldn't understand the message.

Maybe this wasn't about Sam at all. Maybe this had nothing to do with the Cullens. Maybe he wasjust
trying to pull himsdlf out of ahopeless stuation. Maybe | should let him do that, if that's what was best for
him. | should do thet. It would beright.

But | heard my voice escaping in awhisper.

"I'm sorry that | couldn't... before... | wish | could change how | fed about you, Jacob." | was
desperate, reaching, stretching the truth so far that it curved nearly into the shape of alie. "Maybe...
maybe | would change," | whispered. "Maybe, if you gave me sometime... just don't quit on me now,
Jake. | can't takeit."

His face went from anger to agony in a second. One shaking hand reached out toward me.

"No. Don't think like that, Bella, please. Don't blame yourself, don't think thisisyour fault. Thisoneis all
me. | swear, it's not about you."

"It'snot you, it'sme," | whispered. "Theresanew one."

"I meanit, Bdla I'mnot..." he struggled, hisvoice going even huskier as he fought to control hisemotion.
His eyeswere tortured. "I'm not good enough to be your friend anymore, or anything else. I'm not what |
was before. I'm not good.”

"What?' | sared a him, confused and appalled. "What are you saying? Y ou're much better than | am,
Jake. You are good! Who told you that you aren't? Sam? It'saviciouslie, Jacob! Don't let him tell you
that!" | was suddenly ydling again.

Jacob's face went hard and flat. "No one had to tell me anything. | know what | am.”
"You'remy friend, that'swhat you are! Jake—don't!"
He was backing away from me.

"I'm sorry, Bella" he said again; thistime it was a broken mumble. He turned and almost ran into the
house,

| was unable to move from where | stood. | stared at the little house; it looked too small to hold four
large boys and two larger men. There was no reaction insde. No flutter at the edge of the curtain, no
sound of voices or movement. It faced me vacantly.

Therain sarted to drizzle, Singing here and there againgt my skin. | couldn't take my eyes off the house.
Jacob would come back. He had to.

Therain picked up, and so did the wind. The drops were no longer faling from above; they danted at an
anglefrom thewest. | could smell the brine from the ocean. My hair whipped in my face, sticking to the
wet places and tangling in my lashes. | waited.

Finally the door opened, and | took astep forward in relief.

Billy rolled hischair into the door frame. | could see no one behind him.



"Charliejus cdled, Bdla | told him you were on your way home." His eyeswere full of pity.

The pity madeit find somehow. | didn't comment. | just turned roboticaly and climbed in my truck. I'd
|eft the windows open and the seats were dick and wet. It didn't matter. | was already soaked.

Not as bad! Not as bad! my mind tried to comfort me. It wastrue. Thiswasn't as bad. Thiswasn't the
end of theworld, not again. Thiswasjust the end of what little peace there was | ft behind. That wasdll.

Not as bad, | agreed, then added, but bad enough.

I'd thought Jake had been hedling the hole in me—or at least plugging it up, keeping it from hurting me so
much. I'd been wrong. Hed just been carving out his own hole, so that | was now riddled through like
Swiss cheese. | wondered why | didn't crumble into pieces.

Charlie was waiting on the porch. Asl rolled to a stop, he walked out to meet me.

"Billy cdled. He said you got in fight with Jake—said you were pretty upset,” he explained as he opened
my door for me.

Then helooked a my face. A kind of horrified recognition registered in hisexpression. | tried to fed my
face from the inside out, to know what he was seeing. My face felt empty and cold, and | redlized what it
would remind him of.

"That's not exactly how it happened,” | muttered.
Charlie put his arm around me and helped me out of the car. He didn't comment on my sodden clothes.

"Then what did happen™ he asked when we wereinside. He pulled the afghan off the back of the sofaas
he spoke and wrapped it around my shoulders. | redlized | was shivering sill.

My voice waslifdess. "Sam Uley says Jacob can't be my friend anymore.”

Charlie shot me a strange |ook. "Who told you that?'

"Jacob,” | gated, though that wasn't exactly what held said. It was il true.

Charlie's eyebrows pulled together. ™Y ou redlly think there's something wrong with the Uley kid?!

"I know thereis. Jacob wouldn't tell me what, though.” | could hear the water from my clothes dripping
to the floor and splashing on the linoleum. "I'm going to go change.”

Charliewaslost in thought. "Okay," he said absently.

| decided to take a shower because | was so cold, but the hot water didn't seem to affect the
temperature of my skin. | was till freezing when | gave up and shut the water off. In the sudden quie, |
could hear Charlie talking to someone downgtairs. | wrapped atowe around me, and cracked the
bathroom door.

Charlies voicewasangry. "I'm not buying that. It doesn't make any sense.”
It was quiet then, and | redlized he was on the phone. A minute passed.
"Dont you put thison Bedllal" Charlie suddenly shouted.

| jumped. When he spoke again, his voice was careful and lower. "Bellas madeit very clear dl dong that



she and Jacob werejust friends... Wdll, if that wasit, then why didn't you say so & first? No, Billy, |
think she'sright about this... Because | know my daughter, and if she says Jacob was scared before—"
He was cut off mid-sentence, and when he answered he was dmost shouting again.

"What do you mean | don't know my daughter aswell as| think | do!" He listened for abrief second,
and his response was amost too low for meto hear. "'If you think I'm going to remind her about that, then
you had better think again. She'sonly just starting to get over it, and mostly because of Jacaob, | think. If
whatever Jacob has going on with this Sam character sends her back into that depression, then Jacob is
going to have to answer to me. Youremy friend, Billy, but thisis hurting my family.”

There was another break for Billy to respond.

"Y ou got that right—those boys set one toe out of line and I'm going to know about it. We'l be keeping
an eye on the Stuation, you can be sure of that.” He was no longer Charlie; he was Chief Swan now.

"Fine. Y eah. Goodbye." The phone dammed into the cradle.
| tiptoed quickly acrossthe hall into my room. Charlie was muttering angrily in the kitchen.
So Billy was going to blame me. | was leading Jacob on and held findly had enough.

It was strange, for 1'd feared that myself, but after the last thing Jacob had said this afternoon, | didn't
believe it anymore. There was much moreto this than an unrequited crush, and it surprised methat Billy
would stoop to claiming that. It made me think that whatever secret they were keeping was bigger than
I'd been imagining. At least Charlie was on my side now.

| put my pgjamas on and crawled into bed. Life seemed dark enough at the moment chat | let myself
chest. The hole—holes now—uwere aready aching, so why not? | pulled out the memory—nor aredl
memory that would hurt too much, but the fase memory of Edward'svoicein my mind this
afternoon—and played it over and over in my head until | fell adegp with the tears il streaming calmly
down my empty face.

It was anew dream tonight. Rain wasfaling and Jacob was walking soundlesdy beside me, though
beneath my feet the ground crunched like dry gravel. But he wasn't my Jacob; he was the new, bitter,
graceful Jacob. The smooth suppleness of hiswalk reminded me of someone else, and, as| watched, his
features garted to change. The russet color of his skin leached away, leaving hisface paewhite like
bone. His eyesturned gold, and then crimson, and then back to gold again. His shorn hair twisted in the
breeze, turning bronze where the wind touched it. And hisface became so beautiful that it shattered my
heart. | reached for him, but he took a step away, raising hishandslike ashield. And then Edward
vanished.

| wasn't sure, when | woke in the dark, if 1'd just begun crying, or if my tears had run while | dept and
samply continued now. | stared a my dark celling. | could fed that it was the middle of the night—I was
gl half-adegp, maybe more than haf. | closed my eyes wearily and prayed for adreamless deep.

That'swhen | heard the noise that must have wakened mein the first place. Something sharp scraped
aong thelength of my window with a high-pitched squed, like fingernails againgt the glass.

12. INTRUDER



MY EYES FLEW WIDE OPEN WITH FRIGHT, THOUGH | WAS s0 exhausted and muddled that |
was not yet positive whether | was awake or adeep.

Something scratched againgt my window again with the same thin, high-pitched sound.

Confused and clumsy with deep, | sumbled out of my bed and to the window, blinking the lingering tears
frommy eyeson theway.

A huge, dark shape wobbled erraticaly on the other side of the glass, lurching toward melikeit was
going to smash right through. | staggered back, terrified, my throat closng around ascream.

Victoria

She'd comefor me.
| was dead.

Not Charlie, too!

| choked back the building scream. | would have to keep quiet through this. Somehow. | had to keep
Charliefrom coming to invedtigate. ...

And then afamiliar, husky voice called from the dark shape.
"Bellal" it hissed. "Ouch! Damn it, open the window! OQUCH!"

| needed two seconds to shake off the horror before | could move, but then | hurried to the window and
shoved the glass out of the way. The clouds were dimly lit from behind, enough for me to make sense of

the shapes.
"What areyou doing?' | gasped.

Jacob was clinging precarioudy to the top of the spruce that grew in the middle of Charlieslittle front
yard. Hisweight had bowed the tree toward the house and he now swung—nhislegs dangling twenty feet
above the ground—not ayard away from me. The thin branches at the tip of the tree scraped against the
Sde of the house again with agrating squedl.

"I'm trying to keep"—he huffed, shifting hisweight as the tretop bounced him—"my promise!"

| blinked my wet blurry eyes, suddenly surethat | was dreaming.

"When did you ever promiseto kill yoursdlf faling out of Charliestreg?"

He snorted, unamused, swinging hislegsto improve his balance. "Get out of theway," he ordered.
"What?"

He swung hislegs again, backwards and forward, increasing his momentum. | realized what he was ttying
to do.

"No, Jake!"

But | ducked to the Side, aecause it wastoo late. With agrunt, he launched himsdlf toward my open
window.

Anather scream built in my throat as| waited for him to fal to his death—or at least maim himsdlf against



the wooden siding. To my shock, he swung agildy into my room, landing on the balls of hisfeet with a
low thud.

We both |ooked to the door automaticaly, holding our breath, waiting to seeif the noise had woken
Charlie. A short moment of silence passed, and then we heard the muffled sound of Charli€'s snore.

A wide grin spread dowly across Jacob's face; he seemed extremely pleased with himsdlf. It wasn't the
grinthat | knew and loved—it was anew grin, one that was a bitter mockery of hisold sincerity, onthe
new face that belonged to Sam.

That was abit much for me.

I'd cried myself to deep over thisboy. His harsh rgection had punched a painful new hole in what was
left of my chest. Hed |eft anew nightmare behind him, like an infection in asore—the insult after the
injury. And now hewas herein my room, smirking at me asif none of that had passed. Worse than that,
even though his arrival had been noisy and awkward, it reminded me of when Edward used to snegk in
through my window at night, and the reminder picked vicioudy at the unhealed wounds.

All of this, coupled with the fact that | was dog-tired, did not put mein afriendly mood.
"Get out!" | hissed, putting as much venom into the whisper as| could.

He blinked, hisface going blank with surprise.

"No," he protested. "I cameto gpologize.”

"l don't accept!"

| tried to shove him back out the window—after dl, if thiswasadream, it wouldn't redly hurt him. It was
useless, though. | didn't budge him aninch. | dropped my hands quickly, and stepped away from him.

He wasn't wearing ashirt, though the air blowing in the window was cold enough to make me shiver, and
it made me uncomfortable to have my hands on his bare chest. His skin was burning hat, like his head
had been thelast time I'd touched him. Like he was till sick with the fever.

Hedidn't look sick. Helooked huge. He leaned over me, so big that he blacked out the window,
tongue-tied by my furious reaction.

Suddenly, it was just more than | could handle—it felt asif al of my deepless nights were crashing down
onmeenmasse. | was so brutdly tired that | thought | might collgpse right there on the floor. | swayed
unsteadily, and struggled to keep my eyes open.

"Bella?' Jacob whispered anxioudy. He caught my elbow as| swayed again, and steered me back to the
bed. My legs gave out when | reached the edge, and | plopped into alimp heap on the mattress.

"Hey, are you okay?" Jacob asked, worry creasing his forehead.
| looked up at him, the tears not yet dried on my cheeks. "Why in theworld would | be okay, Jacob?"

Anguish replaced some of the bitternessin hisface. "Right," he agreed, and took a deep breath. "Crap.
Wédll... I—I'm so sorry, Bella" The gpology was sincere, no doubt about it, though there was il an
angry twist to hisfeatures.

"Why did you come here? | don't want gpologies from you, Jake."



"l know," hewhigpered. "But | couldn't leave thingstheway | did this afternoon. Thar was horrible, I'm
sorry."

| shook my head wearily. "I don't understand anything."

"I know. | want to explain—" He broke off suddenly, his mouth open, dmost like something had cut off
hisair. Then he sucked in adeep breath. "But | can't explain,” he said, ill angry. "1 wish | could.”

| let my head fdl into my hands. My question came out muffled by my arm. "Why?"

Hewas quiet for amoment. | twisted my head to the side—too tired to hold it up—to see hisexpression.
It surprised me. His eyes were squinted, histeeth clenched, hisforehead wrinkled in effort.

"What'swrong?' | asked.

He exhaled heavily, and | redlized held been holding his breath, too. "I can't doiit,” he muttered,
frugtrated.

"Dowha?'
Heignored my question. "L ook, Bella, haven't you ever had a secret that you couldn't tell anyone?”

Helooked at me with knowing eyes, and my thoughts jumped immediately to the Cullens. | hoped my
expresson didn't look guilty.

"Something you fdlt like you had to keep from Charlie, from your mom... ?* he pressed. " Something you
won't even talk about with me? Not even now?"

| felt my eyestighten. | didn't answer his question, though | knew he would take that as a confirmation.

"Can you understand that I might have the samekind of ... Stuation?' He was struggling again, seeming to
fight for the right words. " Sometimes, loyalty getsin theway of what you want to do. Sometimes, it's not
your secret to tell.”

S0, | couldn't argue with that. He was exactly right—I had a secret that wasn't mineto tell, yet asecret |
felt bound to protect. A secret that, suddenly, he seemed to know all about.

| till didn't see how it gpplied to him, or Sam, or Billy. What wasit to them, now that the Cullenswere
gone?

"I don't know why you came here, Jacob, if you were just going to give meriddlesingtead of answers.”
"I'msorry,” hewhispered. "Thisis so frudrating.”

Welooked at each other for along moment in the dark room, both our faces hopeless.

"The part that killsme," he said abruptly, "isthat you aready know. | dready told yon everything!”
"What are you talking about?"

He sucked in a startled breath, and then leaned toward me, his face shifting from hopelessnessto blazing
intengity in asecond. He stared fiercely into my eyes, and hisvoice was fast and eager. He spoke the
wordsright into my face; his breath was as hot ashis skin.

"I think | see away to make this work out—because you know this, Bdllal | can't tell you, but if you



guessed it! That would let meright off the hook!"

"Y ou want me to guess? Guess what ?"

"My secret! Y ou can do it—you know the answer!"

| blinked twice, trying to clear my head. | was so tired. Nothing he said made sense.

Hetook in my blank expression, and then hisface tensed with effort again. "Hole on, let me seeif | give
you some help," he said. Whatever he wastrying to do, it was so hard he was panting.

"Help?" | asked, trying to keep up. My lidswanted to dip closed, but | forced them open.
"Yeah," hesad, breething hard. "Like clues.

Hetook my facein his enormous, too-warm hands and held it just afew inches from his. He stared into
my eyeswhile he whigpered, asif to communicate something besides the words he spoke.

"Remember thefirst day we met—on the beach in La Push?’

"Of course| do."

"Tel meabout it."

| took a deep breath and tried to concentrate. "Y ou asked about my truck..."
He nodded, urging me on.

"We talked about the Rabbit. .."

"Kegp going.”

"Wewent for awalk down the beach..." My cheeks were growing warm under hispamsas|
remembered, but he wouldn't notice, hot as his skin was. I'd asked him to walk with me, flirting ineptly
but successtully, in order to pump him for information.

He was nodding, anxious for more.
My voice was nearly soundless. "Y ou told me scary stories... Quileute legends.”

He closed his eyes and opened them again. "Yes." Theword was tense, fervent, like he was on the edge
of something vital. He spoke dowly, making each word digtinct. Do you remember what | said?"

Even in the dark, he must be able to see the change in the color of my face. How could | ever forget
that? Without redlizing what he was doing, Jacob had told me exactly what | needed to know that
day—that Edward was avampire.

Helooked at mewith eyesthat knew too much. "Think hard,” hetold me,
"Yes, | remember,” | breathed.

Heinhaed deeply, struggling. "Do you remember all the so—" He couldn't finish the question. His
mouth popped open like something had stuck in histhroat.

"All the stories?’ | asked.



He nodded mutely.

My head churned. Only one story really mattered. | knew he'd begun with others, but | couldn't
remember theinconsequentia prelude, especidly not while my brain was so clouded with exhaugtion. |
started to shake my head.

Jacob groaned and jumped off the bed. He pressed hisfists againgt his forehead and breathed fast and
angry. "You know this, you know this" he muttered to himsdif.

"Jake? Jake, please, I'm exhausted. I'm no good at thisright now. Maybein the morning..."

He took a steadying breath and nodded. "Maybe it will come back to you. | guess | understand why you
only remember the one story," he added in asarcadtic, bitter tone. He plunked back onto the mattress
besde me. "Do you mind if | ask you a question about that?" he asked, still sarcagtic. "'I've been dying ro
know."

"A question about what?' | asked warily.
"About the vampire gory | told you.”
| stared at him with guarded eyes, unable to answer. He asked his question anyway.

"Did you honestly not know?" he asked me, hisvoice turning husky. "Was| the one who told you what
hewas?'

How did he know this?Why did he decide to believe, why now? My teeth clenched together. | stared
back at him, no intention of speaking. He could see that.

"Seewhat | mean about loydty?' he murmured, even huskier now. "It'sthe same for me, only worse.
Y ou can't imagine how tight I'm bound..."

| didn't like that—didn't like the way his eyes closed asif he were in pain when he spoke of being bound.
Morethan didike—I redized | hated it, hated anything that caused him pain. Hated it fiercely.

Sam'sfacefilled my mind.

For me, thiswas dl essentidly voluntary. | protected the Cullens secret out of love; unrequited, but true.
For Jacob, it didn't seem to be that way.

"lsn't there any way for you to get free?' | whispered, touching the rough edge at the back of hisshorn
hair.

His hands began to tremble, but he didn't open hiseyes. "No. I'minthisfor life. A life sentence.” A blegk
laugh. "Longer, maybe."

"No, Jake," | moaned. "What if we ran away? Just you and me. What if we left home, and left Sam
behind?"

"It'snot something | can run away from, Bdlla" he whispered. "1 would run with you, though, if | could.”
His shoulders were shaking now, too. He took adeep breath. "L ook, I've got to leave.”

“Why?

"For onething, you look like you're going to pass out at any second. Y ou need your eep—I need you
firing ondl pistons. Y ou're going to figure this out, you haveto.”



"Andwhy dse?"

Hefrowned. "I had to sneak out—I'm not supposed to see you. They've got to be wondering where
am." Hismouth twisted. "I suppose | should go let them know."

"Y ou don't haveto tdll them anything,” | hissed.
"All thesame, | will."
The anger flashed hot insde me. | hate them!”

Jacob looked at me with wide eyes, surprised. "No, Bella Don't hate the guys. It's not Sam's or any of

the others faults. | told you before—it'sme. Samisactudly... wel, incredibly cool. Jared and Paul are
great, too, though Paul iskind of... And Embry's aways been my friend. Nothing's changed there—the
only thing that hasn't changed. | fed redly bad abour the things | used to think about Sam..."

"Samwasincredibly cool." | glared & himin disbelief, but let it go.
"Then why aren't you supposed to see me?' | demanded.

"It'snot safe" he mumbled looking down.

Hiswords sent athrill of fear through me.

Did he know that, too? Nobody knew that besides me. But he was right—it was the middle of the night,
the perfect time for hunting. Jacob shouldn't be here in my room. If someone came for me, | had :0 be
aone.

"If | thought it wastoo... too risky," he whispered, "I wouldn't have come. But Bella," he looked at me
again, "l made you apromise. | had no idea it would be so hard to keep, but that doesn't mean I'm not

goingtotry."

He saw the incomprehension in my face. "After that supid movie," he reminded me. "I promised you that
| wouldn't ever hurt you... So | redly blew it this afternoon, didn't I?"

"I know you didn't want to do it, Jake. It's okay."

"Thanks, Bdlla." He took my hand. "I'm going to do what | can to be herefor you, just like | promised.”
He grinned at me suddenly. The grin was not mine, nor Sam's, but some strange combination of the two.
"It would redly helpif you could figure this out on your own, Bella Put some honest effort into it.”

| made awesk grimace. "I'll try."
"And I'll try to see you soon." He sighed. "And they'll try to talk me out of that.”
"Dont ligen to them.”

"I'll try." He shook his head, asif he doubted his success. "Come and tell me as soon asyou figureit out.”
Something occurred to him just then, something that made his hands shake. "'If you... if you want to."

"Why wouldn't | want to see you?"

Hisface turned hard and bitter, one hundred percent the face that belonged to Sam. "Oh, | can think of a
reason,” he said in aharsh tone. "L ook, | redly have to go. Could you do something for me?"



| just nodded, frightened of the changein him.

"At least call me—if you don't want to see me again. Let me know if it'slike that.”
"That won't happen—"

He raised one hand, cutting me off. "Just let me know."

He stood and headed for the window.

"Don't beanidiot, Jake," | complained. "Y ou'll break your leg. Use the door. Charlies not going to catch
you."

"l won't get hurt,” he muttered, but he turned for the door. He hesitated as he passed me, staring at me
with an expression like something was stabbing him. He held one hand out, pleading.

| took his hand, and suddenly he yanked me—too roughly—right off the bed so that | thudded againgt his
chest.

"Just in case," he muttered againgt my hair, crushing mein abear hug that about broke my ribs.
"Can't—breathe!" | gasped.

He dropped me at once, keeping one hand at my waist so | didn't fal over. He pushed me, more gently
thistime, back down on the bed.

"Get some deep, Bells. You've got to get your head working. | know you can do this. | need you. to
understand. | won't lose you, Bella. Not for this.”

Hewasto the door in one stride, opening it quietly, and then disappearing through it. | listened for himto
hit the squeaky step in the stairs, but there was no sound.

| lay back on my bed, my head spinning. | was too confused, too worn out. | closed my eyes, trying to
make sense of it, only to be swalowed up by unconsciousness so swiftly that it was disorienting.

It was not the peaceful, creamless deep I'd yearned for—of course not. | wasin the forest again, and |
dtarted to wander the way | lwaysdid.

| quickly became aware that this was not the same dream as usud. For onething, | felt no compulsion to
wander or to search; | was merely wandering out of habit, because that was what was usualy expected
of me here. Actudly, thiswasn't even the sameforest. The smdll was different, and the light, too. It
smelled, not like the damp earth of the woods, but like the brine of the ocean. | couldn't see the sky; il
it seemed like the sun must be shining—the leaves above were bright jade green.

Thiswastheforest around La Push—near the beach there, | was sure of it. | knew that if | found the
beach, | would be able to see the sun, so | hurried forward, following the faint sound of wavesin the
distance.

And then Jacob was there. He grabbed my hand, pulling me back toward the blackest part of the forest.

"Jacob, what'swrong?' | asked. His face was the frightened face of aboy, and his hair was beautiful
again, swept back into aponytail on the nape of his neck. He yanked with al his strength, but | resisted; |
didn't want to go into the dark.

"Run, Bella, you haveto run!" he whispered, terrified.



The abrupt wave of dgavu was so strong it nearly woke me up.

| knew why | recognized this place now. It was because I'd been here before, in another dream. A
million years ago, part of adifferent life entirely. Thiswasthe dream I'd had the night after I'd walked
with Jacob on the beach, thefirst night | knew that Edward was avampire. Reliving that day with Jacob
must have dredged this dream out of my buried memories.

Detached from the dream now, | waited for it to play out. A light was coming toward me from the beach.
In just amoment, Edward would walk through the trees, his skin faintly glowing and his eyes black and
dangerous. He would beckon to me, and smile. He would be beautiful as an angel, and his teeth would
be pointed and sharp...

But | was getting ahead of mysdlf. Something € se had to happen first.

Jacob dropped my hand and yel ped. Shaking and twitching, he fell to the ground at my feet.
"Jacob!" | screamed, but he was gone.

In his place was an enormous, red-brown wolf with dark, intelligent eyes.

The dream veered off course, like atrain jumping the tracks.

Thiswas not the same wolf that 1'd dreamed of in another life. Thiswasthe great russet wolf 1'd stood
haf afoot from in the meadow, just aweek ago. Thiswolf was gigantic, monstrous, bigger than a bear.

Thiswolf stared intently &t me, trying to convey something vital with hisintelligent eyes. The black-brown,
familiar eyes of Jacob Black.

| woke screaming at the top of my lungs.

| amost expected Charlie to come check on methistime. Thiswasn't my usua screaming. | buried my
head in my pillow and tried to muffle the hysterics that my screams were building into. J pressed the
cotton tight against my face, wondering if | couldn't so somehow smother the connection I'd just made.

But Charliedidn't comein. and eventudly | was able to strangle the strange screeching coming out of my
throat.

| remembered it all now—every word that Jacob had said to me that day on the beach, even the part
before he got to the vampires, the "cold ones." Especidly that first part.

"Do you know any of our old stories, about where we came from—the Quileutes, | mean?" he
asked.

"Not really," | admitted.

"Well, there are lots of legends, some of them claiming to date back to the Flood—supposedly,
the ancient Quileutestied their canoes to the tops of the tallest trees on the mountain to survive,
like Noah and the ark." He smiled then, to show me how little stock he put in the histories.
"Another legend claims that we descended from wolves—and that the wolves are our brothers
still. It'sagainst tribal law to kill them.

"Then there are the stories about the cold ones." His voice dropped a little lower.

"The cold ones?"



"Yes. There are stories of the cold ones as old as the wolf legends, and some much more recent.
According to legend, my own great-grandfather knew some of them. He was the one who made
the treaty that kept them off our land." Jacob rolled his eyes.

" Your great-grandfather?"

"Hewas atribal elder, like my father. You see, the cold ones are the natural enemies of the wolf—
well, not the wolf really, but the wolves that turn into men, like our ancestors. You would call
them werewolves."

"Wer ewolves have enemies?"
"Only one."

There was something stuck in my throat, choking me. | tried to swalow it down, but it was lodged there,
un-moving. | tried to spit it out.

"Werewoalf," | gasped.
Y es, that was the word that | was choking on.
Thewholeworld lurched, tilting the wrong way on itsaxis.

What kind of a place was this? Could aworld redly exist where ancient legends went wandering around
the borders of tiny, insgnificant towns, facing down mythica monsters? Did this mean every impossible
fairy tale was grounded somewhere in absolute truth? Was there anything sane or normd at dl, or was
everything just magic and ghost stories?

| clutched my head in my hands, trying to keep it from exploding.

A smadl, dry voicein the back of my mind asked me what the big deal was. Hadn't | aready accepted
the existence of vampires|ong ago—and without al the hystericsthat time?

Exactly, | wanted to scream back at the voice. Wasn't one myth enough for anyone, enough for a
lifetime?

Besides, thered never been one moment that | wasn't completely aware that Edward Cullen was above
and beyond the ordinary. It wasn't such asurprise to find out what he was—because he so obvioudy
was something.

But Jacob? Jacob, who was just Jacob, and nothing more than that? Jacob, my friend? Jacob, the only
human I'd ever been ableto relateto. ..

And he wasn't even human.
| fought the urge to scream again.
What did this say about me?

| knew the answer to that one. It said that there was something deeply wrong with me. Why e'sewould
my life befilled with characters from horror movies? Why esewould | care so much about them thet it
would tear big chunksright out of my chest when they went off along their mythical ways?

In my head, everything spun and shifted, rearranging o that things that had meant one thing before, now
meant something se.



There was no cult. There had never been a cult, never been agang. No, it was much worse than that. It
was a pack.

A pack of five mind-blowingly gigantic, multihued werewolves that had staked right past mein Edward's
meadow. ..

Suddenly, | wasin afrantic hurry. | glanced at the clock—it wasway too early and | didn't care. | had to
goto LaPush now. | had to see Jacob so he could tell methat | hadn't lost my mind altogether.

| pulled on thefirst clean clothes | could find, not bothering to be sure they matched, and took the stairs
two at atime. | amost ran into Charlie as| skidded into the hallway, headed for the door.

"Where are you going?' he asked, as surprised to see me as | wasto see him. "Do you know what time it
is?"

"Yeah. | haveto go see Jacab.”

"I thought the thing with Sam—"

"That doesn't matter, | haveto talk to him right now."

"It's pretty early.” He frowned when my expression didn't change. "Don't you want breskfast?'

"Not hungry.” The words flew through my lips. He was blocking my path to the exit. | considered
ducking around him and making arun for it, but | knew | would have to explain that to him later. "I'll be
back soon, okay?'

Charlie frowned. "Straight to Jacob's house, right? No stops on the way?'
"Of course not, wherewould | slop?' My words were running together in my hurry.

"I don't know," he admitted. "It'sjudt... well, there's been another attack—the wolves again. It wasred
closeto theresort by the hot springs—there's awitness thistime. The victim was only adozen yards
from the road when he disappeared. Hiswife saw ahuge gray wolf just afew minutes|ater, while she
was searching for him, and ran for help.”

My stomach dropped like I'd hit a corkscrew on aroller coaster. A wolf attacked him?"

"Therésno 9gn of him—just alittle blood again." Charlie'sface was pained. "The rangers are going out
armed, taking armed volunteers. Thererealot of hunterswho are eager to be involved—therésa
reward being offered for wolf carcasses. That's going to mean alot of firepower out there in the forest,
and it worriesme." He shook his head. "When people get too excited, accidents happen..."

"They're going to shoot the wolves?' My voice shot through three octaves.

"What else can we do? What'swrong?' he asked, histense eyes studying my face. | felt faint; | must be
whiter than usud. "Y ou aren't turning into atree-hugger on me, areyou?”'

| couldn't answer. If he hadn't been watching me, | would have put my head between my knees. I'd
forgotten about the missing hikers, the bloody paw prints... | hadn't connected those factsto my first
redization.

"Look, honey, don't let this scare you. Just stay in town or on the highway—no stops—okay ?"*
"Okay," | repeated in awesk voice.



"I'vegot to go."

| looked a him closdly for thefirst time, and saw that he had his gun strapped to hiswaist and hiking
boots on.

"Y ou aren't going out there after the wolves, are you, Dad?"
"I've got to help, Bells. People are disappearing.”
My voice shot up again, amost hysterical now. "No! No, don't go. It'stoo dangerous!”

"I've got to do my job, kid. Don't be such apessmis—I'll befine." He turned for the door, and held it
open. "Youleaving?'

| hesitated, my stomach still spinning in uncomfortable loops. What could | say to stop him? 1 wastoo
dizzy to think of asolution.

"Bels?'

"Maybeit'stoo early to go to LaPush,” | whispered.

"l agree," he said, and he stepped out into the rain, shutting the door behind him.

As soon as hewas out of sight, | dropped to the floor and put my head between my knees.
Should | go after Charlie? What would | say?

And what about Jacob? Jacob was my best friend; | needed to warn him. If hereally was a—I cringed
and forced mysdlf to think the word—werewolf (and | knew it wastrue, | could fed it), then people
would be shooting at him! | needed to tell him and hisfriendsthat people would try to kill them if they
went running around like gigantic wolves. | needed to tell them to stop.

They had to stop! Charlie was out there in the woods. Would they care about that? | wondered... Up
until now, only strangers had disappeared. Did that mean anything, or wasit just chance?

| needed to believe that Jacob, at |east, would care about that.
Either way, | had to warn him.
Or...didI1?

Jacob was my best friend, but was he amonster, too? A red one? A bad one? Should | warn him, if he
and hisfriendswere... were murderers! If they were out daughtering innocent hikersin cold blood? If
they were truly creatures from ahorror moviein every sense, would it be wrong to protect them?

It wasinevitable that | would have to compare Jacob and hisfriendsto the Cullens. | wrapped my arms
around my cheg, fighting the hole, while | thought of them.

| didn't know anything about werewolves, clearly. | would have expected something closer to the
movies—big hairy haf-men creatures or something—if 1'd expected anything at dl. So | didn't know
what made them hunt, whether hunger or thirst or just adesireto kill. It was hard to judge, not knowing
that.

But it couldn't be worse than what the Cullens endured in their quest to be good. | thought of Esme—the
tears started when | pictured her kind, lovely face—and how, as motherly and loving as she was, shed



had to hold her nose, dl ashamed, and run from me when | was bleeding. It couldn't be harder than that.
| thought of Carlide, the centuries upon centuriesthat he had struggled to teach himself to ignore blood,
so that he could save lives as adoctor. Nothing could be harder than that.

The werewolves had chosen adifferent path.

Now, what should | choose?

13.KILLER

IF 1T WASANYONE BUT JACOB, | THOUGHT TO MY SELF, shaking my head as| drove down
the forest-lined highway to La Push.

| till wasn't sureif | was domg the right thing, but 1'd made a compromise with myself.

| couldn't condone what Jacob and his friends, his pack, were doing. | understood now what held said
last night—that | might not want to see him again—and | could have called him as held suggested, but
that felt cowardly. | owed him aface-to-face conversation, at least. | would tell him to hisfacethat |
couldn't just overlook what was going on. | couldn't be friends with akiller and say nothing, let thekilling
continue... That would make me amonster, too.

But | couldn't not warn him, ether. | had to do what | could to protect him.

| pulled up to the Blacks house with my lips pressed together into ahard line. It was bad enough that my
best friend was awerewolf. Did he have to be amongter, too?

The house was dark, no lightsin thewindows, but | didn't careif | woke them. My fist thudded against
the front door with angry energy; the sound reverberated through the walls.

"Comein," | heard Billy cdl after aminute, and alight flicked on.

| twisted the knob; it was unlocked. Billy was leaning around an open doorway just off thelittle kitchen, a
bathrobe around his shoulders, not in his chair yet. When he saw who it was, his eyeswidened briefly,
and then hisface turned stoic.

"Well, good morning, Bella. What are you doing up so early?"

"Hey, Billy. | need to talk to Jake—whereishe?"

"Um... | don't redly know," helied, straight-faced.

"Do you know what Charlieis doing thismorning?' | demanded, sick of the sdling.
"Should 17"

"He and hdf the other menintown areal out in the woods with guns, hunting giant wolves."
Billy's expresson flickered, and then went blank.

"So I'd liketo talk to Jake about that, if you don't mind,” | continued.

Billy pursed histhick lipsfor along moment. "I'd bet he's till adeep,” hefindly said, nodding toward the



tiny halway off the front room. "He's out late alot these days. Kid needs his rest—yprobably you
shouldn't wake him."

"It'smy turn,” | muttered under my breath as| stalked to the hallway. Billy sghed.

Jacob'stiny closet of aroom wasthe only door in the yard-long halway. | didn't bother to knock. |
threw the door open; it dammed against the wall with abang.

Jacob—dtill wearing just the same black cut-off sweats hed worn last night—was stretched diagondly
across the double bed that took up al of hisroom but afew inches around the edges. Even on adant, it
wasn't long enough; hisfeet hung off the one end and his head off the other. He was fast adeep, snoring
lightly with his mouth hanging open. The sound of the door hadn't even made him twitch.

Hisface was peaceful with (deep deep, dl the angry lines smoothed out. There were circles under his
eyesthat | hadn't noticed before. Despite hisridiculous Size, helooked very young now, and very weary.
Pity shook me.

| stepped back out, and shut the door quietly behind me.

Billy stared with curious, guarded eyes as | walked dowly back into the front room.

"I think I'll let him get somerest.”

Billy nodded, and then we gazed a each other for aminute. | was dying to ask him about hispart in this.

Wheat did he think of what his son had become? But | knew how he'd supported Sam from the very
beginning, and so0 | supposed the murders must not bother him. How he justified that to himself | couldn't
imagine

| could see many questionsfor mein hisdark eyes, but he didn't voice them either.

"Look," | said, breaking theloud silence. "I'll be down at the beach for awhile. When he wakes up, tell
him I'm waiting for him, okay?"

"Sure, sure,”" Billy agreed.
| wondered if heredly would. Wdll, if hedidnt, I'd tried, right?

| drove down to First Beach and parked in the empty dirt lot. It was still dark—the gloomy predawn of a
cloudy day—and when | cut the headlights it was hard to see. | had to let my eyes adjust before | could
find the path that led through the tall hedge of weeds. It was colder here, with the wind whipping off the
black water, and | shoved my hands deep into the pockets of my winter jacket. At least therain had
stopped.

| paced down the beach toward the north seawall. | couldn't see St. James or the other idands, just the
vague shape of the water's edge. | picked my way carefully across the rocks, watching out for driftwood
that might trip me,

| found what | waslooking for before| redlized | waslooking for it. It materidized out of the gloom when
it wasjust afew feet away: along bone-white driftwood tree stranded deep on the rocks. The roots
twisted up at the seaward end, like ahundred brittle tentacles. | couldn't be sure that it wasthe sametree
where Jacob and | had had our first conversation—a conversation that had begun so many different,
tangled threads of my life—but it seemed to be in about the same place | sat down where I'd sat before,
and stared out acrosstheinvisble sea



Seaing Jacob like that—innocent and vulnerable in degp—had stolen al my revulsion, dissolved dl my
anger. | dill couldn't turn ablind sye to what was happening, like Billy seemed to, but | couldn't condemn
Jacob for it either. Love didn't work that way, | decided. Once you cared about a person, it was
impossible to belogicd about them anymore. Jacob was my friend whether he killed people or not. And
| didn't know what | was going to do about that.

When | pictured him deeping so peacefully, | felt an overpowering urgeto protect him. Completdy
illogical.

[llogica or not, | brooded over the memory his peaceful face, trying to come up with some answer, some
way to shelter him, while the sky dowly turned gray.

"Hi, Bdla"

Jacob's voice came from the darkness and made me jump. It was soft, almost shy, but I'd been expecting
some forewarning from the noisy rocks, and soit still startled me. | could see his silhouette againgt the
coming sunrise—it looked enormous.

" ke
He stood severd paces away, shifting hisweight from foot to foot anxioudly.

"Billy told me you came by—didn't take you very long, did it?1 knew you could figureit out.”
"Yeah, | remember the right story now," | whispered.

It was quiet for along moment and, though it was still too dark to see wel, my skin prickled asif hiseyes
were searching my face. There must have been enough light for him to read my expression, because
when he spoke again, his voice was suddenly acidic.

"Y ou could havejust cdled," he said harshly.
| nodded. "I know."

Jacob started pacing aong the rocks. If | listened very hard, | could just hear the gentle brush of his feet
on the rocks behind the sound of the waves. The rocks had clattered like castanets for me.

"Why did you come?" he demanded, not halting hisangry stride.

"| thought it would be better face-to-face.”

He snorted. "Oh, much better.”

"Jacob, | haveto warn you—"

"About the rangers and the hunters? Don't worry about it. We aready know."

"Don't worry about it?" | demanded in disbdlief. " Jake, they've got guns! They're setting traps and
offering rewards and—"

"We can teke care of oursalves," he growled, till pacing. "They're not going to catch anything. They're
only making it more difficult—they'll start disappearing soon enough, too."

"Jeke!" | hissed.



"What? It'sjust afact.”

My voice was pa e with revulsion. "How canyou... fed that way?Y ou know these people. Charlie's out
therel" The thought made my stomach twist.

He came to an abrupt stop. "What more can we do?' he retorted.

The sun turned the clouds adivery pink above us. | could see his expression now; it was angry,
frustrated, betrayed.

"Couldyou... wdll, try to not bea... werewolf?' | suggested in awhisper.

Hethrew hishandsup intheair. "Like | have achoice about it!" he shouted. "And how would that help
anything, if you're worried about people disappearing?’

"l don't understand you."

Heglared a me, hiseyes narrowing and his mouth twisting into asnarl. "Y ou know what makes me so
mad | could just spit?"

| flinched away from his hogtile expression. He seemed to be waiting for an answer, so | shook my head.

"Y ou're such ahypocrite, Bella—there you sit, terrified of me! How isthat fair?' His hands shook with
anger.

"Hypocrite? How does being afraid of amonster make me a hypocrite?’

"Ugh!" he groaned, pressing histrembling fists to histemples and squeezing his eyes shut. "Would you
ligen to yoursdf?'

Hetook two steps toward me, leaning over me and glaring with fury. "Well, I'm so sorry that | can't be
the right kind of monster for you, Bella. | guess|'m just not as great as a bloodsucker, am 1?7

| jumped to my feet and glared back. "No, you're not!" | shouted. "It's not what you are, stupid, it'swhat
you do!"

"What's that supposed to mean?' He roared, his entire frame quivering with rage.

| was taken entirely by surprise when Edward's voice cautioned me. "Be very careful, Bdla," hisvelvet
voice warned. "Don't push him too far. Y ou need to calm him down.”

Even the voicein my head was making no sense today.
| listened to him, though. | would do anything for that voice.

"Jacob," | pleaded, making my tone soft and even. "Isit redlly necessary to kill people, Jacob? Isn't there
some other way? | mean, if vampires can find away to survive without murdering people, couldn't you
giveit atry, too?"

He gtraightened up with ajerk, like my words had sent an dectric shock through him. His eyebrows shot
up and hiseyes stared wide.

"Killing people?* he demanded.



"What did you think we were talking about?’

Hewasn't trembling anymore. He looked at me with half-hopeful disbelief. "I thought we were talking
about your disgust for werewolves."

"No, Jake, no. It'snot that you'rea... wolf. That'sfine," | promised him, and | knew as| said the words
that | meant them. | redlly didn't careif he turned into a big wolf—he was still Jacob. "'If you could just
find away not to hurt people... that'sal that upsets me. These ate innocent people, Jake, peoplelike
Charlie, and | can't just ook the other way while you—"

"Isthat al?Really?' heinterrupted me, a smile breaking across hisface. "Y ou're just scared because I'm
amurderer? That'sthe only reason?"

"lan't that reason enough?”

He gtarted to laugh.

"Jacob Black, thisis so nat funny!"

"Sure, sure" he agreed, till chortling.

Hetook onelong stride and caught mein another vice-tight bear hug.

"Y ou redly, honestly don't mind that | morph into agiant dog?' he asked, hisvoicejoyful inmy ear.
"No," | gasped. "Can't—breathe—Jake!"

Helet me go, but took both my hands. "I'm not akiller, Bella."

| studied hisface, and it was clear that thiswas the truth. Relief pulsed through me.
"Redly?' | asked.

"Redly," he promised solemnly.

| threw my armsaround him. It reminded me of that first day with the motorcycles—he was bigger,
though, and | felt even more like a child now.

Likethat other time, he stroked my hair.
"Sorry | caled you ahypocrite," he apologized.
"Sorry | cdled you amurderer.”

Helaughed.

| thought of something then, and pulled away from him so that | could see hisface. My eyebrows
furrowed in anxiety. "What about Sam? And the others?

He shook his head, smiling like a huge burden had been removed from his shoulders. " Of course not.
Don't you remember what we call ourselves?’

The memory was clear—I'd just been thinking of that very day. "Protectors?’

“Exactly."



"But | don't understand. What's happening in the woods? The missing hikers, the blood?”

Hisface was serious, worried at once. "We're trying to do our job, Bella. We're trying to protect them,
but were dwaysjus alittletoo late.

"Protect them from what? Isthereredly abear out there, too?"

"Bella, honey, we only protect people from one thing—our one enemy. It's the reason we exist—because
they do."

| stared at him blankly for one second before | understood. Then the blood drained from my faceand a
thin, wordless cry of horror broke through my lips.

He nodded. "I thought you, of al people, would redi2e what was redlly going on.”
"Laurent,” | whipered. "He's il here™
Jacob blinked twice, and cocked his head to one side. "Who's Laurent?”

| tried to sort out the chaosin my head so that | could answer. ™Y ou know—you saw himin the
meadow. Y ou werethere..." Thewords came out in awondering tone asit dl sunk in. "Y ou were there,
and you kept him from killing me...."

"Oh, the black-haired leech?" He grinned, atight, fierce grin. "Wasthat his name?'

| shuddered. "What were you thinking?" | whispered. "He could have killed you! Jake, you don't redize
how dangerous—"

Another laugh interrupted me "Béla, one lone vampireisn't much of aproblem for apack asbig asours.
It was s0 easy, it was hardly even fun!”

"What was s0 easy?"'

"Killing the bloodsucker who was going to kill you. Now, | don't count that towards the whole murder
thing," he added quickly. "Vampires don't count as people.”

| could only mouth thewords. "You... killed... Laurent?'
He nodded. "Well, it was agroup effort,” he qualified.
"Laurent isdead?’ | whispered.

His expression changed. ™Y ou're not upset about that, are you? He was going to kill you—he was going
for thekill, Bella, we were sure of that before we attacked. Y ou know that, right?"

"l know that. No, I'm not upset—I'm..." | had to Sit down. | stumbled back a step until | felt the
driftwood against my calves, and then sank down onto it. "Laurent is dead. He's not coming back for
r],E.ll

"Y ou're not mad? He wasn't one of your friends or anything, was he?'

"My friend?' | stared up at him, confused and dizzy with rdlief. | started babbling, my eyes getting moit.
"No, Jake. I'm s0... so relieved. | thought he was going to find me—I've been waiting for him every
night, just hoping that he'd stop with me and leave Charlie done. I've been so frightened, Jacob. .. But
how? He was avampire! How did you kill him? He was so strong, so hard, like marble..."



He sat down next to me and put one big arm around me comfortingly. "It'swhat we're made for, Bells.
We're strong, too. | wish you would have told me that you were so afraid. Y ou didn't need to be."

"You weren't around,” | mumbled, lost in thought.
"Oh, right."

"Wait, Jake—I thought you knew, though. Last night, you said it wasn't safe for you to bein my room. |
thought you knew that avampire might be coming. Isn't that what you were talking about?’

He looked confused for a minute, and then he ducked his head. "No, that's not what | meant.”
"Then why didn't you think it was safe for you there?!

Helooked at me with guilt-ridden eyes. "l didn't say it wasn't safe for me. | wasthinking of you."
"What do you mean?"'

Helooked down and kicked arock. "There's more than one reason I'm not supposed to be around you,
Bella. | wasn't supposed to tell you our secret, for one thing, but the other part isthat it's not safe for you.
If | get too mad... too upset... you might get hurt.”

| thought about that carefully. "When you were mad before... when | wasyedling at you... and you were
sheking... ?'

"Yeah." Hisface dropped even lower. "That was pretty stupid of me. | have to keep a better hold on
mysdlf. | swore | wasn't going to get mad, no matter what you said to me. But... | just got so upser that |
was going to loseyou... that you couldn't ded withwhat | am..."

"What would happen... if you got too mad?' | whispered.
"I'd turninto awalf," he whispered back.
"Y ou don't need afull moon.”

Herolled his eyes. "Hollywood's verson doesn't get much right." Then he sighed, and was serious again.
"Y ou don't need to be so stressed out, Bells. Were going to take care of this. And we're keeping a
specia eye on Charlie and the others—we won't let anything happen to him. Trust me on that.”

Something very, very obvious, something | should have grasped a once—but 1'd been so distracted by
theidea of Jacob and hisfriends fighting with Laurent, that I'd completely missed it at the time—occurred
to me only then, when Jacob used the present tense again.

We're going to take care of this.

It wasn't over.

"Laurent isdead," | gasped, and my entire body went ice cold.

"Bdla?' Jacob asked anxioudy, touching my ashen cheek.

"If Laurent died... aweek ago. .. then someone eseiskilling people now."

Jacob nodded; his teeth clenched together, and he spoke through them. "There were two of them. We
thought his mate would want to fight us—in our tories, they usualy get pretty pissed off if you kill their



mate—but she just keeps running away, and then coming back again. If we could figure out what she
was after, it would be easier to take her down. But she makes no sense. She keegps dancing around the
edges, like shel'stesting our defenses, looking for away in—but in where? Where does she want to go?
Sam thinks she'strying to separate us, o shelll have a better chance...”

Hisvoice faded until it sounded like it was coming through along tunnel; | couldn't make out the
individua words anymore. My forehead dewed with sweat and my stomach rolled like | had the somach
flu again. Exactly like | had theflu.

| turned away from him quickly, and leaned over the tree trunk. My body convulsed with useless heaves,
my empty stomach contracting with horrified nausea, though there was nothing init to expd.

Victoriawas here. Looking for me. Killing strangersin the woods. The woods where Charlie was
searching. ..

My head spun sickeningly.

Jacob's hands caught my shoulders—kept me from diding forward onto the rocks. | could fed his hot
breath on my cheek. "Bellal What'swrong?'

"Victoria" | gasped as soon as | could catch my breath around the nauseous spasms.
Inmy head, Edward snarled in fury at the name.

| felt Jacob pull me up from my dump. He draped me awkwardly across hislap, laying my limp head
againg his shoulder. He struggled to balance me, to kegp me from sagging over, one way or the other He
brushed the swesty hair back from my face.

"Who?" Jacob asked. "Can you hear me, Bella? Bella?'

"Shewasn't Laurent'smate,” | moaned into his shoulder. "They werejust old friends..."

"Do you need some water? A doctor? Tell me what to do," he demanded, frantic.

"I'm not sick—I'm scared,” | explained in awhisper. Theword scared didn't really seem to cover it.

Jacob patted my back. "Scaled of thisVictoria?' | nodded, shuddering. "Victoriaisthe red-haired
femae?' | trembled again, and whimpered, "Yes."

"How do you know she wasn't his mate?'
"Laurent told me Jameswas her mate,” | explained, automatically flexing the hand with the scar.

He pulled my face around, holding it steady in hisbig hand. He stared intently into my eyes. "Did he tell
you anything ese, Bdla? Thisisimportant. Do you know what she wants?'

"Of course," | whispered. " She wants me." His eyesflipped wide, then narrowed into dits. "Why?' he
demanded.

"Edward killed James," | whispered. Jacob held me so tightly that there was no need for meto clutch a
the hole—he kept mein one piece. "She did get... pissed off. But Laurent said she thought it wasfairer
to kill me than Edward. Mate for mate. She didn't know—still doesn't know, | guess—that.... that..." |
swalowed hard. "That things aren't like that with us anymore. Not for Edward, anyway."

Jacob was digtracted by that, hisface torn between severa different expressions. "Isthat what



happened? Why the Cullens|eft?
"I'm nothing but a human, after al. Nothing specid,” | explained, shrugging weskly.

Something like agrowl—not ared growl, just a human gpproximation—rumbled in Jacob's chest under
my ear. "If that idiot bloodsucker is honestly stupid enough—"

"Pleasg," | moaned. "Please. Don't."
Jacob hesitated, then nodded once.

"Thisisimportant,” he said again, hisface dl busnessnow. "Thisis exactly what we needed to know.
Weve got to tell the othersright away."

He stood, pulling me to my feet. He kept two hands on my waist until hewas sure | wasn't going to fall.
"I'm okay," | lied.

Hetraded hishold on my waist for one of my hands. "Let'sgo."

He pulled me back toward the truck.

"Wherearewe going?' | asked.

"I'm not sureyet," he admitted. "I'll call ameeting. Hey, wait herefor just aminute, okay?' He leaned me
againgt the Sde of the truck and released my hand.

"Where areyou going?"

"I'll beright back," he promised. Then he turned and sprinted through the parking lot, across the road,
and into the bordering forest. Heflitted into the trees, swift and deek asadeer.

"Jacob!" | yelled after him hoarsdly, but he was aready gone.

It was not agood timeto be | eft alone. Seconds after Jacob was out of sight, | was hyperventilating. |
dragged mysdlf into the cab of the truck, and mashed the locks down &t once. It didn't make me fed any
better.

Victoriawas dready hunting me. It wasjust luck that she hadn't found me yet—just luck and five teenage
werewolves. | exhded sharply. No matter what Jacob said, the thought of him coming anywhere closeto
Victoriawas horrifying. | didn't care what he could turn into when he got mad. | could see her in my

head, her face wild, her hair like flames, deadly, indestructible. ..

But, according to Jacob, Laurent was gone. Wasthat realy possible? Edward—I clutched automatically
at my chest—had told me how difficult it wasto kill avampire. Only another vampire could do the job.
Y et Jake said thiswas what werewolves were madefor...

He said they were keeping a specia eye on Charlie—that | should trust the werewolves to keep my
father safe. How could | trust that? None of uswere safe! Jacob the very least of all, if he wastrying to
put himself between Victoriaand Charlie... between Victoriaand me.

| flt like | might be about to throw up again.

A sharp rap on the truck's window made me yelp in terror—but it was just Jacob, back aready. |
unlocked the door with trembling, grateful fingers.



"Yourerealy scared, aren't you?' he asked as he climbed in.

| nodded.

"Don't be. WEll take care of you—and Charlie, too. | promise.”

"Theideaof you finding Victoriais scarier than theideaof her findingme," | whispered.
Helaughed. "Y ou've got to have alittle more confidence in usthan that. It'sinsulting.”

| just shook my head. I'd seen too many vampiresin action.

"Wheredid you go just now?" | asked.

He pursed hislips, and said nothing.

"What?Isit asecret?'

Hefrowned. "Not redly. It'skind of weird, though. | don't want to freak you out.”

"I'm sort of used to weird by this point, you know." | tried to smile without much success.

Jacob grinned back easily. "Guess you'd have to be. Okay. See, when we're wolves, we can... hear
each other.”

My eyebrows pulled down in confusion.

"Not hear sounds," he went on, "but we can hear... thoughts—each other's anyway—no matter how far
away from each other we are. It really hel ps when we hunt, but it'sabig pain otherwise. It's
embarrassng—having no secretslike that. Fresky, en?’

"Isthat what you meant last night, when you said you would tell them you'd seen me, even though you
didn't want to?"

"Yourequick."
"Thanks"
"Y ou're dso very good with weird. | thought that would bother you."

"It'snot... well, you're not the first person I've known who could do that. So it doesn't seem so weird to
rre.ll

"Redly?... Wait—are you talking about your bloodsuckers?’

"I wish you wouldn't cal them that.”

Helaughed. "Whatever. The Cullens, then?"

"Judt... just Edward." | pulled one arm surreptitiously around my torso.

Jacob looked surprised—unpleasantly so. "1 thought those were just stories. I've heard legends about
vampireswho could do... extrastuff, but | thought that was just a myth.”

"Isanything just amyth anymore?' | asked himwryly.



He scowled. "Guess not. Okay, we're going to meet Sam and the others at the place we go to ride our
bikes."

| started the truck and headed back up the road.
"So did you just turn into awolf now, to talk to Sam?' | asked, curious.

Jacob nodded, seeming embarrassed. "1 kept it red short—I tried not to think about you so they
wouldn't know what was going on. | was afraid Sam would tell me | couldn't bring you.”

"That wouldn't have stopped me." | couldn't get rid of my perception of Sam asthe bad guy. My teeth
clenched together whenever | heard hisname.

"Well, it would have stopped me," Jacob said, morase now. "Remember how | couldn't finish my
sentenceslast night? How | couldn't just tell you the whole story?!

"Yeah. Y ou looked like you were choking on something.”

He chuckled darkly. " Close enough. Sam told me | couldn't tell you. He's. .. the head of the pack, you
know. He'sthe Alpha. When hetells usto do something, or not to do something—when heredlly means
it, well, we can't just ignore him.”

"Waeird," | muttered.
"Very," heagreed. "It'skind of awalf thing."
"Huh" was the best response | could think of .

"Y eah, therésaload of Suff like that—wolf things. I'm still learning. | can't imaginewhat it waslike for
Sam, trying to dedl with thisaone. It sucks bad enough to go through it with awhole pack for support.”

"Sam was done?"

"Yeah." Jacob's voice lowered. "When |... changed, it wasthe mogt... horrible, the most terrifying
thing I've ever been through—worse than anything | could have imagined. But | wasn't done—there
were the voicesthere, in my head, telling me what had happened and what | had to do. That kept me
fromlosing my mind, | think. But Sam..." He shook hishead. "Sam had no help.”

Thiswas going to take some adjusting. When Jacob explained it like that, it was hard not to fed
compassion for Sam. | had to keep reminding myself that there was no reason to hate him anymore.

"Will they be angry that I'm with you?" | asked.
He made aface. "Probably."
"Maybe| shouldn't—"

"No, it'sokay," he assured me. "Y ou know aton of thingsthat can help us. It's not like you're just some
ignorant human. You'relikea... | don't know, spy or something. Y ou've been behind enemy lines.”

| frowned to mysdlf. Was that what Jacob would want from me? Insder information to help them destroy
their enemies? | wasn't aspy, though. | hadn't been collecting that kind of information. Already, hiswords
made mefed likeatraitor.

But | wanted him to stop Victoria, didn't 1?



No.

| did want Victoriato be stopped, preferably before she tortured me to death or ran into Charlie or killed
another stranger. | just didn't want Jacob to be the one to stop her, or rather to try. | didn't want Jacob
within ahundred miles of her.

"Likethe stuff about the mind-reading bloodsucker," he continued, obliviousto my reverie. "That'sthe
kind of thing we need to know about. That really sucksthat those stories are true. It makes everything
more complicated. Hey, do you think thisVictoria can do anything specid ?*

"l don't think s0," | hesitated, and then sighed. ""He would have mentioned it."

"He? Oh, you mean Edward—oops, sorry. | forgot. Y ou don't like to say hisname. Or hear it."
| squeezed my midsection, trying to ignore the throbbing around the edges of my chest. "Not redlly, no."
"Sorry."

"How do you know me so well, Jacob? Sometimesit's like you can read my mind."

"Naw. | just pay attention.”

We were on thelittle dirt road where Jacob had first taught me to ride the motorcycle.
"Thisgood?" | asked.

"Sure, sure.”

| pulled over and cut the engine.

"You're dill pretty unhappy, aren't you?' he murmured.

| nodded, staring unseeingly into the gloomy forest.

"Did you ever think... that maybe... you're better off?"

| inhded dowly, and then let my breath out. "No."

"'Cause hewasn't the best—"

"Please, Jacob," | interrupted, begging in awhisper. "Could we please not talk about this?| can't stand
it"

"Okay." Hetook adeep breath. "I'm sorry | said anything.”
"Don' fed bad. If thingswere different, it would be nice to finaly be ableto talk to someone about it."

He nodded. "Y eah, | had ahard time keeping a secret from you for two weeks. It must be hell to not be
ableto talk to anyone.”

"Hel," | agreed.
Jacob sucked in asharp breath. "They're here. Let'sgo.”
"Areyou sure?' | asked while he popped his door open. "Maybe | shouldn't be here."



"They'll dedl withit," he said, and then he grinned. "Who's afraid of the big, bad wolf?'

"Haha" | said. But | got out of the truck, hurrying around the front end to stand close beside Jacob. |
remembered only too clearly the giant mongtersin the meadow. My hands were trembling like Jacob's
had been before, but with fear rather than rage.

Jake took my hand and squeezed it. "Herewe go.”

14. FAMILY

| COWERED INTO JACOB'S SIDE, MY EYES SCANNING theforest for the other werewolves.
When they appeared, striding out from between the trees, they weren't what | was expecting. I'd gotten
the image of the wolves stuck in my head. These were just four really big half-naked boys.

Again, they reminded me of brothers, quadruplets. Something about the way they moved dmostin
synchronization to stand across the road from us, the way they al had the same long, round muscles
under the same red-brown skin, the same cropped black hair, and the way their expressions dtered at
exactly the same moment.

They started out curious and cautious. When they saw me there, haf-hidden beside Jacob, they all
became furious in the same second.

Sam was il the biggest, though Jacob was getting close to catching up with him. Sam didn't redlly count
asaboy. Hisface was older—not in the sense of lines or signs of aging, but in the matunry, the patience
of hisexpression.

"What have you done, Jacob?"' he demanded.

One of the others, one | didn't recognize—Jared or Paul—thrust past Sam and spoke before Jacob
could defend himsdif.

"Why can't you just follow therules, Jacob?' heydled, throwing hisarmsin theair. "What the hell are
you thinking? Is she more important than everything—than the whol e tribe? Than the people getting
killed?'

"She can help,” Jacob said quietly.

"Help!" the angry boy shouted. Hisarms begin to quiver. "Oh, that'slikely! I'm sure the leech-lover is
just dying to help us out!™

"Don' talk about her like that!" Jacob shouted back, stung by the boy's criticism.

A shudder rippled through the other boy, along his shoulders and down his spine.

"Paul! Relax!" Sam commanded.

Paul shook his head back and forth, not in defiance, but as though he were trying to concentrate.
"Jeez, Paul," one of the other boys—probably Jared—muttered. "Get agrip.”

Paul twisted his head toward Jared, hislips curling back inirritation. Then he shifted hisglarein my
direction. Jacob took astep to put himsdlf in front of me.



That didit.

"Right, protect her!" Paul roared in outrage. Another shudder, a convulsion, heaved through his body. He
threw his head back, ared growl tearing from between histeeth.

"Paul!" Sam and Jacob shouted together.

Paul seemed to fdl forward, vibrating violently. Halfway to the ground, there was aloud ripping noise,
and the boy exploded.

Dark slver fur blew out from the boy, codescing into a shape more than five-times his S ze—amassive,
crouched shape, ready to spring.

The wolf's muzzle wrinkled back over histeeth, and another growl rolled through his colossal chest. His
dark, enraged eyes focused on me.

In the same second, Jacob was running across the road straight for the mongter.
"Jacob!" | screamed.

Mid-stride, along tremor shivered down Jacob's spine. He legped forward, diving headfirst into the
empty air.

With another sharp tearing sound, Jacob exploded, too. He burst out of his skin—shreds of black and
white cloth blasted up into the air. It happened so quickly that if I'd blinked, 1'd have missed the entire
transformation. One second it was Jacob diving into the air, and then it was the gigantic, russet brown

wolf—s0 enormous that | couldn't make sense of its mass somehow fitting inside Jacob—charging the
crouched silver beast.

Jacob met the other werewolf's attack head-on. Their angry snarls echoed like thunder off the trees.

The black and white scraps—the remains of Jacob's clothes—fluttered to the ground where he'd
disappeared.

"Jacob!" | screamed again, staggering forward.

"Stay whereyou are, Bella," Sam ordered. It was hard to hear him over the roar of the fighting wolves.
They were snapping and tearing a each other, their sharp teeth flashing toward each other's throats. The
Jacob-wolf seemed to have the upper hand—he was visibly bigger than the other wolf, and it looked like
le was stronger, too. He rammed his shoulder against the gray wolf again and again, knocking him back
toward the trees.

"Take her to Emily's" Sam shouted toward the other boys, who were watching the conflict with rapt
expressions. Jacob had successfully shoved the gray wolf off the road, and they were disappearing into
the forest, though the sound of their snarlswas still loud. Sam ran after them, kicking off his shoeson the
way. As he darted into the trees, he was quivering from head to toe.

The growling and snapping was fading into the distance. Suddenly, the sound cut off and it was very quiet
on the road.

One of the boys tarted laughing.
| turned to stare at him—my wide eyesfelt frozen, like | couldn't even blink them.

The boy seemed to be laughing at my expression. "Well, theré's something you don't see every day," he



snickered. Hisface was vaguely familia—thinner than the others... Embry Call.
"l do," the other boy, Jared, grumbled. "Every sngleday.”
"Aw, Paul doesn't lose histemper every day," Embry disagreed, till grinning. "Maybe two out of three.”

Jared stopped to pick something white up off the ground. He held it up toward Embry; it dangled inlimp
gripsfrom his hand.

"Totally shredded," Jared said. "Billy said thiswasthelast pair he could afford—guess Jacob's going
barefoot now."

"Thisone survived," Embry said, holding up awhite snesker. " Jake can hop,” he added with alaugh.

Jared started collecting various pieces of fabric from the dirt. "Get Sam's shoes, will you? All the rest of
thisis headed for thetrash.”

Embry grabbed the shoes and then jogged into the trees where Sam had disappeared. Hewas back ina
few secondswith apair of cut-off jeans draped over hisarm. Jared gathered the torn remnants of
Jacob's and Paul's clothes and wadded them into a ball. Suddenly, he seemed to remember me.

He looked at me carefully, assessing.

"Hey, you're not going to faint or puke or anything?' he demanded.

"l don't think s0," | gasped.

"Y ou don't look so good. Maybe you should sit down.”

"Okay," | mumbled. For the second timein one morning, | put my head between my knees.
" Jake should have warned us," Embry complained.

"He shouldn't have brought his girlfriend into this. What did he expect?'

"Well, the walf's out of the bag now." Embry sighed. "Way to go, Jake."

| raised my head to glare at the two boys who seemed to be taking thisall so lightly. "Aren't you worried
about them at al?' | demanded.

Embry blinked oncein surprise "Worried? Why?"

"They could hurt each other!"

Embry and Jared guffawed.

"I hope Paul getsamouthful of him," Jared said. "Teach him alesson.”
| blanched.

"Yeah, right!" Embry disagreed. "Did you see Jake? Even Sam couldn't have phased on thefly like that.
He saw Paul losing it, and it took him, what, haf a second to attack? The boy's got agift.”

"Paul's been fighting longer. I'll bet you ten bucks he leavesamark.”

"You'reon. Jake's anatura. Paul doesn't have aprayer.”



They shook hands, grinning.

| tried to comfort mysdlf with their lack of concern, but | couldn't drive the brutal image of thefighting
werewolves from my head. My stomach churned, sore and empty, my head ached with worry.

"Let'sgo see Emily. Y ou know shell have food waiting." Embry looked down a me. "Mind giving usa
ride?'

"No problem,”" | choked.

Jared raised one eyebrow. "Maybe you'd better drive, Embry. She gtill 1ooks like she might hurl.”
"Good idea. Where are the keys?' Embry asked me.

“Ignition."

Embry opened the passenger-side door. "'In you go," he said cheerfully, hauling me up from the ground
with one hand and stuffing meinto my seat. He gppraised the available space. "Y oull havetorideinthe
back," hetold Jared.

"That'sfine. | got aweak ssomach. | don't want to be in there when she blows."
"| bet she'stougher than that. She runswith vampires.”

"Five bucks?' Jared asked.

"Done. | fed guilty, taking your money likethis."

Embry got in and started the engine while Jared lespt agilely into the bed. As soon as his door was
closed, Embry muttered to me, "Don't throw up, okay? I've only got aten, and if Paul got histeeth into
Jacob..."

"Okay," | whispered.

Embry drove us back toward the village.

"Hey, how did Jake get around the injunction anyway?'

"The... what?'

"Er, the order. Y ou know, to not spill the beans. How did hetell you about this?'

"Oh, that," | said, remembering Jacob trying to choke out the truth to me last night. "He didn't. | guessed
right.”

Embry pursed hislips, looking surprised. "Hmm. Spose that would work."
"Where arewe going?' | asked.

"Emily'shouse. She's Sam's girlfriend... no, fiancee, now, | guess. They'll meet us back there after Sam
givesit to them for what just happened. And after Paul and Jake scrounge up some new clothes, if Paul
even hasany left.”

"Does Emily know about... 7'

"Yeah. And hey, don't stare at her. That bugs Sam."



| frowned a him. "Why would | stare?"

Embry looked uncomfortable. "Like you saw just now, hanging out around werewolves hasitsrisks." He
changed the subject quickly. "Hey, are you okay about the whole thing with the black-haired
bloodsucker in the meadow? It didn't look like he was afriend of yours, but. ." Embry shrugged.

"No, hewasn't my friend."
"That's good. We didn't want to start anything, break the treaty, you know."

"Oh, yeah, Jake told me about the treaty once, along time ago. Why would killing Laurent break the
treaty?'

"Laurent," he repested, snorting, like he was amused the vampire had had aname. "Well, we were
technicaly on Cullen turf. We're not alowed to attack any of them, the Cullens, at least, off our
land—unlessthey break the treaty first. We didn't know if the black-haired one was ardlative of theirsor
something. Looked like you knew him."

"How would they go about breaking the treaty ?"

"If they bite ahuman. Jake wasn't so keen on theideaof letting it go that far.”
"Oh. Um, thanks. I'm glad you didn't wait."

"Our pleasure." He sounded like he meant that in aliterdl sense.

Embry drove past the easternmost house on the highway before turning off onto anarrow dirt road.
"Your truck isdow," he noted.

llwry.ll

At the end of the lane was atiny house that had once been gray. There was only one narrow window
bes de the weathered blue door, but the window box under it wasfilled with bright orange and yellow
marigolds, giving the whole place acheerful look.

Embry opened thetruck door and inhaed. "Mmm, Emily's cooking."

Jared jumped out of the back of the truck and headed for the door, but Embry stopped him with one
hand on his chest. He looked a me meaningfully, and cleared histhroat.

"I don't have my wallet on me," Jared said.
"That's okay. | won't forget."
They climbed up the one step and entered the house without knocking. | followed timidly after them.

Thefront room, like Billy's house, was mostly kitchen. A young woman with satiny copper skin and long,
graight, crow-black hair was standing at the counter by the sink, popping big muffins out of atin and
placing them on a paper plate. For one second, | thought the reason Embry had told me not to stare was
because the girl was so beautiful.

And then she asked "Y ou guys hungry?' in amelodic voice, and she turned to face usfull on, asmileon
half of her face.

Theright Sde of her face was scarred from hairline to chin by three thick, red lines, livid in color though



they werelong healed. Oneline pulled down the corner of her dark, amond-shaped right eye, another
twisted theright side of her mouth into a permanent grimace.

Thankful for Embry'swarning, | quickly turned my eyesto the muffinsin her hands. They smelled
wonderful—like fresh blueberries.

"Oh," Emily said, surprised. "Who'sthis?'
| looked up, trying to focus on the left haf of her face.
"BellaSwan," Jared told her, shrugging. Apparently, I'd been atopic of conversation before. "Who € se?

"Leaveit to Jacob to find away around,” Emily murmured. She stared at me, and neither half of her
once-beautiful facewasfriendly. "So, yourethevampiregirl."

| siffened. "Y es. Areyou thewolf girl?*

Shelaughed, asdid Embry and Jared. Theleft half of her facewarmed. "1 guess| am.” Sheturned to
Jared. "Where's Sam?"

"Béla, er, surprised Paul thismorning.”

Emily rolled her good eye. "Ah, Paul," she sighed. "Do you think they'll belong? | wasjust about to start
theeggs”

"Don't worry," Embry told her. "If they're late, we won't let anything go to waste.”

Emily chuckled, and then opened the refrigerator. "No doubt,” she agreed. "Bélla, are you hungry? Go
ahead and help yoursdlf to amuffin.”

"Thanks." | took one from the plate and started nibbling around the edges. It was delicious, and it felt
good in my tender somach. Embry picked up histhird and shoved it into his mouth whole.

"Save somefor your brothers," Emily chastised him, hitting him on the head with awooden spoon. The
word surprised me, but the others thought nothing of it.

"Pig," Jared commented.

| leaned againgt the counter and watched the three of them banter like afamily. Emily'skitchen wasa
friendly place, bright with white cupboards and pale wooden floorboards. On the little round table, a
cracked blue-and-white china pitcher was overflowing with wildflowers. Embry and Jared seemed
entirely at ease here.

Emily was mixing a humongous batch of eggs, several dozen, in abig yellow bowl. She had the deeves of
her lavender shirt pushed up, and | could see that the scars extended al the way down her arm to the
back of her right hand. Hanging out with werewolvestruly did haveitsrisks, just as Embry had said.

The front door opened, and Sam stepped through.

"Emily," he said, and so much love saturated hisvoicethat | felt embarrassed, intrusive, as| watched him
cross the room in one stride and take her face in hiswide hands. He leaned down and kissed the dark
scars on her right cheek before he kissed her lips.

"Hey, none of that," Jared complained. "I'm esting.”



"Then shut up and eet,” Sam suggested, kissng Emily's ruined mouth again.
"Ugh," Embry groaned.

Thiswas worse than any romantic movie; thiswas so red that it sang out loud with joy and life and true
love. | put my muffin down and folded my arms across my empty chest. | stared at the flowers, trying to
ignore the utter peace of their moment, and the wretched throbbing of my wounds.

| was grateful for the distraction when Jacob and Paul came through the door, and then shocked when |
saw that they were laughing. While | watched, Paul punched Jacob on the shoulder and Jacob went for a
kidney jab in return. They laughed again. They both appeared to bein one piece.

Jacob scanned the room, his eyes stopping when he found me leaning, awkward and out of place, against
the counter in the far corner of the kitchen.

"Hey, Bells" he greeted me cheerfully. He grabbed two muffins as he passed the table and came to stand
beside me. "' Sorry about before," he muttered under his breeth. "How are you holding up.™

"Don't worry, I'm okay. Good muffins." | picked mine back up and started nibbhrg again. My chest felt
better as soon as Jacob was beside me.

"Oh, man!" Jared wailed, interrupting us.

| looked up, and he and Embry were examining afading pink line on Paul's forearm. Embry was grinning,
exultant.

"Fifteen dollars" he crowed.

"Did you do that?" | whispered to Jacob, remembering the bet.

"I barely touched him. Hell be perfect by sundown."”

"By sundown?"' | looked at the line on Paul'sarm. Odd, but it looked weeks old.
"Wolf thing," Jacob whispered.

| nodded, trying to not look weirded oui.

"You okay?" | asked him under my bresth.

"Not ascratch on me." His expression was smug.

"Hey, guys" Sam saidin aloud voice, interrupting al the conversations going on in the smal room. Emily
was a the stove, scraping the egg mixture around abig skillet, but Sam still had one hand touching the
small of her back, an unconscious gesture. " Jacob hasinformation for us."”

Paul looked unsurprised. Jacob must have explained thisto him and Sam already. Or... they'd just heard
histhoughts.

"I know what the redhead wants." Jacob directed his words toward Jared and Embry. "That's what |
wastrying to tel you before.” He kicked the leg of the chair Paul had settled into.

"And?" Jared asked.

Jacob's face got serious. "She is trying to avenge her mate—only it wasn't the black-haired leech we



killed. The Cullens got her mate last year, and she's after Bellanow.”
Thiswasn't newsto me, but | still shivered.

Jared, Embry, and Emily stared at me with open-mouthed surprise.
"She'sjugt agirl," Embry protested.

"I didn't say it made sense. But that's why the bloodsucker's been trying to get past us. She's been
heading for Forks."

They continued to Stare at me, mouths still hanging open, for along moment. | ducked my heed.
"Excdlent," Jared findly said, asmile beginning to pull up the corners of his mouth. "Weve got bait."

With stunning speed, Jacob yanked a can opener from the counter and launched it at Jared's head.
Jared's hand flicked up faster than | would have thought possible, and he snagged the tool just before it
hit hisface.

"Bdlais not bait."
"You know what | mean," Jared said, unabashed.

"So welll be changing oar patterns,”" Sam said, ignoring their squabble. "Well try leaving afew holes, and
seeif shefdlsfor it. Well haveto plit up, and | don't likethat. But if sheé'sredlly after Bella, she
probably won't try to take advantage of our divided numbers.”

"Quit'sgot to be closeto joining us," Embry murmured. "Then well be ableto split evenly.”

Everyone looked down. | glanced at Jacob's face, and it was hopeless, like it had been yesterday
afternoon, outside his house. No matter how comfortable they seemed to be with their fate, herein this
happy kitchen, none of these werewolves wanted the samefate for their friend.

"Well, wewon't count on that,” Sam said in alow voice, and then continued at his regular volume. "Paull,
Jared, and Embry will take the outer perimeter, and Jacob and | will take the inner. Well collagpsein
when weve got her trapped.”

| noticed that Emily didn't particularly like that Sam would bein the smdler grouping. Her worry had me
glancing up a Jacob, worrying, too.

Sam caught my eye. "Jacob thinksit would be best if you spent as much time as possible herein La Push.
She won't know where to find you so easly, just in case.”

"What about Charlie?' | demanded.

"March Madnessis till going,” Jacob said. "I think Billy and Harry can manage to keep Charlie down
here when hel's not at work."

"Wait," Sam said, holding one hand up. His glance flickered to Emily and then back to me. "That's what
Jacob thinksis best, but you need to decide for yoursdlf. Y ou should weigh the risks of both options very
serioudy. Y ou saw this morning how easily things can get dangerous here, how quickly they get out of
hand. If you chooseto stay with us, | can't make any guarantees about your safety.”

"I won't hurt her,” Jacob mumbled, looking down.



Sam acted asif he hadn't heard him spesk. "If there was somewhere else you felt safe. ..

| bit my lip. Where could | go that wouldn't put someone elsein danger? | recoiled again from the idea of
bringing Renee into this—pulling her into the circle of thetarget | wore... "l don't want to lead Victoria
anywheredse" | whispered.

Sam nodded. "That's true. It's better to have her here, where we can end this."

| flinched. | didn't want Jacob or any of the rest of them trying to end Victoria. | glanced at Jakesface; it
was relaxed, dmost the same as | remembered it from before the onset of the wolf thing, and utterly
unconcerned by theidea of hunting vampires.

"Youll becareful, right?" | asked, an audible lump in my throat.

The boys burst into loud hoots of amusement. Everyone laughed at me—except Emily. She met my eyes,
and | could suddenly see the symmetry underlying her deformity. Her face was dtill beautiful, and dive
with a concern even more fierce than mine. | had to ook away, before the love behind that concern
could start me aching again.

"Food'sready," she announced then, and the Strategic conversation was history. The guys hurried to
surround the table—which looked tiny and in danger of being crushed by them—and devoured the
buffet-sized pan of eggs Emily placed in their midst in record time. Emily ate leaning againgt the counter
like me—avoiding the bedlam at the table—and watched them with affectionate eyes. Her expresson
clearly stated that thiswas her family.

All indl, it wasn't exactly what 1'd been expecting from apack of werewolves.

| spent the day in La Push, the mgority of it in Billy's house. He left amessage on Charli€'s phone and at
the gation, and Charlie showed up around dinnertime with two pizzas. It was good he brought two
larges; Jacob ate one dl by himsdlf.

| saw Charlie eyeing the two of us suspicioudy al night, especidly the much-changed Jacob. He asked
about the hair; Jacob shrugged and told him it was just more convenient.

| knew that as soon as Charlie and | were headed home, Jacob would take off—off to run around asa
wolf, as he had done intermittently through the entire day. He and his brothers of sorts kept up aconstant
watch, looking for some sign of Victorias return. But since they'd chased her away from the hot springs
last night—chased her hafway to Canada, according to Jacob—shed yet to make another foray.

| had no hope at al that she might just give up. | didn't have that kind of luck.

Jacob walked meto my truck after dinner and lingered by the window, waiting for Charlie to drive away
fird.

"Don't be afraid tonight," Jacob said, while Charlie pretended to be having trouble with his seat belt.
"WEélIl be out there, watching."

"l won't worry about mysdlf,” | promised.
"You'redlly. Hunting vampiresisfun. It'sthe best part of thiswhole mess™”
| shook my head. "If I'm gilly, then you're dangeroudly unbalanced.”

He chuckled. "Get somerest, Bella, honey. Y ou look exhausted.”



"I'l try."

Charlie honked hishorn impatiently.

" See you tomorrow," Jacob said. "Come down firgt thing."
"l will."

Charlie followed me home. | paid scant attention to the lightsin my rearview mirror. Instead, | wondered
where Sam and Jared and Embry and Paul were, out running in the night. | wondered if Jacob had joined
them yet.

When we got home, | hurried for the stairs, but Charlie wasright behind me,

"What's going on, Bella?' he demanded before | could escape. "' thought Jacob was part of agang and
you two werefighting.”

"Wemade up.”

"And thegang?'

"I don't know—who can understand teenage boys? They're amystery. But | met Sam Uley and his
fiancee, Emily. The seemed pretty niceto me." | shrugged. "Must have dl been a misunderstanding.”

Hisface changed. "I hadn't heard that he and Emily had madeit official. That's nice. Poor girl."
"Do you know what happened to her?"

"Mauled by abear, up north, during salmon spawning season—horrible accident It was more than ayear
ago now. | heard Sam was really messed up over it."

"That's horrible," | echoed. More than ayear ago. 1'd bet that meant it had happened when there wasjust
onewerewolf in LaPush. | shuddered at the thought of how Sam must have fdlt every time he looked at
Emily'sface.

That night, | lay awake for along time trying to sort through the day. | worked my way backward
through dinner with Billy, Jacob, and C harlie, to the long afternoon in the Blacks house, waiting
anxioudy to hear something from Jacob, to Emily's kitchen, to the horror of the werewolf fight, to talking
with Jacob on the beach.

| thought about what Jacob had said early this morning, about hypocrisy. | thought about thet for along
time. | didn't liketo think that | was ahypocrite, only what was the point of lying to myself?

| curled into atight ball. No, Edward wasn't akiller. Even in hisdarker past, hed never been amurderer
of innocents, at least.

But what if he had been? What if, during thetime | that I'd known him, hed been just like any other
vampire? What if people had been disappearing from the woods, just like now? Would that have kept
me away from him?

| shook my head sadly. Loveisirrationd, | reminded myself. The more you loved someone, theless
sense anything made.

| rolled over and tried to think of something else—and | thought of Jacob and his brothers, out running in
the darkness. | fdll adeep imagining the wolves, invisblein the night, guarding me from danger. When |



dreamed, | stood in the forest again, but | didn't wander. | was holding Emily's scarred hand as we faced
into the shadows and waited anxioudy for our werewolves to come home.

15 PRESSURE

IT WAS SPRING BREAK IN FORKS AGAIN. WHEN | WOKE UP on Monday morning, | lay in
bed for afew seconds absorbing that. Last spring break, 1'd been hunted by avampire, too. | hoped this
wasn't somekind of tradition forming.

Already | wasfaling into the pattern of thingsin La Push. I'd spent Sunday mostly on the beach, while
Charlie hung out with Billy at the Blacks house. | was supposed to be with Jacob, but Jacob had other
thingsto do, so | wandered alone, keeping the secret from Charlie.

When Jacob dropped in to check on me, he apologized for ditching me so much. Hetold me his
schedule wasn't dwaysthis crazy, but until Victoriawas stopped, the wolves were on red dert.

When we walked aong the beach now, he dways held my hand.

This made me brood over what Jared had said, about Jacob involving his"girlfriend.” | supposed that that
was exactly what it |ooked like from the outsde. Aslong as Jake and | knew how it really was, |
shouldn't let those kinds of assumptions bother me. And maybe they wouldnt, if | hadn't known that
Jacob would have loved for things to be what they gppeared. But his hand felt nice asit warmed mine,
and | didn't protest.

| worked Tuesday afternoon—Jacob followed me on his bike to make sure | arrived safely—and Mike
noticed.

"Areyou dating that kid from La Push? The sophomore?' He asked, poorly disguising the resentment in
histone.

| shrugged. "Not in the technical sense of the word. | do spent most of my time with Jacob, though. He's
my best friend."

Mike's eyes narrowed shrewdly. "Don't kid yoursdlf, Bella. The guy's head over hedsfor you."
"l know," | Sghed. "Lifeiscomplicated.”

"And girlsare crud," Mike said under his bregth.

| supposed that was an easy assumption to make, too.

That night, Sam and Emily joined Charlie and me for dessert at Billy's house. Emily brought a cake that
would have won over aharder man than Charlie. | could see, as the conversation flowed naturdly
through arange of casud subjects, that any worries Charlie might have harbored about gangsin La Push
were being dissolved.

Jake and | skipped out early, to get some privacy. We went out to his garage and sat in the Rabbit.
Jacob leaned his head back, hisface drawn with exhaustion.

"Y ou need some deep, Jake."



"I'll get around to it."
He reached over and took my hand. His skin was blazing on mine.
"Isthat one of those walf things?' | asked him. "The heet, | mean.”

"Y eah. Werun alittle warmer than the normal people. About one-oh-eight, one-oh-nine. | never get cold
anymore. | could stand like this'—he gestured to his bare torso—"in a snowstorm and it wouldn't bother
me. Theflakeswould turn to rain where | stood.”

"And you dl hed fat—that'sawalf thing, too?"

"Y eah, wanna see? It's pretty cool." His eyesflipped open and he grinned. He reached around me to the
glove compartment and dug around for aminute. His hand came out with a pocketknife.

"No, | do not want to see!" | shouted as soon as | redlized what he was thinking. "Put that away!"

Jacob chuckled, but shoved the knife back where it belonged. "Fine. It'sagood thing we hedl, though.
Y ou can't go seejust any doctor when you're running atemperature that should mean you're dead.”

"No, | guessnot." | thought about that for aminute. ... And being so big—that's part of it? Isthat why
youredl worried about Quil?"

"That and the fact that Quil's grandfather saysthekid could fry an egg on hisforehead.” Jacob'sface
turned hopeless. "It won't be long now. There's no exact age... it just builds and builds and then
suddenly—" He broke off, and it was amoment before he could speak again. "Sometimes, if you get
redlly upset or something, that can trigger it early. But | wasn't upset about anything—I was happy.” He
laughed bitterly. "Because of you, mostly. That'swhy it didn't happen to me sooner. Instead it just kept
on building up ingde me—I waslike atime bomb. Y ou know what set me off?1 got back from that
movie and Billy said | looked weird. That wasall, but | just snapped. And then I—I exploded. | aimost
ripped hisface off—my own father!" He shuddered, and hisface paled.

"Isit redly bad, Jake?" | asked anxioudy, wishing | had someway to help him. "Are you miserable?

"No, I'm not miserable,” hetold me. "Not anymore. Not now that you know. That was hard, before.” He
leaned over so that his cheek was resting on top of my head.

Hewas quiet for amoment, and | wondered what he was thinking about. Maybe | didn't want to know.
"What's the hardest part?' | whispered, till wishing | could help.

"The hardest part isfeding... out of control,” he said dowly. "Fedling like | can't be sure of mysdf—like
maybe you shouldn't be around me, like maybe nobody should. Like I'm amonster who might hurt
somebody. Y ou've seen Emily. Sam lost control of histemper for just one second... and she was
standing too close. And now there's nothing he can ever do to put it right again. | hear his thoughts—I
know what thet fedlslike...

"Who wantsto be a nightmare, amonster?

"And then, the way it comes so easily to me, the way I'm better at it than the rest of them—does that
make me even less human than Enbry or Sam? Sometimes I'm afraid that I'm losing mysdlf."

"Isit hard? To find yoursdlf again?'

"Atfirg," he said. "It takes some practice to phase back and forth. But it's easier tor me."



"Why?" | wondered.

"Because Ephraim Black was my father's grandfather, and Quil Atearawas my mother's grandfather.”
"Quil?" | asked in confusion.

"His great-grandfather,” Jacob clarified. "The Quil you know is my second cousin.”

"But why doesit matter who your great-grandfathers are”?'

"Because Ephraim and Quil werein thelast pack. Levi Uley wasthe third. I1t'sin my blood on both sides.
| never had achance. Like Quil doesn't have achance.”

His expression was bleak.

"What's the very best part?' | asked, hoping to cheer him up.
"The best part,” he said, suddenly smiling again, "isthe speed.”
"Better than the motorcycles?!

He nodded, enthusiastic. "There's no comparison.”

"How fast canyou... ?'

"Run?" hefinished my question. "Fast enough. What can | messureit by? We caught... what was his
name? Laurent? | imagine that means more to you than it would to someone else.”

It did mean something to me. | couldn't imagine that—the wolves running faster than avampire. When the
Cullensran, they dl but turned invisible with speed.

"o, tdl mesomething | don't know," he said. " Something about vampires. How did you stand it, being
around them? Didn' it creep you out?'

"No," | said curtly.
My tone made him thoughtful for amoment.
"Say, why'd your bloodsucker kill that James, anyway?" he asked suddenly.

"Jameswastrying to kill me—it was like agame for him. Helost. Do you remember last spring when |
wasin the hospita down in Phoenix?'

Jacob sucked in a breath. "He got that close?"
"He got very, very close" | stroked my scar. Jacob noticed, because he held the hand | moved.

"What'sthat?' He traded hands, examining my right. "Thisisyour funny scar, the cold one." Helooked at
it closer, with new eyes, and gasped.

"Yes, it'swhat youthink itis" | said. "Jamesbit me."

His eyes bulged, and his face turned a strange, sallow color under the russet surface. He looked like he
was about to be sick.

"But if hebit you... ? Shouldn't you be... ?' He choked.



"Edward saved metwice," | whispered. "He sucked the venom out—you know, like with arattlesnake.”
| twitched as the pain lashed around the edges of the hole.

But | wasn't the only one twitching. | could fed Jacob's whole body trembling next to mine. Even the car
shook.

"Careful, Jake. Easy. Caindown.”

"Yeah," he panted. "Cam." He shook his head back and forth quickly. After amoment, only his hands
were shaking.

"Y ou okay?'
"Y eah, dmogt. Tell me something else. Give me something eseto think about.”
"What do you want to know?"'

"I don't know." He had his eyes closed, concentrating. "The extra stuff | guess. Did any of the other
Cullenshave... extratdents? Like the mind reading?"

| hesitated asecond. Thisfelt like aquestion he would ask of his spy, not hisfriend. But what wasthe
point of hiding what | knew? It didn't matter now, and it would help him control himsdif.

So | spoke quickly, theimage of Emily'sruined facein my mind, and the hair risng on my arms. | couldn't
imagine how the russet wolf would fit inside the Rabbit—Jacob would tear the whole garage apart if he
changed now.

"Jasper could. .. sort of control the emotions of the people around him. Not in abad way, just to cam
someone down, that kind of thing. It would probably help Paul alot,” | added, teasing weakly. "And then
Alice could see things that were going to happen. The future, you know, but not absolutely. The things
she saw would change when someone changed the path they were on..."

Like how she'd seen me dying... and shed seen me becoming one of them. Two things that had not
happened. And one that never would. My head started to spin—I couldn't seem to pull in enough oxygen
fromtheair. No lungs.

Jacob was entirdly in control now, very gill beside me.

"Why do you do that?' he asked. He tugged lightly at one of my arms, which was bound around my
chest, and then gave up when it wouldn't come loose easlly. | hadn't even redlized I'd moved them. "Y ou
do that when you're upset. Why?'

"It hurtsto think about them,” | whispered. "It'slike | can't bregthe... like I'm breaking into pieces..."It
was bizarre how much | could tdl Jacob now. We had no more secrets.

He smoothed my hair. "It's okay, Bella, it'sokay. | won't bring it up again. I'm sorry."
"I'mfine." | gasped. "Happensdl thetime. Not your fault."

"We're apretty messed-up pair, aren't we?' Jacob said. "Neither one of us can hold our shape together
right.”

"Pathetic,” | agreed, dill breathless.

"At least we have each other," he said, clearly comforted by the thought.



| was comforted, too. "At least theresthat,” | agreed.

And when we were together, it was fine. But Jacob had a horrible, dangerous job he felt compelled to
do, and s0 | was often done, stuck in LaPush for safety, with nothing to do to keep my mind off any of
my worries.

| felt awkward, dwaystaking up space a Billy's. | did some studying for another Calculustest that was
coming up next week, but | could only look at math for so long. When | didn't have something obviousto
doinmy hands,

| felt like | ought to be making conversation with Billy—the pressure of normal societal rules. But Billy
wasn't onefor filling up the long silences, and so the awkwardness continued.

| tried hanging out a Emily's place Wednesday afternoon, for achange. At first it waskind of nice. Emily
was a cheerful person who never sat iill. | drifted behind her while sheflitted around her little house and
yard, scrubbing a the spotlessfloor, pulling atiny weed, fixing abroken hinge, tugging astring of wool
through an ancient loom, and dway's cooking, too. She complained lightly about theincrease in the boys
appetitesfrom al their extrarunning, but it was essy to see she didn't mind taking care of them. It wasn't
hard to be with her—after al, we were both wolf girls now.

But Sam checked in after 1'd been there for afew hours. | only stayed long enough to ascertain that
Jacob was fine and there was no news, and then | had to escape. The aura of love and contentment that
surrounded them was harder to take in concentrated doses, with no one else around to dilute it.

So that |eft me wandering the beach, pacing the length of the rocky crescent back and forth, again and
agan.

Alonetime wasn't good for me. Thanks to the new honesty with Jacab, 1'd been talking and thinking
about the Cullens way too much. No matter how | tried to distract myself—and | had plenty to think of: |
was honestly and desperately worried about Jacob and hiswolf-brothers, | wasterrified for Charlie and
the others who thought they were hunting animals, | was getting in deegper and deeper with Jacob without
ever having conscioudy decided to progressin that direction and | didn't know what to do about
it—none of these very red, very deserving of thought, very pressing concerns could take my mind off the
painin my chest for long. Eventualy, | couldn't even walk anymore, because | couldn't bregthe. | sat
down on a patch of semidry rocksand curled upinaball.

Jacob found melike that, and | could tell from his expression that he understood.

"Sorry," he said right away. He pulled me up from the ground and wrapped both arms around my
shoulders. | hadn't redlized that | was cold until then. His warmth made me shudder, but at least | could
breathe with him there.

"I'm ruining your spring break," Jacob accused himself aswe walked back up the beach.
"No, yourenat. | didn't have any plans. | don't think | like spring bresaks, anyway."

"I'll take tomorrow morning off. The others can run without me. Well do something fun.”
Theword seemed out of placein my liferight now, barely comprehensible, bizarre. "Fun?”

"Fun isexactly what you need. Hmm..." he gazed out across the heaving gray waves, ddiberating. Ashis
eyes scanned the horizon, he had aflash of inspiration.

"Got it!" he crowed. "Anocther promiseto keep."



"Wheat are you talking about?"

He let go of my hand and pointed toward the southern edge of the beach, where the flat, rocky
half-moon dead-ended against the sheer sea cliffs. | stared, uncomprehending.

"Didn't | promiseto take you dliff diving?'
| shivered.

"Yeah, it'll be pretty cold—not as cold asit istoday. Can you fed the weether changing? The pressure?
It will be warmer tomorrow. Y ou up for it?"

The dark water did not look inviting, and, from this angle, the cliffslooked even higher than before.

But it had been days since I'd heard Edward's voice. That was probably part of the problem. | was
addicted to the sound of my delusions. It made thingsworseif | went too long without them. Jumping of
acliff was certain to remedy that situation.

"Sure, I'mup for it. Fun."
"It'sadate," he said, and draped hisarm around my shoulders.

"Okay—now let'sgo get you somedeep.” | didn't like theway the circles under his eyes were beginning
to look permanently etched onto his skin.

| woke early the next morning and snuck achange of clothes out to the truck. | had afeding that Charlie
would approve of today's plan just about as much as he would approve of the motorcycle.

Theideaof adigraction from al my worries had me dmost excited. Maybe it would be fun. A date with
Jacob, adate with Edward... | laughed darkly to mysdlf. Jake could say what he wanted about us being
amessed-up pair—| was the one who was truly messed up. | made the werewolf seem downright
normdl.

| expected Jacob to meet me out front, the way he usudly did when my noisy truck announced my
arival. When hedidn', | guessed that he might still be deeping. | would wait—let him get asmuch rest as
he could. He needed his deep, and that would give the day time to warm abit more. Jake had been right
about the weather, though;, it had changed in the night. A thick layer of clouds pressed heavily on the
atmosphere now, making it dmost sultry; it was warm and close under the gray blanket. | left my swester
in thetruck.

| knocked quietly on the door.

"Cmonin, Bdla" Billy sad.

Hewas at the kitchen table, eating cold cered.

"Jake degping?’

"Er, no." He set his spoon down, and his eyebrows pulled together.

"What happened?' | demanded. | could tell from his expression that something had.

"Embry, Jared, and Paul crossed afresh trail early this morning. Sam and Jake took off to help. Sam was
hopeful—she's hedged hersdlf in beside the mountains. He thinks they have agood chanceto finish this."



"Oh, no, Billy," I whispered. "Oh, no."

He chuckled, deep and low. "Do you redlly like La Push so well that you want to extend your sentence
here?'

"Don't makejokes, Billy. Thisistoo scary for that."

"You'reright," he agreed, till complacent. His ancient eyes wereimpossible to read. "Thisonée'stricky."

| bitmy lip.

"It'snot as dangerous for them as you think it is. Sam knows what he's doing. Y ou're the one that you
should worry about. The vampire doesn't want to fight them. She'sjust trying to find away around
them... toyou."

"How does Sam know what he'sdoing?' | demanded, brushing aside his concern for me. "They've only
killed just the one vampire—that could have been luck.”

"Wetake what we do very serioudy, Bella. Nothing's been forgotten. Everything they need to know has
been passed down from father to son for generations.”

That didn't comfort me the way he probably intended it to. The memory of Victoria, wild, catlike, lethd,
was too strong in my head. If she couldn't get around the wolves, she would eventualy try to go through
them.

Billy went back to his breakfast; | sat down on the sofaand flipped amlesdy though the TV channels.
That didn't last long. | started to fedl closed in by the smal room, claustrophobic, upset by the fact that |
couldn't see out the curtained windows.

"I'll be & the beach,” | told Billy abruptly, and hurried out the door.

Being outsde didn't help as much as I'd hoped. The clouds pushed down with an invisble weight that
kept the claustrophobia from easing. The forest seemed strangely vacant as | walked toward the beach. |
didn't see any animals—no birds, no squirrels. | couldn't hear any birds, ether. The Slence was eerig;
there wasn't even the sound of wind in the trees.

| knew it was dl just a product of the wegther, but it still made me edgy. The heavy, warm pressure of
the atmosphere was perceptible even to my weak human senses, and it hinted at something major inthe
storm department. A glance at the sky backed this up; the clouds were churning duggishly despitethe
lack of breeze on the ground. The closest clouds were asmoky gray, but between the cracks | could see
another layer that was a gruesome purple color. The skies had aferocious plan in store for today. The
animas must be bunkering down.

As soon as | reached the beach, | wished | hadn't come—I'd aready had enough of this place. I'd been
here dmost every day, wandering alone. Wasit so much different from my nightmares? But where elseto
go?| trudged down to the driftwood tree, and sat at the end so that | could |lean againgt the tangled

roots. | stared up at the angry sky broodingly, waiting for thefirst dropsto break the tillness.

| tried not to think about the danger Jacob and his friends were in. Because nothing could happen to
Jacob. The thought was unendurable. 1'd lost too much aready—would fate take the last few shreds of
pesce |eft behind? That seemed unfair, out of balance. But maybe I'd violated some unknown rule,
crossed some line that had condemned me. Maybe it was wrong to be so involved with myths and
legends, to turn my back on the human world. Maybe...



No. Nothing would happen to Jacob. | had to believe that or | wouldn't be able to function.
"Argh!" | groaned, and jumped off thelog. | couldn't Sit ill; it was worse than pacing.

I'd redlly been counting on hearing Edward this morning. It seemed like that was the one thing that might
makeit bearableto live through this day. The hole had been festering lately, like it was getting revenge for
the timesthat Jacob's presence had tamed it. The edges burned.

The waves picked up as | paced, beginning to crash against the rocks, but there was still nowind. | felt
pinned down by the pressure of the sorm. Everything swirled around me, but it was perfectly ill wherel
good. The air had afaint dectric charge—I could fed the static in my hair.

Farther out, the waves were angrier than they were dong the shore. | could see them battering against the
line of the dliffs, goraying big white clouds of seafoam into the Sky. There was fill no movement inthe
air, though the clouds roiled more quickly now. It was eerielooking—like the clouds were moving by
their own will. | shivered, though | knew it wasjust atrick of the pressure.

The cliffswere ablack knife edge againgt the livid sky. Staring at them, | remembered the day Jacob had
told me about Sam and his"gang.” | thought of the boys—the werewolves—throwing themselvesinto the
empty air. Theimage of thefaling, spirdling figureswas Hill vivid in my mind. | imagined the utter freedom
of thefdl... | imagined theway Edward's voice would have sounded in my head—furious, velvet,
perfect... Theburningin my chest flared agonizingly.

There had to be some way to quench it. The pain was growing more and more intolerable by the second.
| glared at the cliffs and the crashing waves.

Well, why not? Why not quench it right now?

Jacob had promised me cliff diving, hadn't he? Just because he was unavailable, should | haveto give up

the distraction | needed so badly—needed even worse because Jacob was out risking hislife? Riskingit,
in essence, for me. If it weren't for me, Victoriawould not be killing people here... just somewhere dse,

far away. If anything happened to Jacob, it would be my fault. That redlization stabbed deep and had me
jogging back up to the road toward Billy's house, where my truck waited.

| knew my way to the lane that passed closest to the cliffs, but | had to hunt for thelittle path that would
take me out to the ledge. As| followed it, | looked for turns or forks, knowing that Jake had planned to
take me off the lower outcropping rather than the top, but the path wound in athin single line toward the
brink with no options. | didn't have time to find another way down—the storm was moving in quickly
now. Thewind wasfindly beginning to touch me, the clouds pressing closer to the ground. Just as|
reached the place where the dirt path fanned out into the stone precipice, the first drops broke through
and splattered on my face.

It was not hard to convince mysdlf that | didn't have time to search for another way—I wanted to jump
from the top. Thiswasthe image that had lingered in my head. | wanted the long fall that would fed like

flying.

| knew that thiswas the stupidest, most recklessthing | had done yet. The thought made me smile. The
pain was dready easing, asif my body knew that Edward's voice was just seconds away ...

The ocean sounded very far away, somehow farther than before, when | was on the path in the trees. |
grimaced when | thought of the probable temperature of the water. But | wasn't going to let that stop me.

Thewind blew stronger now, whipping the rain into eddies around me.



| stepped out to the edge, keeping my eyes on the empty spacein front of me. My toes felt ahead blindly,
caressing the edge of the rock when they encountered it. | drew in adeep breath and held it . . waiting.

"Bdla"
| smiled and exhaed.

Yes?1 didn't answer out loud, for fear that the sound of my voice would shatter the beautiful illuson. He
sounded so redl, S0 close. It was only when lie was disapproving like thisthat | could hear the true
memory of hisvoice—the velvet texture and the musical intonation that made up the most perfect of dl
VOICes.

"Don't do this," he pleaded.

You wanted me to be human, | reminded him. Well, watch me.
"Please. For me."

But you won't stay with me any other way.

"Please" It wasjust awhisper in the blowing rain that tossed my hair and drenched my clothes—making
me aswet asif thiswere my second jump of the day.

| rolled up onto the balls of my fedt.
"No, Bellal" He was angry now, and the anger was so lovely.

| smiled and raised my arms straight out, asif | were going to dive, lifting my faceinto therain. But it was
too ingrained from years of swimming at the public pool—feet first, first time. | leaned forward, crouching
to get more pring...

And | flung mysaf off the diff.

| screamed as | dropped through the open air like ameteor, but it was a scream of exhilaration and not
fear. Thewind ressted, trying vainly to fight the unconquerable gravity, pushing against me and twirling
mein spirdslike arocket crashing to the earth.

Yes! The word echoed through my head as | diced through the surface of the water. It wasicy, colder
than I'd feared, and yet the chill only added to the high.

| was proud of mysdlf as| plunged deeper into the freezing black water. | hadn't had one moment of
terror—just pure adrendine. Redlly, thefal wasn't scary at al. Where was the chalenge?

That was when the current caught me.

I'd been so preoccupied by the size of the cliffs, by the obvious danger of their high, sheer faces, that |
hadn't worried at al about the dark water waiting. | never dreamed that the true menace was lurking far
below me, under the heaving surf.

It felt like the waves were fighting over me, jerking me back and forth between them asif determined to
share by pulling meinto haves. | knew the right way to avoid ariptide: swim pardlée to the beach rather
than struggling for the shore. But the knowledge did melittle good when | didn't know which way the
shorewas.

| couldn't even tell which way the surface was.



The angry water was black in every direction; there was no brightness to direct me upward. Gravity was
al-powerful when it competed with the air, but it had nothing on the waves—I couldn't fed adownward
pull, asinking in any direction. Just the battering of the current that flung me round and round like arag
dall.

| fought to keep my breath in, to keep my lipslocked around my last store of oxygen.

It didn't surprise methat my delusion of Edward was there. He owed me that much, considering that |
wasdying. | was surprised by how sure that knowledge was. | was going to drown. | was drowning.

"Kegp swimming!" Edward begged urgently in my heed.
Where? There was nothing but the darkness. There was no placeto swimto.
"Stop that!" he ordered. "Don't you dare give up!”

The cold of the water was numbing my armsand legs. | didn't fed the buffeting so much as before. It was
more of just adizziness now, ahdpless pinning in the water.

But | listened to him. | forced my armsto continue reaching, my legsto kick harder, though every second
| was facing anew direction. It couldn't be doing any good. What was the point?

"Hght!" heydled. "Damnit, Bdla, keep fighting.”
Why?

| didn't want to fight anymore. And it wasn't the light-headedness, or the cold, or the failure of my arms
asthe muscles gave out in exhaustion, that made me content to stay where | was. | was amost happy
that it was over. Thiswas an easier death than others1'd faced. Oddly peaceful.

| thought briefly of the clichés, about how you were suppose to see your life flash before your eyes. | was
S0 much luckier. Who wanted to see arerun, anyway?

| saw him, and | had no will to fight. It was so clear, so much more defined than any memory. My
subconscious had stored Edward away in flawless detail, saving him for thisfind moment. | could see his
perfect face asif he wereredly there; the exact shade of hisicy skin, the shape of hislips, theline of his
jaw, thegold glinting in hisfurious eyes. Hewas angry, naturdly, that | was giving up. Histeeth were
clenched and his nogtrilsflared with rage.

"No! Bdla, no!"

My ears were flooded with the freezing water, but his voice was clearer than ever. | ignored hiswords
and concentrated on the sound of hisvoice. Why would | fight when | was so happy where | was? Even
asmy lungs burned for more air and my legs cramped in theicy cold, | was content. I'd forgotten what
red happinessfdt like.

Happiness. It made the whole dying thing pretty bearable.

The current won at that moment, shoving me abruptly against something hard, arock invisblein the
gloom. It hit me solidly acrossthe chest, damming into me like an iron bar, and the breath whooshed out
of my lungs, escaping in athick cloud of silver bubbles. Water flooded down my throat, choking and
burning. Theiron bar seemed to be dragging me, pulling me away from Edward, deeper into the dark, to
the ocean floor.



Goodbye, | love you, was my last thought.

16. PARIS

AT THAT MOMENT, MY HEAD BROKE THE SURFACE.
How disorienting. I'd been sure | was sinking.

The current wouldn't et up. It was damming me against more rocks; they beat againgt the center of my
back sharply, rhythmicaly, pushing the water from my lungs. It gushed out in amazing volume, absolute
torrents pouring from my mouth and nose. The sdt burned and my lungs burned and my throat was too
full of water to catch abreath and the rocks were hurting my back. Somehow | stayed in one place,
though the waves il heaved around me. | couldn't see anything but water everywhere, reaching for my
face.

"Breathe!" avoice, wild with anxiety, ordered, and | felt acruel stab of pain wher | recognized the
voice—because it wasn't Edward's.

| could not obey. The waterfall pouring from my mouth didn't stop long enough for meto catch a breeth.
Theblack, icy water filled my chest, burning.

The rock smacked into my back again, right between my shoulder blades, and another volley of water
choked itsway out of my lungs.

"Breathe, Bellal C'mon!" Jacob begged.
Black spots bloomed across my vison, getting wider and wider, blocking out the light.
Therock struck me again.

The rock wasn't cold like the water; it was hot on my skin. | realized it was Jacob's hand, trying to best
the water from my lungs. Theiron bar that had dragged me from the seawas aso... warm... My head
whirled, the black spots covered everything. ..

Weas| dying again, then?| didn't like it—thiswasn't asgood asthe last time. It was only dark now,
nothing worth looking at here. The sound of the crashing waves faded into the black and became aquiet,
even whoosh that sounded like it was coming from theinside of my ears...

"Bdla?" Jacob asked, hisvoice ill tense, but not aswild as before. "Béls, honey, can you hear me?”
The contents of my head swished and rolled sickeningly, like they'd joined the rough water....

"How long has she been unconscious?’ someone el se asked.

The voice that was not Jacob's shocked me, jarred meinto a more focused awareness.

| redlized that | was ill. There was no tug of the current on me—the heaving wasinsde my head. The
surface under mewasflat and motionless. It felt grainy againgt my bare arms.

"I don't know," Jacob reported, still frantic. His voice was very close. Hands—so warm they had to be
his—brushed wet hair from my cheeks. "A few minutes? It didn't take long to tow her to the beach.”



The quiet whooshing insde my ears was not the waves—it wasthe air moving in and out of my lungs
again. Each breath burned—the passageways were asraw asif 1'd scrubbed them out with steel wool.
But | was breathing.

And | wasfreezing. A thousand sharp, icy beads were striking my face and arms, making the cold worse.

"She's breathing. Shelll come around. We should get her out of the cold, though. | don't like the color
shesturning..." | recognized Sam'svoicethistime.

"You think it's okay to move her?'

"She didn't hurt her back or anything when shefdl?"
"l don't know."

They hesitated.

| tried to open my eyes. It took me aminute, but then | could see the dark, purple clouds, flinging the
freezing rain down at me. "Jake?" | croaked.

Jacob's face blocked out the sky. "Oh!™ he gasped, relief washing over hisfeatures. His eyes were wet
fromtherain. "Oh, Bellal Areyou okay? Can you hear me? Do you hurt anywhere?

"JJust m-my throat,” | Stuttered, my lips quivering from the cold.

"Let'sget you out of here, then," Jacob said. He did hisarms under me and lifted me without effort—like
picking up an empty box. His chest was bare and warm; he hunched his shouldersto keep therain off of
me. My head lolled over hisarm. | stared vacantly back toward the furious water, beating the sand
behind him.

"You got her?' | heard Sam ask.
"Yeah, I'll takeit from here. Get back to the hospitd. I'll join you later. Thanks, Sam."

My head was till rolling. None of hiswords sunk in &t first. Sam didn't answer. There was no sound, and
| wondered if he were aready gone.

The water licked and writhed up the sand after us as Jacob carried me away, like it was angry that I'd
escaped. As| stared wearily, aspark of color caught my unfocused eyes—a small flash of firewas
dancing on the black water, far out in the bay. The image made no sense, and | wondered how conscious
| redly was. My head swirled with the memory of the black, churning water—of being so logt that |
couldn't find up or down. So logt... but somehow Jacab...

"How did you find me?’ | rasped.

"I was searching for you," he told me. He was haf-jogging through the rain, up the beach toward the
road. "I followed thetire tracksto your truck, and then | heard you scream..." He shuddered. "Why
would you jump, Bdla? Didn't you notice that it's turning into a hurricane out here? Couldn't you have
waited for me?" Anger filled histone asthe relief faded.

"Sorry," | muttered. "It was stupid.”

"Yeah, it was really stupid,” he agreed, drops of rain shaking free of hishair as he nodded. "L ook, do
you mind saving the stupid stuff for when I'm around? | won't be able to concentrate if | think you're
jumping off diffsbehind my back."



"Sure," | agreed. "No problem.” | sounded like a chain-smoker. | tried to clear my throat—and then
winced; the throat-clearing fdlt like stabbing a knife down there. "What happened today? Did you... find
her 7' 1t was my turn to shudder, though | wasn't so cold here, right next to his ridiculous body hest.

Jacob shook his head. He was still more running than walking as he headed up the road to his house.
"No. Shetook off into the water—the bloodsuckers have the advantage there. That'swhy | raced
home—I was afraid she was going to double back swimming. Y ou spend so much time on the beach..."
Hetrailed off, acatch in histhroat.

"Sam came back with you... iseveryone else home, too?" | hoped they weren't still out searching for her.
"Yegh. Sort of."
| tried to read his expression, squinting into the hammering rain. His eyes were tight with worry or pain.

Thewords that hadn't made sense before suddenly did. "You said... hospital. Before, to Sam. Is
someone hurt? Did she fight you?' My voice jumped up an octave, sounding strange with the hoarseness.

"No, no. When we got back, Em was waiting with the news. It's Harry Clearwater. Harry had a heart
attack thismorning.”

"Harry?' | shook my head, trying to absorb what he was staying. " Oh, no! Does Charlie know?"
"Y eah. He's over there, too, with my dad.”

"IsHarry going to be okay?"

Jacob's eyestightened again. "It doesn't look so grest right now."

Abruptly, | fdt redlly sick with guilt—felt truly horrible about the brainless cliff dive. Nobody needed to
be worrying about me right now. What a stupid time to be reckless.

"What can | do?' | asked.

At that moment the rain stopped. | hadn't realized we were aready back to Jacob's house until he
walked through the door. The storm pounded against the roof.

"Y ou can stay here," Jacob said as he dumped me on the short couch. "1 mean it—right here I'll get you
somedry clothes"

| let my eyesadjust to the dark room while Jacob banged around in his bedroom. The cramped front
room seemed so empty without Billy, amost desolate. It was strangely ominous—probably just because
| knew where he was.

Jacob was back in seconds. He threw apile of gray cotton at me. "These will be huge on you, but it'sthe
best I've got. I'll, er, step outside so you can change.”

"Don't go anywhere. I'm too tired to move yet. Just stay with me.”

Jacob sat on the floor next to me, his back againgt the couch. | wondered when held dept last. He
looked as exhausted as | felt.

Heleaned his head on the cushion next to mine and yawned. "Guess | could rest for aminute..."

Hiseyesclosed. | let mine dide shut, too.



Poor Harry. Poor Sue. | knew Charlie was going to be beside himself. Harry was one of his best friends.
Despite Jake's negative take on things, | hoped fervently that Harry would pull through. For Charli€'s
sake. For Suesand Leah'sand Seth's...

Billy's sofawas right next to the radiator, and | was warm now, despite my soaked clothes. My lungs
ached in away that pushed me toward unconsciousness rather than keeping me awake. | wondered
vagudly if it waswrong to deep... or was| getting drowning mixed up with concussions... ? Jacob
began softly snoring, and the sound of it soothed like alullaby. | fell adeep quickly.

For thefirst timein avery long time, my dream was just anorma dream. Just a blurred wandering
through old memories—blinding bright visions of the Phoenix sun, my mother'sface, aramshackletree
house, afaded quilt, awall of mirrors, aflame on the black water... | forgot each of them as soon asthe
picture changed.

The last picture was the only onethat stuck in my head. It was meaningless—just aset on astage. A
ba cony at night, a painted moon hanging in the sky. | watched the girl in her nightdress lean on theralling
and talk to hersdf.

Meaningless... but when | dowly struggled back to consciousness, Juliet was on my mind.

Jacob was gtill adeep; hed dumped down to the floor and his breathing was degp and even. The house
was darker now than before, it was black outside the window. | was stiff, but warm and amost dry. The
inside of my throat burned with every breath | took.

| was going to have to get up—at least to get adrink. But my body just wanted tc he here limp, to never
move agan.

Instead of moving, | thought about Juliet some more.

| wondered what she would have done if Romeo had Ieft her, not because he was banished, but because
helogt interests What if Rosalind had given him the time of day, and held changed his mind? What if,
instead of marrying Juliet, hed just disappeared?

| thought | knew how Juliet would fed!.

She wouldn't go back to her old life, not really. She wouldn't ever have moved on, | was sure of that.
Evenif shed lived until shewas old and gray, every time she closed her eyes, it would have been
Romeo's face she saw behind her lids. She would have accepted that, eventually.

| wondered if shewould have married Parisin the end, just to please her parents, to keep the peace. No,
probably not, | decided. But then, the story didn't say much about Paris. He was just astick figure—a
placeholder, athreat, a deadline to force her hand.

What if there were moreto Paris?

What if Paris had been Juliet's friend? Her very best friend? What if he was the only one she could

confide in about the whole devastating thing with Romeo? The one person who redly understood her and
made her fed halfway human again? What if he was patient and kind? What if he took care of her? What
if Juliet knew she couldn't survive without him?What if he redly loved her, and wanted her to be happy?

And... what if sheloved Paris? Not like Romeo. Nothing like that, of course. But enough that she
wanted him to be happy, too?

Jacob's dow, deep breathing was the only sound in the room—Iike alullaby hummed to achild, like the



whisper of arocking chair, like theticking of an old clock when you had nowhere you needed to go. .. It
was the sound of comfort.

If Romeo wasredly gone, never coming back, would it have mattered whether or not Juliet had taken
Paris up on his offer? Maybe she should have tried to settle into the leftover scraps of life that were | eft
behind. Maybe that would have been as close to happiness as she could get.

| sighed, and then groaned when the sigh scraped my throat. | was reading too much into the sory.
Romeo wouldn't change his mind. That'swhy people still remembered his name, dways twined with hers:
Romeo and Juliet. That'swhy it was agood story. " Juliet gets dumped and ends up with Paris' would
have never been ahit.

| closed my eyesand drifted again, letting my mind wander away from the stupid play | didn't want to
think about anymore. | thought about redlity instead—about jumping off the cliff and what abrainless
mistake that had been. And not just the cliff, but the motorcycles and the whole irresponsible Evel
Knievd bit. What if something bad happened to me? What would that do to Charlie? Harry's heart
attack had pushed everything suddenly into perspective for me. Perspectivethat | didn't want to see,
because—if | admitted to the truth of it—it would mean that | would have to change my ways. Could |
livelikethat?

Maybe. It wouldn't be easy; in fact, it would be downright miserable to give up my halucinations and try
to be agrown-up. But maybe | should do it. And maybe | could. If | had Jacob.

| couldn't make that decision right now. It hurt too much. I'd think about something else.

Images from my ill-cons dered afternoon stunt rolled through my head while | tried to come up with
something pleasant to think about. .. thefed of theair as| fell, the blackness of the water, the thrashing of
the current... Edward'sface... | lingered there for along time. Jacob's warm hands, trying to best life
back into me... the stinging rain flung down by the purple clouds... the strange fire on the waves...

There was something familiar about that flash of color on top of the water. Of courseit couldn't redlly be
fire—

My thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a car squelching through the mud on the road outside. |
heard it stop in front of the house, and doors started opening and closing. | thought about sitting up, and
then decided againgt that idea.

Billy'svoice was easily identifiable, but he kept it uncharacterigticaly low, so that it was only agravely
grumble

The door opened, and the light flicked on. | blinked, momentarily blind. Jake startled avake, gasping and
jumping to hisfeet.

"Sorry," Billy grunted. "Did we wake you?'
My eyes dowly focused on hisface, and then, as | could read his expression, they filled with tears.
"Oh, no, Billy!" I moaned.

He nodded dowly, hisexpression hard with grief. Jake hurried to hisfather and took one of his hands.
The pain made his face suddenly childlike—it looked odd on top of the man's body.

Sam was right behind Billy, pushing his chair through the door. His normal composure was absent from
his agonized face.



"I'm so sorry,” | whispered.

Billy nodded. "It'sgonna be hard dl around.”

"Where's Charlie?'

"Your dad is till at the hospital with Sue. Therearealot of ... arrangementsto be made.”

| swallowed hard.

"I'd better get back there," Sam mumbled, and he ducked hastily out the door.

Billy pulled his hand away from Jacob, and then herolled himsdlf through the kitchen toward hisroom.

Jake stared after him for aminute, then cameto sit on the floor beside me again. He put hisfacein his
hands. | rubbed his shoulder, wishing | could think of anything to say.

After along moment, Jacob caught my hand and held it to hisface.

"How are you feding? Are you okay? | probably should have taken you to adoctor or something.” He
sghed.

"Don't worry about me,” | croaked.

Hetwisted his head to look at me. His eyeswere rimmed in red. "Y ou don't look so good.”

"| don't fed so good, either, | guess.”

"I'll go get your truck and then take you home—you probably ought to be there when Charlie gets back.”
"Right."

| lay listlessly on the sofawhile | waited for him. Billy was sllent in the other room. | felt like apeeping
torn, peering through the cracks at a private sorrow that wasn't mine.

It didn't take Jake long. The roar of my truck’s engine broke the silence before | expected it. He helped
me up from the couch without speaking, keeping hisarm around my shoulder when the cold air outside
made me shiver. He took the driver's seat without asking, and then pulled me next to hisside to keep his
arm tight around me. | leaned my head againgt his chest.

"How will you get home?" | asked.
"I'm not going home. We gtill haven't caught the bloodsucker, remember?”
My next shudder had nothing to do with cold.

It was aquiet ride after that. The cold air had woken me up. My mind was aert, and it was working very
hard and very fast.

What if? What was the right thing to do?

| couldn't imagine my life without Jacob now—I cringed away from theidea of even trying to imagine
that. Somehow, held become essential to my surviva. But to leave things the way they were... wasthat
cruel, as Mike had accused?

| remembered wishing that Jacob were my brother. | redlized now that al | really wanted wasaclaim on



him. It didn't fed brotherly when he hdd melikethis. It just felt nice—warm and comforting and familiar.
Safe. Jacob was a safe harbor.

| could stake aclam. | had that much within my power.

I'd haveto tell him everything, | knew that. It wasthe only way to befair. I'd haveto explainit right, so
that he'd know | wasn't settling, that he was much too good for me. He dready knew | was broken, that
part wouldn't surprise him, but he'd need to know the extent of it. I'd even have to admit that | was
crazy—explain about the voices | heard. HEd need to know everything before he made adecision.

But, even as| recognized that necessity, | knew hewould take mein spite of it dl. Hewouldn't even
pause to think it through.

| would have to commit to this—commit as much of me as there was|eft, every one of the broken
pieces. It was the only way to befair to him. Would 1?7 Could I?

Would it be so wrong to try to make Jacob happy? Eveniif the love | felt for him was no morethan a
weak echo of what | was capable of, even if my heart wasfar away, wandering and grieving after my
fickle Romeo, would it be so very wrong?

Jacob stopped the truck in front of my dark house, cutting the engine so it was suddenly silent. Like so
many other times, he seemed to be in tune with my thoughts now.

Hethrew his other arm around me, crushing me againgt his cheet, binding meto him. Again, thisfelt nice.
Almogt like being awhole person again.

| thought he would be thinking of Harry, but then he spoke, and his tone was apologetic. "Sorry. |
know you don't fed exactly theway | do, Bella. | swear | don't mind. I'mjust so glad you're okay that |
could sng—and that's something no onewantsto hear." Helaughed histhroaty laughin my ear.

My breathing kicked up anotch, sanding the walls of my throat.

Wouldn't Edward, indifferent as he might be, want me to be as happy as possible under the
circumstances? Wouldn't enough friendly emation linger for him to want that much for me? | thought he
would. Hewouldn't begrudge methis. giving just asmal bit of love he didn't want to my friend Jacob.
After dl, it wasn't the samelove at dl.

Jake pressed hiswarm cheek against the top of my hair.

If I turned my face to the Sde—if | pressed my lips againgt his bare shoulder... | knew without any doubt
what would follow. It would be very easy. There would be no need for explanations tonight.

But could | doit? Could | betray my absent heart to save my pathetic life?

Butterflies assaulted my stomach as | thought of turning my head.

And then, asclearly asif | wereinimmediate danger, Edward's velvet voice whispered in my ear.
"Be happy,” hetold me.

| froze.

Jacob felt me gtiffen and released me automaticaly, reaching for the door.

Wait, | wanted to say. Just a minute. But | was till locked in place, listening to the echo of Edward's



voicein my head.
Storm-cooled air blew through the cab of the truck.
"OH!" The breath whooshed out of Jacob like someone had punched him in the gut. "Holy crap!”

He dammed the door and twisted the keysin theignition at the same moment. His hands were shaking
50 hard | didn't know how he managed it.

"What'swrong?"

Herevved the engine too fast; it sputtered and faltered.

"Vampire" he spit out.

The blood rushed from my head and left me dizzy. "How do you know?"
"Because| can amdl it. Dammit!"

Jacob's eyes were wild, raking the dark street. He barely seemed aware of the tremorsthat wererolling
through hisbody. "Phase or get her out of here?' he hissed at himsdif.

Helooked down at me for a plit second, taking in my horror-struck eyes and white face, and then he
was scanning the street again. "Right. Get you out."

The engine caught with aroar. Thetires squealed as he soun the truck around, turning toward our only
escape. The headlights washed across the pavement, lit the front line of the black forest, and finally
glinted off a car parked across the street from my house.

"Stop!" | gasped.

It wasablack car—acar | knew. | might be the furthest thing from an autophile, but | could tell you
everything about that particular car. It was aMercedes S55 AMG. | knew the horsepower and the color
of theinterior. | knew thefed of the powerful engine purring through the frame. | knew therich smdll of
the leather seats and the way the extra-dark tint made noon look like dusk through those windows.

It was Carlide'scar.

"Stop!" | cried again, louder thistime, because Jacob was gunning the truck down the street.
"What2"

"It'snot Victoria. Stop, stop! | want to go back.”

He stomped on the brake so hard | had to catch mysalf againgt the dashboard.

"What?' he asked again, aghast. He stared at me with horror in his eyes.

"It'sCarlidescar! It'sthe Cullens. | know it."

He watched dawn break across my face, and aviolent tremor rocked hisframe.

"Hey, cdm down, Jake. It's okay. No danger, see? Relax."

"Yeah, cdm," he panted, putting his head down and closing his eyes. While he concentrated on not
exploding into awolf, | stared out the back window at the black car.



It wasjust Carlide, | told myself. Don't expect anything more. Maybe Esme... Stop right there, | told
mysdlf. Just Carlide. That was plenty. More than I'd ever hoped to have again.

"Therésavampirein your house," Jacob hissed. "And you want to go back?’

| glanced at him, ripping my unwilling eyes off the M ercedes—terrified that it would disgppear the second
| looked away.

"Of course" | said, my voice blank with surprise at his question. Of course | wanted to go back.

Jacob's face hardened while | stared at him, congedling into the bitter mask that 1'd thought was gone for
good. Just before he had the mask in place, | caught the spasm of betraya that flashed in hiseyes. His
hands were gill shaking. He looked ten years older than me.

Hetook adeep breath. "Y ou're sureit's not atrick?' he asked in adow, heavy voice.
"It'snot atrick. It's Carlide. Take me back!"

A shudder rippled through his wide shoulders, but his eyeswere flat and emotionless. "No."
"Jake, it's okay—"

"No. Take yoursdlf back, Bdla" Hisvoice was adap—I flinched asthe sound of it struck me. Hisjaw
clenched and unclenched.

"Look, Bella," he said in the same hard voice. "'l can't go back. Treaty or no treaty, that's my enemy in
there

“It'snot like that—"

"I havetotdl Sam right away. This changesthings. We can't be caught on their territory.”
"Jeke, it'snot awar!”

Hedidn't listen. He put the truck in neutral and jumped out the door, leaving it running.

"Bye, Bedlla," he called back over hisshoulder. "I realy hope you don't die." He sprinted into the
darkness, shaking so hard that his shape seemed blurred; he disappeared before | could open my mouth
to cal him back.

Remorse pinned me against the seat for one long second. What had | just done to Jacob'?
But remorse couldn't hold me very long.

| did across the seat and put the truck back in drive. My hands were shaking almost as hard as Jake's
had been, and thistook a minute of concentration. Then | carefully turned the truck around and drove it
back to my house.

It was very dark when | turned off the headlights. Charlie had |eft in such ahurry that held forgotten to
leave the porch lamp on. | felt apang of doubt, staring at the house, deep in shadow. What if it was a
trick?

| looked back at the black car, dmost invisiblein the night. No. | knew that car.

Still, my hands were shaking even worse than before as | reached for the key above the door. When |



grabbed the doorknob to unlock it, it twisted easily under my hand. | |et the door fal open. The halway
was black.

| wanted to call out agreeting, but my throat wastoo dry. | couldn't quite seem to catch my bresath.

| took astep ingde and fumbled for the light switch. It was so black—like the black water... Wherewas
that switch?

Just like the black water, with the orange flame flickering impossibly on top of it. Hamethat couldn't bea
fire, but what then... ? My fingerstraced the wal, still searching, still shaking—

Suddenly, something Jacob had told me this afternoon echoed in my head, findly sinkingin... She took
off into the water, he'd said. The bloodsucker s have the advantage there. That's why | raced home
—I was afraid she was going to double back swimming.

My hand froze in its searching, my whole body froze into place, as| redized why | recognized the
strange orange color on the water.

Victorids hair, blowing wild in the wind, the color of fire...

Sheld been right there. Right there in the harbor with me and Jacob. If Sam hadn't been there, if it had
been just thetwo of us... ?1 couldn't breathe or move.

Thelight flicked on, though my frozen hand had till not found the switch.

| blinked into the sudden light, and saw that someone was there, waiting for me.

17.VISITOR

UNNATURALLY STILL AND WHITE, WITH LARGE BLACK EYESintent on my face, my visitor
waited perfectly motionlessin the center of the halt, beautiful beyond imagining.

My kneestrembled for asecond, and | nearly fell. Then | hurled myself at her.
"Alice, oh, Alice!" | cried, as| dammed into her.

I'd forgotten how hard shewas; it waslike running headlong into awall of cement.
"Bella?' Therewasastrange mingling of relief and confuson in her voice.

| locked my arms around her, gasping to inhale as much of the scent of her skin as possible. It wasn't like
anything else—not flora or spice, citrus or musk. No perfume in the world could compare. My memory
hadn't doneit justice.

| didn't notice when the gasping turned into something else—I only realized | was sobbing when Alice
dragged meto the living room couch and pulled meinto her Iap. It waslike curling up into acool stone,
but a stone that was contoured comfortingly to the shape of my body. She rubbed my back in agentle
rhythm, waiting for meto get control of mysdlf.

"I'm... sorry," | blubbered. "I'm judt... so happy... to seeyou!"
"It'sokay, Bdla Everything's okay."



"Yes" | bawled. And, for once, it seemed that way.
Alice sighed. "I'd forgotten how exuberant you are," she said, and her tone was disapproving.

| looked up at her through my streaming eyes. Alice's neck wastight, straining away from me, her lips
pressed together firmly. Her eyes were black as pitch.

"Oh," | puffed, as| realized the problem. Shewasthirsty. And | smelled appetizing. It had been awhile
since l'd had to think about that kind of thing. " Sorry."

"It'smy own fault. It'sbeentoo long since | hunted. | shouldn't let myself get so thirsty. But | wasina
hurry today." The look she directed at me then wasaglare. " Speaking of which, would you liketo
explainto me how youre dive?'

That brought me up short and stopped the sobs. | redlized what must have happened immediately, and
why Alicewas here.

| swalowed loudly. ™Y ou saw mefal."
"No," she disagreed, her eyes narrowing. "l saw you jump.”
| pursed my lipsas| tried to think of an explanation that wouldn't sound nuts.

Alice shook her head. "I told him thiswould happen, but he didn't believe me. '‘Bellapromised,” her
voice imitated his so perfectly thet | iroze in shock while the pain ripped through my torso. "'Don't be
looking for her future, ether,™ she continued to quote him. "'We've done enough damage.”

"But just because I'm not looking, doesn't mean | don't see” she went on. "I wasn't keeping tabs on you,

| swear, Bella. It'sjust that I'm areacy attuned to you... when | saw you jumping, | didn't think, | just got
onaplane. | knew | would betoo late, but | couldn't do nothing. And then | get here, thinking maybe |
could help Charlie somehow, and you drive up." She shook her head, thistimein confusion. Her voice
was strained. "'l saw you go into the water and | waited and waited for you to come up, but you didn't.
What happened? And how could you do that to Charlie? Did you stop to think what thiswould do to
him? And my brother? Do you have any ideawhat Edward—"

| cut her off then, as soon as she said hisname. I'd |et her go on, even after | redlized the
misunderstanding she was under, just to hear the perfect bell tone of her voice. But it wastimeto
interrupt.

"Alice, | waan't committing suicide.”

She eyed me dubioudy. "Are you saying you didn't jump off acliff?’

"No, but..." | grimaced. "It wasfor recreational purposesonly.”

Her expression hardened.

"I'd seen some of Jacob'sfriends cliff diving,” | ingsted. "It looked like... fun, and | was bored..."
She waited.

"I didn't think about how the storm would affect the currents. Actudly, | didn't think about the water
muchatal."

Alicedidn't buy it. | could seethat she gtill thought | had been trying to kill myself. | decided to redirect.



"Soif you saw mego in, why didn't you see Jacob?"
She cocked her head to the side, distracted.

| continued. "It'struethat | probably would have drowned if Jacob hadn't jumped in after me. Well,
okay, there's no probably about it. But he did, and he pulled me out, and | guess he towed me back to
shore, though | was kind of out for that part. It couldn't have been more than aminute that | was under
before he grabbed me. How come you didn't see that?"

She frowned in perplexity. " Someone pulled you out?'
"Y es. Jacob saved me.”

| watched curioudy as an enigmatic range of emotionsflitted across her face. Something was bothering
her—her imperfect vison? But | wasn't sure. Then she deliberately leaned in and sniffed my shoulder.

| froze.

"Dont beridiculous" she muttered, sniffing at me some more.

"What are you doing?"'

Sheignored my question. "Who was with you out there just now? It sounded like you were arguing.”

"Jacob Black. He's... sort of my best friend, | guess. At least, hewas..." | thought of Jacob's angry,
betrayed face, and wondered what he was to me now.

Alice nodded, seeming preoccupied.

What?"

"l don't know," she said. "'I'm not sure what it means."
"Wel, I'm not deed, at least.”

Sherolled her eyes. "Hewas afool to think you could survive aone. I've never seen anyone so proneto
life-thregtening idiocy.”

"l survived," | pointed out.

She was thinking of something dse. "So, if the currents were too much for you, how did this Jacob
manage?'
"Jacobis... srong.”

She heard the reluctance in my voice, and her eyebrows rose.

| gnawed on my lip for asecond. Wasthis a secret, or not? And if it was, then who was my greatest
alegiance to? Jacob, or Alice?

It was too hard to keep secrets, | decided. Jacob knew everything, why not Alice, too?

"See, wdll, he's... sort of awerewolf," | admitted in arush. "The Quileutes turn into wolves when there
are vampires around. They know Carlide from along time ago. Were you with Carlide back then?

Alice gawked at me for amoment, and then recovered hersdlf, blinking rapidly. "Well, | guessthat



explainsthe smell," she muttered. "But doesit explain what | didn't see?’ She frowned, her porcelain
forehead creasing.

"Thesmd|?" | repeated.
"You smel awful,” she said absently, till frowning. "A werewolf? Are you sure about that?"

"Very sure” | promised, wincing as | remembered Paul and Jacob fighting in the road. "1 guessyou
weren't with Carlide the last time there were werewolves herein Forks?"

"No. I hadn't found him yet." Alicewas till lost in thought. Suddenly, her eyeswidened, and she turned
to stare at me with ashocked expression. "Y our best friend isawerewol{?'

| nodded sheepishly.
"How long hasthis been going on?"
"Not long,” | said, my voice sounding defensive. "He's only been awerewolf for just afew weeks."

She glowered at me. "A young werewolf? Even worse! Edward was right—you're amagnet for danger.
Weren't you supposed to be staying out of trouble?!

"There's nothing wrong with werewolves," | grumbled, stung by her critical tone.

"Until they lose their tempers.” She shook her head sharply from sdeto Sde. "Leaveit to you, Bella
Anyone e'sewould be better off when the vampires|eft town. But you have to start hanging out with the
firs mongersyou canfind."

| didn't want to argue with Alice—I was still trembling with joy that shewasredly, truly here, that | could
touch her marble skin and hear her wind-chime voice—but she had it dl wrong.

"No, Alice, the vampires didn't redly leave—not dl of them, anyway. That'sthe whole trouble. If it
weren't for the werewolves, Victoriawould have gotten me by now. Well, if it weren't for Jake and his
friends, Laurent would have gotten me before she could, | guess, so—"

"Victoria?' she hissed. "Laurent?"

| nodded, ateensy bit darmed by the expression in her black eyes. | pointed at my chest. "Danger
magnet, remember?’

She shook her head again. "Tell me everything—start at the beginning.”

| glossed over the beginning, skipping the motorcycles and the voices, but telling her everything elseright
up to today's misadventure. Alice didn't like my thin explanation about boredom and the cliffs, so |
hurried on to the strange flame I'd seen on the water and what | thought it meant. Her eyes narrowed
amogt to ditsat that part. It was strange to see her look 0... so dangerous—like avampire. |
swallowed hard and went on with the rest about Harry.

She listened to my story without interrupting. Occasionally, she would shake her head, and the creasein
her forehead deepened until it looked like it was carved permanently into the marble of her skin. She
didn't speak and, findly, | fell quiet, struck again by the borrowed grief at Harry's passing. | thought of
Charlie; he would be home soon. What condition would he bein?

"Our leaving didn't do you any good at dl, did it?" Alice murmured.



| laughed once—it was adightly hysterical sound. "That was never the point, though, wasit? It'snot like
you left for my benefit.”

Alice scowled at the floor for amoment. "Well... | guess| acted impulsively today. | probably shouldn't
haveintruded.”

| could fedl the blood draining from my face. My stomach dropped. "Don't go, Alice" | whispered. My
fingerslocked around the collar of her white shirt and | began to hyperventilate. "Please don't leave me."

Her eyes opened wider. "All right," she said, enunciating each word with dow precison. "I'm not going
anywhere tonight. Take adeep breath.”

| tried to obey, though | couldn't quite locate my lungs.

She watched my face while | concentrated on my breething. Shewaited till | was calmer to comment.
"Youlook likehdl, Bdla"

"I drowned today," | reminded her.

"It goes deegper than that. Y ou're amess.”

| flinched. "L ook, I'm doing my best."

"What do you mean?"

"It hasn't been easy. I'm working onit.”

Shefrowned. "l told him," she said to hersdlf.

"Alice" | Sghed. "What did you think you were going to find? | mean, besides me dead? Did you expect
to find me skipping around and whistling show tunes? 'Y ou know me better than that."

"l do. But | hoped.”
"Then | guess| don't havethe corner on theidiocy market.”
The phonerang.

"That hasto be Charlie" | said, staggering to my feet. | grabbed Alice's sone hand and dragged her with
me to the kitchen. | wasn't about to let her out of my sight.

"Charlie?' | answered the phone.

"No, it'sme," Jacob said.

" ke

Alice scrutinized my expression.

"Just making sure you were till dive,” Jacob said sourly.
"I'mfine. | told you that it wasn't—"

"Yeah. | gotit. 'Bye"



Jacob hung up on me.

| sghed and let my head hang back, staring at the ceiling. "That's going to be a problem.”
Alice squeezed my hand. "They aren't excited I'm here."

"Not especialy. But it'snone of their business anyway."

Alice put her arm around me. "So what do we do now?" she mused. She seemed to talk to hersdlf for a
moment. "Thingsto do. Loose endstotie"

"What thingsto do?'

Her face was suddenly careful. "I don't know for sure... | need to see Carlide.”
Would she leave so soon? My stomach dropped.

"Could you stay?" | begged. "Please? For just alittle while. I've missed you so much." My voice broke.
"If you think that'sagood idea." Her eyes were unhappy.

"l do. Y ou can stay here—Charlie would love that."

"l haveahouse, Bdlla"

| nodded, disappointed but resigned. She hesitated, studying me.

"Wl | need to go get asuitcase of clothes, at thevery least.”

| threw my arms around her. "Alice, you're the best!"

"And | think I'll need to hunt. Immediately,” she added in astrained voice,
"Oops." | took a step back.

"Can you stay out of trouble for one hour?' she asked skeptically. Then, before | could answer, she held
up onefinger and closed her eyes. Her face went smooth and blank for afew seconds.

And then her eyes opened and she answered her own question. "Y es, you'l be fine. For tonight,
anyway." She grimaced. Even making faces, she looked like an angdl.

"You'll comeback?' | asked inasmadl voice.
"l promise—one hour."

| glanced at the clock over the kitchen table. She laughed and leaned in quickly to kiss me on the cheek.
Then shewas gone.

| took a deep breath. Alice would be back. | suddenly felt so much better.

| had plenty to do to keep myself busy while | waited. A shower was definitely first on the agenda. |
sniffed my shouldersas | undressed, but | couldn't smell anything but the brine and seaweed scent of the
ocean. | wondered what Alice had meant about me smelling bad.

When | was cleaned up, | went back to the kitchen. | couldn't see any signsthat Charlie 'lad eaten
recently, and he would probably be hungry when he got back. | hummed tunelessly to myself as| moved



around the kitchen.

While Thursday's casserole rotated in the microwave, | made up the couch with sheets and an old pillow.
Alicewouldn't need it, but Charlie would need to seeit. | was careful not to watch the clock. Therewas
Nno reason to start myself panicking; Alice had promised.

| hurried through my dinner, not tasting it—just feding the ache asit did down my raw throat. Mostly |
wasthirgy; | must have drunk ahdf gdlon of water by thetime | wasfinished. All the sdt in my system
had dehydrated me.

| went to go try to watch TV while| waited.

Alice was dready there, Sitting on her improvised bed. Her eyeswere aliquid butterscotch. She smiled
and patted the pillow. "Thanks."

"Youreearly," | said, dated.

| sat down next to her and leaned my head on her shoulder. She put her cold arms around me and
sghed.

"Bella What are we going to do with you?"

"I don't know," | admitted. "I redlly have been trying my hardest.”
"I blieveyou.”

It wasslent.

"Does—doeshe..." | took a deep breath. It was harder to say his name out loud, even though | was
ableto think it now. "Does Edward know you're here?' | couldn't help asking. It was my pain, after dl.
I'd dedl with it when shewas gone, | promised mysdlf, and fet sick at the thought.

"No."
Therewas only oneway that could be true. "He's not with Carlide and Esme?’
"He checksin every few months.”

"Oh." He must till be out enjoying hisdistractions. | focused my curiosity on asafer topic. Y ou said you
flew here... Where did you come from?"'

"l wasin Dendi. Vigting Tanyasfamily.”
"Is Jasper here? Did he come with your™

She shook her head. "He didn't gpprove of my interfering. We promised..." shetrailed off, and then her
tone changed. "And you think Charlie won't mind my being here?' she asked, sounding worried.

"Charliethinks you're wonderful, Alice."
"Well, werre about to find out."

Sure enough, afew seconds|later | heard the cruiser pull into the driveway. | jumped up and hurried to
open the door.

Charlie trudged dowly up the walk, his eyes on the ground and his shoulders dumped. | walked forward



to meet him; he didn't even see me until | hugged him around the waist. He embraced me back fiercely.
"I'm so sorry about Harry, Dad.”

"I'mredly going to misshim,” Charlie mumbled.

"How's Sue doing?'

"She seems dazed, like she hasn't grasped it yet. Sam's staying with her..." The volume of hisvoice faded
inand out. "Those poor kids. Leah'sjust ayear older than you, and Seth isonly fourteen..." He shook
his heed.

He kept hisarmstight around me as he started toward the door again.
"Um, Dad?" | figured I'd better warn him. "Y ou'll never guesswhao's here."

He looked at me blankly. His head swiveled around, and he spied the Mercedes across the street, the
porch light reflecting off the glossy black paint. Before he could react, Alice wasin the doorway.

"Hi, Charlie" shesaid in asubdued voice. "I'm sorry | came at such abad time.”

"Alice Cullen?' he peered at the dight figurein front of him asif he doubted what hiseyesweretdling
him. "Alice, isthat you?'

"It'sme," she confirmed. "1 wasin the neighborhood.”

"IsCalide...?"

"No, I'mdone."

Both Alice and | knew he wasn't redlly asking about Carlide. His arm tightened over my shoulder.
"She can stay here, can't she?' | pleaded. "1 dready asked her.”

"Of course," Charlie said mechanicdly. "Wed loveto have you, Alice.

"Thank you, Charlie. | know it's horrid timing."

"No, it'sfine, redly. I'm going to be redly busy doing what | can for Harry'sfamily; it will be nicefor
Bdlato have some company.”

"Theresdinner for you on thetable, Dad,” | told him.
"Thanks, Bell." He gave me one more squeeze before he shuffled toward the kitchen.

Alice went back to the couch, and | followed her. Thistime, she wasthe oneto pull me againgt her
shoulder.

"You look tired."

"Yeah," | agreed, and shrugged. "Near-death experiences do that to me... So, what does Carlide think
of you being here?'

"He doesn't know. He and Esme were on ahunting trip. I'll hear from himin afew days, when he gets
back."



"Youwont tel him, though... when he checksin again?' | asked. She knew | didn't mean Carlide now.
"No. Hed bite my head off,” Alicesaid grimly.
| laughed once, and then sighed.

| didn't want to deep. | wanted to stay up dl night talking to Alice. And it didn't make sense for meto be
tired, what with crashing on Jacob's couch al day. But drowning redlly had taken alot out of me, and my
eyeswouldn't stay open. | rested my head on her stone shoulder, and drifted into amore peaceful
oblivion than | had any hope of .

| woke early, from a deep and dreamless deep, feding well-rested, but stiff. | was on the couch tucked
under the blankets I'd laid out for Alice, and | could hear her and Charlietalking in the kitchen. It
sounded like Charlie wasfixing her breskfast.

"How bad wasit, Charlie?' Alice asked softly, and at first | thought they were talking about the
Clearwaters.

Charliesghed. "Red bad.”
"Tel meabout it. | want to know exactly what happened when weleft.”

There was a pause while a cupboard door was closed and adid on the stove was clicked off. | waited,
cringing.
"I've never felt so helpless" Charlie began dowly. "I didn't know what to do. That first week—I thought |

was going to have to hospitalize her. Shewouldn't eat or drink, she wouldn't move. Dr. Gerandy was
throwing around words like ‘catatonic,’ but | didn't let him up to see her. | was afraid it would scare her."

"'She snapped out of it though?"

"I had Renee cometo take her to Florida. | just didn't want to be the one... if she had to go to a hospital
or something. | hoped being with her mother would help. But when we started packing her clothes, she
woke up with avengeance. I've never seen Bellathrow afit like that. She was never onefor the
tantrums, but, boy, did shefly into afury. She threw her clothes everywhere and screamed that we
couldn't make her leave—and then shefindly started crying. | thought that would be the turning point. |
didn't argue when sheinsisted on staying here... and she did seem to get better at first..."

Charlietralled off. It was hard listening to this, knowing how much pain I'd caused him.
"But?" Alice prompted.

" She went back to school and work, she ate and dept and did her homework. She answered when
someone asked her adirect question. But shewas... empty. Her eyes were blank. There were lots of
little things—she wouldn't listen to music anymore; | found abunch of CDs broken in the trash. She didn't
reed; shewouldn't be in the same room when the TV was on, not that she watched it so much before. |
findly figured it out—she was avoiding everything that might remind her of ... him.

"We could hardly talk; | was so worried about saying something that would upset her—thelittlest things
would make her flinch—and she never volunteered anything. She would just answer if | asked her
something.

"Shewasdonedl thetime. She didn't cal her friends back, and after awhile, they stopped calling.



"It was night of the living dead around here. | ill hear her screaming in her deep..."

| could amost see him shuddering. | shuddered, too, remembering. And then | sighed. | hadn't fooled him
at al, not for one second.

"I'm so sorry, Charlie)" Alice said, voice glum.

"It'snot your fault." Theway he said it made it perfectly clear that he was holding someone responsible.
"Y ou were dwaysagood friend to her."

"' She seems better now, though.”

"Y eah. Ever since she started hanging out with Jacob Black, I've noticed areal improvement. She has
some color in her cheeks when she comes home, some light in her eyes. She's happier.” He paused, and
his voice was different when he spoke again. "He'sayear or so younger than her, and | know she used
to think of him asafriend, but | think maybeit's something more now, or headed that direction, anyway."
Charlie said thisin atone that was dmost belligerent. It was awarning, not for Alice, but for her to pass
aong. "Jakesold for hisyears," he continued, till sounding defensive. "He's taken care of hisfather
physicaly the way Bellatook care of her mother emotiondly. It matured him. He's agood-looking kid,
too—takes after hismom's sde. He'sgood for Bella, you know," Charlieinsisted.

"Thenit'sgood she hashim," Alice agreed.

Charlie sighed out abig gust of air, folding quickly to the lack of opposition. "Okay, so | guessthat's
overgtating things. | don't know.... even with Jacob, now and then | see something in her eyes, and |
wonder if I've ever grasped how much pain she'sredly in It'snot normd, Alice, and it... it frightensme.
Not normal at al. Not like someone. .. |eft her, but like someone died.” Hisvoice cracked.

It was like someone had died—Ilike | had died. Because it had been more than just losing the truest of
trueloves, asif that were not enough to kill anyone. It was also losing awhole future, awhole
family—the wholelifethat I'd chosen...

Charliewent onin ahopelesstone. "I don't know if she'sgoing to get over it—I'm not sureif it'sin her
nature to hea from something like this. She's always been such acongtant little thing. She doesn't get past

things, change her mind."

"She'sone of akind," Alice agreed in adry voice.

"And Alice..." Charlie hesitated. "Now, you know how fond | am of you, and | can tell that she's happy
to seeyou, but... I'm alittle worried about what your visit will do to her.”

"Soam|, Charlie, so amI. | wouldn't have comeif I'd had any idea. I'm sorry."
"Don't gpologize, honey. Who knows? Maybe it will be good for her.”
"l hopeyou'reright.”

There was along break while forks scraped plates and Charlie chewed. | wondered where Alice was
hiding the food.

"Alice, | haveto ask you something,” Charlie said awkwardly.
Alicewas cdm. "Go ahead.”

"He's not coming back to visit, too, ishe?' | could hear the suppressed anger in Charli€svoice.



Alice answered in a soft, reassuring tone. "He doesn't even know I'm here. Thelast time | spoke with
him, hewasin South America."

| giffened as| heard this new information, and listened harder.
"That's something, at least." Charlie snorted. "Wdll, | hope he's enjoying himself."

For thefirst time, Alice'svoice had abit of stedl init. "I wouldn't make assumptions, Charlie." | knew
how her eyes would flash when she used that tone.

A chair scooted from the table, scraping loudly acrossthefloor. | pictured Charlie getting up; there was
no way Alice would makethat kind of noise. Thefaucet ran, splashing against adish.

It didn't sound like they were going to say anything more about Edward, so | decided it wastimeto
wake up.

| turned over, bouncing againgt the springs to make them squeak. Then | yawned loudly.
All was quiet in the kitchen.

| stretched and groaned.

"Alice?" | asked innocently; the soreness rasping in my throat added nicely to the charade.

"I'minthekitchen, Bella," Alice cdled, no hint in her voice that she suspected my eavesdropping. But she
was good a hiding thingslikethat.

Charlie had to leave then—he was hel ping Sue Clearwater with the funerd arrangements. 1t would have
been avery long day without Alice. She never spoke about leaving, and | didn't ask her. | knew it was
inevitable, but | put it out of my mind.

Instead, we talked about her family—all but one.

Carlide was working nightsin Ithaca and teaching part time at Cornell. Esme was restoring a seventeenth
century house, ahistorical monument, in the forest north of the city. Emmett and Rosdie had goneto
Europe for afew months on another honeymoon, but they were back now. Jasper was at Cornell, too,
studying philosophy thistime. And Alice had been doing some persona research, concerning the
information I'd accidentally uncovered for her last spring. Sheld successfully tracked down the asylum
where sheld spent the last years of her human life. The life she had no memory of.

"My namewas Mary Alice Brandon," shetold me quietly. "I had alittle Sster named Cynthia. Her
daughter—my niece—is dill divein Biloxi."

"Did you find out why they put you in... that place?' What would drive parentsto that extreme? Even if
their daughter saw visons of thefuture. ..

Shejust shook her head, her topaz eyes thoughtful. "I couldn't find much about them. | went through all
the old newspapers on microfiche. My family wasn't mentioned often; they weren't part of the socia
circlethat made the papers. My parents engagement was there, and Cynthias." The name fell uncertainly
from her tongue. "My birth was announced... and my degath. | found my grave. | dso filched my
admissons sheet from the old asylum archives. The date on the admission and the date on my tombstone
arethesame.”

| didn't know what to say, and, after a short pause, Alice moved on to lighter topics.



The Cullens were reassembled now, with the one exception, spending Corndl's spring bresk in Dendli
with Tanyaand her family. | listened too eagerly to even the most trivial news. She never mentioned the
one | was mogt interested in, and for that | was grateful. It was enough to listen to the stories of the family
I'd once dreamed of belonging to.

Charlie didn't get back until after dark, and he looked more worn than he had the night before. He would
be headed back to the reservation first thing in the morning for Harry'sfunerd, so heturnedin early. |
stayed on the couch with Alice again.

Charlie was dmost a stranger when he came down the stairs before the sun was up, wearing an old suit
I'd never seen himin before. The jacket hung open; | guessed it was too tight to fasten the buttons. His
tiewas abit widefor the current style. He tiptoed to the door, trying not to wake us up. | et him go,
pretending to deep, as Alice did on the recliner.

As soon as he was out the door, Alice sat up. Under the quilt, she wasfully dressed.
"So, what are we doing today?" she asked.

"l don't know—do you see anything interesting happening?”’

She amiled and shook her head. "But it's till early.”

All thetime I'd been spending in La Push meant a pile of things 1'd been neglecting at home, and |
decided to catch up on my chores. | wanted to do something, anything that might make life eesier for
Charlie—maybe it would make him fed just alittle better to come hometo aclean, organized house. |
started with the bathroom—it showed the most signs of neglect.

While | worked, Aliceleaned againgt the doorjamb and asked nonchaant questions about my, well, our
high schoal friends and what they been up to since sheld left. Her face stayed casua and emotionless, but
| sensed her disgpprova when sheredized how little | could tell her. Or maybe | just had aguilty
conscience after eavesdropping on her conversation with Charlie yesterday morning.

| wasliterdly up to my elbowsin Comet, scrubbing the floor of the bathtub, when the doorbell rang.

| looked to Alice at once, and her expression was perplexed, amaost worried, which was strange; Alice
was never taken by surprise.

"Hold on!" | shouted in the generd direction of the front door, getting up and hurrying to the sink to rinse
my arms off.

"Bella" Alice said with atrace of frugtration in her voice, "I have afarly good guesswho that might be,
and | think I'd better step out.”

"Guess?' | echoed. Since when did Alice have to guess anything?

"If thisisarepesat of my egregious lapsein foresght yesterday, then it's most likely Jacob Black or one of
his... friends”

| stared at her, putting it together. ™Y ou can't see werewolves?!
She grimaced. "So it would seem.” She was obvioudy annoyed by this fact—very annoyed.

The doorbell rang again—buzzing twice quickly and impatiently.



"Y ou don't have go anywhere, Alice. Y ou were herefirs.”

She laughed her slvery little laugh—it had adark edge. " Trust me—it wouldn't be agood ideato have
me and Jacob Black in aroom together."

She kissed my cheek swiftly before she vanished through Charli€'s door—and out his back window, no
doubt.

The doorbell rang again.

18. THE FUNERAL

| SPRINTED DOWN THE STAIRSAND THREW THE DOOR open.
It was Jacob, of course. Even blind, Alice wasn't dow.

He was standing about six feet back from the door, his nose wrinkled in distaste, but his face otherwise
smooth—measklike. He didn't fool me; | could seethe faint trembling of his hands.

Hodtility rolled off of him in waves. It brought back that awful afternoon when hed chosen Sam over me,
and | felt my chin jerk up defensvely in response.

Jacob's Rabbit idled by the curb with Jared behind the wheel and Embry in the passenger sedt. |
understood what this meant: they were afraid to let him come here done. It made me sad, and alittle
annoyed. The Cullensweren't like that.

"Hey," | findly said when he didn't spesk.

Jake pursed hislips, gtill hanging back from the door. His eyesflickered across the front of the house.
| ground my teeth. " She's not here. Do you need something?”

He hesitated. "Y oure done?"

"Yes" | Sghed.

"Can | tak to you aminute?’

"Of course you can, Jacob. Comeonin.”

Jacob glanced over his shoulder at hisfriendsin the car. | saw Embry shake hishead just atiny bit. For
some reason, this bugged meto no end.

My teeth clenched together again. " Chicken” | mumbled under my bresath.

Jake's eyes flashed back to me, histhick, black brows pushing into a furious angle over his deep-set
eyes. Hisjaw set, and he marched—there was no other way to describe the way he moved—up the
sdewak and shrugged past me into the house.

| locked gazes with first Jared and then Embry—I didn't like the hard way they eyed me; did they redly
think | would let anything hurt Jacob?—before | shut the door on them.



Jacob wasin the hall behind me, staring at the mess of blanketsin the living room.
"Sumber party?' he asked, histone sarcastic.

"Yeah," | answered with the same leve of acid. | didn't like Jacob when he acted thisway. "What'sit to
you?'

He wrinkled his nose again like he smelled something unplessant. "Where's your ‘friend"?" | could hear
the quotation marksin histone.

" She had some errands to run. Look, Jacob, what do you want?"

Something about the room seemed to make him edgier—hislong arms were quivering. He didn't answer
my question. Instead he moved on to the kitchen, his restless eyes darting everywhere.

| followed him. He paced back and forth aong the short counter.

"Hey," | said, putting myself in hisway. He stopped pacing and stared down at me. "What's your
problem?"

"I don't like having to be here."

That stung. | winced, and his eyestightened.

"Then I'm sorry you had to come,” | muttered. "Why don't you tell me what you need so you can leave?’
"l just have to ask you acouple of questions. It shouldn't take long. We have to get back for the funera.”

"Okay. Get it over with then." | was probably overdoing it with the antagonism, but | didn't want him to
see how much thishurt. | knew | wasn't being fair. After dl, I'd picked the bloodsucker over him last
night. I'd hurt him first.

Hetook adeep breath, and his trembling fingers were suddenly till. His face smoothed into a serene
mask.

"One of the Cullensis staying here with you," he stated.

"Yes AliceCullen.”

He nodded thoughtfully. "How long is she herefor?”

"Aslong as shewantsto be." The belligerence was till therein my tone. "It's an open invitation.”
"Do you think you could... please... explain to her about the other one—Victoria?'

| paed. "I told her about that.”

He nodded. "Y ou should know that we can only watch our own landswith a Cullen here. Y ou'll only be
safein LaPush. | can't protect you here anymore.”

"Okay," | saidinasmal voice.
He looked away then, out the back windows. He didn't continue.
"Isthet dl?"



He kept his eyes on the glass as he answered. " Just one more thing.”
| waited, but he didn't continue. "Y es?' | finaly prompted.

"Aretherest of them coming back now?" he asked in acool, quiet voice. It reminded me of Sam's
aways cam manner. Jacob was becoming more like Sam... | wondered why that bothered me so much.

Now | didn't speak. He looked back at my face with probing eyes.

"WeI?" he asked. He struggled to conced the tension behind his serene expression.
"No." | said findly. Grudgingly. "They aren't coming back."

Hisexpresson didn't change. "Okay. That'sal.”

| glared at him, annoyance rekindled. "Well, run aong now. Go tell Sam that the scary mongters aren't
coming to get you."

"Okay," he repeated, till cam.

That seemed to beit. Jacob walked swiftly from the kitchen. | waited to hear the front door open, but |
heard nothing. | could hear the clock over the stoveticking, and | marveled again at how quiet held
become.

What adisaster. How could | have dienated him so completely in such a short amount of time?
Would he forgive me when Alice was gone? What if he didn't?

| dumped against the counter and buried my face in my hands. How had | made such amess of
everything? But what could | have done differently? Even in hindsight, | couldn't think of any better way,
any perfect course of action.

"Bdla... ?' Jacob asked in atroubled voice.

| pulled my face out of my hands to see Jacob hesitating in the kitchen doorway; he hadn't left when I'd
thought. It was only when | saw the clear drops sparkling in my handsthat | redized | was crying.

Jacob's calm expression was gone; his face was anxious and unsure. He walked quickly back to stand in
front of me, ducking his head so that his eyes were closer to being on the same level with mine.

"Diditagan, didnt1?"

"Didwhat?" | asked, my voice cracking.

"Broke my promise. Sorry."

"'Sokay," | mumbled. "l sarted it thistime."

Hisfacetwisted. "I knew how you felt about them. It shouldn't have taken me by surprise like that.”

| could seetherevulsonin hiseyes. | wanted to explain to him what Alice wasredly like, to defend her
againg the judgments held made, but something warned me that now was not thetime.

Sol just sad, "Sorry," again.

"Let's not worry about it, okay? She'sjust visiting, right? Shell leave, and thingswill go back to normal.."



"Cant | befriendswith you both at the sametime?" | asked, my voice not hiding an ounce of the hurt |
felt.

He shook hishead dowly. "No, | don't think you can.”

| sniffed and stared at hisbig feet. "But you'll wait, right? Y ou'll till be my friend, eventhough | love
Alice, too?"

| didn't look up, afraid to see what he'd think of that last part. It took him aminute to answer, so | was
probably right not to look.

"Yeaeh, I'll dwaysbeyour friend," he sad gruffly. "No matter what you love.
"Promis=?'

"Promisa”

| felt hisarmswind around me, and | leaned againgt his chest, dtill sniffling. "Thissucks.”
"Yeah." Then hesniffed my hair and said, "Ew.”

"What?" | demanded. | looked up to seethat his nose was wrinkled again. "Why does everyone keep
doing that to me? 1 don't smdl!"

Hesmiled alittle. "Y es, you do—you smdll like them. Blech. Too sweet—sickly sweet. And... icy. It
burnsmy nose."

"Redly?' That was strange. Alice smdled unbdievably wonderful. To ahuman, anyway. "But why would
Alicethink | smelled, too, then?'

That wiped hissmile awvay. "Huh. Maybe | don't smell so good to her, ether. Huh."

"Weéll, you both smdll fineto me." | rested my head against him again. | was going to misshim terribly
when he walked out my door. It was anasty catch-22—on the one hand, | wanted Alice to stay forever.
| was going to die—metaphoricaly—when sheleft me. But how was | supposed to go without seeing
Jakefor any length of time? What a mess, | thought again.

"'l missyou," Jacob whispered, echoing my thoughts. "Every minute. | hope she leaves soon.”
"It really doesn't have to be that way, Jake."

Hesdghed. "Yes, it redly does. Bela. You... love her. So I'd better not get anywhere near her. I'm not
sure that I'm even-tempered enough to handle that. Sam would be mad if | broke the treaty, and"—his
voice turned sarcastic—"you probably wouldn't likeit too muchiif | killed your friend.”

| recoiled from him when he said that, but he only tightened hisarms, refusing to let me escape. "There's
no point in avoiding the truth. That'stheway things are, Bdlls"

"l do not liketheway thingsare."

Jacob freed one arm so that he could cup his big brown hand under my chin and make me look at him.
"Y eah. It was easier when we were both human, wasn't it?"

| Sghed.



We stared at each other for along moment. His hand smoldered against my skin. In my face, | knew
there was nothing but wistful sadness—I didn't want to have to say goodbye now, no matter for how
short atime. At first hisface reflected mine, but then, as neither of uslooked away, his expresson
changed.

Hereleased me, lifting his other hand to brush his fingertips dong my cheek, trailing them down to my
jaw. | could fed hisfingerstremble—not with anger thistime. He pressed his palm against my cheek, so
that my face was trapped between his burning hands.

"Bella," hewhispered.
| wasfrozen.

No! | hadn't made thisdecision yet. | didn't know if | could do this, and now | was out of timeto think.
But | would have been afodl if | thought rejecting him now would have no consegquences.

| stared back at him. He was not my Jacob, but he could be. Hisface was familiar and beloved. In so
many real ways, | did love him. He was my comfort, my safe harbor. Right now, | could chooseto have
him belong to me.

Alice was back for the moment, but that changed nothing. True love was forever lost. The prince was
never coming back to kiss me awake from my enchanted deep. | was not aprincess, after al. So what
wasthefairy-tae protocol for other kisses? The mundane kind that didn't break any spells?

Maybe it would be easy—Ilike holding his hand or having hisarms around me. Maybe it would fed nice.
Maybeit wouldn't fed like abetrayal. Besides, who was | betraying, anyway? Just myself.

Keeping his eyes on mine, Jacob began to bend hisface toward me. And | was il absolutely
undecided.

The shrill ring of the phone made us both jump, but it did not break hisfocus. He took hishand from
under my chin and reached over meto grab the receiver, but still held my face securely with the hand
againgt my cheek. Hisdark eyesdid not free mine. | wastoo muddled to react, even to take advantage
of thedigtraction.

"Swan resdence,” Jacob said, hishusky voicelow and intense.

Someone answered, and Jacob altered in an instant. He straightened up, and his hand dropped from my
face. Hiseyeswent flat, hisface blank, and | would have bet the meady remainder of my college f and
that it was Alice.

| recovered mysdlf and held out my hand for the phone. Jacob ignored me.
"He's not here," Jacob said, and the words were menacing.

There was some very short reply, arequest for more information it seemed, because he added
unwillingly, "He's a the funerd..”

Then Jacob hung up the phone. "Filthy bloodsucker,” he muttered under his breath. The face he turned
back to me was the bitter mask again.

"Who did you just hang up on?" | gasped, infuriated. "In my house, and on my phone?"
"Easy! Hehung up onme!”



"He? Who wasit?"
He sneared thetitle. "Dr. Calide Cullen.”
"Why didn't you let metak to him?2"

"Hedidn't ask for you," Jacob said coldly. Hisface was smooth, expressionless, but his hands shook.
"He asked where Charliewasand | told him. | don't think | broke any rules of etiquette.”

"You listen to me, Jacob Black—"

But he obvioudy wasn't listening. He looked quickly over his shoulder, asif someone had caled hisname
from the other room. His eyes went wide and his body iff, then he sarted trembling. | listened too,
automaticaly, but heard nothing.

"Bye, Bells" he spit out, and wheeled toward the front door.
| ran after him. "What isit?"

And then | raninto him, as he rocked back on his hedls, cussing under his breath. He spun around again,
knocking me sdeways. | bobbled and fell to the floor, my legstangled with his.

"Shoot, ow!" | protested as he hurriedly jerked hislegsfree one a atime.

| struggled to pull mysalf up as he darted for the back door; he suddenly froze again.
Alice stood motionless at the foot of the Sairs.

"Bella" she choked.

| scrambled to my feet and lurched to her side. Her eyes were dazed and far away, her face drawn and
whiter than bone. Her dim body trembled to an inner turmoil.

"Alice, what'swrong?' | cried. | put my hands on her face, trying to calm her.
Her eyesfocused on mine abruptly, wide with pain.
"Edward," was al she whispered.

My body reacted faster than my mind was able to catch up with the implications of her reply. | didn't at
first understand why the room was spinning or where the hollow roar in my ears was coming from. My
mind labored, unable to make sense of Alice's bleak face and how it could possibly relate to Edward,
while my body was aready swaying, seeking the relief of unconsciousness before the redlity could hit me.

The stairway tilted at the oddest angle.

Jacob's furious voice was suddenly in my ear, hissing out a stream of profanities. | felt avague
disapprova. His new friends were clearly abad influence.

| was on the couch without understanding how | got there, and Jacob was still swearing. It felt like there
was an earthquake—the couch was shaking under me.

"What did you do to her?' he demanded.

Aliceignored him. "Bdla? Bella, sngp out of it. We haveto hurry."



"Stay back," Jacob warned.

"Cam down, Jacob Black," Alice ordered. "Y ou don't want to do that so closeto her."

"I don't think I'll have any problem keeping my focus," he retorted, but his voice sounded alittle cooler.
"Alice?' My voice was weak. "What happened?’ | asked, even though | didn't want to hear.

"I don't know," she suddenly wailed. "What ishe thinking?"

| 1abored to pull myself up despite the dizziness. | redlized it was Jacob'sarm | was gripping for balance.
He was the one shaking, not the couch.

Alicewas pulling asmal silver phone from her bag when my eyesrelocated her. Her fingersdided the
numbers so fast they wereablur.

"Rosg, | need to talk to Carlide now." Her voice whipped through the words. "Fine, as soon as he's
back. No, I'll be on aplane. Look, have you heard anything from Edward?'

Alice paused now, listening with an expression that grew more gppalled every second. Her mouth
opened into alittle O of horror, and the phone shook in her hand.

"Why?" she gasped. "Why would you do that, Rosdie?"
Whatever the answer was, it made her jaw tighten in anger. Her eyesflashed and narrowed.

"W, you're wrong on both counts, though, Rosalie, so that would be a problem, don't you think?' she
asked acidly. "Yes, that'sright. She's absolutely fine—I waswrong... It'salong story... But you're
wrong about that part, too, that'swhy I'm calling... Yes, that's exactly what | saw."

Alice'svoice was very hard and her lips were pulled back from her teeth. "It'sabit |ate for that, Rose.
Save your remorse for someone who believesit." Alice snapped the phone shut with asharp twist of her

fingers
Her eyesweretortured as she turned to face me.

"Alice" | blurted out quickly. I couldn't let her speak yet. | needed afew more seconds before she spoke
and her words destroyed what was left of my life. "Alice, Carlideisback, though. He called just
before..."

She stared a me blankly. "How long ago?"' she asked in ahollow voice.
"Haf aminute before you showed up.”

"What did he say?" Sheredlly focused now, waiting for my answer.

"l didn't talk to him."” My eyesflickered to Jacob.

Aliceturned her penetrating gaze on him. Heflinched, but held his place next to me. He st awkwardly,
amog asif heweretrying to shield mewith his body.

"He asked for Charlie, and | told him Charlie wasn't here," Jacob muttered resentfully.
"Isthat everything?' Alice demanded, her voicelikeice.

"Then he hung up on me," Jacob spit back. A tremor rolled down his spine, shaking me withit.



"You told him Charliewas at thefunerd,” | reminded him.

Alice jerked her head back toward me "What were his exact words?"

"He said, 'He's not here,' and when Carlide asked where Charlie was, Jacob said, ‘At the funera .™
Alice moaned and sank to her knees.

"Tdl meAlice" | whispered.

"That wasn't Carlide on the phone," she said hopelesdly.

"Areyou calingmealiar?' Jacob snarled from besde me.

Aliceignored him, focusing on my bewildered face.

"It was Edward.” The words were just achoked whisper. "He thinks you're dead.”

My mind started to work again. These words weren't the ones I'd been afraid of, and the relief cleared
my head.

"Rosdietold him | killed mysdf, didn't she?' | sad, Sghing as| relaxed.
"Yes" Alice admitted, her eyesflashing hard again.

"In her defense, shedid believeit. They rely on my sight far too much for something that works so
imperfectly. But for her to track him down to tell him this! Didn't sheredize... or care... ?' Her voice
faded away in horror.

"And when Edward caled here, he thought Jacob meant my funera,” | redized. It stung to know how
closeI'd been, just inches awvay from hisvoice. My nails dug into Jacob's arm, but he didn't flinch.

Alicelooked a me strangely. "Y ou're not upset,” she whispered.

"Wel, it'sredly rotten timing, but it will al get sraightened out. The next time he calls, someone will tell
him... what... redly..." | trailed off. Her gaze strangled the words in my throat.

Why was she so panicked? Why was her face twisting now with pity and horror? What wasit she had
said to Rosdlie on the phone just now? Something about what sheld seen... and Rosalie's remorse;
Rosdiewould never fed remorse for anything that happened to me. But if sheld hurt her family, hurt her
brother...

"Bella" Alice whispered. "Edward won't cal again. He believed her.”

"l. Don't. Understand." My mouth framed each word in silence. | couldn't push the air out to actudly say
the words that would make her explain what that meant.

"Hesgoingto Itay."
It took the length of one heartbest for me to comprehend.

When Edward's voi ce came back to me now, it was not the perfect imitation of my delusions. It was just
the wesk, flat tone of my memories. But the words alone were enough to shred through my chest and
leave it gaping open. Words from atime when | would have bet everything that | owned or could borrow
on that fact that he loved me.



Well, | wasn't going to live without you, he'd said as we watched Romeo and Juliet die, hereinthis
very room. But | wasn't sure how to doit... | knew Emmett and Jasper would never help...so |
was thinking maybe | would go to Italy and do something to provoke the Volturi... You don't
irritate them. Not unless you want to die.

Not unless you want to die.

"NO!" The half-shrieked denid was s0 loud after the whispered words, it made usal jump. | felt the
blood rushing to my face as | realized what she'd seen. "No! No, no, no! He can't! He can't do that!"

"He made up hismind as soon as your friend confirmed that it was too late to save you."

"But he... heleft! He didn't want me anymore! What difference does it make now? He knew | would
diesometime!”

"I don't think he ever planned to outlive you by long," Alice said quietly.

"How dare he!l" | screamed. | was on my feet now, and Jacob rose uncertainly to put himself between
Aliceand meagain.

"Oh, get out of theway, Jacob!" | elbowed my way around his trembling body with desperate
impatience. "What do we do?' | begged Alice. There had to be something. "Can't we call him? Can
Calide?'

Shewas shaking her head. "That wasthefirst thing | tried. He left hisphonein atrash canin
Rio—someone answered it..." she whispered.

"Y ou said before we had to hurry. Hurry how? Let'sdo it, whatever it isl"
"Bella, I—I don't think | can ask you to..." Shetrailed off inindecison.
"Ask mel" | commanded.

She put her hands on my shoulders, holding mein place, her fingersflexing sporadicaly to emphasize her
words. "We may dready betoo late. | saw him going to the Volturi... and asking to die." We both
cringed, and my eyeswere suddenly blind. | blinked feverishly at thetears. "It al depends on what they
choose. | can't seethat till they make adecision.

"But if they say no, and they might—Aro isfond of Carlide, and wouldn't want to offend him—Edward
has a backup plan. They're very protective of their city. If Edward does something to upset the peace, he
thinksthey'll act to sop him. And he'sright. They will."

| stared at her with my jaw clenched in frugtration. I'd heard nothing yet that would explain why we were
dtill ganding here.

"Soif they agreeto grant hisfavor, weretoo late. If they say no, and he comes up with aplan to offend
them quickly enough, weretoo late. If he givesinto hismore thegtrica tendencies... we might have
time"

"Let'sgo!"

"Ligten, Bellal Whether we arein time or not, we will bein the heart of the Volturi city. | will be
consdered hisaccompliceif heis successful. Y ou will be a human who not only knows too much, but
aso smdlstoo good. Thereésavery good chance that they will diminate us al—though in your caseit



won't be punishment so much asdinnertime.”

"Thisiswhat's keeping ushere?' | asked in disbdief. "Il go doneif youreafraid.” | mentaly tabulated
what money was | eft in my account, and wondered if Alicewould lend metherest.

"I'monly afraid of getting you killed."

| snorted in disgust. "1 dmost get mysdlf killed on adaily basis! Tell mewhat | need to do!™
"Youwriteanoteto Charlie. I'll cdl thearlines™

"Charlie" | gasped.

Not that my presence was protecting him, but could | leave him here doneto face...

"I'm not going to let anything happen to Charlie." Jacob'slow voice was gruff and angry. " Screw the
treaty."

| glanced up at him, and he scowled at my panicked expression.
"Hurry, Bdlla" Aliceinterrupted urgently.

| ran to the kitchen, yanking the drawers open and throwing the contents all over thefloor as| searched
for apen. A smooth, brown hand held one out to me.

"Thanks," | mumbled, pulling the cap off with my teeth. He sllently handed me the pad of paper wewrote
phone messages on. | tore off the top sheet and threw it over my shoulder.

Dad, | wrote. I'mwith Alice. Edward's in trouble. You can ground me when | get back. | know it's
a bad time. So sorry. Love you so much. Bella.

"Don't go," Jacob whispered. The anger was dl gone now that Alice was out of sight.

| wasn't about to waste time arguing with him. "Please, please, please take care of Charlie," | said as|
dashed back out to the front room. Alice was waiting in the doorway with abag over her shoulder.

"Get your wallet—you'll need ID. Please tell meyou have a passport. | don't have timeto forge one.”

| nodded and then raced up the stairs, my knees weak with gratitude that my mother had wanted to
marry Phil on abeachin Mexico. Of course, like dl her plans, it had fallen through. But not before I'd
made dl the practica arrangements| could for her.

| tore through my room. | stuffed my old wallet, aclean T-shirt, and sweatpants into my backpack, and
then threw my toothbrush on top. | hurled mysalf back down the stairs. The sense of dgjavu was nearly
gdifling by this point. At least, unlike the last time—when I'd run away from Forksto escape thirsty
vampires rather than to find them—I wouldn't have to say goodbye to Charlie in person.

Jacob and Alice were locked in some kind of confrontation in front of the open door, standing so far
gpart you wouldn't assume &t first that they were having a conversation. Neither one seemed to notice my

NoiSy reappearance.

"Y ou might control yoursdalf on occasion, but these leeches you're taking her to—" Jacob was furioudy
accusing her.

"Yes. You'reright, dog." Alicewas snarling, too. "The Volturi are the very essence of our kind—they're



the reason your hair stlands on end when you smell me. They are the substance of your nightmares, the
dread behind your ingtincts. I'm not unaware of that."

"And you take her to them like a bottle of winefor aparty!" he shouted.

"Y ou think sheld be better off if | |€ft her here alone, with Victoriastalking her?”

"We can handle the redhead.”

"Thenwhy isshedill hunting?"

Jacob growled, and a shudder rippled through historso.

"Stop that!" | shouted at them both, wild with impatience. "Argue when we get back, let'sgo!”

Aliceturned for the car, disgppearing in her haste. | hurried after her, pausing automaticaly to turn and
lock the door.

Jacob caught my arm with ashivering hand. "Plesse, Bella. I'm begging.”
Hisdark eyeswere glistening with tears. A lump filled my throat.
"Jake, | have to—"

"Y ou don', though. Y ou redlly don't. Y ou could stay here with me. Y ou could stay alive. For Charlie.
For me"

The engine of Carlide's Mercedes purred; the rhythm of the thrumming spiked when Alicerevved it
impatiently.

| shook my head, tears spattering from my eyeswith the sharp motion. | pulled my arm free, and he
didnt fight me.

"Don't die, Bella," he choked out. "Don't go. Don't."
What if | never saw him again?

The thought pushed me past the silent tears; a sob broke out from my chest. | threw my arms around his
waist and hugged for one too-short moment, burying my tear-wet face againgt his chest. He put hisbig
hand on the back of my hair, asif to hold methere.

"Bye, Jake." | pulled his hand from my hair, and kissed his pam. I couldn't bear to look at hisface.
"Sorry," | whispered.

Then | spun and raced for the car. The door on the passenger side was open and waiting. | threw my
backpack over the headrest and did in, damming the door behind me.

"Take care of Charlie!" | turned to shout out the window, but Jacob was nowherein sight. AsAlice
stomped on the gas and—with the tires screeching like human screams—spun us around to face the
road, | caught sight of ashred of white near the edge of the trees. A piece of ashoe.

19. HATE



WE MADE OUR FLIGHT WITH SECONDS TO SPARE, AND THEN the true torture began. The
plane sat idle on the tarmac while the flight attendants strolled—so casudly—up and down the aide,
patting the bagsin the overhead compartments to make sure everything fit. The pilots leaned out of the
cockpit, chatting with them asthey passed. Alice's hand was hard on my shoulder, holding mein my seat
while | bounced anxioudy up and down.

"It'sfaster than running,” she reminded mein alow voice.
| just nodded in time with my bouncing.

At lagt the planerolled lazily from the gate, building speed with agradua steadinessthat tortured me
further. | expected somekind of relief when we achieved liftoff, but my frenzied impatience didn't lessen.

Alice lifted the phone on the back of the seet in front of her before we'd stopped climbing, turning her
back on the stewardess who eyed her with disapproval. Something about my expression stopped the
stewardess from coming over to protest.

| tried to tune out what Alice was murmuring to Jasper; | didn't want to hear the words again, but some
dipped through.

"l can't be sure, | keep seeing him do different things, he kegps changing hismind... A killing spree
through the city, attacking the guard, lifting acar over hishead in the main square... mostly thingsthat
would expose them—he knows that's the fastest way to force areaction...”

"No, you can't." Alicgsvoice dropped till it was nearly inaudible, though | was Sitting inchesfrom her.
Contrarily, | listened harder. "Tell Emmett no... Wdll, go after Emmett and Rosalie and bring them
back... Think about it, Jasper. If he seesany of us, what do you think he will do?’

She nodded. "Exactly. | think Bellaisthe only chance—if thereisachance... I'll do everything that can
be done, but prepare Carlide; the odds aren't good.”

Shelaughed then, and there was acatch in her voice. "I've thought of that... Yes, | promise.” Her voice
became pleading. "Don't follow me. | promise, Jasper. One way or another, I'll get out... And | love
you."

She hung up, and leaned back in her seat with her eyesclosed. "I hatelying to him."

"Tdl meeverything, Alice," | begged. "I don't understand. Why did you tell Jasper to sop Emmett, why
can't they come help us?'

"Two reasons," she whispered, her eyes till closed. "Thefirst | told him. We could try to stop Edward
oursalves—if Emmett could get his hands on him, we might be able to stop him long enough to convince
him you're dive. But we can't snesk up on Edward. And if he sees us coming for him, hell just act that
much faster. Helll throw aBuiclc through awall or something, and the Volturi will take him down.

"That's the second reason of course, the reason | couldn't say to Jasper. Because if they're there and the
Volturi kill Edward, they'll fight them. Bella" She opened her eyes and stared at me, beseeching. "If there
were any chance we could win... if there were away that the four of us could save my brother by
fighting for him, maybeit would be different. But we can't, and, Bella, | can't lose Jasper like that.”

| realized why her eyes begged for my understanding. She was protecting Jasper, at our expense, and
maybe at Edward's, too. | understood, and | did not think badly of her. | nodded.

"Couldn't Edward hear you, though.™ | asked. "Wouldn't he know, as soon as he heard your thoughts,



that | was alive, that there was no point to this?'

Not that there was any judtification, either way. | ill couldn't believe that he was capable of reacting like
this. It made no sense! | remembered with painful clarity hiswordsthat day on the sofa, whilewe
watched Romeo and Juliet kill themselves, one after the other. | wasn't going to live without you, hed
said, asif it should be such an obvious conclusion. But the words he had spoken in the forest as he'd left
me had canceled dl that out—forcefully.

"If he werelistening,” she explained. "But believeit or nat, it's possbleto lie with your thoughts. If you
had died, | would il try to stop him. And | would be thinking 'she'sdive, shesdive ashard as| could.
Heknowsthat."

| ground my teeth in mute frustration.

"If there were any way to do thiswithout you, Bella, | wouldn't be endangering you likethis. It'svery
wrong of me."

"Don't be supid. I'm thelast thing you should be worrying about.” | shook my head impatiently. "Tell me
what you meant, about hating to lie to Jasper.”

Shesmiled agrim smile. "I promised him | would get out before they killed me, too. It's not something |
can guarantee—not by along shot.” She raised her eyebrows, asif willing me to take the danger more
serioudy.

"Who arethese Volturi?' | demanded in awhisper. "What makes them so much more dangerous than
Emmett, Jasper, Rosdie, and you?" It was hard to imagine something scarier than that.

She took adeep breath, and then abruptly leveled a dark glance over my shoulder. | turned intimeto see
theman in the aide seat |looking away asif hewasn't listening to us. He appeared to be abusinessman, in

adark suit with apower tie and alaptop on hisknees. While | stared at him with irritation, he opened the
computer and very conspicuoudy put headphones on.

| leaned closer to Alice. Her lipswere at my ears as she breathed the story.

"I was surprised that you recognized the name," she said. "That you understood so immediately what it
meant—when | said hewas going to Italy. | thought | would have to explain. How much did Edward tell
you?"

"Hejust said they were an old, powerful family—like royaty. That you didn't antagonize them unlessyou
wanted to... die," | whispered. The last word was hard to choke out.

"Y ou have to understand,” she said, her voice dower, more measured now. "We Cullensare uniquein
more ways than you know. It's... abnormal for so many of usto live together in peace. It'sthe samefor
Tanydsfamily in the north, and Carlide speculates that abstaining makesit eesier for usto be civilized, to
form bonds based on love rather than surviva or convenience. Even Jamesslittle coven of three was
unusudly large—and you saw how easily Laurent Ieft them. Our kind travel aone, or in pairs, asa
generd rule. Carlidesfamily isthe biggest in existence, asfar as| know, with the one exception. The
Voalturi.

"There were three of them origindly, Aro, Caius, and Marcus.”
"I've seenthem,” | mumbled. "In the picturein Carlides study.”

Alice nodded. "Two femaesjoined them over time, and the five of them make up the family. I'm not sure,



but | suspect thet their age iswhat gives them the ability to live peacefully together. They arewell over
three thousand years old. Or maybeit'stheir giftsthat give them extratolerance. Like Edward and |, Aro
and Marcus are... talented.”

She continued before | could ask. "Or maybeit's just their love of power that binds them together.
Royalty isan gpt description.”

"But if thereare only five—"
"Fivethat make up the family," she corrected. "That doesn't include their guard.”
| took a deep breath. "That sounds... serious.”

"Oh, itis" she assured me. "There were nine members of the guard that were permanent, the last timewe
heard. Othersare more... trangtory. It changes. And many of them are gifted aswell—with formidable
gifts, giftsthat make what | can do look like aparlor trick. The Volturi chosethem for their abilities,
physical or otherwise."

| opened my mouth, and then closed it. | didn't think | wanted to know how bad the odds were.

She nodded again, asif she understood exactly what | was thinking. "They don't get into too many
confrontations. No one is stupid enough to mess with them. They stay in thelr city, leaving only as duty
cdls”

"Duty?' | wondered.

"Didn't Edward tell you what they do?'

"No," | said, feding the blank expression on my face.

Alicelooked over my head again, toward the businessman, and put her wintry lips back to my ear.

"Therésareason he cdled them roydlty... theruling class. Over the millennia, they have assumed the
position of enforcing our rules—which actudly trandates to punishing transgressors. They fulfill that duty
decigvey."

My eyes popped wide with shock. "There are rules?' | asked in avoice that was too loud.
"Shhi"

"Shouldn't somebody have mentioned thisto me earlier?' | whispered angrily. "1 mean, | wanted to be
a... tobeoneof you! Shouldn't somebody have explained the rulesto me?”

Alice chuckled once a my reaction. "It's not that complicated, Bella. There's only one core
restriction—and if you think about it, you can probably figureit out for yourself."

| thought about it. "Nope, | have no idea."

She shook her head, disappointed. "Maybe it's too obvious. We just have to keep our existence a
secret”

"Oh," | mumbled. It was obvious.

"It makes sense, and most of us don't need policing,” she continued. "But, after afew centuries,
sometimes one of us gets bored. Or crazy. | dor't know. And then the Volturi step in before it can



compromise them, or therest of us.”
"So Edward..."

"Is planning to flout that in their own city—the city they've secretly held for three thousand years, since
the time of the Etruscans. They are o protective of their city that they don't dlow hunting withinitswalls.
Volterrais probably the safest city in the world—from vampire attack at the very least.”

"But you said they didn't leave. How do they eat?"

"They don't leave. They bring in their food from the outside, from quite far away sometimes. It givesthelr
guard something to do when they're not out annihilating mavericks. Or protecting Volterrafrom

exposure..."

"From stuationslike this one, like Edward,” | finished her sentence. It was amazingly easy to say his
name now. | wasn't sure what the difference was. Maybe because | wasn't redly planning on living much
longer without seeing him. Or at dl, if we weretoo late. It was comforting to know that | would have an

easy out.

"I doubt they've ever had a situation quitelike this," she muttered, disgusted. ™Y ou don't get alot of
suicidd vampires”

The sound that escaped out of my mouth was very quiet, but Alice seemed to understand that it wasa
cry of pain. She wrapped her thin, strong arm around my shoulders.

"Well do what we can, Bella. It'snot over yet."

"Not yet." | let her comfort me, though | knew she thought our chances were poor. "And the Volturi will
get usif wemessup.”

Alice dtiffened. "Y ou say that likeit'sagood thing."

| shrugged.

"Knock it off, Bella, or were turning around in New Y ork and going back to Forks."
What?"

"Y ou know what. If weretoo late for Edward, I'm going to do my damnedest to get you back to
Charlie, and | don't want any trouble from you. Do you understand that?"

"Sure, Alice

She pulled back dightly so that she could glare at me. "No trouble.”
"Scout's honor,” | muttered.

Sherolled her eyes.

"L et me concentrate, now. I'm trying to see what he's planning.”

She left her arm around me, but let her head fal back againgt the seat and closed her eyes. She pressed
her free hand to the Side of her face, rubbing her fingertips against her temple.

| watched her in fascination for along time. Eventually, she became utterly motionless, hei facelikea



stone sculpture. The minutes passed, and if | didn't know better, | would have thought she'd fallen adeep.
| didn't dare interrupt her to ask what was going on.

| wished there was something safe for meto think about. | couldn't allow mysdlf to consder the horrors
we were headed toward, or, more horrific yet, the chance that we might fail—not if | wanted to keep
from screaming aoud.

| couldn't anticipate anything, either. Maybe, if | were very, very, very lucky, | would somehow be able
to save Edward. But | wasn't so stupid asto think that saving him would mean that | could stay with him.
| was no different, no more specia than I'd been before. There would be no new reason for him to want

me now. Seeing him and loang him again...

| fought back againgt the pain. Thiswasthe price | had to pay to save hislife. | would pay it.

They showed amovie, and my neighbor got headphones. Sometimes | watched the figures moving
acrossthelittle screen, but | couldn't even tell if the movie was supposed to be aromance or ahorror
film.

After an eternity, the plane began to descend toward New Y ork City. Alice remained in her trance. |
dithered, reaching out to touch her, only to pull my hand back again. This happened a dozen times before
the plane touched town with ajarring impact.

"Alice" | findly sad. "Alice, we haveto go."

| touched her arm.

Her eyes came open very dowly. She shook her head from side to side for amoment.
"Anything new?" | asked in alow voice, conscious of the man listening on the other sde of me.

"Not exactly,” she breathed in avoice | could barely catch. "He's getting closer. He's deciding how he's
going to ask."

We had to run for our connection, but that was good—Dbetter than having to wait. As soon asthe plane
wasintheair, Alice closed her eyes and did back into the same stupor as before. | waited as patiently as
| could. When it was dark again, | opened the window to stare out into the flat black that was no better
than the window shade.

| was grateful that 1'd had so many months practice with controlling my thoughts. Instead of dwelling on
the terrifying possibilitiesthat, no matter what Alice said, | did not intend to survive, | concentrated on
lesser problems. Like, what | was going to say to Charlieif | got back:' That was athorny enough
problem to occupy severd hours. And Jacob? He'd promised to wait for me, but did that promise il
apply? Would | end up home aonein Forks, with no one at all? Maybe | didn't want to survive, no
matter what happened.

It felt like seconds later when Alice shook my shoulder—I hadn't redlized I'd fallen adleep.
"Bella," she hissed, her voice alittle too loud in the darkened cabin full of deeping humans.
| wasn't disoriented—I hadn't been out long enough for that.

"What'swrong?'

Aliceseyesgleamed inthe dim light of areading lamp in the row behind us.



"It'snot wrong." She smiled fiercely. "It'sright. They're ddiberating, but they've decided to tell him no.”
"TheVolturi?' | muttered, groggy.

"Of course, Bella, keep up. | can see what they're going to say."

"Tdl me"

An attendant tiptoed down theaideto us. "Can | get you ladiesapillow?' His hushed whisper was a
rebuke to our comparatively loud conversation.

"No, thank you.” Alice beamed at up at him, her smile shockingly lovely. The attendant's expression was
dazed as he turned and stumbled hisway back.

"Tdl me" | breathed dmogt slently.

Shewhispered into my ear. "They'reinterested in him—they think histalent could be uselul. They're going
to offer him aplace with them.”

"What will he say?'

"l can't seethat yet, but I'll bet it'scolorful." She grinned again. "Thisisthefirst good news—the first
break. They're intrigued; they truly don't want to destroy him—wasteful,' that's the word Aro will
use—and that may be enough to force him to get creative. The longer he spends on his plans, the better
for us”

It wasn't enough to make me hopeful, to make mefed the rdief she obvioudy felt. Therewere still s0
many ways that we could betoo late. And if | didn't get through thewallsinto the Volturi city, | wouldn't
be able to stop Alice from dragging me back home.

"Alice?"
"What?'

"I'm confused. How are you seeing this so clearly? And then other times, you see things far away—things
that don't happen?”’

Her eyestightened. | wondered if she guessed what | was thinking of .

"It'sclear becauseit'simmediate and close, and I'm redlly concentrating. The faraway things that come on
their own—those arejust glimpses, faint maybes. Plus, | see my kind more easily than yours. Edward is
even easer because I'm so attuned to him.”

"You see me sometimes,” | reminded her.
She shook her head. "Not as clearly.”

| sighed. "I redlly wish you could have been right about me. In the beginning, when you first saw things
about me, before we even met..."

"What do you mean?"
"Y ou saw me become one of you." | barely mouthed the words.

She sghed. "It was apossihility a thetime.”



"Atthetime," | repested.

"Actualy, Bella..." She hestated, and then seemed to make a choice. "Honestly, | think it'sall gotten
beyond ridiculous. I'm debating whether to just change you mysdf."

| stared at her, frozen with shock. Instantly, my mind resisted her words. | couldn't afford that kind of
hopeif she changed her mind.

"Did | scareyou?' shewondered. "I thought that's what you wanted."

"l do!" | gasped. "Oh, Alice, do it now! | could help you so much—and | wouldn't dow you down. Bite
mal”

"Shh," she cautioned. The attendant was looking in our direction again. "Try to be reasonable,” she
whispered. "We don't have enough time. We have to get into Volterratomorrow. Y ou'd bewrithing in
painfor days." She madeaface. "And | don't think the other passengerswould react well."

| bit my lip. "If you don't do it now, you'll change your mind.”

"No." Shefrowned, her expression unhappy. "1 don't think | will. HEll be furious, but what will he be gble
to do about it?'

My heart beat faster. "Nothing at al.”

She laughed quietly, and then sighed. "Y ou have too much faith in me, Bella. I'm not surethat | can. I'll
probably just end up killing you."

"I'll take my chances.”

"You are so bizarre, even for ahuman.”

"Thanks"

"Ohwadll, thisis purdly hypotheticd at this point, anyway. First we haveto live through tomorrow."

"Good point." But at least | had something to hope for if we did. If Alice made good on her
promise—and if she didn't kill me—then Edward could run after hisdigtractions al hewanted, and |
could follow. | wouldn't let him be distracted. Maybe, when | was beautiful and strong, he wouldn't want
digtractions.

"Go back to deep,” she encouraged me. "I'll wake you up when there's something new."

"Right," | grumbled, certain that deep was alost cause now. Alice pulled her legs up on the sest,
wrapping her arms around them and leaning her forehead against her knees. She rocked back and forth
as she concentrated.

| rested my head against the seat, watching her, and the next thing | knew, she was snapping the shade
closed againg the faint brightening in the eastern sky.

"What's happening?' | mumbled.
"They'vetold him no," she said quietly. | noticed at once that her enthusiasm was gone.

My voice choked in my throat with panic. "What's he going to do?



"It was chaotic at first. | was only getting flickers, he was changing plans so quickly.”
"What kinds of plans?" | pressed.

"There was abad hour," she whispered. "Hed decided to go hunting.”

She looked at me, seeing the comprehension in my face.

"Inthecity," sheexplained. "It got very close. He changed hismind at the last minute."
"He wouldn't want to disgppoint Carlide," | mumbled. Not at the end.

"Probably," she agreed.

"Will there be enough time?* As| spoke, there was ashift in the cabin pressure. | could fed the plane
angling downward.

"I'm hoping so—if he sticksto hislatest decision, maybe."

"What isthat?"

"He's going to keep it Imple. HEsjust going to walk out into the sun.”
Just walk out into the sun. That wasall.

It would be enough. Theimage of Edward in the meadow—glowing, shimmering like his skin was made
of amillion diamond facets—was burned into my memory. No human who saw that would ever forget.
The Volturi couldn't possibly alow it. Not if they wanted to keep their city inconspicuous.

| looked at the dight gray glow that shone through the opened windows. "Well betoo late," | whispered,
my throat closing in panic.

She shook her head. "Right now, he's leaning toward the melodramatic. He wants the biggest audience
possible, so hell choose the main plaza, under the clock tower. Thewalls are high there. Hell wait till the
sunisexactly overheed.”

"So we havetill noon?"
"If were lucky. If he sickswith thisdecison.”

The pilot came on over the intercom, announcing, first in French and then in English, our imminent
landing. The seet belt lights dinged and flashed.

"How far isit from FHorenceto Volterra?'
"That depends on how fast you drive... Bela?'
IIYS?I

She eyed me speculatively. "How strongly are you opposed to grand theft auto?”

A bright yellow Porsche screamed to astop afew feet in front of where| paced, theword TURBO
scrawled in silver cursive acrossits back. Everyone beside me on the crowded airport sidewalk stared.

"Hurry, Bellal" Alice shouted impatiently through the open passenger window.



| ran to the door and threw mysdlf in, fedling asthough | might aswell be wearing ablack stocking over
my head.

"Sheesh, Alice," | complained. "Could you pick a more conspicuous car to sted ?
Theinterior was black |eather, and the windows were tinted dark. It felt safer insde, like nighttime.

Alice was dready weaving, too fagt, through the thick airport traffic—dliding through tiny spaces between
the carsas| cringed and fumbled for my seet belt.

"The important question,” she corrected, "iswhether | could have stolen afaster car, and | don't think so.
| got lucky."

"I'm sure that will be very comforting at the roadblock."

Shetrilled alaugh. "Trust me, Bella. If anyone sets up aroadblock, it will be behind us." She hit the gas
then, asif to prove her point.

| probably should have watched out the window asfirst the city of Florence and then the Tuscan
landscape flashed past with blurring speed. Thiswas my first trip anywhere, and maybe my last, too. But
Alicesdriving frightened me, despite the fact that | knew | could trust her behind thewhed. And | was
too tortured with anxiety to redlly seethe hills or the walled towns that looked like castlesin the distance.

"Do you see anything more?'

"There's something going on," Alice muttered. " Some kind of festival. The streets are full of people and
red flags. What's the date today ?"

| wasn't entirely sure. "The nineteenth, maybe?'
"Well, that'sironic. It's Saint Marcus Day."
"Which means?'

She chuckled darkly. "The city holds a celebration every year. Asthelegend goes, a Christian
missionary, aFather Marcus—Marcus of the Voltun, in fact—drove al the vampiresfrom Volterra
fifteen hundred years ago. The story claims he was martyred in Romania, il trying to drive away the
vampire scourge. Of course that's nonsense—he's never |eft the city. But that's where some of the
superstitions about things like crosses and garlic come from. Father Marcus used them so successfully.
And vampires don't trouble Volterra, so they must work." Her smile was sardonic. "It's become more of
acelebration of the city, and recognition for the police force—after dl, Volterrais an amazingly safe city.
The police get the credit.”

| wasredizing what she meant when sheld said ironic. "They're not going to be very happy if Edward
messes things up for them on St. Marcus Day, are they?"

She shook her head, her expression grim. "No. They'll act very quickly.”

| looked away, fighting against my teeth asthey tried to break through the skin of my lower lip. Bleeding
was not the best idearight now.

The sun wasterrifyingly highin the pale blue sky.

"He's il planning on noon?" | checked.



"Y es. He's decided to wait. And they're waiting for him."
"Tdl mewhat | haveto do."

She kept her eyes on the winding road—the needle on the speedometer was touching the far right on the
did.

"Y ou don't have to do anything. He just has to see you before he movesinto the light. And he hasto see
you before he seesme.”

"How are we going to work that?*

A small red car seemed to be racing backward as Alice zoomed around it.

"I'm going to get you as close as possible, and then you're going to run in the direction | point you."

| nodded.

"Try not to trip," she added. "We don't have time for a concusson today."

| groaned. That would be just like me—ruin everything, destiroy the world, in amoment of klutziness.

The sun continued to climb in the sky while Alice raced againgt it. It wastoo brigh:, and that had me
panicking. Maybe he wouldn't fed the need to wait for noon after dl.

"There" Alice said abruptly, pointing to the castle city atop the closest hill.

| sared a it, feding the very firgt hint of anew kind of fear. Every minute Snce yesterday morning—it
seemed like aweek ago—when Alice had spoken his name at the foot of the stairs, there had been only
onefear. And yet, now, as| stared at the ancient sennawalls and towers crowning the peak of the steep
hill, I felt another, more selfish kind of dread thrill through me.

| supposed the city was very beautiful. It absolutely terrified me.

"Volterra" Alice announced in aflat, icy voice.

20. VOLTERRA

WE BEGAN THE STEEP CLIMB, AND THE ROAD GREW CONGESTED. Aswe wound higher,
the cars became too close together for Alice to weave insanely between them anymore. We dowed to a
crawl behind alittle tan Peugeot.

"Alice," I moaned. The clock on the dash seemed to be speeding up.
"It'sthe only way in," shetried soothe me. But her voice was too strained to comfort.

The cars continued to edge forward, one car length at atime. The sun beamed down brilliantly, seeming
aready overhead.

The cars crept one by one toward the city. Aswe got closer, | could see cars parked by the side of the
road with people getting out to walk the test of the way. At first | thought it was just
impatience—something | could easily understand. But then we came around a switchback, and | could



seethefilled parking lot outside the city wall, the crowds of people walking through the gates. No one
was being alowed to drive through.

"Alice" | whigpered urgently.
"I know," she said. Her face was chisded from ice.

Now that | was|ooking, and we were crawling dowly enough to see, | could tell that it was very windy.
The people crowding toward the gate gripped their hats and tugged their hair out of their faces. Their
clothes billowed around them. | dso noticed that the color red was everywhere. Red shirts, red hats, red
flags dripping like long ribbons beside the gate, whipping in thewind—as | watched, the brilliant crimson
scarf one woman had tied around her hair was caught in asudden gust. It twisted up into the air above
her, writhing likeit was aive. She reached for it, jumping in the air, but it continued to flutter higher, a
paich of bloody color againgt the dull, ancient walls.

"Bella" Alice spoke quickly in afierce, low voice. "I can't see what the guard here will decide now—if
this doesn't work, you're going to haveto go in done. Y ou're going to have to run. Just keep asking for
the Palazzo dei Priori, and running in the direction they tell you. Don't get lost.”

"Palazzo dei Priori, Palazzo del Priori,” | repeated the name over and over again, trying to get it down.

"Or 'the clock tower," if they speak English. I'll go around and try to find a secluded spot somewhere
behind the city where| can go over thewal."

| nodded. "Paazzo dei Priori."

"Edward will be under the clock tower, to the north of the square. Thereésanarrow aleyway on the
right, and helll bein the shadow there. Y ou have to get his attention before he can moveinto the sun.”

| nodded furioudy.

Alice was near the front of theline. A man in anavy blue uniform was directing the flow of traffic, turning
the cars away from thefull lot. They U-turned and headed back to find a place beside theroad. Then it
was Alicesturn.

The uniformed man motioned lazily, not paying atention. Alice accelerated, edging around him and
heading for the gate. He shouted something at us, but held his ground, waving frantically to keep the next
car fromfollowing our bad example.

The man at the gate wore a matching uniform. Aswe gpproached him, the throngs of tourists passed,
crowding the sdewalks, staring curioudy at the pushy, flashy Porsche.

The guard stepped into the middle of the street. Alice angled the car carefully before she cameto afull
stop. The sun beat against my window, and she wasin shadow. She swiftly reached behind the seat and
grabbed something from her bag.

The guard came around the car with an irritated expression, and tapped on her window angrily.

Sherolled the window down hafway, and | watched him do a double take when he saw the face behind
the dark glass.

"I'm sorry, only tour buses alowed in the city today, miss," he said in English, with a heavy accent. He
was gpologetic, now, asif hewished he had better newsfor the strikingly beautiful woman.



"It'saprivatetour,” Alice said, flashing an aluring smile. She reached her hand out cf the window, into
the sunlight. | froze, until | redlized she was wearing an € bow-length, tan glove. Shetook hishand, il
raised from tapping her window, and pulled it into the car. She put something into his palm, and folded
hisfingersaround it.

Hisface was dazed as he retrieved his hand and stared at the thick roll of money he now held. The
outside bill was athousand dollar hill.

"Isthisajoke?" he mumbled.
Alicgssmilewasblinding. "Only if you think it'sfunny.”

Helooked at her, his eyes staring wide. | glanced nervoudly at the clock on the dash. If Edward stuck to
his plan, we had only five minutes | ft.

"I'minawee bit of ahurry," she hinted, till smiling.

The guard blinked twice, and then shoved the money insde his vest. He took a step away from the
window and waved us on. None of the passing people seemed to notice the quiet exchange. Alice drove
into the city, and we both sighed in relief.

The street was very narrow, cobbled with the same color stones as the faded cinnamon brown buildings
that darkened the street with their shade. 1t had the fed of an alleyway. Red flags decorated the walls,
gpaced only afew yards apart, flgpping in the wind that whistled through the narrow lane.

It was crowded, and the foot traffic dowed our progress.

"Just alittlefarther," Alice encouraged me; | was gripping the door handle, ready to throw mysdlf into the
Street as soon as she spoke the word.

She drovein quick spurts and sudden stops, and the people in the crowd shook their fists at us and said
angry wordsthat | wasglad | couldn't understand. She turned onto alittle path that couldn't have been
meant for cars; shocked people had to squeeze into doorways as we scraped by. We found another
street a the end. The buildingswere tdler here; they leaned together overhead so that no sunlight
touched the pavement—the thrashing red flags on either Sde nearly met. The crowd wasthicker here
than anywhere else. Alice stopped the car. | had the door open before we were at a standstill.

She pointed to where the street widened into a patch of bright openness. "There—we're at the southern
end of the square. Run straight across, to theright of the clock tower. I'll find away around—"

Her breath caught suddenly, and when she spoke again, her voicewas ahiss. "They're everywhere?'

| frozein place, but she pushed me out of the car. "Forget about them. Y ou have two minutes. Go, Bella,
go!" she shouted, climbing out of the car as she spoke.

| didn't pause to watch Alice melt into the shadows. | didn't stop to close my door behind me. | shoved a
heavy woman out of my way and ran flat out, head down, paying little attention to anything but the
uneven stones benesth my fest.

Coming out of the dark lane, | was blinded by the brilliant sunlight beating down into the principa plaza
Thewind whooshed into me, flinging my hair into my eyes and blinding me further. It was no wonder that
| didn't seethewall of flesh until I'd smacked intoit.

There was no pathway, no crevice between the close pressed bodies. | pushed against them furioudly,



fighting the hands that shoved back. | heard exclamations of irritation and even pain as | battled my way
through, but none were in alanguage | understood. The faceswere ablur of anger and surprise,
surrounded by the ever-present red. A blond woman scowled at me, and the red scarf coiled around her
neck looked like agruesome wound. A child, lifted on aman's shouldersto see over the crowd, grinned
down at me, hislips distended over aset of plastic vampire fangs.

The throng jostled around me, spinning me thewrong direction. | was glad the clock was so visible, or
I'd never keep my course straight. But both hands on the clock pointed up toward the pitiless sun, and,
though | shoved vicioudy against the crowd, | knew | wastoo late. | wasn't halfway across. | wasn't
going to makeit. | was stupid and dow and human, and we were al going to die because of it.

| hoped Alice would get out. | hoped that she would see me from some dark shadow and know that |
had failed, so she could go home to Jasper.

| listened, above the angry exclamations, trying to hear the sound of discovery: the gasp, maybe the
scream, as Edward came into someone's view.

But there was a break in the crowd—I could see abubble of space ahead. | pushed urgently toward it,
not redizing till 1 bruised my shinsagaingt the bricks that there was awide, square fountain set into the
center of the plaza.

| was nearly crying with relief as| flung my leg over the edge and ran through the knee-deep water. It
sprayed dl around me as| thrashed my way across the pool. Even in the sun, thewind was glacia, and
the wet made the cold actudly painful. But the fountain was very wide; it let me cross the center of the
sguare and then somein mere seconds. | didn't pause when | hit the far edge—I used thelow wall asa
springboard, throwing mysdlf into the crowd.

They moved more readily for me now, avoiding theicy water that splattered from my dripping clothesas
| ran. | glanced up at the clock again.

A deep, booming chime echoed through the square. It throbbed in the stones under my feet. Children
cried, covering their ears. And | started screaming as| ran.

"Edward!" | screamed, knowing it was useless. The crowd was too loud, and my voice was breathless
with exertion. But | couldn't stop screaming.

The clock tolled again. | ran past achild in hismother'sarms—his hair was dmost white in the dazzling
aunlight. A circle of tall men, al wearing red blazers, caled out warnings as| barreled through them. The
clock tolled again.

On the other sde of the men in blazers, there was abreak in the throng, space between the sightseers
who milled aimlesdy around me. My eyes searched the dark narrow passage to the right of the wide
square edifice under the tower. | couldn't see the Street |level—there were ill too many peoplein the
way. Theclock tolled again.

It was hard to see now. Without the crowd to break the wind, it whipped at my face and burned my
eyes. | couldn't be sureif that was the reason behind my tears, or if | was crying in defeat asthe clock
tolled again.

A littlefamily of four stood nearest to the aley's mouth. The two girls wore crimson dresses, with
matching ribbonstying their dark hair back. The father wasn't tall. It seemed like | could see something
bright in the shadows, just over his shoulder. | hurtled toward them, trying to see past the stinging tears.
The clock tolled, and the littlest girl clamped her hands over her ears.



The older girl, just waist high on her mother, hugged her mother'sleg and stared into the shadows behind
them. As| watched, she tugged on her mother's elbow and pointed toward the darkness. The clock
tolled, and | was so close now.

| was close enough to hear her high-pitched voice. Her father stared at mein surprise as| bore down on
them, rasping out Edward's name over and over again.

The older girl giggled and said something to her mother, gesturing toward the shadows again impatiently.

| swerved around the father—he clutched the baby out of my way—and sprinted for the gloomy breach
behind them as the clock tolled over my head.

"Edward, no!" | screamed, but my voice waslost in the roar of the chime,
| could see him now. And | could seethat he could not see me.

It was redlly him, no hdlucination thistime. And | redized that my delusons were more flawed than I'd
redized; they'd never done him justice.

Edward stood, motionless as astatue, just afew feet from the mouth of the alley. His eyeswere closed,
the rings underneath them deep purple, hisarmsrelaxed a his Sdes, his pamsturned forward. His
expression was very peaceful, like he was dreaming pleasant things. The marble skin of his chest was
bare—therewasasmall pile of whitefabric a hisfeet. Thelight reflecting from the pavement of the
square gleamed dimly from hisskin.

I'd never seen anything more beautiful—even as | ran, gasping and screaming, | could appreciate thet.
And the last saven months meant nothing. And hiswords in the forest meant nothing. And it did not
matter if he did not want me. | would never want anything but him, no matter how long | lived.

The clock tolled, and he took alarge stride toward the light.
"No!" | screamed. "Edward, look at me!™

Hewasnt ligtening. He amiled very dightly. Heraised hisfoot to take the step that would put him directly
in the path of the sun.

| dammed into him so hard that the force would have hurled meto the ground if his arms hadn't caught
me and held me up. It knocked my breath out of me and snapped my head back.

His dark eyes opened dowly asthe clock tolled again.
He looked down at me with quiet surprise.
"Amazing," he said, hisexquigte voice full of wonder, dightly amused. "Carlidewasright."

"Edward," | tried to gasp, but my voice had no sound. ™Y ou've got to get back into the shadows. Y ou
haveto move!"

He seemed bemused. His hand brushed softly against my cheek. He didn't appear to notice that | was
trying to force him back. | could have been pushing against the aley wallsfor al the progress | was
making. The clock tolled, but he didn't react.

It was very strange, for | knew we were both in morta danger. Still, in that ingtant, | felt well. Whole. |
could fed my heart racing in my chest, the blood pulsing hot and fast through my veinsagain. My lungs
filled degp with the sweet scent that came off his skin. It waslike there had never been any holein my



chest. | was perfect—not healed, but asif there had been no wound in thefirst place.

"l can't believe how quick it was. | didn't fed athing—they're very good,” he mused, closing hiseyes
again and pressing hislipsagaing my hair. Hisvoice waslike honey and velvet. " Death, that hath
sucked the honey of thy breath, hath had no power yet upon thy beauty," he murmured, and |
recogni zed the line spoken by Romeo in the tomb. The clock boomed out itsfina chime ™Y ou smell just
exactly thesame asdways," hewent on. "So maybethisis hdl. | don't care. I'll takeit."

"I'm not dead,” | interrupted. "And neither are you! Please Edward, we have to move. They can't befar
avay!"

| struggled in hisarms, and his brow furrowed in confusion.
"What wastha?' he asked politely.
"We're not dead, not yet! But we haveto get out of here before the Volturi—"

Comprehension flickered on hisface as | spoke. Before | could finish, he suddenly yanked me away
from the edge of the shadows, spinning me effortlesdy so that my back wastight against the brick wall,
and his back wasto me as he faced away into the dley. His arms spread wide, protectively, in front of
me

| peeked under hisarm to see two dark shapes detach themsalves from the gloom.

"Greetings, gentlemen,” Edward's voice was calm and pleasant, on the surface. "I don't think I'll be
requiring your servicestoday. | would appreciate it very much, however, if you would send my thanksto
your magters.”

"Shall we take this conversation to a more gppropriate venue?' asmooth voice whispered menacingly.

"l don't believe that will be necessary.” Edward's voice was harder now. "I know your ingtructions, Felix.
| haven't broken any rules.”

"Felix merely meant to point out the proximity of the sun,” the other shadow said in asoothing tone. They
were both concedled within smoky gray cloaks that reached to the ground and undulated in the wind.
"L et us seek better cover.”

"I'll beright behind you," Edward said dryly. "Bella, why don't you go back to the square and enjoy the
fedivd?'

"No, bring the girl," thefirst shadow said, somehow injecting aleer into hiswhisper.

"l don't think s0." The pretense of civility disappeared. Edward's voice wasflat and icy. Hisweight
shifted infinitesmaly, and | could see that he was preparing to fight.

"No." I mouthed the word.
"Shh," he murmured, only for me.

"Felix," the second, more reasonable shadow cautioned. "Not here." He turned to Edward. "Aro would
samply liketo speak with you again, if you have decided not to force our hand after all.”

"Certainly," Edward agreed. "'But the girl goesfree.”

"I'm afraid that's not possible," the polite shadow said regretfully. "We do have rulesto obey."



"Then I'm afraid that I'll be unable to accept Aro'sinvitation, Demetri."

"That'sjust fine," Felix purred. My eyeswere adjusting to the deep shade, and | could seethat Felix was
very big, tal and thick through the shoulders. His sze reminded me of Emmett.

"Arowill be disappointed,” Demetri Sghed.
"I'm sure helll survivethe letdown," Edward replied.

Felix and Demetri stole closer toward the mouth of the dley, spreading out dightly so they could come at
Edward from two sides. They meant to force him deeper into the dley, to avoid a scene. No reflected
light found accessto their skin; they were safeinsde their cloaks.

Edward didn't move an inch. He was dooming himsdlf by protecting me.

Abruptly, Edward's head whipped around, toward the darkness of the winding aley, and Demetri and
Fdix did the same, in response to some sound or movement too subtle for my senses.

"Let's behave oursdves, shal we?" alilting voice suggested. "There are ladies present.”

Alicetripped lightly to Edward's Sde, her stance casud. There was no hint of any underlying tenson. She
looked so tiny, so fragile. Her little arms swung like achild's.

Y et Demetri and Felix both straightened up, their cloaks swirling dightly asagust of wind funneled
through the alley. Fdix's face soured. Apparently, they didn't like even numbers.

"Were not alone," she reminded them.

Demetri glanced over hisshoulder. A few yardsinto the square, thelittle family, with the girlsin their red
dresses, was watching us. The mother was speaking urgently to her husband, her eyes on thefive of us.
She looked away when Demetri met her gaze. The man walked afew steps farther into the plaza, and
tapped one of the red-blazered men on the shoulder.

Demetri shook hishead. "Please, Edward, let's be reasonable,” he said.
"Let's"" Edward agreed. "And well leave quietly now, with no onethewiser."
Demetri Sghed in frudration. "At least et us discussthismore privately.”

Six menin red now joined the family asthey watched us with anxious expressions. | was very conscious
of Edward's protective stance in front of me—sure that this was what caused their darm. | wanted to
scream to them to run.

Edward's teeth came together audibly. "No."

Felix amiled.

"Enough”

The voice was high, reedy, and n came from behind us.

| peeked under Edward's other arm to see asmadll, dark shape coming toward us. By the way the edges
billowed, | knew it would be another one of them. Who el se?

At firg | thought it was ayoung boy. The newcomer was astiny as Alice, with lank, pae brown hair



trimmed short. The body under the cloak—which was darker, dmost black—was dim and androgynous.
But the face wastoo pretty for aboy. The wide-eyed, full-lipped face would make aBotticdlli angel look
likeagargoyle. Even dlowing for the dull crimsonirises.

Her sze was so indgnificant that the reaction to her gppearance confused me. Felix and Demetri relaxed
immediately, stepping back from their offensve pogitionsto blend again with the shadows of the

overhangingwalls.

Edward dropped hisarms and relaxed his position as well—but in defest.
"Jane," he Sghed in recognition and resgnation.

Alicefolded her arms across her chest, her expression impassive.

"Follow me," Jane spoke again, her childish voice amonotone. She turned her back on us and drifted
dlently into the dark.

Felix gestured for usto go firgt, smirking.

Alice walked after the little Jane a once. Edward wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me aong
beside her. Thedley angled dightly downward asit narrowed. | looked up at him with frantic questions
inmy eyes, but he just shook his head. Though | couldn't hear the others behind us, | was sure they were
there.

"Wdll, Alice" Edward said conversationaly aswe walked. "'l suppose | shouldn't be surprised to seeyou
here"

"It was my mistake," Alice answered in the sametone. "It wasmy job to set it right.”

"What happened?’ Hisvoice was polite, asif he were barely interested. | imagined thiswas dueto the
ligening ears behind us.

"It'salong gory." Alices eyesflickered toward me and away. "In summary, she did jump off acliff, but
shewasnt trying to kill hersdf. Bellasdl about the extreme sports these days.”

| flushed and turned my eyes straight ahead, looking after the dark shadow that | could no longer see. |
could imagine what he was hearing in Alice's thoughts now. Near-drownings, stalking vampires,
werewolf friends...

"Hm," Edward said curtly, and the casud tone of hisvoice was gone.

Therewas aloose curveto the dley, sill danting downward, so | didn't see the squared-off dead end
coming until we reached the flat, windowless, brick face. The little one called Jane was nowhere to be
seen.

Alicedidn't hesitate, didn't break pace as she strode toward the wall. Then, with easy grace, shedid
down an open holein the Strest.

It looked like adrain, sunk into the lowest point of the paving. | hadn't noticed it until Alice disappeared,
but the grate was halfway pushed aside. The holewas small, and black.

| balked.

"It'sdl right, Bella" Edward said in alow voice. "Alicewill catch you."



| eyed the hole doubtfully. | imagine hewould have gonefirgt, if Demetri and Felix hadn't been waiting,
smug and slent, behind us.

| crouched down, swinging my legsinto the narrow gap.

"Alice?' | whispered, voicetrembling.

"I'mright here, Bella," she reassured me. Her voice came from too far below to make mefed better.
Edward took my wrists—his hands fdlt like stonesin winter—and lowered meinto the blackness.
"Ready?" he asked.

"Drop her," Alice called.

| closed my eyes so | couldn't see the darkness, scrunching them together in terror, clamping my mouth
shut so | wouldn't scream. Edward let mefall.

It was sillent and short. The air whipped past mefor just half asecond, and then, with ahuff as| exhaled,
Aliceswaiting arms caught me.

| was going to have bruises; her arms were very hard. She stood me upright.

It was dim, but not black at the bottom. The light from the hole above provided afaint glow, reflecting
wetly from the stones under my feet. Thelight vanished for asecond, and then Edward was afaint, white
radiance beside me. He put his arm around me, holding me close to his side, and began to tow me swiftly
forward. | wrapped both arms around his cold waist, and tripped and stumbled my way acrossthe
uneven stone surface. The sound of the heavy grate diding over the drain hole behind us rang with
metdlicfindity.

The dim light from the street was quickly lost in the gloom. The sound of my staggering footsteps echoed
through the black space; it sounded very wide, but | couldn't be sure. There were no sounds other than
my frantic heartbeat and my feet on the wet stones—except for once, when an impatient sigh whispered
from behind me.

Edward held metightly. He reached hisfree hand across his body to hold my face, too, his smooth
thumb tracing across my lips. Now and then, | felt hisface pressinto my hair. | realized that thiswasthe
only reunion wewould get, and | clutched mysdlf closer to him.

For now, it felt like he wanted me, and that was enough to offset the horror of the subterranean tunnel
and the prowling vampires behind us. It was probably no more than guilt—the same guilt that compelled
him to come here to die when held believed that it was hisfault that I'd killed mysdlf. But | fdt hislips
pressslently against my forehead, and | didn't care what the motivation was. At least | could be with him
again before | died. That was better than along life.

| wished | could ask him exactly what was going to happen now. | wanted desperately to know how we
were going to die—asif that would somehow make it better, knowing in advance. But | couldn't spesk,
even in awhisper, surrounded as we were. The others could hear everything—my every bresth, my
every heartbeat.

The path beneath our feet continued to dant downward, taking us deeper into the ground, and it made
me claustrophobic. Only Edward's hand, soothing against my face, kept me from screaming out loud.

| couldn't tell where the light was coming from, but it dowly turned dark gray instead of black. We were



inalow, arched tunndl. Long trails of ebony moisture seeped down the gray stones, like they were
bleeding ink.

| was shaking, and | thought it was from fear. It wasn't until my teeth started to chatter together that |
redized | was cold. My clothes were till wet, and the temperature underneath the city was wintry. As
was Edward's skin.

Heredized thisa the sametime | did, and let go of me, kegping only my hand.

"N-n-no," | chattered, throwing my armsaround him. | didn't careif | froze. Who knew how long we had
left?

His cold hand chafed againgt my arm, trying to warm me with the friction.

We hurried through the tunndl, or it felt like hurrying to me. My dow progressirritated someone—I
guessed Felix—and | heard him heave asigh now and then.

At the end of the tunndl was a grate—the iron bars were rusting, but thick asmy arm. A small door made
of thinner, interlaced bars was standing open. Edward ducked through and hurried on to alarger, brighter
stone room. The grille dammed shut with a clang, followed by the snap of alock. | wastoo afraid to
look behind me.

On the other side of the long room was alow, heavy wooden door. It was very thick—as | could tell
because it, too, stood open.

We stepped through the door, and | glanced around mein surprise, relaxing automaticaly. Beside me,
Edward tensed, hisjaw clenched tight.

21 VERDICT

WE WERE IN A BRIGHTLY LIT, UNREMARKABLE HALLWAY . The walswere off-white, the
floor carpeted in industria gray. Common rectangular fluorescent lights were spaced evenly along the
ceiling. It waswarmer here, for which | was grateful. Thishall seemed very benign after the gloom of the
ghoulish stone sewers.

Edward didn't ssem to agree with my assessment. He glowered darkly down the long hallway, toward
the dight, black shrouded figure a the end, sanding by an elevator.

He pulled me dong, and Alice walked on my other side. The heavy door creaked shut behind us, and
then there was the thud of abolt diding home.

Jane waited by the elevator, one hand holding the doors open for us. Her expression was apathetic.

Onceingdethe eevator, the three vampires that belonged to the VVolturi relaxed further. They threw
back their cloaks, letting the hoods fal back on their shoulders. Felix and Demetri were both of adightly
olive complexion—it looked odd combined with their chaky palor. Felix's black hair was cropped short,
but Demetri's waved to his shoulders. Their irises were degp crimson around the edges, darkening until
they were black around the pupil. Under the shrouds, their clothes were modern, pale, and nondescript. |
cowered in the corner, cringing againgt Edward. His hand still rubbed against my arm. He never took his
eyes off Jane.



The devator ride was short; we stepped out into what looked like a posh office reception area. Thewalls
were paneled in wood, the floors carpeted in thick, deep green. There were no windows, but large,
brightly lit paintings of the Tuscan countryside hung everywhere as replacements. Pale leather couches
were arranged in cozy groupings, and the glossy tables held crystd vasesfull of vibrantly colored
bouquets. The flowers smell reminded me of afunera home.

In the middle of the room was a high, polished mahogany counter. | gawked in astonishment at the
woman behind it.

She wastall, with dark skin and green eyes. She would have been very pretty in any other
company—>but not here. Because she was every bit as human as| was. | couldn't comprehend what this
human woman was doing here, totaly at ease, surrounded by vampnes.

She smiled politely in welcome. " Good afternoon, Jane,” she said. There was no surprisein her face as
she glanced at Jane's company. Not Edward, his bare chest glinting dimly in the whitelights, or even me,
disheveled and comparatively hideous.

Jane nodded. "Gianna" She continued toward a set of double doorsin the back of the room, and we
followed.

As Fdix passed the desk, he winked at Gianna, and she giggled.

On the other side of the wooden doors was a different kind of reception. The pale boy in the pearl gray
suit could have been Jane'stwin. His hair was darker, and hislipswere not asfull, but he wasjust as
lovely. He came forward to meet us. He smiled, reaching for her. " Jane."

"Alec," she responded, embracing the boy. They kissed each other's cheeks on both sides. Then he
looked at us.

"They send you out for one and you come back with two... and ahalf,"” he noted, looking & me. "Nice
work."

She laughed—the sound sparkled with delight like a baby's cooing.
"We come back, Edward,” Alec greeted him. "Y ou seem in a better mood.”

"Margindly," Edward agreed in aflat voice. | glanced at Edward's hard face, and wondered how his
mood could have been darker before.

Alec chuckled, and examined me as| clung to Edward's side. "And thisisthe cause of dl the trouble?’
he asked, skeptical.

Edward only smiled, his expression contemptuous. Then he froze.
"Dibs," Fdlix caled casudly from behind.

Edward turned, alow snarl building deep in his chest. Felix smiled—nhis hand was raised, pam up; he
curled hisfingerstwice, inviting Edward forward.

Alicetouched Edward'sarm. "Patience," she cautioned him.

They exchanged along glance, and | wished | could hear what shewastelling him. | figured that it was
something to do with not attacking Felix, because Edward took a deep breath and turned back to Alec.

"Aro will be so pleased to see you again,” Alec said, asif nothing had passed.



"Let's not keep him waiting,” Jane suggested.
Edward nodded once.

Alec and Jane, holding hands, led the way down yet another wide, ornate hall—would there ever be an
end?

They ignored the doors a the end of the hall—doors entirely sheathed in gold—stopping hafway down
the hal and diding aside a piece of the paneling to expose a plain wooden door. It wasn't locked. Alec
held it open for Jane.

| wanted to groan when Edward pulled me through to the other side of the door. It was the same ancient
stone asthe square, the dley, and the sewers. And it was dark and cold again.

The stone antechamber was not large. It opened quickly into a brighter, cavernous room, perfectly round
like ahuge castleturret. .. which was probably exactly what it was.

Two stories up, long window ditsthrew thin rectangles of bright sunlight onto the stone floor below.
Therewere no artificid lights. The only furniturein the room were severa massive wooden chairs, like
thrones, that were spaced unevenly, flush with the curving sonewalls. In the very center of thecircle, ina
dight depression, was another drain. | wondered if they used it as an exit, like the holein the Street.

Theroom was not empty. A handful of people were convened in seemingly relaxed conversation. The
murmur of low, smooth voiceswasagentle hum intheair. As| watched, apair of pdewomenin
summer dresses paused in a patch of light, and, like prisms, their skin threw thelight in rainbow sparkles
agang thesennawals.

The exquisitefaces al turned toward our party as we entered the room. Most of theimmortals were
dressed in inconspicuous pants and shirts—things that wouldn't stick out at dl on the streets below. But
the man who spoke first wore one of thelong robes. It was pitch-black, and brushed against the floor.
For amoment, | thought hislong, jet-black hair wasthe hood of his cloak.

"Jane, dear one, you've returned!" he cried in evident delight. His voice was just a soft Sighing.

He drifted forward, and the movement flowed with such surred grace that | gawked, my mouth hangmg
open. Even Alice, whose every motion looked like dancing, could not compare.

| was only more astonished as hefloated closer and | could see hisface. It was not like the unnaturally
attractive faces that surrounded him (for he did not approach us aone; the entire group converged
around him, some following, and some walking ahead of him with the dert manner of bodyguards). |
couldn't decideif hisface was beautiful or not. | suppose the features were perfect. But he was as
different from the vampires beside him as they were from me. His skin was trand ucently white, like
onionskin, and it looked just as delicate—it stood in shocking contrast to the long black hair that framed
hisface. | felt astrange, horrifying urge to touch his cheek, to seeif it was softer than Edward's or
Alice's, or if it was powdery, like chalk. His eyes were red, the same as the others around him, but the
color was clouded, milky; | wondered if hisvision was affected by the haze.

He glided to Jane, took her facein his papery hands, kissed her lightly on her full lips, and then floated
back a step.

"Yes, Magter." Jane amiled; the expression made her look like an angdic child. "I brought him back dive,
just asyou wished."

"Ah, Jane." He smiled, too. "Y ou are such a comfort to me."



Heturned hismisty eyestoward us, and the smile brightened—became ecdtatic.

"And Alice and Bella, too!" hergoiced, clapping histhin handstogether. "This is a happy surprise!
Wonderful!"

| stared in shock as he called our namesinformaly, asif we were old friends dropping in for an
unexpected visit.

Heturned to our hulking escort. "Felix, be adear and tell my brothers about our company. I'm sure they
wouldn't want to missthis™"

"Yes, Magter." Felix nodded and disappeared back the way we had come.

"Y ou see, Edward?" The strange vampire turned and smiled at Edward like afond but scolding
grandfather. "What did | tell you? Aren't you glad that | didn't give you what you wanted yesterday ?"

"Yes, Aro, | am,” he agreed, tightening hisarm around my wai<.

"I love ahappy ending." Aro sighed. "They are so rare. But | want the whole story. How did this
happen? Alice?' Heturned to gaze at Alice with curious, misty eyes. "Y our brother seemed to think you
infalible, but apparently there was some mistake."

"Oh, I'mfar frominfalible." She flashed adazzling smile. Shelooked perfectly at ease, except that her
hands were baled into tight little figts. "Asyou can seetoday, | cause problems as often as | cure them.”

"Y ou'retoo modest," Aro chided. "I've seen some of your more amazing exploits, and | must admit I've
never observed anything like your taent. Wonderful!™

Aliceflickered aglance a Edward. Aro did not missit.

"I'm sorry, we haven't been introduced properly at dl, havewe? It'sjust that | fedl likel know you
aready, and | tend get ahead of mysdf. Y our brother introduced us yesterday, in apeculiar way. You
see, | share some of your brother'stalent, only | am limited in away that heisnot.” Aro shook his heed;
histonewas envious.

"And aso exponentialy more powerful," Edward added dryly. Helooked at Alice as he swiftly
explained. "Aro needs physical contact to hear your thoughts, but he hears much morethan | do. You
know | can only hear what's passing through your head in the moment. Aro hears every thought your
mind has ever had.”

Aliceraised her ddlicate eyebrows, and Edward inclined his head.
Aro didn't missthat either.

"But to be able to hear from adistance..." Aro sighed, gesturing toward the two of them, and the
exchange that had just taken place. "That would be so convenient.”

Aro looked over our shoulders. All the other heads turned in the same direction, including Jane, Alec,
and Demetri, who stood silently beside us.

| wasthe dowest to turn. Felix was back, and behind him floated two more black-robed men. Both
looked very much like Aro, one even had the same flowing black hair. The other had a shock of
snow-white hair—the same shade as his face—that brushed againgt his shoulders. Their faces had
identical, paper-thin skin.



Thetrio from Carlid€'s painting was complete, unchanged by the last three hundred years since it was
painted.

"Marcus, Caius, look!" Aro crooned. "Bdlaisdiveafter dl, and Aliceis herewith her! lsan't that
wonderful ?*

Neither of the other two looked asif wonderful would be their first choice of words. The dark-haired
man seemed utterly bored, like he'd seen too many millenniaof Aro's enthusiasm. The other's hice was
sour under the snowy hair.

Their lack of interest did not curb Aro's enjoyment.
"Let ushavethe story," Aro amost sang in hisfegthery voice.

The white-haired ancient vampire drifted away, gliding toward one of the wooden thrones. The other
paused beside Aro, and he reached his hand out, at first | thought to take Aro's hand. But he just
touched Aro's palm briefly and then dropped his hand to his side. Aro raised one black brow. |
wondered how his papery skin did not crumplein the effort.

Edward snorted very quietly, and Alice looked at him, curious.
"Thank you, Marcus," Aro said. "That's quite interesting.”
| redized, a second late, that Marcus was letting Aro know his thoughts.

Marcusdidn't look interested. He glided away from Aro to join the one who must be Caius, seated
againg thewall. Two of the attending vampires followed sllently behind him—bodyguards, likel'd
thought before. | could see that the two women in the sundresses had gone to stand beside Caiusin the
same manner. Theideaof any vampire needing aguard was faintly ridiculous to me, but maybe the
ancient ones were asfrail astheir skin suggested.

Arowas shaking hishead. "Amazing," he sad. "Absolutdly amazing.”

Alice's expression was frustrated. Edward turned to her and explained again in aswift, low voice.
"Marcus sees relationships. He's surprised by theintensity of ours.”

Aro smiled. "So convenient,” he repeated to himsalf. Then he spoketo us. "It takes quite a bit to surprise
Marcus, | can assureyou.”

| looked at Marcuss dead face, and | believed that.

"It'sjust so difficult to understand, even now," Aro mused, staring at Edward's arm wrapped around me.
It was hard for meto follow Aro's chaotic train of thought. | struggled to keep up. "How can you stand
so closeto het like that?"

"It'snot without effort,” Edward answered camly.

"But dill—la tua cantante! What awaste!"

Edward chuckled once without humor. "I look at it more asaprice.”
Arowas skepticd. "A very high price.”

"Opportunity cog.”



Aro laughed. "If | hadn't smelled her through your memories, | wouldn't have believed the call of anyone's
blood could be 0 strong. I've never felt anything like it myself. Most of uswould trade much for such a
gift, and yet you..."

"Wadteit," Edward finished, his voice sarcastic now.

Aro laughed again. "Ah, how | missmy friend Carlide! Y ou remind me of him—only hewas not so
angry.”

"Carlide outshines me in many other waysaswell."
"| certainly never thought to see Carlide bested for self-control of dl things, but you put him to shame.”

"Hardly." Edward sounded impatient. Asif he weretired of the preliminaries. It made me more afraid; |
couldn't help but try to imagine what he expected would follow.

"l am gratified by hissuccess," Aro mused. "Y our memories of him are quite agift for me, though they
astonish me exceedingly. | am surprised by how it... pleases me, his successin this unorthodox path he's
chosen. | expected that he would waste, weaken with time. I'd scoffed at his plan to find otherswho
would share his peculiar vision. Y &t, somehow, I'm happy to bewrong."

Edward didn't reply.

"But your restraint!" Aro sighed. "1 did not know such strength was possible. To inure yoursdf against
such asren cdl, not just once but again and again—if | had not felt it mysdlf, | would not have believed.”

Edward gazed back at Aro's admiration with no expression. | knew hisface well enough—time had not
changed that—to guess at something seething beneath the surface. | fought to keep my breething even.

"Just remembering how she appedsto you..." Aro chuckled. "It makes me thirsty.”
Edward tensed.

"Don't be disturbed,” Aro reassured him. "I mean her no harm. But | am 0 curious, about onethingin
particular.” He eyed mewith bright interest. "May 17" he asked eagerly, lifting one hand.

"Ask her," Edward suggested in aflat voice.

"Of course, how rude of me!l" Aro exclamed. "Bdla" he addressed me directly now. "I'm fascinated that
you are the one exception to Edward's impressve talent—so very interesting that such athing should
occur! And | was wondering, since our talents are smilar in many ways, if you would be so kind asto
alow meto try—to seeif you are an exception for me, aswdl?'

My eyesflashed up to Edward'sfacein terror. Despite Aro's overt politeness, | didn't believe | really had
achoice. | was horrified at the thought of alowing him to touch me, and yet also perversdy intrigued by
the chanceto fed his strange skin.

Edward nodded in encouragement—whether because he was sure Aro would not hurt me, or because
there was no choice, | couldnt tell.

| turned back to Aro and raised my hand dowly in front of me. It was trembling.

Heglided closer, and | believe he meant his expression to be reassuring. But his papery features were
too strange, too dien and frightening, to reassure. The look on his face was more confident than his
words had been.



Aro reached out, asif to shake my hand, and pressed hisinsubstantial-looking skin against mine. It was
hard, but felt brittle—shale rather than granite—and even colder than | expected.

Hisfilmy eyes smiled down at mine, and it wasimpossibleto look away. They were mesmerizingin an
odd, unpleasant way.

Aro'sface dtered as| watched. The confidence wavered and became first doubt, then incredulity before
he camed it into afriendly mask.

"So very interesting,” he said as he rdleased my hand and drifted back.
My eyesflickered to Edward, and, though his face was compaosed, | thought he seemed alittle smug.

Aro continued to drift wnh athoughtful expresson. He was quiet for amoment, his eyesflickering
between the three of us. Then, abruptly, he shook his head.

"A fird," hesaid to himsdf "I wonder if sheisimmuneto our other taents... Jane, dear?"
"No!" Edward snarled the word. Alice grabbed hisarm with a restraining hand. He shook her off.
Little Jane smiled up happily a Aro. "Yes, Master?”

Edward wastruly snarling now, the sound ripping and tearing from him, glaring a Aro with baleful eyes.
The room had gone dlill, everyone watching him with amazed disbelief, asif he were committing some
embarrassing socia faux pas. | saw Fdix grin hopefully and move astep forward. Aro glanced a him
once, and hefrozein place, hisgrin turning to asulky expresson.

Then he spoke to Jane. "I was wondering, my dear one, if Bellaisimmune to you."

| could barely hear Aro over Edward's furious growls. He let go of me, moving to hide me from their
view. Caius ghosted in our direction, with his entourage, to watch.

Jane turned toward uswith abedtific amile.
"Dont!" Alice cried as Edward launched himself at thelittle girl.

Before| could react, before anyone could jump between them, before Aro's bodyguards could tense,
Edward was on the ground.

No one had touched him, but he was on the stone floor writhing in obvious agony, while| stared in
horror.

Janewas smiling only at him now, and it al clicked together. What Alice had said about formidable gifts
, Why everyone treated Jane with such deference, and why Edward had thrown himself in her path before
she could do that to me.

"Stop!" | shrieked, my voice echoing in the slence, jumping forward to put mysdf between them. But
Alicethrew her arms around me in an unbresakable grasp and ignored my struggles. No sound escaped
Edward'slips as he cringed againgt the stones. It felt like my head would explode from the pain of
watching this.

"Jane," Aro recdled her in atranquil voice. Shelooked up quickly, till smiling with pleasure, her eyes
guestioning. As soon as Jane looked away, Edward was till.

Aroinclined his head toward me.



Janeturned her smilein my direction.
| didn't even meet her gaze. | watched Edward from the prison of Alicesarms, still struggling pointlesdly.

"He'sfing" Alice whispered in atight voice. As she spoke, he sat up, and then sprang lightly to hisfeet.
His eyes met mine, and they were horror-struck. At first | thought the horror was for what he had just
suffered. But then helooked quickly at Jane, and back to me—and hisface relaxed into relief.

| looked at Jane, too, and she no longer smiled. She glared at me, her jaw clenched with the intengity of
her focus. | shrank back, waiting for the pain.

Nothing happened.

Edward was by my side again. He touched Alice's arm, and she surrendered meto him.
Aro gtarted to laugh. "Ha, ha ha," he chuckled. "Thisiswonderful!"

Jane hissed in frustration, leaning forward like she was preparing to spring.

"Don't be put out, dear one," Aro said in acomforting tone, placing a powder-light hand on her shoulder.
"She confoundsusadl."

Jane's upper lip curled back ever her teeth as she continued to glare at me.

"Ha, ha, ha" Aro chortled again. "Y ou're very brave, Edward, to endurein silence. | asked Janeto do
that to me once—just out of curiosity.” He shook hishead in admiration.

Edward glared, disgusted.
"So what do we do with you now?" Aro sighed.
Edward and Alice stiffened. Thiswasthe part they'd been waiting for. | began to tremble.

"I don't suppose there's any chance that you've changed your mind?' Aro asked Edward hopefully.
"Y our talent would be an excellent addition to our little company.”

Edward hesitated. From the corner of my eye, | saw both Felix and Jane grimace.
Edward seemed to weigh each word before he spokeit. "I'd... rather... not.”
"Alice?' Aro asked, till hopeful. "Would you perhaps be interested in joining with us?"
"No, thank you," Alice said.

"And you, Bdla?' Aro raised his eyebrows.

Edward hissed, low in my ears. | stared at Aro blankly. Was hejoking? Or was hereally asking meif |
wanted to stay for dinner?

It was the white-haired Caius who broke the silence.
"What?' he demanded of Aro; his voice, though no more than awhisper, wasflat.

"Caius, surdly you seethe potentid,” Aro chided him affectionately. "I haven't seen a prospective taent
so promising sSince we found Jane and Alec. Can you imagine the possibilities when sheis one of us?'



Caius looked away with a caustic expression. Jane's eyes sparked with indignation at the comparison.

Edward fumed beside me. | could hear arumblein his chest, building toward agrowl. | couldn't et his
temper get him hurt.

"No, thank you," | spoke up in barely more than awhisper, my voice bresking in fright.
Aro sighed. "That's unfortunate. Such awaste.”

Edward hissed. "Join or die, isthat it? | suspected as much when we were brought to this room. So
much for your laws."

The tone of hisvoice surprised me. He sounded irate, but there was something deliberate about his
ddivery—asif held chosen hiswords with grest care.

"Of course not.” Aro blinked, astonished. "We were dready convened here, Edward, awaiting Heidi's
return. Not for you."

"Aro," Caushissed. "Thelaw damsthem.”

Edward glared at Caius. "How s0?' he demanded. He must have known what Caius was thinking, but he
seemed determined to make him spesk it doud.

Caius pointed a skeleta finger at me. " She knows too much. Y ou have exposed our secrets.” Hisvoice
was papery thin, just like hisskin.

"There are afew humansin on your charade here, aswell," Edward reminded him, and | thought of the
pretty receptionist below.

Caiussface twisted into a new expression. Was it supposed to be asmiled.

"Yes," heagreed. "But when they are no longer useful to us, they will serveto sustain us. That isnot your
plan for thisone. If she betrays our secrets, are you prepared to destroy her? | think not," he scoffed.

"l wouldn't—," | began, still whispering. Calus silenced mewith anicy look.

"Nor do you intend to make her one of us," Caius continued. "Therefore, sheisavulnerability. Though it
istrue, for this, only her lifeisforfet. You may leaveif youwish."

Edward bared histeeth.
"That'swhat | thought," Caius said, with something akin to pleasure. Felix leaned forward, eager.

"Unless..." Aro interrupted. He looked unhappy with the way the conversation had gone. "Unless you do
intend to give her immortality?"

Edward pursed hislips, hesitating for amoment before he answered. "And if | do?"

Aro smiled, happy again. "Why, then you would be free to go home and give my regardsto my friend
Carlide." Hisexpresson turned more hesitant. "But I'm afraid you would have to mean it."

Aroraised hishand in front of him.
Caius, who had begun to scowl furioudy, relaxed.

Edward's lipstightened into afierce line. He stared into my eyes, and | stared back.



"Meanit," | whispered. "Please.”

Wasit redly such aloathsomeidea? Would herather die than change me? | felt like I'd been kicked in
the somach.

Edward stared down at me with atortured expression.

And then Alice stepped away from us, forward toward Aro. We turned to watch her. Her hand was
rased like his.

She didn't say anything, and Aro waved off his anxious guard as they moved to block her approach. Aro
met her hafway, and took her hand with an eager, acquisitive glint in hiseyes.

He bent hishead over their touching hands, his eyes closing as he concentrated. Alice was motionless,
her face blank. | heard Edward's teeth snap together.

No one moved. Aro seemed frozen over Alice's hand. The seconds passed and | grew more and more
stressed, wondering how much time would pass before it was too much time. Beforeit meant something
was wrong—more wrong than it already was.

Another agonizing moment passed, and then Aro's voice broke the silence,

"Ha, ha, ha," helaughed, hishead till bent forward. He looked up dowly, hiseyes bright with
excitement. "That was fascinating!"

Alicesmiled dryly. "I'm glad you enjoyedit."

"To seethe things you've seen—especidly the ones that haven't happened yet!" He shook hishead in
wonder.

"But thet will," shereminded him, voice calm.

"Yes, yes, it's quite determined. Certainly there's no problem.”

Caluslooked hitterly disappointed—afeding he seemed to share with Felix and Jane.
"Aro," Caiuscomplained.

"Dear Caius," Aro smiled. "Do not fret. Think of the possibilities! They do not join ustoday, but we can
aways hope for the future. Imagine the joy young Alice aonewould bring to our little household. ..
Besdes, I'm so terribly curiousto see how Bdlaturns out!”

Aro seemed convinced. Did he not redlize how subjective Alice'svisonswere." That she could make up
her mind to transform me today, and then change it tomorrow? A million tiny decisions, her decisonsand
so many others, too—Edward's—could dter her path, and with that, the future.

Andwould it redlly matter that Alice waswilling, would it make any differenceif | did become avampire,
when theideawas so repulsive to Edward? If desth was, to him, a better alternative than having me
around forever, an immortal annoyance? Terrified as| was, | felt mysdlf sinking down into depression,
drowninginit...

"Then we are free to go now?"' Edward asked in an even voice.

"Yes yes" Aro said pleasantly. "But please vist again. It's been absolutdly enthralling!™



"And wewill vist you aswell," Caius promised, his eyes suddenly haf-closed like the heavy-lidded gaze
of alizard. "To be sure that you follow through on your side. Were| you, | would not delay too long. We
do not offer second chances."

Edward's jaw clenched tight, but he nodded once.

Caius smirked and drifted back to where Marcus till sat, unmoving and uninterested.
Felix groaned.

"Ah, Fdix." Aro smiled, amused. "Heidi will be here at any moment. Patience.”

"Hmm." Edward's voice had anew edgeto it. "In that case, perhaps we'd better |eave sooner rather than
later.”

"Yes" Aro agreed. "That'sagood idea. Accidents do happen. Please wait below until after dark, though,
if you dont mind."

"Of course," Edward agreed, while cringed at the thought of waiting out the day before we could
escape.

"And here" Aro added, motioning to Felix with one finger. Felix came forward & once, and Aro
unfastened the gray cloak the huge vampire wore, pulling from his shoulders. He tossed it to Edward.
"Takethis. You'realittle conspicuous.”

Edward put the long cloak on, leaving the hood down.
Aro sghed. "It suitsyou.”

Edward chuckled, but broke off suddenly, glancing over his shoulder. "Thank you, Aro. Well wait
below."

"Goodbye, young friends," Aro said, his eyes bright as he stared in the same direction.
"Let'sgo," Edward said, urgent now.

Demetri gestured that we should follow, and then set off the way we'd comein, the only exit by the look
of things.

Edward pulled me swiftly dong beside him. Alice was close by my other Side, her face hard.
"Not fast enough,” she muttered.

| stared up & her, frightened, but she only seemed chagrined. It wasthen that | first heard the babble of
voices—Ioud, rough voices—coming from the antechamber.

"Wl thisisunusud," aman's coarse voice boomed.
"So medieva,” an unpleasantly shrill, femae voice gushed back.

A large crowd was coming through thelittle door, filling the smaller stone chamber. Demetri motioned for
us to make room. We pressed back against the cold wall to let them pass.

The couplein front, Americans from the sound of them, glanced around themselves with gppraising eyes.

"Welcome, guestsl Welcometo Volterral” | could hear Aro sing from the big turret room.



Therest of them, maybeforty or more, filed in after the couple. Some studied the setting like tourists. A
few even snapped pictures. Otherslooked confused, asif the story that had led them to this room was
not making sense anymore. | noticed one small, dark woman in particular. Around her neck wasa
rosary, and she gripped the crosstightly in one hand. She walked more dowly than the others, touching
someone now and then and asking a question in an unfamiliar language. No one seemed to understand
her, and her voice grew more panicked.

Edward pulled my face againgt his chest, but it wastoo late. | already understood.

As soon asthe smallest break appeared, Edward pushed me quickly toward the door. | could fedl the
horrified expression on my face, and the tears beginning to pool in my eyes.

The ornate golden halway was quiet, empty except for one gorgeous, Statuesque woman. She sared a
uscurioudy, mein particular.

"Welcome home, Heidi," Demetri greeted her from behind us.

Heidi smiled absently. She reminded me of Rosdlie, though they looked nothing alike—it was just that her
beauty, too, was exceptiond, unforgettable. | couldn't ssem to look away.

She was dressed to emphasize that beauty. Her amazingly long legs, darkened with tights, were exposed
by the shortest of miniskirts. Her top waslong-deeved and high-necked, but extremely close-fitting, and
congtructed of red vinyl. Her long mahogany hair was lustrous, and her eyes were the strangest shade of
violet—a color that might result from blue-tinted contacts over red irises.

"Demetri," she responded in asilky voice, her eyesflickering between my face and Edward's gray cloak.

"Nicefishing,” Demetri complimented her, and | suddenly understood the attention-grabbing outfit she
wore... shewas not only the fisherman, but aso the bait.

"Thanks" She flashed astunning smile. "Aren't you coming?'
"Inaminute. Save afew for me"
Heidi nodded and ducked through the door with one last curiouslook at me.

Edward set a pace that had me running to keep up. But we still couldn't get through the ornate door at
the end of the halway before the screaming started.

22 FLIGHT

DEMETRI LEFT USIN THE CHEERFULLY OPULENT RECEPTION area, where the woman
Giannawas il a her post behind the polished counter. Bright, harmless music tinkled from hidden

Speakers.
"Do not leave until dark," hewarned us.
Edward nodded, and Demetri hurried away.

Giannadid not seem at al surprised by the exchange, though she did eye Edward's borrowed cloak with
shrewd speculation.



"Areyou al right?' Edward asked under his bresth, to low for the human woman to hear. His voice was
rough—if velvet can be rough—with anxiety. Still stressed by our Stuation, | imagined.

"Y ou'd better make her st before shefdls" Alice sad. "She's going to pieces.”

It wasonly then that | redlize | was shaking, shaking hard, my entire frame vibrating until my teeth
chattered and the room around me seemed to wobble and blur in my eyes. For one wild second, |
wondered if thiswas how Jacob felt just before exploding into awerewolf.

| heard a sound that didn't make sense, astrange, ripping counterpart to the otherwise cheery
background music. Distracted by the shaking, | couldn't tell where it was coming from.

"Shh, Bella, shh," Edward said as he pulled me to the sofa farthest away from the curious human at the
desk.

"I think she's having hysterics. Maybe you should dap her," Alice suggested.
Edward threw afrantic glance a her.

Then | understood. Oh. The noise was me. The ripping sound was the sobs coming from my chest.
That's what was shaking me.

"It'sdl right, youre safe, it'sdl right,” he chanted again and again. He pulled ne onto hislap and tucked
the thick wool cloak around me, protecting me from his cold skin.

| knew it was stupid to react like this. Who knew how much time | had to look at hisrace? Hewas
saved, and | was saved, and he could leave me as soon as we were free. To have my eyes so filled with
tearsthat | could not see hisfeatures clearly was wasteful—insanity.

But, behind my eyes where the tears could not wash the image away, | could still see the panicked face
of thetiny woman with therosary.

"All those people,” | sobbed.

"I know," he whispered.

"It'sso horrible.”

"Yes, itis | wish you hadn't had to seethat.”

| rested my head againgt his cold chest, using the thick cloak to wipe my eyes. | took afew deep breaths,
trying to cam mysdlf.

"Isthere anything | can get you?" avoice asked politely. It was Gianna, leaning over Edward's shoulder
with alook that was both concerned and yet still professiond and detached at the sametime. It didn't
seem to bother her that her face was inches from ahostile vampire. She was either totally oblivious, or
very good at her job.

"No," Edward answered coldly.
She nodded, smiled at me, and then disappeared.

| waited until she was out of hearing range. ""Does she know what's going on here?' | demanded, my
voicelow and hoarse. | was getting control of myself, my breathing evening out.



"Y es. She knows everything,” Edward told me.

"Does she know they're going to kill her someday?"
"She'sknowsit'saposshility,” he said.

That surprised me.

Edward's face was hard to read. " She's hoping they'll decide to keep her.”
| felt the blood leave my face. " She wantsto be one of them?'

He nodded once, his eyes sharp on my face, watching my reaction.

| shuddered. "How can she want that?' | whispered, more to mysdlf than redlly looking for an answer.
"How can she watch those people file through to that hideous room and want to be a part of that?"

Edward didn't answer. His expression twisted in response to something 1'd said.

As| stared at histoo beautiful face, trying to understand the change, it suddenly struck methat | was
redly here, in Edward's arms, however fleetingly, and that we were not—at this exact moment—about to
bekilled.

"Oh, Edward," | cried, and | was sobbing again. It was such a stupid reaction. The tears were too thick
for meto see hisface again, and that wasinexcusable. | only had until sunset for sure. Likeafairy tae
again, with deadlines that ended the magic.

"What'swrong?' he asked, ill anxious, rubbing my back with gentle pats.

| wrapped my arms around his neck—what was the worst he could do? Just push me away—and
hugged mysdlf closer to him. "Isit really sick for meto be happy right now?" | asked. My voice broke
twice.

Hedidn't push me away. He pulled metight against hisice-hard chest, so tight it was hard to bregathe,
even with my lungs securely intact. "1 know exactly what you mean,” he whispered. "But we have |ots of
reasons to be happy. For one, we're dive.”

"Yes" | agreed. "That'sagood one.”

"And together," he breathed. His breath was so sweet it made my head swim.

| just nodded, sure that he did not place the same weight on that consideration as| did.
"And, with any luck, well ill be divetomorrow.”

"Hopefully,” | sad uneesily.

"The outlook is quite good,” Alice assured me. She'd been so quiet, I'd dmost forgotten her presence.
"I'll see Jasper in less than twenty-four hours,” she added in a satisfied tone.

Lucky Alice. She could trust her future.

| couldn't keep my eyes off of Edward's facefor long. | stared at him, wishing more than anything that the
future would never happen. That this moment would last forever, or, if it couldnt, that | would stop
exigingwhenit did.



Edward stared right back at me, his dark eyes soft, and it was easy to pretend that he felt the same way.
So that'swhat | did. | pretended, to make the moment sweeter.

Hisfingertips traced the circles under my eyes. "Y ou look so tired.”
"And you look thirsty," | whispered back, studying the purple bruises under hisblack irises.
He shrugged. "It'snothing."

"Areyou sure? | could st with Alice," | offered, unwilling; 1'd rather he killed me now than move oneinch
fromwhere | was.

"Don't beridiculous." He sighed; his sweet breath caressed my face. "1've never been in better control of
that sdeof my nature than right now."

| had amillion questionsfor him. One of them bubbled to my lips now, but | held my tongue. | didn't
want to ruin the moment, asimperfect asit was, herein thisroom that made me sick, under the eyes of
the would-be mongter.

Herein hisarms, it was so easy to fantasize that he wanted me. | didn't want to think about his
motivations now—about whether he acted thisway to keep me cam while we were il in danger, or if
he just felt guilty for where we were and relieved that he wasn't responsible for my desth. Maybe thetime
gpart had been enough that | didn't bore him for the moment. But it didn't matter. | was so much happier
pretending.

| lay quiet in hisarms, rememorizing hisface, pretending. ..

He stared a my face like he was doing the same, while he and Alice discussed how to get home. Their
voiceswere so quick and low that | knew Gianna couldn't understand. | missed half of it mysdif. It
sounded like more theft would be involved, though. | wondered idly if the yellow Porsche had made it
back to its owner yet.

"What was dl that talk about singers?' Alice asked a one point.
"La tua cantante," Edward said. His voice made thewords into music.
"Yes, that," Alicesaid, and | concentrated for amoment. I'd wondered about that, too, at thetime.

| felt Edward shrug around me. "They have a name for someone who smellsthe way Belladoesto me.
They cdl her my singer —because her blood sngsfor me."

Alicelaughed.

| wastired enough to deep, but | fought against the weariness. | wasn't going to miss a second of thetime
I had with him. Now and then, as he talked with Alice, he would lean down suddenly and kissme—his
glass-smooth lips brushing againgt my hair, my forehead, thetip of my nose. Eachtimeit waslikean
electric shock to my long dormant heart. The sound of its beating seemed tofill the entire room.

It was heaven—right smack in the middle of hell.

| lost track of the time completely. So when Edward's arms tightened around me, and both he and Alice
looked to the back of the room with wary eyes, | panicked. | cringed into Edward's chest as Alec—his
eyesnow avivid ruby, but till spotlessin hislight gray suit despite the afternoon meal—walked through
the double doors.



It was good news.

"You'refreeto leave now," Alec told us, histone so warm you'd think we were dl lifdlong friends. "We
ask that you don't linger in the city."

Edward made no answering pretence; hisvoice wasice cold. "That won't be a problem.”
Alec smiled, nodded, and disappeared again.

"Follow the right halway around the corner to thefirst set of devators," Giannatold us as Edward helped
meto my feet. "The lobby istwo floors down, and exits to the street. Goodbye, now," she added
pleasantly. | wondered if her competence would be enough to save her.

Alice shot her adark look.

| was relieved there was another way out; | wasn't sureif | could handle another tour through the
underground.

Weleft through atastefully luxurious lobby. | was the only one who glanced back at the medieva castle
that housed the elaborate businessfacade | couldn't see the turret from here, for which | was grateful.

The party was gtill infull swing in the streets. The Street lamps were just coming on as we walked swiftly
through the narrow, cobbled lanes. The sky was adull, fading gray overhead, but the buildings crowded
the streets so closdly that it felt darker.

The party was darker, too. Edward'slong, trailing cloak did not stand out in theway it might have on a
normal evening in Volterra. There were othersin black satin cloaks now, and the plastic fangs 1'd seen on
the child in the square today seemed to be very popular with the adults.

"Ridiculous," Edward muttered once.

| didn't notice when Alice disappeared from beside me. | looked over to ask her a question, and she was
gone.

"Wherés Alice?' | whispered in apanic.

" She went to retrieve your bags from where she stashed them thismorning.”

I'd forgotten that | had accessto atoothbrush. It brightened my outlook considerably.
"She'sgtedling acar, too, isn't she?"' | guessed.

Hegrinned. "Not till were outsde.”

It seemed like avery long way to the entryway. Edward could see that | was spent; he wound hisarm
around my waist and supported most of my weight as we walked.

| shuddered as he pulled me through the dark stone archway. The huge, ancient portcullis above waslike
acage door, threatening to drop on us, to lock usin.

Heled metoward adark car, waiting in apool of shadow to the right of the gate with the engine running.
Tomy surprise, hedid into the backseat with me, instead of insgisting on driving.

Alice was apologetic. "I'm sorry." She gestured vaguely toward the dashboard. " There wasn't much to
choosefrom.”



"It'sfine, Alice” Hegrinned. "They can't dl be 911 Turbos"
She sighed. "I may haveto acquire one of those legdly. It wasfabulous.”
"I'll get you one for Christmas," Edward promised.

Aliceturned to beam at him, which worried me, as she was dready speeding down the dark and curvy
hillsde a the sametime.

"Ydlow," shetold him.

Edward kept metight in hisarms. Inside the gray cloak, | was warm and comfortable. More than
comfortable.

"Y ou can deep now, Bdla" he murmured. "It'sover."

| knew he meant the danger, the nightmare in the ancient city, but | till had to swalow hard before |
could answer.

"I don't want to deep. I'm not tired." Just the second part was alie. | wasn't about to close my eyes. The
car was only dimly lit by the dashboard controls, but it was enough that | could see hisface.

He pressed hislipsto the hollow under my ear. "Try," he encouraged.
| shook my head.

Hesghed. "Youredill just as stubborn.”

| was stubborn; | fought with my heavy lids, and | won.

The dark road was the hardest part; the bright lights at the airport in Florence madeit easier, as did the
chance to brush my teeth and change into clean clothes; Alice bought Edward new clothes, too, and he
left the dark cloak on apile of trashin an dley. The plane trip to Rome was so short that there wasn't
redlly achance for the fatigue to drag me under. | knew the flight from Rome to Atlantawould be another
matter entirely, so | asked the flight attendant if she could bring me a Coke.

"Bella" Edward said disapprovingly. He knew my low tolerancefor caffeine,
Alice was behind us. | could hear her murmuring to Jasper on the phone.

"l don't want to deep,” | reminded him. | gave him an excuse that was believable because it wastrue. "If
| close my eyesnow, I'll seethings| don't want to see. I'll have nightmares.”

Hedidn't argue with me after that.

It would have been avery good timeto talk, to get the answers | needed—needed but not really wanted;
| was already despairing at the thought of what | might hear. We had an uninterrupted block of tirre
ahead of us, and he couldn't escape me on an airplane—well, not eadlly, at least. No one would hear us
except Alice; it waslate, and most of the passengers were turning off lights and asking for pillowsin
muted voices. Tak would help mefight off the exhaustion.

But, perversdly, | bit my tongue against the flood of questions. My reasoning was probably flawed by
exhaustion, but | hoped that by postponing the discussion, | could buy afew more hours with him at
some later time—spin this out for another night, Scheherazade-style.



So | kept drinking soda, and resisting even the urge to blink. Edward seemed perfectly content to hold
mein hisarms, hisfingerstracing my face again and again. | touched hisface, too. | couldn't stop mysdif,
though | was afraid it would hurt melater, when | was aone again. He continued to kiss my hair, my
forehead, my wrigts... but never my lips, and that was good. After al, how many ways can one heart be
mangled and still be expected to keep beating? I'd lived through alot that should have finished mein the
last few days, but it didn't make mefed strong. Insteed, | felt horribly fragile, like one word could shatter
me.

Edward didn't speak. Maybe he was hoping | would deep. Maybe he had nothing to say.

| won the fight against my heavy lids. | was awake when we reached the airport in Atlanta, and | even
watched the sun beginning to rise over Seettle's cloud cover before Edward did the window shut. | was
proud of mysdlf. | hadn't missed one minute.

Neither Alice nor Edward was surprised by the reception that waited for usa Sea-Tac airport, but it
caught me off guard. Jasper wasthefirst onel sasv—he didn't seem to seeme a dl. Hiseyeswere only
for Alice. Shewent quickly to hisside; they didn't embrace like other couples meeting there. They only
stared into each other's faces, yet, somehow, the moment was so private that | still felt the need to look

avay.

Carlideand Esmewaited in aquiet corner far from the line for the meta detectors, in the shadow of a
wide pillar. Esme reached for me, hugging mefiercdy, yet avkwardly, because Edward kept hisarms
around me, too.

"Thank you so much," shesaidin my e-r.

Then shethrew her arms around Edward, and she looked like she would be crying if that were possible.
"Youwill never put methrough :hat again,” she nearly growled.

Edward grinned, repentant. " Sorry, Mom."

"Thank you, Bdlg," Carlidesad. "Weoweyou."

"Hardly," | mumbled. The deepless night was suddenly overpowering. My head felt disconnected from
my body.

"She's dead on her feet,” Esme scolded Edward. "Let's get her home.”

Not sureif homewaswhat | wanted at this point, | sumbled, haf-blind, through the airport, Edward
dragging me on one side and Esme on the other. | didn't know if Alice and Jasper were behind us or not,
and | wastoo exhausted to look.

| think | was mostly adeep, though | was gtill walking, when we reached their car. The surprise of seeing
Emmett and Rosdie leaning againgt the black sedan under the dim lights of the parking garage revived me
some. Edward gtiffened.

"Dont," Esmewhispered. "She fedsawful .

"She should," Edward said, making no attempt to keep his voice down.
"It'snot her fault,” | said, my words garbled with exhaustion.

"L et her make amends," Esme pleaded. "WElI ride with Alice and Jasper.”



Edward glowered a the absurdly lovely blond vampire waiting for us.

"Please, Edward,” | said. | didn't want to ride with Rosalie any more than he seemed to, but I'd caused
more than enough discord in hisfamily.

He sighed, and towed me toward the car.

Emmett and Rosdlie got in the front seat without speaking, while Edward pulled mein the back again. |
knew | wasn't going to be able to fight my eyelids anymore, and | laid my head againgt his chest in defedt,
letting them close. | fdt the car purr tolife.

"Edward,” Rosdlie began.

"l know." Edward's brusque tone was not generous.

"Bella?' Rosalie asked softly.

My eyeidsfluttered open in shock. It wasthefirst time sheld ever spoken directly to me.
"Yes, Rosdie?' | asked, hesitant.

"I'm so very sorry, Bdlla. | fed wretched about every part of this, and so grateful that you were brave
enough to go save my brother after what | did. Please say you'll forgive me."

The words were awvkward, stilted because of her embarrassment, but they seemed sincere.

"Of course, Rosdlie," | mumbled, grasping at any chance to make her hate me alittle less. "It's not your
fault at dl. I'm the one who jumped off the damn dliff. Of course | forgive you.”

Thewords came out like mush.

"It doesn't count until she's conscious, Rose," Emmett chuckled.
"I'm conscious,” | said; it just sounded like agarbled sigh.

"Let her deep," Edward inssted, but hisvoice was alittle warmer.

It was quiet then, except for the gentle thrum of the engine. | must have fallen adeep, because it seemed
like seconds later when the door opened and Edward was carrying me from the car. My eyeswouldn't
open. At first | thought we were dtill at the airport.

And then | heard Charlie.

"Belal" he shouted from some distance.

"Charlie" | mumbled, trying to shake off the supor.

"Shh," Edward whispered. "It's okay; you're home and safe. Just deep.”

"I can't believe you have the nerve to show your face here." Charlie bellowed at Edward, his voice much
closer now.

"Stop it, Dad," | groaned. He didn't hear me.

"What's wrong with her?" Charlie demanded.



"She'sjudt very tired, Charlie," Edward assured him quietly. "Please let her rest.”
"Dont tel mewhat to do!" Charlieydled. "Give her to me. Get your hands off her!™

Edward tried to pass meto Charlie, but | clung to him with locked, tenacious fingers. | could fed my dad
yanking onmy arm.

"Cut it out, Dad," | said with more volume. | managed to drag my lids back to stare at Charlie with bleary
eyes. "Bemad a me."

Wewerein front of my house. The front door was standing open. The cloud cover overhead was too
thick to guess at atime of day.

"You bet | will be," Charlie promised. "Get ingde.”" i"Kay. Let medown," | Sghed.

Edward set me on my feet. | could seethat | was upright, but | couldn't feel my legs. | trudged forward
anyway, until the sdewak swirled up toward my face. Edward's arms caught me before | hit the
concrete.

"Judt let me get her upstairs,” Edward said. "Then I'll leave.”
"No," | cried, panicking. | hadn't got my answersyet. He had to stay for at least that much, didn't he?

"l won't befar,” Edward promised, whispering so low in my ear that Charlie didn't have ahope of
hearing.

| didn't hear Charlie answer, but Edward headed into the house. My open eyes only madeit till the stairs.
Thelast thing | felt was Edward's cool hands prying my fingersloose from his shirt.

23. THE TRUTH

| HAD THE SENSE THAT I'D BEEN ASLEEP FOR A VERY long time—my body was tiff, like |
hadn't moved once through al that time, either. My mind was dazed and dow; strange, colorful
dreams—dreams and nightmares—swirled dizzily around theinsgde of my head. They were so vivid. The
horrible and the heavenly, dl mixed together into abizarre jumble. There was sharp impatience and fear,
both part of that frustrating dream where your feet can't move fast enough... And there were plenty of
mongters, red-eyed fiends that were al the more ghadtly for their gented civility. The dream was il
strong—I could even remember the names. But the strongest, clearest part of the dream was not the
horror. It wasthe angel that was most clear.

It was hard to let him go and wake up. This dream did not want to be shoved away into the vault of
dreams| refused to revigt. | struggled with it as my mind became more dert, focusng on redlity. |
couldn't remember what day of the week it was, but | was sure Jacob or school or work or something
waswaiting for me. | inhaed deeply, wondering how to face another day.

Something cold touched my forehead with the softest pressure.

| squeezed my eyes moretightly shut. | was still dreaming, it seemed, and it felt aonormaly red. | was so
closeto waking... any second now, and it would be gone.

But | redlized that it felt too real, too red to be good for me. The stone arms | imagined wrapped around



me were far too substantial. If | let thisgo any further, I'd be sorry for it later. With aresigned sigh, |
wrenched back my eydidsto dispd theillusion.

"Oh!" | gasped, and threw my fistsover my eyes.

Wi, clearly, I'd gonetoo far; it must have been amistake to let my imagination get so out of hand.
Okay, so "let" was the wrong word. I'd forced it to get out of hand—pretty much stalked my
hallucinations—and now my mind had snapped.

It took less than half a second for meto redize that, aslong as| wastruly insane now, | might aswell
enjoy the delusonswhile they were pleasant.

| opened my eyes again—and Edward was ill there, his perfect face just inches avay from mine.

"Did | frighten you?" Hislow voice was anxious. Thiswas very good, as delusonswent. Theface, the
voice, the scent, everything—it was so much better than drowning. The beautiful figment of my
imagination watched my changing expressons, with darm. Hisiriseswere pitch-black, with bruise-like
shadows under them. This surprised me; my hadlucinatory Edwards were usualy better fed.

| blinked twice, desperatdly trying to remember the last thing that | was sure wasred. Alice was part of
my dream, and | wondered if she had really come back at all, or if that was just the preamble. | thought
shed returned the day 1'd nearly drowned...

"Oh, crap" | croaked. My throat was thick with deeping.

"What'swrong, Bdlla?'

| frowned a him unhappily. His face was even more anxious than before.

"I'm deed, right?' | moaned. "I did drown. Crap, crap, crap! Thisisgonnakill Charlie.”
Edward frowned, too. "Y ou're not dead.”

"Then why am | not waking up?' | chalenged, raising my eyebrows.

"You are awake, Bella"

| shook my head. "Sure, sure. That'swhat you want meto think. And then it will be worsewhen | do
wake up. If | wake up, which | won't, because I'm dead. Thisisawful. Poor Charlie. And Renee and
Jake..." | trailed off in horror at what | had done.

"l can see where you might confuse mewith anightmare.” His short-lived smilewas grim. "But | can't
imagine what you could have doneto wind up in hdll. Did you commit many murderswhile | was awvay?"

| grimaced. "Obvioudy not. If | wasin hell, you wouldn't be with me."
Hesighed.

My head was getting clearer. My eyesflickered away from hisface—unwillingly—for one second, to the
dark, open window, and then back to him. | started to remember details... and | fet afaint, unfamiliar
blush warm the skin over my cheekbonesas| dowly redlized that Edward wasredly, truly herewith me,
and | waswadting time being anidiot.

"Did dl of that redly happen, then?" It was dmost impossible to reassign my dream asredlity. | couldn't
wrap my head around the concegpt.



"That depends.” Edward's smilewas dill hard. "'If you're referring to us nearly being massacred in Italy,
then, yes"

"How strange,” | mused. "I redly went to Italy. Did you know I'd never been farther east than
Albuquerque?’

Herolled his eyes. "Maybe you should go back to deep. Y ou're not coherent.”

"I'm not tired anymore.” It was al coming clear now. "What timeisit? How long have | been deeping?’
"It'sjust after onein the morning. So, about fourteen hours."

| stretched as he spoke. | was so stiff.

"Charlie?" | asked.

Edward frowned. "Seeping. Y ou should probably know that I'm bresking the rulesright now. Well, not
technicaly, snce he said | was never to walk through hisdoor again, and | camein thewindow... But,
dill, theintent was clear.”

"Charlie banned you from the house?' | asked, disbelief quickly mdting into fury.
Hiseyeswere sad. "Did you expect anything ese?'

My eyeswere mad. | was going to have afew words with my father—perhapsit would be agood time
to remind him that | was over thelega age of adulthood. It didn't matter so much, of course, except in
principle. All too soon there would be no reason for the prohibition. | turned my thoughtsto less painful
avenues,

"What'sthe story?" | asked, genuinely curious, but also trying desperately to keep the conversation
casud, to keep afirm grip on myself, so | wouldn't scare him away with the frantic, gnawing craving that
wasraging ingdeme.

"What do you mean?"

"What am | tdling Charlie? What's my excuse for disappearing for... how long was| gone, anyway?" |
tried to count the hoursin my head.

"Just three days." His eyestightened, but he smiled more naturdly thistime. "Actudly, | was hoping you
might have agood explanation. I've got nothing."

| groaned. "Fabulous."
"Well, maybe Alice will come up with something,” he offered, trying to comfort me.

And | was comforted. Who cared what | had to deal with later? Every second that he was here—so
close, hisflawlessface glowing in the dim light from the numbers on my aarm clock—was precious and
not to be wasted.

"S0," | began, picking the least important—though il vitaly interesting—question to start with. | was
safely ddivered home, and he might decideto leave a any moment. | had to keep him talking. Besides,
thistemporary heaven wasn't entirely complete without the sound of hisvoice. "What have you been
doing, up until three days ago?"

Hisfaceturned wary in an ingtant. "Nothing terribly exciting.”



"Of coursenot,” | mumbled.
"Why are you making that face?'

"Well..." | pursed my lips, considering. "If you were, after dl, just adream, that's exactly the kind of thing
you would say. My imagination must be used up.”

Hesghed. "If | tdll you, will you finaly believe that you're not having anightmare?"

"Nightmare!" | repeated scornfully. Hewaited for my answer. "Maybe," | said after a second of thought.
"If youtdl me"

"l was... hunting."
"Isthat the best you can do?' | criticized. "That definitely doesn't prove I'm awake."

He hesitated, and then spoke dowly, choosing hiswordswith care. "1 wasn't hunting fot food... | was
actudly trying my hand ... tracking. I'm not very good &t it.”

"What were you tracking?" | asked, intrigued.

"Nothing of consequence.” Hiswords didn't match his expression; he looked upset, uncomfortable.
"l don't understand.”

He heditated; hisface, shining with an odd green cast from the light of the clock, wastorn.

"|—" Hetook adeep breath. "1 owe you an apology. No, of course | owe you much, much more than
that. But you have to know,"—the words began to flow so fast, the way | remembered he spoke
sometimes when he was agitated, that | realy had to concentrate to catch them al—"that | had no idea. |
didn't realize the mess | wasleaving behind. | thought it was safe for you here. So safe. | had no ideathat
Victoria,"—hislips curled back when he said the name—"would come back. I'll admit, when | saw her
that onetime, | was paying much more attention to Jamess thoughts. But | just didn't see that she had this
kind of responsein her. That she even had such atieto him. | think | reglize why now—she was so sure
of him, the thought of him failing never occurred to her. It was her overconfidence that clouded her
feelings about him—that kept me from seeing the depth of them, the bond there.

"Not that there's any excuse for what | |eft you to face. When | heard what you told Alice—what she
saw hersdlf—when | redlized that you had to put your life in the hands of werewolves, immature, volatile,
the worst thing out there besides Victoria hersal f—he shuddered and the gush of words hated for ashort
second. "Please know that | had no ideaof any of this. | fed sick, sick to my core, even now, when | can
see and fed you safein my arms. | am the most miserable excuse for—"

"Stop,” | interrupted him. He stared at me with agonized eyes, and | tried to find the right words—the
words that would free him from thisimagined obligation that caused him so much pain. They were very
hard wordsto say. | didn't know if | could get them out without breaking down. But | had to try to do it
right. | didn't want to be asource of guilt and anguish in hislife. He should be happy, no matter what it
cost me.

I'd reglly been hoping to put off this part of our last conversation. It was going to bring thingsto an end so
much sooner.

Drawing on adl my months of practice with trying to be normd for Charlie, | kept my face smooth.



"Edward,” | said. His name burned my throat alittle on theway out. | could fed the ghost of the hole,
waiting to rip itself wide again as soon as he disappeared. | didn't quite see how | was going to surviveit
thistime. "This hasto stop now. Y ou can't think about thingsthat way. Y ou can't let this... this guilt...
ruleyour life. Y ou can't take responsibility for the things that happen to me here. None of it isyour faullt,
it'sjust part of how lifeisfor me. So, if | trip in front of abus or whatever it is next time, you haveto
redize that it's not your job to take the blame. Y ou can't just go running off to Italy because you fed bad
that you didn't save me. Even if | had jumped off that cliff to die, that would have been my choice, and
not your fault. I know it'syour... your nature to shoulder the blame for everything, but you redly can't
let that make you go to such extremes! It'svery irresponsible—think of Esme and Carlide and—"

| was on the edge of losing it. | stopped to take a deep breath, hoping to cam myself. | had to set him
free. | had to make sure this never happened again.

"IsabellaMarie Swan," he whispered, the strangest expression crossing hisface. He dmost |ooked mad.
"Do you believethat | asked the Volturi to kill me because | felt guilty?'

| could fed the blank incomprehension on my face. "Didn't you?"
"Fed guilty? Intensely so. More than you can comprehend.”
"Then... what are you saying? | don't understand.”

"Bdla, | went to the Volturi because | thought you were dead,” he said, voice soft, eyesfierce. "Evenif
I'd had no hand in your death"—he shuddered as he whispered the last word—"even if it wasn't my
fault, | would have goneto Italy. Obvioudy, | should have been more careful—I should have spoken to
Alicedirectly, rather than accepting it secondhand from Rosdie. But, redlly, what was | supposed to
think when the boy said Charlie was at the funeral? What are the odds?

"The odds..." he muttered then, distracted. Hisvoice was so low | wasn't surel beard it right. "The odds
are dways stacked againgt us. Mistake after mistake. I'll never criticize Romeo again.”

"But | &ill don't understand,” | said. "That's my whole point. So what?'
"Sowhat if | was dead?"

He stared at me dubioudy for along moment before answering. "Don't you remember anything | told you
before?!

"I remember everything that you told me." Including the words that had negated dl the rest.

He brushed thettip of his coal finger against my lower lip. "Bella, you seem to be under a
misgpprenension.” He closed his eyes, shaking hishead back and forth with haf asmile on hisbeautiful
face. It wasn't ahappy smile. "I thought I'd explained it clearly before. Bella, | can't livein aworld where
you don't exig."

"l am..." My head swam as | looked for the appropriate word. "Confused.” That worked. | couldn't
make sense of what he was saying.

He stared deep into my eyes with his sincere, earnest gaze. "I'm agood liar, Bella, | haveto be."

| froze, my muscleslocking down asif for impact. Thefault linein my chest rippled; the pain of it took my
bregth away.



He shook my shoulder, trying to loosen my rigid pose. "L et mefinish! I'm agood liar, but ill, for you to
believe me so quickly." Hewinced. "That was... excruciating.”

| waited, till frozen.
"When we werein the forest, when | wastelling you goodbye—"
| didn't allow myself to remember. | fought to keep myself in the present second only.

"Y ou weren't going to let go," he whispered. "1 could seethat. | didn't want to do it—it felt like it would
kill meto doit—but I knew that if | couldn't convinceyou that | didn't love you anymore, it would just
take you that much longer to get on with your life. | hoped that, if you thought 1'd moved on, so would
you."

"A clean bregk," | whispered through unmoving lips.

"Exactly. But | never imagined it would be so easy to do! | thought it would be next to impossible—that
you would be so sure of the truth that | would haveto lie through my teeth for hoursto even plant the
seed of doubt in your head. | lied, and I'm so sorry—sorry because | hurt you, sorry because it wasa
worthless effort. Sorry that | couldn't protect you from what | an. | lied to save you, and it didn't work.
I'm sorry.

"But how could you believe me? After dl the thousand times I'vetold you | love you, how could you let
oneword break your faithin me?’

| didn't answer. | was too shocked to form arationa response.

"I could seeit in your eyes, that you honestly believed that | didn't want you anymore. The most absurd,
ridiculous concept—as if there were anu way that | could exist without needing you!"

| was il frozen. Hiswords were incomprehensible, because they wereimpossible.

He shook my shoulder again, not hard, but enough that my teeth rattled alittle.

"Bella" he sghed. "Redly, what were you thinking!"

And so | gtarted to cry. The tears welled up and then gushed miserably down my cheeks.
"I knew it," | sobbed. "I knew | was dreaming."

"You'reimpossible" he said, and he laughed once—a hard laugh, frustrated. "How can | put this so that
you'll believe me? Y ou're not adeep, and you're not dead. I'm here, and | love you. | have awaysloved
you, and | will dwaysloveyou. | wasthinking of you, seeing your facein my mind, every second thet |
was away. When | told you that | didn't want you, it was the very blackest kind of blasphemy.”

| shook my head while the tears continued to ooze from the corners of my eyes.

"Y ou don't believe me, do you?' he whispered, hisface paer than hisusual pale—I could seethat even
inthedim light. "Why can you believe thelie, but not the truth?”

"It never made sensefor you to loveme,” | explained, my voice bregking twice. "'l dways knew that."
His eyes narrowed, hisjaw tightened.

"I'll prove you're awake," he promised.



He caught my face securdly between hisiron hands, ignoring my struggleswhen | tried to turn my head
avay.

"Measedon't,” | whispered.
He stopped, hislipsjust hdf aninch from mine.
"Why not?' he demanded. His bresth blew into my face, making my head whirl.

"When | wake up"—He opened his mouth to protest, so | revised—"okay, forget that one—when you
leave again, it's going to be hard enough without this, too.”

He pulled back an inch, to stare at my face.

"Y esterday, when | would touch you, you were so... hesitant, so careful, and yet till thesame. | need to
know why. Isit because I'm too late? Because I've hurt you too much? Because you have moved on, as
| meant for you to? That would be... quitefair. | won't contest your decision. So don't try to spare my
fedings, please—just tell me now whether or not you can sill love me, after everything I've doneto you.
Canyou?' hewhispered.

"What kind of anidiotic question isthat?'
"Just answer it. Please”

| stared at him darkly for along moment. "Theway | fed about you will never change. Of coursel love
you—and therée's nothing you can do about it!"

"That'sal | needed to hear."

His mouth was on mine then, and | couldn't fight him. Not because he was so many thousand times
stronger than me, but because my will crumbled into dust the second our lips met. This kisswas not quite
as careful asothers| remembered, which suited mejust fine. If | was going to rip mysalf up further, |
might aswell get as much in trade as possible.

So | kissed him back, my heart pounding out ajagged, digointed rhythm while my breathing turned to
panting and my fingers moved greedily to hisface. | could fed hismarble body againgt every line of mine,
and | was s0 glad he hadn't listened to me—there was no pain in the world that would have justified
missing this. His hands memorized my face, the same way mineweretracing his, and, in the brief seconds
when hislipswere free, he whispered my name.

When | was garting to get dizzy, he pulled avay, only to lay hisear against my heart.
| lay there, dazed, waiting for my gasping to dow and quiet.

"By theway," hesaid in acasud tone. "I'm not leaving you."

| didn't say anything, and he seemed to hear skepticism in my silence.

Helifted hisfaceto lock my gazein his. "I'm not going anywhere. Not without you," he added more
serioudy.

"l only left you in the first place because | wanted you to have a chance at anormal, happy, human life. |
could see what | was doing to you—keeping you constantly on the edge of danger, taking you away
from the world you belonged in, risking your life every moment | waswith you. So | had to try. | had to
do something, and it seemed like leaving was the only way. If | hadn't thought you would be better off, |



could have never made mysdlf leave. I'm much too sdlfish. Only you could be more important than what |
wanted... what | needed. What | want and need isto be with you, and | know I'll never be strong
enough to leave again. | have too many excusesto stay—thank heaven for that! 1t ssemsyou can't be
safe, no matter how many miles| put between us."

"Dont promise me anything,” | whispered. If | let myself hope, and it cameto nothing. .. that would kill
me. Where dl those merciless vampires had not been able to finish me off, hope would do the job.

Anger glinted metdlicin hisblack eyes."Y ou think I'm lying to you now?'

"No—not lying." | shook my head, trying to think it through coherently. To examine the hypothes sthat
he did love me, while staying objective, clinica, so | wouldn't fal into thetrgp of hoping. ™Y ou could
meanit... now. But what about tomorrow, when you think about dl the reasonsyou left inthefirst
place? Or next month, when Jasper takes a snap at me?"

Heflinched.

| thought back over those last days of my life before he left me, tried to see them through the filter of
what he was telling me now. From that perspective, imagining that hed left me whileloving me, left me
for me, hisbrooding and cold slencestook on adifferent meaning. "It isn't asif you hadn't thought the
firdt decison through, isit?" | guessed. "Y ou'll end up doing what you think isright.”

"I'm not as strong as you give me credit for," he said. "Right and wrong have ceased to mean much to
me; | was coming back anyway. Before Rosdlie told me the news, | was dready past trying to live
through one week at atime, or even one day. | wasfighting to make it through asingle hour. It was only
amatter of time—and not much of it—before | showed up at your window and begged you to take me
back. 1'd be happy to beg now, if you'd like that.”

| grimaced. "Be serious, please.”

"Oh, | am," heingsted, glaring now. "Will you please try to hear what I'm telling you? Will you let me
attempt to explain what you mean to me?'

He waited, studying my face as he spoke to make sure | wasredly listening.

"Beforeyou, Bela, my life waslike amoonless night. Very dark, but there were stars—points of light
and reason. .. And then you shot across my sky like ameteor. Suddenly everything was on fire; there
was brilliancy, there was beauty. When you were gone, when the meteor had fallen over the horizon,
everything went black. Nothing had changed, but my eyeswere blinded by the light. | couldn't seethe
gars anymore. And there was no more reason for anything.”

| wanted to believe him. But thiswas my lifewithout him that he was describing, not the other way
around.

"Your eyeswill adjus,” | mumbled.
"That's just the problem—they can't.”
"What about your digtractions?’

He laughed without atrace of humor. "Just part of thelie, love. There was no distraction from the... the
agony. My heart hasn't begat in almost ninety years, but thiswas different. 1t waslike my heart was
gone—like | was hollow. LikeI'd left everything that was inside me here with you."



"That'sfunny,” | muttered.
He arched one perfect eyebrow. "Funny?"

"I meant strange—I thought it wasjust me. Lots of pieces of me went missing, too. | haven't been ableto
redly bresthein solong.” | filled my lungs, luxuriating in the sensation. "And my heart. That was definitely
log."

He closed hiseyesand laid hisear over my heart again. | let my cheek pressagaing hishair, felt the
texture of it on my skin, smelled the ddlicious scent of him.

"Tracking wasn't adistraction then?' | asked, curious, and aso needing to distract myself. | wasvery
much in danger of hoping. | wouldn't be able to stop myself for long. My heart throbbed, singing in my
chest.

"No." Hedghed. "That was never adigtraction. It was an obligation.”
"What does that mean?'

"It meansthat, even though | never expected any danger from Victoria, | wasn't going to let her get away
with... Well, likel said, | washorribleat it. | traced her asfar as Texas, but then | followed afalselead
down to Brazil—and redlly she came here." He groaned. "1 wasn't even on theright continent! And dl the
while, worse than my worst fears—"

"Youwere hunting Victoria?' | half-shrieked as soon as| could find my voice, shooting through two
octaves.

Charlies distant snores stuttered, and then picked up aregular rhythm again.

"Not well," Edward answered, studying my outraged expression with a confused look. "But I'll do better
thistime. Shewon't betainting perfectly good air by breathing in and out for much longer.”

"That is... out of the question,” | managed to choke out. Insanity. Even if he had Emmett or Jasper help
him. Evenif he had Emmett and Jasper help. It was worse than my other imaginings: Jacob Black
gtanding acrossasmall space from Victoriasvicious and fdinefigure. | couldn't bear to picture Edward
there, even though he was so much more durable than my half-human best friend.

"It'stoo late for her. | might have let the other time dide, but not now, not after—"

| interrupted him again, trying to sound cam. "Didn't you just promise that you weren't going to leave?" |
asked, fighting thewords as | said them, nor letting them plant themsalvesin my heart. "That isn't exactly
compatible with an extended tracking expedition, isit?"

Hefrowned. A snarl began to build low in hischest. "I will kegp my promise, Bella. But Victorid'—the
snarl became more pronounced—"is going to die. Soon."

"Let'snot be hasty,” | said, trying to hide my panic. "Maybe she's not coming back. Jake's pack probably
scared her off. There'sredly no reason to go looking for her. Besides, I've got bigger problems than
Victoria"

Edward's eyes narrowed, but he nodded. "It's true. The werewolves are a problem.”

| snorted. "I wasn't talking about Jacob. My problems are alot worse that a handful of adolescent
wolves getting themsdlvesinto trouble.”



Edward looked as if he were about to say something, and then thought better of it. His teeth clicked
together, and he spoke through them. "Redly?" he asked. "Then what would be your greatest problem?
That would make Victorias returning for you seem like such an inconsequential matter in comparison?’

"How about the second greatest?" | hedged.
"All right,” he agreed, suspicious.

| paused. | wasn't sure | could say the name. " There are others who are coming to look for me,” |
reminded him in a subdued whisper.

He sighed, but the reaction was not as strong as | would have imagined after hisresponseto Victoria
"TheVolturi are only the second grestest?"
"Y ou don't seem that upset about it," | noted.

"Wéll, we have plenty of timeto think it through. Time means something very different to them than it
doesto you, or even me. They count years the way you count days. | wouldn't be surprised if you were
thirty before you crossed their minds again,” he added lightly.

Horror washed through me.
Thirty.

S0 his promises meant nothing, in the end. If | were going to turn thirty someday, then he couldn't be
planning on staying long. The harsh pain of this knowledge made meredize that I'd dready begun to
hope, without giving mysdlf permisson to do 5.0.

"You don't haveto be afraid,” he said, anxious as he watched the tears dew up again on the rims of my
eyes. "l won't let them hurt you."

"Whileyou're here." Not that | cared what happened to me when he | eft.

Hetook my face between histwo stone hands, holding it tightly while his midnight eyes glared into mine
with the gravitationa force of ablack hole. "I will never leave you again.”

"But you sad thirty,” | whispered. The tears leaked over the edge. "What? Y ou're going to Stay, but let
meget dl old anyway? Right."

His eyes softened, while his mouth went hard. "That's exactly what I'm going to do. What choice have1?
| cannot be without you, but | will not destroy your soul.”

"Isthisredly..." | tried to keep my voice even, but this question wastoo hard. | remembered hisface
when Aro had dmost begged him to consider making meimmorta. The Sck look there. Wasthisfixation
with keeping me human redlly about my soul, or wasit because he wasn't sure that he wanted me around
that long?

"Yes?' he asked, waiting for my question.
| asked adifferent one. Almost—but not quite—as hard.

"But what about when | get so old that people think I'm your mother?'Y our grandmother ?* My voice
was pae with revulson—I could see Gran'sface again in the dream mirror.



Hiswhole face was soft now. He brushed the tears from my cheek with hislips. "That doesn't mean
anything to me," he breathed againgt my skin. ™Y ou will dways be the most beautiful thing in my world.
Of course..." Hehesitated, flinching dightly. "If you outgrew me—if you wanted something more—|
would understand that, Bella. | promise | wouldn't stand in your way if you wanted to leave me.”

Hiseyeswereliquid onyx and utterly sincere. He spoke asif held put endless amounts of thought into this
adnineplan.

"Youdoredizethat I'll die eventudly, right?' | demanded.

He'd thought about this part, too. "I'll follow after assoon as| can.”
"That isserioudy..."l looked for the right word. "Sick."

"Bellg, it'sthe only right way left—"

"Let'sjust back up for aminute,”" | said; feeling angry made it so much easier to be clear, decisve. "You
do remember the Volturi, right? | can't stay human forever. They'll kill me. Even if they don't think of me
till I'm thirty" —I hissed the word—"do you redlly think they'll forget?"

"No," he answered dowly, shaking his head. "They won't forget. But..."
"BUE?"

He grinned while | stared at him warily. Maybe | wasn't the only crazy one.
"l have afew plans.

"And these plans,” | said, my voice getting more acidic with each word. "These plansall center around
me Saying human.”

My attitude hardened his expression. "Naturally.” Histone was brusque, his divine face arrogant.
We glowered at each other for along minute,
Then | took a deep breath, squared my shoulders, | pushed hisarms away so that | could sit up.

"Do you want meto leave?' he asked, and it made my heart flutter to see that thisidea hurt him, though
he tried not to show it.

"No," | toldhim. "I'm leaving."

He watched me suspicioudy as| climbed out of the bed and fumbled around in the dark room, looking
for my shoes.

"May | ask whereyou are going." he asked.

"I'm going to your house" | told him, still feding around blindly.

He got up and came to my side. "Here are your shoes. How did you plan to get there?'
"My truck."

"That will probably wake Charlie," he offered as a deterrent.

| sighed. "1 know. But honestly, I'll be grounded for weeks asit is. How much more trouble can | redly



getin?'

"None. Hell blame me, not you."

"If you have abetter idea, 'm dl ears.”

"Stay here," he suggested, but his expression wasn't hopeful.

"No dice. But you go ahead and make yoursdlf a home," | encouraged, surprised at how naturd my
teasing sounded, and headed for the door.

He was there before me, blocking my way.

| frowned, and turned for the window. It wasn't redlly that far to the ground, and it was mostly grass
beneath. ..

"Okay," hesighed. "I'll giveyou aride."

| shrugged. "Either way. But you probably should be there, too.”

"And why isthat?"

"Because you're extraordinarily opinionated, and I'm sure you'll want achanceto air your views."
"My views on which subject?' He asked through histeeth.

"Thisisn't just about you anymore. Y ou're not the center of the universe, you know.” My own persona
universewas, of course, adifferent sory. "If you're going to bring the VVolturi down on us over something
as dupid asleaving me human, then your family ought to have asay.”

"A say inwhat?" he asked, each word distinct.

"My mortdity. I'm putting it to avote."

24.VOTE

HEWASNOT PLEASED, THAT MUCH WASEASY TO READ in hisface. But, without further
argument, hetook mein hisarms and sprang lithely from my window, landing without the dightest jolt,
likeacat. It was alittle bit farther down than I'd imagined.

"All right then," he said, his voice seething with disgpprovd. "Up you go."

He helped me onto his back, and took off running. Even after al thistime, it felt routine. Easy. Evidently
this was something you never forgat, likeriding abicycle.

It was S0 very quiet and dark as he ran through the forest, his breathing dow and even—dark enough
that the trees flying past uswere nearly invisible, and only therush of air in my face truly gave away our
speed. Thear was damp; it didn't burn my eyesthe way the wind in the big plaza had, and that was
comforting. Aswas the night, too, after that terrifying brightness. Like the thick quilt I'd played under asa
child, thedark felt familiar and protecting.

| remembered that running through the forest like this used to frighten me, that | used to haveto close my



eyes. It seemed asilly reaction to me now. | kept my eyeswide, my chin resting on his shoulder, my
cheek againgt his neck. The speed was exhilarating. A hundred times better than the motorcycle.

| turned my face toward him and pressed my lipsinto the cold stone skin of his neck.

"Thank you," he said, as the vague, black shapes of trees raced past us. "Does that mean you've decided
you're awake?'

| laughed. The sound was easy, naturd, effortless. It sounded right. "Not redly. More that, either way,
I'm not trying to wake up. Not tonight.”

"I'll earn your trust back somehow," he murmured, mostly to himself. "If itsmy find act.”
"l trust you," | assured him. "It'sme| don't trust.”
"Explainthat, please.”

He'd dowed to awak—I could only tell because the wind ceased—and | guessed that we weren't far
from the house. Infact, | thought | could make out the sound of the river rushing somewhere close by in
the darkness.

"Well—" | struggled to find the right way to phraseit. "I don't trust myself to be... enough. To deserve
you. There's nothing about me that could hold you."

He stopped and reached around to pull me from his back. His gentle hands did not release me; after held
set me on my feet again, he wrapped hisarmstightly around me, hugging meto his chest.

"Y our hold is permanent and unbreskable," he whispered. "Never doubt that.”

But how could | not?

"You never did tell me..." he murmured.

mWhat?

"What your greatest problemis.”

"I'll giveyou one guess.” | sghed, and reached up to touch the tip of his nose with my index finger.
He nodded. "I'm worse than the Volturi," he said grimly. "1 guessI've earned that."

| rolled my eyes. "Theworst the Volturi can do iskill me.”

He waited with tense eyes.

"You canleaveme”" | explained. "The Volturi, Victoria... they're nothing compared to that.”

Eveninthe darkness, | could see the anguish twist his face—it reminded me of his expression under
Jane'storturing gaze; | felt sick, and regretted speaking the truth.

"Dont," | whispered, touching hisface. "Don't be sad.”

He pulled one corner of his mouth up halfheartedly, but the expression didn't touch hiseyes. "If there was
only someway to make you seethat | can't leave you," he whispered. "Time, | suppose, will be the way
to convinceyou."



| liked theideaof time. "Okay," | agreed.
Hisfacewas il tormented. | tried to distract him with inconsequentias.

"So—sinceyou're staying. Can | have my stuff back?' | asked, making my tone aslight as| could
manage.

My attempt worked, to an extent: helaughed. But his eyes retained the misery. ™Y our things were never
gone," hetold me. "I knew it waswrong, since | promised you peace without reminders. It was stupid
and childish, but I wanted to leave something of myself with you. The CD, the pictures, the
tickets—they're dl under your floorboards.”

"Really?"

He nodded, seeming dightly cheered by my obvious pleasurein thistrivid fact. It wasn't enough to hedl
the painin hisface completely.

"l think," I said dowly, "I'm not sure, but | wonder ... | think maybe | knew it the whole time.”
"What did you know?'

| only wanted to take away the agony in hiseyes, but as| spoke the words, they sounded truer than |
expected they would.

"Some part of me, my subconscious maybe, never stopped believing that you ill cared whether | lived
or died. That's probably why | was hearing the voices."

Therewas avery deep silencefor amoment. "Voices?' he asked flatly.

"WEell, just onevoice. Yours. It'salong story." The wary look on hisface made me wish that | hadn't
brought that up. Would he think | was crazy, like everyone else? Was everyone el se right about that? But
at least that express on—the one that made him ook like something was burning him—faded.

"I've got time." Hisvoice was unnaurdly even.

"It's pretty pathetic.”

Hewaited.

| wasn't sure how to explain. "Do you remember what Alice said about extreme sports?”

He spoke the words without inflection or emphasis. Y ou jumped off adiff for fun.”

"Er, right. And before that, with the motorcycle—"

"Motorcycle?' he asked. | knew hisvoice well enough to hear something brewing behind the calm.
"l guess| didn't tell Alice about that part.”

"No."

"Well, about that... See, | found that... when | was doing something dangerous or stupid... | could
remember you more clearly,” | confessed, feding completely mentd. "'l could remember how your voice
sounded when you were angry. | could hear it, like you were standing right there next to me. Mostly |
tried not to think about you, but this didn't hurt so much—it was like you were protecting me again. Like



you didn't want meto be hurt.

"And, well, | wonder if the reason | could hear you so clearly was because, underneathit al. | dways
knew that you hadn't stopped loving me."

Again, as| spoke, the words brought with them a sense of conviction. Of rightness. Some deep place
ingde me recognized truth.

Hiswords came out hdf-strangled. "You... were... risking your life... to hear—"
"Shh," I interrupted him. "Hold on asecond. | think I'm having an epiphany here.”

| thought of that night in Port Angeleswhen I'd had my first delusion. I'd come up with two options.
Insanity or wish fulfillment. 1'd seen no third option.

Butwhat if...

What if you sincerely believed something was true, but you were dead wrong? What if you were so
stubbornly sure that you wereright, that you wouldn't even consider the truth? Would the truth be
slenced, or would it try to bresk through?

Option three: Edward loved me. The bond forged between us was not one that could be broken by
absence, distance, or time. And no matter how much more specid or beautiful or brilliant or perfect than
me he might be, hewas asirreversibly altered as| was. As| would aways belong to him, so would he
adwaysbemine.

Wasthat what 1'd been trying to tel myself?

"o

"Bdla?'

"Oh. Okay. | see"

"Y our epiphany?' he asked, his voice uneven and strained.

"Youloveme," | marveled. The sense of conviction and Tightness washed through me again.

Though his eyeswere gill anxious, the crooked smile | loved best flashed acrosshisface. "Truly, | do.”

My heart inflated like it was going to crack right through my ribs. It filled my chest and blocked my throat
so that | could not speak.

Heredly did want metheway | wanted him—forever. It was only fear for my soul, for the human things
he didn't want to take from me, that made him so desperate to leave me mortal. Compared to the fear
that he didn't want me, this hurdle—my soul—seemed amost inggnificant.

Hetook my facetightly between his cool hands and kissed me until | was so dizzy the forest was
spinning. Then heleaned hisforehead againgt mine, and | was not the only one bresthing harder than
usud.

"Y ou were better at it than | was, you know," hetold me.

"Better at what?'



"Surviving. You, & least, made an effort. Y ou got up in the morning, tried to be normd for Charlie,
followed the pattern of your life. When | wasn't actively tracking, | was... totally usdess. | couldn't be
around my family—I couldn't be around anyone. I'm embarrassed to admit that | more or less curled up
into aball and let the misery have me." He grinned, sheepish. "It was much more pathetic than hearing
voices. And, of course, you know | do that, too."

| was deeply relieved that he redly seemed to understand—comforted that this al made senseto him. At
any rate, he wasn't looking at melike | was crazy. Hewaslooking a melike... heloved me.

"I only heard one voice," | corrected him.
He laughed and then pulled metight againgt hisright Sde and started to lead me forward.

"I'm just humoring you with this." He motioned broadly with his hand toward the darknessin front of us
aswe walked. There was something pale and immense there—the house, | redlized. "It doesn't matter in
the dightest what they say.”

"This affects them now, too."
He shrugged indifferently.

He led me through the open front door into the dark house and flipped the lights on. The room wasjust
as |'d remembered it—the piano and the white couches and the pale, massive staircase. No dust, no
white sheets.

Edward cdled out the names with no more volume than I'd use in regular conversation. " Carlide? Esme?
Rosalie? Emmett? Jasper? Alice?' They would hesar.

Carlide was suddenly standing beside me, asif held been there dl dong. "Welcome back, Bella™" He
smiled. "What can we do for you thismorning? | imagine, due to the hour, thet thisis not apurely socia
vigt?'

| nodded. "I'd liketo talk to everyone at once, if that's okay. About something important.”

| couldn't help glancing up at Edward'sface as| spoke. His expression was criticd, but resgned. When |
looked back to Carlide, he was looking at Edward, too.

"Of course," Carlide said. "Why don't we tak in the other room?"

Carlideled the way through the bright living room, around the corner to the dining room, turning on lights
as hewent. The wallswere white, the ceilings high, like theliving room. In the center of the room, under
the low-hanging chanddlier, was alarge, polished ova table surrounded by eight chairs. Carlide held out
achair for me at the head.

I'd never seen the Cullens use the dining room table before—it wasjust a prop. They didn't eat in the
house,

Assoon as| turned to it in the chair, | saw that we were not alone. Esme had followed Edward, and
behind her therest of the family filed in.

Carlide sat down on my right, and Edward on my left. Everyone elsetook their seatsin silence. Alice
was grinning at me, aready in on the plot. Emmett and Jasper looked curious, and Rosalie smiled at me
tentatively. My answering smilewasjust astimid. That was going to take some getting used to.



Carlide nodded toward me. "Thefloor isyours.”

| swallowed. Their gazing eyes made me nervous. Edward took my hand under the table. | peeked at
him, but he was watching the others, hisfate suddenly fierce.

"Well," | paused. "I'm hoping Alice has dready told you everything that happened in VVolterra?!
"Everything," Alice assured me.

| threw her ameaningful look. "And on the way?"

"That, too," she nodded.

"Good," | Sghed with relief. "Then were dl on the same page.”

They waited patiently while | tried to order my thoughts.

"So, | have aproblem,” | began. "Alice promised the Volturi that | would become one of you. They're
going to send someone to check, and I'm sure that's a bad thing—something to avoid.

"And 50, now, thisinvolvesyou dl. I'm sorry about that.” | looked at each one of their beautiful faces,
saving the most beautiful for last. Edward's mouth was turned down into agrimace. "But, if you don't
want me, then I'm not going to force mysdlf on you, whether Aliceiswilling or not.”

Esme opened her mouth to speak, but | held up one finger to stop her.

"Please, let mefinish. You all know what | want. And I'm sure you know what Edward thinks, too. |
think the only fair way to decideisfor everyoneto have avote. If you decide you don't want me, then...
| guess|'ll go back to Italy done. | can't have them coming here." My forehead creased as| considered
that.

Therewasthe faint rumble of agrowl in Edward's chest. | ignored him.

"Taking into account, then, that | won't put any of you in danger either way, | want you to vote yes or no
on theissue of me becoming avampire.”

| half-smiled on thelast word, and gestured toward Carlideto begin.

"Just aminute," Edward interrupted.

| glared at him through narrowed eyes. He raised his eyebrows at me, squeezing my hand.

"I have something to add before we vote.”

| sighed.

"About the danger Bellasreferring to," he continued. "I don't think we need to be overly anxious.”
His expression became more animated. He put his free hand on the shining table and leaned forward.

"You see," he explained, looking around the table while he spoke, "there was more than one reason why
| didn't want to shake Aro's hand there at the end. There's something they didn't think of, and | didn't
want to cinethemin." He grinned.

"Which was?' Alice prodded. | was sure my expresson was just as skeptica as hers.



"The Volturi are overconfident, and with good reason. When they decide to find someone, it'snot redly a
problem. Do you remember Demetri?' He glanced down a me.

| shuddered. He took that asayes.
"He finds people—that's histaent, why they keep him.

"Now, the whole time we were with any of them, | was picking their brainsfor anything that might save
us, getting as much information as possible. So | saw how Demetri'stalent works. He's atracker—a
tracker athousand times more gifted than Jarreswas. His ability isloosely related to what | do, or what
Aro does. He catchesthe... flavor? | don't know how to describeit... thetenor... of someone's mind,
and then he follows that. It works over immense distances.

"But after Aro'slittle experiments, well..." Edward shrugged.
"Youthink hewon't be ableto find me," | said flatly.

Hewassmug. "I'm sure of it. Hereliestotaly on that other sense. When it doesn't work with you, they'll
al beblind."

"And how doesthat solve anything?”

"Quite obvioudy, Alicewill be ableto tell when they're planning avisit, and I'll hide you. They'll be
helpless,” he said with fierce enjoyment. "It will belike looking for a piece of straw in a haystack!™

He and Emmett exchanged aglance and asmirk.

Thismade no sense. "But they can find you," | reminded him.

"And | can teke care of mysdif."

Emmett laughed, and reached across the table toward his brother, extending afist.
"Excellent plan, my brother,” he said with enthusiasm.

Edward stretched out hisarm to smack Emmett's fist with his own.

"No," Rosdie hissed.

"Absolutely not,” | agreed.

"Nice." Jasper's voice was appreciative.

"ldiots," Alice muttered.

Esmejust glared at Edward.

| straightened up in my chair, focusing. Thiswas my meeting.

"All right, then. Edward has offered an dternative for you to consider,” | said coolly. "L et'svote.”

| looked toward Edward thistime; it would be better to get hisopinion out of theway. "Do you want me
tojoinyour family?'

His eyeswere hard and black asflint. "Not that way. Y ou're staying human.”



| nodded once, keeping my face businessike, and then moved on.
"Alice?"

"es"

" Josper?

"Yes" hesad, voice grave. | wasalittle surprised—I hadn't been at dl sure of hisvote—but |
suppressed my reaction and moved on.

"Rodi€?'
She hesitated, biting down on her full, perfect bottom lip. "No."

| kept my face blank and turned my head dightly to move on, but she held up both her hands, palms
forward.

"Let meexplain,” shepleaded. "I don't mean that | have any averson to you asasiger. It'sjust thet...
thisisnot thelife | would have chosen for mysdlf. | wish there had been someone there to vote no for
r.rell

| nodded dowly, and then turned to Emmett.

"Hédll, yes" He grinned. "We can find some other way to pick afight with this Demetri.”
| was till grimacing at that when | looked a Esme.

"Yes, of course, Bella. | dready think of you as part of my family.”

"Thank you, Esme," | murmured as| turned toward Carlide.

| was suddenly nervous, wishing | had asked for hisvotefirgt. | was sure that this was the vote that
mattered mogt, the vote that counted more than any mgority.

Carlidewasn't looking at me.
"Edward," hesaid.
"No," Edward growled. Hisjaw was strained tight, hislips curled back from histeeth.

"It'sthe only way that makes sense" Carlideinssted. ™Y ou've chosen not to live without her, and that
doesn't leave me achoice.”

Edward dropped my hand, shoving away from the table. He stalked out of the room, snarling under his
breath.

"l guessyou know my vote." Carlide sghed.
| was dlill aring after Edward. "Thanks,” | mumbled.
An earsplitting crash echoed from the other room.

| flinched, and spoke quickly. "That'sdl | needed. Thank you. For wanting to keep me. | fed exactly the
same way about al of you, too." My voice was jagged with emation by the end.



Esmewasat my sdein aflash, her cold arms around me.
"Dearest Bella," she breathed.

| hugged her back. Out of the corner of my eye, | noticed Rosalie looking down at the table, and |
realized that my words could be construed in two ways.

"Well, Alice," | said when Esme released me. "Where do you want to do this?'
Alice stared a me, her eyes widening with terror.

"No! No! NO!" Edward roared, charging back into the room. He was in my face before | had timeto
blink, bending over me, his expression twisted in rage. "Are you insane?' he shouted. ""Have you utterly
logt your mind?

| cringed away, my hands over my ears.

"Um, Bella" Aliceinterjected in an anxiousvoice. "I don't think I'm ready for that. I'll need to prepare..."
"Y ou promised,” | reminded her, glaring under Edward'sarm.

"I know, but... Serioudy, Bellal | don't have any idea how to not kill you."

"Youcandoit," | encouraged. "l trust you."

Edward snarled in fury.

Alice shook her head quickly, looking panicked.

"Carlide?' | turned to look at him.

Edward grabbed my facein hishand, forcing meto look at him. His other hand was out, palm toward
Calide.

Carlideignored that. "I'm ableto doit," he answered my question. | wished | could see his expression.
"Y ou would be in no danger of melosing control.”

"Sounds good.” | hoped he could understand; it was hard to talk clearly the way Edward held my jaw.
"Hold on," Edward said between histeeth. "It doesn't have to be now."

"There's no reason for it not to be now," | said, the words coming out distorted.

"l can think of afew."

"Of courseyou can,” | said sourly. "Now let go of me."

Hefreed my face, and folded hisarms across his chest. "1n aout two hours, Charlie will be here looking
for you. | wouldn't put it past him to involvethe police.”

"All three of them." But | frowned.

Thiswas always the hardest part. Charlie, Renee. Now Jacob, too. The people | would lose, the people
| would hurt. | wished there was some way that | could be the only one to suffer, but | knew that was

impossible



At the sametime, | was hurting them more by staying human. Putting Charliein constant danger through
my proximity. Putting Jake in worse danger till by drawing his enemies across the land he felt bound to
protect. And Renee—I couldn't evenrisk avist to see my own mother for fear of bringing my deadly
problems dong with mel

| was adanger magnet; I'd accepted that about myself.

Accepting this, | knew | needed to be able to take care of myself and protect the ones| loved, even if
that meant that | couldn't be with them. | needed to be strong.

"Intheinterest of remaining inconspicuous,” Edward said, dtill talking through his gritted teeth, but
looking at Carlidenow, "'l suggest that we put this conversation off, at the very least until Bellafinishes
high school, and moves out of Charli€'s house."

"That's areasonable request, Bella," Carlide pointed out.

| thought about Charlie's reaction when he woke up this morning, if—after dl that life had put him through
in the last week with Harry'sloss, and then | had put him through with my unexplained
disappearance—he were to find my bed empty. Charlie deserved better than that. It wasjust alittle more
time; graduation wasn't so far away ...

| pursed my lips. "I'll consider it.”
Edward relaxed. Hisjaw unclenched.

"| should probably take you home," he said, more cam now, but clearly in ahurry to get me out of here.
"Jugt in case Charliewakes up early.”

| looked at Carlide. "After graduation?’
"Y ou have my word."
| took a deep breath, smiled, and turned back to Edward. "Okay. Y ou can take me home."

Edward rushed me out of the house before Carlide could promise me anything else. He took me out the
back, so | didn't get to see what was broken in the living room.

It was aquiet trip home. | was fedling triumphant, and alittle smug. Scared stiff, too, of course, but | tried
not to think about that part. It did me no good to worry about the pain—the physical or the
emotiona—so | wouldn't. Not until | absolutely had to.

When we got to my house, Edward didn't pause. He dashed up the wall and through my window in haf a
second. Then he pulled my arms frcm around his neck and set me on the bed.

| thought | had a pretty good idea of what he was thinking, but his expression surprised me. Instead of
furious, it was calculating. He paced silently back and forth across my dark room while | watched with

growing suspicion.

"Whatever you're planning, it's not going to work," | told him.

"Shh. I'mthinking.”

"Ugh," | groaned, throwing myself back on the bed and pulling the quilt over my head.

There was no sound, but suddenly he was there. He flipped the cover back so he could see me. He was



lying next to me. His hand reached up to brush my hair from my cheek.

"If you don't mind, I'd much rather you didn't hide your face. I've lived without it for aslong as| can
gand. Now... tell me something.”

"What?' | asked, unwilling.

"If you could have anything in the world, anything at dl, what would it be?"
| could fed the kepticisminmy eyes. "You."

He shook his head impatiently. " Something you don't dready have."

| wasn't sure where he wastrying to lead me, so | thought carefully before | answered. | came up with
something that was both true, and aso probably impossible.

"I would want... Carlide not to haveto do it. | would want you to change me."

| watched his reaction warily, expecting more of thefury I'd seen at his house. | was surprised that his
expression didn't change. It was gl calculating, thoughtful.

"What would you bewilling to trade for that?*

| couldn't believe my ears. | gawked at his composed face and blurted out the answer before | could
think about it.

"Anything."

He smiled faintly, and then pursed hislips. "Five years?'

My face twisted into an expression somewhere between chagrin and horror.
"You sad anything,” he reminded me.

"Yes, but... you'll usethetimeto find away out of it. | haveto strikewhiletheironishot. Besides, it's
just too dangerous to be human—for me, at least. So, anything but that .

Hefrowned. "Three years?'
"No!"
"lan't it worth anyrhing to you at dl?"

| thought about how much | wanted this. Better to keep apoker face, | decided, and not let him know
how very much that was. It would give me more leverage. "' Six months?"

Herolled hiseyes. "Not good enough.”
"Oneyear, then," | said. "That'smy limit."
"At least give metwo."

"No way. Nineteen I'll do. But I'm not going anywhere near twenty. If you're staying in your teens
forever, thensoam ."

Hethought for aminute. "All right. Forget time limits. If you want me to be the one—then you'll just have



to meet one condition.”

"Condition?" My voice went flat. "What condition?"

His eyes were cautious—he spoke dowly. "Marry mefirg.”

| stared at him, waiting... "Okay. What's the punch line?'

He sighed. "Y ou're wounding my ego, Bdlla. | just proposed to you, and you think it'sajoke."
"Edward, please be serious.”

"l am one hundred percent serious.” He gazed at me with no hint of humor in hisface.

"Oh, cmon," | said, an edge of hysteriain my voice. "I'm only eighteen.”

"Wedll, I'm nearly ahundred and ten. It'stime | settled down.”

| looked away, out the dark window, trying to control the panic before it gave me away.

"Look, marriageisn't exactly that high on my list of priorities, you know? It was sort of the kiss of death
for Renee and Charlie”

"Interesting choice of words."
"Y ou know what | mean."

Heinhaed deeply. "Please don't tell methat you're afraid of the commitment,” hisvoice was disbeieving,
and | understood what he meant.

"That'snot it exactly,” | hedged. "I'm... afraid of Renee. She has someredly intense opinions on getting
married before youre thirty."

"Because shed rather you became one of the eternal damned than get married.” He laughed darkly.
"Y ou think you're joking."

"Bélla, if you comparethe level of commitment between amarital union as opposed to bartering your soul
in exchangefor an eternity asavampire..." He shook hishead. "If you're not brave enough to marry me,
then—"

"Wdll," I interrupted. "What if | did? What if | told you to take meto Vegas now?Would | be avampire
inthree days?"

Heamiled, histeeth flashing in the dark. "Sure," he said, calling my bluff. "I'll get my car.”
"Dammit." | muttered. "I'll give you e ghteen months.”

"Noded," hesad, grinning. "l like this condition.”

"Fine. I'll have Carlide do it when | graduate.”

"If that'swhat you redlly want." He shrugged, and his smile became absolutely angelic.

"Youreimposshble" | groaned. "A monger.”



He chuckled. "Isthat why you won't marry me?"
| groaned again.

He leaned toward me; his night-dark eyes melted and smoldered and shattered my concentration.
Please, Bella?' he breathed.

| forgot how to breathe for amoment. When | recovered, | shook my head quickly, trying to clear my
suddenly clouded mind.

"Would this have gone better if | d had timeto get aring.”

"No! Noringd" | very nearly snouted.

"Now you've doneit," hewhispered.

"Oops.”

"Charlie's getting up; 1'd better leave," Edward said with resignation.

My heart stopped beating.

He gauged my expression for asecond. "Would it be childish of meto hidein your closet, then?”
"No," | whispered eagerly. "Stay. Please.”

Edward smiled and disappeared.

| seethed in the darkness as | waited for Charlie to check on me. Edward knew exactly what he was
doing, and | waswilling to bet that all the injured surprise was part of the ploy. Of course, | still had the
Carlide option, but now that | knew there was a chance that Edward would change me himself, | wanted
it bad. He was such a chesater.

My door cracked open.

"Morning, Dad."

"Oh, hey, Bella" He sounded embarrassed at getting caught. "I didn't know you were awake."
"Yeah. I've just been waiting ior you to wake up so | could take ashower.” | started to get up.

"Hold on," Charliesad, flipping thelight on. I blinked in the sudden brightness, and carefully kept my
eyes away from the closet. "L et'stak for aminutefirst."

| couldn't control my grimace. 1'd forgotten to ask Alice for agood excuse.
"Y ou know you'rein trouble."
"Yesh, | know."

"l just about went crazy these last three days. | come home from Harry's funeral , and you're gone.

Jacob could only tell methat you'd run off with Alice Cullen, and that he thought you werein trouble.

Y ou didn't leave me anumber, and you didn't cdl. | didn't know where you were or when—or if—you
were coming back. Do you have any ideahow... how..." He couldn't finish the sentence. He sucked ina
sharp breath and moved on. "Can you give me one reason why | shouldn't ship you off to Jacksonville
this second?"



My eyes narrowed. So it was going to be thregts, wasit? Two could play at that game. | sat up, pulling
the quilt around me. "Because | won't go."

"Now just one minute, young lady—"

"Look, Dad, | accept complete respongbility for my actions, and you have theright to ground mefor as
long asyou want. | will also do dl the chores and laundry and dishes until you think I've learned my
lesson. And | guess you're within your rightsif you want to kick me out, too—but that won't make meto
gotoHorida"

Hisface turned bright red. He took afew deep breaths before he answered.
"Would you like to explain where you've been?'

Oh, crap. "Therewas... an emergency.”

Heraised his eyebrowsin expectation of my brilliant explanation.

| filled my cheekswith air and then blew it out noisily. "I don't know what to tell you, Dad. It was mostly
amisunderstanding. He said, she said. It got out of hand.”

He waited with adistrustful expression.

"See, Alicetold Rosdie about me jumping off the cliff..." | was scrambling frantically to make thiswork,
to keep it as closeto the truth as possible so that my inability to lie convincingly would not undermine the
excuse, but before | could go on, Charlie's expression reminded me that he didn't know arything about
the diff.

Major oops. Asif | wasn't already toast.

"l guess| didn't tell you about that,” | choked out. "1t was nothing. Just messing around, swimming with
Jake. Anyway, Rosalie told Edward, and he was upset. She sort of accidentally made it sound like | wa?
trying to kill myself or something. He wouldn't answer his phone, so Alice dragged meto... L.A., to
explainin person.” | shrugged, desperately hoping that he would not be so distracted by my dip that hed
miss the brilliant explanation I'd provided.

Charliesface was frozen. "Were you trying to kill yoursdf, Bella?"

"No, of course not. Just having fun with Jake. Cliff diving. The LaPush kidsdoit dl thetime. Likel said,
nothing.”

Charlie's face heated up—from frozen to hot with fury. "What's it to Edward Cullen anyway?" he barked.
"All thistime, he'sjugt left you dangling without aword—"

| interrupted him. " Another misunderstanding.”
Hisfaceflushed again. "So is he back then?"
"I'm not sure what the exact planis. | think they dl are.”

He shook hishead, the veinin hisforehead pulsing. "l want you to stay away from him, Bella. | don't trust
him. He's rotten for you. | won't let him messyou up like that again.”

"Fing" | sad curtly.



Charlie rocked back onto his heds. "Oh." He scrambled for asecond, exhaling loudly in surprise. "l
thought you were going to be difficult.”

"l am." | stared raight into hiseyes. "I meant, 'Fine, I'll move out.

His eyes bulged; hisface turned puce. My resolve wavered as | started to worry about his health. He
was no younger than Harry ...

"Dad, | don't want to move out,” | said in asofter tone. "I love you. | know you're worried, but you need
to trust me on this. And you're going to have to ease up on Edward if you want meto stay. Do you want
meto live here or not?'

"That'snot fair, Bella. Y ou know | want you to stay."

"Then be nice to Edward, because he's going to be where | am.” | said it with confidence. The conviction
of my epiphany was till strong.

"Not under my roof," Charlie stormed.

| Sghed aheavy Sgh. "L ook, I'm not going to give you any more ultimatums tonight—or | guessit'sthis
morning. Just think about it for afew days, okay? But keep in mind that Edward and | are sort of a
package ded ."

"Bdla—"

"Think it over," | indsted. "And while you're doing that, could you give me some privacy?| really need a
shower."

Charlie's face was a strange shade of purple, but he left, damming the door behind him. | heard him
somp furiousy down the gairs.

| threw off my quilt, and Edward was dready there, Sitting in the rocking chair asif he d been present
through the whole conversation.

"Sorry about that,” | whispered.

"It'snot asif | don't deserve far worse," he murmured. "Don't start anything with Charlie over me, please.

"Don't worry about it," | bresthed as | gathered up my bathroom things and a set of clean clothes. "1 will
gtart exactly as much asis hecessary, and no more than that. Or are you trying to tell me | have nowhere
to go?' | widened my eyeswith fasedarm.

"You'd moveinwith ahousefull of vampires?'

"That's probably the safest place for someonelike me. Besides..." | grinned. "If Charlie kicks me out,
then theré's no need for agraduation deadline, isthere?

Hisjaw tightened. " So eager for eterna damnation,” he muttered.
"Y ou know you don't redly believethat."
"Oh, don't 17" he fumed.

"No. You don't."



He glowered at me and started to speak, but | cut him off.

"If you redly believed that you'd lost your soul, then when | found you in Volterra, you would have
redized immediately what was happening, instead of thinking we were both dead together. But you
didn't—you said 'Amazing. Carlisle wasright,™ | reminded him, triumphant. "There's hopein you, after
al”

For once, Edward was speechless.

"So let'sboth just be hopeful, dl right?' | suggested. "Not that it matters. If you stay, | don't need
heaven."

He got up dowly, and cameto put his hands on either side of my face as he stared into my eyes.
"Forever," he vowed, gill alittle staggered.

"That'sdl I'masking for," | said, and stretched up on my toes so that | could pressmy lipsto his.

EPILOGUE TREATY

ALMOST EVERYTHING WASBACK TO NORMAL—THE GOOQOD, pre-zombie norma—in less
time than | would have believed possible. The hospital welcomed Carlide back with eager arms, not even
bothering to conced their delight that Esme had found lifein L.A. sollittleto her liking. Thanksto the
Calculustest I'd missed while abroad, Alice and Edward were in better to shape to graduate than | was
at the moment. Suddenly, college was a priority (college was ill plan B, on the off chance that Edward's
offer swayed me from the post-graduation Carlide option). Many deadlines had passed me by, but
Edward had anew stack of applicationsfor meto fill out every day. Hed dready done the Harvard
route, so it didn't bother him that, thanks to my procrastination, we might both end up at Peninsula
Community College next year.

Charlie was not happy with me, or speaking to Edward. But at least Edward was dlowed—during my
designated visiting hours—ingde the house again. | just wasn't dllowed out of it.

School and work were the only exceptions, and the dreary, dull yellow walls of my classrooms had
become oddly inviting to me of late. That had alot to do with the person who sat in the desk beside me.

Edward had resumed his schedule from the beginning of the year, which put him in most of my classes
again. My behavior had been such last fdl, after the Cullens supposed moveto L.A., that the seat beside
me had never been filled. Even Mike, always eager to take any advantage, had kept a safe distance.
With Edward back in place, it wasadmost asif thelast eight months were just adisturbing nightmare.

Almogt, but not quite. There was the house arrest Situation, for one thing. And for another, before thefall,
| hadn't been best friends with Jacob Black. So, of course, | hadn't missed him then.

| wasn't at liberty to go to La Push, and Jacob wasn't coming to see me. He wouldn't even answer my
phonecdls.

| made these calls mostly at night, after Edward had been kicked out—promptly a nine by agrimly
gleeful Charlie—and before Edward snuck back through my window when Charliewas adeep. | chose
that time to make my fruitless calls because I'd noticed that Edward made a certain face every timel
mentioned Jacob's name. Sort of disapproving and wary... maybe even angry. | guessed that he had



some reciprocal prejudice against the werewolves, though he wasn't as vocal as Jacob had been about
the "bloodsuckers.

So, | didn't mention Jacob much.

With Edward near me, it was hard to think about unhappy things—even my former bes fnend, who was
probably very unhappy right now, dueto me. When | did think of Jake, | dwaysfelt guilty for not
thinking of him more.

Thefairy taewas back on. Prince returned, bad spell broken. | wasn't sure exactly what to do about the
leftover, unresolved character. Where was his happily ever after?

Weeks passed, and Jacob still wouldn't answer my calls. It started to become a constant worry. Like a
dripping faucet in the back of my head that | couldn't shut off or ignore. Drip, drip, drip. Jacob, Jacob,
Jacob.

So, though | didn't mention Jacob much, sometimes my frustration and anxiety boiled over.

"It'sjust plain rude!" | vented one Saturday afternoon when Edward picked me up from work. Being
angry about thingswas easer than feding guilty. "Downright insulting! ™

I'd varied my pattern, in hopes of adifferent response. I'd called Jake from work thistime, only to get an
unhepful Billy. Again.

"Billy said hedidn't want to talk to me," | fumed, glaring a the rain 0ozing down the passenger window.

"That he was there, and wouldn't walk three stepsto get to the phone! Usualy Billy just says he's out or
busy or deeping or something. | mean, it'snot like | didn't know he waslying to me, but at leest it wasa
politeway to handleit. | guess Billy hates me now, too. It'snot fair!™

"It'snot you, Bella," Edward said quietly. "Nobody hates you.”

"Fedsthat way," | muttered, folding my arms across my chest. It was no more than a stubborn gesture,
There was no hole there now—I could barely remember the empty feding anymore.

"Jacob knows we're back, and I'm sure that he's ascertained that I'm with you," Edward said. "He won't
come anywhere near me. The enmity isrooted too deeply.”

"That's stupid. He knows you're not... like other vampires.”
"There's fill good reason to keep a safe distance.”
| glared blindly out the windshield, seeing only Jacob's face, set in the bitter mask | hated.

"Bella, wearewhat we are," Edward said quietly. "I can control mysdlf, but | doubt he can. HE's very
young. It would most likely turn into afight, and | don't know if | could stop it before | k—" he broke off,
and then quickly continued. "Before | hurt him. Y ou would be unhappy. | don't want that to happen.”

| remembered what Jacob had said in the kitchen, hearing the words with perfect recall in his husky
voice. I'mnot sure that I'm even-tempered enough to handle that... You probably wouldn't like it
so much if | killed your friend. But held been able to handleit, that time...

"Edward Cullen," | whispered. "Were you about to say 'killed him? Wereyou?'

Helooked away from me, saring into therain. Infront of us, thered light | hadn't noticed turned green



and he started forward again, driving very dowly. Not hisusua way of driving.
"l would try... very hard... not to do thet,” Edward finaly said.

| stared at him with my mouth hanging open, but he continued to look straight ahead. We were paused at
the corner stop sign.

Abruptly, | remembered what had happened to Paris when Romeo came back. The stage directions
weresmple: They fight. Parisfalls.

But that wasridiculous. Impossible.

"Wdll," | said, and took a deep breath, shaking my head to dispel the wordsin my head. "Nothing like
that is ever going to happen, so there's no reason to worry about it. And you know Charlie's staring at
the clock right now. Y ou'd better get me home before | get in more trouble for being late.”

| turned my face up toward him, to smile hdfheartedly.

Every timel looked a hisface, that impossibly perfect face, my heart pounded strong and hedlthy and
very there in my chest. Thistime, the pounding raced ahead of its usual besotted pace. | recognized the
expression on his satue-Htill face.

"You're dready in moretrouble, Bella," he whispered through unmoving lips.

| did closer, clutching hisarm as | followed his gaze to see what he was seeing. | don't know what |
expected—maybe Victoriastanding in the middle of the street, her flaming red hair blowing in the wind,
or aline of tal black cloaks... or apack of angry werewolves. But | didn't see anything at al.

"What? Whet isit?'

Hetook a deep breath. "Charlie..."

"My dad?" | screeched.

He looked down a me then, and his expression was calm enough to ease some of my panic.

"Charlie... isprobably not going to kill you, but he'sthinking about it," hetold me. He started to drive
forward again, down my street, but he passed the house and parked by the edge of the trees.

"What did | do?" | gasped.

Edward glanced back at Charlie's house. | followed his gaze, and noticed for thefirst time what was
parked in the driveway next to the cruiser. Shiny, bright red, impossble to miss. My motorcycle, flaunting
itsdf in the driveway.

Edward had said that Charlie was ready to kill me, so he must know that—that it was mine. There was
only one person who could be behind thistreachery.

"No!" | gasped. "Why? Why would Jacob do thisto me?' The sting of betraya washed through me. |
had trusted Jacob implicitly—trusted him with every single secret | had. He was supposed to be my safe
harbor—the person | could dwaysrely on. Of course things were strained right now, but | didn't think
any of the underlying foundation had changed. | didn't think that was changeable!

What had | done to deserve this? Charlie was going to be so mad—and worse than that, he was going to
be hurt and worried. Didn't he have enough to deal with aready? | would have never imagined that Jake



could be s0 petty and just plain mean. Tears Sprang, smarting, into my eyes, but they were not tears of
sadness. | had been betrayed. | was suddenly so angry that my head throbbed like it was going to
explode.

"Ishedill here?' | hissed.

"Yes. HEswaiting for usthere.” Edward told me, nodding toward the dender path that divided the dark
fringe of the forest in two.

| jumped out of the car, launching myself toward the trees with my hands dready baled into fistsfor the
firg punch.

Why did Edward have to be so much faster than me?
He caught me around the waist before | made the path.
"Let mego! I'm going to murder him! Traitor!" | shouted the epithet toward the trees.

"Charliewill hear you," Edward warned me. "And once he gets you inside, he may brick over the
doorway."

| glanced back at the house ingtinctively, and it seemed like the glossy red bikewasal | could see. | was
seeing red. My head throbbed again.

"Just give me one round with Jacob, and then I'll deal with Charlie.” | struggled futilely to bresk free.
"Jacob Black wantsto see me. That'swhy he's ill here"

That stopped me cold—took thefight right out of me. My handswent limp. They fight; Parisfalls.
| was furious, but not that furious.

"Tak?' | asked.

"Moreor less”

"How much more?' My voice shook.

Edward smoothed my hair back from my face. "Don't worry, he's not here to fight me. He's acting as...
spokesperson for the pack.”

llmlll

Edward looked at the house again, then tightened his arm around my waist and pulled me toward the
woods. "We should hurry. Charli€s getting impatient.”

We didn't haveto go far; Jacob waited just a short ways up the path. He lounged against a mossy tree
trunk as he waited, hisface hard and bitter, exactly theway | knew it would be. He looked a me, and
then at Edward. Jacob's mouth stretched into a humorless sneer, and he shrugged away from thetree. He
stood on the bals of hisbare feet, leaning dightly forward, with histrembling hands clenched into fists. He
looked bigger than the last time I'd seen him. Somehow, impossibly, he was till growing. Hewould
tower over Edward, if they stood next to each other.

But Edward stopped as soon as we saw him, leaving a wide space between us and Jacob. Edward
turned his body, shifting me so that | was behind him. | leaned around him to stare at Jacob—to accuse



him with my eyes.

| would have thought that seeing his resentful, cynica expression would only make me angrier. Instead, it
reminded me of the last time I'd seen him, with tearsin hiseyes. My fury weakened, faltered, as| stared
at Jacob. It had been so long since I'd seen him—I hated that our reunion had to belike this.

"Bella," Jacob said as a greeting, nodding once toward me without |ooking away from Edward.

"Why?" | whispered, trying to hide the sound of the lump in my throat. "How could you do thisto me,
Jacob?'

The sneer vanished, but hisface stayed hard and rigid. "It'sfor the best.”

"What is that supposed to mean? Do you want Charlie to strangle me? Or did you want him to have a
heart attack, like Harry? No matter how mad you are a me, how could you do thisto him?'

Jacob winced, and his eyebrows pulled together, but he didn't answer.

"He didn't want to hurt anyone—he just wanted to get you grounded, so that you wouldn't be dlowed to
gpend timewith me," Edward murmured, explaining the thoughts Jacob wouldn't say.

Jacob's eyes sparked with hate as he glowered at Edward again.

"Aw, Jekel" | groaned. "I'm already grounded! Why do you think | haven't been down to LaPushto
kick your butt for avoiding my phone cadls?'

Jacob's eyes flashed back to me, confused for the firgt time. "That'swhy?' he asked, and then locked his
jaw, like hewas sorry held said anything.

"Hethought | wouldn't let you, not Charlie,” Edward explained again.
"Stop that," Jacob snapped.
Edward didn't answer.

Jacob shuddered once, and then gritted histeeth as hard as hisfists. "Bellawasn't exaggerating about
your... abilities" he said through histeeth. "So you must already know why I'm here.”

"Yes," Edward agreed in asoft voice. "But, before you begin, | need to say something.”
Jacob waited, clenching and unclenching his hands as he tried to control the shiversrolling down hisarms.

"Thank you," Edward said, and his voice throbbed with the depth of his sincerity. "I will never be ableto
tell you how grateful | am. | will oweyou for therest of my... existence."

Jacob stared a him blankly, his shudders stilled by surprise. He exchanged a quick glance with me, but
my face was just as mydtified.

"For keeping Belladive," Edward clarified, hisvoice rough and fervent. "Whenl1... didn't.”
"Edward—," | started to say, but he held one hand up, his eyes on Jacob.
Understanding washed over Jacob's face before the hard mask returned. "I didn't do it for your benefit.”

"I know. But that doesn't erase the gratitude | fedl. | thought you should know. If theré's ever anythingin
my power to do for you..."



Jacob raised one black brow.
Edward shook hishead. "That's not in my power."
"Whosg, then?" Jacob growled.

Edward looked down at me. "Hers. I'm aquick learner, Jacob Black, and | don't make the same mistake
twice. I'm here until she orders me away."

| wasimmersed momentarily in his golden gaze. It wasn't hard to understand what 1'd missed in the
conversation. The only thing that Jacob would want from Edward would be his absence.

"Never," | whispered, ill locked in Edward's eyes.
Jacob made a gagging sound.

| unwillingly broke free from Edward's gaze to frown at Jacob. "Was there something €l se you needed,
Jacob?'Y ou wanted mein trouble—mission Accomplished. Charlie might just send meto military school.
But that won't keep me away from Edward. There's nothing that can do that. What more do you want?"

Jacob kept hiseyes on Edward "l just needed to remind your bloodsucking friends of afew key pointsin
the treaty they agreed to. Thetresty chat isthe only thing stopping me from ripping histhroat out right this
minute”

"We havent forgotten,” Edward said at the sametimethat | demanded, "What key points?"

Jacob ill glowered at Edward, but he answered me. "Thetreaty is quite specific. If any of them bitea
human, thetruceisover. Bite, not kill," he emphasized. Findly, helooked at me. His eyeswere cold.

It only took me a second to grasp the distinction, and then my face was as cold ashis.
"That's none of your business.”
"The hdl it—" was dl he managed to choke oui.

| didn't expect my hasty wordsto bring on such astrong response. Despite the warning hed cometo
give, he must not have known. He must have thought the warning was just a precaution. He hadn't
redlized—or didn't want to believe—that | had aready made my choice. That | wasredly intending to
become amember of the Cullen family.

My answer sent Jacob into near convulsions. He pressed hisfists hard againgt histemples, closing his
eyestight and curling in on himsalf as hetried to control the spasms. Hisface turned sallow green under
the russet skin.

"Jake?You okay?' | asked anxioudly.

| took a haf-step toward him, then Edward caught me and yanked me back behind his own body.
"Careful! He's not under control,” he warned me.

But Jacob was aready somewhat himself again; only his arms were shaking now. He scowled at Edward
with pure hate. "Ugh. | would never hurt her."

Neither Edward or | missed the inflection, or the accusation it contained. A low hiss escaped Edward's
lips. Jacob clenched hisfigsreflexively.



"BELLA!" Charliesroar echoed from the direction of the house. "YOU GET IN THISHOUSE THIS
INSTANT!"

All of usfroze, ligening to the silence that followed.
| wasthe first to speak; my voice trembled. "Crap."

Jacob's furious expression fatered. "I am sorry about that," he muttered. "' had to do what | could—I
hadtotry..."

"Thanks." The tremor in my voice ruined the sarcasm. | stared up the path, haf-expecting Charlieto
come barreling through the wet fernslike an enraged bull. | would be the red flag in that scenario.

"Just one more thing," Edward said to me, and then he looked at Jacob. "We've found no trace of
Victoriaon our sde of the line—have you?'

He knew the answer as soon as Jacob thought it, but Jacob spoke the answer anyway. "Trie last time
waswhile Belawas... away. We let her think she was dipping through—we were tightening the circle,
getting ready to ambush her—"

|ce shot down my spine.

"But then she took off like abat out of hell. Near aswe can tdll, she caught your little femal €'s scent and
bailed. She hasn't come near our lands since.”

Edward nodded. "When she comes back, she's not your problem anymore, Well—"
"Shekilled on our turf," Jacob hissed. "She'sours!”
"No—," | began to protest both declarations.

"BELLA! | SEE HISCAR AND | KNOW YOU'RE OUT THERE! IF YOU AREN'T INSDE THIS
HOUSE IN ONE MINUTE... I" Charliedidn't bother to finish histhrezt.

"Let'sgo," Edward said.

| looked back at Jacob, torn. Would | see him again?

"Sorry," hewhispered so low that | had to read hislipsto understand. "' Bye, Bdlls."
"You promised,” | reminded him desperately. " Still friends, right?”

Jacob shook his head dowly, and the lump in my throat nearly strangled me.

"Y ou know how hard I've tried to keep that promise, but... | can't see how to keep trying. Not now..."
He struggled to keep his hard mask in place, but it wavered, and then disappeared. "Missyou,” he
mouthed. One of his hands reached toward me, hisfingers outstretched, like he wished they werelong
enough to cross the distance between us.

"Me, too," | choked out. My hand reached toward his across the wide space.
Like we were connected, the echo of his pain twisted insgde me. Hispain, my pain.

"Jake..." | took astep toward him. | wanted to wrap my arms around hiswaist and erase the expression
of misery on hisface.



Edward pulled me back again, hisarmsrestraining instead of defending.
"It'sokay,” | promised him, looking up to read hisface with trust in my eyes. He would understand.
His eyes were unreadable, hisface expressionless. Cold. "No, it's not.”

"Let her go," Jacob snarled, furious again. " She wants to!" He took two long strides forward. A glint of
anticipation flashed in his eyes. His chest seemed to swell asit shuddered.

Edward pushed me behind himsdlf, wheeling to face Jacob.

"No! Edward—!"

"ISABELLA SWAN!"

"Comeon! Charliesmad!" My voice was panicked, but not because of Charlie now. "Hurry!"

| tugged on him and he relaxed alittle. He pulled me back dowly, always keeping his eyes on Jacob as
we retreated.

Jacob watched uswith adark scowl on hisbitter face. The anticipation drained from his eyes, and then,
just before the forest came between us, his face suddenly crumpled in pain.

| knew that last glimpse of hisface would haunt me until | saw him smile again.
And right there | vowed that | would see him smile, and soon. | would find away to keep my friend.

Edward kept hisarm tight around my waist, holding me close. That wasthe only thing that held the tears
ingdemy eyes.

| had some serious problems.

My best friend counted me with hisenemies.

Victoriawas still on the loose, putting everyone | loved in danger.
If I didn't become avampire soon, the Volturi would kill me.

And now it seemed that if | did, the Quileute werewolves would try to do the job themsaves—aong
with trying to kill my future family. | didn't think they had any chanceredlly, but would my best friend get
himsf killed in the attempt?

Very serious problems. So why did they dl suddenly seem inggnificant when we broke through the last
of thetreesand | caught sight of the expression on Charli€'s purple face?

Edward squeezed me gently. "I'm here.”

| drew in adeep breath.

That wastrue. Edward was here, with hisarms around me.
| could face anything aslong as that wastrue.

| squared my shoulders and walked forward to meet my fate, with my destiny solidly at my side.
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