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17. UNDIVIDED 
 

Rosalie and Bella stared at Jacob’s fleeing back and then at me as the kitchen door 

slammed. Inside Bella, the baby started at the loud noise. 

“Ow.” Bella grimaced. 

“Well…?” What was that about? Rosalie wondered, regarding Jacob’s sudden 

departure. 

“He needed a drive,” I answered simply. No point in giving Rose personal 

ammunition to fire at Jacob later. 

My attention was riveted here. I had heard the baby early that morning, I realized. 

The snap I thought was Bella’s bone breaking had been audible, but only in my head. It 

was the sound of the baby kicking his mother from the insidethe thump of the blow as 

he heard it inside his watery echo chamber.  

So within the time span of a very few minutes, I had gone from not hearing the 

child to hearing it. I wondered what had changed in it or in me that finally made that 

possible. Was it the beginning of language acquisition on the baby’s part or a change in 

my awareness?  

“Tell me again the girl’s name you chose for the baby?” I asked Bella. 

“Renesmee, a combination of Renee and Esme,” Bella replied. “What do you 

think?” 

I considered for a moment. “It’s a fine name. Like Rosalie said, a unique name for 

a unique child. And Edward Jacob for a boy. Would you call him EJ officially?” 

“Yes, I think so, to distinguish his name from yours,” Bella said. “Is that all 

right?” 

“Seems rather appropriate. Do you really believe it’s a boy?” 

“You know, I’ve had dreams about this child since our honeymoon and he’s 

always been a boy.” 

“You must have conceived on our wedding night, Bella,” I said, ignoring Rosalie 

who turned on the television and turned away.  

“Yes,” Bella whispered, “remember I fell asleep on top of you?”  

I smiled. “Twice, as I recall. I remember perfectly—child’s pose.”  

“No wonder I conceived,” she whispered again, a blush coloring her cheeks. This 

conversation ought to make Rosalie leave us alone. I should have thought of the tactic 

two weeks ago!  

“Bella, I think the child is ready to be born. I can feel his mind. He’s learned to 

associate kicking and sharp movements with your expressions of pain.” Rosalie’s ears 

perked up immediately. “He’s trying not to do those things, but he’s just too big for your 
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body. I think he would be fine if we delivered him. His brain seems highly developed and 

he’s definitely getting cramped. Our baby’s gestational period must be shorter than the 

human, nine-month equivalent.”  

“You think the baby is ready?”  

“Yes, I do. We don’t know what the baby’s signal for ‘ready’ would be if left to 

nature, but if it’s developed enough, which I think it is, we could deliver him or her safely 

now through a C-section. What do you think about delivering the baby sooner than forty 

centimeters?” 

“You’re sure?” Rosalie interrupted.  

I knelt down beside Bella again and put my ear to her belly. I could hear the baby 

better when I was very close. That was different. Maybe I was just learning its voice.  

“I’m about as sure as I can be,” I replied. “As soon as I grow familiar with his 

voice, I’ll be able to keep tabs on him during the delivery, like a baby monitor.”  

“I feel it too,” Bella said. “There’s no room for him to stretch or move in there. 

I’m so tight already, I don’t think he can grow much more inside of me. What do you 

think, Rose?”  

“I think you should trust your instincts. Do we know when Carlisle will be back?” 

Rosalie asked.    

“Before the four days that Carlisle predicted Bella would need, but hunting should 

take only one day.”  

We’re back. The thought had been directed at me. 

“Alice and Jasper are near. They’ll tell us,” I told Rosalie. I put my ear to my 

wife’s belly as if it were a telephone receiver. She was absolutely beaming.  

I’d been feeling so helpless since we found out Bella was pregnant, but that was 

starting to change. If we delivered the baby soon, we could stop waiting for its growth to 

kill her. And we should be able to get the baby out safely. Carlisle had done a lot of 

C-sections. Tearing through the protective membrane was an added complication, but it 

seemed straightforward, and it shouldn’t tax Bella’s heart any more than the incisions.  

“Hey, everybody,” Alice greeted us, coming in the kitchen door with Jasper close 

behind. “How’s tricks?” 

“Tricks is fine,” Bella croaked. “Edward can hear the baby!” 

“You can?” Alice was skeptical. 

“Yes, I started hearing him early this morning. He’s further advanced than we 

thought. When are Carlisle and Esme getting back?” 

“Tomorrow around noon,” replied Alice. “We brought some blood back with us, 

but Carlisle wanted to find more, so he and Esme went to Seattle. Emmett’s still hunting, 

Rose. He wanted to find a bear, but he should be back tonight.” 

“Good.”  

“Bella, shall I call Carlisle and tell him we want him to deliver the baby early?”  

“I think so, Edward,” Bella said. Rosalie nodded in agreement as she took the 
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insulated bag of blood from Alice and headed upstairs with it. 

“You’re going to deliver when Carlisle gets back?” Alice asked hopefully. 

“Yes,” Bella responded.  

“That’s great! I’ll be happier when I can see your future again, Bella. I suppose 

the baby’s future will be blank like Jacob’s, though. Okay, I have to get out of here now. 

Come on, Jaz.” Alice tugged on Jasper’s arm. 

“So, I’m going to be an uncle,” Jasper said as he started to follow Alice before 

turning back toward us. “I used to be an uncle, a long time ago. I always thought I would 

be a father someday. Looks like this is as close as I’ll get. Congratulations, both of you!” 

I felt myself smile at the prospect. This was the first time that becoming a father 

had seemed like an actual possibility—a good one, at any rate.  

Leah’s wolf mind suddenly interrupted my thoughts. 

“Bella, darling, Leah is here. I’m going to go talk to her, okay? Here’s Rose to 

stay with you for a few minutes.” Bella smiled and nodded and I headed to the front door. 

Leah, the wolf, was standing near the trees at the edge of the clearing. 

“Hello, Leah, what’s going on?”  

Where’s Jacob? Was that him burning rubber in that fancy car?  

“Yes, He went for a drive.”  

Why?  

“We were having a family moment in the house and it upset him.”  

The wolf’s hackles rose. Hold on. I’ll be right back. Leah moved backwards into 

the woods, keeping her eyes on me. In a moment, she returned to the clearing in her 

human form, dressed, but barefoot. She began walking toward me at a quick pace. When 

she was close, she said, “I want to speak to Bella.” 

“Speak to Bella?” I questioned. Leah continued right past me into the house. I 

followed, uncertain. 

“Bella,” she called when she entered the living room. Bella was propped up on the 

couch with Rosalie behind her. 

“Hello, Leah—” Bella began. 

“It’s time for you to take your claws out of Jacob. You’re killing him with all this 

‘Jacob, you’re my family,’ and ‘Jacob, come back soon,’ and so on and so forth. You’re 

married and hugely pregnant, no less, and you still expect him to be at your beck and call. 

He can’t have you, so why do you keep torturing him? Stick with your husband and leave 

him alone!”  

I stepped in, took Leah by the elbow, and marched her to the front door. How 

dare she upset Bella when she was so fragile? I wanted to smack her back to the forest, 

but I held my temper—with effort.  

Leah clenched her hands and pressed her lips on our way outside. When we 

reached the porch, I shut the door behind me and said in a low, controlled voice, “We 

appreciate everything you are doing for our family. We are extremely grateful for your 
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help, but you are not allowed to speak to my wife like that, ever. In fact, I would 

appreciate it if you didn’t speak to her at all at this time.”  

Leah jerked her arm away and headed into the forest.  

“Jacob will be back soon, I’m sure,” I muttered. Leah didn’t acknowledge me.  

Furious, I rushed into the house to find Rosalie sitting on the arm of the couch 

holding Bella. Tears flooded my wife’s cheeks.  

“I’m s…sorry, Edward,” she began when I entered the room. “I know I’m…”  

I dropped at her knees and wrapped my hands around her calves, one place that 

she was not bruised. 

“Shhh…shh…darling, it’s okay, there’s nothing for you to worry about. I am fine. 

Do you hear me? Fine. And Jacob is fine, too.” 

“I j…just feel that he’s p…part of our family. He is my family,” Bella sniffled, 

her tears still flowing swiftly. Wisely, for once, Rosalie kept her mouth shut. 

“Of course he is, Bella. He always will be. Leah had no right.” 

“Rose, help me lie down?” I lifted her feet and legs and Rosalie supported her 

back while we pivoted her to a prone position. Rosalie tucked a cushion under her head. I 

put a quilt over her and held her hand. I could hear the child inside of Bella wonder at the 

new sounds coming from its her. Bella shut her eyes and soon was breathing evenly, her 

heart rate returning to normal…slightly fast. 

“Those damn wolves,” Rosalie muttered under her breath. 

“Better be careful, Rose,” Alice called softly from upstairs. “The baby might be 

closely related to ‘those damn wolves…’” 

“What is she talking about?” Rosalie demanded. 

“Alice could be right. Carlisle and I are conjecturing that the baby will have 

twenty-four chromosomes, splitting the difference between human and vampire. We 

know that Jacob has twenty-four chromosomes and we assume that the other wolves do 

too. Or rather, the other shape-shifters, which is a more accurate description of what they 

are.” 

“The baby might be a wolf??” Rosalie was mortified. 

“Not necessarily. It might be genetically related to the wolf without having the 

wolf-gene ‘trigger.’” 

“Well, I hope he doesn’t want to tear his father apart!”  

“Me too,” I said ruefully. I’d certainly wanted to do away with him.  

I went to call Carlisle and then to store more venom. 

 

 

The day dragged on. Bella was both ecstatically happy and in a great deal of pain. It was 

nerve-wracking waiting for the delivery, but I was glad that Bella and I were on the same 

side again as far as the baby was concerned. She’d believed in him all along and now I 

did too.  
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After Bella ate a little dinner and fell asleep again, I went to Carlisle’s office to 

make sure it was ready for the baby’s delivery. I covered everything in white sheets, set 

up the bright lights, the heart monitor, laid out syringeslarge for the venom and smaller 

for morphinescalpel, clamps, scissors, gauze, and linens, and covered all of that in 

sterile plastic sheeting. We had six pints of blood left in the mini-fridge. It should be 

enough for two days.  

I would have preferred that Carlisle come home tonight. Our window of 

opportunity for the delivery was narrow. If we waited too long, Bella was sure to be 

injured again. If she was injured badly enough, she could hemorrhage and…. I rejected 

the thought. 

On the phone, I’d asked Carlisle to come back right away, telling him our news 

and that we’d all agreed it was time to deliver. He had a couple of stops he wanted to 

make in Seattle before coming home, though. His point was that Bella would soon finish 

off the blood supply and we wouldn’t have any left in case she needed transfusions to 

keep her going during surgery. And after the baby was born, he was likely to drink blood 

at an accelerated rate as he grew. We needed to be prepared to feed him donated blood 

until we could wean him onto animal blood or mother’s milk, or human food. 

Carlisle didn’t want to leave home again to acquire more blood after the baby was 

born. He thought it would be safer if he remained available for an extended period of 

time after the birth to monitor both mother and child. There wasn’t a doctor anywhere 

more qualified than Carlisle to do that and we couldn’t take the baby to a hospital if 

something went wrong. So Carlisle and Esme would stay to get more blood. He might 

have to go as far south as Tacoma if he couldn’t buy enough in Seattle.  

I heard Jacob’s voice from the main road. He was bringing the car back… 

good…he hadn’t rammed it into a tree…also good. I hadn’t been sure what he would do, 

but as a lover of fine automobiles it might actually have hurt him to crash an Aston 

Martin Vanquish. It was a classic beauty not often seen on the road.  

Jacob had not found what he was half-heartedly looking fora magical way out 

of his pain. I wished I could do something for him, but I didn’t know what. And now I 

had to make even more demands of him and ask for more favors. I did not relish the 

prospect. 

I checked to see that Bella was asleep under Rosalie’s watchful eye. When she 

woke up, she preferred having Rose take her to the bathroom over me, something about 

“maintaining the romance.” I loved my wife—beyond all measure did I love my 

wife—and the romance was not dead for me, only postponed. I was starting to see the 

possibility for a new life beyond this day, this week. It would be unpredictable (except 

for Alice, perhaps), but as long as Bella was there, it would be wonderful. 

I made my way out the kitchen door and back to the family garage to wait for 

Jacob. Unlike me, he was in despair of things ever getting better. He was imagining a 

desolate future for himself, but even so, was starting to make his peace with it. Possibly 
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he and Leah would form a pack of two. They did have some deep feelings in common, so 

perhaps she could be a friend to him. I was still furious at her for endangering Bella’s 

peace of mind and her health as well, but someone who would risk what she 

didwalking into the vampire’s den and defending Jacob’s happiness so fiercelymust 

be a good friend to him, must care about him. 

As soon as he killed the engine, I spoke. “A few things, Jacob.” He unfolded 

himself from the car slowly; Jacob was one big man. He tossed me the keys. 

“Thanks for the loan,” he said begrudgingly. What he thought was: What do you 

want now? 

He was right. I would ask for the favor to be repaidtwo- or threefold, probably. 

First things first, though.  

“I won’t let Bella be upset like that again. I don't care how justified Leah thinks 

she is! I didn't hurt her—of course I wouldn’t—but I’ll throw her out of the house if it 

happens again. I’ll launch her right across the river—” 

“Hold on. What did she say?”  

I breathed in once, trying to get control of my fury. I forced my voice to be calm. 

“Leah was unnecessarily harsh. I’m not going to pretend that I understand why 

Bella is unable to let go of you, but I do know that she does not behave this way to hurt 

you. She suffers a great deal over the pain she’s inflicting on you, and on me, by asking 

you to stay. What Leah said was uncalled for. Bella’s been crying—” 

He cut me off in disbelief. 

“Wait—Leah was yelling at Bella about me?” 

“You were quite vehemently championed,” I assured him. 

“I didn’t ask her to do that.” Jacob was surprised. 

“I know.” 

“I can’t promise to control Leah. I won’t do that. But I’ll talk to her, okay? And I 

don’t think there’ll be a repeat. Leah’s not one to hold back, so she probably got it all off 

her chest today.” 

“I would say so.” 

“Anyway, I’ll talk to Bella about it, too. She doesn’t need to feel bad. This one’s 

on me,” he promised. “Is she okay?” 

“She’s…better in some ways. Aside from Leah’s tirade and the resulting guilt.” 

Better. Because you’re hearing the monster and everything is all love-dovey now. 

Fantastic, Jacob thought. 

“It’s a bit more than that,” I told him. “Now that I can make out the child’s 

thoughts, it’s apparent that he or she has remarkably developed mental faculties. He can 

understand us, to an extent.” 

Jacob’s jaw dropped. “Are you serious?” 

“Yes. He seems to have a vague sense of what hurts her now. He’s trying to avoid 

that, as much as possible. He…loves her. Already. The progress, I believe is more than 
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we’d judged. When Carlisle returns—” 

“They’re not back?” Jacob interrupted, concerned that Sam’s pack might be 

planning something. 

“Alice and Jasper are. Carlisle sent all the blood he was able to acquire, but it 

wasn’t as much as he was hoping for—Bella will use up this supply in another day the 

way her appetite has grown. Carlisle stayed to try another source. I don’t think that’s 

necessary now, but he wants to be covered for any eventuality.” 

“Why isn’t it necessary? If she needs more?” 

I addressed the next item. Jacob wasn’t going to take this one well.  

“I’m trying to persuade Carlisle to deliver the baby as soon as he is back.” 

“What?” 

“The child seems to be attempting to avoid rough movements, but it’s difficult. 

He’s become too big. It’s madness to wait, when he’s clearly developed beyond what 

Carlisle had guessed. Bella’s too fragile to delay.” 

I saw the words hit him like a physical blow. He believed, as I had previously, that 

Bella would die during the delivery. He stared at me, gaping. Then I saw a light in his eyes 

as he recognized the implication I was making. 

“You think she’s going to make it,” he whispered. 

“Yes. That was the other thing I wanted to talk to you about.” I waited for Jacob to 

respond, but he remained silent, stunned.  

I went on. “Yes. Waiting as we have been, for the child to be ready, that was 

insanely dangerous. At any moment it could have been too late. But if we’re proactive 

about this, if we act quickly, I see no reason why it should not go well. Knowing the child’s 

mind is unbelievably helpful. Thankfully, Bella and Rose agree with me. Now that I’ve 

convinced them it’s safe for the child if we proceed, there’s nothing to keep this from 

working.” 

“When will Carlisle be back?” he asked apprehensively. 

“By noon tomorrow.” 

I felt his grief rise like a tidal wave, threatening to overtake him. He had been 

depending on those extra days with Bella and now I was telling him that his beloved human 

Bella would be gone in less than a day. To him, she soon would be dead. He was 

staggered…and heartbroken. 

“I’m sorry,” I said softly. “I am truly sorry for the pain this causes you, Jacob. 

Though you hate me, I must admit that I don’t feel the same about you. I think of you as 

a…a brother in many ways. A comrade in arms, at the very least. I regret your suffering 

more than you realize. But Bella is going to survive,” I said fiercely, willing it to be so, 

“and I know that’s what really matters to you.” 

All of this honesty was preparatory to asking him for another favor. I was willing to 

beg. I had no pride when it came to my Bella. Whatever she needed, I would sacrifice 

whatever I had, whatever I was, to get it for her. And she needed this. We needed this. 
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Indeed, my whole family needed it.  

“So I hate to do this now, while you’re already dealing with too much, but, clearly, 

there is little time. I have to ask you for something—to beg, if I must.” 

“I don’t have anything left.” The words barely made it past the grief that was 

choking him. I hurt for him. I reached out to support him, but thought better of it. He 

wouldn’t want that. Not from me. 

“I know how much you have given,” I acknowledged. “But this is something you 

do have, and only you. I’m asking this of the true Alpha, Jacob. I’m asking this of 

Ephraim’s heir.” 

He didn’t know what I was asking. I continued when he didn’t respond.  

“I want your permission to deviate from what we agreed to in our treaty with 

Ephraim. I want you to grant us an exception. I want your permission to save her life. 

You know I’ll do it anyway, but I don’t want to break faith with you if there is any way 

to avoid it. We never intended to go back on our word, and we don’t do it lightly now. I 

want your understanding, Jacob, because you know exactly why we do this. I want the 

alliance between our families to survive when this is over.” 

Jacob reacted immediately by deferring to Sam, as leader of the Quileute pack. But 

not only did I believe Sam wouldn’t grant us the exception, I thought Jacob would. And 

Jacob was the true heir to the treaty—not the son of Joshua Uley. 

It’s not my decision, he thought, scrambling for a way to refute his authority. 

“It is, Jacob, and you know it. Your word on this will condemn us or absolve us. 

Only you can give this to me.” 

Jacob was fraught. He didn’t see how he could grant permission to change Bella 

into something he loathed, into one of the “enemies.” It went against everything in him. He 

could not answer me. 

“We don’t have much time,” I pressed. Now that Rose and Bella had agreed, I knew 

that if Bella took a turn for the worse, I would move to deliver the child immediately, with 

or without Carlisle. Both Rosalie and I had studied medicine—I out of intellectual curiosity 

and esteem for Carlisle’s calling, and she to help Carlisle keep up with advancements—and 

I thought she would be a good surgical assistant in a pinch, as long as she was willing…and 

now I believed that she was. 

Jacob was trying to absorb the last blow and he needed time to close the wound. He 

began walking toward the house and I followed. He was surprised at himself, how little it 

bothered him now to walk side-by-side with me, his sworn enemy. We might be on 

opposite sides of an ancient feud, but in this particular case, we both wanted the same 

thing—Bella’s survival. I thought I knew Jacob well enough by now to believe that he 

would grant me his dispensation. But not just yet. 

I heard the rattling sound of a straw sucking at empty air and dashed into the house 

ahead of Jacob. 

“Bella, love, I thought you were sleeping. I’m sorry, I wouldn’t have left.” 
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“Don’t worry. I just got so thirsty—it woke me up. It’s a good thing Carlisle is 

bringing more. This kid is going to need it when he gets out of me.” 

“True. That’s a good point.” It was, actually. Who knew how much the kid would 

drink as he got larger outside of his mother? Carlisle needed to get more blood. It 

mattered to me suddenly, because I now had an interest in saving the child too. 

“I wonder if he’ll want anything else.”  

“I suppose we’ll find out.” 

Then Jacob stepped into the room and my wife beamed at him, thrilled to see him 

again. I felt the familiar stabbing pain in my heart. Bella’s look lasted for only a second, 

though, before her face collapsed into an uncontrolled mass of twitching muscles as she 

tried to hold back her tears.  

“Hey, Bells,” Jacob interjected. “How ya doing?” 

“I’m fine,” she murmured. 

“Big day today, huh? Lots of new stuff.” 

“You don’t have to do that, Jacob.” 

“Don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said, coming over to sit near us on the 

arm of the couch. 

Bella didn’t believe him. “I’m so s—” 

Jacob halted her words by holding her lips together with two fingers, making her 

look silly. 

“Jake,” she tried to say between his fingers. 

“You can talk when you stop being stupid,” he said.  

“Fine,” she mumbled, “ah wa sa ah…,” which meant, I think, “I won’t say it.” 

Jacob let go. 

“Sorry,” she blurted out, then grinned. Jacob rolled his eyes and grinned back, and 

their equilibrium was restored.  

Jacob was thinking about how Bella was not only the love of his life, but also his 

best friend. Someone who knew him better than anyone else did. Someone who loved him 

and whom he loved. He could not find it in his heart to give that up for a principle that 

seemed increasingly irrelevant in the present time. Our clans had begun to mix. Seth was 

like a son to me, Jacob like a brother, and I would always be grateful to Sam for having 

saved Bella when I left her crumpled in the woods a year ago. Billy Black was a good man. 

The wolves were our allies. 

Jacob sighed heavily as he weighed all of this. 

Fine! Go ahead. Save her, he barked at me silently in his mind. As Ephraim’s 

heir, you have my permission, my word, that this will not violate the treaty. The others 

will just have to blame me. You were right—they can’t deny that it’s my right to agree to 

this. 

“Thank you,” I whispered softly so Bella couldn’t hear me. But my gratitude was 

utterly sincere, utterly heartfelt. There wasn’t anything I could think of at that moment 
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that I wouldn’t do for Jacob, if he let me, but I knew he wouldn’t accept anything from 

me. Except Bella, obviously. 


