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12. Graduation 
 

Charlie was amusing both of us with the thoughts in his head, but of course, he didn’t know 

I could hear them. He would have spoken them aloud, except he knew that would make 

Bella mad and this was her special night. 

I had planned to drive Bella to the graduation ceremony since we needed to arrive 

early to assemble, but according to Bella, Charlie had pitched a fit when she told him. He 

wanted to escort her and she’d decided it was a reasonable request. 

“It’s an important event for a father,” I conceded. “A little like walking his only 

daughter down the aisle, presumably.” 

“Edward!” Bella gasped, her face registering shock. “I wasn’t thinking anything 

like that!”  

I turned my face away from her and chuckled to myself. No harm in pushing my 

agenda, and seeing her overblown reaction amused me. 

“Renee’s not here, and Dad doesn’t have anybody else but me,” Bella said 

defensively. “He shouldn’t have to go by himself.” 

“You’re right, of course,” I agreed pleasantly, though I had no intention of letting 

her out of my sight, not even for the two–mile ride to the high school. 

I had begun setting the kitchen table for two when Bella’s father stomped in, shut 

the front door, and removed his gun belt, hanging it on a coat hook nearby. 

“Good evening, Charlie,” I offered. 

He replied with his usual grunt. 

“Dinner’s almost ready, Dad. You have just enough time to wash up.” 

Charlie grunted at Bella too as he made his way upstairs. He hadn’t had a good day 

at work and was mentally reviewing one discouraging episode. The mother of a notorious 

young hooligan, whose favorite activities were drinking, drag–racing, and vandalizing 

public fixtures, had called the police station and given Charlie a piece of her mind. He had 

pulled her son over for a broken taillight and found an open bottle of Johnny Walker on the 

floor of the kid’s pickup. 

“The law is the law, Mrs. Harding, and your son broke it. He’s lucky I didn’t 

suspend his license. This is not his first offense, you know, and I’ll do it next time.” Charlie 

remembered how the woman had cursed him out before she slammed down the telephone 

receiver. 

Bad kids have bad parents, more often than not…or no parents at all, he thought. 

That set him wondering for the millionth time how Bella had turned out so well considering 

how he and Renee had raised her—in separate homes in separate states with vastly 
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different rules and routines. He attributed their success to Bella herself. 

When Charlie returned from the bathroom, I made myself scarce. He was often 

“crabby,” as Bella put it, when he was hungry. So I decided to withhold my suggestion 

until after he’d eaten dinner. 

“Charlie,” I began when I came back to help with the dishes. “Bella and I were 

discussing graduation. How about if we all drive to the ceremony together? My parents 

said it was fine with them.” Putting it that way would make it harder for Charlie to say no. 

He answered gruffly. “I’m driving Bella. You can tag along if you want to, I guess.”  

“Sounds good,” I said cheerfully. 

Bella kept her eyes carefully fixed on the dirty dishes in the sink until Charlie left 

the room. Then she turned to me with a red face and a scowl. 

“Was that necessary?” she whispered. 

I nodded, smiling. “Don’t worry. He’s fine with it.” Then I whispered into her ear, 

“I wouldn’t miss escorting you to your graduation. It’s an important human experience.” 

She rolled her eyes, knowing that that wasn’t the real reason I had insisted. I just 

smiled and continued drying dishes. 

A week later, the event had finally arrived. I knocked on Charlie’s front door 

promptly at the appointed hour so he couldn’t leave without me. When Bella appeared in 

the doorway, I was simply dumbstruck. She was wearing a sweater and skirt in the deep 

shade of blue I love on her because it accentuates the delicate tones of her ivory skin and 

rose–colored lips. The scoop–neck sweater exposed her collarbones and skimmed her 

curves below in the most appealing way. The matching cashmere skirt clung to her hips 

and flared out slightly at the bottom, finishing with a subtly ruffled hem. I was bowled 

over, stunned, by her beauty…she was glorious. 

Bella’s troubled expression betrayed her. Did her broken hand hurt? She was 

clearly distressed, but before I could ask why, Charlie appeared and began herding us 

toward his police cruiser. He was highly amused about something and after I helped Bella 

into the front seat, I caught what it was.  

“Over here,” he grunted, opening the back door on the driver’s side and gesturing 

for me to get in. 

“Sure, Charlie,” I said with a grin, reading his intention. 

I climbed into the back seat and let him shut the door, leaving me sequestered from 

Bella and him behind the plexiglass barrier used to confine prisoners. I knew he could open 

a communication window in the glass, but he chose not to, enjoying his little joke. 

Edward looks good back there, Charlie thought, amused by treating me like a 

detained criminal. Maybe I could leave him there for the ceremony! Hell, the whole 

evening! Ha, ha! No…I couldn’t do that to Dr. Cullen and his wife. Sure would be funny to 

see his expression, though, when I walked away from the car! Charlie’s eyes sparkled in 

the rearview mirror and the corners of his mouth twitched. 

I saw that the back seat of the police car had no interior door handles. If you were 
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unlucky enough to be sitting where I was, you had to be released by the officer–in–charge. 

I tried not to laugh as I imagined Charlie’s expression when I strode into graduation like I 

hadn’t noticed anything amiss. It would take me roughly a sixteenth of a second to punch 

out the bullet–proof glass and escape. That would be easier to explain than an Edward–

sized hole in the steel–plated door.  

Charlie was speaking to Bella in a low voice that he assumed I couldn’t hear behind 

the plexiglass barrier, and every couple minutes, he’d look in the rearview mirror and 

chuckle to himself again. His amusement amused me, which probably wasn’t the response 

he had expected.  

Charlie was always slightly puzzled about why he couldn’t make me angry, though 

he was consistently rude, dismissive, and irritable. I had never faulted him for that, because 

he only wanted what was best for his daughter, which is also what I wanted. Besides, I 

sensed that somewhere inside his hard head, Charlie concealed a certain grudging respect 

for me.  

“Are you all right?” I whispered to Bella after Charlie released me from the back 

seat and I walked around to help her out of the car. 

“Nervous,” she responded. 

“You are so beautiful,” I marveled. 

Charlie stepped between us before I could say more. Turning his back to me, he 

asked Bella, “Are you excited?” 

“Not really,” she replied. 

“Bella, this is a big deal,” Charlie insisted. “You’re graduating from high school. 

It’s the real world for you now. College. Living on your own…. You’re not my little girl 

anymore.” His voice wavered at the end. 

“Dad, please don’t get all weepy on me.” 

“Who’s weepy?” he rebutted gruffly. “Now, why aren’t you excited?” 

“I don’t know, Dad. I guess it hasn’t hit yet or something.” 

“It’s good that Alice is throwing this party. You need something to perk you up.” 

“Sure. A party’s exactly what I need.” 

Speaking of parties, I thought, where is Alice? I listened for her thoughts, but 

couldn’t detect them anywhere near. 

Charlie ushered Bella to the graduates’ entrance at the rear of the gym while I 

“tagged along” behind. He said his “goodbyes” and “good lucks” and then left to join the 

other parents and spectators at the main entrance of the building. When Bella and I entered 

the gym, I saw Ms. Cope and Mr. Varner trying to line up the graduates in alphabetical 

order. 

“Up front, Mr. Cullen,” the math teacher directed. 

“Hey, Bella!” Jessica Stanley called and waved from the S section toward the back 

of the line. “Down here, Bella!” 

Bella seemed distracted by the flurry of activity and all the voices shouting over the 
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crowd noise. Instead of speaking, I touched her neck with my fingers and kissed her briefly 

before reluctantly moving toward the C section of the line. I located Ryan Collins, who had 

preceded Alice and me in every alphabetical listing of our class members for the past three 

years. I positioned myself between Ryan and Jody Culpepper and then looked around for 

my wayward sister, but she still hadn’t arrived. Maybe she’d had some last minute 

problems with the party arrangements or—more likely, knowing Alice—she was up to 

something.  

I pulled on my rented graduation robe and secured the mortarboard on my head. 

This had become a familiar ritual, but the blazing yellow color was new and would jazz up 

our family’s framed display of graduation caps. Most of our former schools had proscribed 

shades of blue for graduation, though purple and red were also popular. 

After we were lined up, the familiar “Pomp and Circumstance, March No. 1 in D” 

began and the senior class filed into the gym where metal folding chairs had been set up in 

a rectangular block. We were supposed to remain standing in front of our chairs for the first 

part of the ceremony.  

Only about half the high school graduation ceremonies that I’ve attended have 

ended up as the beautiful formal rituals they are meant to be. The other half generally 

devolve, either partially or fully, into a spontaneous circus, as this one did. First, the sound 

system cut out as soon as Principal Greene began his welcome speech, which caused the 

crowd to become restless and turn in their seats to whisper to their neighbors. Three 

minutes later, after the sound man gave the go–ahead, the principal continued his welcome 

address, but his first words produced torturous feedback that screamed from the speakers 

and caused everyone to exclaim and cover their ears. 

After that minor debacle, a local minister—being paid by the word, it seemed— 

offered an invocation prayer that dragged on and on until an intoxicated guest stage–

whispered, “…and I’d like to thank the Academy.” Tittering began and caught on, 

spreading through the entire assembly until the minister finally said “Amen” to cheers and 

hand–clapping.  

Then Mr. Varner, our class sponsor, gave us the hand–lowering signal to sit down 

and as we did, loud popping noises that sounded like firecrackers ripped through the air and 

echoed in the cavernous space. Pranksters had turned each folding chair upside–down and 

stepped on its seat bottom, causing the metal to distend upward. When weight was applied 

to the seat, it returned to its former shape with a loud “POP!” As approximately one 

hundred graduating seniors sat down, we produced an enormous din that was increased by 

the stunned laughter that followed. 

After that, the ceremony proceeded without incident through the award 

announcements and the speeches—including Eric Yorkie’s trite valedictorian address— 

until the distribution of diplomas commenced. By the way he conducted himself, one 

would have thought that Principal Greene had never performed this ritual. He began to call 

graduates to the dais one after another without waiting for them to approach and accept 
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their diplomas. So the names he was calling quickly became out of sync with the diplomas 

he was presenting, which confused him into saying the wrong names as he passed over 

diplomas and shook students’ hands. 

As I waited impatiently for Alice to arrive, the principal called “Ryan Collins” and 

then “Alice Cullen” and I prepared myself to cover for her by accepting her diploma as 

well as mine. Then, just as Ryan finished shaking hands with Principal Greene, Alice 

bounded in front of me and across the stage to take her diploma.  

As I walked forward to the dais, I read her thoughts, trying to ascertain what was 

going on. Oddly enough, I caught the phrase “…where the grapes of wrath are stored…” 

and recognized the military anthem that she seemed to be translating into Arabic, of all 

things.  

It was my sister’s habit to engage in mental gymnastics to direct her mind away 

from thoughts she didn’t want me to read. After finishing the translation, she began 

matching Hanja characters to the Korean manual alphabet in her head. As vitally 

interesting as that was—ha ha—it was just another diversion. She was trying to conceal 

something from me. 

As soon as Alice had her diploma in hand, she danced out the nearest exit, probably 

heading home to prepare for the party. Maybe she was setting up some kind of surprise she 

didn’t want me to know about. Oh well. I had more important things on my mind. 

Exiting the stage, I returned to my seat to wait for Principal Greene to reach the S’s. 

When Bella’s name finally was called, I heard whistles and catcalls erupt from the back of 

the gym and I turned around to see that Jacob and Billy had come in. Bella turned toward 

the noise too and smiled tightly at them. 

Is she still angry with Jacob? I wondered. 

After the ceremony was over and the graduates had thrown their hats into the air, I 

made my way out of the C row and headed straight back to Bella. Reaching her, I wrapped 

my arms around her waist and whispered, “Congratulations.” 

“Um, thanks,” she replied halfheartedly. 

“You don’t look like you’re over the nerves yet,” I said, recognizing the stress on 

her face and in her eyes. 

“Not quite yet.” 

“What’s left to worry about? The party? It won’t be that horrible.” 

“You’re probably right,” she replied while her eyes darted surreptitiously around 

the gym. 

“Who are you looking for?” 

“Alice—where is she?” 

“She ran out as soon as she had her diploma.” My words made me puzzle again 

over Alice’s behavior. What was she trying to hide? 

“Worrying about Alice?” Bella inquired. 

“Er…,” I didn’t want to bring up Alice’s mystery. Bella would assume that Alice 
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had some devious plan to embarrass her at the party (which she might). 

Then Bella interrupted with an odd question. 

“What was she thinking about, anyway? To keep you out, I mean.”  

I stared at her in confusion before I suddenly realized that it wasn’t just Alice, but 

Bella and Alice, who were hiding something from me. 

“She was translating the ‘Battle Hymn of the Republic’ into Arabic, actually. When 

she finished that, she moved on to Korean sign language.” 

Bella tried to laugh, but there was no humor in it. “I suppose that would keep her 

head busy enough,” she commented. 

“You know what she’s hiding from me.” 

“Sure,” Bella said. “I’m the one who came up with it.” 

I could think of nothing to which this might pertain and so I merely remained silent 

and waited for her to tell me. Bella looked around to make sure no one was listening. 

“Knowing Alice,” she murmured, “she’ll probably try to keep this from you until 

after the party. But since I’m all for the party being canceled—well, don’t go berserk, 

regardless, okay? It’s always better to know as much as possible. It has to help somehow.” 

“What are you talking about?” She was beginning to worry me with her cautions. 

Bella scanned the crowd again, her eyes falling on Charlie who was maneuvering 

his way toward us. 

“Just stay calm, okay?” 

I nodded mechanically, steeling myself. 

She hurriedly whispered through her explanation. “I think you’re wrong about 

things coming at us from all sides. I think it’s mostly coming at us from one side…and I 

think it’s coming at me, really.” 

At her?? I clenched my jaw and fists. 

Bella continued. “It’s all connected, it has to be. It’s just one person who’s messing 

with Alice’s visions. The stranger in my room was a test, to see if someone could get 

around her. It’s got to be the same one who keeps changing his mind, and the newborns, 

and stealing my clothes—all of it goes together. My scent is for them.” 

Her scent? For them? Frozen with stress, I barely heard Bella’s next words. 

“But no one’s coming for you, don’t you see? This is good—Esme and Alice and 

Carlisle, no one wants to hurt them!” 

Good? That was ridiculous, but her insight wasn’t. Bella was absolutely right! The 

newborns were tracking her scent! They were created to kill Bella! Oh gawd!  We had to 

leave for Seattle now… tonight! They must be destroyed immediately! My thoughts and 

emotions flew in every direction…fear, strategy, disgust, tactics, worry, proximity. I 

couldn’t get hold of myself. I was utterly panicked. 

Then I felt the warmth of Bella’s palm against my cheek.  

“Calm,” she urged. 

“Bella!” Charlie yelled. He pushed through the last of the bodies in his way and 
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moved between us, turning his back to me. “Congratulations, baby!” he cried excitedly. 

I couldn’t focus. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t move. My overwhelming impulse was 

to snatch Bella away and run as fast as I could to a safe place…somewhere. 

Charlie continued speaking to Bella as I stood helplessly behind him. I heard him 

say “Jacob and Billy,” but I didn’t care what Charlie was talking about. Bella was standing 

alone on the other side of him. I wanted to get her inside my arms, next to my body, where 

I could protect her. 

And then, my fear gave way to anger…rage…fury. Who was responsible for this? 

Someone was going die! Soon! 

I noticed that Charlie was facing halfway toward me and there was an awkward 

silence in the air. He was waiting for an answer. What had he asked? Oh…right. Whether I 

was coming to dinner. 

“No, thank you,” I replied. At least not that you will know. Bella would not be going 

anywhere without my constant protection. 

“Do you have plans with your parents?” Charlie asked, giving me an excuse to get 

away from him. He was looking at me strangely…puzzled or…something. It didn’t matter. 

“Yes. If you’ll excuse me…,” I managed before escaping into the crowd. Where 

were my parents? Where was Alice? I needed everyone to be on the lookout. 

“What did I say?” I heard Charlie ask Bella defensively. 

I charged out of the school, but my exit had nothing to do with Charlie. I had to get 

myself away from human eyes before I did something publicly inappropriate. Immediately, 

I got on my cell phone. 

“Alice! The newborns are after Bella! Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“Because I knew you would overreact and you had to get through the ceremony, 

right? Nothing’s going to happen today.” 

“How do you know?” I fairly shouted. “You haven’t seen any of this!” 

“I would know if anyone was coming to Forks or to Charlie’s, because I’m looking 

for them now.” 

“Have you told everyone? 

“No, I’ll leave that to you. I’ve got a party to put on!” 

“Charlie’s taking Bella to dinner at the Lodge. I’m following them over there.” 

I patrolled the shadows around the restaurant nervously as Charlie and Bella ate 

dinner. It took forever. The place was filled with celebrating classmates and parents, but I 

kept my distance from everyone. I had no interest in anyone else when Bella was in danger. 

Finally…finally…Bella rose from the booth she shared with her father.  

“In a hurry?” Charlie asked. 

“I want to help Alice set things up,” she answered. 

Bella hastened outside and stood next to Charlie’s car while he continued chatting 

with various townspeople in the restaurant. She flinched when I approached her from the 

shadows. I pulled her tightly to my chest, took her chin in my hand and pressed my lips to 
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hers with high, reckless emotion, fear and intense relief intermingled. When I pulled back, 

she gasped to regain her breath and speak. 

“How are you?” 

“Not so great,” I said, “But I’ve got a handle on myself. I’m sorry that I lost it back 

there.” 

“My fault. I should have waited to tell you.” 

“No. This is something I needed to know. I can’t believe I didn’t see it!” 

“You’ve got a lot on your mind,” she said. 

“And you don’t?” I kissed her again fiercely, stopping when I heard Charlie’s boots 

on the gravel. “Charlie’s on his way.” 

“I’ll have him drop me at your house.” 

“I’ll follow you there,” I replied and took off into the shadows. 

“That’s not really…,” Bella began, but I was gone. 

“Bella?” Charlie called. 

“I’m out here.” 

I resumed scanning for “foreign” thoughts as I ran after Charlie’s cruiser. I heard 

him express his regrets that he hadn’t taught Bella how to throw a punch. I would have 

smiled if I’d been in any mood for humor. I perked up my ears when the conversation 

turned another way. 

“Aw, don’t be too hard on the kid,” Charlie said. “He’s young.” 

Yes, Jacob is young, I agreed. 

“He’s obnoxious,” Bella complained. 

And obnoxious, I concurred. 

“He’s still your friend,” Charlie pointed out. 

“I know,” Bella sighed. “I don’t really know what the right thing to do here is, 

Dad.” 

“Yeah. The right thing isn’t always real obvious. Sometimes the right thing for one 

person is the wrong thing for someone else. So…good luck figuring that out.” Charlie 

intended for his “I–wash–my–hands–of–it” statement to be funny. 

“Thanks,” Bella muttered, not laughing. 

I ascertained that she was referring to Jacob’s clumsy bid for her affections. I 

couldn’t know, but I hoped with all my heart that her comment didn’t mean she was 

wavering. Surely, she meant that she didn’t know how to let him down easy. At least 

Charlie wasn’t pushing his own preferences, for once. 

Charlie drove down our long driveway and I raced him to the house. After he pulled 

away, I followed Bella onto the porch. 

“Bella?” 

She turned and I pulled her to me with great relief, holding her beating heart against 

my chest, reassurance of her continued existence. Since her revelation about the newborns, 

I had felt a great pain in my heart—the possibility of losing her again. The talk about Jacob 
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only made the feeling worse. I pressed my lips to hers fervently. Could this kiss be our last? 

Please God, let me keep her!  

When I leaned away, I saw that her face was tight with anxiety. She wouldn’t meet 

my eyes.  

“Let’s get this stupid party over with,” Bella muttered. 

I cradled her face in my hands and waited for her to raise her eyes and look at me. I 

needed to see that she heard what I was going to say. 

“I won’t let anything happen to you,” I promised, emphasizing each word. 

Bella looked at me with raw emotion in her eyes and touched her fingers to my lips. 

“I’m not worried about myself so much,” she said. 

“Why am I not surprised by that?” I murmured. Then, bracing myself for what lay 

ahead, I forced a smile onto my face. “Ready to celebrate?” 

Bella groaned her displeasure, but I walked her to the house anyway and guided her 

through the front door where she froze.  

“Unbelievable.” 

I shrugged. It was no surprise to me, though I hadn’t seen it either. Alice had begun 

most of the decorating just that afternoon.  

“Alice will be Alice,” I said. 

She had gone overboard, of course. I could see tens of thousands of dollars in the 

lighting, decorations, and food, not to mention her new party outfit. The room was 

comfortably dark, like a nightclub, with red and purple lights flashing in sync to the music. 

The oversized concert speakers set up throughout the downstairs would make hearing a 

challenge for the humans, but not for us. That was good. 

“Edward!” Alice called. “I need your advice.” She’d created two stacks of CDs two 

feet high. 

“Should we give them familiar and comforting?” She pointed to the first stack. 

“Or…” she continued, pointing to the second stack, “educate their taste in music?” 

“Keep it comforting,” I advised. “You can only lead the horse to water.” 

Like everyone in the family, Alice trusts my musical taste. Over time, we all lose 

track of cultural trends, but as Alice does with fashion, I stay current with music. Rosalie 

keeps up with mechanics and automotive advancements, while Emmett makes sure we 

have the latest and greatest electronic toys and sports equipment. Carlisle’s “beat” is 

medical trends and scientific discoveries, and Jasper stays up–to–date with investing and 

the gaming industry. Esme keeps us all aware of current social and community issues. 

Pursuing our individual interests helps the family change with the times and also gives us 

something to do at night. 

Alice, standing behind my stereo system with headphones on, reorganized the CDs, 

discarding the cutting edge in favor of the familiar favorites. She was startlingly chic in her 

New York–style club clothing—black sequined tank and tight, red leather trousers. 

“I think I’m underdressed,” Bella commented. 
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“You’re perfect,” I countered. She was stunning in her graduation outfit. I guessed 

that Alice had given it to her as a gift. She knew I would like it. 

“You’ll do,” Alice corrected. 

“Thanks. Do you really think people will come?” Bella asked, obviously hoping 

they didn’t.  

Alice made a face at her. 

“Everyone will come,” I predicted. “They’re all dying to see the inside of the 

reclusive Cullens’ mystery house.” 

“Fabulous,” she grumbled. 

I kept an arm around Bella’s waist as I went in search of Carlisle and Jasper. I found 

them together in the kitchen talking about our trip to Seattle. 

“It’s risky, Carlisle,” Jasper said. 

“I’ll keep making calls, but I’m not holding out much hope for assistance.” 

“I could still locate Maria, I think, based on Edward’s reports from Texas, but—” 

“No, Jasper. We can’t trust her.” 

“I agree, but for numbers…?” 

“Carlisle’s right,” I interjected when Bella and I entered the room. “Maria isn’t 

worth it. But listen to this. Bella has figured out that the break–in at her house is connected 

to the newborn army, probably a test of Alice’s vision. The intruder was collecting Bella’s 

scent for the army.” 

Both Carlisle and Jasper went silent and still, considering what I had said. I listened 

to their thoughts as the truth of it sank in. 

“The army was created to attack Bella?” Carlisle repeated warily. “But why?” 

“Maybe the spy was sent to find out if she is still human and since she is, the 

newborns are…” Jasper left the rest of his sentence unspoken when I shook my head 

slightly. 

“The connection doesn’t matter really,” I said, “except that we can now disregard 

the ‘scouting’ incident. If the scout came on behalf of the newborns, then he’s part of the 

same threat. We can protect Bella by taking care of the army.” 

“There’s no more reason to wait,” Carlisle asserted. “It’s time for us to make our 

move.” 

“Do you have any ideas about how to approach the city?” I asked Jasper. 

“Yes, but there are no good choices. We simply don’t have the numbers to ensure 

victory, even in an open plain. It would be impossible on the streets of Seattle, where the 

newborns will attack us wherever and however they want while we’ll have to maintain 

secrecy.” 

“What if we track them to their daytime lair?” I suggested. “They’re only out at 

night. We could surprise them during the day.” 

“That’s a good idea,” Carlisle agreed. “Surely they’re not hiding in the city 

itself—twenty–odd newborns. They must be staying somewhere more remote.” 
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“No way to know without tracking them,” Jasper said, “but that’s one option. 

Another is to lure them out of the city. If they’re looking for Bella, then Bella—” 

“Yes,” I interrupted before he could complete the sentence. “Bella’s clothes would 

be a perfect lure.” I stared Jasper down until he got the message. We would not give Bella 

the idea of helping by acting as bait for newborns. Knowing her, she would insist on it. 

“Since we don’t have enough fighters, the best strategy would be to draw them out 

of the city or out of their hiding place in smaller groups. Alice says the group is twenty–two 

strong and we are seven…or six,” he added, looking at me carefully.  

Edward, I don’t want Alice in this, he said silently. If you’re thinking of sitting out, 

then we’re down to five. Could Alice look after Bella? 

I nodded my assent. Bella would assume I was answering the spoken thought. She 

wouldn’t want me to fight, I knew, and I was torn. But considered logically, Alice could 

protect Bella as well as me, especially if the two of them hid far from the battle. It would be 

torture to be apart from her, but Jasper wasn’t going to let Alice fight, I could see that. He 

couldn’t abide her taking any risk. 

My horror at Bella’s revelation that the scout and the newborns were connected had 

eased. No longer was I trying to control my distress in front of Bella. Now that we were 

moving forward with our plans, I was eager to fight. I had enough faith in my fighting 

abilities and in those of my family that I felt sure we would prevail.  

Jasper didn’t, though. He disliked the odds and didn’t wish to gamble with such 

uneven numbers. We had skill and experience on our side, and as he’d said before, 

probably we would win, but we would take casualties. Though we feel the pain of injury, 

unless we are burned to ashes, we cannot die. In the worst case scenario then, we have to 

protect ourselves from fire—eventually, we will heal from everything else. 

Jasper, Carlisle, and I heard the vehicles turn from the highway into the drive. The 

guests were coming. Perhaps the evening would take our minds off the approaching drama 

for a few hours. 

“When do you want to begin training, Jasper?” Carlisle asked. 

“Today…tonight…right away,” he replied. 

Carlisle nodded. “Okay, let’s resume this discussion later.” He placed his hand on 

my brother’s shoulder. “Thank you, Jasper. With your help, we will make this work.” 

And the doorbell rang. 


