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15. BROKEN 
 

Several hours after Bella fell asleep, I disentangled myself from around her and went in 

search of Carlisle. As I headed down to the second floor, I heard Emmett and Rosalie 

whooping it up in their bedroom. Rosalie needed some time with her mate too…thank 

goodness! 

I stopped by Carlisle’s office where he was busily reading up on birthing 

techniques. Of course, my father had delivered many babies in his three hundred fifty 

years, particularly when we moved to smaller communities like Forks, but he liked to be up 

on the latest medical news and Bella’s birth promised to be the most interesting and 

unusual delivery of his long career. I was pleased. It was just what I wanted to talk to him 

about. 

He invited me in. “What’s on your mind, Edward?” 

“What do you think of Bella’s prognosis?” 

“Well, the idea to administer blood was brilliant and is making a great difference, 

as you’ve seen. Her strength is far better than it was yesterday. Her heart rate is closer to 

normal, stronger.” 

“How much longer before we can take that thing out of her?” 

“You know, son, there’s always a chance that Bella is carrying a very special child. 

If you and Bella can conceive together, it’s possible that what nature produces is 

wonderful, even extraordinary.”  

“I don’t see how I can think about it that way when it’s killing the love of my life.” 

I bowed my head, so Carlisle couldn’t see my face. No doubt I’d just turned into Jacob’s 

burning man. 

My father remained silent to allow me to compose myself. I continued. “Today was 

much better than yesterday. I do feel that Bella has been given more time, but the fetus is 

stronger in direct proportion to Bella’s increased strength. It seems to be kicking her apart 

from the inside.” 

“Yes, the broken rib is indicative. With Bella getting more appropriate nutrition for 

it, the child might mature faster. With maturity, comes size, but it also brings the delivery 

date closer. Let’s measure her belly in the morning and see how close it is to the standard 

forty centimeters. We can write a mathematical equation to predict her due date based on 

the baby’s growth rate. By comparing it to the human gestational period, we should get a 

good estimate. She seems to be at the equivalent of seven-and-a-half months right now. “ 

“How will we know when it can survive outside the womb?” 

“The baby itself should tell us. I’ll need to deliver it by Cesarean section, though. 

The hardness of the membrane around the fetus is likely to tear her apart if she delivers in 
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the standard way.” 

“How will we cut through the membrane?” Rosalie asked, having heard our 

conversation and entered the room. 

“I will use my teeth,” I said without looking at her. “If the little monster is supposed 

to chew its way out, then my teeth should break through as well as…it can.”  

Carlisle agreed. “It might be safer for you to do it, Edward, than to wait for the 

child. We’ve seen the baby’s appetite for blood. Who knows how much damage it might do 

if we let nature take its course? I trust that with all your experience with Bella’s blood, you 

can manage this safely.” It was half comment, half question. 

“I believe that I can, but I hope that you would back me up if need be.” 

“Yes,” both Carlisle and Rosalie said in unison.  

“Not you!” I growled at my sister. 

“I think I could manage as well as you, Edward,” she sneered. “You know my 

total’s perfect.” 

I had to concentrate not to clench my fists. “I didn’t say you couldn’t do it, I just 

don’t wish for you to,” I said without looking at her. 

Carlisle cut in before the fight escalated. 

“We’ll assume that Edward can manage the task. I can use both of you for the 

delivery, though. Rosalie, I’ll have you monitor the anesthesia for surgery. We’ll keep it as 

short-term as possible, so as not to stress Bella’s heart. Once you pull the baby, Edward, I’ll 

stitch Bella back up. Rosalie can take the child, clear his airway he or she is breathing, and 

clean him up. At that point, I’ll assess Bella’s condition and we can go from there. You can 

help with the anesthesia, transfusions, or whatever else might be required…or you can 

change her.” 

“I’m fine with that,” Rosalie interjected, then immediately left the room. I shook 

my head at the floor in irritation. No thought for Bella at all. 

“I’ll likely have to change her,” I said morosely. 

“In all honesty, that is the most likely outcome, but anything could happen and we 

need to prepare for all contingencies. I’m assuming that, if possible, we’ll try to keep her 

human?” 

“Yes,” I responded. “Bella doesn’t expect it at this point, but I know that she’d like 

the chance to be a human mother. Before…this happened, we’d even talked about 

postponing for as much as a year, or more.” 

“Has Bella changed her mind?” Carlisle asked in surprise. 

The corner of my mouth rose slightly in spite of myself. “Let’s just say that she 

recently found a reason to put it off.” 

Carlisle raised his eyebrows, but didn’t comment. 
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The sound of Jacob’s loud snoring from the living room punctuated the otherwise quiet 

night. He’d fallen asleep on the floor and not stopped snoring all night. When I carried 

Bella to the living room in the morning, he was still there where he dropped. He’d been 

awake, patrolling, for at least a couple of days, so it was no wonder he collapsed. 

“Are you hungry, my love?” 

“Yes, I am!” 

“Would you like an omelet?” I guessed, though there were few other selections in 

Bella’s recent diet besides eggs—scrambled, fried, boiled, souffléd—I’d learned them all. 

She still liked the eggnog I’d made her on our honeymoon, so I kept a pitcher of it in the 

refrigerator. 

Rosalie, who was watching television in the living room, got up to check on Bella 

as I moved into the kitchen.  

“More blood?” I heard her ask and saw Bella nod through Rosalie’s eyes. 

Carlisle brought his measuring tape downstairs. He’d measured Bella several times 

before, but not in the last few days since she’d been so sick.  

“Thirty centimeters,” he announced. 

“It was twenty-three, three days go,” I reminded Bella. 

“So that’s a little more than two centimeters a day,” she said. “How many 

centimeters before the baby’s ‘cooked’?” 

“Normally, it’s forty. I have no reason to suspect that you’re different in that 

regard.”  

“So, five more days to go.” 

“Four or five, I’d say,” Carlisle corrected. 

“We’re almost there, Edward!” Bella said happily and beamed at me. Unable to 

return her smile, I gave her a light kiss. 

We were interrupted then by a timid knock on the front door. Carlisle looked at me. 

Is it safe? 

I nodded. 

He hurried to the door and opened it for Seth in his human form.  

“Welcome, Seth!” Carlisle greeted him warmly. “Come on in. What can we do for 

you?” 

As he entered the front door, Seth looked at the pile on the floor that was Jacob and 

pointed. “Leah was worried when Jacob didn’t phase back last night. I told her that he 

probably fell asleep human, but she wanted me to come check on him. Looks like he passed 

out here.” 

“He’s been sleeping like a stone—one with a loud motor,” I added. 

“Hi, Edward! Hi, Bella!” Seth greeted us. 

Esme came out of the kitchen. 

“Hello, Seth. Can we offer you some breakfast? We’ve got rolls, eggs, juice, and 

probably cereal and I don’t know what all. We’d really like you to stay for a while and eat.” 
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“Uh, well…” 

“I won’t take no for an answer.” Esme smiled her determined mother’s smile. 

“Actually, Seth,” I interjected. “Bella seems to be a little chilled. Would you mind 

sitting beside her here to warm her up?” 

“Oh, sure,” he replied. 

“I’ll go make some breakfast then.” Esme headed off to the kitchen. 

“I better give her a hand. Be right back, love,” I murmured, bending over to kiss 

Bella on the forehead. She smiled brightly. Was she glowing? Despite the injuries and the 

starvation? I hated to admit that she seemed to be.  

When I reached the kitchen, Esme was fumbling with various pots and pans, 

looking a little confused.  

“You know, Edward, it’s been so long since I cooked human food, it’s hard to 

remember how.” 

“Let me take over, Mom. I’m used to it by now.”  

She touched my hand softly as she left the room. “I’ll just go find some fresh 

clothes for Seth then. Do you think he’s about your size?” she asked, without waiting for an 

answer. 

I flicked on the small television in the kitchen and tuned in The Food Network. This 

morning’s talk with Carlisle had lent me a miniscule degree of hope. If Bella somehow did 

survive this nightmare and stayed human, I would be cooking a lot more in the future. I 

tried not to think of the worst-case-scenario—that we’d both be dead—and focused on the 

eggs. I called softly to Seth from the kitchen, knowing he could hear me. 

“Seth, if I cook Leah something, would you take it to her?” 

“Yes, no problem, Edward!” 

When I returned to the living room with a plate for Leah, Alice was sitting at Seth’s 

feet. She was both happy and distressed to be near Bella. The wolves blanked out her 

visions and relieved her headache, unlike the…thing…which caused it. Alice had spent 

much of the night sitting near Jacob and had even gotten a pillow and put it under his head 

on the floor…a gesture that he did not appreciate when the burning in his nose woke him 

up. 

“Here, Seth. For Leah,” I said, handing him the plate. 

“Wow, Edward, that smells good!” he said, beaming. 

“I’ll make one for you while you deliver this one.” 

Esme re-entered the room and added, “And I’ve found a fresh set of clothes that I 

think will fit you.” Seth smiled at her and took off with the plate. I was pretty sure that Leah 

would refuse the food, but perhaps Seth could convince her to eat. 

“I’ll be right back with yours, darling,” I said to Bella, touching her hand.  

Seth returned with Leah’s plate emptied and looked at me with regret. I nodded 

once and headed back to the kitchen. Leah had dumped the plate of food on the ground. 

“I’d rather eat rats,” she had said to Seth. 
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Bella was eating with a little less enthusiasm than I had expected. 

“Are you all right, love?” 

“Yes, I’m fine,” she replied automatically. I kept looking at her until she finally 

added, “Well, I’m feeling a little nauseous, I guess, and cold again.” 

“You must have a fever. Carlisle?” I called softly. He appeared in the living room 

almost instantaneously. “Bella’s chilled and nauseated.” 

“Hmm,” he said, moving to feel her forehead. Unlike me, he had learned to gauge a 

human’s temperature based on his own. “I think you have a bit of a fever.” He pressed his 

fingers beneath her jaw line to check for swelling. “No infection,” he said to himself. “It 

might just be a virus.” He glanced at Seth, thinking that the wolves could be carriers. 

Nothing to do for it now, he thought. Out loud, he said, “We’ll just keep an eye on it, Bella. 

Please tell us if it gets any worse.” 

She nodded and laid her head on the back of the couch. I went to the kitchen to 

make a plate of food for Seth and Esme returned to the living room. “Here, try these on,” I 

heard her say. 

When I returned, Seth was freshly dressed and sitting with his arm around Bella. 

“Seth is a great portable heater,” she said softly, offering me a weak smile. 

I went to sit on her other side, careful to put the blanket between us. “Are you still 

cold?” 

“Yes, a little.” I saw that she’d eaten only half her meal, but was making good 

progress on a cup of blood. 

Just then, Jacob jerked upright from the floor, rubbing the sides of his nose 

vigorously. He surveyed the three of us on the couch. 

“He came to find you,” I said, answering Jacob’s unspoken question. “And Esme 

convinced him to stay for breakfast.” Seth hurried to explain that Leah was concerned 

about him. Jacob kept his gaze on Seth’s arm around Bella’s shoulder. 

“Bella got cold,” I explained, seeing the rising anger in Jacob’s mind. Seth noted 

Jacob’s expression and removed his arm. He developed a sudden, overriding interest in his 

plate. 

“How’s the rib?” Jacob asked Bella. 

“Taped up nice and tight. I don’t even feel it.” 

Grrr….  

Jacob rolled his eyes. Of course it hurt her. I’d seen her flinch when she inhaled 

too deeply. 

“What’s for breakfast?” Jacob asked. “O-negative or AB-positive?” 

Bella stuck her tongue out at him. He was so good for her. 

As Jacob turned to leave, refusing breakfast on Leah’s account, Carlisle entered the 

room. “Jacob, a word?”  

I listened while the two powwowed on the best way for our family to organize a 

hunting trip. Everyone was overdue. Jasper was suffering and had to stay away from Bella 



Breaking Dawn: Edward  168 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

and even from the wolves who were not appetizing to us in any way. Emmett was thirsty 

too. Rosalie was overdue, but she wouldn’t leave unless I did and I wasn’t going anywhere 

with Bella in her condition. I’d let them work it out. I had other things on my mind. 

Despite what Carlisle had said about planning for all contingencies, I knew in my 

heart that Bella was not strong enough to survive the child’s birth. I wondered what would 

happen to the fetus if I injected Bella with my venom before it was completely out of her. 

Surely, there would be time to start Bella’s change and still get the thing out. Once her 

heart stopped, the venom could not save her.  

Looking at the grimaces she tried to hide and hearing her heart pound when the pain 

hit her, I knew she was suffering much more than she would let on. Four more days of 

this…I had my doubts whether either of us would make it. 

Carlisle was telling Jacob that we were almost out of blood for Bella and that he 

needed to buy some when he went hunting. Jacob suggested a plan for addressing the 

family’s hunting needs, focusing on when to go and how many should go at a time, just in 

case Sam’s pack tried to divide and conquer. 

Before Jacob could get away, Esme returned with a big casserole and offered it to 

him. The hospitality was making him uncomfortable and he didn’t like the idea of eating 

food made by a vampire, either. He was thinking that he would dump it under a tree. Then 

he remembered that I could hear his thoughts. With the volume of Jacob’s inner voice, it 

seemed I couldn’t not hear his thoughts.  

Don’t you say anything to her! Let her think I ate it! He yelled the thought in my 

direction, but I didn’t look up. I would never hurt my mother’s feelings by telling her. 

“Will you come back later, Jake?” Bella asked in an almost childlike voice. I felt 

the stabbing pain in his mind as the same pain coursed through me.  

Why? Why did she need him so much? Why couldn’t I be enough for her? I 

thought that she had let go of him, especially since our honeymoon, but she seemed to be 

reattaching to him in a way that she never had before. It was almost as if he was her hope, 

or something. I couldn’t put my finger on it. I just knew it hurt. It hurt Jacob too, but 

there was nothing to do for it. I was not going to chastise Bella when soon I could lose 

her forever.  

Bella was almost begging. “Please? I might get cold.” 

Poor Jacob. Before he could escape, Esme reappeared with a basket of clothes for 

Leah and pushed them into his hand. I could feel his reliefand minewhen he finally 

shut the door behind him. Bella threw off her blanket. 

“Are you hot, my love?” 

“Yes, I am suddenly.” 

“Seth, could you move a little further away now?” 

“Yeah, sure, Edward. It’s time for me to go, anyway. Thanks for the great 

breakfast!” 

“You’re welcome.” 
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As Seth stood up, I heard a cracking sound. Bella gasped and turned vampire white. 

Rosalie was on top of us in a second. 

“What is it, Bella?” she asked before I could recover from my surprise. Bella was 

doubled over, gasping for breath. 

“Rib…” Bella whispered. She pointed to her lower right side this time. 

“Bella!” I cried, feeling helpless.  

Carlisle was already there. X-ray, he thought and I nodded. 

“Bella, I’m going to carry you upstairs for an X-ray. Okay, darling?” 

She held up her hand to stop me, while her other hand circled her belly. I waited 

until she relaxed her clenched teeth and took my hand. 

“Okay,” she said softly. Careful not to jar her any more than necessary, I lifted her, 

maintaining her body in the bent-over position she had adopted. She breathed in sharply. I 

hurried upstairs with Carlisle ahead of us and Rosalie trailing. 

It was much the same as before, except the cracked rib was on the other side. The 

terrible bruising covered her entire belly. Blood seeped under her skin where the thing had 

kicked her. You could see in her face that she was in terrible pain. How I wanted to deliver 

her from this misery! Or rather to deliver the fetus and remove the misery. 

“Seth, when you see Jacob, could you ask him to stop by later?” Bella asked as I 

returned her to the couch. He’d stuck around to make sure she was all right. 

“Yes, for me too,” chimed in Alice. It’s good to have one of you here at least. I’m 

tired of hanging out in the attic like the vampire bat in the belfry.”  

Seth laughed. 

“It’s nice for Bella to have the space heater to trade off with the air conditioners. 

Thanks for helping out, Seth,” I added. 

“Sure thing! I’ll tell Jacob to come by. I’m sure he will.” 

Seth took his dishes to the kitchen and was preparing to leave when Carlisle’s 

phone rang. He checked the caller ID and then said, “It’s your father, Bella.” 

“Let me talk to him! He’ll be glad to hear how much better I am today! He’s been so 

worried.” 

Carlisle handed her the phone with a look in my direction. I’m not sure this is the 

wisest course of action, he thought. 

I shook my head while looking down at my feet. I agreed with him, but if Bella was 

dying, there was no way I was going to deny her the time she had left to talk to her family. 

Though she believed she would pull through this mess, albeit as a vampire, I had my doubts 

that she would pull through at all. Her heart was simply too fragile. Even if the thing didn’t 

kill her in the next four days, the delivery would be extremely dangerous.  

Unexpectedly, an idea came to me. Hmm, perhaps that would work…. I’d discuss it 

with Carlisle when Bella next fell asleep. Maybe there was a way to keep her heart beating 

until she was changed. 

Seth slipped out while Bella was on the phone. Talking to Charlie drained her. 
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Trying to soothe his worries took a lot of energy Bella didn’t have to spare. After hanging 

up the phone, she slept off and on for the rest of the day. She ate some food and drank a 

steady supply of blood, but the virus, if that’s what it was, exhausted her.  

Bella couldn’t move without terrible pain from the broken ribs and Carlisle 

couldn’t give her anything for the pain. Anything she took would be bad either for the fetus 

(which she wouldn’t do) or her heart (which I advised her against). Of course, severe pain 

could stop one’s heart too. I watched her face carefully. I was sure that she hurt a lot more 

than she let on. 

Late in the evening, tears ran out of Bella’s eyes when Rosalie lifted her to go to the 

bathroom. 

“Bella!” I cried, reaching to touch her face. 

“I…I’m…f…fine, Edward. He just surprised me, that’s all.” 

“A kick?” 

“An elbow, I think.” 

Rosalie scowled at me and I moved away, collapsing backward onto the couch, my 

head in my hands. Esme came and sat down beside me, putting her arm around my 

shoulders. My body was shaking and my hands trembling. It tormented me to watch her 

being tortured by the thing. 

Jacob walked through the front door at that moment and saw my distress. His 

thoughts went frantic when he didn’t see Bella. 

“She’s all right,” I muttered. “Or, the same, I should say.” 

Rosalie carried Bella back into the room and when she saw Jacob, it was as if the 

Messiah himself had blessed her with his presence. All the tiredness fell from her face 

and she beamed a huge smile at him. 

Rosalie bent to lay Bella on the couch and pain distorted her face as she tried not 

to cry out. I forced myself to stay calm, as I leaned over to stroke her cheek. “Are you 

cold?”  

Bella nodded. 

Jacob came to sit beside her, seeming unable to find a place to touch that wouldn’t 

hurt her. He settled his arm beside hers and held her hand. As they talked, I tried to bury 

myself in my own thoughts, not wanting to feel Jacob’s pain as well as my own. Jacob 

was suffering over the likelihood that Bella would be human for only a short time longer 

if she survived. It also hurt him that she kept drawing him to her as she was failing. In 

fact, the sicker she got, the more she seemed to cling to him. We were both suffering… 

again.  

Soon, Bella fell asleep in the middle of a sentence and I laid a blanket over her. 

“She’s exhausted,” I told Jacob. “It’s been a long day. A hard day. I think she 

would have gone to sleep earlier, but she was waiting for you.” 

“Seth said it broke another of her ribs.” 

“Yes. It’s making it hard for her to breathe.” 
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“Great.” 

The heaviness of this death watch was relieved only by the creativity of Rosalie 

and Jacob’s bickering. I appreciated his willingness to take her on, as I no longer had the 

strength. Their noisy altercations eventually woke Bella and she began to chastise Jacob 

before a stab of pain interrupted her. I leaped to my feet and pulled off her blanket to see 

her back arch upward as if a puppeteer were pulling her strings. She went ghostly pale 

and scrunched her face into a tight knot. Before any of us had time to react, she said, 

“He’s just…stretching.” She was panting for air. I held her face in my hands and willed it 

to stop hurting her. 

“Carlisle,” I called. He was right there, but Bella waved him off. 

“Okay,” Bella said, gasping. “Think it’s over. Poor kid doesn’t have enough 

room, that’s all. He’s getting so big.” 

I hated that “poor kid” with every fiber of my being. It was tearing hermy 

beautiful, self-sacrificing soul mateto pieces. 

 


