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25. Aftermath 
 

Battles are exciting and include a certain element of fun—just ask Emmett—until the 

fighting is over and you face the destruction that has been wrought. In this case, it included 

two smoldering piles of body parts belonging to twenty former vampires, one crumpled 

wolf, and one human terrified within an inch of her life. This was, in fact, the biggest and 

most deadly battle I had been part of and I found the results sobering. 

Victoria’s debacle cost many more lives than the twenty vampires. Hundreds of 

humans in the Puget Sound area were murdered to feed the army. The last mass murder that 

we attribute to them was the sinking of the M.V. Coho, the car ferry traveling from Victoria 

to Port Angeles. The Coho disappeared during its last run of the night only a few hours 

before the newborns came looking for us. We assume that the army boarded the ferry, 

extinguished communications, and attacked the passengers. Four hundred fifty souls 

remain unaccounted for. At six hundred feet deep, the waters of the strait are unlikely ever 

to return the bodies. 

Back on the battlefield, everyone stood together in the clearing and heaved a sigh of 

relief. Emmett started laughing and pumped the air with his fist, still juiced up with the 

excitement of the battle, and the release of the tension that had practically crackled in the 

air. He picked up Rosalie and swung her around, while Esme leaned her head on Carlisle’s 

shoulder for comfort. She was pained over the death of Bree, whom she’d already taken to 

her heart. Jasper held Alice while she examined the fresh bite marks on his forearm.  

After a few minutes, Carlisle touched my mother’s face and said, “I must attend to 

Jacob. I’ll get home as soon as I can.” 

“Yes, go. He needs you.” He kissed her gently on the forehead. 

“I’m going too,” Bella declared. “I want to see him.” 

I simply nodded and swung her onto my back and then followed Carlisle home. 

Once there, Bella wanted to drive her truck to the reservation immediately, but I convinced 

her it would be faster to ride with Carlisle. I sat her down in the front seat of my father’s 

sedan and said “Stay.” Her eyes damp with emotion, she was too upset to smile at the 

reference. 

While Carlisle called Billy Black to ask for permission to visit the reservation, I 

packed up his portable X–ray machine, an intravenous drip kit, fluids, braces, and other 

supplies that he would need. Jacob could not go to the local hospital to be examined since 

his one–hundred eight–degree temperature made him dead by human standards. So, though 

Carlisle was the only doctor who could help him, we wouldn’t come onto Quileute land 

without explicit permission from the tribal chief, who was officially Sam Uley, but 
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unofficially, Billy Black. 

When the newborn grabbed Jacob and crushed him in his powerful arms, my father 

had rushed to him across the clearing, but the pack immediately circled the huge, russet 

wolf and began growling. Carlisle pled with them to allow him to examine Jacob, but they 

wouldn’t budge until Sam emerged from the woods in human form and ordered them to 

step back.  

Jacob had refused to phase to his human form, instinct telling him that he was safer 

as a wolf, especially when injured, so Carlisle approached carefully. With Sam’s 

permission, he managed to inject Jacob’s furry shoulder with several vials of morphine, 

dodging his teeth when the wolf snapped at him between howls of pain. It wasn’t until after 

the second shot that Jacob stopped snapping and only after the third could Carlisle touch 

him long enough to check his pulse—what was a normal pulse for a werewolf?—and feel 

for broken bones. Jacob began howling again in pain immediately, but with the Volturi 

only moments away, the wolves had to clear the area. Further medical care had had to wait.  

I loaded Carlisle’s supplies into the back seat of the Mercedes while Bella and I 

waited for Carlisle. When he joined us, he opened the car door and said, “Bella, your father 

is still at Billy’s.” 

“Maybe you should stay here with Alice until Charlie goes home,” I suggested, 

since we’d told him Bella had gone to Olympia that day. “Then I’ll come and get you.”  

“No! I have to see him!” she insisted. 

“Edward is right, Bella,” Carlisle said gently. “I’m going to give Jacob a large dose 

of sedatives so I can reset his bones. It is likely to be unpleasant and he won’t awaken for 

some time.” 

Tears welled in her eyes and she quickly wiped them away. “Edward, promise me 

you’ll call the instant Charlie leaves.”  

“I promise, love, I promise,” I said, pulling her to me as the tears began to spill over 

again. “I know you’re worried, but Carlisle already took a look at Jacob and he’s going to 

be fine. It’ll just take a little time.” 

“I know,” she sobbed, “but I need to see him.” I stroked her hair. I understood her 

concern, but her desperation to be with him broke my heart just a little. 

Alice appeared at the garage door. Sometimes it was handy having a psychic 

around. “I’ve got loads of things to keep us occupied,” she said, as she steered Bella into 

the house, an arm around her shoulders.  

Half a mile from the reservation, we could already hear Jacob’s cursing and 

moaning, despite the heavy dose of morphine in his system, and the sounds continued 

growing louder until we pulled up to Billy’s weathered, red cottage. Sam met us at the 

door. Seven members of the wolf pack were jammed into the small living room along with 

Billy in his wheelchair and Charlie and Sue Clearwater stationed on the couch.  

“I’m here to help Carlisle if that’s okay,” I said politely. Sam nodded, then turned 

toward the room and bobbed his head at the front door. Jared and Paul, the largest boys in 
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the group, shuffled outside to make room.  

“Thank you for coming, Dr. Cullen, Edward,” Billy greeted us. I could see by the 

deep lines in his forehead and the redness in his eyes how distressed he was. He gestured 

toward an interior door at the back of the room. 

I nodded to Charlie and Sue and followed Carlisle as he maneuvered around the 

pack members, trying not to touch them. Having Cullens on the reservation was difficult 

enough for the wolves, but being in that confined space with two of us clearly jangled their 

nerves. Generations of Quileute had inherited the genes that made us their mortal enemies. 

Their attitudes wouldn’t change overnight, if ever. 

Carlisle and I crowded into Jacob’s tiny bedroom. The smell of sweat and fear and 

half a dozen werewolves made me cringe. Not Carlisle, though. “How is your pain level?”  

“Pretty bad, Doc,” Jacob groaned. 

“Your body heat is burning off the morphine. I need to set up an IV drip.” Jacob 

nodded dully before closing his eyes.  

Pathos overcame me, seeing Jacob there in his too–small bed in his too–small 

room, sweating and suffering, epithets breaking through the tight line of his lips. If I was 

reading Bella correctly—not a sure thing by any means—another kind of suffering lay 

ahead of him too. It was the kind of pain I knew well, of jealousy, of rage…hatred too. He 

would hate me forever for stealing the one he loved.  

I stepped out to ask Billy’s permission to shut the bedroom door. Carlisle needed to 

break and reset Jacob’s already–healing bones. It would be ugly. Sam wisely ordered the 

pack outside and as they passed the bedroom door in single file, glancing at Jacob’s inert 

form, they each glared at me with varying degrees of warning. The wolves didn’t concern 

me—I was there only for Jacob…and Bella. 

After fully sedating Jacob, Carlisle glanced at the X–ray I held in front of the bare 

window, then ran his fingers along his patient’s limbs and torso, feeling for the 

dislocations. He couldn’t let Jake’s bones continue to heal as they were and risk crippling 

him for life. Carlisle found the site of the break in Jacob’s right femur and with sensitive, 

capable fingers, grasped it through Jacob’s muscle and snapped the bone cleanly. Barely 

muffled cursing drifted in from outside. Billy had turned on the television and was talking 

loudly to Charlie, trying to distract him from noises he might otherwise have heard, but 

with their preternatural hearing, the pack wouldn’t escape so easily.  

One by one, Carlisle located the misaligned bones and broke them with his bare 

hands strictly by feel, something an ordinary doctor never could have done. After snapping 

and setting the femur, Carlisle did the same for both the radius and ulna in Jacob’s right 

forearm. The humerus was healing in its correct position, but two ribs were offset. Carlisle 

pressed his fingers into Jacob’s torso to grab each one and force the breaks at exactly the 

right location. Then with vampire speed, he taped the ribs and attached braces elsewhere, 

plaster being unnecessary for bones that were already mending. When we were finished, 

Sue rolled Billy’s wheelchair to the doorway of the little room so Billy could look at his 
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son. 

Seth hadn’t left with the other wolves and when I entered the living room, he 

grinned, remembering our shared success earlier in the day. I touched my chest where 

Riley had bashed him. 

Good as new! Seth thought.  

His sister, Leah, came in to check on Jacob’s prognosis. She glared at me and I 

ignored her. Everyone was angry at her for pulling the fool’s move that compelled Jacob to 

intervene and get himself crushed in the process. Her thoughts were more remorseful than 

she let show.  

Carlisle downplayed Jacob’s injuries, knowing they would heal so fast as to seem 

minor within a few days. Charlie had witnessed the boys carrying Jacob into the house 

screaming and cursing, though, so Jake would have to use crutches for several weeks in 

public even if he didn’t need them. The official story was that he had wrecked his 

motorcycle, so before we departed, we had to listen to Charlie lecture everyone on the 

dangers of motorcycles. He knew something about it to be sure. Some of the accident 

images I saw in his head were truly gruesome. 

“I never want to see Bella on one again,” he said. Though she had always ridden 

with Jacob, not me, Charlie’s policeman’s intuition had him directing the warning my way.  

“It’s far too dangerous,” I agreed, keeping the peace. 

“Have you spoken to Bella? Does she know about Jake’s accident?”  

“No,” I replied. “I haven’t been able to reach Alice on her cell phone. Either it’s 

turned off or her battery has run down, I guess. She often forgets to charge it.”  

Charlie grunted.  

“I’m keeping Jacob sedated for a while to get him past the worst of the pain,” 

Carlisle announced.  

“I’ll call you when he wakes up,” Billy told Charlie, who finally left. I took off 

running for home. 

Bella was waiting anxiously for me on the front porch when I arrived. Despite the 

red–rimmed eyes and the deep ridge between them, she looked stunning. Alice had dressed 

her in a fashionable new outfit and done her hair and makeup. No doubt she had submitted 

under strident protest, but it was part of our cover story for Charlie, that Bella had been 

shopping in Olympia with Alice for the past two days.  

“You look beautiful,” I said, but Bella didn’t reply. There was no need to ask how 

she was doing—pain and exhaustion were written clearly on her face. She reached for me 

and I held her briefly before swinging her onto my back. 

Back at Billy’s, I remained outside as Bella rushed through the doorway and 

stumbled over the threshold. I reached to catch her, but she grabbed the doorframe in time 

to steady herself.  

“Go on in,” Billy said and I heard Bella gasp at the sight of the unconscious Jacob 

lying on the bed, scaffolding supporting the right side of his body.  
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Within a few minutes, Alice called. I stepped to the door of the house with a 

questioning look at Billy and he nodded his head. 

“Bella,” I said softly, stepping into Jacob’s room. She turned, tears streaming down 

her face, and I handed her the phone, letting Alice convince her to leave his side. 

Reluctantly, Bella agreed and hung up. Then she kneeled beside Jacob and held his large 

hand between hers for a few moments. When she finally let him go, she stood and melted 

into me, fresh tears erupting from her eyes. I supported her weight as we turned to leave. 

“I’ll be back as soon as I can, Billy,” she said. 

“Okay, Bella. I’m sure Jacob will be glad to see you when he wakes up.” Bella 

inhaled sharply, a sob breaking from her chest as I led her outside. 

“Are you okay?” I whispered, facing her and pulling her to me. 

She moved her face slowly back and forth against my chest.  

“Why don’t we get the necessities over with, so you can return? Maybe Jacob will 

be awake by then.”  

When we arrived home, Alice was waiting for Bella and I turned her over to my 

sister. “I’ll just get some more supplies for Carlisle,” I muttered, ducking quickly into the 

house, then back out. “I’ll see you soon,” I said, kissing the top of Bella’s head, “whenever 

you want me.” 

“I always want you,” Bella replied, tears rolling down her face again. I held her 

briefly before departing.  

Her grief was agonizing in more ways than one. She wanted me, I did believe that, 

and yet this suffering was so great. And it was all for someone else. Someone she loved. 

Twilight was falling and, back at Billy’s, the bystanders had gone home for dinner. 

Besides Carlisle, Sam was the lone attendant in the Black’s living room, keeping a vigil for 

the pack until Jacob awoke. Billy had gone to his room to lie down. His day had been 

nearly as difficult as that of the newborn combatants, perhaps more so in some ways. 

I watched while Carlisle changed the drip bag hanging near Jacob’s head. “This 

one’s just fluids and pain killers. I want to check how he’s feeling.” Training was a reflex 

for my father. We waited a few minutes. 

“Jacob,” he said. “Jacob, it’s Carlisle. You can open your eyes now. You’re home 

in bed.” Jacob’s eyes fluttered and opened slowly. He looked surprised to see us standing 

there, though his surprise was mixed with pain and confusion. 

“How are you feeling?” Carlisle asked as he reached for Jacob’s wrist to check his 

pulse. Jacob flinched away slightly when Carlisle touched him, but then he relaxed. 

“Pretty rough, Doc,” Jacob croaked. 

“May I examine you?” 

“Sure, sure,” Jacob whispered, his eyes closing. 

“Try to stay with us. How is the pain?” 

“Painful.”  

“I’ve got you on a morphine drip. When the pain gets uncomfortable, just press this 
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button. It won’t let you overdose, but with the speed you’re burning off the medicine, it 

might not be enough, either. I’ll leave some additional pain pills for you to take with food 

in about an hour. 

I watched as Carlisle performed the necessary rituals...checking Jacob’s pupils with 

a pin light, listening to his heart through the stethoscope, taking his blood pressure, 

pressing his fingers into Jacob’s abdomen, checking for any sharp pain. Jacob was 

extremely lucky his broken ribs hadn’t punctured any organs. 

When Carlisle finished, he said, “Jacob, your bones are healing fast, but if you 

change form, they might dislocate and cause serious damage, so don’t phase until I give 

you the okay.” He eyeballed his patient, waiting for him to confirm.  

“Okay, Doc.”  

“I’m leaving now, but I’ll come check on you in the morning. If you experience any 

unusual symptoms or pain that is too severe, have Billy call me and I’ll come back right 

away.” Jacob nodded and Carlisle left the room. 

“Bella is anxious to see you,” I said. “She will come by within the hour.” I looked at 

Jacob’s face to see if he understood. He seemed confused to see me there and didn’t reply 

before he closed his eyes. 

Alice met us at home. “He’s going to be fine, Edward,” she said, looking intently 

into my eyes. I knew she didn’t mean just in a physical sense.  

I nodded, but felt a clutching tension in my chest. For Bella’s sake—and for mine, I 

had to admit—I hoped my sister was right.  

Carlisle went to find Esme and I retreated to my room to ponder everything that had 

happened. I wanted to comfort Bella, but I didn’t know what to do for her, whether to be 

present or to go away. I turned on my stereo and sat on the couch to brood.  

An hour had elapsed when Alice appeared in my the doorway. “Edward, Bella 

needs you.”  

I looked up, instantly alert. “What’s happened?”  

“Nothing, she’s okay. But in four minutes, she will pull to the side of the road, just 

this side of the reservation.” 

I leaped up and dashed from the house, racing to get to her. Just where Alice had 

said she would be, Bella had collapsed inside her truck, unable to drive for the ferocity of 

her grief. I flung open the door and swept her into my arms. Not knowing what to say to 

comfort her, I simply pulled her against my chest and let her cry. Bella’s body shook with 

sobs, one after another after another with no end in sight. She seemed unable to look at me 

or to speak, and so I waited, and held her, and rubbed her back, until finally she choked out 

a single word: “Charlie.” 

“Are you really ready to go home?” She nodded and tried to explain, but could say 

nothing coherent, so I took her at her word, holding her with one arm while I drove her 

slowly home.  

“Wait for me upstairs,” she muttered, still trying to pull herself together.  
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I had no idea where I stood with her, but regardless, I would not—could 

never—leave. I listened intently as she spoke with Charlie downstairs, trying to deduce 

what I could.  

“Bella?” her father called when she entered the house. Then, with alarm, said 

“What happened? Is Jacob…?”  

“He’s fine, he’s fine,” Bella responded hoarsely. 

“But what happened? What happened to you?” Of course, Charlie wouldn’t fail to 

notice the devastation etched in Bella’s face. 

“Nothing, Dad. I…just had to talk to Jacob about…some things that were hard. I’m 

fine.”  

Hearing her words, I realized I’d been holding my breath. I exhaled. 

“Was this really the best time?”  

“Probably not, Dad, but I didn’t have any alternatives—it just got to the point 

where I had to choose…. Sometimes, there isn’t any way to compromise.”  

She’d made her choice. I felt an odd mixture of jubilation and sorrow, knowing 

she’d chosen me. The decision was hurting her badly. 

“How did he handle it? I hope you didn’t mess up his recovery.”  

“He's a quick healer,” Bella muttered, then said in a rush, “I’ll be in my room.”  

I heard her trudge up the stairs. When she came through the bedroom door, her 

shoulders immediately began to shake and a deep sob tore from her chest. In a flurry of 

motion, she began fumbling with the delicate clasp on the charm bracelet Jacob had given 

her. She meant to divest herself of him symbolically. I wrapped my hands around hers and 

held them gently. 

“No, Bella,” I murmured. “It’s part of who you are.” A fresh round of sobbing 

shook her. I pulled her into my arms and held her as the tears poured down her face.  

The night was a torture, Bella’s every sob an arrow through my heart, every tear a 

reproach to my soul. Her visit with Jacob had torn her apart. More than anything, I was 

reminded of the horrifying images of my beloved which Jacob had inflicted on me with his 

memories of the previous fall and winter. The plain truth was that I had forced her into his 

arms by abandoning her and I was forcing her to wrench herself away to equal suffering.  

What should I do now? I had no idea. 

It was not for me to know what had transpired, but Bella tried to tell me through 

heavy tears that Jacob had accepted her plan to marry me and join my family. I can only 

imagine how he reacted, what he might have said, but the meeting had sent her into 

hysterics that seemed unlikely ever to end. I felt completely helpless and utterly useless. 

She had let him go. But how could I let her marry me if this was the result of her 

choice? How could I live a decision that caused her so much pain? How could she?  

Hours passed before Bella eventually fell into a restless sleep during which she 

called my name numerous times, but also Jacob’s. I spent the rest of the night pondering 

what was right…for her…for him…for me. 
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Morning came and still I held Bella in my arms. When she awoke and looked up at 

me, her eyes swollen and bloodshot, I waited for the tears to begin anew. Instead, she spoke 

in a gravelly voice. “I’m sorry that you had to see that. That wasn’t fair to you.”  

I took her face in my hands and looked deep in her eyes, trying to see the truth. 

“Bella…are you sure? Did you make the right choice? I’ve never seen you in so much 

pain—”  

My voice cracked. I couldn’t continue.  

She pressed her finger to my lips. “Yes,” she said.  

How could I believe her? Did she even know herself? “I don’t know… If it hurts 

you so much, how can it possibly be the right thing for you?” 

Her voice was raspy, but calm. “Edward, I know who I can’t live without.”  

“But—”  

Bella shook her head vigorously. “You don’t understand. You may be brave 

enough or strong enough to live without me, if that’s what’s best. But I could never be that 

self–sacrificing. I have to be with you. It’s the only way I can live.”  

I wanted to believe this—so much—but the pain I had witnessed pouring from her 

over Jacob Black was something I couldn’t disregard.  

She registered my skepticism. “Hand me that book, will you?” She pointed at her 

ragged copy of Wuthering Heights. 

“This again?” The characters in that book seemed to me so inexplicably ignorant, 

cruel, and selfish that I had a hard time taking her love for it seriously. 

“I just wanted to find this one part I remembered…to see how she said it….” 

It wasn’t hard for Bella to find the passage she was looking for. The book’s spine 

naturally opened to it and I saw that the corner of the page had been folded over many 

times. 

“Cathy’s a monster,” she admitted, “but there were a few things she got right.” 

Then she quoted: “If all else perished, and he remained, I should still continue to be; and if 

all else remained, and he were annihilated, the universe would turn to a mighty stranger.” 

She looked at me. “I know exactly what she means. And I know who I can’t live without.”  

I looked away. Could my love truly not live without me as I could not survive 

without her? She had suffered enormously when I left her. That was fact. But was that 

worse than this? I tossed the book onto Bella’s desk and wrapped my arms around her, 

pulling her close. There was one thing I did know and, in my selfishness, perhaps I would 

allow the part to stand for the whole.  

“Heathcliff had his moments, too,” I said, then whispered. “I cannot live without my 

life! I cannot live without my soul!”  

“Yes,” Bella said. “That’s my point.”  

She couldn’t live without me. Yet, she didn’t want to live without him. Perhaps 

there was another way to handle things, some way she wouldn’t have to choose. Sharing 

her with Jacob would be the second most difficult thing I would ever attempt to do, but I’d 
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told her once—and it was still true—that I’d rather hurt myself than her. I would do 

anything to avoid seeing her hurt again. If it made her happier to have both of us…well….  

She had to know that it was okay. She had options. “Bella,” I began, “I can’t stand 

for you to be miserable. Maybe…”  

“No, Edward. I’ve made a real mess of things, and I’m going to have to live with 

that. But I know what I want and what I need…and what I’m going to do now.”  

“What are we going to do now?” No matter what she decided, I would be there for 

her, now and always. 

She smiled, sighed, and then said resolutely, “We are going to go see Alice.”  

The wedding was on. 


