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10. Newborns 
 

“Something hideous is stalking Seattle.” 

So read the last line of the day’s newspaper article on the mass murders in the city. 

I read it over Bella’s shoulder when I returned before school. I’d left her at dawn to go 

home and change my clothes and while I was there, my family and I had talked about the 

topic foremost in our minds—that hideous something. 

Bella jumped when I entered her kitchen after receiving no response to my knocks 

on the front door. Charlie’s car was gone, so I had let myself in. Bella was reading about 

the murders. 

“Have you seen this?” she asked. 

“I hadn’t seen today’s news yet,” I told her. “But I knew it was getting worse. 

We’re going to have to do something…quickly.” 

“What does Alice say?” 

“That’s the problem.” I scowled as I considered the conversation we’d recently had 

about it. “She can’t see anything…though we’ve made up our minds half a dozen times to 

check it out. She’s starting to lose confidence. She feels like she’s missing too much these 

days, that something’s wrong. That maybe her vision is slipping away.” 

“Can that happen?” Bella asked in surprise. 

“Who knows? No one’s ever done a study…but I really doubt it. These things tend 

to intensify over time. Look at Aro and Jane.” 

“Then what’s wrong?” 

“Self–fulfilling prophecy, I think. We keep waiting for Alice to see something so 

we can go…and she doesn’t see anything because we won’t really go until she does. So she 

can’t see us there. Maybe we’ll have to do it blind.” 

“No!” Bella protested with a shiver. 

“Did you have a strong desire to attend class today? We’re only a couple of days 

from finals; they won’t be giving us anything new.” 

“I think I can live without school for a day. What are we doing?” 

“I want to talk to Jasper.” 

The family was in agreement that the Seattle killers were young vampires— 

bloodthirsty, wild, and untrained—and that whoever had created them had then abandoned 

them to their own devices. Either their maker didn’t know the rules of our world or didn’t 

care to follow them. If the latter, then he must not value his charges enough to prevent them 

from being discovered and destroyed by the Volturi. As our resident expert on newborn 

vampires, Jasper had been studying the situation from every possible angle. 
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I’d never spoken to Bella about Jasper’s history. For one thing, he once had tried to 

kill her and I thought it might cause her unnecessary anxiety to know exactly how good a 

killer he was. For another thing, she intended to become a newborn and it might disturb her 

to learn how newborns had been used and abused for so long by warring vampires in the 

South. Though that wouldn’t happen to Bella, she hadn’t needed to know that Jasper was 

an expert both in training newborns to fight and in destroying them when they had served 

their purpose. It was a grim reality. 

Carlisle, Esme, and Jasper were watching the television news when Bella and I 

entered the house. Alice was sitting on the staircase fretting about losing her vision, though 

I wasn’t convinced that that was the problem. Rosalie was in her bedroom brushing her hair 

in front of a mirror and Emmett came wandering in from outside. We were gathering for a 

family meeting and I wanted Bella to be included in it since the events taking place in our 

world affected her now as much as they did the rest of us. 

“Hey, Edward. Ditching, Bella?” Emmett grinned. 

“We both are,” I corrected him. 

He laughed. “Yes, but it’s her first time through high school. She might miss 

something.” 

Yeah, right, I thought.  

I tossed Charlie’s Seattle Times onto the couch where Carlisle and Esme sat. “Did 

you see that they’re considering a serial killer now?”  

My father sighed and wrapped his arm protectively around my mother’s shoulders. 

“They’ve had two specialists debating that possibility on CNN all morning.” 

“We can’t let this go on,” I declared. 

“Let’s go now,” Emmett suggested. “I’m dead bored.” 

Rosalie hissed at him from the bedroom. 

“She’s such a pessimist,” Emmett mumbled just as she appeared at the top of the 

stairs and began to descend. 

“We’ll have to go sometime,” I agreed. 

Carlisle shook his head uncertainly. “I’m concerned. We’ve never involved 

ourselves in this kind of thing before. It’s not our business. We aren’t the Volturi.” 

“I don’t want the Volturi to have to come here,” I explained. “It gives us so much 

less reaction time.” 

“And all those innocent humans in Seattle,” Esme murmured. “It’s not right to let 

them die this way.”  

“I know,” Carlisle sighed. 

There’s only one reason to create a group of newborns all at once, Jasper thought, 

catching my attention. To fight. 

“Oh,” I said in surprise, turning to look at him. “I didn’t think of that.” The rest of 

the family regarded me with mixed curiosity and annoyance, alerting me to the fact that 

Jasper hadn’t spoken out loud. I continued to listen as he thought it through. 
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Armies didn’t used to be trained in any serious way. Coven leaders just tried to 

keep the newborns from killing each other until they could create a group big enough to 

attack the chosen target. This has all the characteristics of those early armies of the 

Southern Wars—the size of the group, the lack of training, the rampant destruction, their 

disappearance during daylight hours. 

“I see. You’re right, that has to be it,” I responded after considering it for a moment. 

“Well, that changes everything.” I began to pace and ponder the implications until I 

realized that everybody was still staring at me. “I think you’d better explain to the others,” 

I told Jasper, resuming my pacing. “What could be the purpose of this?” I asked myself. 

“What is he rambling about?” Alice wanted to know, darting to Jasper’s side. 

“What are you thinking?” 

As everyone’s eyes moved to him, Jasper began taking an emotional inventory of 

the room. His attention settled on Bella.  

“You’re confused.” 

“We’re all confused,” Emmett complained. 

“You can afford the time to be patient,” Jasper replied. “Bella should understand 

this, too. She’s one of us now.” He turned to her. “How much do you know about me, 

Bella?”  

Emmett huffed in impatience.  

“Not much,” Bella admitted. 

Does she not know of Maria? 

I paused in my pacing and met Jasper’s eyes. “No. I’m sure you can understand 

why I haven’t told her that story. But I suppose she needs to hear it now.” 

My brother nodded in agreement. He didn’t like reliving his painful past. He would 

have preferred that I’d told Bella his story myself, but it wasn’t my place, even if I’d been 

prepared to do so. 

Jasper began by rolling up his sleeve to show Bella something that had been in front 

of her eyes for as long as she’d known him, but which she had never noticed. Whiter scars 

on our white skin are nearly invisible to humans without a little help. Jasper held his arm at 

an oblique angle under a nearby lampshade to create shadows and then pointed to one of 

the more severe scars on his forearm. 

“Oh,” Bella exclaimed softly when she saw it. “Jasper, you have a scar exactly like 

mine.” She lifted her arm to show him James’ bite marks in pure white on the light beige 

skin of her hand. 

Jasper smiled poignantly. “I have a lot of scars like yours, Bella.” He pushed up his 

sleeve further, revealing the brocade texture of his disfigured skin. Most of his body, 

including his face, is almost uniformly covered with a pattern of overlapping, horseshoe–

shaped scars. 

Finally recognizing what she was looking at, Bella gasped, “Jasper, what happened 

to you?” 
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“The same thing that happened to your hand,” he said, “repeated a thousand times. 

Our venom is the only thing that leaves a scar.”  

“Why?” Bella wanted to know. She couldn’t take her eyes off him now that she 

could see what he really looked like. 

He hesitated, not sure how to begin. “I didn’t have quite the same…upbringing as 

my adopted siblings here. My beginning was something else entirely.” 

Through his mind flashed the memory of one day in his atrocious life—a culling 

day. I saw the collected group of unwitting newborns whose time had come and I felt the 

hardening of his remembered resolve as he prepared to snap their necks one by one. Every 

time he recalled such events in my presence, I felt anew the horror of Jasper’s earlier life as 

a vampire. 

Bella was still staring at him, dumbfounded, as he continued. “Before I tell you my 

story, you must understand that there are places in our world, Bella, where the life span of 

the never–aging is measured in weeks, and not centuries.” 

The rest of the family turned their attention to the news while Jasper began relating 

the story that all of us except Bella had heard before. In an odd way, this gathering in the 

Cullen living room was analogous to a council meeting around a bonfire where the 

Quileute retold their legends, minus the aura of magic Bella had described (and the hot 

dogs). 

Jasper began by describing the territoriality of the southern vampires who coveted 

the most populous regions. The greater the number of humans in a given area, the more 

freely a coven could feed. The assurance of a rich food supply was something worth 

warring over. 

The wars had been raging in Mexico long before a vampire named Benito 

developed the idea of creating disposable armies from newborn vampires. Powerful, 

aggressive, and rapacious, newborns make frightful soldiers. For decades, Benito and other 

coven leaders who adopted his methods fought with swiftly created, poorly controlled 

newborns. The massive carnage and mayhem that ensued among both the vampire and 

human populations drew the attention of the Volturi who came to Mexico and conducted 

the greatest purge of vampires in history. Beginning with Benito and his army south of 

Mexico City, the Volturi moved northward for almost a year, wiping out all newborns and 

the covens that harbored them. When they were finished, Mexico was virtually cleared of 

vampires.  

These events occurred before Jasper’s time, but his creator, Maria, was one of the 

rare survivors of the genocide. He carries perfect memories of her accounts of those days 

and is more cognizant than most of us of the painful scar that the purge cut through vampire 

history, but also of the relative peace that reigned afterwards. As a result, Jasper respects 

the Volturi, but also fears them. 

“The Volturi’s action was enough that the fever for conquest did not spread from 

the South. The rest of the world stayed sane. We owe the Volturi for our present way of 
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life,” he told Bella.  

(He is right, of course, but I have seen inside their heads and I suspect there is more 

to the Volturi than just a desire for law and order.) 

After the Volturi returned to Italy, warring resumed among what remained of the 

southern covens, but on a much smaller scale. As long as the leaders kept their activities 

discreet, the Volturi ignored them. And so leaders like Maria began building smaller 

newborn armies, training them to fight while remaining hidden from the human 

populations they fought over. 

Jasper described to Bella how Maria found him, a Confederate army officer on his 

way to a Texas war zone after escorting a convoy of civilians to safety. Maria’s small 

coven of herself and two other females lured Jasper from his horse and then Maria, sensing 

his potential as a leader, changed him. She charged him with managing and training her 

newborn recruits to create a fighting force. He also was required to destroy those who 

outlived their newborn strength and thus their usefulness after about one year. 

During those long decades, Jasper killed thousands of vampires and as proof, 

carries more scars—both internal and external—than perhaps any other vampire of his era. 

The fact that he still exists is a testament to his extraordinary skill. 

Late in his career with Maria, Jasper allowed his vampire brother, Peter, to escape 

the coven with a female newborn, Charlotte, whom he loved and who was due to be 

destroyed. Five years later, Peter came back for Jasper, having discovered a better life in 

the North. Jasper had become disillusioned and, with his ability to sense the emotions of 

others, nearly incapacitated by depression. He jumped at the chance to escape from Maria. 

Jasper ended his story by telling Bella how he left Peter and Charlotte and 

wandered on his own, trying to find a way to live with himself as he continued to feed on 

humans. Then one day, he walked into a café in Philadelphia and Alice took his hand, 

complaining that he had kept her waiting a long time. 

“And you ducked your head, like a good Southern gentleman, and said, ‘I’m sorry, 

ma’am,’” Alice remembered, joining our circle. She and Jasper laughed together while 

they looked into each other’s eyes with obvious adoration. 

“Alice told me what she’d seen of Carlisle and his family. I could hardly believe 

that such an existence was possible. But Alice made me optimistic. So we went to find 

them,” Jasper said, finishing his tale. 

“Scared the hell out of them, too,” I interjected. “Emmett and I were away hunting. 

Jasper shows up, covered in battle scars, towing this little freak,”— I nudged Alice with my 

elbow—“who greets them all by name, knows everything about them, and wants to know 

which room she can move into. When I got home, all my things were in the garage.” 

Alice shrugged. “Your room had the best view.” 

We all joined in a laugh before the room again turned somber as we remembered 

what the point of the storytelling was. Everyone turned their attention to Jasper. 

“An army,” Alice whispered. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 
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Jasper replied carefully. “I thought I must be interpreting the signs incorrectly. 

Because where is the motive? Why would someone create an army in Seattle? There is no 

history there, no vendetta. It makes no sense from a conquest standpoint, either; no one 

claims it. Nomads pass through, but there’s no one to fight for it. No one to defend it from.” 

He went on, “But I’ve seen this before, and there’s no other explanation. There is an 

army of newborn vampires in Seattle. Fewer than twenty, I’d guess. The difficult part is 

that they are totally untrained. Whoever made them just set them loose. It will only get 

worse, and it won’t be much longer till the Volturi step in. Actually, I’m surprised they’ve 

let this go on so long.” 

“What can we do?” Carlisle asked. 

“If we want to avoid the Volturi’s involvement, we will have to destroy the 

newborns, and we will have to do it very soon.” Jasper’s voice was hard and determined. 

He had denied the reality of the situation for as long as he reasonably could. Reenacting his 

history was not something he’d been anxious to do. “I can teach you how,” he said. “It 

won’t be easy in the city. The young ones aren’t concerned about secrecy, but we will have 

to be. It will limit us in ways that they are not. Maybe we can lure them out.” 

I cringed at my next thought. “Maybe we won’t have to,” I said. “Does it occur to 

anyone else that the only possible threat in the area that would call for the creation of an 

army is…us?” 

Carlisle and Jasper both started. Neither had considered that possibility, but Jasper 

quickly recognized the truth of it. Carlisle was more reluctant, as was Esme. 

“Tanya’s family is also near,” she suggested, more hopeful than convinced. 

“The newborns aren’t ravaging Anchorage, Esme,” I said gently. “I think we have 

to consider the idea that we are the targets.” 

“They’re not coming after us,” Alice insisted, and then paused. “Or…they don’t 

know that they are. Not yet.” 

An image of a young man leading a group of vampires flashed into Alice’s mind 

and then disappeared. 

“What is that?” I demanded. “What are you remembering?” 

“Flickers,” Alice replied. “I can’t see a clear picture when I try to see what’s going 

on, nothing concrete. But I’ve been getting these strange flashes. Not enough to make sense 

of. It’s as if someone’s changing their mind, moving from one course of action to another 

so quickly that I can’t get a good view….” 

“Indecision?” Jasper asked. 

“I don’t know….” 

But suddenly, I did. “Not indecision,” I hissed. “Knowledge. Someone who knows 

you can’t see anything until the decision is made. Someone who is hiding from us. Playing 

with the holes in your vision.” 

“Who would know that?” Alice whispered in alarm. 

I felt icy with the realization. “Aro knows you as well as you know yourself.” 
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“But I would see if they’d decided to come….” 

“Unless they didn’t want to get their hands dirty.” 

“A favor,” Rosalie abruptly appended. “Someone in the South…someone who 

already had trouble with the rules. Someone who should have been destroyed is offered a 

second chance—if they take care of this one small problem…. That would explain the 

Volturi’s sluggish response.” Rosalie’s view of the world was dark enough that—like 

me—she could perceive deceit and corruption where the more optimistic members of our 

family couldn’t. 

“Why?” Carlisle asked. “There’s no reason for the Volturi—” 

“It was there,” I interrupted, remembering the thoughts of conquest that Aro had 

tried to hide from me in Italy. “I’m surprised it’s come to this so soon, because the other 

thoughts were stronger. In Aro’s head he saw me at his one side and Alice at his other. The 

present and the future, virtual omniscience. The power of the idea intoxicated him. 

 “I would have thought it would take him much longer to give up on that plan—he 

wanted it too much. But there was also the thought of you, Carlisle, of our family, growing 

stronger and larger. The jealousy and the fear: you having…not more than he had, but still, 

things that he wanted. He tried not to think about it, but he couldn’t hide it completely. The 

idea of rooting out the competition was there; besides their own, ours is the largest coven 

they’ve ever found….” 

The memory of the Romanians’ challenge never faded from Aro and Caius’ minds. 

Never again would they allow any group to acquire enough power to threaten them, though 

I hardly thought that we were any kind of threat. 

“They’re too committed to their mission,” Carlisle argued. “They would never 

break the rules themselves. It goes against everything they’ve worked for.” 

“They’ll clean up afterward. A double betrayal,” I predicted. “No harm done.” 

Jasper disagreed. “No, Carlisle is right. The Volturi do not break rules. Besides, it’s 

much too sloppy. This…person, this threat—they have no idea what they’re doing. A first–

timer, I’d swear to it. I cannot believe the Volturi are involved. But they will be.” 

Jasper’s experience with newborns took precedence over my intuition. Probably he 

was right. If the Volturi were behind this, then they were showing a degree of 

incompetence that none of us would expect and surely, they wouldn’t allow so much 

blatant human destruction. So somebody else was creating an army to fight us. Who? 

Could it be Maria after all this time? Why would she come to the North for that purpose? 

Surely she’d already exacted a measure of revenge in Calgary for our “stealing” Jasper? 

And I never heard any thoughts about our family when I’d seen her earlier in the year. 

Everyone was becoming motionless with stress. 

“Then, let’s go,” Emmett exploded. “What are we waiting for?” 

Do you agree it’s time? And that Jasper should lead us? Carlisle asked silently. 

I nodded once.  

We had never been dependent upon Jasper for our family’s security before. He 
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remained, by choice, on the periphery of all decisions except where Alice’s welfare was 

concerned, and if the family disagreed with him in such cases, he would act on his own. I 

remembered clearly how he decided to kill Bella after I had saved her from a van accident 

and exposed my supernormal strength. Only Alice had been able to convince him to stand 

down on that occasion. 

Over the years, I’d decided that Jasper’s detachment from our family was due to a 

long habit of self–reliance and a deep–seated distrust of vampires, both characteristics that 

had allowed him to survive his life with Maria. None of us held it against him. We knew 

that he would stay with Alice forever and we all believed that Alice would stay with us 

forever, so Jasper was one of us, whether he liked it not. 

Carlisle turned deliberately toward our least–bonded family member. “We’ll need 

you to teach us, Jasper. How to destroy them.” My father said the words with great 

reluctance, hating violence as he did.  

“We’re going to need help,” Jasper told him. “Do you think Tanya’s family would 

be willing…? Another five mature vampires would make an enormous difference. And 

then Kate and Eleazar would be especially advantageous on our side. It would be almost 

easy, with their aid.”  

He was referring to Kate’s reported ability to electrocute anyone who touched her 

and Eleazar’s gift of detecting the talents of other vampires. Eleazar could pick out the 

most dangerous of our foes before the fight started. 

“We’ll ask,” Carlisle said.  

Jasper handed him a cell phone and added, “We need to hurry.”  

My brother began analyzing the best way to hunt newborn vampires among the 

human population of Seattle. He was considering battle tactics such as divide and conquer, 

diversion and decoys, ambushes and raids, selecting some as possibilities and discarding 

others. 

So it would happen very soon. I wasn’t especially worried about the battle. With 

Jasper’s strategic abilities and expertise with newborns, plus our extra talents and long 

experience, I thought we had a good chance of surviving the battle with no casualties, 

especially if Tanya came through with assistance. 

I led Bella to the couch and sat with her while we listened to Carlisle phone Tanya. 

He got to the point immediately. Tanya had been following the situation in Seattle, so he 

didn’t have to explain that to her. He did add the extra information we had gleaned from 

Jasper…that it was a newborn army being created for some purpose, possibly to attack us, 

and that the Volturi would be coming sooner than later. Carlisle pitched the idea that it was 

better to take care of it ourselves beforehand and asked if Tanya would be willing to help. 

“We have a much better chance of success with twelve mature vampires than with 

our seven only,” Carlisle said, reiterating Jasper’s thought. 

“I don’t know that that will be possible, Carlisle. Irina is deeply grieved over 

Laurent’s death. Between you, me, and the wall,” she said, not realizing that I was reading 
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her words in Carlisle’s mind, “she had intended him for her mate and has not recovered at 

all from his death. She feels that you are partly to blame for it.” 

“Oh,” Carlisle exclaimed. “We didn’t realize…that Irina felt that way.” 

I groaned. Tanya was going to refuse us because of Laurent! “Damn it. Damn 

Laurent to the deepest pit of hell where he belongs,” I muttered. 

“Laurent?” Bella intoned fearfully.  

She had every right to be frightened at the mention of his name. He had nearly 

killed Bella while my family and I were away. If not for the wolves, I remembered with 

chagrin, he certainly would have drained her. Fortunately, they had appeared in time and 

destroyed him, but in doing so, had won the ire of our cousins who were suffering along 

with Irina at her loss. 

Carlisle tried to explain that Laurent was threatening Bella and that the killing was 

justified. 

“We would reconsider our participation if you will allow us to destroy the wolves 

that destroyed Laurent,” Tanya responded. 

“There’s no question of that,” Carlisle replied firmly. “We have a truce. They 

haven’t broken it, and neither will we.” 

“Then we cannot help you with the Seattle problem. We would not betray Irina in 

that way.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Carlisle replied coolly. 

“Please accept my regrets.” 

“Of course. We’ll just have to do our best alone.” Carlisle hung up abruptly and 

stared out the window at the river. He was distraught by Tanya’s refusal, but I knew he 

would not hold it against the Denalis. 

“What’s the problem?” Emmett asked me. 

“Irina was more involved with our friend Laurent than we knew. She’s holding a 

grudge against the wolves for destroying him to save Bella. She wants—” I stopped in 

mid–sentence, realizing that the news would upset Bella. 

“Go on,” she prodded. 

I suddenly felt angry. “She wants revenge. To take down the pack. They would 

trade their help for our permission.” 

“No!” 

“Don’t worry,” I told Bella. “Carlisle would never agree to it.” I thought for a 

moment and then sighed. “Nor would I. Laurent had it coming,” I growled, “and I still owe 

the wolves for that.” 

“This isn’t good,” Jasper said. “It’s too even a fight. We’d have the upper hand in 

skill, but not numbers. We’d win, but at what price?”  

Jasper’s thoughts immediately turned toward Alice. He didn’t want to expose her to 

any danger, though he knew she was capable of taking care of herself. I was more confident 

than he was. I didn’t see how fighting a newborn could be much worse than fighting 
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Emmett, who was extraordinarily powerful. With his strength, Jasper’s expertise, 

Carlisle’s centuries of experience, Alice’s special talents, Rosalie’s fierceness, and my 

confidence, I didn’t see how we could lose. 

But for better or worse—win or lose—we would be facing battle soon. 

 


