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But of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil,
thou shalt not eat of it:

for in the day that thou eatest thereof
thou shalt surely die.

Genesis2:17

PREFACE

I'd never given much thought to how | would die— though I'd had reason enough in the last few months
— but evenif | had, | would not haveimagined it likethis.



| stared without breathing across the long room, into the dark eyes of the hunter, and he looked
pleasantly back at me.

Surdly it was agood way to die, in the place of someone else, someone | loved. Noble, even. That ought
to count for something.

| knew that if I'd never goneto Forks, | wouldn't be facing desth now. But, terrified as| was, | couldn't
bring mysdlf to regret the decision. When life offers you adream so far beyond any of your expectations,
it's not reasonable to grieve when it comes to an end.

The hunter smiled in afriendly way as he sauntered forward to kill me.

1. FIRST SIGHT

My mother drove meto the airport with the windows rolled down. It was seventy-five degreesin
Phoenix, the sky a perfect, cloudless blue. | was wearing my favorite shirt — deeveless, white eyelet
lace; | waswearing it asafarewell gesture. My carry-on item was a parka.

In the Olympic Peninsula of northwest Washington State, asmall town named Forks exists under a
near-constant cover of clouds. It rains on thisinconsequentia town more than any other placein the
United States of America. It wasfrom thistown and its gloomy, omnipresent shade that my mother
escaped with mewhen | was only afew monthsold. It wasin thistown that I'd been compelled to spend
amonth every summer until | was fourteen. That wasthe year | finaly put my foot down; these past three
summers, my dad, Charlie, vacationed with mein Cdiforniafor two weeks instead.

It wasto Forksthat | now exiled mysdlf— an action that | took with great horror. | detested Forks.
| loved Phoenix. | loved the sun and the blistering hest. | loved the vigorous, sprawling city.

"Bdla" my mom said to me — thelast of athousand times— before | got on the plane. ™Y ou don't have
to do this

My mom looks like me, except with short hair and laugh lines. | felt agpasm of panic as| stared at her
wide, childlike eyes. How could | leave my loving, erratic, harebrained mother to fend for hersdf? Of
course she had Phil now, so the billswould probably get paid, there would be food in the refrigerator,
gasin her car, and someoneto cal when she got logt, but ill...

"l want to go," | lied. I'd dways been abad liar, but I'd been saying thislie so frequently lately that it
sounded almost convincing now.

"Tel Chaliel sad hi."
"Twill."

"I'll see you soon," sheinsisted. ™Y ou can come home whenever you want — I'll come right back as soon
asyou need me."

But | could see the sacrifice in her eyes behind the promise.

"Don't worry about me," | urged. "It'l be grest. | love you, Mom."



She hugged metightly for aminute, and then | got on the plane, and she was gone.

It'safour-hour flight from Phoenix to Sesttle, another hour in asmal plane up to Port Angeles, and then
an hour drive back down to Forks. Flying doesn't bother me; the hour in the car with Charlie, though, |
was alittle worried about.

Charlie had redlly been fairly nice about the whole thing. He seemed genuinely pleased that | was coming
to live with him for the first time with any degree of permanence. Hed aready gotten me registered for
high school and was going to help me get acar.

But it was sure to be awkward with Charlie. Neither of uswas what anyone would call verbose, and |
didn't know what there wasto say regardless. | knew he was more than allittle confused by my decison
— like my mother before me, | hadn't made a secret of my distaste for Forks.

When | landed in Port Angeles, it wasraining. | didn't seeit asan omen— just unavoidable. I'd aready
said my goodbyesto the sun.

Charlie was waiting for me with the cruiser. This| was expecting, too. Charlieis Police Chief Swan tothe
good people of Forks. My primary motivation behind buying acar, despite the scarcity of my funds, was
that | refused to be driven around town in acar with red and blue lights on top. Nothing dows down
traffic like a.cop.

Charlie gave me an awkward, one-armed hug when | ssumbled my way off the plane.

"It'sgood to seeyou, Bells" he said, smiling as he automatically caught and steadied me. "Y ou haven't
changed much. How's Renée?"

"Mom'sfine. It'sgood to see you, too, Dad.” | wasn't dlowed to cal him Charlieto hisface.

| had only afew bags. Most of my Arizona clothes were too permeable for Washington. My mom and |
had pooled our resources to supplement my winter wardrobe, but it was still scanty. It dl fit easily into
thetrunk of the cruiser.

"I found agood car for you, redly cheap," he announced when we were strapped in.

"What kind of car?" | was suspicious of the way he said "good car for you" as opposed to just "good

"Well, it'satruck actudly, aChevy."

"Wheredid you find it?'

"Do you remember Billy Black down at LaPush?' LaPushisthetiny Indian reservation on the coast.
"No."

"He used to go fishing with us during the summer,” Charlie prompted.

That would explain why | didn't remember him. | do agood job of blocking painful, unnecessary things
from my memory.

"He'sin awhedchair now," Charlie continued when | didn't respond, "so he can't drive anymore, and he
offered to sell me histruck cheap.”

"What year isit?" | could see from his change of expression that this was the question he was hoping |



wouldn't ask.

"Well, Billy'sdone alot of work on the engine— it'sonly afew yearsold, redly.”

| hoped he didn't think o little of me asto believe | would give up that easily. "When did he buy it?*
"Hebought it in 1984, | think."

"Did hebuy it new?'

"Well, no. | think it was new in the early sixties— or latefifties a the earliest," he admitted sheepishly.

"Ch— Dad, | don't redlly know anything about cars. | wouldn't be ableto fix it if anything went wrong,
and | couldn't afford amechanic...”

"Redlly, Bella, the thing runs great. They don't build them like that anymore.”
The thing, | thought to mysdif... it had possibilities— asanickname, a the very least.
"How chegp ischeagp?' After dl, that wasthe part | couldn't compromise on.

"Well, honey, | kind of aready bought it for you. Asahomecoming gift." Charlie peeked sideways at me
with ahopeful expression.

Wow. Free.
"You didn't need to do that, Dad. | was going to buy mysdf acar.”

"I don't mind. | want you to be happy here." He was|looking ahead at the road when he said this. Charlie
wasn't comfortable with expressing his emotions out loud. | inherited that from him. So | waslooking
straight ahead as | responded.

"That'sreally nice, Dad. Thanks. | really appreciateit." No need to add that my being happy in Forksis
an impossibility. He didn't need to suffer along with me. And I never looked afree truck in the mouth —

or engine.
"Well, now, you're welcome,” he mumbled, embarrassed by my thanks.

We exchanged afew more comments on the weather, which was wet, and that was pretty much it for
Conversation. We stared out the windowsin slence.

It was beautiful, of course; | couldn't deny that. Everything was green: the trees, their trunks covered with
moass, their branches hanging with acanopy of it, the ground covered with ferns. Even the air filtered
down greenly through the leaves.

It was too green — an dlien planet.

Eventually we madeit to Charlies. He il lived in the small, two-bedroom house that he'd bought with
my mother in the early days of their marriage. Those were the only kind of daystheir marriage had — the
early ones. There, parked on the street in front of the house that never changed, was my new — well,
new to me — truck. It was afaded red color, with big, rounded fenders and a bulbous cab. To my
intense surprise, | lovedit. | didn't know if it would run, but | could see mysdif init. Plus, it was one of
those solid iron affairsthat never gets damaged — the kind you see at the scene of an accident, paint
unscratched, surrounded by the pieces of the foreign car it had destroyed.



"Wow, Dad, | loveit! Thanks!" Now my horrific day tomorrow would be just that much less dreadful. |
wouldn't be faced with the choice of either walking two milesin therain to school or accepting aridein
the Chief's cruiser.

"I'm glad you likeit," Charlie said gruffly, embarrassed again.

It took only onetrip to get al my stuff upstairs. | got the west bedroom that faced out over the front yard.
The room was familiar; it had been belonged to me since | was born. The wooden floor, the light blue
walls, the peaked celling, the yellowed lace curtains around the window — these were dl apart of my
childhood. The only changes Charlie had ever made were switching the crib for abed and adding a desk
as| grew. The desk now held a secondhand computer, with the phone line for the modem stapled along
the floor to the nearest phone jack. Thiswas a stipulation from my mother, so that we could stay in touch
eadly. Therocking chair from my baby dayswas il in the corner.

There was only one smdll bathroom at the top of the gtairs, which | would have to share with Charlie. |
wastrying not to dwell too much on that fact.

One of the best things about Charlie is he doesn't hover. He left me adone to unpack and get settled, a
feat that would have been atogether impossible for my mother. It was nice to be done, not to have to
smile and look pleased; arelief to stare dgjectedly out the window at the sheeting rain and let just afew
tears escape. | wasn't in the mood to go on aredl crying jag. | would save that for bedtime, when |
would have to think about the coming morning.

Forks High School had afrightening tota of only three hundred and fifty-seven — now fifty-eight —
students; there were more than seven hundred peoplein my junior class alone back home. All of the kids
here had grown up together — their grandparents had been toddlers together.

| would be the new girl from the big city, acuriosity, afreak.

Maybe, if | looked likeagirl from Phoenix should, | could work thisto my advantage. But physicaly, I'd
never fitin anywhere. | should be tan, sporty, blond — avolleybal player, or a cheerleader, perhaps—
al thethingsthat go with living inthevalley of the sun.

Instead, | wasivory-skinned, without even the excuse of blue eyes or red hair, despite the constant
sunshine. | had aways been dender, but soft somehow, obvioudy not an athlete; | didn't havethe
necessary hand-eye coordination to play sportswithout humiliating myself — and harming both mysdlf
and anyone else who stood too close.

When [ finished putting my clothesin the old pine dresser, | took my bag of bathroom necessitiesand
went to the communal bathroom to clean myself up after the day of travel. | looked a my facein the
mirror as| brushed through my tangled, damp hair. Maybe it was the light, but aready | looked sallower,
unheslthy. My skin could be pretty — it was very clear, almost tranducent-looking — but it all depended
on color. | had no color here.

Facing my pdlid reflection in the mirror, | was forced to admit that | waslying to myself. It wasn't just
physicdly that I'd never fitin. And if | couldn't find aniche in aschool with three thousand people, what
were my chances here?

| didn't relate well to people my age. Maybe the truth wasthat | didn't relate well to people, period. Even
my mother, who | was closer to than anyone else on the planet, was never in harmony with me, never on
exactly the same page. Sometimes | wondered if | was seeing the same things through my eyesthat the
rest of the world was seeing through theirs. Maybe there was aglitch in my brain. But the cause didn't
matter. All that mattered was the effect. And tomorrow would be just the beginning.



| didn't deep well that night, even after | was done crying. The constant whooshing of therain and wind
across the roof wouldn't fade into the background. | pulled the faded old quilt over my head, and later
added the pillow, too. But | couldn't fall adeep until after midnight, when therain findly settled into a
Quieter drizzle.

Thick fogwasal | could see out my window inthe morning, and | could fed the claustrophobia creeping
up on me. You could never seethe sky here; it waslike acage.

Breskfast with Charlie was a quiet event. He wished me good luck at schoal. | thanked him, knowing his
hope was wasted. Good luck tended to avoid me. Charlieleft fird, off to the police station that was his
wife and family. After heleft, | sat at the old square oak table in one of the three unmatching chairsand
examined hissmdl kitchen, with its dark panded wadlls, bright yellow cabinets, and white linoleum floor.
Nothing was changed. My mother had painted the cabinets eighteen years ago in an attempt to bring
some sunshineinto the house. Over the smdl fireplace in the adjoining handkerchief-sized family room
wasarow of pictures. First awedding picture of Charlie and my mom in LasVegas, then one of the
three of usin the hospitd after | was born, taken by ahe pful nurse, followed by the procession of my
school pictures up to last year's. Those were embarrassing to look at — | would have to seewhat |
could do to get Charlieto put them somewhere else, a least while | wasliving here.

It wasimpossible, being in thishouse, not to redlize that Charlie had never gotten over my mom. It made
me uncomfortable.

| didn't want to be too early to school, but | couldn't stay in the house anymore. | donned my jacket —
which had thefed of abiohazard suit — and headed out into therain.

It wasjust drizzling till, not enough to soak me through immediately as | reached for the house key that
was always hidden under the eaves by the door, and locked up. The doshing of my new waterproof
boots was unnerving. | missed the norma crunch of gravel as| waked. | couldn't pause and admire my
truck again as| wanted; | wasin ahurry to get out of the misty wet that swirled around my head and
clung to my hair under my hood.

Inside thetruck, it was nice and dry. Either Billy or Charlie had obvioudy cleaned it up, but the tan
upholstered seats till smelled faintly of tobacco, gasoline, and peppermint. The engine started quickly, to
my relief, but loudly, roaring to life and then idling &t top volume. Wdll, atruck this old was bound to
have aflaw. The antique radio worked, aplusthat | hadn't expected.

Finding the school wasn't difficult, though I'd never been there before. The school was, like most other
things, just off the highway. It was not obviousthat it was aschool; only the sign, which declared it to be
the Forks High School, made me stop. It looked like a collection of matching houses, built with
maroon-colored bricks. There were so many trees and shrubs | couldn't seeitssize at first. Where was
thefed of theingtitution? | wondered nogtalgicaly. Where were the chain-link fences, the metal
detectors?

| parked in front of thefirgt building, which had asmal sign over the door reading front office. No one
elsewas parked there, so | was sureit was off limits, but | decided | would get directionsinside instead
of circlingaround intherain likeanidiot. | stepped unwillingly out of the toasty truck cab and walked
down alittle stone path lined with dark hedges. | took a deep breath before opening the door.

Insde, it was brightly lit, and warmer than I'd hoped. The office was smdll; alittle waiting areawith
padded folding chairs, orange-flecked commercia carpet, notices and awards cluttering the wals, abig
clock ticking loudly. Plants grew everywherein large plastic pots, asif there wasn't enough greenery



outside. The room was cut in haf by along counter, cluttered with wire baskets full of papers and
brightly colored flyerstaped to its front. There were three desks behind the counter, one of which was
manned by alarge, red-haired woman wearing glasses. She was wearing a purple t-shirt, which
immediately made me fed overdressed.

The red-haired woman looked up. "Can | help you?"

"I'm Isabella Swan,” | informed her, and saw the immediate avarenesslight her eyes. | was expected, a
topic of gossip no doubt. Daughter of the Chief'sflighty ex-wife, come home at last.

"Of course," she said. She dug through a precarioudly stacked pile of documents on her desk till she
found the ones she waslooking for. "1 have your schedule right here, and amap of the schoal.” She
brought severa sheetsto the counter to show roe.

She went through my classesfor me, highlighting the best route to each on the map, and gave meadip to
have each teacher Sign, which | wasto bring back at the end of the day. She smiled at me and hoped,
like Charlie, that | would likeit herein Forks. | smiled back as convincingly as| could.

When | went back out to my truck, other students were starting to arrive. | drove around the school,
following the line of traffic. | was glad to seethat most of the carswere older like mine, nothing flashy. At
home I'd lived in one of the few lower-income neighborhoods that were included in the Paradise Valey
Didtrict. It was acommon thing to see anew Mercedes or Porschein the student lot. The nicest car here
was ashiny Volvo, and it stood out. Still, | cut the engine as soon as| wasin aspot, so that the
thunderous volume wouldn't draw attention to me.

| looked at the map in the truck, trying to memorize it now; hopefully 1 wouldn't have to walk around with
it suck infront of my nosedl day. | stuffed everything in my bag, dung the strgp over my shoulder, and
sucked in ahuge breath. | can do this, | lied to mysdlf feebly. No one was going to bite me. | findly
exhaled and stepped out of the truck.

| kept my face pulled back into my hood as | walked to the sdewalk, crowded with teenagers. My plain
black jacket didn't stand out, | noticed with relief.

Once | got around the cafeteria, building three was easy to spot. A large black 3" was painted on a
white square on the east corner. | felt my breathing gradually creeping toward hyperventilation as|
approached the door. | tried holding my breath as| followed two unisex raincoats through the door.

The classroom was small. The peoplein front of me stopped just inside the door to hang up their coats
on along row of hooks. | copied them. They were two girls, one a porcelain-colored blonde, the other
aso pae, with light brown hair. At least my skin wouldn't be a standout here.

| took the dip up to the teacher, atal, balding man whose desk had anameplate identifying him as Mr.
Mason. He gawked a me when he saw my name — not an encouraging response — and of course |
flushed tomato red. But at least he sent me to an empty desk at the back without introducing meto the
class. It was harder for my new classmates to Stare at mein the back, but somehow, they managed. |
kept my eyes down on the reading list the teacher had given me. It wasfairly basic: Bronte, Shakespeare,
Chaucer, Faulkner. I'd dready read everything. That was comforting... and boring. | wondered if my
mom would send me my folder of old essays, or if shewould think that was cheating. | went through
different arguments with her in my head while the teecher droned on.

When the bell rang, anasad buzzing sound, agangly boy with skin problems and hair black asan ail dick
leaned acrossthe aideto talk to me.



"You'relsabella Swan, aren't you?' Helooked like the overly helpful, chess club type.
"Bella" | corrected. Everyone within athree-seat radius turned to look at me.
"Where's your next class?' he asked.

| had to check in my bag. "Um, Government, with Jefferson, in building six.”

There was nowhere to look without meeting curious eyes.

"I'm headed toward building four, | could show you theway..." Definitely over-hepful. "I'm Eric," he
added.

| smiled tentetively. "Thanks."

We got our jackets and headed out into the rain, which had picked up. | could have sworn severa
people behind us were walking close enough to eavesdrop. | hoped | wasn't getting paranoid.

"So, thisisalot different than Phoenix, huh?"' he asked.
"Very."

"It doesn't rain much there, doesit?'

"Three or four timesayear.”

"Wow, what must that be like?" he wondered.
"Sunny,” | told him.

"Y ou don't look very tan."

"My mother is part dbino."

He studied my face gpprehensively, and | sghed. It looked like clouds and a sense of humor didn't mix.
A few months of thisand I'd forget how to use sarcasm.

Wewalked back around the cafeteria, to the south buildings by the gym. Eric walked meright to the
door, though it was clearly marked.

"Wll, good luck," he said as | touched the handle. "Maybe wéll have some other classestogether.” He
sounded hopeful.

| smiled at him vaguely and went ingde.

The rest of the morning passed in about the same fashion. My Trigonometry teacher, Mr. Varner, who |
would have hated anyway just becauise of the subject he taught, was the only one who made me stand in
front of the class and introduce mysdlf. | ssammered, blushed, and tripped over my own boots on the
way to my seet.

After two classes, | started to recognize severd of the facesin each class. There was always someone
braver than the others who would introduce themsel ves and ask me questions about how | wasliking
Forks. | tried to be diplomatic, but mostly | just lied alot. At least | never needed the map.

Onegirl sat next to mein both Trig and Spanish, and she walked with me to the cafeteriafor lunch. She
wastiny, severd inches shorter than my five feet four inches, but her wildly curly dark hair made up alot



of the difference between our heights. | couldn't remember her name, so | smiled and nodded as she
prattled about teachers and classes. | didn't try to keep up.

We sat at the end of afull table with severd of her friends, who she introduced to me. | forgot all their
names as soon as she spoke them. They seemed impressed by her bravery in speaking to me. The boy
from English, Eric, waved a me from across the room.

It was there, Sitting in the lunchroom, trying to make conversation with seven curious strangers, thet | first
saw them.

They were Sitting in the corner of the cafeteria, asfar away from where | sat as possible in the long room.
There were five of them. They weren't talking, and they weren't eating, though they each had atray of
untouched food in front of them. They weren't gawking at me, unlike most of the other students, so it was
safeto Sare at them without fear of meeting an excessively interested pair of eyes. But it was none of
these things that caught, and held, my attention.

They didn't look anything dike. Of the three boys, one was big— muscled like a serious weight lifter,
with dark, curly hair. Another wastdler, leaner, but still muscular, and honey blond. The last waslanky,
less bulky, with untidy, bronze-colored hair. He was more boyish than the others, who looked like they
could bein college, or even teachers here rather than students.

The girlswere opposites. Thetall one was statuesque. She had abeautiful figure, the kind you saw on the
cover of the Sports lllustrated swimsuit issue, the kind that made every girl around her take ahit on her
sdlf-esteem just by being in the same room. Her hair was golden, gently waving to the middle of her

back. The short girl was pixidike, thinin the extreme, with small festures. Her hair was a deep black,
cropped short and pointing in every direction.

And yet, they were dl exactly dike. Every one of them was chalky pae, the palest of al the students
living in thissunlesstown. Paler than me, theahbino. They dl had very dark eyes despite therangein hair
tones. They dso had dark shadows under those eyes— purplish, bruisdike shadows. Asif they weredl
auffering from adeepless night, or dmost done recovering from abroken nose. Though their noses, dl
their features, were straight, perfect, angular.

But dl thisisnot why | couldn't look away.

| stared because their faces, so different, so smilar, were dl devagtatingly, inhumanly beautiful. They
were faces you never expected to see except perhaps on the airbrushed pages of afashion magazine. Or
painted by an old master asthe face of an angdl. It was hard to decide who was the most beautiful —
maybe the perfect blond girl, or the bronze-haired boy.

They were dl looking away — away from each other, away from the other students, away from anything
inparticular asfar as| could tell. As| watched, the small girl rose with her tray — unopened soda,
unbitten apple — and walked away with a quick, graceful lope that belonged on arunway. | watched,
amazed at her lithe dancer's step, till she dumped her tray and glided through the back door, faster than |
would have thought possible. My eyes darted back to the others, who sat unchanging.

"Who are they?" | asked the girl from my Spanish class, whose name I'd forgotten.

As shelooked up to seewho | meant — though aready knowing, probably, from my tone— suddenly
he looked at her, the thinner one, the boyish one, the youngest, perhaps. He looked a my neighbor for
just afraction of asecond, and then his dark eyesflickered to mine.

Helooked away quickly, more quickly than | could, though in aflush of embarrassment | dropped my



eyesat once. Inthat brief flash of aglance, hisface held nothing of interest — it was asif she had cdled
his name, and he'd looked up in involuntary response, aready having decided not to answer.

My neighbor giggled in embarrassment, looking at thetablelikel did.

"That's Edward and Emmett Cullen, and Rosdie and Jasper Hae. The one who left was Alice Cullen,
they al live together with Dr. Cullen and hiswife." She said thisunder her breath.

| glanced sdeways at the beautiful boy, who waslooking at histray now, picking abagel to pieceswith
long, paefingers. His mouth was moving very quickly, his perfect lips barely opening. The other three il
looked away, and yet | felt he was speaking quietly to them.

Strange, unpopular names, | thought. The kinds of names grandparents had. But maybe that was in vogue
here— amdl town names? | finally remembered that my neighbor was cdled Jessica, a perfectly
common name. There were two girls named Jessicain my History class back home.

"They are... very nice-looking." | struggled with the conspicuous understatement.

"Yed" Jesscaagreed with another giggle. "They'redl together though — Emmett and Rosdie, and
Jasper and Alice, | mean. And they live together." Her voice held dl the shock and condemnation of the
small town, | thought critically. But, if | was being honest, | had to admit that even in Phoenix, it would
cause gossip.

"Which ones arethe Cullens?' | asked. "They don't ook related..."

"Oh, they'renat. Dr. Cullenisredly young, in histwenties or early thirties. They're dl adopted. The
Hales are brother and Sster, twins— the blondes— and they're foster children.”

"They look alittleold for foster children.”

"They are now, Jasper and Rosalie are both eighteen, but they've been with Mrs. Cullen since they were
eight. She'stheir aunt or something like that."

"That'sredlly kind of nice— for them to take care of al those kids like that, when they're so young and
everything."

"l guess s0," Jessicaadmitted reluctantly, and | got the impression that she didn't like the doctor and his
wifefor some reason. With the glances she was throwing at their adopted children, | would presumethe
reason was jealousy. "l think that Mrs. Cullen can't have any kids, though,” she added, asif that lessened
their kindness,

Throughout al this conversation, my eyesflickered again and again to the table where the strange family
sat. They continued to look at the walls and not edt.

"Havethey dwayslivedin Forks?' | asked. Surely | would have noticed them on one of my summers
here.

"No," shesaid in avoicethat implied it should be obvious, evento anew ariva likeme. "They just
moved down two years ago from somewherein Alaska."

| felt asurge of pity, and relief. Pity because, as beautiful asthey were, they were outsders, clearly not
accepted. Relief that | wasn't the only newcomer here, and certainly not the most interesting by any
standard.



As| examined them, the youngest, one of the Cullens, looked up and met my gaze, thistime with evident
curiosity in hisexpresson. As| looked swiftly away, it seemed to methat his glance held some kind of
unmet expectation.

"Which oneisthe boy with the reddish brown hair?' | asked. | peeked a him from the corner of my eye,
and hewas gill staring at me, but not gawking like the other students had today — he had adightly
frustrated expression. | looked down again.

"That's Edward. He's gorgeous, of course, but don't waste your time. He doesn't date. Apparently none
of the girls here are good-looking enough for him." She sniffed, aclear case of sour grapes. | wondered
when held turned her down.

| bit my lip to hidemy smile. Then | glanced at him again. Hisface was turned away, but | thought his
cheek appeared lifted, asif he were smiling, too.

After afew more minutes, the four of them left the table together. They al were noticeably graceful —
even the big, brawny one. It was unsettling to watch. The one named Edward didn't look at me again.

| sat at the table with Jessicaand her friendslonger than | would haveif I'd been sitting done. | was
anxious not to be late for class on my first day. One of my new acquaintances, who consderately
reminded me that her name was Angela, had Biology 11 with me the next hour. We walked to class
together in silence. She was shy, too.

When we entered the classroom, Angelawent to Sit at a black-topped |ab table exactly like the ones|
was used to. She dready had aneighbor. In fact, al the tables were filled but one. Next to the center
ade, | recognized Edward Cullen by hisunusud hair, Sitting next to that sSingle open sedt.

As| walked down the aideto introduce mysdlf to the teacher and get my dip sgned, | waswatching him
surreptitioudy. Just as| passed, he suddenly went rigid in his seet. He stared a me again, meeting my
eyes with the Strangest expression on hisface— it was hogtile, furious. | looked away quickly, shocked,
going red again. | sumbled over abook in the walkway and had to catch myself on the edge of atable,
Thegirl gtting there giggled.

I'd noticed that his eyes were black — coal black.

Mr. Banner sgned my dip and handed me abook with no nonsense about introductions. | could tell we
were going to get dong. Of course, he had no choice but to send me to the one open seet in the middle
of theroom. | kept my eyesdown as| went to sit by him, bewildered by the antagonistic stare he'd given
me.

| didn't look up as| set my book on the table and took my seat, but | saw his posture change from the
corner of my eye. He wasleaning awvay from me, stting on the extreme edge of hischair and averting his
face like he smelled something bad. Inconspicuoudy, | sniffed my hair. It smdlled like Srawberries, the
scent of my favorite shampoo. It seemed an innocent enough odor. | let my hair fall over my right
shoulder, making adark curtain between us, and tried to pay attention to the teacher.

Unfortunately the lecture was on cdllular anatomy, something I'd dready studied. | took notes carefully
anyway, dwayslooking down.

| couldn't stop myself from peeking occasiondly through the screen of my hair at the strange boy next to
me. During the whole class, he never relaxed his iff position on the edge of hischair, Sitting asfar from
meas possible. | could see hishand on hisleft leg was clenched into afist, tendons standing out under his
pale skin. This, too, he never relaxed. He had the long deeves of hiswhite shirt pushed up to hiselbows,



and hisforearm was surprisingly hard and muscular benesth hislight skin. Hewasn't nearly asdight as
he'd looked next to his burly brother.

The class seemed to drag on longer than the others. Was it because the day wasfindly coming to a
close, or because | waswaiting for histight fist to loosen? It never did; he continued to Sit so till it
looked like he wasn't breathing. What was wrong with him? Wasthis his norma behavior? | questioned
my judgment on Jessicas bitterness at lunch today. Maybe she was not as resentful as I'd thought.

It couldn't have anything to do with me. He didn't know me from Eve.

| peeked up at him one moretime, and regretted it. He was glaring down a me again, his black eyesfull
of revulsion. As| flinched away from him, shrinking againgt my chair, the phrase if looks could kill
suddenly ran through my mind.

At that moment, the bell rang loudly, making me jump, and Edward Cullen was out of his seet. Fluidly he
rose — he was much taller than I'd thought — his back to me, and he was out the door before anyone
elsewasout of their seat.

| sat frozen in my seat, Staring blankly after him. He was so mean. It wasn't fair. | began gathering up my
things dowly, trying to block the anger that filled me, for fear my eyeswould tear up. For some reason,
my temper was hardwired to my tear ducts. | usualy cried when | was angry, ahumiliating tendency.

"Aren't you Isabella Swan?' amae voice asked.

| looked up to see a cute, baby-faced boy, his paleblond hair carefully gelled into orderly spikes, smiling
a meinafriendly way. He obvioudy didn't think | smelled bad.

"Bdla" | corrected him, with asmile.

"I'mMike."

"Hi, Mike"

"Do you need any hdp finding your next class?’

"I'm headed to the gym, actudly. | think | canfind it."

"That's my next class, too." He seemed thrilled, though it wasn't that big of a coincidence in aschool this
amdl.

We walked to class together; he was a chatterer — he supplied most of the conversation, which madeit
easy for me. Hed lived in Cdiforniatill he wasten, so he knew how | felt about the sun. It turned out he
wasin my English classaso. He was the nicest person I'd met today .

But as we were entering the gym, he asked, " So, did you stab Edward Cullen with a pencil or what? I've
never seen him act like that.”

| cringed. So | wasn't the only one who had noticed. And, apparently, that wasn't Edward Cullen'susud
behavior. | decided to play dumb.

"Wasthat the boy | sat next toin Biology?' | asked artlesdly.
"Yes," hesad. "Helooked like hewasin pain or something.”

"I don't know," | responded. "I never spoketo him."



"He'sawerd guy.” Mikelingered by meinstead of heading to the dressing room. "If | were lucky enough
to st by you, | would have talked to you."

| smiled a him before walking through the girls locker room door. He was friendly and clearly admiring.
But it wasn't enough to ease my irritation.

The Gym teacher, Coach Clapp, found me auniform but didn't make me dress down for today's class.
At home, only two years of RE. were required. Here, P.E. was mandatory dl four years. Forkswas
literdlly my persond hell on Earth.

| watched four volleybal games running smultaneoudy. Remembering how many injuries| had sustained
— and inflicted — playing valleybdl, | fdt faintly nausested.

Thefina bell rang at last. | waked dowly to the office to return my paperwork. Therain had drifted
away, but the wind was strong, and colder. | wrapped my arms around myself.

When | waked into the warm office, | amost turned around and wal ked back out.

Edward Cullen stood at the desk in front of me. | recognized again that touded bronze hair. He didn't
appear to notice the sound of my entrance. | stood pressed againgt the back wall, waiting for the
receptionist to be free.

He was arguing with her in alow, attractive voice. | quickly picked up the gist of the argument. Hewas
trying to trade from sixth-hour Biology to another time— any other time.

| just couldn't believe that thiswas about me. It had to be something else, something that happened
before | entered the Biology room. Thelook on his face must have been about another aggravation
entirdly. It wasimpossible that this stranger could take such asudden, intense didiketo me.

The door opened again, and the cold wind suddenly gusted through the room, rustling the papers on the
desk, swirling my hair around my face. The girl who camein merely stepped to the desk, placed anotein
the wire basket, and walked out again. But Edward Cullen's back stiffened, and he turned dowly to glare
at me— hisface was absurdly handsome — with piercing, hate-filled eyes. For an ingtant, | felt athrill of
genuine fear, raising the hair on my arms. The look only lasted asecond, but it chilled me more than the
freezing wind. He turned back to the receptionit.

"Never mind, then," he said hadtily in avoicelike velvet. "I can seethat it'simpossible. Thank you so
much for your help." And he turned on his heel without another look a me, and disappeared out the
door.

| went meekly to the desk, my face white for once instead of red, and handed her the signed dip.
"How did your first day go, dear?" the receptionist asked maternally.
"Fine" | lied, my voice weak. She didn't look convinced.

When | got to the truck, it was dmost the last car in thelot. It seemed like ahaven, dready the closest
thing to home | had in thisdamp green hole. | sat insde for awhile, just staring out the windshield
blankly. But soon | was cold enough to need the heater, so | turned the key and the engineroared to life.
| headed back to Charlie's house, fighting tears the whole way there.

2. OPEN BOOK



The next day was better... and worse.

It was better because it wasn't raining yet, though the clouds were dense and opague. It was easier
because | knew what to expect of my day. Mike cameto sit by mein English, and walked meto my next
class, with Chess Club Eric glaring a him al the while; that was nattering. People didn't look at me quite
asmuch asthey had yesterday. | sat with abig group at lunch that included Mike, Eric, Jessca, and
severd other people whose names and faces | now remembered. | began to fedl like | wastreading
water, ingtead of drowninginit.

It was worse because | wastired; | ftill couldn't deegp with the wind echoing around the house. It was
worse because Mr. Varner called on mein Trig when my hand wasn't raised and | had the wrong
answer. It was miserable because | had to play volleybal, and the onetime | didn't cringe out of the way
of thebal, I hit my teammeatein the head with it. And it was worse because Edward Cullen wasn't in
schooal at dl.

All morning | was dreading lunch, fearing his bizarre glares. Part of me wanted to confront him and
demand to know what his problem was. While | waslying deeplessin my bed, | even imagined what |
would say. But | knew mysdlf too well to think | would redly have the gutsto do it. | made the Cowardly
Lion look like the terminator.

But when | walked into the cafeteriawith Jessica— trying to keep my eyes from sweeping the place for
him, and failing entirdly — | saw that hisfour sblings of sortswere stting together at the sametable, and
he was not with them.

Mike intercepted us and steered usto histable. Jessica seemed dated by the atention, and her friends
quickly joined us. But as| tried to listen to their easy chatter, | wasterribly uncomfortable, waiting
nervoudy for the moment hewould arrive. | hoped that he would Ssmply ignore me when he came, and
prove my suspicionsfase.

He didn't come, and astime passed | grew more and more tense.

| walked to Biology with more confidence when, by the end of lunch, he still hadn't showed. Mike, who
was taking on the qualities of agolden retriever, waked faithfully by my sdeto class. | held my bregth a
the door, but Edward Cullen wasn't there, either. | exhaled and went to my seat. Mike followed, talking
about an upcoming trip to the beach. He lingered by my desk till the bell rang. Then he smiled at me
wistfully and went to sit by agirl with braces and abad perm. It looked like | was going to haveto do
something about Mike, and it wouldn't be easy. In atown like this, where everyone lived on top of
everyone dse, diplomacy was essentid. | had never been enormoudy tactful; | had no practice dedling
with overly friendly boys.

| wasrdlieved that | had the desk to mysdlf, that Edward was absent. | told mysalf that repeatedly. But |
couldn't get rid of the nagging suspicion that | was the reason he wasn't there. It was ridiculous, and
egotigticd, to think that | could affect anyone that strongly. It wasimpossible. And yet | couldn't stop
worrying that it wastrue.

When the schoal day wasfindly done, and the blush was fading out of my cheeks from the volleybdl
incident, | changed quickly back into my jeans and navy blue swester. | hurried from the girls locker
room, pleased to find that | had successfully evaded my retriever friend for the moment. | walked swiftly
out to the parking lot. It was crowded now with fleeing students. | got in my truck and dug through my
bag to make sure | had what | needed.

Last night I'd discovered that Charlie couldn't cook much besides fried eggs and bacon. So | requested



that | be assgned kitchen detail for the duration of my stay. He was willing enough to hand over the keys
to the banquet hall. | dso found out that he had no food in the house. So | had my shopping list and the
cash from thejar in the cupboard labeled FOOD MONEY, and | was on my way to the Thriftway.

| gunned my deafening engineto life, ignoring the heads that turned in my direction, and backed carefully
into aplaceintheline of carsthat were waiting to exit the parking lot. As| waited, trying to pretend that
the earsplitting rumble was coming from someone e se's car, | saw the two Cullens and the Hale twins
getting into their car. It was the shiny new Volvo. Of course. | hadn't noticed their clothes before— I'd
been too mesmerized by their faces. Now that | looked, it was obvious that they were al dressed
exceptiondly well; smply, but in clothesthat subtly hinted at designer origins. With their remarkable good
looks, the style with which they carried themsdlves, they could have worn dishrags and pulled it off. It
seemed excessive for them to have both looks and money. But asfar as| could tdll, life worked that way
most of thetime. It didn't look asif it bought them any acceptance here.

No, | didnt fully believe that. The isolation must betheir desire; | couldn't imagine any door that wouldn't
be opened by that degree of beauity.

They looked at my noisy truck as| passed them, just like everyone else. | kept my eyes straight forward
and wasrelieved when | finally wasfree of the school grounds.

The Thriftway was not far from the school, just afew sireets south, off the highway. It was niceto be
ingde the supermarket; it felt normdl. | did the shopping at home, and | fell into the pattern of the familiar
task gladly. The store was big enough insdethat | couldn't hear the tapping of the rain on the roof to
remind mewhere| was.

When | got home, | unloaded all the groceries, stuffing them in wherever | could find an open space. |
hoped Charlie wouldn't mind. | wrapped potatoesin foil and stuck them in the oven to bake, covered a
steak in marinade and balanced it on top of acarton of eggsin the fridge.

When | was finished with that, | took my book bag upstairs. Before sarting my homework, | changed
into apair of dry sweets, pulled my damp hair up into apony-tail, and checked my e-mail for the first
time. | had three messages.

"Bdla" my momwrote...

Write me as soon as you get in. Tell me how your flight was. Is it raining? | miss you already.
I'm almost finished packing for Florida, but | can't find my pink blouse. Do you know where |
put it? Phil says hi. Mom.

| sighed and went to the next. It was sent eight hours after thefirgt.

"Bdla" shewrote...

Why haven't you e-mailed me yet? What are you waiting for? Mom.

The lagt was from thismorning.



Isabella,

If I haven't heard from you by 5:30 p.m. today I'm calling Chatrlie.

| checked the clock. | till had an hour, but my mom waswell known for jumping the gun.

Mom,
Calm down. I'm writing right now. Don't do anything rash.

Bella.

| sent that, and began again.

Mom,

Everything is great. Of course it's raining. | was waiting for something to write about. School
isn't bad, just a little repetitive. | met some nice kids who sit by me at lunch.

Your blouse is at the dry cleaners - you were supposed to pick it up Friday.

Charlie bought me a truck, can you believe it? | love it. It's old, but really sturdy, which is
good, you know, for me.

I miss you, too. I'll write again soon, but I'm not going to check my e-mail every five minutes.
Relax, breathe. | love you.

Bella.

| had decided to read Wuthering Heights — the novel we were currently studying in English— yet
again for the fun of it, and that'swhat | was doing when Charlie came home. I'd lost track of thetime,
and | hurried downgtairs to take the potatoes out and put the steak in to broil.

"Bella?' my father caled out when he heard me on the sairs.
Who ese?1 thought to mysdif.
"Hey, Dad, welcome home.”

"Thanks." He hung up his gun belt and stepped out of hisboots as| bustled about the kitchen. Asfar as|
was aware, hed never shot the gun on the job. But he kept it ready. When | came here asachild, he
would aways remove the bullets as soon as he walked in the door. | guess he considered me old enough
now not to shoot mysdlf by accident, and not depressed enough to shoot mysalf on purpose.

"What'sfor dinner?" he asked warily. My mother was an imaginative cook, and her experiments weren't



alwaysedible. | was surprised, and sad, that he seemed to remember that far back.
"Steak and potatoes,” | answered, and he looked relieved.

He seemed to fed awkward standing in the kitchen doing nothing; he lumbered into the living room to
watch TV while | worked. We were both more comfortable that way. | made a salad while the steaks
cooked, and set the table.

| cdled him in when dinner was ready, and he sniffed gppreciatively as he walked into the room.
"Smellsgood, Bel."
"Thanks"

We atein slence for afew minutes. It wasn't uncomfortable. Neither of uswas bothered by the quiet. In
some ways, wewerewd | suited for living together.

"So, how did you like school ? Have you made any friends?" he asked as he was taking seconds.

"Well, | have afew classeswith agirl named Jessica. | sit with her friends a lunch. And there's this boy,
Mike, who's very friendly. Everybody seems pretty nice." With one outstanding exception.

"That must be Mike Newton. Nice kid — nice family. His dad owns the sporting goods store just outside
of town. Hemakes agood living off al the backpackers who come through here.”

"Do you know the Cullen family?" | asked hesitantly.

"Dr. Cullen'sfamily? Sure. Dr. Cullen'sagreat man.”

"They... thekids... arealittle different. They don't seemto fitin very well a school.”
Charlie surprised me by looking angry.

"Peoplein thistown," he muttered. "Dr. Cullenisabrilliant surgeon who could probably work in any
hospita in the world, make ten times the sdary he gets here," he continued, getting louder. "Were lucky
to have him — lucky that hiswife wanted to livein asmall town. He's an asset to the community, and all
of those kids are well behaved and polite. | had my doubts, when they first moved in, with al those
adopted teenagers. | thought we might have some problems with them. But they're al very mature — |
haven't had one speck of trouble from any of them. That's more than | can say for the children of some
folkswho have lived in thistown for generations. And they stick together the way afamily should —
camping trips every other weekend. .. Just because they're newcomers, people haveto talk.”

It was the longest speech I'd ever heard Charlie make. He must fed strongly about whatever people
were saying.

| backpedaled. "They seemed nice enough to me. | just noticed they kept to themselves. They'redl very
attractive,” | added, trying to be more complimentary.

"Y ou should see the doctor,” Charlie said, laughing. "I1t's agood thing he's happily married. A lot of the
nurses at the hospita have ahard time concentrating on their work with him around.”

We lapsad back into silence as we finished egting. He cleared the table while | started on the dishes. He
went back to the TV, and after | finished washing the dishes by hand — no dishwasher — | went
upstairs unwillingly to work on my math homework. | could fed atradition in the making.



That night it wasfinaly quiet. | fell adeep quickly, exhausted.

The rest of the week was uneventful. | got used to the routine of my classes. By Friday | was ableto
recognize, if not name, dmogt adl the sudents at school. In Gym, the kids on my team learned not to pass
me the ball and to step quickly in front of meif the other team tried to take advantage of my weakness. |
happily stayed out of their way.

Edward Cullen didn't come back to school.

Every day, | watched anxioudy until the rest of the Cullens entered the cafeteriawithout him. Then |
could relax and join in the lunchtime conversation. Mogtly it centered around atrip to the La Push Ocean
Park in two weeks that Mike was putting together. | was invited, and | had agreed to go, more out of
politeness than desire. Beaches should be hot and dry.

By Friday | was perfectly comfortable entering my Biology class, no longer worried that Edward would
be there. For al | knew, he had dropped out of school. | tried not to think about him, but | couldn't
totally suppressthe worry that | was responsible for his continued absence, ridiculous asit seemed.

My first weekend in Forks passed without incident. Charlie, unused to spending timein the usudly empty
house, worked most of the weekend. | cleaned the house, got ahead on my homework, and wrote my
mom more bogudy cheerful e-mail. | did driveto thelibrary Saturday, but it was so poorly stocked that |
didn't bother to get acard; | would have to make a date to visit Olympiaor Seattle soon and find agood
bookstore. | wondered idly what kind of gas mileage the truck got... and shuddered at the thought.

The rain stayed soft over the weekend, quiet, so | was ableto deep well.

People greeted me in the parking lot Monday morning. | didn't know all their names, but | waved back
and smiled at everyone. It was colder this morning, but happily not raining. In English, Miketook his
accustomed seat by my side. We had a pop quiz on Wuthering Heights. It was straightforward, very

eaxsy.

Allindl, I wasfeding alot more comfortable than | had thought | would fed by this point. More
comfortable than | had ever expected to fed here.

When we waked out of class, theair wasfull of swirling bits of white. | could hear people shouting
excitedly to each other. The wind bit a my cheeks, my nose.

"Wow," Mike sad. "It's snowing."

| looked &t thelittle cotton fluffs that were building up along the sdewalk and swirling erraticaly past my
face.

"Ew." Snow. There went my good day.
Helooked surprised. "Don't you like snow?"

"No. That meansit'stoo cold for rain." Obvioudy. "Besides, | thought it was supposed to come down in
flakes— you know, each one unique and al that. These just look like the ends of Q-tips.”

"Haven't you ever seen snow fdl before?' he asked increduloudly.
"Surel have" | paused. "OnTV."
Mike laughed. And then abig, squishy ball of dripping snow smacked into the back of his head. We both



turned to see where it came from. | had my suspicions about Eric, who was walking away, his back
toward us— in the wrong direction for his next class. Mike appatently had the same notion. He bent
over and began scraping together a pile of the white mush.

"I'll seeyou at lunch, okay?" | kept walking as | spoke. "Once people start throwing wet stuff, | go
ingde"

Hejust nodded, his eyes on Eric's retreating figure.

Throughout the morning, everyone chattered excitedly about the snow; apparently it wasthe first snowfall
of the new year. | kept my mouth shut. Sure, it was drier than rain — until it melted in your socks.

| walked dertly to the cafeteriawith Jessica after Spanish. Mush ballswere flying everywhere. | kept a
binder in my hands, ready to useit asashied if necessary. Jessicathought | was hilarious, but something
in my expresson kept her from lobbing asnowball at me hersdlf.

Mike caught up to us aswe waked in the doors, laughing, with ice mdlting the spikesin hishair. He and
Jessicawere talking animatedly about the snow fight aswe got in line to buy food. | glanced toward that
tablein the corner out of habit. And then | froze where | stood. There werefive people a the table.

Jessicapulled on my am.
"Helo?Bdla? What do you want?'

| looked down; my earswere hot. | had no reason to fed sdlf-conscious, | reminded mysdlf. | hadn't
done anything wrong.

"What's with Bella?' Mike asked Jessica

"Nothing," | answered. "I'll just get asodatoday.” | caught up to the end of theline.
"Aren't you hungry?"' Jessicaasked.

"Actudly, | fed alittlesck,” | said, my eyesill onthefloor.

| waited for them to get their food, and then followed them to atable, my eyeson my feet.

| Sipped my soda dowly, my stomach churning. Twice Mike asked, with unnecessary concern, how |
wasfeding.

| told him it was nothing, but | waswondering if | should play it up and escape to the nurse's office for
the next hour.

Ridiculous. | shouldn't haveto run away.

| decided to permit mysdlf one glance a the Cullen family'stable. If hewas glaring at me, | would skip
Biology, like the coward | was.

| kept my head down and glanced up under my lashes. None of them were looking thisway. | lifted my
head alittle.

They were laughing. Edward, Jasper, and Emmett dl had their hair entirely saturated with melting snow.
Alice and Rosdlie were leaning away as Emmett shook hisdripping hair toward them. They were
enjoying the snowy day, just like everyone else— only they looked more like a scene from amovie than
therest of us.



But, asde from the laughter and playfulness, there was something different, and | couldn't quite pinpoint
what that difference was. | examined Edward the most carefully. His skinwaslesspae, | decided —
flushed from the snow fight maybe — the circles under his eyes much less noticegble. But there was
something more. | pondered, staring, trying to isolate the change.

"Bella, what are you staring at?' Jessicaintruded, her eyesfollowing my stare.
At that precise moment, his eyesflashed over to meet mine.

| dropped my head, letting my hair fall to conced my face. | was sure, though, in the instant our eyes met,
that he didn't look harsh or unfriendly as he had the last time 1'd seen him. He looked merely curious
again, unstisfied in some way.

"Edward Cullenisstaring at you," Jesscagiggled inmy ear.

"He doesn't look angry, doeshe?" | couldn't help asking.

"No," she said, sounding confused by my question. " Should he be?!

"l don't think helikesme," | confided. | till felt queasy. | put my head down on my arm.

"The Cullensdon' like anybody... well, they don't notice anybody enough to like them. But he's il
daring a you."

"Stop looking a him," | hissed.

She snickered, but she looked away. | raised my head enough to make sure that she did, contemplating
violenceif sheresisted.

Mike interrupted us then — he was planning an epic battle of the blizzard in the parking lot after school
and wanted usto join. Jessicaagreed enthusiagtically. The way she looked at Mike l€ft little doubt that
she would be up for anything he suggested. | kept slent. | would have to hide in the gym until the parking
lot cleared.

For therest of the lunch hour | very carefully kept my eyesat my own table. | decided to honor the
bargain I'd made with myself. Since he didn't look angry, | would go to Biology. My stomach did
frightened little flips at the thought of Stting next to him again.

| didn't really want to walk to class with Mike as usua — he seemed to be a popular target for the
snowball snipers— but when we went to the door, everyone besides me groaned in unison. It was
raining, washing al traces of the snow away in clear, icy ribbons down the sde of thewalkway. | pulled
my hood up, secretly pleased. | would be free to go straight home after Gym.

Mike kept up astring of complaints on the way to building four.

Onceingdethe classroom, | saw with relief that my table was still empty. Mr. Banner waswaking
around the room, distributing one microscope and box of didesto each table. Classdidn't start for afew
minutes, and the room buzzed with conversation. | kept my eyes away from the door, doodling idly on
the cover of my notebook.

| heard very clearly when the chair next to me moved, but my eyes stayed carefully focused on the
pattern | was drawing.

"Hdlo," sad aquiet, musica voice.



| looked up, stunned that he was speaking to me. He was Sitting as far away from me as the desk
alowed, but his chair was angled toward me. His hair was dripping wet, disheveled — even so, he
looked like held just finished shooting acommercid for hair gel. His dazzling face was friendly, open, a
dight smile on hisflawlesslips. But hiseyeswere careful.

"My nameis Edward Cullen," he continued. "I didn't have a chanceto introduce myself last week. You
must be BellaSwan."

My mind was spinning with confusion. Had | made up the whole thing? He was perfectly polite now. |
had to speak; hewaswaiting. But | couldn't think of anything conventional to say.

"H-how do you know my name?"' | sammered.

He laughed a soft, enchanting laugh.

"Oh, | think everyone knows your name. The whole town's been waiting for you to arrive."
| grimaced. | knew it was something like that.

"No," | perssted stupidly. "I meant, why did you cal me Bdlla?"

He seemed confused. "Do you prefer 1sabdlla?!

"No, | likeBéla" | sad. "But | think Charlie— I mean my dad — must call me I sabellabehind my back
— that'swhat everyone here seemsto know meas,” | tried to explain, feding like an utter moron.

"Oh." Helet it drop. | looked away awkwardly.

Thankfully, Mr. Banner started class at that moment. | tried to concentrate as he explained the lab we
would be doing today. The didesin the box were out of order. Working as lab partners, we had to
separate the dides of onion root tip cellsinto the phases of mitosis they represented and labdl them
accordingly. We weren't supposed to use our books. In twenty minutes, he would be coming around to
seewho had it right.

"Get started," he commanded.

"Ladiesfird, partner?' Edward asked. | looked up to see him smiling a crooked smile so beautiful that |
could only stare & him like anidiot.

"Or | could gart, if you wish." The smile faded; he was obvioudy wondering if | was mentally competent.
"No," | said, flushing. "I'll go ahead."

| was showing off, just alittle. I'd already donethislab, and | knew what | was looking for. It should be
easy. | snapped the first dide into place under the microscope and adjusted it quickly to the 40X
objective. | sudied the dide briefly.

My assessment was confident. " Prophase.”

"Doyoumindif | look?' he asked as | began to remove the dide. His hand caught mine, to stop me, as
he asked. Hisfingers were ice-cold, like held been holding them in a snowdrift before class. But that
wasn't why | jerked my hand away so quickly. When he touched me, it stung my hand asif an ectric
current had passed through us.

"I'm sorry,” he muttered, pulling his hand back immediately. However, he continued to reach for the



microscope. | watched him, still staggered, as he examined the dide for an even shorter timethan | had.

"Prophase," he agreed, writing it neatly in the first space on our worksheet. He swiftly switched out the
first dide for the second, and then glanced at it cursorily.

"Angphase," he murmured, writing it down as he spoke.

| kept my voiceindifferent. "May 17"

He smirked and pushed the microscope to me.

| looked through the eyepiece eagerly, only to be disgppointed. Dang it, he was right.
"Sidethree?' | hed out my hand without looking at him.

He handed it to me; it seemed like he was being careful not to touch my skin again.

| took the most fleeting look | could manage.

"Interphase.”" | passed him the microscope before he could ask for it. He took a swift peek, and then
wroteit down. | would have written it while helooked, but his clear, elegant script intimidated me. |
didn't want to spail the page with my clumsy scrawil.

We were finished before anyone else was close. | could see Mike and his partner comparing two dides
again and again, and another group had their book open under the table.

Which left me with nothing to do but try to not look at him... unsuccessfully. I glanced up, and he was
garing at me, that sameinexplicable look of frugtration in hiseyes. Suddenly | identified that subtle
differencein hisface.

"Did you get contacts?" | blurted out unthinkingly.

He seemed puzzled by my unexpected question. "No."

"Oh," I mumbled. "I thought there was something different about your eyes.”
He shrugged, and |ooked away.

Infact, | was sure there was something different. | vividly remembered the flat black color of hiseyesthe
last time held glared at me— the color was striking against the background of his pale skin and his
auburn hair. Today, his eyeswere acompletely different color: astrange ocher, darker than butterscotch,
but with the same golden tone. | didn't understand how that could be, unless he was lying for some
reason about the contacts. Or maybe Forks was making me crazy in the literal sense of the word.

| looked down. His hands were clenched into hard fists again.

Mr. Banner came to our table then, to see why we weren't working. He looked over our shouldersto
glance a the completed |ab, and then stared more intently to check the answers.

"So, Edward, didn't you think Isabella should get a chance with the microscope?' Mr. Banner asked.
"Bdla" Edward corrected automaticaly. "Actudly, sheidentified three of thefive."
Mr. Banner looked a me now; his expression was skeptical.

"Have you done thislab before?" he asked.



| smiled sheepishly. "Not with onion root.”

"Whitefish blagtula?"

" egh”

Mr. Banner nodded. "Were you in an advanced placement program in Phoenix?"
"Wes"

"Wadl," he said after amoment, "l guessit's good you two are lab partners.” He mumbled something else
as hewalked away. After heleft, | began doodling on my notebook again.

"It'stoo bad about the snow, isn't it?" Edward asked. | had the feding that he was forcing himsdlf to
make small talk with me. Paranoiaswept over me again. It was like he had heard my conversation with
Jessicaat lunch and was trying to prove mewrong.

"Not redly,” | answered honestly, instead of pretending to be normd like everyonedse. | was il trying
to didodge the stupid feding of suspicion, and | couldn't concentrate.

"You dont likethe cold.” It wasn't aquestion.

"Or thewet."

"Forks must be adifficult placefor youto live" he mused.
"You havenoidea," | muttered darkly.

He looked fascinated by what | said, for some reason | couldn't imagine. Hisface was such adisiraction
that | tried not to look at it any more than courtesy absolutely demanded.

"Why did you come here, then?'

No one had asked me that — not straight out like he did, demanding.
"It's... complicated."

"l think | can keep up," he pressed.

| paused for along moment, and then made the mistake of meeting his gaze. His dark gold eyes confused
me, and | answered without thinking.

"My mother got remarried,” | said.

"That doesn't sound so complex,” he disagreed, but he was suddenly sympathetic. "When did that
happen?’

"Last September.” My voice sounded sad, even to me.

"And you don' like him," Edward surmised, histone gill kind.
"No, Phil isfine. Too young, maybe, but nice enough.”

"Why didn't you stay with them?"

| couldn't fathom hisinterest, but he continued to stare at me with penetrating eyes, asif my dull life's



gory was somehow vitally important.

"Phil travelsalot. He playsbdl for aliving.” | haf-smiled.

"Havel heard of him?" he asked, smiling in response.

"Probably not. He doesn't play well. Strictly minor league. He moves around alot.”

"And your mother sent you here so that she could travel with him." He said it as an assumption again, not
aquestion.

My chinraised afraction. "No, she did not send me here. | sent mysdif.”

His eyebrows knit together. "1 don't understand,” he admitted, and he seemed unnecessarily frustrated by
that fact.

| Sghed. Why was| explaining thisto him? He continued to stare at me with obvious curiogty.

" She stayed with me at first, but she missed him. It made her unhappy... so | decided it wastimeto
gpend some quality timewith Charlie” My voice was glum by thetime | finished.

"But now you're unhappy,” he pointed out.

"And?" | chalenged.

"That doesn't seem fair." He shrugged, but his eyeswere ill intense.

| laughed without humor. "Hasn't anyone ever told you? Lifeisn't far.”

"l believe| have heard that somewhere before,” he agreed dryly.
"Sothat'sdl,” | ingsted, wondering why hewas till staring at me that way.

His gaze became appraising. "Y ou put on agood show," he said dowly. "But I'd be willing to bet that
you're suffering more than you let anyone see”

| grimaced at him, ressting the impulse to stick out my tongue like afive-year-old, and looked away.
"Am | wrong?'

| tried to ignore him.

"l didn't think s0," he murmured smugly.

"Why does it matter to you?' | asked, irritated. | kept my eyes away, watching the teacher make his
rounds.

"That'savery good question,”" he muttered, so quietly that | wondered if he was taking to himsdif.
However, after afew seconds of silence, | decided that was the only answer | was going to get.

| Sghed, scowling at the blackboard.
"Am | annoying you?' he asked. He sounded amused.

| glanced a him without thinking. .. and told the truth again. "Not exactly. I'm more annoyed at mysdif.
My faceis so easy to read — my mother aways calls me her open book." | frowned.



"On the contrary, | find you very difficult to read.” Despite everything that 1'd said and held guessed, he
sounded like he meant it.

"Y ou must be agood reader then," | replied.
"Usudly." He smiled widdy, flashing a set of perfect, ultrawhite teeth.

Mr. Banner called the classto order then, and | turned with relief to listen. | wasin disbelief that I'd just
explained my dreary lifeto this bizarre, beautiful boy who may or may not despise me. Hed seemed
engrossed in our conversation, but now | could see, from the corner of my eye, that he wasleaning avay
from me again, his hands gripping the edge of the table with unmistakable tension.

| tried to appear attentive as Mr. Banner illustrated, with transparencies on the overhead projector, what
| had seen without difficulty through the microscope. But my thoughts were unmanagegble.

When the bell findly rang, Edward rushed as swiftly and as gracefully from the room as he had last
Monday. And, like last Monday, | stared after him in amazement.

Mike skipped quickly to my side and picked up my booksfor me. | imagined him with awagging tail.

"That was awful," he groaned. "They all looked exactly the same. Y ou're lucky you had Cullenfor a
partner.”

"l didn't have any trouble withit,” | said, stung by hisassumption. | regretted the snub ingtantly. "'I've done
the lab before, though,” | added before he could get hisfedings hurt.

"Cullen seemed friendly enough today,” he commented as we shrugged into our raincoats. He didn't seem
pleased about it.

| tried to sound indifferent. "1 wonder what was with him last Monday."

| couldn't concentrate on Mike's chatter as we walked to Gym, and RE. didn't do much to hold my
attention, either. Mike was on my team today. He chivalroudy covered my position aswel ashisown,
so my woolgathering was only interrupted when it was my turn to serve; my team ducked warily out of
the way every timel was up.

Theranwasjust amist as| walked to the parking lot, but | was happier when | wasin the dry cab. | got
the heater running, for once not caring about the mind-numbing roar of the engine. | unzipped my jacket,
put the hood down, and fluffed my damp hair out so the heater could dry it on the way home.

| looked around me to make sure it was clear. That'swhen | noticed the till, white figure. Edward Cullen
was leaning againgt the front door of the VVolvo, three cars down from me, and taring intently in my
direction. | swiftly looked away and threw the truck into reverse, dmost hitting arusty Toyota Corollain
my haste. Lucky for the Toyota, | somped on the brakein time. It was just the sort of car that my truck
would make scrap metal of. | took adeep breath, till looking out the other side of my car, and
cautioudy pulled out again, with greater success. | stared straight ahead as | passed the VVolvo, but from
aperiphera peek, | would swear | saw him laughing.

3. PHENOMENON

When | opened my eyesin the morning, something was different.



It wasthelight. It was Hill the gray-green light of acloudy day in the forest, but it was clearer somehow. |
redlized there was no fog velling my window.

| jJumped up to look outside, and then groaned in horror.

A finelayer of snow covered the yard, dusted the top of my truck, and whitened the road. But that
wasn't theworst part. All the rain from yesterday had frozen solid — coating the needles on the treesin
fantagtic, gorgeous patterns, and making the driveway adeadly ice dick. | had enough trouble not falling
down when the ground was dry; it might be safer for me to go back to bed now.

Charlie had left for work before| got downgtairs. In alot of ways, living with Charlie waslike having my
own place, and | found mysdlf reveling in the donenessingtead of being lonely.

| threw down aquick bowl of cereal and some orange juice from the carton. | felt excited to go to
schooal, and that scared me. | knew it wasn't the stimulating learning environment | was anticipating, or
seeing my new st of friends. If | was being honest with mysdlf, | knew | was eager to get to school
because | would see Edward Cullen. And that was very, very stupid.

| should be avoiding him entirely after my brainless and embarrassing babbling yesterday. And | was
suspicious of him; why should helie about hiseyes?| was Hill frightened of the hodtility | sometimesfelt
emanating from him, and | was gill tongue-tied whenever | pictured his perfect face. | waswell awvare
that my league and hisleague were spheresthat did not touch. So | shouldn't be at al anxiousto seehim
today.

It took every ounce of my concentration to make it down theicy brick driveway dive. | dmost lost my
balance when | finaly got to the truck, but | managed to cling to the Sde mirror and save mysdlf. Clearly,
today was going to be nightmarish.

Driving to school, | distracted mysdlf from my fear of faling and my unwanted specul ations about

Edward Cullen by thinking about Mike and Eric, and the obvious difference in how teenage boys
responded to me here. | was sure | looked exactly the same as| had in Phoenix. Maybe it wasjust that
the boys back home had watched me pass dowly through all the awkward phases of adolescence and
gtill thought of methat way. Perhaps it was because | was a novelty here, where novelties were few and
far between. Possibly my crippling clumsiness was seen as endearing rather than pathetic, casting measa
damsd in digtress. Whatever the reason, Mike's puppy dog behavior and Eric's apparent rivalry with him
were disconcerting. | wasn't sureif | didn't prefer being ignored.

My truck seemed to have no problem with the black ice that covered theroads. | drove very dowly,
though, not wanting to carve a path of destruction through Main Street.

When | got out of my truck at school, | saw why 1'd had o little trouble. Something silver caught my eye,
and | walked to the back of the truck — carefully holding the side for support — to examine my tires.
There were thin chains crisscrossed in diamond shapes around them. Charlie had gotten up who knows
how early to put snow chainson my truck. My throat suddenly fdt tight. | wasn't used to being taken
care of, and Charlie's ungpoken concern caught me by surprise.

| was standing by the back corner of the truck, struggling to fight back the sudden wave of emotion the
snow chains had brought on, when | heard an odd sound.

It was a high-pitched screech, and it was fast becoming painfully loud. | looked up, startled.

| saw severd things smultaneoudy. Nothing was moving in dow motion, theway it doesin the movies.
Instead, the adrenaline rush seemed to make my brain work much faster, and | was ableto absorb in



clear detail severa thingsat once.

Edward Cullen was standing four cars down from me, staring at mein horror. His face scood out from a
seaof faces, dl frozen in the same mask of shock. But of more immediate importance was the dark blue
van that was skidding, tires locked and squealing against the brakes, spinning wildly acrosstheice of the
parking lot. It was going to hit the back corner of my truck, and | was standing between them. | didn't
even havetimeto close my eyes.

Just before | heard the shattering crunch of the van folding around the truck bed, something hit me, hard,
but not from the direction | was expecting. My head cracked againgt theicy blacktop, and | felt
something solid and cold pinning meto the ground. | was lying on the pavement behind thetan car I'd
parked next to. But | didn't have a chance to notice anything el se, because the van was till coming. It
had curled gratingly around the end of the truck and, till spinning and diding, was about to collide with
meagain.

A low oath made me aware that someone was with me, and the voi ce was impossible not to recognize.
Two long, white hands shot out protectively in front of me, and the van shuddered to a stop afoot from
my face, the large handsfitting providentidly into a deep dent in the side of the van's body.

Then his hands moved so fast they blurred. One was suddenly gripping under the body of the van, and
something was dragging me, swinging my legsaround like arag doll's, till they hit thetire of thetan car. A
groaning metallic thud hurt my ears, and the van settled, glass popping, onto the asphalt — exactly
where, asecond ago, my legs had been.

It was absolutely silent for one long second before the screaming began. In the abrupt bedlam, | could
hear more than one person shouting my name. But more clearly than dl the yeling, | could hear Edward
Cullen'slow, frantic voicein my ear.

"Bdla?Areyoudl right?'

"I'm fine." My voice sounded strange. | tried to St up, and redized he was holding me against the side of
hisbody in an iron grasp.

"Becareful,” hewarned as| struggled. "I think you hit your head pretty hard.”

| became aware of athrobbing ache centered above my |eft ear.

"Ow," | said, surprised.

"That'swhat | thought." His voice, amazingly, sounded like he was suppressing laughter.

"How inthe..." | trailed off, trying to clear my head, get my bearings. "How did you get over here so
fadt?'

"| was standing right next to you, Bella," he said, histone serious again.

| turned to St up, and thistime he let me, releasing hishold around my waist and diding asfar frommeas
he could in the limited space. | looked at his concerned, innocent expression and was disoriented again
by the force of his gold-colored eyes. What was | asking him?

And then they found us, a crowd of people with tears streaming down their faces, shouting at each other,
shouting at us.

"Don't move," someone instructed.



"Get Tyler out of the van!" someone el se shouted.

Therewas aflurry of activity around us. | tried to get up, but Edward's cold hand pushed my shoulder
down.

"Just say put for now."

"Butit'scold,” | complained. It surprised me when he chuckled under his bregth. There was an edge to
the sound.

"Y ou were over there," | suddenly remembered, and his chuckle stopped short. "Y ou were by your car.”
His expression turned hard. "No, | wasn't.”

"I saw you." All around uswas chaos. | could hear the gruffer voices of adults arriving on the scene. But |
obstinately held on to our argument; | wasright, and he was going to admit it.

"Bélla, | was standing with you, and | pulled you out of theway.” He unleashed the full, devastating
power of hiseyeson me, asif trying to communicate something crucial.

"No." | set my jaw.

Thegoldinhiseyesblazed. "Please, Bella"

"Why?" | demanded.

"Trust me," he pleaded, his soft voice overwhelming.

| could hear the Srensnow. "Will you promise to explain everything to me later?*
"Fine," he snapped, abruptly exasperated.

"Fineg," | repeated angrily.

It took six EMTs and two teachers— Mr. Varner and Coach Clapp — to shift the van far enough away
from usto bring the stretchersin. Edward vehemently refused his, and | tried to do the same, but the
traitor told them I'd hit my head and probably had aconcussion. | dmost died of humiliation when they
put on the neck brace. It looked like the entire school was there, watching soberly asthey loaded mein
the back of the ambulance. Edward got to ride in the front. It was maddening.

To make mattersworse, Chief Swan arrived before they could get me safely away.
"Bella" heydled in panic when he recognized me on the stretcher.
"I'm completely fine, Char — Dad,” | Sghed. "There's nothing wrong with me.”

Heturned to the closest EMT for asecond opinion. | tuned him out to consider the jumble of inexplicable
images churning chaotically in my head. When they'd lifted me away from the car, | had seen the deep
dent in the tan car's bumper — avery distinct dent that fit the contours of Edward's shoulders... asif he
had braced himsdf against the car with enough force to damage the metd frame...

And then there was hisfamily, looking on from the distance, with expressons that ranged from
disapprovad to fury but held no hint of concern for their brother's safety.

| tried to think of alogica solution that could explain what | had just seen — a solution that excluded the



assumption that | wasinsane.

Naturaly, the ambulance got a police escort to the county hospita. | felt ridiculous the whole time they
were unloading me. What made it worse was that Edward smply glided through the hospital doors under
his own power. | ground my teeth together.

They put me in the emergency room, along room with aline of beds separated by pastel-patterned
curtains. A nurse put a pressure cuff on my arm and athermometer under my tongue. Since no one
bothered pulling the curtain around to give me some privacy, | decided | wasn't obligated to wear the
stupid-looking neck brace anymore. When the nurse walked away, | quickly unfastened the Velcro and
threw it under the bed.

There was another flurry of hospital personnel, another stretcher brought to the bed next to me. |
recognized Tyler Crowley from my Government class benesth the bloodstained bandages wrapped
tightly around his head. Tyler looked a hundred timesworse than | felt. But he was staring anxioudly at
me

"Bella, I'm so sorry!”

"I'mfine, Tyler — you look awful, areyou al right?" Aswe spoke, nurses began unwinding his soiled
bandages, exposing amyriad of shdlow dicesdl over hisforehead and |eft cheek.

Heignored me. "I thought | was going to kill you! | was going too fagt, and | hit theicewrong..." He
winced as one nurse started dabbing at hisface.

"Don't worry about it; you missed me."

"How did you get out of theway so fast? Y ou were there, and then you were gone..."
"Umm... Edward pulled me out of the way."

He looked confused. "Who?"

"Edward Cullen — he was standing next to me." I'd dways been aterribleliar; | didn't sound convincing
adl.

"Cullen?1 didn't seehim... wow, it was dl sofadt, | guess. Is he okay?*
"| think s0. HE's here somewhere, but they didn't make him use a stretcher.”
| knew | wasn't crazy. What had happened? There was no way to explain away what 1'd seen.

They whedled me away then, to X-ray my head. | told them there was nothing wrong, and | wasright.
Not even aconcussion. | asked if | could leave, but the nurse said | had to talk to adoctor first. So | was
trapped in the ER, waiting, harassed by Tyler's constant gpologies and promisesto make it up to me. No
meatter how many times| tried to convince him | wasfine, he continued to torment himself. Findly;, |
closed my eyesand ignored him. He kept up aremorssful mumbling.

"Isshe degping?' amusical voice asked. My eyesflew open.

Edward was standing at the foot of my bed, smirking. | glared a him. It wasn't easy — it would have
been more naturd to ogle.

"Hey, Edward, I'm redly sorry —" Tyler began.



Edward lifted ahand to stop him.

"No blood, no foul," he said, flashing his brilliant teeth. He moved to sit on the edge of Tyler'sbed, facing
me. He amirked again.

"So, what'sthe verdict?' he asked me.

"Theré's nothing wrong with me at dl, but they won't let me go,” | complained. "How come you aren't
strapped to agurney liketherest of us?"

"It'sdl about who you know," he answered. "But don't worry, | came to spring you.”

Then adoctor walked around the corner, and my mouth fell open. He was young, hewas blond... and
he was handsomer than any movie star 1'd ever seen. He was pae, though, and tired-looking, with circles
under his eyes. From Charlie's description, this had to be Edward's father.

"S0, Miss Swan," Dr. Cullen said in aremarkably appeding voice, "how are you feding?'
"I'mfine" | said, for thelast time, | hoped.

Hewalked to the lightboard on the wal over my head, and turned it on.

"Your X-rayslook good," he said. "Does your head hurt? Edward said you hit it pretty hard."
"It'sfine" | repeated with asigh, throwing aquick scowl toward Edward.

The doctor's coal fingers probed lightly along my skull. He noticed when | winced.

"Tender?' he asked.

"Not really." I'd had worse.

| heard achuckle, and looked over to see Edward's patronizing smile. My eyes narrowed.

"Wel, your father isin the waiting room — you can go home with him now. But come back if you fed
dizzy or havetrouble with your eyesight & al."

"Can't | go back to school?" | asked, imagining Charlietrying to be attentive.

"Maybe you should take it easy today."

| glanced at Edward. "Does he get to go to school 7!

"Someone has to spread the good news that we survived," Edward said smugly.
"Actudly,” Dr. Cullen corrected, "most of the school seemsto be in the waiting room."
"Ohno," | moaned, covering my face with my hands.

Dr. Cullen raised hiseyebrows. "Do you want to stay?"

"No, no!" | ingsted, throwing my legs over the Side of the bed and hopping down quickly. Too quickly
— | staggered, and Dr. Cullen caught me. He looked concerned.

"I'mfing," | assured him again. No need to tell him my ba ance problems had nothing to do with hitting my
head.



"Take some Tylenal for the pain,” he suggested as he steadied me.
"It doesn't hurt that bad,” | ingisted.
"It sounds like you were extremely lucky," Dr. Cullen said, smiling as he signed my chart with aflourish.

"Lucky Edward happened to be standing next to me," | amended with a hard glance at the subject of my
Satement.

"Oh, wdll, yes" Dr. Cullen agreed, suddenly occupied with the papersin front of him. Then he looked
away, a Tyler, and waked to the next bed. My intuition flickered; the doctor wasin oniit.

"I'm afraid that you'll haveto stay with usjust alittle bit longer,” he said to Tyler, and began checking his
cuts.

As soon as the doctor's back was turned, | moved to Edward's side.

"Can | talk to you for aminute?’ | hissed under my breeath. He took a step back from me, hisjaw
suddenly clenched.

"Y our father iswaiting for you," he said through histeeth.
| glanced & Dr. Cullen and Tyler.
"I'd like to spesk with you done, if you don't mind," | pressed.

He glared, and then turned his back and strode down the long room. | nearly had to run to keep up. As
soon as we turned the corner into ashort hallway, he spun around to face me.

"What do you want?"' he asked, sounding annoyed. His eyes were cold.

Hisunfriendlinessintimidated me. My words came out with less severity than I'd intended. ™Y ou owe me
anexplanaion,” | reminded him.

"l saved your life— | don't owe you anything.”

| flinched back from the resentment in hisvoice. "Y ou promised.”

"Bella, you hit your head, you don't know what you're talking about.” His tone was cutting.
My temper flared now, and | glared defiantly a him. "There's nothing wrong with my head.”
He glared back. "What do you want from me, Bella?"

"l want to know thetruth," | said. "1 want to know why I'm lying for you."

"What do you think happened?' he snapped.

It came out in arush.

"All I know isthat you weren't anywhere near me— Tyler didn't see you, either, so don't tell mel hit my
head too hard. That van was going to crush us both— and it didn't, and your hands|eft dentsin the side

of it— and you left adent in the other car, and you're not hurt at al — and the van should have smashed
my legs, but you were holding it up..." | could hear how crazy it sounded, and | couldn't continue. | was

so mad | could fed the tears coming; | tried to force them back by grinding my teeth together.



Hewas staring at meincreduloudy. But hisface was tense, defensive,

"Youthink I lifted avan off you?' Histone questioned my sanity, but it only made me more suspicious. It
was like a perfectly ddivered line by a skilled actor.

| merely nodded once, jaw tight.

"Nobody will believe that, you know." Hisvoice held an edge of derision now.

"I'm not going to tell anybody.” | said each word dowly, carefully controlling my anger.

Surpriseflitted across hisface. "Then why doesit matter?'

"It matterstome,” | ingsted. "1 don't like to lie— so thereld better be agood reason why I'm doing it."
"Can't you just thank me and get over it?"

"Thank you." | waited, fuming and expectant.

"You'renot going to let it go, are you?"

"No."

"Inthat case... | hope you enjoy disgppointment.”

We scowled at each other in silence. | wasthefirst to spesk, trying to keep mysdlf focused. | wasin
danger of being distracted by hislivid, gloriousface. It waslike trying to stare down a destroying ange.

"Why did you even bother?' | asked frigidly.

He paused, and for abrief moment his stunning face was unexpectedly vulnerable.
"l don't know," he whispered.

And then he turned his back on me and walked away.

| was so angry, it took me afew minutes until I could move. When | could walk, | made my way dowly
to the exit at the end of the hallway.

The waiting room was more unpleasant than I'd feared. It seemed like every face | knew in Forkswas
there, staring at me. Charlie rushed to my side; | put up my hands.

"There's nothing wrong with me," | assured him sullenly. | was till aggravated, not in the mood for
chitchat.

"What did the doctor say?"

"Dr. Cullen saw me, and he said | wasfineand | could go home." | sghed. Mike and Jessicaand Eric
were dl there, beginning to convergeon us. "Let'sgo,” | urged.

Charlie put one arm behind my back, not quite touching me, and led meto the glass doors of the exit. |
waved sheepishly a my friends, hoping to convey that they didn't need to worry anymore. It was a huge
relief— thefirst time1'd ever felt that way — to get into the cruiser.

Wedrovein silence. | was so wrapped up in my thoughtsthat | barely knew Charlie was there. | was
positive that Edward's defensive behavior in the hal was a confirmation of the bizarre things| il could



hardly believe I'd witnessed.

When we got to the house, Charlie finally spoke.

"Um... youll need to cal Renée." He hung his head, guilty.

| was appdled. "Y ou told Mom!™

"Sorry."

| dammed the cruiser's door alittle harder than necessary on my way ouit.

My mom wasin hysterics, of course. | had totdll her | felt fine at least thirty times before she would cam
down. She begged me to come home — forgetting the fact that home was empty at the moment — but
her pleaswere easier to resist than | would have thought. | was consumed by the mystery Edward
presented. And more than alittle obsessed by Edward himself. Stupid, stupid, stupid. | wasn't as eager
to escape Forks as | should be, as any normal, sane person would be.

| decided | might aswell go to bed early that night. Charlie continued to watch me anxioudy, and it was
getting on my nerves. | sopped on my way to grab three Tylenol from the bathroom. They did help, and,
asthe pain eased, | drifted to deep.

That wasthefirst night | dreamed of Edward Cullen.

4. INVITATIONS

In my dream it was very dark, and what dim light there was seemed to be radiating from Edward's skin. |
couldn't see hisface, just his back as he walked away from me, leaving me in the blackness. No matter
how fast | ran, | couldn't catch up to him; no matter how loud | called, he never turned. Troubled, | woke
inthe middle of the night and couldn't deep again for what seemed like avery long time. After that, he
wasin my dreams nearly every night, but always on the periphery, never within reach.

The month that followed the accident was uneasy, tense, and, at first, embarrassng.

To my dismay, | found myself the center of attention for the rest of that week. Tyler Crowley was
impaossible, following me around, obsessed with making amends to me somehow. | tried to convince him
what | wanted more than anything else was for him to forget al about it — especialy since nothing had
actually happened to me— but he remained insstent. He followed me between classes and sat at our
now-crowded lunch table. Mike and Eric were even less friendly toward him than they were to each
other, which made me worry that I'd gained another unwelcome fan.

No one seemed concerned about Edward, though | explained over and over that he was the hero —
how he had pulled me out of the way and had nearly been crushed, too. | tried to be convincing. Jessica,
Mike, Eric, and everyone e se dways commented that they hadn't even seen him theretill the van was
pulled away.

| wondered to mysalf why no one el se had seen him standing so far away, before he was suddenly,
impossibly saving my life. With chagrin, | redlized the probable cause — no one se was as aware of
Edward as| alwayswas. No one el se watched him theway | did. How pitiful.

Edward was never surrounded by crowds of curious bystanders eager for hisfirsthand account. People



avoided him asusua. The Cullens and the Hales sat at the same table as ways, not egting, talking only
among themselves. None of them, especialy Edward, glanced my way anymore.

When he sat next to mein class, asfar from me asthe table would alow, he seemed totaly unaware of
my presence. Only now and then, when hisfists would suddenly ball up — skin siretched even whiter
over the bones— did | wonder if he wasn't quite as oblivious as he appeared.

He wished he hadn't pulled me from the path of Tyler's van — there was no other conclusion | could
cometo.

| wanted very much to talk to him, and the day after the accident | tried. The last time I'd seen him,
outsde the ER, wed both been so furious. | ill was angry that he wouldn't trust me with the truth, even
though | was keeping my part of the bargain flawlessy. But he had in fact saved my life, no matter how
he'd doneit. And, overnight, the heat of my anger faded into awed gratitude.

Hewas dready seated when | got to Biology, looking straight ahead. | sat down, expecting him to turn
toward me. He showed no sign that heredlized | wasthere.

"Hello, Edward," | said pleasantly, to show him | was going to behave mysdf.

He turned his head a fraction toward me without meeting my gaze, nodded once, and then looked the
other way.

And that was the last contact I'd had with him, though he was there, afoot awvay from me, every day. |
watched him sometimes, unable to stop mysalf— from a distance, though, in the cafeteriaor parking lot. |
watched as his golden eyes grew perceptibly darker day by day. But in class| gave no more notice that
he existed than he showed toward me. | was miserable. And the dreams continued.

Despite my outright lies, the tenor of my e-mails derted Renéeto my depression, and she cdled afew
times, worried. | tried to convince her it was just the weeather that had me down.

Mike, at least, was pleased by the obvious cool ness between me and my lab partner. | could see hed
been worried that Edward's daring rescue might have impressed me, and he was relieved that it seemed
to have the opposite effect. He grew more confident, Sitting on the edge of my table to talk before
Biology class started, ignoring Edward as completely as he ignored us.

The snow washed away for good after that one dangeroudy icy day. Mike was disappointed he'd never
gotten to stage his snowbal| fight, but pleased that the beach trip would soon be possible. Therain
continued heavily, though, and the weeks passed.

Jessicamade me aware of another event looming on the horizon — she called the first Tuesday of March
to ask my permission to invite Mike to the girls choice spring dance in two weeks.

"Areyou sureyou don't mind... you weren't planning to ask him?' she perssted when | told her | didn't
mindintheless.

"No, Jess, I'mnot going,” | assured her. Dancing was glaringly outside my range of abilities.

"It will beredly fun." Her attempt to convince me was halfhearted. | suspected that Jessica enjoyed my
inexplicable popularity more than my actua company.

"Y ou have fun with Mike," | encouraged.
The next day, | was surprised that Jessicawasn't her usua gushing sdlf in Trig and Spanish. Shewas



slent as she walked by my side between classes, and | was afraid to ask her why. If Mike had turned her
down, | wasthe last person she would want to tell.

My fears were strengthened during lunch when Jessica sat asfar from Mike as possible, chatting
animatedly with Eric. Mikewas unusudly quiet.

Mikewas il quiet as he walked me to class, the uncomfortable look on hisface abad sign. But he
didn't broach the subject until | wasin my seat and he was perched on my desk. Asaways, | was
electricaly aware of Edward sitting close enough to touch, as distant asif he were merely an invention of

my imagination.
"S0," Mike said, looking at the floor, " Jessica asked me to the spring dance.”
"That'sgreat.” | made my voice bright and enthusiagtic. "Y oulll have alot of fun with Jessica”

"Wadl..." Hefloundered as he examined my smile, clearly not happy with my response. "'l told her | had
to think abouit it."

"Why would you do that?" | let disapprova color my tone, though | wasrelieved he hadn't given her an
absolute no.

Hisface was bright red as he looked down again. Pity shook my resolve.
"l waswondering if... wdl, if you might be planning to ask me."

| paused for amoment, hating the wave of guilt that svept through me. But | saw, from the corner of my
eye, Edward'shead tilt reflexively in my direction.

"Mike, | think you should tell her yes" | said.

"Did you dready ask someone?' Did Edward notice how Mike's eyesflickered in his direction?
"No," | assured him. "I'm not going to the dance at dl."

"Why not?' Mike demanded.

| didn't want to get into the safety hazards that dancing presented, so | quickly made new plans.

"I'm going to Sesttle that Saturday,” | explained. | needed to get out of town anyway — it was suddenly
the perfect timeto go.

"Can't you go some other weekend?'
"Sorry, no," | said. " So you shouldn't make Jesswait any longer — it'srude.”

"Yeah, you'reright," he mumbled, and turned, dgjected, to walk back to his seet. | closed my eyesand
pressed my fingersto my temples, trying to push the guilt and sympathy out of my head. Mr. Banner
began talking. | sighed and opened my eyes.

And Edward was staring at me curioudy, that same, familiar edge of frustration even more distinct now in
his black eyes.

| stared back, surprised, expecting him to look quickly away. But instead he continued to gaze with
probing intensity into my eyes. There was no question of me looking away. My hands started to shake.



"Mr. Cullen?" the teacher called, seeking the answer to aquestion that | hadn't heard.
"The Krebs Cycle," Edward answered, seeming reluctant as he turned to look at Mr. Banner.

| looked down at my book as soon as his eyes released me, trying to find my place. Cowardly asever, |
shifted my hair over my right shoulder to hide my face. | couldn't believe the rush of emotion pulsing
through me— just because held happened to look at me for the first timein ahalf-dozen weeks. |
couldn't dlow him to havethisleve of influence over me. It was pathetic. More than pathetic, it was
unhedlthy.

| tried very hard not to be aware of him for the rest of the hour, and, since that wasimpossible, at least
not to let him know that | was aware of him. When the bell rang at last, | turned my back to him to gather
my things, expecting him to leave immediately asusud.

"Bella?" Hisvoice shouldn't have been so familiar to me, asif I'd known the sound of it dl my liferather
than for just afew short weeks.

| turned dowly, unwillingly. I didn't want to fed what | knew | would fed when | looked at his
too-perfect face. My expression waswary when | findly turned to him; his expression was unreadable.

Hedidn't say anything.

"What? Areyou speaking to meagain?”' | findly asked, an unintentiona note of petulance in my voice.
Hislipstwitched, fighting asmile. "No, not redly,”" he admitted.

| closed my eyes and inhaled dowly through my nose, aware that | was gritting my teeth. He waited.

"Then what do you want, Edward?"' | asked, keeping my eyes closed; it was easier to talk to him
coherently that way.

"I'm sorry." He sounded sincere. "I'm being very rude, | know. But it's better thisway, redly.”
| opened my eyes. Hisface was very serious.

"I don't know what you mean," | said, my voice guarded.

"It's better if were not friends," he explained. "Trust me."

My eyes narrowed. I'd heard that before.

"It'stoo bad you didn't figure that out earlier,” | hissed through my teeth. ™Y ou could have saved yoursdlf
al thisregret.”

"Regret?' Theword, and my tone, obvioudy caught him off guard. "Regret for what?"
"For not just letting that stupid van squish me."

He was astonished. He stared at mein disbelief.

When hefindly spoke, he amost sounded mad. "Y ou think | regret saving your life?"
"I know you do," | snapped.

"Y ou don't know anything." He was definitdly mad.

| turned my head sharply away from him, clenching my jaw againgt dl the wild accusations | wanted to



hurl a him. | gathered my books together, then stood and walked to the door. | meant to sweep
dramatically out of the room, but of course | caught the toe of my boot on the door jamb and dropped
my books. | stood there for amoment, thinking about leaving them. Then | sighed and bent to pick them
up. He wasthere; he'd dready stacked them into apile. He handed them to me, hisface hard.

"Thank you," | sadicily.

His eyes narrowed.

"You'rewelcome," heretorted.

| sraightened up swiftly, turned away from him again, and stalked off to Gym without looking back.

Gymwas brutal. We'd moved on to basketball. My team never passed me the ball, so that was good,
but | fell down alot. Sometimes | took people with me. Today | was worse than usual because my head
was 0 filled with Edward. | tried to concentrate on my feet, but he kept creeping back into my thoughts
just when | redlly needed my baance.

It was ardief, asaways, to leave. | dmost ran to the truck; there were just so many people | wanted to
avoid. Thetruck had suffered only minima damage in the accident. I'd had to replace thetaillights, and if
I'd had aredl paint job, | would have touched that up. Tyler's parents had to sall their van for parts.

| amost had a stroke when | rounded the corner and saw atal, dark figure leaning against the side of my
truck. Then | redlized it wasjust Eric. | Sarted walking again.

"Hey, Eric," | cdled.
"Hi, Bdla"

"What'sup?' | said as| was unlocking the door. | wasn't paying attention to the uncomfortable edgein
hisvoice, so his next words took me by surprise.

"Uh, | wasjust wondering... if you would go to the spring dance with me?" His voice broke on the last
word.

"| thought it was girls choice," | said, too startled to be diplomatic.
"Well, yeah," he admitted, shamefaced.

| recovered my composure and tried to make my smilewarm. "Thank you for asking me, but I'm going to
bein Seettle that day."

"Oh," hesad. "Wel, maybe next time."
"Sure" | agreed, and then bit my lip. | wouldn't want him to take that too literally.
He douched off, back toward the schoal. | heard alow chuckle.

Edward was walking past the front of my truck, looking straight forward, hislips pressed together. |
yanked the door open and jumped inside, damming it loudly behind me. | revved the engine deafeningly
and reversed out into the aide. Edward wasin his car dready, two spaces down, diding out smoothly in
front of me, cutting me off. He stopped there— to wait for hisfamily; | could see the four of them
walking thisway, but till by the cafeteria. | considered taking out the rear of his shiny Volvo, but there
were too many witnesses. | looked in my rearview mirror. A line was beginning to form. Directly behind
me, Tyler Crowley wasin hisrecently acquired used Sentra, waving. | was too aggravated to



acknowledge him.

While | was sitting there, looking everywhere but at the car in front of me, | heard aknock on my
passenger sde window. | looked over; it was Tyler. | glanced back in my rearview mirror, confused. His
car was still running, the door left open. | leaned across the cab to crank the window down. It was stiff. |
got it hafway down, then gave up.

"I'm sorry, Tyler, I'm stuck behind Cullen." | was annoyed — obvioudy the holdup wasn't my faullt.
"Oh, | know — | just wanted to ask you something while were trapped here." He grinned.

This could not be happening.

"Will you ask meto the spring dance?' he continued.

"I'm not going to bein town, Tyler." My voice sounded alittle sharp. | had to remember it wasn't hisfault
that Mike and Eric had aready used up my quota of patience for the day.

"Yesh, Mike said that," he admitted.

"Thenwhy —"

He shrugged. "I was hoping you were just letting him down easy.”

Okay, it was completely hisfauilt.

"Sorry, Tyler," | said, working to hide my irritation. "l redly am going out of town."
"That's cool. We il have prom.”

And before | could respond, he was walking back to hiscar. | could fed the shock on my face. | looked
forward to see Alice, Rosdie, Emmett, and Jasper dl diding into the VVolvo. In hisrearview mirror,
Edward's eyes were on me. He was unquestionably shaking with laughter, asif held heard every word
Tyler had said. My foot itched toward the gas pedal ... one little bump wouldn't hurt any of them, just that
glossy silver paint job. | revved the engine.

But they were dl in, and Edward was speeding away. | drove home dowly, carefully, muttering to mysalf
the whole way.

When | got home, | decided to make chicken enchiladas for dinner. It was along process, and it would
keep me busy. While | was smmering the onions and chilies, the phonerang. | wasadmost afraid to
answer it, but it might be Charlie or my mom.

It was Jessica, and she was jubilant; Mike had caught her after school to accept her invitation. |
celebrated with her briefly while | stirred. She had to go, she wanted to call Angelaand Lauren to tell
them. | suggested — with casua innocence — that maybe Angela, the shy girl who had Biology with me,
could ask Eric. And Lauren, a standoffish girl who had dwaysignored me at the lunch table, could ask
Tyler; I'd heard he was il available. Jess thought that was a great idea. Now that she was sure of Mike,
she actualy sounded sincere when she said she wished | would go to the dance. | gave her my Sesitle
excuse.

After | hung up, | tried to concentrate on dinner — dicing the chicken especidly; | didn't want to take
another trip to the emergency room. But my head was spinning, trying to anayze every word Edward
had spoken today. What did he mean, it was better if we weren't friends?



My stomach twisted as | redlized what he must have meant. He must see how absorbed | was by him; he
must not want to lead me on... so we couldn't even be friends... because he wasn't interested in me at
al.

Of course hewasn't interested in me, | thought angrily, my eyes stinging— adelayed reaction to the
onions. | wasn't interesting. And hewas. Interesting... and brilliant... and mysterious... and perfect...
and beautiful ... and possibly ableto lift full-sized vans with one hand.

Well, that wasfine. | could leave him aone. | would leave him aone. | would get through my
sef-imposed sentence herein purgatory, and then hopefully some school in the Southwest, or possibly
Hawaii, would offer me ascholarship. | focused my thoughts on sunny beaches and pam treesas|
finished the enchiladas and put them in the oven.

Charlie seemed suspicious when he came home and smelled the green peppers. | couldn't blame him —
the closest edible Mexican food was probably in southern California. But he was acop, eveniif just a
smdl-town cop, so he was brave enough to take thefirst bite. He seemed to like it. It was fun to watch
as he dowly began trusting mein the kitchen.

"Dad?' | asked when he was almost done.
"Yeah, Bdla?'

"Um, | just wanted to let you know that I'm going to Seettle for the day aweek from Saturday ... if that's
okay?' | didn't want to ask permission — it set a bad precedent — but | felt rude, so | tacked it on at
the end.

"Why?" He sounded surprised, asif he were unable to imagine something that Forks couldn't offer.

"Wadl, | wanted to get few books— thelibrary hereis pretty limited — and maybe look at some
clothes.” I had more money than | was used to having, since, thanksto Charlie, | hadn't had to pay for a
car. Not that the truck didn't cost me quite a bit in the gas department.

"That truck probably doesn't get very good gas mileage," he said, echoing my thoughts.
"I know, I'll stop in Montesano and Olympia— and Tacomaiif | haveto.”

"Areyou going al by yoursdf?' he asked, and | couldn't tdll if hewas suspicious | had a secret boyfriend
or just worried about car trouble.

"es"
"Sedttleisabig city — you could get logt," he fretted.

"Dad, Phoenix isfivetimesthe size of Seattle— and | can read amap, don't worry about it."
"Do you want me to come with you?"

| tried to be crafty as| hid my horror.

"That'sal right, Dad, I'll probably just bein dressing roomsall day — very boring.”

"Oh, okay." Thethought of Stting in women's clothing storesfor any period of timeimmediatdy put him
off.

"Thanks" | smiled a him.



"Will you be back in timefor the dance?"
Grrr. Only inatown thissmall would a father know when the high school danceswere.

"No— | don't dance, Dad." He, of dl people, should understand that — | didn't get my balance
problems from my mother.

Hedid understand. "Oh, that'sright," he realized.

The next morning, when | pulled into the parking lot, | ddliberately parked asfar as possble from the
slver Volvo. | didn't want to put mysdf in the path of too much temptation and end up owing him anew
car. Getting out of the cab, | fumbled with my key and it fell into apuddle at my feet. As| bentto getit, a
white hand flashed out and grabbed it before | could. | jerked upright. Edward Cullen wasright next to
me, leaning casudly againgt my truck.

"How do you do that?' | asked in amazed irritation.
"Dowhat?' He held my key out as he spoke. As| reached for it, he dropped it into my pam.
"Appear out of thinair.”

"Bélla, it'snot my fault if you are exceptionaly unobservant." Hisvoice was quiet as usud — velve,
muted.

| scowled at his perfect face. His eyes were light again today, a deep, golden honey color. Then | had to
look down, to reassemble my now-tangled thoughts.

"Why thetraffic jam last night?' | demanded, still looking away. "1 thought you were supposed to be
pretending | don't exigt, not irritating me to death.”

"That was for Tyler's sake, not mine. | had to give him his chance." He snickered.

"You..." | gasped. | couldn't think of abad enough word. It fet like the heat of my anger should
physically burn him, but he only seemed more amused.

"And I'm not pretending you don't exist,”" he continued.

"Soyou are trying to irritate me to death? Since Tyler's van didn't do the job?"

Anger flashed in histawny eyes. Hislips pressed into ahard line, al signs of humor gone.
"Bella, you are utterly absurd,”" he said, hislow voice cold.

My pamstingled — | wanted so badly to hit something. | was surprised a mysdf. | wasusudly a
nonviolent person. | turned my back and started to walk away.

"Wait," hecalled. | kept walking, doshing angrily through the rain. But he was next to me, easly keeping
pace.

"I'm sorry, that wasrude," he said aswe waked. | ignored him. "I'm not saying it isn't true," he continued,
"but it was rudeto say it, anyway."

"Why won't you leave me done?’ | grumbled.

"I wanted to ask you something, but you sidetracked me," he chuckled. He seemed to have recovered



his good humor.

"Do you have amultiple personality disorder?’ | asked severdly.

"Youredoingit again.”

| sighed. "Fine then. What do you want to ask?"

"I was wondering if, aweek from Saturday — you know, the day of the spring dance—"

"Areyou trying to be funny?' | interrupted him, wheeling toward him. My face got drenched as | looked
up a hisexpresson.

His eyeswere wickedly amused. "Will you please dlow meto finish?’

| bit my lip and clagped my hands together, interlocking my fingers, so | couldn't do anything rash.
"I heard you say you were going to Sesttle that day, and | waswondering if you wanted aride."
That was unexpected.

"What?' | wasn't sure what he was getting at.

"Do you want aride to Segitle?’

"Withwho?' | asked, mystified.

"Mysdf, obvioudy." He enunciated every syllable, asif he were talking to someone mentaly
handicapped.

| was il stunned. "Why?'

"Wll, | was planning to go to Seettle in the next few weeks, and, to be honest, I'm not sureif your truck
can makeit."

"My truck worksjust fine, thank you very much for your concern.” | started to walk again, but | wastoo
surprised to maintain the same level of anger.

"But can your truck make it there on one tank of gas?' He matched my pace again.
"l don't see how that isany of your business." Stupid, shiny VVolvo owner.
"Thewasting of finite resourcesis everyone's busness.”

"Honestly, Edward.” | felt athrill go through meas| said hisname, and | hated it. "1 can't keep up with
you. | thought you didn't want to be my friend."

"] said it would be better if we weren't friends, not that | didn't want to be."

"Oh, thanks, now that's all cleared up." Heavy sarcasm. | redlized | had stopped walking again. We
were under the shelter of the cafeteriaroof now, so | could more eesily look at hisface. Which certainly
didnt hdp my clarity of thought.

"It would be more... prudent for you not to be my friend," he explained. "But I'm tired of trying to stay
away fromyou, Bdla"



Hiseyeswere glorioudy intense as he uttered that last sentence, hisvoice smoldering. | couldn't
remember how to breathe.

"Will you go with meto Sesttle?' he asked, Hill intense.

| couldn't speak yet, so | just nodded.

He smiled briefly, and then hisface became serious.

"Youredly should stay away fromme," hewarned. "I'll seeyou in class”

He turned abruptly and walked back the way we'd come.

5.BLOOD TYPE

| made my way to Englishin adaze. | didn't even redlizewhen | first walked in that class had dready
Started.

"Thank you for joining us, Miss Swan,” Mr. Mason said in adisparaging tone.
| flushed and hurried to my sest.

It wasn't till classended that | redlized Mike wasn't sitting in his usual seet next to me. | felt atwinge of
guilt. But he and Eric both met me at the door asusud, so | figured | wasn't totaly unforgiven. Mike
seemed to become more himsdlf aswe walked, gaining enthusiasm as he talked about the weather report
for thisweekend. The rain was supposed to take aminor break, and so maybe his beach trip would be
possible. | tried to sound eager, to make up for disappointing him yesterday. It was hard; rain or norain,
it would till only beinthe high forties, if wewerelucky.

Therest of the morning passed in ablur. It was difficult to believethat | hadn't just imagined what
Edward had said, and the way his eyes had looked. Maybe it was just avery convincing dream that 1'd
confused with redlity. That ssemed more probable than that | redlly appedled to him on any level.

So | wasimpatient and frightened as Jessicaand | entered the cafeteria. | wanted to see hisface, to seeif
hel'd gone back to the cold, indifferent person I'd known for the last several weeks. Or if, by some
miracle, I'd redlly heard what | thought I'd heard this morning. Jessica babbled on and on about her
dance plans— Lauren and Angela had asked the other boys and they were al going together —
completely unaware of my inattention.

Disappointment flooded through me as my eyes unerringly focused on histable. The other four were
there, but he was absent. Had he gone home? | followed the still-babbling Jessica through the line,
crushed. I'd lost my appetite— | bought nothing but a bottle of lemonade. | just wanted to go sit down
and sulk.

"Edward Cullenisstaring at you again,” Jesscasaid, finaly breaking through my abstraction with his
name. "I wonder why he's stting donetoday.”

My head snapped up. | followed her gaze to see Edward, smiling crookedly, staring a me from an empty
table across the cafeteriafrom where he usudly sat. Once held caught my eye, he raised one hand and
motioned with hisindex finger for meto join him. As| stared in dishdlief, he winked.



"Does hemean you?' Jessicaasked with insulting astonishment in her voice.

"Maybe he needs help with his Biology homework," | muttered for her benefit. "Um, 1'd better go see
what he wants."

| could fed her taring after me as| walked away.
When | reached histable, | stood behind the chair across from him, unsure.
"Why don't you sit with metoday?' he asked, amiling.

| sat down automaticaly, watching him with caution. Hewas il smiling. It was hard to believe that
someone so beautiful could bered. | was afraid that he might disappear in asudden puff of smoke, and |
would wake up.

He seemed to be waiting for me to say something.
"Thisisdifferent,” | finaly managed.

"Wdll..." He paused, and then the rest of the wordsfollowed in arush. "I decided aslong as| was going
to hdl, I might aswdl do it thoroughly."

| waited for him to say something that made sense. The secondsticked by.
"Y ou know | don't have any ideawhat you mean,” | eventualy pointed out.

"I know." He smiled again, and then he changed the subject. "I think your friends are angry with mefor
geding you.”

"They'll survive." | could fed their stares boring into my back.

"I may not give you back, though,” he said with awicked glint in hiseyes.

| gulped.

Helaughed. "Y ou look worried."

"No," | said, but, ridiculously, my voice broke. " Surprised, actudly... what brought al thison?’

"| told you— | got tired of trying to stay away from you. So I'm giving up." Hewas still smiling, but his
ocher eyeswere serious.

"Givingup?' | repeated in confusion.

"Y es— giving up trying to be good. I'm just going to do what | want now, and let the chipsfall where
they may." His smilefaded as he explained, and ahard edge crept into hisvoice.

"Youlog meagan.”

The breathtaking crooked smile reappeared.

"l dways say too much when I'm talking to you — that's one of the problems.”
"Don't worry — | don't understand any of it," | said wryly.

"I'm counting on that."



"So, in plain English, are we friends now?"
"Friends..." he mused, dubious.
"Or nat," | muttered.

He grinned. "Wdl, we can try, | suppose. But I'm warning you now that I'm not agood friend for you."
Behind hisamile, the warning wasredl.

"You say that alot,” | noted, trying to ignore the sudden trembling in my stomach and keep my voice
even.

"Y es, because you're not listening to me. I'm gtill waiting for you to believeit. If you're smart, you'll avoid
rrell

"| think you've made your opinion on the subject of my intellect clear, too." My eyes narrowed.
He smiled gpologeticaly.

"S0, aslong as1'm being... not smart, well try to be friends?' | struggled to sum up the confusing
exchange.

"That sounds about right."

| looked down at my hands wrapped around the lemonade bottle, not sure what to do now.
"What are you thinking?' he asked curioudy.

| looked up into his deep gold eyes, became befuddled, and, as usua, blurted out the truth.
"I'm trying to figure out whét you are.”

Hisjaw tightened, but he kept his smilein place with some effort.

"Areyou having any luck with that?" he asked in an offhand tone.

"Not too much," | admitted.

He chuckled. "What are your theories?'

| blushed. | had been vacillating during the last month between Bruce Wayne and Peter Parker. There
was no way | was going to own up to that.

"Won' you tell me?" he asked, tilting his head to one side with ashockingly tempting smile.
| shook my head. "Too embarrassng.”
"That's really frustrating, you know," he complained.

"No," | disagreed quickly, my eyes narrowing, "I can't imagine why that would be frustrating at all —
just because someone refusesto tell you what they're thinking, even if al the while they're making cryptic
little remarks specificaly designed to keep you up at night wondering what they could possibly mean...
now, why would thet be frustrating?'

He grimaced.



"Or better,” | continued, the pent-up annoyance flowing fregly now, "say that person dso did awide
range of bizarre things— from saving your life under impossible circumstances one day to treating you
like apariah the next, and he never explained any of that, either, even after he promised. That, also,
would be very non-frugtrating.”

"Y ou've got abit of atemper, don't you?

"l don't like double standards."

We stared at each other, unsmiling.

He glanced over my shoulder, and then, unexpectedly, he snickered.
What?"

"Y our boyfriend seemsto think I'm being unpleasant to you — he's debating whether or not to come
break up our fight." He snickered again.

"I don't know who you're talking about,” | said frogtily. "But I'm sure you're wrong, anyway."

"I'm not. | told you, most people are easy to read.”

"Except me, of course.”

"Y es. Except for you." His mood shifted suddenly; his eyesturned brooding. "I wonder why that is."

| had to look away from the intensity of his stare. | concentrated on unscrewing the lid of my lemonade. |
took aswig, staring at the table without seeing it.

"Aren't you hungry?' he asked, distracted.

"No." | didn't fed like mentioning that my stomach was dready full — of butterflies. "Y ou?" | looked at
the empty tablein front of him.

"No, I'm not hungry.” | didn't understand his expression — it looked like he was enjoying some private
joke.

"Can you do meafavor?' | asked after asecond of hesitation.
Hewas suddenly wary. "That depends on what you want."
"It'snot much," | assured him.

Hewaited, guarded but curious.

"| just wondered... if you could warn me beforehand the next time you decide to ignore mefor my own
good. Just so I'm prepared.” | looked at the lemonade bottle as | spoke, tracing the circle of the opening

with my pinkiefinger.

"That soundsfair." He was pressing hislips together to keep from laughing when | looked up.
"Thanks"

"Then can | have one answer in return?' he demanded.

"Ore"



"Tdl me one theory."

Whoops. "Not that one.”

"You didn't qudify, you just promised one answer," he reminded me.
"And you've broken promises yoursdlf,” | reminded him back.

"Just one theory — | won't laugh.”

"Yes, youwill." | was pogitive about thet.

He looked down, and then glanced up at me through hislong black lashes, his ocher eyes scorching.
"Please?" he breathed, leaning toward me.

| blinked, my mind going blank. Holy crow, how did he do that?
"Er, what?' | asked, dazed.

"Pleasetell mejust onelittle theory.” Hiseyes till smoldered a me.
"Um, well, bitten by aradioactive spider?' Was he a hypnotist, too? Or was | just a hopeless pushover?
"That'snot very cregtive," he scoffed.

"I'm sorry, that'sdl I'vegot,” | said, miffed.

"You're not even close," he teased.

"No spiders?

"Nope."

"And no radioactivity?'

"None."

"Dang," | sghed.

"Kryptonite doesn't bother me, either," he chuckled.

"Y ou're not supposed to laugh, remember?!

He struggled to compose hisface.

"I'll figureit out eventudly,” | warned him.

"I wish you wouldnt try." He was serious again.

"Because... 7'

"What if I'm not asuperhero? What if I'm the bad guy?' He smiled playfully, but his eyeswere
impenetrable.

"Oh," | said, asseverd things héd hinted fell suddenly into place. "l see”



"Do you?' Hisface was abruptly severe, asif he were afraid that he'd accidentaly said too much.

"Y ou're dangerous?" | guessed, my pulse quickening as| intuitively redized the truth of my own words.
He was dangerous. HEd been trying to tell methat al dong.

Hejust looked a me, eyesfull of someemotion | couldn't comprehend.
"But not bad,” | whispered, shaking my head. "No, | don't believe that you're bad.”

"Yourewrong." Hisvoice was dmost inaudible. He looked down, stedling my bottle lid and then
pinning it on its Sde between hisfingers. | stared a him, wondering why | didn't fed afraid. He meant
what he was saying — that was obvious. But | just felt anxious, on edge... and, more than anything else,
fascinated. The sameway | dwaysfelt when | was near him.

The sllencelasted until | noticed that the cafeteriawas dmaost empty.

| jumped to my feet. "Were going to be late.”

"I'm not going to classtoday,” he said, twirling the lid so fast it wasjust ablur.

"Why not?'

"It's hedlthy to ditch class now and then." He smiled up a me, but his eyeswere till troubled.
"Well, I'm going,” | told him. | wasfar too big a coward to risk getting caught.

He turned his attention back to his makeshift top. "I'll seeyou later, then.”

| hesitated, torn, but then thefirst bell sent me hurrying out the door — with alast glance confirming that
he hadn't moved a centimeter.

As| half-ran to class, my head was spinning faster than the bottle cap. So few questions had been
answered in comparison to how many new questions had been raised. At least the rain had stopped.

| was lucky; Mr. Banner wasn't in the room yet when | arrived. | settled quickly into my seet, aware that
both Mike and Angelawere staring a me. Mike looked resentful; Angelalooked surprised, and dightly
awed.

Mr. Banner camein the room then, calling the classto order. He was juggling afew smal cardboard
boxesin hisarms. He put them down on Mike'stable, telling him to start passing them around the class.

"Okay, guys, | want you dl to take one piece from each box," he said as he produced a pair of rubber
glovesfrom the pocket of hislab jacket and pulled them on. The sharp sound as the gloves snapped into
place againgt hiswrists seemed ominousto me. "Thefirgt should be an indicator card,” he went on,
grabbing awhite card with four squares marked on it and displaying it. "The second is afour-pronged
applicator —" he held up something that looked like anearly toothless hair pick "— and thethird isa
gerilemicro-lancet.” He held up asmall piece of blue plastic and split it open. The barb wasinvisble
from this distance, but my stomach flipped.

"I'll be coming around with adropper of water to prepare your cards, so please don't start until | get to
you." He began at Mike'stable again, carefully putting one drop of water in each of the four squares.
"Then | want you to carefully prick your finger with the lancet..." He grabbed Mike's hand and jabbed
the spikeinto the tip of Mike's middle finger. Oh no. Clammy moisture broke out across my forehead.

"Put asmdl drop of blood on each of the prongs.” He demondtrated, squeezing Mike'sfinger till the



blood flowed. | swalowed convulsively, my ssomach heaving.

"And then apply it to the card," hefinished, holding up the dripping red card for usto see. | closed my
eyes, trying to hear through theringing in my ears.

"The Red Crossis having ablood drive in Port Angeles next weekend, so | thought you should all know
your blood type." He sounded proud of himself. "Those of you who aren't eighteen yet will need a
parent's permisson — | have dipsat my desk."

He continued through the room with hiswater drops. | put my cheek against the cool black tabletop and
tried to hold on to my consciousness. All around me | could hear squedls, complaints, and gigglesas my
classmates skewered their fingers. | breathed dowly in and out through my mouth.

"Bdlla, areyou dl right?' Mr. Banner asked. Hisvoice was closeto my head, and it sounded aarmed.
"I dready know my blood type, Mr. Banner," | said in awesak voice. | was afraid to raise my head.
"Areyou feding fant?'

"Yes gr," | muttered, interndly kicking mysdlf for not ditching when | had the chance.

"Can someone take Bellato the nurse, please?" he cdled.

| didn't haveto look up to know that it would be Mike who volunteered.

"Canyouwak?' Mr. Banner asked.

"Yes" | whispered. Just let me get out of here, | thought. I'll crawl.

Mike seemed eager as he put hisarm around my waist and pulled my arm over his shoulder. | leaned
againgt him heavily on the way out of the classroom.

Mike towed me dowly across campus. When we were around the edge of the cafeteria, out of sight of
building four in case Mr. Banner was watching, | stopped.

"Just let me St for aminute, please?' | begged.
He helped me st on the edge of thewalk.

"And whatever you do, keep your hand in your pocket,” | warned. | was till so dizzy. | dumped over on
my sde, putting my cheek againg the freezing, damp cement of the sdewalk, closing my eyes. That
seemed to help alittle.

"Wow, you're green, Bella," Mike said nervoudly.
"Bella?' adifferent voice called from the distance.
No! Please et me beimagining that horribly familiar voice.

"What'swrong — is she hurt?' His voice was closer now, and he sounded upset. | wasn't imaginingit. |
sgueezed my eyes shut, hoping to die. Or, at the very least, not to throw up.

Mike seemed stressed. "I think she'sfainted. | don't know what happened, she didn't even stick her
finger."

"Bella" Edward's voice wasright beside me, relieved now. "Can you hear me?"



"No," | groaned. "Go away."

He chuckled.

"I wastaking her to the nurse" Mike explained in adefensive tone, "'but she wouldn't go any farther.”
"I'll take her," Edward said. | could hear the smile dtill in hisvoice. ™Y ou can go back to class.”

"No," Mike protested. "I'm supposed to do it."

Suddenly the sdewalk disappeared from beneath me. My eyes flew open in shock. Edward had
scooped me up in hisarms, aseasily asif | weighed ten poundsinstead of a hundred and ten.

"Put me down!" Please, please let me not vomit on him. He was walking before | was finished talking.
"Hey!" Mike called, aready ten paces behind us.
Edward ignored him. ™Y ou look awful," hetold me, grinning.

"Put me back on the sidewalk,” | moaned. The rocking movement of hiswalk was not helping. He held
me away from his body, gingerly, supporting al my weight with just hisarms— it didn't seem to bother
him.

"Soyou fant at the sght of blood?' he asked. This seemed to entertain him.,

| didn't answer. | closed my eyes again and fought the nauseawith dl my strength, clamping my lips
together.

"And not even your own blood," he continued, enjoying himself.

| don't know how he opened the door while carrying me, but it was suddenly warm, so | knew we were
insde

"Ohmy," | heard afemale voice gasp.
"Shefainted in Biology," Edward explained.

| opened my eyes. | wasin the office, and Edward was striding past the front counter toward the nurse's
door. Ms. Cope, the redheaded front office receptionist, ran ahead of him to hold it open. The
grandmotherly nurse looked up from anovel, astonished, as Edward swung me into the room and placed
me gently on the crackly paper that covered the brown vinyl mattress on the one cot. Then he moved to
stand againgt the wall as far across the narrow room as possible. His eyes were bright, excited.

"She'sjud alittlefaint," he reassured the startled nurse. " They're blood typing in Biology."
The nurse nodded sagdly. "Therés dways one.”

He muffled asnicker.

"Jugt lie down for aminute, honey; it'll pass.”

"l know," | Sghed. The nauseawas aready fading.

"Does this happen alot?' she asked.

"Sometimes," | admitted. Edward coughed to hide another laugh.



"Y ou can go back to class now,” shetold him.

"I'm supposed to stay with her." He said thiswith such assured authority that — even though she pursed
her lips— the nurse didn't argueit further.

"Il go get you someice for your forehead, dear,” she said to me, and then bustled out of the room.
"Youwereright," | moaned, letting my eyesclose.

"l usualy am — but about what in particular thistime?”

"Ditching is hedlthy.” | practiced bresthing evenly.

"Y ou scared me for aminute there,” he admitted after apause. Histone made it sound like he was
confessing ahumiliating weakness. "l thought Newton was dragging your dead body off to bury it in the
woods."

"Haha" | ill had my eyes closed, but | was feding more norma every minute.

"Honestly — I've seen corpses with better color. | was concerned that | might have to avenge your
murder."

"Poor Mike. I'll bet hesmad."

"He absolutdy loathesme," Edward said cheerfully.

"Y ou can't know that," | argued, but then | wondered suddenly if he could.
"l saw hisface— 1| could tell."

"How did you see me? | thought you were ditching.” | was amost fine now, though the queasinesswould
probably passfaster if 1'd eaten something for lunch. On the other hand, maybe it was lucky my stomach
was empty.

"l wasinmy car, listening to aCD." Such anormal response — it surprised me.
| heard the door and opened my eyes to see the nurse with a cold compressin her hand.
"Hereyou go, dear.” Shelaid it across my forehead. "Y ou're looking better,” she added.

"I think I'mfing," | said, Sitting up. Jugt alittle ringing in my ears, no spinning. The mint green walls stayed
wherethey should.

| could see she was about to make me lie back down, but the door opened just then, and Ms. Cope
stuck her head in.

"Weve got another one," she warned.
| hopped down to free up the cot for the next invalid.
| handed the compress back to the nurse. "Here, | don't need this."

And then Mike staggered through the door, now supporting a sallow-looking Lee Stephens, another boy
inour Biology class. Edward and | drew back against the wall to give them room.

"Oh no," Edward muttered. "Go out to the office, Bdla"



| looked up at him, bewildered.
"Trus me—go."

| spun and caught the door before it closed, darting out of the infirmary. | could fed Edward right behind
me

"Y ou actudly listened to me." He was stunned.

"l smelled the blood,” | said, wrinkling my nose. Lee wasn't sick from watching other people, like me.,
"People can't smell blood,”" he contradicted.

"Wadll, | can — that'swhat makesme sick. It smellslikerudt... and sdt.”

He was gtaring at me with an unfathomable expression.

"What?' | asked.

"It'snothing."

Mike came through the door then, glancing from me to Edward. The look he gave Edward confirmed
what Edward had said about loathing. He looked back at me, his eyes glum.

"You look better," he accused.

"Just keep your hand in your pocket,” | warned him again.

"It's not bleeding anymore,” he muttered. " Are you going back to class?'
"Areyou kidding?1'd just have to turn around and come back."

"Yeah, | guess... So are you going thisweekend? To the beach?' While he spoke, he flashed another
glare toward Edward, who was standing against the cluttered counter, motionless as a sculpture, staring

off into space.

| tried to sound asfriendly as possible. "Sure, | said | wasin."

"We're meeting at my dad's store, at ten." His eyesflickered to Edward again, wondering if hewas giving
out too much information. His body language made it clear that it wasn't an open invitation.

"I'll bethere,” | promised.
"I'll seeyouin Gym, then," he said, moving uncertainly toward the door.

"Seeyou," | replied. Helooked at me once more, his round face dightly pouting, and then as he walked
dowly through the door, his shoulders dumped. A swell of sympathy washed over me. | pondered seeing
his disgppointed face again... in Gym.

"Gym," | groaned.

"| can take care of that." | hadn't noticed Edward moving to my side, but he spoke now in my ear. "Go
st down and look pale," he muttered.

That wasn't achallenge; | was aways pale, and my recent swoon had left alight sheen of sweat on my
face. | sat in one of the creaky folding chairs and rested my head againgt the wall with my eyes closed.



Fainting spells dways exhausted me.

| heard Edward speaking softly at the counter.
"Ms. Cope?'

"Yes?' | hadn't heard her return to her desk.

"Bdlahas Gym next hour, and | don't think shefedswell enough. Actudly, | wasthinking | should take
her home now. Do you think you could excuse her from class?' Hisvoice was like melting honey. | could
imagine how much more overwhelming his eyeswould be.

"Do you need to be excused, too, Edward?' Ms. Cope fluttered. Why couldn't | do that?
"No, | have Mrs. Goff, shewon't mind."

"Okay, it'sall taken care of. Y ou fed better, Bella," she called to me. | nodded weskly, hamming it up
just ahit.

"Can you wak, or do you want meto carry you again?' With hisback to the receptionist, his expresson
became sarcadtic.

"Il walk."

| stood carefully, and | was Htill fine. He held the door for me, his smile polite but his eyes mocking. |
walked out into the cold, fine mist that had just begunto fall. It felt nice— thefirst time I'd enjoyed the
congtant moisture falling out of the sky — as it washed my face clean of the sticky perspiration.

"Thanks," | said as hefollowed me out. "It'sadmost worth getting sick to miss Gym."
"Anytime." He was staring straight forward, squinting into therain.

"So areyou going? This Saturday, | mean?" | was hoping hewould, though it seemed unlikely. | couldn't
picture him loading up to carpool with the rest of the kids from school; he didn't belong in the same
world. But just hoping that he might gave me thefirst twinge of enthusiasm I'd felt for the outing.

"Whereareyou al going, exactly?' Hewas still ooking ahead, expressionless.

"Downto LaPush, to First Beach." | studied hisface, trying to read it. His eyes seemed to narrow
infinitesmdly.

He glanced down at me from the corner of hiseye, smilingwryly. "I redly don't think | wasinvited."
| Sghed. "l just invited you."

"Let'syou and | not push poor Mike any further thisweek. We don't want him to snap.” Hiseyes
danced; he was enjoying the idea more than he should.

"Mike-schmike." | muttered, preoccupied by theway held said "you and I." | liked it more than | should.

We were near the parking lot now. | veered |€eft, toward my truck. Something caught my jacket, yanking
me back.

"Where do you think you're going?" he asked, outraged. He was gripping afistful of my jacket in one
hand.



| was confused. "'I'm going home."

"Didn't you hear me promise to take you safely home? Do you think I'm going to let you drivein your
condition?' Hisvoice was il indignant.

"What condition? And what about my truck?' | complained.

"I'll have Alice drop it off after school." He was towing me toward his car now, pulling me by my jacket.
It wasdl | could do to keep from falling backward. Hed probably just drag me dong anyway if | did.

"Let go!" | indsted. Heignored me. | staggered along sideway's across the wet sidewalk until we reached
theVolvo. Then hefindly freed me— | stumbled against the passenger door.

"You are o pushy!" | grumbled.
"It'sopen,” was dl he responded. He got in the driver's side.

"| am perfectly cgpable of driving myself home!" | stood by the car, fuming. It wasraining harder now,
and I'd never put my hood up, so my hair was dripping down my back.

He lowered the automatic window and leaned toward me acrossthe seat. "Get in, Bdla"

| didn't answer. | was mentally cal culating my chances of reaching the truck before he could catch me. |
had to admit, they weren't good.

"I'll just drag you back,” he threatened, guessing my plan.

| tried to maintain what dignity | could as| got into hiscar. | wasn't very successful — I looked likea
half-drowned cat and my boots squeaked.

"Thisiscompletely unnecessary,” | said stiffly.

Hedidn't answer. He fiddled with the controls, turning the heater up and the music down. As he pulled
out of the parking lot, | was preparing to give him the silent treatment — my face in full pout mode — but
then | recognized the music playing, and my curiosity got the better of my intentions.

"Clar de Lune?' | asked, surprised.
"Y ou know Debussy?" He sounded surprised, too.

"Not wel," | admitted. "My mother playsalot of classca music around the house— I only know my
favorites”

"It'sone of my favorites, too." He stared out through therain, lost in thought.

| listened to the music, relaxing against the light gray leather seat. It wasimpossible not to respond to the
familiar, soothing melody. Therain blurred everything outside the window into gray and green smudges. |
began to redize we were driving very fagt; the car moved so steadily, so evenly, though, | didn't fed the
gpeed. Only the town flashing by gaveit away.

"What isyour mother like?' he asked me suddenly.
| glanced over to see him studying me with curious eyes.

"Shelooksalot like me, but she's prettier,” | said. Heraised his eyebrows. "I have too much Charliein



me. She's more outgoing than | am, and braver. She'sirresponsible and dightly eccentric, and shé'sa
very unpredictable cook. She'smy best friend.” | stopped. Taking about her was making me depressed.

"How old are you, Bdla?' His voice sounded frustrated for some reason | couldn't imagine. Hed
stopped the car, and | realized we were at Charli€'s house aready. The rain was so heavy that | could
barely seethe house at all. It was like the car was submerged under ariver.

"I'm seventeen,” | responded, alittle confused.
"Y ou don't seem seventeen.”

Histone was reproachful ; it made me laugh.
"What?" he asked, curious again.

"My mom aways says| was born thirty-five years old and that | get more middie-aged every year." |
laughed, and then sighed. "Well, someone hasto be the adult.” | paused for a second. ™Y ou don't seem
much likeajunior in high school yoursdf,” | noted.

He made aface and changed the subject.
"So why did your mother marry Phil?*

| was surprised he would remember the name; I'd mentioned it just once, almost two months ago. It took
me amoment to answer.

"My mother... she'svery young for her age. | think Phil makes her fed even younger. At any rate, she's
crazy about him." | shook my head. The attraction was amystery to me.

"Do you approve?" he asked.

"Doesit matter?' | countered. "1 want her to be happy... and heiswho she wants."
"That's very generous... | wonder," he mused.

What?"

"Would she extend the same courtesy to you, do you think? No matter who your choice was?' He was
suddenly intent, his eyes searching mine.

"I-1 think s0," | Stuttered. "But she'sthe parent, after dl. It'salittle bit different.”

"No onetoo scary then," he teased.

| grinned in response. "What do you mean by scary? Multiple facid piercings and extensive tattoos?'
"That's one definition, | suppose.”

"Wha'syour definition?’

But heignored my question and asked me another. "Do you think that | could be scary?' He raised one
eyebrow, and the faint trace of asmile lightened hisface.

| thought for a moment, wondering whether the truth or alie would go over better. | decided to go with
thetruth. "Hmmm... | think you could be, if you wanted to."



"Areyou frightened of me now?' The smile vanished, and his heavenly face was suddenly serious.
"No." But | answered too quickly. The smile returned.

S0, now are you going to tell me about your family?" | asked to distract him. "It's got to be amuch more
interegting story than mine."

Hewasingantly cautious. "What do you want to know?'

"The Cullens adopted you?' | verified.

"Wes"

| hesitated for amoment. "What happened to your parents?’

"They died many years ago.” Histone was matter-of-fact.

"I'm sorry," | mumbled.

"I don't redly remember them that clearly. Carlide and Esme have been my parentsfor along time now."
"And you love them." It wasn't aquestion. It was obviousin the way he spoke of them.
"Yes" Hegamiled. "l couldn't imagine two better people.”

"Yourevery lucky."

"l know | am."

"And your brother and sister?”

He glanced at the clock on the dashboard.

"My brother and sister, and Jasper and Rosdie for that matter, are going to be quite upset if they haveto
gand intherain waiting for me."

"Oh, sorry, | guessyou haveto go." | didn't want to get out of the car.

"And you probably want your truck back before Chief Swan gets home, so you don't haveto tell him
about the Biology incident." He grinned at me.

"I'm sure he'sdready heard. There are no secretsin Forks." | sighed.

Helaughed, and there was an edge to hislaughter.

"Havefun at the beach. .. good westher for sunbathing." He glanced out &t the sheeting rain.
"Won't | see you tomorrow?'

"No. Emmett and | are starting the weekend early.”

"What are you going to do?' A friend could ask that, right? | hoped the disappointment wasn't too
goparent in my voice.

"We're going to be hiking in the Goat Rocks Wilderness, just south of Rainier.”

| remembered Charlie had said the Cullens went camping frequently.



"Oh, wdll, havefun.” | tried to sound enthusiadtic. | don't think | fooled him, though. A smilewas playing
around the edges of hislips.

"Will you do something for me thisweekend?' He turned to look me straight in the face, utilizing the full
power of hisburning gold eyes.

| nodded helplesdly.

"Don't be offended, but you seem to be one of those people who just attract accidents like amagnet.
So... try not to fal into the ocean or get run over or anything, al right?' He smiled crookedly.

The helplessness had faded as he spoke. | glared a him.

"I'll seewhat | can do,” | snapped as| jumped out into therain. | dammed the door behind me with
excessveforce.

Hewas till smiling ashe drove away.

6. SCARY STORIES

As| sat in my room, trying to concentrate on the third act of Macbeth, | wasredly lisening for my truck.
| would have thought, even over the pounding rain, | could have heard the enginesroar. But when | went
to peek out the curtain — again — it was suddenly there.

| wasn't looking forward to Friday, and it more than lived up to my non-expectations. Of course there
were the fainting comments. Jessica especially seemed to get akick out of that story. Luckily Mike had
kept his mouth shut, and no one seemed to know about Edward's involvement. She did have alot of
questions about lunch, though.

"So what did Edward Cullen want yesterday?' Jessicaasked in Trig.

"I don't know," | answered truthfully. "He never redly got to the point.”

"Y ou looked kind of mad," shefished.

"Did 17" | kept my expression blank.

"Y ou know, I've never seen him sit with anyone but hisfamily before. That wasweird.”

"Waeird," | agreed. She seemed annoyed; she flipped her dark curlsimpatiently — | guessed sheld been
hoping to hear something that would make a good story for her to pass on.

The worst part about Friday was that, even though | knew he wasn't going to be there, | still hoped.
When | waked into the cafeteriawith Jessicaand Mike, | couldn't keep from looking at histable, where
Rosdlie, Alice, and Jasper sat talking, heads close together. And | couldn't stop the gloom that engulfed
meas| redized | didn't know how long | would have to wait before | saw him again.

At my usud table, everyone wasfull of our plansfor the next day. Mike was animated again, putting a
great deal of trust in the local weatherman who promised sun tomorrow. I'd have to see that before |
believed it. But it was warmer today — amost sixty. Maybe the outing wouldn't be completely
miserable.



| intercepted afew unfriendly glances from Lauren during lunch, which | didn't understand until we were
al walking out of the room together. | was right behind her, just afoot from her dick, silver blond hair,
and shewas evidently unaware of that.

"...don't know why Bella" — she sneered my name — "doesn't just St with the Cullens from now on.”

| heard her muttering to Mike. I'd never noticed what an unpleasant, nasal voice she had, and | was
surprised by themdiceinit. | redly didn't know her well at dl, certainly not well enough for her to didike
me — or S0 I'd thought. " She's my friend; she sitswith us," Mike whispered back loyaly, but also abit
territoridly. | paused to let Jessand Angelapassme. | didn't want to hear any more.

That night at dinner, Charlie seemed enthusiagtic about my trip to La Push inthe morning. | think he felt
guilty for leaving me home aone on the weekends, but he'd spent too many years building his habitsto
break them now. Of course he knew the names of al the kids going, and their parents, and their
great-grandparents, too, probably. He seemed to approve. | wondered if he would approve of my plan
to ride to Sesttle with Edward Cullen. Not that | was going to tell him.

"Dad, do you know a place called Goat Rocks or something likethat? | think it's south of Mount
Rainier," | asked casudly.

"Y esh— why?"
| shrugged. " Some kids were talking about camping there.”

"It'snot avery good place for camping.” He sounded surprised. "Too many bears. Most people go there
during the hunting season.”

"Oh," I murmured. "Maybe | got the name wrong.”

| meant to deep in, but an unusua brightnesswoke me. | opened my eyesto see aclear yellow light
streaming through my window. | couldn't believeit. | hurried to the window to check, and sure enough,
there was the sun. It wasin the wrong place in the sky, too low, and it didn't seemto be asclose asit
should be, but it was definitely the sun. Clouds ringed the horizon, but alarge patch of bluewasvisblein
themiddle. | lingered by thewindow aslong as| could, afraid that if | left the blue would disappear

again.

The Newtons Olympic Outfitters store was just north of town. I'd seen the store, but I'd never stopped
there— not having much need for any supplies required for being outdoors over an extended period of
time. Inthe parking lot | recognized Mike's Suburban and Tyler's Sentra. As| pulled up next to their
vehicles, | could see the group standing around in front of the Suburban. Eric was there, dong with two
other boys| had classwith; | wasfairly sure their names were Ben and Conner. Jess was there, flanked
by Angelaand Lauren. Three other girls sood with them, including one | remembered faling over in Gym
on Friday. That one gave me adirty look as| got out of the truck, and whispered something to Lauren.
Lauren shook out her cornsilk hair and eyed me scornfully.

So it was going to be one of those days.
At least Mike was happy to see me.
"You came!" hecadled, delighted. "And | said it would be sunny today, didn't |?"

"| told you | was coming,” | reminded him.



"We'rejust waiting for Lee and Samantha. .. unlessyou invited someone,” Mike added.

"Nope" | lied lightly, hoping | wouldn't get caught in the lie. But aso wishing that amiracle would occur,
and Edward would appear.

Mikelooked satisfied.

"Will you ridein my car? It'sthat or Leg'smom's minivan.”
"Sure”

He smiled blissfully. It was so easy to make Mike happy.

"Y ou can have shotgun,” he promised. | hid my chagrin. It wasn't as smple to make Mike and Jessica
happy at the sametime. | could see Jessica glowering at us now.

The numbers worked out in my favor, though. Lee brought two extra people, and suddenly every seat
was necessary. | managed to wedge Jess in between Mike and mein the front seet of the Suburban.
Mike could have been more graceful about it, but at least Jess seemed appeased.

It was only fifteen milesto LaPush from Forks, with gorgeous, dense green forests edging the road most
of the way and the wide Quillayute River snaking beneath it twice. | wasglad | had the window sest.
Wed rolled the windows down — the Suburban was a bit claustrophobic with nine peopleinit—and |
tried to absorb as much sunlight as possible.

I'd been to the beaches around La Push many times during my Forks summerswith Charlie, so the
mile-long crescent of First Beach wasfamiliar to me. It was il breathtaking. The water was dark gray,
even in the sunlight, white-capped and heaving to the gray, rocky shore. Idands rose out of the stedl
harbor waters with sheer cliff Sdes, reaching to uneven summits, and crowned with austere, soaring firs.
The beach had only athin border of actua sand at the water's edge, after which it grew into millions of
large, smooth stones that looked uniformly gray from adistance, but close up were every shade a stone
could be: terra-cotta, seagreen, lavender, blue gray, dull gold. Thetide line was strewn with huge
driftwood trees, bleached bone white in the salt waves, some piled together against the edge of the forest
fringe, somelying solitary, just out of reach of the waves.

There was a brisk wind coming off the waves, cool and briny. Pdlicansfloated on the swellswhile
seagullls and alone eagle whedled above them. The clouds till circled the sky, threatening to invede at
any moment, but for now the sun shone bravely initshao of blue sky.

We picked our way down to the beach, Mike leading the way to aring of driftwood logs that had
obvioudy been used for partieslike ours before. Therewas afire circle dready in place, filled with black
ashes. Eric and the boy | thought was named Ben gathered broken branches of driftwood from the drier
piles against the forest edge, and soon had a tegpee-shaped construction built atop the old cinders.

"Have you ever seen adriftwood fire?' Mike asked me. | was sitting on one of the bone-colored
benches; the other girls clustered, gossiping excitedly, on either sde of me. Mike knedled by thefire,
lighting one of the smdller sickswith acigarette lighter.

"No," | said as he placed the blazing twig carefully against the teepee.

"Youll like thisthen — watch the colors." Helit another small branch and laid it dongside thefird. The
flames started to lick quickly up the dry wood.

"It'sblue” | saidin surprise.



"The sdt doesit. Pretty, isn't it?' Helit one more piece, placed it where the fire hadn't yet caught, and
then cameto st by me. Thankfully, Jesswas on his other side. She turned to him and claimed his
attention. | watched the strange blue and green flames crackle toward the sky.

After ahaf hour of chatter, some of the boyswanted to hike to the nearby tida pools. It was adilemma.
Ontheone hand, | loved thetide pools. They had fascinated me since | was a child; they were one of the
only things | ever looked forward to when | had to come to Forks. On the other hand, I'd dso fallen into
them alot. Not abig deal when you're seven and with your dad. It reminded me of Edward's request —
that | not fal into the ocean.

L auren was the one who made my decision for me. She didn't want to hike, and she was definitely
wearing the wrong shoesfor it. Most of the other girls besides Angela and Jessica decided to stay on the
beach aswell. | waited until Tyler and Eric had committed to remaining with them before | got up quietly
to join the pro-hiking group. Mike gave me a huge smile when he saw that | was coming.

The hike wasn't too long, though | hated to |ose the sky in the woods. The green light of the forest was
strangely a odds with the adolescent laughter, too murky and ominousto be in harmony with the light
banter around me. | had to watch each step | took very carefully, avoiding roots below and branches
above, and | soon fell behind. Eventually | broke through the emerald confines of the forest and found the
rocky shore again. It was low tide, and atiddl river flowed past us onitsway to the sea. Along its
pebbled banks, shalow poolsthat never completely drained were teeming with life.

| was very cautious not to lean too far over thelittle ocean ponds. The others were fearless, lesping over
the rocks, perching precarioudly on the edges. | found a very stable-looking rock on the fringe of one of
thelargest pools and sat there cautioudly, spellbound by the natural aguarium below me. The bouquets of
brilliant anemones undulated ceasdesdy in theinvisible current, twisted shells scurried about the edges,
obscuring the crabs within them, starfish stuck motionless to the rocks and each other, while one smdll
black edl with white racing stripes wove through the bright green weeds, waiting for the seato return. |
was completely absorbed, except for one smal part of my mind that wondered what Edward was doing
now, and trying to imagine what he would be saying if he were here with me.

Findly the boyswere hungry, and | got up stiffly to follow them back. | tried to keep up better thistime
through the woods, so naturdly | fell afew times. | got some shallow scrapes on my palms, and the
knees of my jeanswere stained green, but it could have been worse.

When we got back to First Beach, the group wed left behind had multiplied. Aswe got closer we could
see the shining, straight black hair and copper skin of the newcomers, teenagers from the reservation
cometo socidize.

The food was aready being passed around, and the boys hurried to claim a share while Eric introduced
us as we each entered the driftwood circle. Angelaand | were the last to arrive, and, as Eric said our
names, | noticed ayounger boy sitting on the stones near the fire glance up at mein interest. | sat down
next to Angela, and Mike brought us sandwiches and an array of sodas to choose from, while aboy who
looked to be the oldest of the visitorsrattled off the names of the seven otherswith him. All | caught was
that one of the girls was a so named Jessica, and the boy who noticed me was named Jacob.

It wasrelaxing to sit with Angela; she was arestful kind of person to be around — she didn't fed the
need tofill every silence with chatter. Sheleft me freeto think undisturbed whilewe ate. And | was
thinking about how digointedly time seemed to flow in Forks, passing in ablur at times, with single
images standing out more clearly than others. And then, at other times, every second was significant,
etched in my mind. | knew exactly what caused the difference, and it disturbed me.



During lunch the clouds started to advance, dinking acrossthe blue sky, darting in front of the sun
momentarily, casting long shadows across the beach, and blackening the waves. Asthey finished eating,
people started to drift away in twos and threes. Some walked down to the edge of the waves, trying to
skip rocks across the choppy surface. Others were gathering a second expedition to the tide pools. Mike
— with Jess ca shadowing him — headed up to the one shop in the village. Some of the loca kids went
with them; others went along on the hike. By thetimethey dl had scattered, | was Sitting alone on my
driftwood log, with Lauren and Tyler occupying themselves by the CD player someone had thought to
bring, and three teenagers from the reservation perched around the circle, including the boy named Jacob
and the oldest boy who had acted as spokesperson.

A few minutes after Angelaleft with the hikers, Jacob sauntered over to take her place by my side. He
looked fourteen, maybe fifteen, and had long, glossy black hair pulled back with arubber band at the
nape of hisneck. His skin was beautiful, slky and russet-colored; his eyes were dark, set deep abovethe
high planes of his cheekbones. He dtill had just ahint of childish roundnesseft around hischin.
Altogether, avery pretty face. However, my positive opinion of hislooks was damaged by the first
words out of hismouth.

"You're lsabella Swan, aren't you?"

It waslike thefirst day of school al over again.

"Bella" | sghed.

"I'm Jacob Black." He hdd hishand out in afriendly gesture. ™Y ou bought my dad's truck.”

"Oh," | said, relieved, shaking hisdeek hand. "Y ou're Billy's son. | probably should remember you."
"No, I'm the youngest of the family — you would remember my older sgters.”

"Rachd and Rebecca," | suddenly recaled. Charlie and Billy had thrown ustogether alot during my
vigits, to keep us busy while they fished. We were dl too shy to make much progress asfriends. Of
course, I'd kicked up enough tantrums to end the fishing trips by thetime | was eeven.

"Arethey here?' | examined the girls a the ocean's edge, wondering if | would recognize them now.

"No." Jacob shook his head. "Rachel got ascholarship to Washington State, and Rebeccamarried a
Samoan surfer — shelivesin Hawaii now."

"Married. Wow." | was stunned. Thetwinswere only alittle over ayear older than | was.
"So how do you like the truck?' he asked.
"l loveit. It runsgrest."

"Yeah, but it'sredly dow," helaughed. "l was so rdlived when Charlie bought it. My dad wouldn't et me
work on building another car when we had a perfectly good vehicleright there.”

"It'snot that dow," | objected.
"Have you tried to go over Sixty?'
"No," | admitted.

"Good. Don't." He grinned.



| couldn't help grinning back. "It doesgreat in acollison,” | offered in my truck's defense.
"I don't think atank could take out that old mongter,” he agreed with another laugh.
"So you build cars?' | asked, impressed.

"When | have freetime, and parts. Y ou wouldn't happen to know where | could get my handson a
master cylinder for 21986 Volkswagen Rabhit?' he added jokingly. He had a pleasant, husky voice.

"Sorry," | laughed, "I haven't seen any lately, but I'll keep my eyes open for you." Asif | knew what that
was. Hewas very easy to tak with.

Heflashed abrilliant smile, looking & me appreciatively in away | waslearning to recognize. | wasn't the
only onewho noticed.

"Y ou know Bella, Jacob?" Lauren asked — in what | imagined was an insolent tone— from acrossthe
fire

"Weve sort of known each other since | was born,” he laughed, smiling at me again.
"How nice." She didn't sound like she thought it was nice a dl, and her pae, fishy eyes narrowed.

"Bella" she cdled again, watching my face carefully, "l wasjust saying to Tyler that it wastoo bad none
of the Cullens could come out today. Didn't anyone think to invite them?' Her expression of concern was
unconvincing.

"Y ou mean Dr. Carlide Cullen'sfamily?' thetall, older boy asked before | could respond, much to
Lauren'sirritation. He wasredlly closer to aman than aboy, and hisvoice was very deep.

"Y es, do you know them?" she asked condescendingly, turning hafway toward him.

"The Cullens don't come here," he said in atone that closed the subject, ignoring her question.

Tyler, trying to win back her attention, asked Lauren's opinion on aCD he held. She was distracted.

| stared at the degp-voiced boy, taken aback, but he was looking away toward the dark forest behind
us. He'd said that the Cullens didn't come here, but his tone had implied something more — that they
weren't dlowed; they were prohibited. His manner left astrange impression on me, and | tried to ignore it
without success.

Jacob interrupted my meditation. "So is Forks driving you insane yet?'
"Oh, I'd say that's an understatement.” | grimaced. He grinned understandingly.

| was il turning over the brief comment on the Cullens, and | had asudden inspiration. It was a stupid
plan, but | didn't have any better ideas. | hoped that young Jacob was as yet inexperienced around girls,
50 that he wouldn't see through my sure-to-be-pitiful attemptsat flirting.

"Do you want to walk down the beach with me?' | asked, trying to imitate that way Edward had of
looking up from underneath his eyelashes. It couldn't have nearly the same effect, | was sure, but Jacob

jumped up willingly enough.

Aswe waked north across the multihued stones toward the driftwood seawall, the cloudsfinaly closed
ranks across the sky, causing the seato darken and the temperature to drop. | shoved my hands deep
into the pockets of my jacket.



"So you're, what, Sxteen?" | asked, trying not to look like anidiot as| fluttered my eydidstheway I'd
seengirlsdoon TV.

"I just turned fifteen," he confessed, flattered.
"Redly?' My facewasfull of fase surprise. "1 would have thought you were older."
"I'mtal for my age," he explained.

"Do you come up to Forks much?' | asked archly, asif | washoping for ayes. | sounded idiotic to
mysdlf. | wasafraid he would turn on me with disgust and accuse me of my fraud, but he till seemed
flattered.

"Not too much," he admitted with afrown. "But when | get my car finished | can go up asmuch as| want
— dfter | get my license," he amended.

"Who was that other boy Lauren was talking to? He seemed alittle old to be hanging out with us.” |
purposefully lumped mysdlf in with the youngsters, trying to makeit clear that | preferred Jacob.

"That's Sam — he's nineteen,”" heinformed me.
"What was that he was saying about the doctor's family?' | asked innocently.

"The Cullens? Oh, they're not supposed to come onto the reservation.” He looked away, out toward
James Idand, as he confirmed what 1'd thought 1'd heard in Sam's voice.

"Why not?'
He glanced back at me, biting hislip. "Oops. I'm not supposed to say anything about that.”

"Oh, | won' tell anyone, I'm just curious."” | tried to make my smile dluring, wondering if | waslaying it
on too thick.

He smiled back, though, looking alured. Then helifted one eyebrow and his voice was even huskier than
before.

"Doyou like scary stories?' he asked ominoudy.
"I love them," | enthused, making an effort to smolder a him.

Jacob strolled to anearby driftwood tree that had its roots sticking out like the attenuated legs of a huge,
pale spider. He perched lightly on one of the twisted rootswhile | sat beneath him on the body of the
tree. He stared down at the rocks, a smile hovering around the edges of hisbroad lips. | could see he
was going to try to make this good. | focused on keeping the vital interest | felt out of my eyes.

"Do you know any of our old stories, about where we came from — the Quileutes, | mean?' he began.
"Not redly,” | admitted.

"Wadll, there are lots of legends, some of them claiming to date back to the Flood — supposedly, the
ancient Quileutestied their canoesto the tops of the tallest trees on the mountain to survive like Noah and
theark." He amiled, to show me how little stock he put in the histories. " Another legend claimsthat we
descended from wolves— and that the wolves are our brothers ill. It'sagaingt tribal law to kill them.

"Then there are the stories about the cold ones." Hisvoice dropped alittle lower.



"The cold ones?' | asked, not faking my intrigue now.

"Yes. There are stories of the cold ones as old as the wolf legends, and some much more recent.
According to legend, my own great-grandfather knew some of them. He was the one who made the
treaty that kept them off our land.” Herolled hiseyes.

"Y our great-grandfather?" | encouraged.

"Hewasatribal elder, like my father. Y ou see, the cold ones are the natural enemies of the wolf—well,
not thewalf, redly, but the wolvesthat turn into men, like our ancestors. Y ou would cal them
werewolves."

"Werewolves have enemies?’
"Only one."
| stared a him earnestly, hoping to disguise my impatience as admiration.

"So you see," Jacob continued, “the cold ones are traditionaly our enemies. But this pack that cameto
our territory during my greet-grandfather's time was different. They didn't hunt the way others of their
kind did — they weren't supposed to be dangerous to the tribe. So my great-grandfather made atruce
with them. If they would promise to stay off our lands, we wouldn't expose them to the pde-faces.” He
winked at me.

"If they weren't dangerous, thenwhy... ?" | tried to understand, struggling not to let him see how
serioudy | was consdering hisghost sory.

"Therésadwaysarisk for humansto be around the cold ones, even if they're civilized like this clan was.
Y ou never know when they might get too hungry to resst." He deliberately worked athick edge of
menaceinto histone.

"What do you mean, ‘civilized?"

"They claimed that they didn't hunt humans. They supposedly were somehow ableto prey on animas
ingead.”

| tried to keep my voice casud. " So how doesit fit in with the Cullens? Are they like the cold ones your
greatgrandfather met?"

"No." He paused dramaticaly. "They are the same ones.”

He must have thought the expression on my face was fear ingpired by his story. He smiled, pleased, and
continued.

"There are more of them now, anew female and anew male, but the rest are the same. In my
great-grandfather's time they already knew of the leader, Carlide. Hed been here and gone before your
people had even arrived." Hewasfighting asmile.

"And what arethey?' | finally asked. "Whét are the cold ones?’
Hesmiled darkly.
"Blood drinkers," hereplied in achilling voice. ™Y our people cal them vampires.™

| stared out at the rough surf after he answered, not sure what my face was exposing.



"Y ou have goose bumps," he laughed delightedly.

"You'reagood storyteller,” | complimented him, sill taring into the waves.

"Pretty crazy stuff, though, isn't it? No wonder my dad doesn't want usto talk about it to anyone.”
| couldn't control my expression enough to look a him yet. "Don't worry, | won't give you away."
"l guess| just violated the treaty,” he laughed.

"I'll takeit to the grave," | promised, and then | shivered.

"Serioudy, though, don't say anything to Charlie. He was pretty mad a my dad when he heard that some
of usweren't going to the hospital since Dr. Cullen started working there.”

"] won't, of course not."

"So do you think we're abunch of superdtitious natives or what?' he asked in a playful tone, but with a
hint of worry. | ftill hadn't looked away from the ocean.

| turned and smiled a him as normdly as| could.

"No. | think you're very good at telling scary stories, though. | still have goose bumps, see?’ | held up my
am,

"Cool." Hegmiled.

And then the sound of the beach rocks clattering against each other warned us that someone was
approaching. Our heads snapped up at the same time to see Mike and Jessica about fifty yards away,
walking toward us.

"Thereyou are, Bella" Mikecdled inrdief, waving hisarm over hishead.

"Isthat your boyfriend?" Jacob asked, derted by the jedous edge in Mike's voice. | was surprised it was
S0 obvious.

"No, definitely not," | whispered. | was tremendoudly grateful to Jacob, and eager to make him as happy
aspossble. | winked at him, carefully turning away from Miketo do so. He smiled, dated by my inept
flitting.

"Sowhen| get my license..." he began.

"Y ou should come see me in Forks. We could hang out sometime.” | felt guilty as| said this, knowing
that I'd used him. But | redlly did like Jacob. He was someone | could easily be friends with.

Mike had reached us now, with Jessica still afew paces back. | could see his eyes gppraising Jacob, and
looking satisfied at his obvious youth.

"Where have you been?' he asked, though the answer wasright in front of him.
"Jacob was just telling me somelocal stories” | volunteered. "It wasredly interesting.”
| smiled at Jacob warmly, and he grinned back.

"Wadl," Mike paused, carefully reassessing the Situation as he watched our camaraderie. "We're packing
up — it lookslikeit'sgoing to rain soon.”



Weadl looked up at the glowering sky. It certainly did look likerain.

"Okay." | jumped up. "I'm coming.”

"It was niceto see you again,” Jacob said, and | could tell he was taunting Mike just a bit.
"It redlly was. Next time Charlie comes down to see Billy, I'll come, too,” | promised.

His grin stretched across hisface. "That would be cool."

"And thanks," | added earnestly.

| pulled up my hood as we tramped across the rocks toward the parking lot. A few drops were
beginning to fall, making black spots on the stones where they landed. When we got to the Suburban the
others were dready |oading everything back in. | crawled into the backseat by Angelaand Tyler,
announcing that I'd already had my turn in the shotgun position. Angelajust stared out the window &t the
escalating storm, and Lauren twisted around in the middle seat to occupy Tyler's attention, so | could
samply lay my head back on the seat and close my eyes and try very hard not to think.

7.NIGHTMARE

| told Charlie | had alot of homework to do, and that | didn't want anything to eat. Therewasa
basketball game on that he was excited about, though of course | had no idea what was specia about it,
S0 hewasn't aware of anything unusua in my face or tone.

Onceinmy room, | locked the door. | dug through my desk until I found my old headphones, and |
plugged them into my little CD player. | picked up aCD that Phil had given to me for Christmas. It was
one of hisfavorite bands, but they used alittle too much bass and shrieking for my tastes. | popped it into
place and lay down on my bed. | put on the headphones, hit Play, and turned up the volume until it hurt
my ears. | closed my eyes, but the light till intruded, so | added a pillow over the top haf of my face.

| concentrated very carefully on the music, trying to understand the lyrics, to unravel the complicated
drum patterns. By thethird time I'd listened through the CD, | knew dl the words to the choruses, at
least. | was surprised to find that | redly did like the band after dl, once | got past the blaring noise. I'd
have to thank Phil again.

And it worked. The shattering bests made it impossible for me to think — which was the whole purpose
of the exercise. | listened to the CD again and again, until | was singing along with dl the songs, until,
findly, | fdl adeep.

| opened my eyesto afamiliar place. Aware in some corner of my consciousness that | was dreaming, |
recognized the green light of the forest. | could hear the waves crashing againgt the rocks somewhere
nearby. And | knew that if | found the ocean, I'd be able to see the sun. | wastrying to follow the sound,
but then Jacob Black was there, tugging on my hand, pulling me back toward the blackest part of the
foredt.

"Jacob? What'swrong?' | asked. Hisface was frightened as he yanked with al his strength againgt my
resstance; | didn't want to go into the dark.

"Run, Bella, you haveto run!" he whispered, terrified.



"Thisway, Bdla" | recognized Mike's voice caling out of the gloomy heart of the trees, but | couldn't
seehim.

"Why?' | asked, till pulling against Jacob's grasp, desperate now to find the sun.

But Jacob let go of my hand and yelped, suddenly shaking, falling to the dim forest floor. He twitched on
the ground as | watched in horror.

"Jacob!" | screamed. But hewas gone. In his place was alarge red-brown wolf with black eyes. The
wolf faced away from me, pointing toward the shore, the hair on the back of his shoulders bristling, low
growlsissuing from between his exposed fangs.

"Bélla, run!" Mike cried out again from behind me. But | didn't turn. | was watching alight coming toward
me from the beach.

And then Edward stepped out from the trees, his skin faintly glowing, his eyes black and dangerous. He
held up one hand and beckoned me to come to him. The wolf growled at my feet.

| took a step forward, toward Edward. He smiled then, and his teeth were sharp, pointed.

"Trust me," he purred.

| took another step.

Thewolf launched himsdlf across the space between me and the vampire, fangsaiming for the jugular.
"No!" | screamed, wrenching upright out of my bed.

My sudden movement caused the headphonesto pull the CD player off the bedside table, and it clattered
to the wooden floor.

My light was gtill on, and | was sitting fully dressed on the bed, with my shoes on. | glanced, disoriented,
at the clock on my dresser. It wasfive-thirty in the morning.

| groaned, fell back, and rolled over onto my face, kicking off my boots. | was too uncomfortable to get
anywhere near deep, though. | rolled back over and unbuttoned my jeans, yanking them off awkwardly
as| tried to stay horizontd. | could fed the braid in my hair, an uncomfortabl e ridge dong the back of my
skull. 1 turned onto my side and ripped the rubber band out, quickly combing through the plaits with my
fingers. | pulled the pillow back over my eyes.

It wasdl no use, of course. My subconscious had dredged up exactly the images I'd been trying so
desperately to avoid. | was going to have to face them now.

| sat up, and my head spun for aminute as the blood flowed downward. First thingsfirgt, | thought to
myself, happy to put it off aslong as possible. | grabbed my bathroom bag.

The shower didn't last nearly aslong as| hoped it would, though. Even taking the time to blow-dry my
hair, | was soon out of things to do in the bathroom. Wrapped in atowe, | crossed back to my room. |
couldnt tdll if Charliewas till adeep, or if he had aready left. | went to look out my window, and the
cruiser was gone. Fishing again.

| dressed dowly in my most comfy swesats and then made my bed — something | never did. | couldn't
put it off any longer. | went to my desk and switched on my old compuiter.

| hated using the Internet here. My modem was sadly outdated, my free service substandard; just dialing



up took so long that | decided to go get mysdlf abowl of cered while | waited.

| ate dowly, chewing each bite with care. When | was done, | washed the bowl and spoon, dried them,
and put them away. My feet dragged as | climbed the stairs. | went to my CD player firgt, picking it up
off thefloor and placing it precisdly in the center of the table. | pulled out the headphones, and put them
away in the desk drawer. Then | turned the same CD on, turning it down to the point where it was
background noise.

With another sigh, | turned to my computer. Naturally, the screen was covered in pop-up ads. | sat in my
hard folding chair and began closing dl thelittle windows. Eventudly | made it to my favorite search
engine. | shot down afew more pop-ups and then typed in one word.

Vampire.

It took an infuriatingly long time, of course. When the results came up, there was alot to sift through —
everything from moviesand TV showsto role-playing games, underground metal, and gothic cosmetic
companies.

Then | found apromising Ste— Vampires A—Z. | waited impatiently for it to load, quickly clicking
closed each ad that flashed across the screen. Findlly the screen wasfinished — smple white
background with black text, academic-looking. Two quotes greeted me on the home page:

Throughout the vast shadowy world of ghosts and demons there is no figure so terrible, no figure
so dreaded and abhorred, yet dight with such fearful fascination, as the vampire, who is himself
neither ghost nor demon, but yet who partakes the dark natures and possesses the mysterious and
terrible qualities of both. — Rev. Montague Summers

If thereisin thisworld a well-attested account, it is that of the vampires. Nothing is lacking:
official reports, affidavits of well-known people, of surgeons, of priests, of magistrates; the
judicial proof is most complete. And with all that, who is there who believesin vampires? —
Rousseau

Therest of the Ste was an aphabetized listing of dl the different myths of vampires held throughout the
world. Thefirst | clicked on, the Danag, was aFilipino vampire supposedly responsible for planting taro
on theidandslong ago. The myth continued that the Danag worked with humans for many years, but the
partnership ended one day when awoman cut her finger and a Danag sucked her wound, enjoying the
taste o much that it drained her body completely of blood.

| read carefully through the descriptions, looking for anything that sounded familiar, let done plausible. It
seemed that most vampire myths centered around beautiful women as demons and children asvictims;
they also seemed like congtructs crested to explain away the high mortdity rates for young children, and
to give men an excusefor infiddity. Many of the storiesinvolved bodiless spirits and warnings against
improper burids. There wasn't much that sounded like the movies'd seen, and only avery few, likethe
Hebrew Estrie and the Polish Upier, who were even preoccupied with drinking blood.

Only three entriesredly caught my attention: the Romanian Varacolaci, a powerful undead being who
could appear as a beautiful, pae-skinned human, the Slovak Nelapsi, a creature so strong and fast it



could massacre an entire village in the single hour after midnight, and one other, the Stregoni benefici.
About thislast there was only one brief sentence.

Stregoni benefici: An Italian vampire, said to be on the side of goodness, and a mortal enemy of
all evil vampires.

It wasardief, that one small entry, the one myth among hundreds that claimed the existence of good
vampires.

Overdl, though, there wasllittle that coincided with Jacob's stories or my own observations. I'd made a
little catalogue in my mind as1'd read and carefully compared it with each myth. Speed, strength, beauty,
pae skin, eyesthat shift color; and then Jacob's criteria: blood drinkers, enemies of the werewolf,
cold-skinned, and immortd. There were very few myths that matched even one factor.

And then another problem, one that 1'd remembered from the small number of scary moviesthat 1'd seen
and was backed up by today's reading — vampires couldn't come out in the daytime, the sun would burn
them to acinder. They dept in coffinsal day and came out only at night.

Aggravated, | snapped off the computer's main power switch, not waiting to shut things down properly.
Through my irritetion, | felt overwhelming embarrassment. It wasal so stupid. | was Sitting in my room,
researching vampires. What was wrong with me? | decided that most of the blame belonged on the
doorgtep of the town of Forks — and the entire sodden Olympic Peninsula, for that matter.

| had to get out of the house, but there was nowhere | wanted to go that didn't involve athree-day drive.
| pulled on my boots anyway, unclear where | was headed, and went downgtairs. | shrugged into my
raincoat without checking the weather and stomped out the door.

It was overcast, but not raining yet. | ignored my truck and started east on foot, angling across Charlie's
yard toward the ever-encroaching forest. It didn't take long till 1 was deep enough for the house and the
road to beinvisible, for the only sound to be the squish of the damp earth under my feet and the sudden
criesof thejays.

Therewas athin ribbon of atrail that led through the forest here, or | wouldn't risk wandering on my own
likethis. My sense of direction was hopeless; | could get lost in much less hdpful surroundings. Thetrall
wound deeper and deeper into the forest, mostly east asfar as| could tell. It snaked around the Sitka
spruces and the hemlocks, the yews and the maples. | only vaguely knew the names of the trees around
me, and dl | knew was due to Charlie pointing them out to me from the cruiser window in earlier days.
There were many | didn't know, and others | couldn't be sure about because they were so covered in
green parasites.

| followed thetrail aslong as my anger at myself pushed meforward. Asthat started to ebb, | dowed. A
few drops of moisture trickled down from the canopy above me, but | couldn't be certain if it was
beginning torain or if it was Ssmply pools|eft over from yesterday, held high in the leaves above me,
dowly dripping their way back to the earth. A recently fallen tree— | knew it was recent because it
wasn't entirely carpeted in moss— rested against the trunk of one of her sisters, creating asheltered little
bench just afew safefeet off thetrail. | stepped over the fernsand sat carefully, making sure my jacket
was between the damp seat and my clothes wherever they touched, and leaned my hooded head back
agand theliving tree.

Thiswas the wrong place to have come. | should have known, but where else was there to go? The
forest was degp green and far too much like the scenein last night's dream to alow for peace of mind.
Now that there was no longer the sound of my soggy footsteps, the silence was piercing. The birds were



quiet, too, the dropsincreasing in frequency, so it must be raining above. Theferns stood higher than my
head, now that | was seated, and | knew someone could walk by on the path, three feet away, and not
seeme.

Herein the trees it was much easier to believe the absurdities that embarrassed me indoors. Nothing had
changed in thisforest for thousands of years, and dl the myths and legends of ahundred different lands
seemed much more likely in this green haze than they had in my clear-cut bedroom.

| forced mysdlf to focus on the two most vital questions | had to answer, but | did so unwillingly.
Firgt, | had to decideif it was possible that what Jacob had said about the Cullens could be true.

Immediately my mind responded with aresounding negative. It was Slly and morbid to entertain such
ridiculous notions. But whet, then? | asked mysdlf. There was no rationd explanation for how | wasdive
at thismoment. | listed again in my head the things 1'd observed mysdlf: the impossible speed and
strength, the eye color shifting from black to gold and back again, the inhuman beauty, the pale, frigid
skin. And more— small things that registered dowly — how they never seemed to edt, the disturbing
grace with which they moved. And theway be

sometimes spoke, with unfamiliar cadences and phrasesthat better fit the style of a turn-of-the-century
novel than that of atwenty-first-century classroom. He had skipped class the day we'd done blood
typing. He hadn't said no to the beach trip till he heard where we were going. He seemed to know what
everyone around him wasthinking. .. except me. He had told me hewasthe villain, dangerous....

Could the Cullens be vampires?

Wéll, they were something. Something outside the possibility of rationd judtification wastaking placein
front of my incredulous eyes. Whether it be Jacob's cold ones or my own superhero theory, Edward
Cullenwasnat... human. He was something more.

So then — maybe. That would have to be my answer for now.
And then the most important question of al. What was| going to do if it wastrue?

If Edward was avampire— | could hardly make mysdf think the words— then what should | do?
Involving someone € se was definitely out. | couldn't even believe mysdlf; anyone| told would have me
committed.

Only two options seemed practical. The first wasto take his advice: to be smart, to avoid him as much as
possible. To cancel our plans, to go back to ignoring him asfar as| was able. To pretend there was an
impenetrably thick glasswall between usin the one class where we were forced together. To tell himto
leave me done— and mean it thistime,

| was gripped in asudden agony of despair as| considered that dternative. My mind regjected the pain,
quickly skipping on to the next option.

| could do nothing different. After all, if he was something. .. sinister, hed done nothing to hurt me so far.
Infact, | would beadent in Tyler'sfender if he hadn't acted so quickly. So quickly, | argued with mysdif,
that it might have been sheer reflexes. But if it was areflex to savelives, how bad could he be? | retorted.
My head spun around in answerless circles.

Therewas onething | was sure of, if | was sure of anything. The dark Edward in my dream last night was
areflection only of my fear of the word Jacob had spoken, and not Edward himsdlf. Even so, when I'd
screamed out in terror at the werewolf'slunge, it wasn't fear for the wolf that brought the cry of "no" to



my lips. It was fear that he would be harmed — even as he caled to me with sharp-edged fangs, | feared
for him.

And | knew inthat | had my answer. | didn't know if there ever wasachoice, redly. | wasdready intoo
deep. Now that | knew — if I knew — | could do nothing about my frightening secret. Because when |
thought of him, of hisvoice, his hypnotic eyes, the magnetic force of his persondity, | wanted nothing
more than to be with him right now. Eveniif... but | couldn't think it. Not here, donein the darkening
forest. Not whiletherain madeit dim astwilight under the canopy and pattered like footsteps across the
matted earthen floor. | shivered and rose quickly from my place of concealment, worried that somehow
the path would have disappeared with therain.

But it was there, safe and clear, winding itsway out of the dripping green maze. | followed it hastily, my
hood pulled close around my face, becoming surprised, as | nearly ran through the trees, at how far | had
come. | started to wonder if | was heading out at dl, or following the path farther into the confines of the
forest. Before | could get too panicky, though, | began to glimpse some open spaces through the webbed
branches. And then | could hear a car passing on the street, and | was free, Charli€'s lawn stretched out
infront of me, the house beckoning me, promising warmth and dry socks.

It was just noon when | got back inside. | went upstairs and got dressed for the day, jeans and at-shirt,
since | was staying indoors. It didn't take too much effort to concentrate on my task for the day, a paper
on Macheth that was due Wednesday. | settled into outlining arough draft contentedly, more serene than
I'd felt snce... well, snce Thursday afternoon, if | was being honest.

That had dways been my way, though. Making decisions was the painful part for me, the part | agonized
over. But once the decision was made, | Smply followed through — usudly with relief that the choice
was made. Sometimes the relief wastainted by despair, like my decison to cometo Forks. But it was
gtill better than wrestling with the dternatives.

Thisdecision wasridiculoudy easy to live with. Dangeroudy easy.

And so the day was quiet, productive— | finished my paper before eight. Charlie came home with a
large catch, and | made amenta note to pick up abook of recipesfor fish while | wasin Sesttle next
week. The chillsthat flashed up my spine whenever | thought of that trip were no different than the ones
I'd felt before I'd taken my walk with Jacob Black. They should be different, | thought. | should be afraid
— | knew | should be, but I couldn't fedl theright kind of fear.

| dept dreamlesdy that night, exhausted from beginning my day so early, and deeping so poorly the night
before. | woke, for the second time since arriving in Forks, to the bright yellow light of asunny day. |
skipped to the window, stunned to see that there was hardly a cloud in the sky, and those there were just
fleecy little white puffs that couldn't possibly be carrying any rain. | opened the window — surprised
when it opened silently, without sticking, not having opened it in who knows how many years— and
sucked intherelatively dry air. It was nearly warm and hardly windy &t al. My blood was éectric in my
vens

Charlie wasfinishing breskfast when | came downgtairs, and he picked up on my mood immediately.
"Nice day out,” he commented.
"Yes" | agreed with agrin.

He smiled back, hisbrown eyes crinkling around the edges. When Charlie smiled, it was eesier to see
why he and my mother had jumped too quickly into an early marriage. Most of the young romantic hed
been in those days had faded before I'd known him, asthe curly brown hair — the same color, if not the



same texture, as mine— had dwindled, dowly reveding more and more of the shiny skin of his forehead.
But when he smiled | could see alittle of the man who had run away with Renée when shewas just two
years older than | was now.

| ate breskfast cheerily, watching the dust moats stirring in the sunlight that streamed in the back window.
Charlie called out agoodbye, and | heard the cruiser pull away from the house. | hesitated on my way
out the door, hand on my rain jacket. It would be tempting fate to leave it home. With asigh, | folded it
over my arm and stepped out into the brightest light I'd seen in months.

By dint of much elbow grease, | was ableto get both windowsin the truck amost completely rolled
down. | was one of the first onesto school; | hadn't even checked the clock in my hurry to get outside. |
parked and headed toward the seldom-used picnic benches on the south side of the cafeteria. The
bencheswere till alittle damp, so | sat on my jacket, glad to have ausefor it. My homework was done
— the product of adow socia life— but there were afew Trig problems| wasn't sure | had right. |
took out my book industrioudy, but hafway through rechecking thefirst problem | was daydreaming,
watching the sunlight play on the red-barked trees. | sketched inattentively along the margins of my
homework. After afew minutes, | suddenly redlized I'd drawn five pairs of dark eyes staring out of the
page at me. | scrubbed them out with the eraser.

"Bdla" | heard someonecal, and it sounded like Mike.

| looked around to redlize that the school had become populated while I'd been Sitting there,
absentminded. Everyone wasin t-shirts, some even in shorts though the temperature couldn't be over
sxty. Mike was coming toward mein khaki shorts and a striped Rugby shirt, waving.

"Hey, Mike," | called, waving back, unable to be halfhearted on amorning like this.

He cameto st by me, thetidy spikes of hishair shining golden in the light, his grin stretching across his
face. Hewas so delighted to seeme, | couldn't help but fed gratified.

"I never noticed before— your hair hasredinit," he commented, catching between hisfingersastrand
that wasfluttering in the light breeze.

"Only inthesun.”

| became just alittle uncomfortable as he tucked the lock behind my ear.

"Gredat day, isn't it?"

"My kind of day," | agreed.

"Wheat did you do yesterday?' Histone wasjust a bit too proprietary.

"I mostly worked on my essay.” | didn't add that | wasfinished with it — no need to sound smug.
He hit hisforehead with the hed of hishand. "Oh yesh — that's due Thursday, right?"

"Um, Wedneday, | think."

"Wednesday?' He frowned. "That's not good... What are you writing yours on?"

"Whether Shakespeare's treestment of the femae charactersis misogynigtic.”

He stared at melike I'd just spokenin pig Latin.



"l guess!'ll haveto get to work on that tonight,” he said, deflated. "1 was going to ask if you wanted to go

"Oh." | wastaken off guard. Why couldn't | ever have a pleasant conversation with Mike anymore
without it getting awkward?

"Well, we could go to dinner or something... and | could work onit later.” He smiled at me hopefully.
"Mike..." | hated being put on the spot. "I don't think that would be the best idea.”

Hisfacefdl. "Why?' he asked, his eyes guarded. My thoughts flickered to Edward, wondering if that's
where histhoughtswere aswell.

"l think... and if you ever repeat what 1'm saying right now | will cheerfully best you to desth,” |
threatened, "but | think that would hurt Jessicasfedings.”

He was bewildered, obvioudy not thinking in that direction at dl. " Jessica?"

"Redly, Mike, areyou blind?'

"Oh," he exhded — clearly dazed. | took advantage of that to make my escape.

"It'stimefor class, and | can't belate again.”" | gathered my books up and stuffed them in my bag.

Wewalked in silence to building three, and his expression was distracted. | hoped whatever thoughts he
wasimmersed in were leading himin the right direction.

When | saw Jessicain Trig, she was bubbling with enthusasm. She, Angela, and Lauren were going to
Port Angelestonight to go dress shopping for the dance, and she wanted me to come, too, even though |
didn't need one. | wasindecisive. It would be nice to get out of town with some girlfriends, but Lauren
would be there. And who knew what | could be doing tonight. .. But that was definitely the wrong path
to let my mind wander down. Of course | was happy about the sunlight. But that wasn't completely
responsible for the euphoric mood | wasin, not even close.

So | gave her amaybe, telling her I'd haveto talk with Charliefird.

Shetalked of nothing but the dance on the way to Spanish, continuing asif without an interruption when
classfindly ended, five minutes|ate, and we were on our way to lunch. | wasfar too lost in my own
frenzy of anticipation to notice much of what she said. | was painfully eager to see not just him but al the
Cullens— to compare them with the new suspicions that plagued my mind. As| crossed the threshold of
the cafeteria, | felt thefirst truetingle of fear dither down my spine and settlein my stomach. Would they
be able to know what | was thinking? And then adifferent fedling jolted through me — would Edward be
waiting to St with me again?

Aswas my routine, | glanced first toward the Cullens table. A shiver of panic trembled in my somach as
| redlized it was empty. With dwindling hope, my eyes scoured the rest of the cafeteria, hoping to find
him aone, waiting for me. The place was nearly filled — Spanish had made us late— but there was no
ggn of Edward or any of hisfamily. Desolation hit me with crippling strength.

| shambled aong behind Jessica, not bothering to pretend to listen anymore.

We were late enough that everyone was dready at our table. | avoided the empty chair next to Mikein
favor of one by Angda. | vaguely noticed that Mike held the chair out politely for Jessica, and that her
facelit up in response.



Angelaasked afew quiet questions about the Macbeth paper, which | answered asnaturdly as| could
while spirding downward in misery. She, too, invited meto go with them tonight, and | agreed now,
grasping at anything to distract mysdif.

| realized I'd been holding on to alast shred of hope when | entered Biology, saw his empty seat, and felt
anew wave of disappointment.

The rest of the day passed dowly, dismdly. In Gym, we had alecture on the rules of badminton, the next
torture they had lined up for me. But at least it meant | got to Sit and listen instead of stumbling around on
the court. The best part was the coach didn't finish, so | got another day off tomorrow. Never mind that
the day after they would arm me with aracket before unleashing me on the rest of the class.

| was glad to leave campus, so | would be free to pout and mope before | went out tonight with Jessica
and company. But right after | walked in the door of Charli€'s house, Jessicacalled to cancel our plans. |
tried to be happy that Mike had asked her out to dinner — | really wasrelieved that he finally seemed to
be catching on — but my enthusiasm sounded false in my own ears. She rescheduled our shopping trip
for tomorrow night.

Which left mewith littlein the way of digtractions. | had fish marinating for dinner, with asdlad and breed
left over from the night before, so there was nothing to do there. | spent afocused half hour on
homework, but then | was through with that, too. | checked my e-mail, reading the backlog of letters
from my mother, getting snippier asthey progressed to the present. | sighed and typed aquick response.

Mom,

Sorry. I've been out. | went to the beach with some friends. And | had to write a paper.

My excuses werefairly pathetic, so | gave up on that.

It's sunny outside today - | know, I'm shocked, too - so I'm going to go outside and soak up
as much vitamin D as | can. | love you,

Bella.

| decided to kill an hour with non-school-related reading. | had asmall collection of books that came
with meto Forks, the shabbiest volume being a compilation of the works of Jane Austen. | selected that
one and headed to the backyard, grabbing aragged old quilt from the linen cupboard at the top of the
gairson my way down.

Outsdein Charlies smdl, square yard, | folded the quilt in haf and laid it out of the reach of the trees
shadows on the thick lawn that would aways be dightly wet, no matter how long the sun shone. | lay on
my stomach, crossing my anklesin theair, flipping through the different novelsin the book, trying to
decide which would occupy my mind the most thoroughly. My favoriteswere Pride and Prejudice and
Sense and Sensibility. I'd read the first most recently, so | started into Sense and Sensibility, only to
remember after | began three that the hero of the story happened to be named Edward. Angrily, | turned
to Mansfield Park, but the hero of that piece was named Edmund, and that was just too close. Weren't



there any other names available in the late eighteenth century? | snapped the book shut, annoyed, and
rolled over onto my back. | pushed my deeves up as high asthey would go, and closed my eyes. | would
think of nothing but the warmth on my skin, | told mysdlf severdly. The breeze was il light, but it blew
tendrils of my hair around my face, and that tickled abit. | pulled dl my hair over my heed, letting it fan
out on the quilt above me, and focused again on the heat that touched my eyeids, my cheekbones, my
nose, my lips, my forearms, my neck, soaked through my light shirt...

The next thing | was conscious of was the sound of Charli€'s cruiser turning onto the bricks of the
driveway. | sat up in surprise, reaizing the light was gone, behind the trees, and | had falen adeep. |
looked around, muddled, with the sudden fedling that | wasn't alone.

"Charlie?" | asked. But | could hear hisdoor damming in front of the house.

| jumped up, foolishly edgy, gathering the now-damp quilt and my book. | raninsdeto get some ail
hesting on the stove, redlizing that dinner would be late. Charlie was hanging up his gun belt and stepping
out of hisbootswhen | camein.

"Sorry, Dad, dinner'snot ready yet — | fell adeep outside.” | stifled ayawn.
"Don't worry about it," he said. "l wanted to catch the score on the game, anyway."

| watched TV with Charlie after dinner, for something to do. There wasn't anything on | wanted to watch,
but he knew | didn't like basebal, so he turned it to some mindless sitcom that neither of us enjoyed. He
seemed happy, though, to be doing something together. And it felt good, despite my depression, to make
him happy.

"Dad," | said during acommercia, "Jessicaand Angelaare going to look at dresses for the dance
tomorrow night in Port Angeles, and they wanted me to help them choose... do you mindif | go with
them?'

"Jessica Stanley?" he asked.
"And AngelaWeber." | Sghed as| gave him the detalls.
Hewas confused. "But you're not going to the dance, right?"

"No, Dad, but I'm hel ping them find dresses— you know, giving them congructive criticism.” | wouldn't
have to explain thisto awoman.

"Well, okay." He seemed to redlize that he was out of his depth with the girlie Stuff. "It'saschool night,
though.”

"Well leave right after school, so we can get back early. Y ou'll be okay for dinner, right?"
"Bells, | fed mysdlf for seventeen years before you got here," he reminded me.

"I don't know how you survived," | muttered, then added more clearly, "I'll leave some things for cold-cut
sandwichesin thefridge, okay? Right on top."

It was sunny again in the morning. | awakened with renewed hopethat | grimly tried to suppress. |
dressed for the warmer wegther in adeep blue V-neck blouse — something I'd worn in the dead of
winter in Phoenix.

| had planned my arriva at school so that | barely had time to make it to class. With asinking heart, |



circled thefull lot looking for a space, while also searching for the slver Volvo that was clearly not there.
| parked in thelast row and hurried to English, arriving breathless, but subdued, before the fina bell.

It wasthe same as yesterday — | just couldn't keep little sprouts of hope from budding in my mind, only
to have them squashed painfully as| searched the lunchroom in vain and sat at my empty Biology table.

The Port Angeles scheme was back on again for tonight and made al the more attractive by the fact that
Lauren had other obligations. | was anxiousto get out of town so | could stop glancing over my shoulder,
hoping to see him appearing out of the blue theway he dwaysdid. | vowed to mysdlf that | would beina
good mood tonight and not ruin Angelas or Jessicas enjoyment in the dress hunting. Maybe | could do a
little clothes shopping aswdll. | refused to think that | might be shopping done in Sesttle this weekend,

no longer interested in the earlier arrangement. Surely he wouldn't cancel without at least telling me.

After school, Jessicafollowed me homein her old white Mercury so that | could ditch my books and
truck. | brushed through my hair quickly when | wasingde, feding adight lift of excitement as|
contemplated getting out of Forks. | left anote for Charlie on the table, explaining again whereto find
dinner, switched my scruffy wallet from my school bag to apurse| rarely used, and ran out to join
Jessica. We went to Angelas house next, and she waswaiting for us. My excitement increased
exponentidly aswe actualy drove out of the town limits.

8. PORT ANGELES

Jess drove fagter than the Chief, so we made it to Port Angeles by four. It had been awhilesincel'd had
agirls night out, and the estrogen rush wasinvigorating. We listened to whiny rock songswhile Jessca
jabbered on about the boys we hung out with. Jessica's dinner with Mike had gone very well, and she
was hoping that by Saturday night they would have progressed to the first-kiss stage. | smiled to mysdlf,
pleased. Angelawas passively happy to be going to the dance, but not redlly interested in Eric. Jesstried
to get her to confesswho her type was, but | interrupted with a question about dresses after a bit, to
gpare her. Angdlathrew agrateful glance my way.

Port Angeles was abeautiful little tourist trap, much more polished and quaint than Forks. But Jessica
and Angelaknew it well, so they didn't plan to waste time on the picturesque boardwalk by the bay. Jess
drove straight to the one big department store in town, which was afew streetsin from the bay areals
vigtor-friendly face.

The dance was billed as semiformal, and we weren't exactly sure what that meant. Both Jessicaand
Angela seemed surprised and dmost disbelieving when | told them I'd never been to adance in Phoenix.

"Didn't you ever go with aboyfriend or something?' Jess asked dubiously as we walked through the front
doors of the store.

"Redly," | tried to convince her, not wanting to confess my dancing problems. "I've never had aboyfriend
or anything close. | didn't go out much.”

"Why not?" Jessica demanded.
"No one asked me," | answered honestly.

Shelooked skepticd. "People ask you out here," she reminded me, "and you tell them no.” Wewerein
the juniors section now, scanning the racks for dress-up clothes.



"Well, except for Tyler,"” Angdaamended quietly.

"Excuse me?' | gasped. "What did you say?'

"Tyler told everyone he'staking you to prom,” Jessicainformed me with suspicious eyes.
"He said what?" | sounded like | was choking.

"l told you it wasn't true," Angelamurmured to Jessica.

| wasslent, still lost in shock that was quickly turning to irritation. But we had found the dress racks, and
now we had work to do.

"That'swhy Lauren doesn't like you," Jessica giggled while we pawed through the clothes.

| ground my teeth. Do you think that if | ran him over with my truck he would stop feding guilty about
the accident? That he might give up on making amends and cdll it even?”

"Maybe," Jess snickered. " If that'swhy heé'sdoing this."

The dress selection wasn't large, but both of them found afew thingsto try on. | sat on alow chair just
ingde the dressing room, by the three-way mirror, trying to control my fuming.

Jess was torn between two — one along, strapless, basic black number, the other aknee-length eectric
blue with spaghetti straps. | encouraged her to go with the blue; why not play up the eyes? Angelachose
apale pink dressthat draped around her tall frame nicely and brought out honey tintsin her light brown
hair. | complimented them both generoudly and hel ped by returning the rgectsto their racks. The whole
process was much shorter and easier than similar trips 1'd taken with Renée at home. | guessthere was
something to be said for limited choices.

We headed over to shoes and accessories. While they tried things on | merely watched and critiqued, not
in the mood to shop for mysdlf, though | did need new shoes. The girls-night high was wearing off in the
wake of my annoyance a Tyler, leaving room for the gloom to move back in.

"Angela?’ | began, hesitant, while she wastrying on apair of pink strappy heels— she was overjoyed to
have adate tall enough that she could wear high hedls at dl.

Jessica had drifted to the jewelry counter and we were adone.

"Yes?' Shehdd her leg out, twisting her ankle to get a better view of the shoe.

| chickened out. "l like those."

"I think I'll get them — though they'll never match anything but the one dress," she mused.

"Oh, go ahead — they'reon sale,”" | encouraged. She smiled, putting the lid back on abox that contained
more practica-looking off-white shoes.

| tried again. "Um, Angdla..." Shelooked up curioudly.

"Isit normd for the... Cullens’ — | kept my eyes on the shoes— "to be out of school alot?' | failed
miserably in my attempt to sound nonchaant.

"Y es, when the wesather is good they go backpacking al the time — even the doctor. They'real red
outdoorsy," shetold me quietly, examining her shoes, too. She didn't ask one question, let alonethe



hundreds that Jessicawould have unleashed. | was beginning to redly like Angdla

"Oh." | et the subject drop as Jessicareturned to show us the rhinestone jewelry sheld found to match
her dlver shoes.

We planned to go to dinner at alittle Italian restaurant on the boardwalk, but the dress shopping hadn't
taken aslong aswe'd expected. Jess and Angelawere going to take their clothes back to the car and
then walk down to the bay. | told them | would meet them at the restaurant in an hour — | wanted to
look for abookstore. They were both willing to come with me, but | encouraged them to go have fun—
they didn't know how preoccupied | could get when surrounded by books; it was something | preferred
to do aone. They waked off to the car chattering happily, and | headed in the direction Jess pointed out.

| had no trouble finding the bookstore, but it wasn't what | waslooking for. The windows were full of
crystas, dream-catchers, and books about spiritual hedling. | didn't even go inside. Through the glass|
could see afifty-year-old woman with long, gray hair worn straight down her back, clad in adressright
out of the sixties, smiling welcomingly from behind the counter. | decided that was one conversation |
could skip. There had to be anormal bookstore in town.

| meandered through the streets, which were filling up with end-of-the-workday traffic, and hoped | was
headed toward downtown. | wasn't paying as much attention as| should to where | was going; | was
wrestling with despair. | was trying so hard not to think about him, and what Angelahad said. .. and
more than anything trying to beat down my hopes for Saturday, fearing a disappointment more painful
than the rest, when | looked up to see someone's silver Volvo parked along the street and it ll came
crashing down on me. Stupid, unreliable vampire, | thought to mysdlf.

| ssomped dong in a southerly direction, toward some glass-fronted shops that looked promising. But
when | got to them, they were just arepair shop and avacant space. | still had too much timeto go
looking for Jessand Angelayet, and | definitely needed to get my mood in hand before | met back up
with them. | ran my fingers through my hair a couple of times and took some deep breaths before |
continued around the corner.

| started to redlize, as| crossed another road, that | was going the wrong direction. The little foot traffic |
had seen was going north, and it looked like the buildings here were mostly warehouses. | decided to
turn east at the next corner, and then loop around after afew blocks and try my luck on adifferent street
on my way back to the boardwalk.

A group of four men turned around the corner | was heading for, dressed too casually to be heading
home from the office, but they were too grimy to be tourists. Asthey approached me, | redlized they
weren't too many years older than | was. They were joking loudly among themsalves, laughing raucoudy
and punching each other'sarms. | scooted asfar to the insde of the sdewalk as| could to give them
room, walking swiftly, looking past them to the corner.

"Hey, there!" one of them called asthey passed, and he had to be talking to me since no one else was
around. | glanced up automatically. Two of them had paused, the other two were dowing. The closest, a
heavyset, dark-haired man in his early twenties, seemed to be the one who had spoken. He was wearing
aflannd shirt open over adirty t-shirt, cut-off jeans, and sandals. He took half a step toward me.

"Hello,” I mumbled, aknee-jerk reaction. Then | quickly looked awvay and walked faster toward the
corner. | could hear them laughing at full volume behind me.

"Hey, wait!" one of them called after me again, but | kept my head down and rounded the corner with a
gghof reief. | could still hear them chortling behind me.



| found myself on asidewalk leading past the backs of severa somber-colored warehouses, each with
large bay doorsfor unloading trucks, padlocked for the night. The south side of the street had no
sdewalk, only achain-link fence topped with barbed wire protecting some kind of engine parts storage
yard. I'd wandered far past the part of Port Angelesthat |, as a guest, was intended to see. It was getting
dark, | redized, the cloudsfindly returning, piling up on the western horizon, creating an early sunset. The
eastern sky was il clear, but graying, shot through with streeks of pink and orange. I'd left my jacket in
the car, and a sudden shiver made me cross my armstightly across my chest. A single van passed me,
and then the road was empty.

The sky suddenly darkened further, and, as| looked over my shoulder to glare at the offending cloud, |
redlized with a shock that two men were walking quietly twenty feet behind me.

They were from the same group I'd passed at the corner, though neither was the dark one who'd spoken
to me. | turned my head forward at once, quickening my pace. A chill that had nothing to do with the
weather made me shiver again. My purse was on a shoulder strap and | had it dung across my body, the
way you were supposed to wear it o it wouldn't get snatched. | knew exactly where my pepper spray
was— gtill in my duffle bag under the bed, never unpacked. | didn't have much money with me, just a
twenty and some ones, and | thought about "accidentally™ dropping my bag and walking away. But a
smdll, frightened voicein the back of my mind warned me that they might be something worse than
thieves.

| listened intently to their quiet footsteps, which were much too quiet when compared to the boisterous
noise they'd been making earlier, and it didn't sound like they were speeding up, or getting any closer to
me. Breathe, | had to remind mysdlf. Y ou don't know they're following you. | continued to walk as
quickly as| could without actualy running, focusing on the right-hand turn that was only afew yards
away from me now. | could hear them, staying as far back as they'd been before. A blue car turned onto
the street from the south and drove quickly past me. | thought of jumping out in front of it, but | hesitated,
inhibited, unsurethat | was redly being pursued, and then it wastoo late.

| reached the corner, but a swift glance reveded that it was only ablind drive to the back of another
building. | was half-turned in anticipation; | had to hurriedly correct and dash across the narrow drive,
back to the sidewalk. The street ended at the next corner, where there was astop sign. | concentrated

on the faint footsteps behind me, deciding whether or not to run. They sounded farther back, though, and
| knew they could outrun mein any case. | was sureto trip and go sprawling if | tried to go any fagter.
The footfals were definitely farther back. | risked aquick glance over my shoulder, and they were maybe
forty feet back now, | saw with relief. But they were both staring at me.

It seemed to take forever for meto get to the corner. | kept my pace steady, the men behind mefaling
ever so dightly farther behind with every step. Maybe they redlized they had scared me and were sorry. |
saw two cars going north passtheintersection | was heading for, and | exhaded in relief. There would be
more people around once | got off this deserted street. | skipped around the corner with agrateful sigh.

And skidded to a stop.

The street was lined on both sides by blank, doorless, windowlesswalls. | could seein the distance, two
intersections down, streetlamps, cars, and more pedestrians, but they were all too far away. Because
lounging against the western building, midway down the street, were the other two men from the group,
both watching with excited smilesas| froze dead on the sdewalk. | redized then that | wasn't being
followed.

| was being herded.



| paused for only asecond, but it felt like avery long time. | turned then and darted to the other side of
theroad. | had asinking feding that it was awasted attempt. The footsteps behind me were louder now.

"Thereyou are!" The booming voice of the stocky, dark-haired man shattered the intense quiet and made
me jump. In the gathering darkness, it seemed like he was|ooking past me.

"Yeah," avoice cdled loudly from behind me, making me jump again as| tried to hurry down the Street.
"Wejust took alittle detour.”

My steps had to dow now. | was closing the distance between myself and the lounging pair too quickly. |
had a good loud scream, and | sucked in air, preparing to use it, but my throat was so dry | wasn't sure
how much volume | could manage. With aquick movement | dipped my purse over my head, gripping
the strap with one hand, ready to surrender it or useit as wegpon as need demanded.

The thickset man shrugged away from thewall as| warily cameto astop, and walked dowly into the
dreet.

"Stay away fromme," | warned in avoice that was supposed to sound strong and fearless. But | was
right about the dry throat — no volume.

"Don't belikethat, sugar,” he cdled, and the raucous laughter started again behind me.

| braced mysdlf, feet gpart, trying to remember through my panic what little saf-defense | knew. Hedl of
the hand thrust upward, hopefully breaking the nose or shoving it into the brain. Finger through the eye
socket — try to hook around and pop the eye out. And the standard knee to the groin, of course. That
same pessmigtic voice in my mind spoke up then, reminding methat | probably wouldn't have a chance
againgt one of them, and there were four. Shut up! | commanded the voice before terror could
incapacitate me. | wasn't going out without taking someone with me. | tried to swalow so | could build
up adecent scream.

Headlights suddenly flew around the corner, the car dmost hitting the stocky one, forcing him to jump
back toward the sdewalk. | dove into the road — this car was going to stop, or haveto hit me. But the
slver car unexpectedly fishtailed around, skidding to a stop with the passenger door open just afew feet
fromme.

"Get in," afurious voice commanded.

It was amazing how ingtantaneoudy the choking fear vanished, amazing how suddenly the feding of
security washed over me— even before | was off the street — as soon as| heard hisvoice. | jumped
into the seat, damming the door shut behind me.

It was dark in the car, no light had come on with the opening of the door, and | could barely see hisface
in the glow from the dashboard. The tires squealed as he spun around to face north, accel erating too
quickly, swerving toward the stunned men on the street. | caught a glimpse of them diving for the
sidewak aswe straightened out and sped toward the harbor.

"Put on your sest belt,” he commanded, and | redlized | was clutching the seat with both hands. | quickly
obeyed; the snap as the belt connected was loud in the darkness. He took a sharp |eft, racing forward,
blowing through severd stop sgnswithout a pause.

But | fdt utterly safe and, for the moment, totally unconcerned about where we were going. | stared at his
facein profound relief, relief that went beyond my sudden ddiverance. | sudied hisflawlessfeaturesin
the limited light, waiting for my breath to return to norma, until it occurred to me that his expression was



murderoudy angry.
"Areyou okay?" | asked, surprised at how hoarse my voice sounded.
"No," hesaid curtly, and histonewaslivid.

| sat in sllence, watching hisface while his blazing eyes stared straight ahead, until the car cameto a
sudden stop. | glanced around, but it was too dark to see anything beside the vague outline of dark trees
crowding the roadside. We weren't in town anymore.

"Bella?" he asked, hisvoicetight, controlled.

"Yes?' My voicewas gill rough. | tried to clear my throat quietly.

"Areyou dl right?' He dtill didn't look at me, but the fury was plain on hisface.
"Yes" | croaked softly.

"Didtract me, please," he ordered.

"I'm sorry, what?"

He exhded sharply.

"Jugt prattle about something unimportant until | calm down," he darified, closing hiseyes and pinching
the bridge of his nose with histhumb and forefinger.

"Um." | wracked my brain for something trivial. "I'm going to run over Tyler Crowley tomorrow before
school 7!

Hewas Hill squeezing his eyes closed, but the corner of his mouth twitched.

Why?

"He'stelling everyone that he'staking me to prom — either he'sinsane or hel's ill trying to make up for
amog killing melagt... wdl, you remember it, and he thinks prom is somehow the correct way to do
this. So | figureif | endanger hislife, then were even, and he can't keep trying to make amends. | don't
need enemies and maybe Lauren would back off if heleft meaone. | might haveto tota his Sentra,
though. If he doesn't have aride he can't take anyoneto prom..." | babbled on.

"I heard about that." He sounded a bit more composed.

"You did?' | asked in disbdlief, my previousirritation flaring. "If he's paralyzed from the neck down, he
can't go to the prom, ether,” | muttered, refining my plan.

Edward sghed, and findly opened hiseyes.
"Better?"
"Not redly."

| waited, but he didn't spesk again. He leaned his head back against the seet, staring at the ceiling of the
car. Hisfacewasrigid.

"What'swrong?' My voice came out in awhisper.



"Sometimes | have a problem with my temper, Bella" He was whispering, too, and as he stared out the
window, his eyes narrowed into dits. "But it wouldn't be hel pful for meto turn around and hunt down
those..." Hedidn't finish his sentence, looking away, struggling for amoment to control hisanger again.
"Atleast," he continued, "that's what I'm trying to convince myself.”

"Oh." The word seemed inadequate, but | couldn't think of a better response.
Wesat in sllence again. | glanced at the clock on the dashboard. It was past six-thirty.
"Jesscaand Angelawill beworried,” | murmured. "l was supposed to meet them.”

He started the engine without another word, turning around smoothly and speeding back toward town.
Wewere under the streetlightsin notime at dl, ill going too fast, weaving with ease through the cars
dowly cruising the boardwalk. He pardld-parked against the curb in a space | would have thought much
too smdl for the Volvo, but he did in effortlessly in onetry. | looked out the window to see the lights of
LaBdlaltdia and Jessand Angelajust leaving, pacing anxioudy away from us.

"How did you know where... ?' | began, but then | just shook my head. | heard the door open and
turned to see him getting out.

"What are you doing?" | asked.

"I'm taking you to dinner." He smiled dightly, but his eyes were hard. He stepped out of the car and
dammed the door. | fumbled with my seat belt, and then hurried to get out of the car aswell. Hewas
waiting for me on the sdewalk.

He spoke before | could. "Go stop Jessicaand Angelabefore | have to track them down, too. | don't
think | could restrain mysdlf if | ran into your other friends again.”

| shivered at the threat in hisvoice.

"Jessl Angelal” | yelled after them, waving when they turned. They rushed back to me, the pronounced
relief on both their faces smultaneoudy changing to surprise asthey saw who | was standing next to.
They hestated afew feet from us.

"Where have you been?" Jessicas voice was SUspiCious.
"l got logt," | admitted sheepishly. "And then | raninto Edward." | gestured toward him.

"Would it bedl right if | joined you?' he asked in hisslken, irresstible voice. | could seefrom their
staggered expressions that he had never unleashed his talents on them before.

"Er... sure,”" Jessicabreathed.
"Um, actudly, Bela, we aready ae while we were waiting— sorry,”" Angela confessed.
"That'sfine— I'm not hungry.” | shrugged.

"I think you should eat something." Edward's voice was low, but full of authority. Helooked up at Jessica
and spoke dightly louder. "Do you mind if | drive Bellahome tonight? That way you won't haveto wait
while sheedts.”

"Uh, no problem, | guess..." She it her lip, trying to figure out from my expression whether that was
what | wanted. | winked at her. | wanted nothing more than to be done with my perpetua savior. There
were so many questionsthat | couldn't bombard him with till we were by ourselves.



"Okay." Angelawas quicker than Jessica. "' See you tomorrow, Bella... Edward.” She grabbed Jessica's
hand and pulled her toward the car, which | could see alittle ways away, parked across First Street. As
they got in, Jessturned and waved, her face eager with curiosity. | waved back, waiting for them to drive
away before turned to face him.

"Honestly, I'm not hungry,” | ingsted, looking up to scrutinize hisface. His expression was unreadable.
"Humor me."

He waked to the door of the restaurant and held it open with an obstinate expression. Obvioudy, there
would be no further discussion. | walked past him into the restaurant with aresigned sigh.

The restaurant wasn't crowded — it was the off-season in Port Angeles. The host wasfemale, and |
understood the look in her eyes as she assessed Edward. She welcomed him alittle more warmly than
necessary. | was surprised by how much that bothered me. She was severd inchestaller than | was, and
unnaturaly blond.

"A tablefor two?' Hisvoice was dluring, whether he was aiming for that or not. | saw her eyesflicker to
me and then away, satisfied by my obvious ordinariness, and by the cautious, no-contact space Edward

kept between us. Sheled usto atable big enough for four in the center of the most crowded area of the

dining floor.

| was about to sit, but Edward shook his head at me.

"Perhaps something more private?' heindsted quietly to the host. | wasn't sure, but it looked like he
smoothly handed her atip. I'd never seen anyone refuse atable except in old movies.

"Sure." She sounded as surprised as| was. She turned and led us around a partition to asmall ring of
booths— al of them empty. "How'sthis?'

"Perfect." Heflashed his gleaming smile, dazing her momentarily.

"Um" — she shook her head, blinking — "your server will beright out.”" She walked away unsteedily.
"Y ou redly shouldn't do that to people,” | criticized. "It'shardly fair.”

"Dowha?'

"Dazzle them like that — she's probably hyperventilating in the kitchen right now.”
He seemed confused.

"Oh, comeon," | said dubioudy. "Y ou have to know the effect you have on people.”
Hetilted his head to one Side, and his eyeswere curious. | dazzle people?

"Y ou haven't noticed? Do you think everybody getstheir way so easly?"

Heignored my questions. "Do | dazzle you?'

"Frequently,” | admitted.

And then our server arrived, her face expectant. The hostess had definitely dished behind the scenes, and
thisnew girl didn't look disappointed. Sheflipped astrand of short black hair behind one ear and smiled
with unnecessary warmth.



"Helo. My nameis Amber, and I'll be your server tonight. What can | get you to drink?’ | didn't miss
that she was speaking only to him.

Helooked at me.
"I'll have aCoke." It sounded like aquestion.
"Two Cokes," he said.

"I'll beright back with that,” she assured him with another unnecessary smile. But he didn't seeit. Hewas
watching me.

"What?" | asked when sheleft.

His eyes stayed fixed on my face. "How are you feding?'

"I'mfing" | replied, surprised by hisintensity.

"You don't fed dizzy, sck, cold... ?'

"Should 17"

He chuckled at my puzzled tone.

"Well, I'm actudly waiting for you to go into shock." Hisface twisted up into that perfect crooked smile.

"I don't think that will happen,” | said after | could breathe again. "I've dways been very good at
repressing unpleasant things."

"Jugt the same, I'll fed better when you have some sugar and food in you.”

Right on cue, the waitress appeared with our drinks and a basket of breadsticks. She stood with her
back to me as she placed them on the table.

"Areyou ready to order?' she asked Edward.

"Bdla?' he asked. Sheturned unwillingly toward me.

| picked thefirgt thing | saw on the menu. "Um... I'll have the mushroom ravioli."
"And you?' Sheturned back to himwith asmile.

"Nothing for me" he said. Of course not.

"Let meknow if you change your mind." The coy smilewas till in place, but he wasn't looking at her,
and she left disstisfied.

"Drink," he ordered.

| Spped a my soda obediently, and then drank more deeply, surprised by how thirsty | was. | redlized |
had finished the whole thing when he pushed his glass toward me.

"Thanks," | muttered, still thirsty. The cold from theicy sodawas radiating through my chest, and |
shivered.

"Areyou cold?'



"It'sjust the Coke," | explained, shivering again.
"Don't you have ajacket?" Hisvoice was disgpproving.
"Yes" | looked at the empty bench next to me. "Oh— | left it in Jessicas car,” | redlized.

Edward was shrugging out of hisjacket. | suddenly redlized that | had never once noticed what he was
wesaring — not just tonight, but ever. | just couldn't seem to look away from hisface. | made myself look
now, focusing. He was removing alight beige leather jacket now; underneath he wore an ivory turtleneck
swester. It fit him snugly, emphasizing how muscular his chest was.

He handed me the jacket, interrupting my ogling.

"Thanks," | said again, diding my armsinto hisjacket. It was cold — the way my jacket felt when | first
picked it up in the morning, hanging in the drafty halway. | shivered again. It smelled amazing. | inhded,
trying to identify the delicious scent. It didn't smell like cologne. The deeveswere much too long; |
shoved them back so | could free my hands.

"That color blue looks lovely with your skin,” he said, watching me. | was surprised; | looked down,
flushing, of course.

He pushed the bread basket toward me.
"Redly, I'm not going into shock," | protested.

"Y ou should be— a normal person would be. Y ou don't even ook shaken." He seemed unsettled. He
gtared into my eyes, and | saw how light his eyeswere, lighter than 1'd ever seen them, golden
butterscotch.

"| fed very safewith you," | confessed, mesmerized into telling the truth again.
That displeased him; his alabaster brow furrowed. He shook his head, frowning.
"Thisismore complicated than I'd planned,” he murmured to himsdif.

| picked up a breadstick and began nibbling on the end, measuring his expression. | wondered when it
would be okay to start questioning him.

"Usudly you'rein a better mood when your eyesare solight,” | commented, trying to distract him from
whatever thought had left him frowning and somber.

He gtared at me, sunned. "What?"

"Y ou're dways crabbier when your eyes are black — | expect it then,” | went on. "I have a theory about
thet."

His eyes narrowed. "More theories?'
"Mm-hm." | chewed on asmall bite of the bread, trying to look indifferent.

"l hope you were more cregtive thistime. .. or areyou still stedling from comic books?' Hisfaint smile
was mocking; hiseyeswere dlill tight.

"Wl no, | didn't get it from acomic book, but | didn't come up with it on my own, either,”" | confessed.



"And?" he prompted.

But then the waitress strode around the partition with my food. | redlized we'd been unconscioudy
leaning toward each other across the table, because we both straightened up as she approached. She set
the dish in front of me— it looked pretty good — and turned quickly to Edward.

"Did you change your mind?" she asked. "Isan't there anything | can get you?' | may have beenimagining
the double meaning in her words.

"No, thank you, but some more sodawould be nice." He gestured with along white hand to the empty
cupsin front of me.

"Sure." She removed the empty glasses and walked away.

"Y ou were saying?' he asked.

"I'll tell you about itinthecar. If..." | paused.

"There are conditions?' He raised one eyebrow, his voice ominous.
"I do have afew questions, of course."

"Of course."

Thewalitress was back with two more Cokes. She sat them down without aword thistime, and |&ft
again.

| took asip.
"Well, go ahead," he pushed, hisvoice dtill hard.
| started with the most undemanding. Or so | thought. "Why are you in Port Angeles?’

Helooked down, folding hislarge hands together dowly on the table. His eyesflickered up a mefrom
under hislashes, the hint of asmirk on hisface.

"Next."
"But that'sthe easiest one,” | objected.
"Next," he repeated.

| looked down, frustrated. | unrolled my silverware, picked up my fork, and carefully speared aravioli. |
put it in my mouth dowly, till looking down, chewing while | thought. The mushrooms were good. |
swallowed and took another sip of Coke before | looked up.

"Okay, then." | glared a him, and continued dowly. "Let's say, hypotheticaly of course, thet...
someone. .. could know what people are thinking, read minds, you know — with afew exceptions.”

"Just one exception,” he corrected, "hypotheticaly."
"All right, with one exception, then." | wasthrilled that he was playing along, but | tried to seem casudl.

"How doesthat work? What are the limitations? How would. .. that someone... find someone else at
exactly theright time? How would he know shewasin trouble?' | wondered if my convoluted questions
even made sense.



"Hypotheticaly?' he asked.
"Sure”

"Wdll, if... that someone..."
"Let'scdl him'Joe" | suggested.

He amiled wryly. "Joe, then. If Joe had been paying attention, the timing wouldn't have needed to be quite
S0 exact." He shook hishead, rolling hiseyes. "Only you could get into troublein atown thissmdl. You
would have devastated their crime rate Satistics for a decade, you know.”

"We were speaking of ahypothetical case," | reminded him frodtily.

Helaughed a me, hiseyeswarm.

"Yes, wewere," heagreed. "Shdl wecdl you 'Jane?"

"How did you know?" | asked, unable to curb my intengity. | realized | was leaning toward him again.

He seemed to be wavering, torn by someinternd dilemma. His eyeslocked with mine, and | guessed he
was making the decision right then whether or not to smply tell methe truth.

"Y ou can trust me, you know," | murmured. | reached forward, without thinking, to touch hisfolded
hands, but he did them away minutely, and | pulled my hand back.

"I don't know if | have achoice anymore." His voice was amost awhisper. "l was wrong — you're much
more observant than | gave you credit for."

"| thought you were dwaysright."

"l used to be." He shook hishead again. "I was wrong about you on one other thing, aswell. Y ou're not
amagnet for accidents— that's not a broad enough classification. Y ou are amagnet for trouble. If there
isanything dangerouswithin aten-mileradius, it will invariably find you."

"And you put yourself into that category?" | guessed.
Hisfaceturned cold, expressonless. "Unequivocaly."

| stretched my hand across the table again — ignoring him when he pulled back dightly once more— to
touch the back of his hand shyly with my fingertips. His skin was cold and hard, like astone.

"Thank you." My voice was fervent with gratitude. "That's twice now."
Hisface softened. "Let's not try for three, agreed?”

| scowled, but nodded. He moved his hand out from under mine, placing both of hisunder the table. But
he leaned toward me.

"| followed you to Port Angeles," he admitted, speaking in arush. "I've never tried to keep a specific
person dive before, and it's much more troublesome than | would have believed. But that's probably just
because it's you. Ordinary people seem to make it through the day without so many catastrophes.” He
paused. | wondered if it should bother me that he was following me; instead | felt a strange surge of
pleasure. He stared, maybe wondering why my lipswere curving into an involuntary smile.



"Did you ever think that maybe my number was up thefirst time, with the van, and that you've been
interfering with fate?' | speculated, digtracting mysdif.

"That waan't thefirst time," he said, and his voice was hard to hear. | sared at him in amazement, but he
was|ooking down. "Y our number was up thefirst timel met you.”

| felt agpasm of fear a hiswords, and the abrupt memory of hisviolent black glarethat first day... but
the overwhelming sense of safety | felt in his presence tifled it. By the time he looked up to read my
eyes, there was no trace of fear in them.

"Y ou remember?' he asked, hisangd'sface grave.
"Yes" | wascam.
"And yet hereyou st." There was atrace of disbelief in hisvoice; he raised one eyebrow.

"Yes, herel st... because of you." | paused. "Because somehow you knew how to find metoday... 7' |
prompted.

He pressed hislipstogether, staring at me through narrowed eyes, deciding again. His eyesflashed down
to my full plate, and then back to me.

"You edt, I'll talk," he bargained.
| quickly scooped up another ravioli and popped it in my mouth.

"It's harder than it should be — keeping track of you. Usualy | can find someone very eadly, oncel've
heard their mind before.” He looked at me anxioudy, and | redized | had frozen. | made myself swallow,
then stabbed another ravioli and tossed it in.

"I was keeping tabs on Jessica, not carefully — like | said, only you could find trouble in Port Angeles—
and a first | didn't notice when you took off on your own. Then, when | redlized that you weren't with
her anymore, | went looking for you at the bookstore | saw in her head. | could tell that you hadn't gone
in, and that you'd gone south... and | knew you would have to turn around soon. So | wasjust waiting
for you, randomly searching through the thoughts of people on the sireet — to seeif anyone had noticed
you so | would know where you were. | had no reason to be worried... but | was strangely anxious..."
Hewaslog in thought, staring past me, seeing things| couldn't imagine.

"| gartedto drivein circles, ill... lisening. The sun wasfinaly setting, and | was about to get out and
follow you on foot. And then —" He stopped, clenching his teeth together in sudden fury. He made an
effort to cam himsdf.

"Thenwhat?' | whispered. He continued to stare over my heed.

"I heard whét they were thinking," he growled, hisupper lip curling dightly back over histeeth. "1 saw
your facein hismind." He suddenly leaned forward, one elbow appearing on the table, his hand covering
his eyes. The movement was S0 swift it sartled me.

"It was very... hard — you can't imagine how hard — for meto smply take you away, and leave
them... dive." Hisvoice was muffled by hisarm. "I could have let you go with Jesscaand Angela, but |
was afraid if you left me done, | would go looking for them,”" he admitted in awhisper.

| sat quietly, dazed, my thoughts incoherent. My hands werefolded in my lap, and | was leaning weakly
againgt the back of the seet. He il had hisfacein his hand, and hewas as il asif he'd been carved



from the stone his skin resembled.
Finaly helooked up, hiseyes seeking mine, full of hisown questions.
"Areyou ready to go home?" he asked.

"I'm ready to leave," | qudified, overly grateful that we had the hour-long ride home together. | wasn't
ready to say goodbye to him.

The waitress appeared asif sheld been called. Or watching.
"How arewe doing?' she asked Edward.

"We're ready for the check, thank you." Hisvoice was quiet, rougher, till reflecting the strain of our
conversation. It seemed to muddie her. He looked up, waiting.

"S-aure”" she duttered. "Here you go." She pulled asmall Ieather folder from the front pocket of her
black apron and handed it to him.

Therewasahill in hishand aready. He dipped it into the folder and handed it right back to her.
"No change." He amiled. Then he stood up, and | scrambled avkwardly to my fet.

Sheamiled invitingly a him again. Y ou have anice evening.”

He didn't look away from me as he thanked her. | suppressed asmile.

He walked close beside me to the door, still careful not to touch me. | remembered what Jessica had
said about her relationship with Mike, how they were dmost to the first-kiss stage. | Sghed. Edward
seemed to hear me, and he looked down curioudly. | looked at the sidewalk, grateful that he didn't seem
to be able to know what | was thinking.

He opened the passenger door, holding it for me as| stepped in, shutting it softly behind me. | watched
him walk around the front of the car, amazed, yet again, by how graceful he was. | probably should have
been used to that by now — but | wasn't. | had afedling Edward wasn't the kind of person anyone got
used to.

Onceingdethe car, he started the engine and turned the heater on high. It had gotten very cold, and |
guessed the good weather was a an end. | waswarm in hisjacket, though, breathing in the scent of it
when | thought he couldn't see.

Edward pulled out through the traffic, apparently without a glance, flipping around to head toward the
freaway.

"Now," hesad sgnificantly, "it'syour turn.”

9. THEORY

"Can | ask just one more?' | pleaded as Edward accel erated much too quickly down the quiet street. He
didn't seem to be paying any attention to the road.

Hesighed.



"One," he agreed. Hislips pressed together into a cautiousline.

"Wadll... you said you knew | hadn't gone into the bookstore, and that | had gone south. | wasjust
wondering how you knew that."

Helooked away, deliberating.
"| thought we were past dl the evasiveness" | grumbled.
Hedmogt amiled.

"Fine, then. | followed your scent." He looked at the road, giving me time to compose my face. | couldn't
think of an acceptable responseto that, but | filed it carefully away for future study. | tried to refocus. |
wasn't ready to let him befinished, now that he wasfindly explaining things.

"And then you didn't answer one of my first questions..." | staled.
He looked at me with disapprovd. "Which one?'

"How does it work — the mind-reading thing? Can you read anybody's mind, anywhere? How do you
doit? Cantherest of your family... ?' | felt Slly, asking for clarification on make-believe.

"That's more than one," he pointed out. | Smply intertwined my fingers and gazed a him, waiting.

"No, it'sjust me. And | can't hear anyone, anywhere. | haveto befairly close. The more familiar
someones... 'voice is, the farther away | can hear them. But till, no more than afew miles.” He paused
thoughtfully. "It'salittle like being in ahuge hdl filled with people, everyonetaking at once. It'sjust ahum
— abuzzing of voicesin the background. Until | focus on one voice, and then what they'rethinking is
Clear.

"Mogt of thetimel tuneit al out — it can be very distracting. And then it's easier to seem normal” —
he frowned as he said the word — "when I'm not accidentally answering someone's thoughts rather than
their words."

"Why do you think you can't hear me?" | asked curioudy.
Helooked a me, his eyes enigmatic.

"I don't know," he murmured. "The only guess| have isthat maybe your mind doesn't work the same
way therest of theirsdo. Like your thoughts are on the AM fregquency and I'm only getting FM." He
grinned & me, suddenly amused.

"My mind doesn't work right? I'm afreak?' The words bothered me more than they should — probably
because his speculation hit home. I'd dways suspected as much, and it embarrassed meto have it
confirmed.

"I hear voicesin my mind and you're worried that you're the freak," he laughed. "Don't worry, it'sjust a
theory..." Hisfacetightened. "Which brings us back to you."

| sghed. How to begin?
"Aren't we past dl the evasons now?' he reminded me softly.

| looked away from hisfacefor thefirst time, trying to find words. | happened to notice the speedometer.



"Holy crow!" | shouted. "Sow down!"
"What'swrong?' He was startled. But the car didn't decelerate.

"Y ou're going a hundred milesan hour!" | was till shouting. | shot a panicky glance out the window, but
it wastoo dark to see much. Theroad was only visible in thelong patch of bluish brightness from the
headlights. The forest dong both sides of the road was like ablack wal — ashard asawall of sted if
we veered off the road at this speed.

"Relax, Bella" Herolled hiseyes, fill not dowing.
"Areyoutrying to kill us?' | demanded.

"We're not going to crash.”

| tried to modulate my voice. "Why are you in such ahurry?'
"l dwaysdrivelikethis"" Heturned to smile crookedly a me.
"Keep your eyes on the road!™

"I've never been in an accident, Bella— I've never even gotten aticket." He grinned and tapped his
forehead. "Built-in radar detector.”

"Very funny.” | fumed. "Charlie's acop, remember? | was raised to abide by traffic laws. Besides, if you
turn usinto aVolvo pretzel around atreetrunk, you can probably just walk away."

"Probably,” he agreed with ashort, hard laugh. "But you can't.” He sSighed, and | watched with relief as
the needle gradudly drifted toward eighty. "Happy?'

"Almog.”

"| hate driving dow," he muttered.

"Thisisdow?"

"Enough commentary on my driving," he snapped. "I'm gtill waiting for your latest theory.”
| bit my lip. He looked down at me, his honey eyes unexpectedly gentle.

"l won't laugh," he promised.

"I'm more afraid that you'll be angry with me."

"Isit that bad?'

"Pretty much, yeah."

Hewaited. | waslooking down at my hands, so | couldn't see his expression.
"Go ahead." Hisvoice was cam.

"l don't know how to start,” | admitted.

"Why don't you Start at the beginning. .. you said you didn't come up with this on your own.”



"No."
"What got you started — abook? A movie?' he probed.
"No — it was Saturday, at the beach.” | risked aglance up at hisface. Helooked puzzled.

"I raninto an old family friend —Jacob Black," | continued. "His dad and Charlie have been friends since
| was ababy."

He still looked confused.

"Hisdad isone of the Quileute eders" | watched him carefully. His confused expression frozein place.
"Wewent for awalk —" | edited dl my scheming out of the story "— and he wastelling me some old
legends— trying to scare me, | think. Hetold meone..." | hesitated.

"Goon," hesad.

"About vampires." | redized | waswhispering. | couldn't look at hisface now. But | saw hisknuckles
tighten convulsvely onthewhed.

"And you immediately thought of me?' Still cam.

"No. He... mentioned your family."

Hewasslent, staring at the road.

| was worried suddenly, worried about protecting Jacob.

"Hejust thought it was asilly superdtition,” | said quickly. "He didn't expect meto think anything of it." It
didn't seem like enough; | had to confess. "It was my faullt, | forced himto tell me."

“Why?

"Lauren said something about you — she was trying to provoke me. And an older boy from the tribe
said your family didn't cometo the reservation, only it sounded like he meant something different. So |
got Jacob aloneand | tricked it out of him," | admitted, hanging my head.

He gtartled me by laughing. | glared up a him. He was laughing, but his eyes were fierce, staring ahead.
"Tricked him how?" he asked.
"| tried to flirt — it worked better than | thought it would." Disbelief colored my tone as| remembered.

"I'd like to have seen that." He chuckled darkly. " And you accused me of dazzling people — poor Jacob
Black."

| blushed and looked out my window into the night.
"What did you do then?' he asked after aminute.
"| did some research on the Internet.”

"And did that convince you?' His voice sounded bardly interested. But his hands were clamped hard
onto the steering whed.

"No. Nothing fit. Most of it waskind of silly. And then..." | stopped.



"What?'
"| decided it didn't matter,” | whispered.

"It didn't matter 7" Histone made melook up — | had findly broken through his carefully composed
mask. Hisface wasincredulous, with just ahint of the anger I'd feared.

"No," | said softly. "It doesn't matter to me what you are.”

A hard, mocking edge entered hisvoice. "Y ou don't careif I'm amonster? If I'm not human!”
"No."

Hewas sllent, staring straight ahead again. His face was bleak and cold.

"Youreangry," | Sghed. "l shouldn't have said anything."

"No," hesaid, but histone was as hard as hisface. "1'd rather know what you're thinking — even if what
yourethinkingisinsane”

"So I'mwrong again?' | challenged.

"That's not what | was referring to. ‘It doesn't matter'!™ he quoted, gritting his teeth together.
"I'mright?" | gasped.

"Doesit matter ?'

| took a deep bresth.

"Not redly." | paused. "But | am curious." My voice, a least, was composed.
He was suddenly resigned. "What are you curious about?'

"How old areyou?'

"Seventeen,” he answered promptly.

"And how long have you been seventeen?'

Hislipstwitched as he stared at theroad. "A while," he admitted at |ast.

"Okay." | smiled, pleased that he was till being honest with me. He stared down at me with watchful
eyes, much as he had before, when he wasworried | would go into shock. | smiled wider in
encouragement, and he frowned.

"Don't laugh — but how can you come out during the daytime?"
He laughed anyway. "Myth."

"Burned by thesun?"

"Myth"

"Segping in coffins?'

"Myth." He hesitated for amoment, and a peculiar tone entered hisvoice. "l can't deep.”



It took me aminute to absorb that. "At al?"

"Never," hesad, hisvoice nearly inaudible. He turned to look at me with awistful expression. The
golden eyesheld mine, and | lost my train of thought. | stared a him until he looked away.

"Y ou haven't asked me the most important question yet." His voice was hard now, and when he looked
at me again hiseyeswere cold.

| blinked, Htill dazed. "Which oneisthat?'

"You aren't concerned about my diet?" he asked sarcagticaly.

"Oh," | murmured, "thet."

"Yes, that." Hisvoice was blegk. "Don't you want to know if | drink blood?"
| flinched. "Well, Jacob said something about that."

"What did Jacob say?' he asked flatly.

"He said you didn'... hunt people. He said your family wasn't supposed to be dangerous because you
only hunted animals.”

"He said we weren't dangerous?' His voice was deeply skeptical.

"Not exactly. He said you weren't supposed to be dangerous. But the Quileutes il didn't want you on
their land, justin case”

Helooked forward, but | couldn't tell if he was watching the road or not.

"So was heright? About not hunting people?’ | tried to keep my voice aseven aspossible.
"The Quileutes have along memory,” he whispered.

| took it as aconfirmation.

"Don't et that make you complacent, though,” he warned me. "They're right to keep their distance from
us. We are dill dangerous.”

"| don't understand.”

"Wetry," he explained dowly. "We're usudly very good at what we do. Sometimes we make mistakes.
Me, for example, dlowing mysdf to be donewith you."

"Thisisamistake?"' | heard the sadnessin my voice, but | didn't know if he could aswell.
"A very dangerous one," he murmured.

We were both silent then. | watched the headlights twist with the curves of the road. They moved too
fast; it didn't look redl, it looked like avideo game. | was aware of the time dipping away so quickly, like
the black road beneath us, and | was hideoudy afraid that | would never have another chance to be with
him like this again — openly, the walls between us gone for once. Hiswords hinted at an end, and |
recoiled from theidea. | couldn't waste one minute | had with him.

"Tell memore," | asked desperately, not caring what he said, just so | could hear hisvoice again.



Helooked a me quickly, startled by the change in my tone. "What more do you want to know?”

"Tdl mewhy you hunt animasinstead of people” | suggested, my voice dtill tinged with desperation. |
redized my eyeswere wet, and | fought againgt the grief that was trying to overpower me.

"I don't want to be amongter." Hisvoice was very low.
"But animas aren't enough?”

He paused. "1 can't be sure, of course, but I'd compare it to living on tofu and soy milk; we call ourselves
vegetarians, our littleingde joke. It doesn't completely satiate the hunger — or rather thirst. But it keens
us grong enough to resst. Mogt of thetime." Histone turned ominous. " Sometimesit's more difficult than
others.”

"Isit very difficult for you now?" | asked.

Hesghed. "Yes"

"But you're not hungry now," | said confidently — gtating, not asking.
"Why do you think that?"

"Your eyes. | told you | had atheory. I've noticed that people— men in particular — are crabbier when
they're hungry.”

He chuckled. "Y ou are observant, aren't you?"
| didn't answer; | just listened to the sound of hislaugh, committing it to memory.
"Were you hunting thisweekend, with Emmett?" | asked when it was quiet again.

"Yes" He paused for asecond, asif deciding whether or not to say something. "I didn't want to leave,
but it was necessary. It'sabit easier to be around you when I'm not thirsty.”

"Why didn't you want to leave?"

"It makesme... anxious... to be away from you." His eyeswere gentle but intense, and they seemed to
be making my bones turn soft. "1 wasn't joking when | asked you to try not to fal in the ocean or get run
over last Thursday. | was distracted al weekend, worrying about you. And after what happened tonight,
I'm surprised that you did make it through awhole weekend unscathed.” He shook his head, and then
seemed to remember something. "Well, not totally unscathed.”

"Y our hands," he reminded me. | looked down at my pams, at the amost-healed scrapes acrossthe
hedls of my hands. His eyes missed nothing.

"I fell," | Sghed.

"That'swhat | thought." Hislips curved up a the corners. "'l suppose, being you, it could have been much
worse— and that possibility tormented me the entiretime | was away. It was avery long three days. |
redlly got on Emmett's nerves" He smiled ruefully a me.

"Three days? Didn't you just get back today?"



"No, we got back Sunday."

"Then why weren't any of you in school?' | was frustrated, almost angry as | thought of how much
disappointment | had suffered because of his absence.

"Wadll, you asked if the sun hurt me, and it doesn't. But | can't go out in the sunlight — at least, not where
anyone can see."

"Why?
"I'll show you sometime," he promised.

| thought about it for amoment.

"Y ou might have cdled me" | decided.

Hewas puzzled. "But | knew you were safe”

"But | didn't know where you were. | —" | hesitated, dropping my eyes.

"What?" His velvety voice was compdling.

"l didn't likeit. Not seeing you. It makes me anxious, too." | blushed to be saying this out loud.
Hewas quiet. | glanced up, apprehensive, and saw that his expression was pained.

"Ah," hegroaned quitly. "Thisiswrong."

| couldn't understand his response. "What did | say?"

"Don't you see, Bdla? It's one thing for me to make mysdlf miserable, but awholly other thing for you to
be so involved." Heturned his anguished eyesto the road, hiswords flowing amost too fast for meto
understand. "1 don't want to hear that you fed that way." His voice waslow but urgent. Hiswords cut
me. "It'swrong. It'snot safe. I'm dangerous, Bella— please, grasp that."

"No." | tried very hard not to look like asulky child.

"I'm serious,”" he growled.

"Soaml. | told you, it doesn't matter what you are. It'stoo late.”
Hisvoice whipped out, low and harsh. "Never say that.”

| bit my lip and was glad he couldn't know how much that hurt. | stared out at the road. We must be
close now. He was driving much too fast.

"What are you thinking?' he asked, hisvoice dtill raw. | just shook my head, not sureif | could speak. |
could fed hisgaze on my face, but | kept my eyesforward.

"Areyou crying?' He sounded appalled. | hadn't redlized the moisture in my eyes had brimmed over. |
quickly rubbed my hand across my cheek, and sure enough, traitor tears were there, betraying me.

"No," | said, but my voice cracked.

| saw him reach toward me hesitantly with hisright hand, but then he stopped and placed it dowly back
on the steering whed.



"I'm sorry." Hisvoice burned with regret. | knew he wasn't just gpologizing for the words that had upset
me

The darkness dipped by usin silence.
"Tdl me something," he asked after another minute, and | could hear him struggle to use alighter tone.
llY@l

"What were you thinking tonight, just before | came around the corner? | couldn't understand your
expression — you didn't look that scared, you looked like you were concentrating very hard on
something.”

"l wastrying to remember how to incapacitate an attacker — you know, self-defense. | was going to
smash hisnoseinto hisbrain." | thought of the dark-haired man with asurge of hate.

"Y ou were going to fight them?' Thisupsat him. "Didn't you think about running?'

" fdl down alot when | run,” | admitted.

"What about screaming for help?!

"| was getting to that part.”

He shook hishead. "Y ou were right — I'm definitely fighting fate trying to keep you dive."

| sghed. We were dowing, passing into the boundaries of Forks. It had taken less than twenty minutes.
"Will | seeyou tomorrow?" | demanded.

"Yes— | have apaper due, too." He smiled. "I'll save you aseet at lunch.”

It was dilly, after everything we'd been through tonight, how that little promise sent flutters through my
stomach, and made me unable to speak.

Wewerein front of Charlies house. Thelightswere on, my truck inits place, everything utterly normal. It
was like waking from a dream. He stopped the car, but | didn't move.

"Doyou promise to be there tomorrow?"

"l promise.”

| consdered that for amoment, then nodded. | pulled his jacket off, taking one last whiff.
"Y ou can keep it — you don't have ajacket for tomorrow," he reminded me.

| handed it back to him. "I don't want to have to explain to Charlie.”

"Oh, right." He grinned.

| hesitated, my hand on the door handle, trying to prolong the moment.

"Bella?" he asked in adifferent tone— serious, but hesitant.

"Yes?' | turned back to him too eagerly.



"Will you promise me something?'

"Yes" | said, and ingtantly regretted my unconditional agreement. What if he asked meto stay away from
him?1 couldn't keep that promise.

"Don't go into thewoods aone."

| stared a himin blank confusion. "Why?"

Hefrowned, and his eyeswere tight as he stared past me out the window.
"I'm not always the most dangerous thing out there. Let'sleaveit at that."

| shuddered dightly at the sudden bleaknessin hisvoice, but | wasrdieved. This, at least, was an easy
promise to honor. "Whatever you say."

"I'll see you tomorrow," he sighed, and | knew he wanted me to leave now.
"Tomorrow, then." | opened the door unwillingly.

"Bella?’ | turned and he was |eaning toward me, his pae, glorious face just inches from mine. My heart
stopped beating.

"Seepwdl," he said. His breath blew in my face, sunning me. It was the same exquisite scent that clung
to hisjacket, but in amore concentrated form. | blinked, thoroughly dazed. He leaned away.

| was unable to move until my brain had somewhat unscrambled itsdf. Then | stepped out of the car
awkwardly, having to use the frame for support. | thought | heard him chuckle, but the sound wastoo
quiet for meto be certain.

Hewaited till | had stumbled to the front door, and then | heard his engine quietly rev. | turned to watch
the silver car disappear around the corner. | redlized it was very cold.

| reached for the key mechanicaly, unlocked the door, and stepped inside.
Charlie cdled from theliving room. "Bdla?"

"Yeah, Dad, it'sme." | walked in to see him. He was watching abaseball game.
"Yourehomeearly."

"Am1?" | was surprised.

"It'snot even eight yet," hetold me. "Did you girls have fun?'

"Yesh — it waslots of fun." My head was spinning as| tried to remember al the way back to the girls
night out | had planned. "They both found dresses.”

"Areyou dl right?'
"I'mjust tired. | did alot of waking."
"Well, maybe you should go lie down." He sounded concerned. | wondered what my face looked like.

"I'mjust going to call Jesscafirs.”



"Weren't you just with her?" he asked, surprised.

"Yes— but | left my jacket in her car. | want to make sure she bringsit tomorrow."
"Well, give her achanceto get homefirg."

"Right," | agreed.

| went to the kitchen and fdll, exhausted, into achair. | wasredly feding dizzy now. | wondered if | was
going to go into shock after al. Get agrip, | told myself.

The phone rang suddenly, startling me. | yanked it off the hook.

"Hello?" | asked breathlesdy.

"Bdla?'

"Hey, Jess, | wasjust going to cal you."

"Y ou made it home?' Her voicewasrdieved... and surprised.

"Yes. | left my jacket in your car — could you bring it to me tomorrow?"
"Sure. But tell me what happened!” she demanded.

"Um, tomorrow — in Trig, okay?"

She caught on quickly. "Oh, isyour dad there?"

"Yes, that'sright.”

"Okay, I'll talk to you tomorrow, then. Byel" | could hear the impatiencein her voice.
"Bye, Jess."

| walked up the stairs dowly, aheavy stupor clouding my mind. | went through the motions of getting
ready for bed without paying any attention to what | was doing. It wasn't until | wasin the shower — the
water too hot, burning my skin— that | redlized | was freezing. | shuddered violently for severa minutes
before the seaming spray could findly rdlax my rigid muscles. Then | stood in the shower, too tired to
move, until the hot water began to run out.

| stumbled out, wrapping myself securely in atowd, trying to hold the heat from the water in so the
aching shiverswouldn't return. | dressed for bed swiftly and climbed under my quilt, curling into abal,
hugging mysdlf to keep warm. A few small shudderstrembled through me.

My mind gtill swirled dizzily, full of images| couldn't understand, and some | fought to repress. Nothing
seemed clear at firdt, but as| fell gradualy closer to unconsciousness, afew certainties became evident.

About three things | was absolutely positive. First, Edward was avampire. Second, there was part of
him — and | didn't know how potent that part might be — that thirsted for my blood. And third, | was
unconditionaly and irrevocably in lovewith him.

10. INTERROGATIONS



It was very hard, in the morning, to argue with the part of me that was sure last night was adream. Logic
wasn't on my sde, or common sense. | clung to the parts| couldn't have imagined — like hissmdll. | was
sure | could never have dreamed that up on my own.

It was foggy and dark outside my window, absolutely perfect. He had no reason not to bein school
today. | dressed in my heavy clothes, remembering | didn't have ajacket. Further proof that my memory
wasredl.

When | got downgtairs, Charlie was gone again— | was running later than I'd redlized. | swalowed a
granolabar in three bites, chased it down with milk straight from the carton, and then hurried out the
door. Hopefully the rain would hold off until I could find Jessca

It was unusudly foggy; the air was dmost smoky with it. The mist wasice cold whereit clung to the
exposed skin on my face and neck. | couldn't wait to get the heat going in my truck. It was such athick
fog that | was afew feet down the driveway before | redized therewasacar init: asilver car. My heart
thudded, stuttered, and then picked up again in double time.

| didn't see where he came from, but suddenly he was there, pulling the door open for me.

"Do you want to ride with metoday?' he asked, amused by my expression as he caught me by surprise
yet again. There was uncertainty in hisvoice. Hewasredly giving me achoice— | wasfreeto refuse,
and part of him hoped for that. It was avain hope.

"Yes, thank you," | said, trying to keep my voice cdm. As| stepped into the warm car, | noticed histan
jacket was dung over the headrest of the passenger seat. The door closed behind me, and, sooner than
should be possible, he was sitting next to me, starting the car.

"I brought the jacket for you. | didn't want you to get sick or something.” His voice was guarded. |
noticed that he wore no jacket himsdlf, just alight gray knit VV-neck shirt with long deeves. Again, the
fabric clung to his perfectly muscled chest. It was a colossd tribute to hisface that it kept my eyes away

from hisbody.

"I'm not quite that ddlicate,” | said, but | pulled the jacket onto my lap, pushing my arms through the
too-long deeves, curiousto seeif the scent could possibly be asgood as| remembered. It was better.

"Aren't you?"' he contradicted in avoice so low | wasn't sureif he meant for meto hear.

We drove through the fog-shrouded Streets, dwaystoo fast, feeling awkward. | was, at least. Last night
al thewalsweredown... dmog al. | didn't know if we were still being as candid today. It [eft me
tongue-tied. | waited for him to spesk.

Heturned to smirk a me. "Whét, no twenty questions today ?*

"Do my questions bother you?' | asked, relieved.

"Not as much as your reactions do." Helooked like he was joking, but | couldn't be sure.
| frowned. "Do | react badly?

"No, that's the problem. Y ou take everything so coolly — it's unnatura. It makes me wonder what you're
redly thinking."

"l dwaystdl you what I'm redly thinking."



"Y ou edit," he accused.
"Not very much.”
"Enough to drive meinsane.”

"Y ou don't want to hear it," | mumbled, amost whispered. As soon asthe wordswere out, | regretted
them. The painin my voice was very faint; | could only hope he hadn't noticed it.

Hedidn't respond, and | wondered if | had ruined the mood. His face was unreadable as we drove into
the school parking lot. Something occurred to me belatedly.

"Wheréstherest of your family?' | asked — more than glad to be aone with him, but remembering that
hiscar wasusudly full.

"They took Rosali€'s car." He shrugged as he parked next to a glossy red convertible with the top up.
"Odentatious, it it?'

"Um, wow," | breathed. "If she has that, why does she ride with you?"
"Likel sad, it's ostentatious. We try to blend in."

"Y ou don't succeed.” | laughed and shook my head aswe got out of the car. | wasn't late anymore; his
lunatic driving had gotten meto school in plenty of time. "So why did Rosdie drivetoday if it'smore
conspicuous?'

"Hadn't you noticed? I'm bresking all the rulesnow." He met me at the front of the car, Saying very
closeto my side as we walked onto campus. | wanted to close that little distance, to reach out and touch
him, but | was afraid he wouldn't like meto.

"Why do you have carslikethat at dl?' | wondered aoud. "If you'relooking for privacy?'
"Anindulgence" he admitted with animpish amile. "Wedl liketo drivefast.”
"Fgures," | muttered under my breath.

Under the shelter of the cafeteriaroof's overhang, Jessicawas waiting, her eyes about to bug out of their
sockets. Over her arm, bless her, was my jacket.

"Hey, Jessica," | said when we were afew feet away. "Thanks for remembering.” She handed me my
jacket without speaking.

"Good morning, Jessica," Edward said politely. It wasn't redly hisfault that hisvoicewas o irresstible.
Or what his eyes were capable of.

"Er... hi." She shifted her wide eyesto me, trying to gather her jumbled thoughts. "1 guessI'll seeyou in
Trig." She gave me ameaningful look, and | suppressed asigh. What on earth was| going to tell her?

"Yeah, I'll seeyou then."
She walked away, pausing twice to peek back over her shoulder at us.
"What are you going to tdl her?" Edward murmured.

"Hey, | thought you couldn't read my mind!" | hissed.



"l can't," he said, startled. Then understanding brightened his eyes. "However, | can read hers— shell be
waiting to ambush youin class.”

| groaned as| pulled off hisjacket and handed it to him, replacing it with my own. Hefolded it over his
am.

"So what are you going to tell her?"

"A little help?" | pleaded. "What does she want to know?"

He shook his head, grinning wickedly. "That'snot fair.”

"No, you not sharing what you know — now that's not fair.”

He deliberated for amoment as we walked. We stopped outside the door to my first class.

"She wantsto know if we're secretly dating. And she wants to know how you fed about me," hefindly
sad.

"Yikes. What should | say?" | tried to keep my expression very innocent. People were passing us on their
waly to class, probably staring, but | was barely aware of them.

"Hmmm." He paused to catch astray lock of hair that was escaping the twist on my neck and wound it
back into place. My heart spluttered hyperactively. "I suppose you could say yesto thefirdt... if you
don't mind — it's easier than any other explanation.”

"l don't mind," | saidin afaint voice.

"And asfor her other question... wdll, I'll belistening to hear the answer to that one mysalf." One side of
his mouth pulled up into my favorite uneven smile. | couldn't caich my breath soon enough to respond to
that remark. He turned and walked away.

"I'll seeyou at lunch,”" he called over his shoulder. Three people walking in the door stopped to stare at
me

| hurried into class, flushed and irritated. He was such a cheater. Now | was even more worried about
what | was going to say to Jessica. | sat in my usua seat, damming my bag down in aggravation.

"Morning, Bella" Mike said from the seat next to me. | looked up to see an odd, amost resigned ook on
hisface. "How was Port Angeles?

"It was..." Therewas no honest way to sumit up. "Greet," | finished lamely. "Jessicagot aredly cute
dress”

"Did she say anything about Monday night?' he asked, hiseyes brightening. | smiled at theturn the
conversation had taken.

"She said she had aredly good time," | assured him.
"Shedid?' he said eagerly.
"Mog definitdy.”

Mr. Mason called the classto order then, asking usto turn in our papers. English and then Government
passed in ablur, while | worried about how to explain things to Jessica and agonized over whether



Edward would redly belistening to what | said through the medium of Jesss thoughts. How very
inconvenient hislittle talent could be— when it wasn't saving my life.

Thefog had dmost dissolved by the end of the second hour, but the day was still dark with low,
oppressing clouds. | smiled up at the sky.

Edward was right, of course. When | walked into Trig Jessicawas Sitting in the back row, nearly
bouncing off her seat in agitation. | reluctantly went to Sit by her, trying to convince mysdlf it would be
better to get it over with as soon as possble.

"Tdl meeverything!" she commanded before | wasin the sedt.

"What do you want to know?" | hedged.

"What happened last night?’

"He bought me dinner, and then he drove me home."

Sheglared a me, her expression gtiff with skepticism. "How did you get home so fagt?!
"Hedriveslikeamaniac. It wasterrifying." | hoped he heard that.

"Wasit like adate— did you tell him to meet you there?”

| hadn't thought of that. "No — | was very surprised to see him there.”

Her lips puckered in disgppointment at the trangparent honesty in my voice.

"But he picked you up for school today?" she probed.

"Y es— that wasasurprise, too. He noticed | didn't have ajacket last night,” | explained.
"So are you going out again?'

"He offered to drive me to Sesttle Saturday because he thinkstoy truck isn't up to it — does that count?
"Yes." She nodded.

"Well, then, yes™"

"W-0-w." She exaggerated the word into three syllables. "Edward Cullen.”

"I know," | agreed. "Wow" didn't even cover it.

"Wait!" Her handsflew up, padmstoward me like she was stopping traffic. "Has he kissed you?'
"No," I mumbled. "It'snot likethat."

She looked disappointed. I'm sure | did, too.

"Do you think Saturday ... ?' Sheraised her eyebrows.

"I redly doubt it." The discontent in my voice was poorly disguised.

"What did you talk about?' She pushed for more information in awhisper. Class had started but Mr.
Varner wasn't paying close attention and we weren't the only ones il talking.



"l don't know, Jess, lots of stuff,” | whispered back. "We talked about the English essay alittle” A very,
very little. | think he mentioned it in passing.

"Please, Bdla," she begged. "Give me some detalls.”

"Well... okay, I've got one. Y ou should have seen the waitress flirting with him — it was over the top.
But he didn't pay any attention to her at dl.” Let him make what he could of that.

"That'sagood sign," she nodded. "Was she pretty?'

"Very — and probably nineteen or twenty."

"Even better. He must like you."

"I think so, but it'shard to tell. Hesdways so cryptic,” | threw in for his benefit, Sghing.
"l don't know how you're brave enough to be aone with him," she breathed.

"Why?' | was shocked, but she didn't understand my reaction.

"He's ... intimidating. | wouldn't know what to say to him." She made aface, probably remembering
thismorning or last night, when held turned the overwhelming force of hiseyeson her.

"I do have some trouble with incoherency when I'm around him," | admitted.

"Ohwell. He is unbelievably gorgeous." Jessicashrugged asif thisexcused any flaws. Which, in her
book, it probably did.

"Therésalot moreto him than that.”
"Redly?Likewhat?'
| wished | had let it go. Almost as much as | was hoping held been kidding about listening in.

"l cant explainitright... but he's even more unbdievable behind the face." The vampire who wanted to
be good — who ran around saving peopl€'s lives so he wouldn't be amongter... | stared toward the
front of the room.

"Isthat possible?' Shegiggled.

| ignored her, trying to look like | was paying attention to Mr. Varner.

"So you like him, then?' She wasn't about to give up.

"Yes'" | sad curtly.

"l mean, do you really like him?" she urged.

"Yes" | said again, blushing. | hoped that detail wouldn't register in her thoughts.
Sheld had enough with the single syllable answers. "How much do you like him?!

"Too much,” | whispered back. "More than he likesme. But | don't see how | can help that.” | sSighed,
one blush blending into the next.

Then, thankfully, Mr. Varner called on Jessicafor an answer.



She didn't get achanceto start on the subject again during class, and as soon as the bell rang, | took
evasve action.

"In English, Mike asked meif you said anything about Monday night,” | told her.
"You'rekidding! What did you say?" she gasped, completely sdetracked.

"| told him you said you had alot of fun— helooked pleased.”

"Tdl me exactly what he said, and your exact answer!"

We spent therest of the walk dissecting sentence structures and most of Spanish on aminute description
of Mikesfacid expressions. | wouldn't have helped draw it out for aslong as| did if | wasn't worried
about the subject returning to me.

And then the bl rang for lunch. As| jumped up out of my seeat, shoving my books roughly in my bag,
my uplifted expresson must have tipped Jessica off.

"Y ou're not tting with ustoday, are you?' she guessed.
"I don't think s0." | couldn't be sure that he wouldn't disgppear inconveniently again.

But outside the door to our Spanish class, leaning againgt the wall — looking more like a Greek god than
anyone had aright to — Edward was waiting for me. Jessicatook one look, rolled her eyes, and
departed.

"Seeyou later, Bdla" Her voice wasthick with implications. | might have to turn off the ringer on the
phone.

"Hello." Hisvoice was amused and irritated a the same time. He had been listening, it was obvious.
llHi-ll

| couldn't think of anything elseto say, and he didn't speak — biding histime, | presumed — soitwasa
quiet walk to the cafeteria. Walking with Edward through the crowded lunchtime rush was alot like my
first day here; everyone stared.

Heled the way into the line, still not speaking, though his eyes returned to my face every few seconds,
their expresson speculative. It seemed to methat irritation was winning out over anusement asthe
dominant emotion in hisface. | fidgeted nervoudy with the zipper on my jacket.

He stepped up to the counter and filled atray with food.

"What are you doing?" | objected. "Y ou're not getting dl that for me?"
He shook his head, stepping forward to buy the food.

"Haf isfor me, of course.”

| raised one eyebrow.

Heled the way to the same place we'd sat that one time before. From the other end of thelong table, a
group of seniors gazed at usin amazement as we sat across from each other. Edward seemed oblivious.

"Take whatever you want," he said, pushing the tray toward me.



"I'm curious,” | said as| picked up an apple, turning it around in my hands, "what would you do if
someone dared you to eat food?"

"You'redways curious." He grimaced, shaking hishead. He glared a me, holding my eyesashelifted
the dice of pizza off thetray, and deliberately bit off amouthful, chewed quickly, and then swallowed. |
watched, eyeswide.

"If someone dared you to et dirt, you could, couldn't you?" he asked condescendingly.
| wrinkled my nose. "l did once... onadare," | admitted. "It wasn't so bad.”
Helaughed. "'l suppose I'm not surprised.” Something over my shoulder seemed to catch his attention.

"Jessicas anayzing everything | do— shelll break it down for you later.” He pushed the rest of the pizza
toward me. The mention of Jessica brought a hint of hisformer irritation back to hisfeatures.

| put down the apple and took a bite of the pizza, looking away, knowing he was about to start.
"So the waitress was pretty, was she?' he asked casualy.

"Youredly didn't notice?'

"No. | wasn't paying attention. | had alot on my mind."

"Poor girl." | could afford to be generous now.

"Something you said to Jessica... well, it bothersme." He refused to be distracted. His voice was husky,
and he glanced up from under hislasheswith troubled eyes.

"I'm not surprised you heard something you didn't like. Y ou know what they say about eavesdropners,” |
reminded him.

"l warned you | would be ligening.”
"And | warned you that you didn't want to know everything | wasthinking."

"Youdid," he agreed, but hisvoice was till rough. "Y ou aren't precisely right, though. | do want to know
what you're thinking — everything. | just wish... that you wouldn't be thinking somethings."

| scowled. "That's quite adigtinction.”
"But that's not redly the point at the moment.”

"Then what is?' We were inclined toward each other across the table now. He had his large white hands
folded under his chin; | leaned forward, my right hand cupped around my neck. | had to remind myself
that we were in a crowded lunchroom, with probably many curious eyes on us. It wastoo easy to get
wrapped up in our own private, tenselittle bubble.

"Do you truly believe that you care more for methan | do for you?' he murmured, leaning closer to me as
he spoke, his dark golden eyes piercing.

| tried to remember how to exhae. | had to look away before it came back to me.
"Youredoingit again,” | muttered.

His eyes opened wide with surprise. "What?"



"Dazzling me," | admitted, trying to concentrate as | looked back at him.

"Oh." Hefrowned.

"It'snot your fault,” | Sghed. "You can't helpit.”

"Areyou going to answer the question?"

| looked down. "Yes."

"Y es, you are going to answer, or yes, you redly think that?' He wasirritated again.

"Yes, | redly think that." | kept my eyes down on the table, my eyestracing the pattern of the faux wood
grains printed on the laminate. The silence dragged on. | stubbornly refused to bethe first to break it this
time, fighting hard againgt the temptation to peek at his expression.

Finaly he spoke, voice velvet soft. "Y ou're wrong.”
| glanced up to seethat his eyes were gentle.

"You can't know that," | disagreed in awhisper. | shook my head in doubt, though my heart throbbed at
hiswords and | wanted so badly to believe them.

"What makes you think so?" Hisliquid topaz eyes were penetrating — trying futilely, | assumed, to lift the
truth straight from my mind.

| stared back, struggling to think clearly in spite of hisface, to find someway to explain. As| searched
for thewords, | could see him getting impatient; frustrated by my silence, he started to scowl. | lifted my
hand from my neck, and held up onefinger.

"Let methink," | insisted. His expression cleared, now that he was satisfied that | was planning to answer.
| dropped my hand to the table, moving my left hand so that my palms were pressed together. | stared at
my hands, twisting and untwisting my fingers, as| findly spoke.

"Well, asde from the obvious, sometimes..." | hesitated. "I can't be sure— | don't know how to read
minds— but sometimesit seemslike you'retrying to say goodbye when you're saying something else.”
That wasthe best | could sum up the sensation of anguish that hiswordstriggered in me at times.

"Perceptive," he whispered. And there was the anguish again, surfacing as he confirmed my fear. "That's
exactly why you're wrong, though,” he began to explain, but then his eyes narrowed. "What do you
mean, ‘the obvious?"

"Well, look at me," | said, unnecessarily as he was dready staring. "1'm absolutely ordinary — well,
except for bad thingslike dl the near-desth experiences and being so clumsy that I'm amost disabled.
And look at you." | waved my hand toward him and al his bewildering perfection.

His brow creased angrily for amoment, then smoothed as his eyestook on aknowing look. "Y ou don't
see yourself very clearly, you know. I'll admit you're dead-on about the bad things," he chuckled blackly,
"but you didn't hear what every human malein this school wasthinking on your first day.”

| blinked, astonished. "I don't believeit..." | mumbled to mysdf.
"Trust mejust this once— you are the opposite of ordinary.”

My embarrassment was much stronger than my pleasure at the look that came into his eyeswhen he said



this. I quickly reminded him of my origina argument.
"But I'm not saying goodbye,” | pointed ouit.

"Don't you see? That'swhat proves meright. | care the most, becauseif | can doit" — he shook his
head, seeming to struggle with the thought — "if leaving isthe right thing to do, then I'll hurt mysdlf to
keep from hurting you, to keep you safe.”

| glared. "And you don't think | would do the same?"
"Y ou'd never have to make the choice.”

Abruptly, his unpredictable mood shifted again; amischievous, devastating smile rearranged hisfeatures.
"Of course, keeping you safeis beginning to fed like afull-time occupation that requires my constant
presence.”

"No one hastried to do away with metoday,” | reminded him, grateful for the lighter subject. | didn't
want him to talk about goodbyes anymore. If | had to, | supposed | could purposefully put mysdlf in
danger to keep him close... | banished that thought before his quick eyesread it on my face. That idea
would definitely get mein trouble.

"Yet," he added.

"Yet," | agreed; | would have argued, but now | wanted him to be expecting disasters.
"| have another question for you." Hisface was till casudl.

"Shoot."

"Do you redly need to go to Seettle this Saturday, or wasthat just an excuse to get out of saying noto
al your admirers?'

| made aface at the memory. "Y ou know, | haven't forgiven you for the Tyler thing yet," | warned him.
"It'syour fault that he's deluded himsdlf into thinking I'm going to prom with him."

"Oh, he would have found a chance to ask you without me— | just redlly wanted to watch your face,"
he chuckled, | would have been angrier if hislaughter wasn't so fascinating. "If 1'd asked you, would you
have turned me down?" he asked, Hill laughing to himsdif.

"Probably not,” | admitted. "But | would have canceled later — faked an illness or asprained ankle.”
He was puzzled. "Why would you do that?'

| shook my head sadly. "Y ou've never seen mein Gym, | guess, but | would have thought you would
understand.”

"Areyou referring to the fact that you can't walk across aflat, stable surface without finding something to
trip over?'

"Obvioudy."

"That wouldn't be a problem.” He was very confident. "It'sdl in the leading." He could seethat | was
about to protest, and he cut me off. "But you never told me — are you resolved on going to Sedttle, or
do you mind if we do something different?’



Aslong asthe"we" part wasin, | didn't care about anything else.

"I'm open to dternatives,” | dlowed. "But | do have afavor to ask.”

Helooked wary, as he dways did when | asked an open-ended question. "What?"*
"Can| drive?'

Hefrowned. "Why?'

"Well, mostly because when | told Charlie | was going to Sesttle, he specifically asked if | was going
adoneand, at thetime, | was. If he asked again, | probably wouldn't lie, but | don't think he will ask
again, and leaving my truck at home would just bring up the subject unnecessarily. And aso, because
your driving frightensme.”

Herolled hiseyes. "Of dl the things about me that could frighten you, you worry about my driving." He
shook his head in disgust, but then his eyes were serious again. "Won't you want to tell your father that
you're spending the day with me?' There was an undercurrent to his question that | didn't understand.

"With Charlie, lessisaways more." | was definite about that. "\Where are we going, anyway?"

"The weether will benice, so I'll be staying out of the public eye... and you can stay with me, if you'd like
to." Again, hewasleaving the choice up to me.

"And you'll show me what you meant, about the sun?' | asked, excited by the idea of unraveling another
of the unknowns.

"Yes" He smiled, and then paused. "But if you don't want to be... donewith me, I'd till rather you
didn't go to Sesttle by yoursdlf. | shudder to think of the trouble you could find in acity that size.”

| was miffed. "Phoenix isthree times bigger than Seattle— just in population. In physica sze—"

"But gpparently,”" he interrupted me, "your number wasn't up in Phoenix. So I'd rather you stayed near
me." Hiseyesdid that unfair smoldering thing again.

| couldn't argue, with the eyes or the motivation, and it was a moot point anyway. "Asit happens, | don't
mind being donewith you."

"I know," he 9ghed, brooding. ™Y ou should tell Charlie, though."”

"Why in the world would | do that?"

Hiseyeswere suddenly fierce. "To give me some smal incentive to bring you back.”
| gulped. But, after amoment of thought, | was sure. "I think I'll take my chances."
He exhaed angrily, and looked away.

"Let'stak about something ese,” | suggested.

"What do you want to talk about?" he asked. He was till annoyed.

| glanced around us, making sure we were well out of anyone's hearing. As| cast my eyes around the
room, | caught the eyes of hissister, Alice, staring a me. The others were looking at Edward. | looked
away swiftly, back to him, and |. asked the first thing that came to mind.



"Why did you go to that Goat Rocks place last weekend. .. to hunt? Charlie said it wasn't agood place
to hike, because of bears.”

He dared & measif | was missng something very obvious.

"Bears?' | gasped, and he smirked. "Y ou know, bears are not in season,” | added sternly, to hide my
shock.

"If you read carefully, the laws only cover hunting with weapons," he informed me.
He watched my face with enjoyment asthat dowly sank in.
"Bears?' | repeated with difficulty.

"Grizzly isEmmett'sfavorite" Hisvoice was il offhand, but his eyeswere scrutinizing my reaction. |
tried to pull mysdf together.

"Hmmm," | said, taking another bite of pizza as an excuseto look down. I chewed dowly, and then took
along drink of Coke without looking up.

"S0," | sad after amoment, findly meeting his now-anxious gaze. "What's your favorite?
He raised an eyebrow and the corners of his mouth turned down in disapprova. "Mountain lion."
"Ah," | saidinapolitely disnterested tone, looking for my sodaagain.

"Of course," he said, and histone mirrored mine, "we have to be careful not to impact the environment
with injudicious hunting. Wetry to focus on areas with an overpopulation of predators— ranging asfar
away aswe need. There'sdways plenty of deer and ek here, and they'll do, but wherésthe fun in that?'
He amiled teasingly.

"Whereindeed,” | murmured around another bite of pizza.

"Early spring is Emmett's favorite bear season — they're just coming out of hibernation, so they're more
irritable." He amiled at some remembered joke.

"Nothing more fun than an irritated grizzly bear," | agreed, nodding.
He snickered, shaking hishead. "Tedll mewhat you'reredly thinking, please.”
"I'mtrying to pictureit— but | can't," | admitted. "How do you hunt a bear without weapons?’

"Oh, we have wegpons." He flashed his bright teeth in a brief, threatening smile. | fought back a shiver
before it could expose me. "Just not the kind they consider when writing hunting laws. If you've ever seen
abear attack on televison, you should be able to visuaize Emmett hunting.”

| couldn't stop the next shiver that flashed down my spine. | peeked across the cafeteria toward Emmett,
grateful that he wasn't looking my way. The thick bands of muscle that wrapped his arms and torso were
Somehow even more menacing Now.

Edward followed my gaze and chuckled. | stared at him, unnerved.
"Areyou like abear, to0?' | asked in alow voice.

"Morelikethelion, or so they tell me," he said lightly. "Perhaps our preferences areindicative.”



| tried to smile. "Perhaps,” | repeated. But my mind was filled with opposing imagesthat | couldn't merge
together. "Isthat something | might get to see?!

"Absolutely not!" Hisface turned even whiter than usud, and his eyeswere suddenly furious. | leaned
back, stunned and — though I'd never admit it to him — frightened by his reaction. He leaned back as
well, folding hisarms across his chest.

"Too scary for me?' | asked when | could control my voice again.

"If that wereit, | would take you out tonight,”" he said, hisvoice cutting. "Y ou need a hedthy dose of fear.
Nothing could be more beneficia for you."

"Thenwhy?" | pressed, trying to ignore hisangry expression.
Heglared a mefor along minute.
"Later," hefindly said. He was on hisfeet in one lithe movement. "We're going to be late.”

| glanced around, startled to see that he wasright and the cafeteriawas nearly vacant. When | waswith
him, the time and the place were such amuddied blur that | completely lost track of both. | jumped up,
grabbing my bag from the back of my chair.

"Later, then," | agreed. | wouldn't forget.

11. COMPLICATIONS

Everyone watched us as we walked together to our lab table. | noticed that he no longer angled the chair
to st asfar from me asthe desk would alow. Instead, he sat quite close beside me, our arms almost
touching.

Mr. Banner backed into the room then — what superb timing the man had — pulling atal metal frame
on whedlsthat held a heavy-looking, outdated TV and VCR. A movie day — thelift in the class
amosphere was amost tangible.

Mr. Banner shoved the tape into the reluctant VCR and walked to the wall to turn off thelights.

And then, asthe room went black, | was suddenly hyperaware that Edward was Sitting lessthan aninch
from me. | was stunned by the unexpected dectricity that flowed through me, amazed that it was possible
to be more aware of himthan | aready was. A crazy impulse to reach over and touch him, to stroke his
perfect face just once in the darkness, nearly overwhelmed me. | crossed my armstightly across my
chest, my hands bdling into figts. | waslosing my mind.

The opening credits began, lighting the room by atoken amount. My eyes, of their own accord, flickered
to him. | smiled sheepishly as| realized his posture wasidentical to mine, fists clenched under hisarms,
right down to the eyes, peering Sideways at me. He grinned back, his eyes somehow managing to
smolder, evenin the dark. | looked away before | could start hyperventilating. It was absolutely
ridiculousthat | should fed dizzy.

The hour seemed very long. | couldn't concentrate on the movie— | didn't even know what subject it
wason. | tried unsuccessfully to relax, but the éectric current that seemed to be originating from
somewherein hisbody never dackened. Occasionaly | would permit mysdlf aquick glancein his



direction, but he never seemed to relax, ether. The overpowering craving to touch him aso refused to
fade, and | crushed my fists safely againgt my ribs until my fingers were aching with the effort.

| breathed asigh of relief when Mr. Banner flicked the lights back on at the end of class, and stretched
my arms out in front of me, flexing my siff fingers. Edward chuckled besde me.

"Well, that wasinteresting,” he murmured. His voice was dark and his eyes were cautious.
"Umm,"” wasdl | was able to respond.
"Shdl we?" heasked, risng fluidly.

| amost groaned. Timefor Gym. | stood with care, worried my balance might have been affected by the
Srange new intensity between us.

He walked meto my next classin silence and paused &t the door; | turned to say goodbye. Hisface
gtartled me— his expression was torn, amost pained, and so fiercely beautiful that the ache to touch him
flared as strong as before. My goodbye stuck in my throat.

Heraised his hand, hesitant, conflict raging in hiseyes, and then swiftly brushed the length of my
cheekbone with hisfingertips. Hisskinwas asicy asever, but thetrail hisfingersleft on my skinwas
darmingly warm — like I'd been burned, but didn't fedl the pain of it yet.

He turned without aword and strode quickly away from me.

| walked into the gym, lightheaded and wobbly. | drifted to the locker room, changing in atrancelike
date, only vaguely aware that there were other people surrounding me. Redlity didn't fully set in until |
was handed aracket. It wasn't heavy, yet it fet very unsafein my hand. | could see afew of the other
kidsin class eyeing me furtively. Coach Clapp ordered usto pair up into teams.

Mercifully, some vestiges of Mike's chivary il survived; he cameto stand beside me.

"Do you want to be ateam?"

"Thanks, Mike— you don't have to do this, you know." | grimaced apologetically.

"Don't worry, I'll keep out of your way." He grinned. Sometimesit was so easy to like Mike.

It didn't go smoothly. | somehow managed to hit myself in the head with my racket and clip Mike's
shoulder on the same swing. | spent the rest of the hour in the back corner of the court, the racket held
safely behind my back. Despite being handicapped by me, Mike was pretty good; he won three games
out of four snglehandedly. He gave me an unearned high five when the coach findly blew thewhistle
ending dlass.

"S0," he said aswe walked off the court.
"Sowha?'
"Y ou and Cullen, huh?" he asked, histone rebellious. My previous feding of affection disappeared.

"That's none of your business, Mike," | warned, interndly cursing Jessica straight to thefiery pits of
Hades.

"l don't likeit," he muttered anyway.



"You don't haveto," | snapped.
"Helooksat you like... like you're something to eat,” he continued, ignoring me.

| choked back the hysteriathat threatened to explode, but asmall giggle managed to get out despite my
efforts. He glowered a me. | waved and fled to the locker room.

| dressed quickly, something stronger than butterflies battering recklesdy againgt the walls of my stomach,
my argument with Mike aready adistant memory. | was wondering if Edward would be waiting, or if |
should meet him at hiscar. What if hisfamily wasthere? | felt awave of red terror. Did they know thet |
knew?Was | supposed to know that they knew that | knew, or not?

By thetime | walked out of the gym, | had just about decided to walk straight home without even looking
toward the parking lot. But my worries were unnecessary. Edward was waiting, leaning casudly against
the side of the gym, his breathtaking face untroubled now. As| walked to hisside, | felt apeculiar sense
of release.

"Hi," I breethed, smiling hugdly.
"Hdlo." Hisanswering smilewas brilliant. "How was Gym?"
My facefdl atiny bit. "Fine," | lied.

"Redly?' He was unconvinced. His eyes shifted their focus dightly, looking over my shoulder and
narrowing. | glanced behind me to see Mike's back as he walked away.

"What?" | demanded.

Hiseyes did back to mine, il tight. *Newton's getting on my nerves.”

"You weren't lisening again?"' | was horror-struck. All traces of my sudden good humor vanished.
"How's your head?" he asked innocently.

"You're unbelievable!" | turned, ssomping away in the generd direction of the parking lot, though | hadn't
ruled out walking &t this point.

He kept up with me eadily.

"Y ou were the one who mentioned how 1'd never seen you in Gym — it made me curious.” Hedidn't
sound repentant, so | ignored him.

Wewalked in silence— afurious, embarrassed silence on my part — to hiscar. But | had to stop afew
steps away — acrowd of people, al boys, were surrounding it.

Then | redized they weren't surrounding the VVolvo, they were actualy circled around Rosdi€sred
convertible, unmistakable lust in their eyes. None of them even looked up as Edward did between them
to open hisdoor. | climbed quickly in the passenger side, aso unnoticed.

"Ogtentatious,” he muttered.
"What kind of car isthat?' | asked.
"AnM3"



"I don't speak Car and Driver .

"ItsaBMW." Heralled hiseyes, not looking a me, trying to back out without running over the car
enthusads

| nodded — I'd heard of that one.

"Areyou dill angry?' he asked as he carefully maneuvered hisway out.
"Definitely.”

He sghed. "Will you forgive meif | gpologize?'

"Maybe... if you meanit. And if you promisenot to doit again,” | indsted.

His eyes were suddenly shrewd. "How about if | meanit, and | agreeto let you drive Saturday?' he
countered my conditions.

| considered, and decided it was probably the best offer | would get. "Dedl," | agreed.

"ThenI'm very sorry | upset you." His eyes burned with sincerity for a protracted moment — playing
havoc with the rhythm of my heart — and then turned playful. "And I'll be on your doorstep bright and
early Saturday morning.”

"Um, it doesn't help with the Charlie Stuation if an unexplained VVolvoisleft in the driveway.”
His smile was condescending now. "I wasn't intending to bring acar.”

"How —"

He cut me off. "Don't worry about it. I'll be there, no car.”

| letit go. | had amore pressing question.

"Isit later yet?' | asked Sgnificantly.

Hefrowned. "l supposed it islater.”

| kept my expression polite as | waited.

He stopped the car. | looked up, surprised — of course we were aready at Charlie's house, parked
behind the truck. It was easier to ridewith him if | only looked when it was over. When | looked back at
him, he was staring a& me, measuring with hiseyes.

"And you ill want to know why you can't see me hunt?' He seemed solemn, but | thought | saw atrace
of humor degpin hiseyes.

"Well," | dlarified, "l was mostly wondering about your reaction.”
"Did | frighten you?" Y es, there was definitely humor there.
"No," I lied. Hedidn't buy it.

"| gpologizefor scaring you," he perasted with adight smile, but then dl evidence of teasing disappeared.
"It wasjugt the very thought of you being there... whilewe hunted.” Hisjaw tightened.



"That would be bad?'
He spoke from between clenched teeth. "Extremely.”
"Because... ?"

Hetook a deep breath and stared through the windshield at the thick, rolling clouds that seemed to press
down, amost within reach.

"When we hunt,” he spoke dowly, unwillingly, "we give ourselves over to our senses... govern lesswith
our minds. Especially our sense of smell. If you were anywhere near mewhen | lost control that way..."
He shook hishead, Hill gazing morosely at the heavy clouds.

| kept my expression firmly under control, expecting the swift flash of hiseyesto judge my reaction that
soon followed. My face gave nothing away.

But our eyes held, and the silence degpened — and changed. Flickers of the dectricity I'd felt this
afternoon began to charge the atmosphere as he gazed unrelentingly into my eyes. It wasn't until my heed
dtarted to swim that | redlized | wasn't breathing. When | drew in ajagged bresth, bresking the tillness,
he closed hiseyes.

"Bdla, I think you should go insgde now." Hislow voice wasrough, his eyes on the clouds again.

| opened the door, and the arctic draft that burst into the car helped clear my head. Afraid | might
stumble in my woozy state, | stepped carefully out of the car and shut the door behind me without
looking back. Thewhir of the automatic window unrolling made meturn.

"Oh, Bdla?' he cdled after me, hisvoice more even. He leaned toward the open window with afaint
gmileon hislips.

"y e
"Tomorrow it'smy turn.”

"Your turn to what?"

He smiled wider, flashing his gleaming teeth. "Ask the questions.”

And then he was gone, the car speeding down the street and disappearing around the corner before
could even collect my thoughts. | smiled as| walked to the house. It was clear he was planning to see me
tomorrow, if nothing ese.

That night Edward starred in my dreams, as usud. However, the climate of my unconsciousness had
changed. It thrilled with the same electricity that had charged the afternoon, and | tossed and turned
restlesdy, waking often. It was only in the early hours of the morning that | finaly sank into an exhausted,
dreamless deep.

When | woke | was il tired, but edgy aswell. | pulled on my brown turtleneck and the inescapable
jeans, sighing as| daydreamed of spaghetti straps and shorts. Breakfast was the usual, quiet event |
expected. Charlie fried eggs for himself; | had my bowl of ceredl. | wondered if he had forgotten about
this Saturday. He answered my unspoken question as he stood up to take his plate to the sink.

"About this Saturday..." he began, walking across the kitchen and turning on the faucet.
| cringed. "Yes, Dad?'



"Areyou still set on going to Sesttle?" he asked.

"That wasthe plan.” | grimaced, wishing he hadn't brought it up so | wouldn't have to compose careful
haf-truths.

He squeezed some dish soap onto his plate and swirled it around with the brush. "And you're sure you
can't make it back in time for the dance?"

"I'm not going to the dance, Dad.” | glared.

"Didn't anyone ask you?" he asked, trying to hide his concern by focusing on rinsing the plate.
| sSdestepped the minefidd. "It'sagirl's choice."

"Oh." Hefrowned ashedried hisplate.

| sympathized with him. It must be ahard thing, to be afather; living in fear that your daughter would
meet aboy sheliked, but aso having to worry if she didn't. How ghastly it would be, | thought,
shuddering, if Charlie had even the dightest inkling of exactly what | did like.

Charlieleft then, with agoodbye wave, and | went upstairs to brush my teeth and gather my books.
When | heard the cruiser pull away, | could only wait afew seconds before | had to peek out of my
window. The slver car was dready there, waiting in Charlie's spot on the driveway. | bounded down the
gairs and out the front door, wondering how long this bizarre routine would continue. | never wanted it to
end.

Hewaited in the car, not appearing to watch as | shut the door behind me without bothering to lock the
dead-bolt. | walked to the car, pausing shyly before opening the door and stepping in. He was amiling,
relaxed — and, as usua, perfect and beautiful to an excruciating degree.

"Good morning.” Hisvoice was slky. "How are you today?' His eyes roamed over my face, asif his
guestion was something more than smple courtesy.

"Good, thank you." | was dways good — much more than good — when | was near him.
His gaze lingered on the circles under my eyes. "Y ou look tired."

"l couldn't deep,” | confessed, automatically swinging my hair around my shoulder to provide some
measure of cover.

"Neither could I," he teased as he arted the engine. | was becoming used to the quiet purr. | was sure
the roar of my truck would scare me, whenever | got to driveit again.

| laughed. "I guessthat'sright. | suppose | dept just alittle bit more than you did.”
"I'd wager you did."

"So what did you do last night?' | asked.

He chuckled. "Not a chance. It'smy day to ask questions.”

"Oh, that's right. What do you want to know?" My forehead creased. | couldn't imagine anything about
methat could bein any way interesting to him.

"What's your favorite color?' he asked, hisface grave.



| rolled my eyes. "It changes from day to day."

"What's your favorite color today?' Hewas still solemn.

"Probably brown." | tended to dress according to my mood.

He snorted, dropping his serious expression. "Brown?" he asked skepticaly.

"Sure. Browniswarm. | miss brown. Everything that's supposed to be brown — tree trunks, rocks, dirt
— isdl covered up with squashy green stuff here,” | complained.

He seemed fascinated by my little rant. He considered for amoment, staring into my eyes.

"You'reright," he decided, serious again. "Brown iswarm.” He reached over, swiftly, but somehow ill
hestantly, to sweep my hair back behind my shoulder.

We were at the school by now. He turned back to me as he pulled into a parking space.

"What musicisin your CD player right now?"' he asked, hisface as somber asif held asked for amurder
confesson.

| realized I'd never removed the CD Phil had given me. When | said the name of the band, he smiled
crookedly, a peculiar expression in hiseyes. He flipped open acompartment under hiscar's CD player,
pulled out one of thirty or so CDsthat were jammed into the small space, and handed it to me,

"Debussy to this?' He raised an eyebrow.
It wasthe same CD. | examined the familiar cover art, keegping my eyes down.

It continued like that for the rest of the day. While he walked meto English, when he met me after
Spanish, dl through the lunch hour, he questioned me relentlessly about every insgnificant detail of my
existence. Movies|'d liked and hated, the few places I'd been and the many places | wanted to go, and
books — endlessly books.

| couldn't remember thelast time I'd talked so much. More often than not, | felt salf-conscious, certain |
must be boring him. But the absol ute absorption of hisface, and his never-ending stream of questions,
compelled meto continue. Mostly his questions were easy, only avery few triggering my easy blushes.
But when | did flush, it brought on awhole new round of questions.

Such asthe time he asked my favorite gemstone, and | blurted out topaz before thinking. He'd been
flinging questions a me with such speed that | felt like | was taking one of those psychiatric testswhere
you answer with thefirst word that comes to mind. | was sure he would have continued down whatever
menta list he wasfollowing, except for the blush. My face reddened because, until very recently, my
favorite gemstone was garnet. It was impossible, while staring back into histopaz eyes, not to remember
the reason for the switch. And, naturaly, he wouldn't rest until I'd admitted why | was embarrassed.

"Tdl me" hefinally commanded after persuasion failed — failed only because | kept my eyes safdly
away from hisface,

"It'sthe color of your eyestoday,” | Sighed, surrendering, staring down a my handsas| fiddled with a
piece of my hair. "l supposeif you asked mein two weeks I'd say onyx." I'd given more information than
necessary in my unwilling honesty, and | worried it would provoke the strange anger that flared whenever
| dipped and reveded too clearly how obsessed | was.



But his pause was very short.
"What kinds of flowersdo you prefer?" hefired off.
| sghedin reief, and continued with the psychoandyss.

Biology was a complication again. Edward had continued with his quizzing up until Mr. Banner entered
the room, dragging the audiovisual frame again. Asthe teacher approached the light switch, | noticed
Edward dide hischair dightly farther away from mine. It didn't help. As soon asthe room was dark,
there was the same dectric spark, the same restless craving to stretch my hand across the short space
and touch his cold skin, asyesterday.

| leaned forward on the table, resting my chin on my folded arms, my hidden fingers gripping the table's
edge as| fought to ignore theirrational longing that unsettled me. | didn't look at him, afraid that if hewas
looking a me, it would only make self-control that much harder. | sncerely tried to watch the movie, but
at the end of the hour | had no ideawnhat I'd just seen. | Sighed in relief again when Mr. Banner turned the
lightson, findly glancing at Edward; he waslooking at me, his eyesambivaent.

Herosein slence and then stood till, waiting for me. We walked toward the gym in slence, like
yesterday. And, aso like yesterday, he touched my face wordlessly — this time with the back of his cool
hand, stroking once from my temple to my jaw — before he turned and walked away.

Gym passed quickly as | watched Mike's one-man badminton show. He didn't speak to me today, either
in response to my vacant expression or because he was still angry about our squabble yesterday.
Somewhere, in acorner of my mind, | felt bad about that. But | couldn't concentrate on him.

| hurried to change afterward, ill at ease, knowing the faster | moved, the sooner | would be with
Edward. The pressure made me more clumsy than usud, but eventudly | made it out the door, feding the
same release when | saw him standing there, awide smile automatically spreading across my face. He
amiled in reaction before launching into more cross-examingtion.

His questions were different now, though, not as easily answered. He wanted to know what | missed
about home, ingsting on descriptions of anything he wasn't familiar with. We st in front of Charlie's
house for hours, as the sky darkened and rain plummeted around usin a sudden deluge.

| tried to describe impossible things like the scent of creosote — bitter, dightly resnous, but sill pleasant
— the high, keening sound of the cicadasin July, the feathery barrenness of the trees, the very size of the
sky, extending white-blue from horizon to horizon, barely interrupted by the low mountains covered with
purple volcanic rock. The hardest thing to explain waswhy it was so beautiful to me— to justify a
beauty that didn't depend on the sparse, spiny vegetation that often looked half dead, a beauty that had
more to do with the exposed shape of the land, with the shallow bowls of valeys between the craggy
hills, and the way they held on to the sun. | found mysalf using my handsasl| tried to describeit to him.

Hisquiet, probing questions kept me talking fredly, forgetting, in the dim light of the storm, to be
embarrassed for monopoalizing the conversation. Findly, when | had finished detailing my cluttered room
at home, he paused instead of responding with another question.

"Areyoufinished?' | asked inrelief.
"Not even close— but your father will be home soon.”

"Charlie!" | suddenly recalled his existence, and sighed. | looked out at the rain-darkened sky, but it gave
nothing away. "How lateisit?" | wondered out loud as| glanced at the clock. | was surprised by thetime



— Charliewould be driving home now.

"It'stwilight,”" Edward murmured, looking at the western horizon, obscured asit waswith clouds. His
voice wasthoughtful, asif hismind were somewhere far away. | sared at him as he gazed unseeingly out
thewindshidd.

| was gtill staring when his eyes suddenly shifted back to mine.

"It'sthe safest time of day for us," he said, answering the unspoken question in my eyes. "The easest
time. But dso the saddest, inaway ... the end of another day, the return of the night. Darknessis so
predictable, don't you think?' He smiled wistfully.

"| like the night. Without the dark, we'd never seethe stars.” | frowned. "Not that you see them here

Helaughed, and the mood abruptly lightened.

"Charliewill be herein afew minutes. So, unless you want to tell him that you'll be with me Saturday...."
Heraised one eyebrow.

"Thanks, but no thanks." | gathered my books, redlizing | was tiff from sitting ill solong. "Soisit my
turn tomorrow, then?"

"Certainly not!" Hisface wasteasingly outraged. "1 told you | wasn't done, didn't I'?"
"What moreisthere?'

"You'l find out tomorrow." He reached across to open my door for me, and his sudden proximity sent
my heart into frenzied pa pitations.

But his hand froze on the handle.

"Not good," he muttered.

"What isit?" | was surprised to see that his jaw was clenched, his eyes disturbed.

Heglanced at mefor abrief second. "Another complication,” he said glumly.

He flung the door open in one swift movement, and then moved, amost cringed, swiftly away from me.

The flash of headlights through the rain caught my attention asadark car pulled up to the curb just afew
feet away, facing us.

"Charlie's around the corner," he warned, staring through the downpour at the other vehicle.

| hopped out at once, despite my confusion and curiosity. The rain waslouder asit glanced off my
jacket.

| tried to make out the shapes in the front seat of the other car, but it wastoo dark. | could see Edward
illuminated in the glare of the new car's headlights, he was still staring ahead, his gaze locked on
something or someone | couldn't see. His expression was a strange mix of frustration and defiance.

Then he revved the engine, and the tires squedled against the wet pavement. The Volvo was out of sight
in seconds.



"Hey, Bella," caled afamiliar, husky voice from the driver's side of thelittle black car.

"Jacob?" | asked, squinting through the rain. Just then, Charli€'s cruiser svung around the corner, his
lights shining on the occupants of the car in front of me.

Jacob was dready climbing out, hiswide grin visible even through the darkness. In the passenger seat
was amuch older man, a heavyset man with a memorable face — aface that overflowed, the cheeks
resting againgt his shoulders, with creases running through the russet skin like an old leather jacket. And
the surprisingly familiar eyes, black eyesthat seemed at the same time both too young and too ancient for
the broad face they were set in. Jacob'sfather, Billy Black. | knew him immediately, though in the more
than five years ince I'd seen him last I'd managed to forget his name when Charlie had spoken of him my
first day here. Hewas staring at me, scrutinizing my face, so | smiled tentatively a him. His eyeswere
wide, asif in shock or fear, hisnodtrilsflared. My smile faded.

Another complication, Edward had said.

Billy dill stared a mewith intense, anxious eyes. | groaned internaly. Had Billy recognized Edward so
eadly? Could heredly believe theimpossible legends his son had scoffed at?

The answer was clear in Billy'seyes. Yes. Yes, he could.

12. BALANCING

"Billy!" Charlie called as soon as he got out of the car.

| turned toward the house, beckoning to Jacob as | ducked under the porch. | heard Charlie greeting
them loudly behind me.

"I'm going to pretend | didn't see you behind the whed, Jake," he said disapprovingly.
"We get permits early on therez," Jacob said while | unlocked the door and flicked on the porch light.
"Sureyou do," Charlie laughed.

"l haveto get around somehow." | recognized Billy's resonant voice easily, despite the years. The sound
of it made mefed suddenly younger, achild.

| went inside, leaving the door open behind me and turning on lights before | hung up my jacket. Then |
stood in the door, watching anxioudy as Charlie and Jacob helped Billy out of the car and into his
whedchair.

| backed out of the way as the three of them hurried in, shaking off therain.
"Thisisasurprise” Charlie was saying.

"It'sbeentoo long,” Billy answered. "I hopeit'snot abad time." His dark eyesflashed up to me again,
their expression unreadable.

"No, it'sgreet. | hope you can stay for the game.”
Jacob grinned. "I think that's the plan — our TV broke last week."



Billy made aface at his son. "And, of course, Jacob was anxious to see Bellaagain," he added. Jacob
scowled and ducked his head while | fought back a surge of remorse. Maybe I'd been too convincing on
the beach.

"Areyou hungry?' | asked, turning toward the kitchen. | was eager to escape Billy's searching gaze.
"Naw, we ate just before we came,” Jacob answered.
"How about you, Charlie?' | called over my shoulder as| fled around the corner.

"Sure," hereplied, hisvoice moving in the direction of the front room and the TV. | could hear Billy's
chair follow.

The grilled cheese sandwiches were in the frying pan and | was dicing up atomato when | sensed
someone behind me.

"S0, how are things?* Jacob asked.
"Pretty good.” | smiled. His enthusiasm was hard to resist. "How about you? Did you finish your car?!

"No." Hefrowned. "I still need parts. We borrowed that one." He pointed with histhumb in the direction
of thefront yard.

"Sorry. | haven't seen any... what wasit you were looking for?'

"Madter cylinder." He grinned. "1s something wrong with the truck?" he added suddenly.
"No."

"Oh. | just wondered because you weren't driving it."

| stared down at the pan, pulling up the edge of a sandwich to check the bottom side. "'l got aridewith a
friend.”

"Niceride." Jacob's voice was admiring. "1 didn't recognize the driver, though. | thought | knew most of
the kidsaround here."

| nodded noncommittally, keeping my eyes down as| flipped sandwiches.

"My dad seemed to know him from somewhere."

"Jacob, could you hand me some plates? They'rein the cupboard over the sink."
"Sure”

He got the platesin silence. | hoped he would let it drop now.

"Sowho wasit?" he asked, setting two plates on the counter next to me.

| Sghed in defeat. "Edward Cullen.”

To my surprise, helaughed. | glanced up at him. He looked allittle embarrassed.
"Guessthat explainsit, then," hesaid. "'l wondered why my dad was acting so Strange.”

"That'sright.” | faked an innocent expresson. "He doesn't like the Cullens.”



"Superdtitious old man," Jacob muttered under his bregath.

"Y ou don't think he'd say anything to Charlie?" | couldn't help asking, the words coming out in alow
rush.

Jacob stared a me for amoment, and | couldn't read the expression in hisdark eyes. "'l doubt it," he
findly answered. "I think Charlie chewed him out pretty good last time. They haven't spoken much since
— tonight issort of areunion, | think. I don't think held bring it up again.”

"Oh," | sad, trying to sound indifferent.

| stayed in the front room after | carried the food out to Charlie, pretending to watch the game while
Jacob chattered at me. | wasredly listening to the men's conversation, watching for any sign that Billy
was about to rat me out, trying to think of waysto stop himif he began.

It wasalong night. | had alot of homework that was going undone, but | was afraid to leave Billy done
with Charlie. Findly, the game ended.

"Areyou and your friends coming back to the beach soon?" Jacob asked as he pushed hisfather over
thelip of the threshold.

"I'mnot sure,” | hedged.
"That wasfun, Charlie" Billy said.
"Come up for the next game," Charlie encouraged.

"Sure, sure” Billy said. "Well be here. Have agood night." His eyes shifted to mine, and hissmile
disappeared. "Y ou take care, Bella," he added serioudly.

"Thanks," | muttered, looking away.

| headed for the stairs while Charlie waved from the doorway.

"Wait, Bdlla" hesaid.

| cringed. Had Billy gotten something in before 1'd joined them in the living room?
But Charliewas rdaxed, sill grinning from the unexpected visit.

"l didn't get achanceto talk to you tonight. How was your day?"

"Good." | hesitated with one foot on thefirst sair, searching for details| could safely share. "My
badminton team won dl four games."

"Wow, | didn't know you could play badminton.”

"Well, actudly | can't, but my partner isreally good,” | admitted.
"Whoisit?" he asked with token interest.

"Um... Mike Newton," | told him reluctantly.

"Oh yeah — you said you were friends with the Newton kid." He perked up. "Nicefamily." He mused
for aminute. "Why didn't you ask him to the dance this weekend?"



"Dad!" | groaned. "He'skind of dating my friend Jessica. Besides, you know | can't dance.”

"Ohyeah," he muttered. Then he smiled at me apologeticaly. "So | guessit'sgood you'll be gone
Saturday. .. I've made plansto go fishing with the guys from the station. The weather's supposed to be
real warm. But if you wanted to put your trip off till someone could go with you, I'd stay home. | know |
leave you here aone too much.”

"Dad, you're doing agreat job." | smiled, hoping my relief didn't show. "I've never minded being alone—
I'm too much likeyou." | winked at him, and he smiled his crinkly-eyed smile.

| dept better that night, too tired to dream again. When | woke to the pearl gray morning, my mood was
blissful. The tense evening with Billy and Jacob seemed harmless enough now; | decided to forget it
completely. | caught myself whistling while | was pulling the front part of my hair back into abarrette, and
later again as | skipped down the stairs. Charlie noticed.

"Y ou're cheerful thismorning," he commented over breskfast.
| shrugged. "It'sFriday."

| hurried so | would be ready to go the second Charlielft. | had my bag ready, shoes on, teeth brushed,
but even though | rushed to the door as soon as | was sure Charlie would be out of sight, Edward was
fagter. Hewaswaiting in his shiny car, windows down, engine off.

| didn't hesitate thistime, climbing in the passenger side quickly, the sooner to see hisface. He grinned his
crooked smile at me, siopping my breeth and my heart. | couldn't imagine how an angel could be any
more glorious. There was nothing about him that could be improved upon.

"How did you deep?' he asked. | wondered if he had any idea how appealing hisvoice was.
"Fine. How wasyour night?'

"Pleasant." Hissmilewas amused; | fdt likel wasmissing aninsgdejoke.

"Can | ask what you did?" | asked.

"No." Hegrinned. "Today is4till mine."

He wanted to know about people today: more about Renée, her hobbies, what we'd donein our free
time together. And then the one grandmother 1'd known, my few school friends— embarrassing me
when he asked about boys I'd dated. | wasrelieved that 1'd never redly dated anyone, so that particular
conversation couldn't last long. He seemed as surprised as Jessicaand Angela by my lack of romantic

history.

S0 you never met anyone you wanted?' he asked in a serious tone that made me wonder what he was
thinking about.

| was grudgingly honest. "Not in Phoenix."
Hislips pressed together into ahard line.

Wewerein the cafeteriaat this point. The day had sped by in the blur that was rapidly becoming routine.
| took advantage of his brief pause to take abite of my bagel.



"| should have let you drive yoursdlf today,” he announced, apropos of nothing, while | chewed.
"Why?" | demanded.

"I'm leaving with Alice after lunch.”

"Oh." | blinked, bewildered and disappointed. "That's okay, it's not that far of awalk."

Hefrowned at me impatiently. "I'm not going to make you walk home. Well go get your truck and leave
it herefor you."

"l don't have my key withme," | Sghed. "I redly don't mind walking." What | minded waslosng my time
with him.

He shook hishead. "Y our truck will be here, and the key will bein theignition — unlessyou're afraid
someone might stedl it." He laughed at the thought.

"All right," | agreed, pursing my lips. | was pretty sure my key wasin the pocket of apair of jeans| wore
Wednesday, under apile of clothesin the laundry room. Even if he broke into my house, or whatever he
was planning, held never find it. He seemed to fed the challengein my consent. He smirked,
overconfident.

"Sowhereareyou going?' | asked as casudly as| could manage.

"Hunting," he answered grimly. "If I'm going to be aone with you tomorrow, I'm going to take whatever
precautions| can." Hisface grew morose... and pleading. "Y ou can dways cancel, you know."

| looked down, afraid of the persuasive power of hiseyes. | refused to be convinced to fear him, no
matter how red the danger might be. It doesn't matter, | repeated in my head.

"No," | whispered, glancing back at hisface. "l cant.”
"Perhapsyou'reright," he murmured bleakly. His eyes seemed to darken in color as| watched.

| changed the subject. "What time will | see you tomorrow?" | asked, already depressed by the thought
of himleaving now.

"That depends... it'sa Saturday, don't you want to deep in?" he offered.

"No," | answered too fast. Herestrained asmile.

"The sametimeasusud, then," he decided. "Will Charlie be there?'

"No, he'sfishing tomorrow." | beamed at the memory of how conveniently things had worked out.
Hisvoiceturned sharp. "And if you don't come home, what will he think?’

"l havenoidea," | answered coolly. "He knows I've been meaning to do the laundry. Maybe hell think |
fdl inthewasher."

He scowled at me and | scowled back. His anger was much more impressive than mine.
"What are you hunting tonight?" | asked when | was sure | had lost the glowering contest.

"Whatever wefind in the park. We aren't going far." He seemed bemused by my casud referenceto his
Secret redlities.



"Why are you going with Alice?' | wondered.

"Aliceisthemodt... supportive." He frowned as he spoke.

"And the others?' | asked timidly. "What arethey?"

His brow puckered for abrief moment. "Incredulous, for the most part.”

| peeked quickly behind me at hisfamily. They sat staring off in different directions, exactly the same as
thefirst time I'd seen them. Only now they were four; their beautiful, bronze-haired brother sat across
from me, his golden eyestroubled.

"They don't likeme," | guessed.

"That'snot it," he disagreed, but his eyes were too innocent. "They don't understand why | can't leave
youdone.”

| grimaced. "Neither do I, for that matter."

Edward shook his head dowly, rolling his eyes toward the celling before he met my gaze again. "1 told
you — you don't see yoursdlf clearly at dl. Y ou're not like anyone I've ever known. Y ou fascinate me.”

| glared at him, sure he was teasing now.

He smiled as he deciphered my expression. "Having the advantages | do," he murmured, touching his
forehead discreetly, "I have a better than average grasp of human nature. People are predictable. But
you... you never do what | expect. Y ou always take me by surprise.”

| looked away, my eyes wandering back to hisfamily, embarrassed and dissatisfied. Hiswords made me
fed like ascience experiment. | wanted to laugh at myself for expecting anything ese.

"That part is easy enough to explain,” he continued. | felt hiseyesonmy face but | couldn't look at him
yet, afraid he might read the chagrin in my eyes. "But therésmore... and it's not so easy to put into
words—"

| was gtill staring at the Cullens while he spoke. Suddenly Rosdlie, his blond and bresthtaking sigter,
turned to look a me. No, not to look — to glare, with dark, cold eyes. | wanted to look away, but her
gaze held me until Edward broke off mid-sentence and made an angry noise under his breath. It was
amog ahiss.

Rosdlie turned her head, and | was relieved to be free. | looked back at Edward — and | knew he could
see the confusion and fear that widened my eyes.

Hisface wastight as he explained. "I'm sorry about that. She'sjust worried. You see... it'sdangerous for
more than just meif, after spending so much time with you so publicly..." He looked down.

"I

"If thisends... badly." He dropped his head into his hands, as he had that night in Port Angeles. His
anguish was plain; | yearned to comfort him, but | was at alossto know how. My hand reached toward
him involuntarily; quickly, though, I dropped it to the table, fearing that my touch would only makethings
worse. | redized dowly that hiswords should frighten me. | waited for that fear to come, but al | could
seem to fed was an achefor hispain.

And frustration — frustration that Rosalie had interrupted whatever he was about to say. | didn't know



how to bring it up again. He till had hishead in his hands.
| tried to speak in anormd voice. "And you haveto leave now?'

"Yes" Heraised hisface; it was serious for amoment, and then his mood shifted and he smiled. "It's
probably for the best. We gtill have fifteen minutes of that wretched movie left to endurein Biology — |
don't think | could take any more.”

| started. Alice— her short, inky hair in ahao of spiky disarray around her exquisite, efin face— was
suddenly standing behind his shoulder. Her dight frame was willowy, graceful even in absolute stillness.

He greeted her without looking away from me. "Alice."
"Edward," she answered, her high soprano voice dmost as attractive ashis.
"Alice, Bdla— Beélla, Alice," heintroduced us, gesturing casudly with hishand, awry smile on hisface.

"Hello, Bdla" Her brilliant obsidian eyeswere unreadable, but her smilewasfriendly. "It'sniceto findly
mest you."

Edward flashed adark look at her.

"Hi, Alice | murmured shyly.

"Areyou ready?' she asked him.

Hisvoicewasdoof. "Nearly. I'll meet you at the car.”

Sheleft without another word; her walk was so fluid, so sSinuoustheat | felt a sharp pang of jealousy.
"Should | say 'have fun,’ or isthat the wrong sentiment?" | asked, turning back to him.

"No, 'have fun' works aswell as anything." He grinned.

"Have fun, then." | worked to sound wholehearted. Of course | didn't fool him.

"I'll try." Hedtill grinned. "And you try to be sife, please.”

"Safein Forks— what achdlenge.”

"For youit isachalenge." Hisjaw hardened. "Promise.”

"l promiseto try to be safe,” | recited. "I'll do the laundry tonight — that ought to be fraught with peril."
"Dontfdl in," he mocked.

"I'll domy best."

He stood then, and | rose, too.

"I'll see you tomorrow," | sighed.

"It seemslike along timeto you, doesn't it?" he mused.

| nodded glumly.

"I'll bethereinthemorning,” he promised, smiling his crooked smile. He reached acrossthetableto



touch my face, lightly brushing along my cheekbone again. Then he turned and walked away. | stared
after him until hewas gone.

| was sorely tempted to ditch the rest of the day, at the very least Gym, but awarning instinct stopped
me. | knew that if | disappeared now, Mike and others would assume | was with Edward. And Edward
was worried about the time we'd spent together publicly... if thingswent wrong. | refused to dwell on the
last thought, concentrating instead on making things safer for him.

| intuitively knew — and sensed he did, too — that tomorrow would be pivota. Our relationship couldn't
continue to balance, asit did, on the point of aknife. Wewould fal off one edge or the other, depending
entirely upon hisdecision, or hisingtincts. My decision was made, made before I'd ever conscioudy
chosen, and | was committed to seeing it through. Because there was nothing more terrifying to me, more
excruciaing, than the thought of turning away from him. It was an impossibility.

| went to class, feding dutiful. | couldn't honestly say what happened in Biology; my mind wastoo
preoccupied with thoughts of tomorrow. In Gym, Mike was speaking to me again; he wished me agood
timein Sesttle. | carefully explained that I'd canceled my trip, worried about my truck.

"Areyou going to the dance with Cullen?' he asked, suddenly sulky.
"No, I'm not going to the dance at al."

"What are you doing, then?' he asked, too interested.

My natural urgewasto tell him to butt out. Instead, | lied brightly.
"Laundry, and then | haveto study for the Trig test or I'm going to fail."
"Is Cullen helping you study?*

"Edward," | emphasized, "is not going to help me study. He's gone away somewhere for the weekend.”
Thelies came more naturally than usud, | noted with surprise.

"Oh." He perked up. "Y ou know, you could come to the dance with our group anyway — that would be
cool. Wed dl dancewith you," he promised.

The menta image of Jessica's face made my tone sharper than necessary.
"I'm not going to the dance, Mike, okay?'
"Fine" Hesulked again. "1 wasjust offering.”

When the school day had finally ended, | walked to the parking lot without enthusiasm. | did not
especidly want to walk home, but | couldn't see how he would have retrieved my truck. Then again, |
was gtarting to believe that nothing wasimpossible for him. Thelatter ingtinct proved correct — my truck
sat in the same space held parked hisVolvo in thismorning. | shook my head, incredulous, as| opened
the unlocked door and saw the key in theignition.

There was apiece of white paper folded on my sest. | got in and closed the door before | unfolded it.
Two words were written in his elegant script.

Be safe.



The sound of thetruck roaring to life frightened me. | laughed at mysdif.

When | got home, the handle of the door was locked, the dead bolt unlocked, just as1'd I€eft it this
morning. Indde, | went straight to the laundry room. It looked just the same as|'d left it, too. | dug for
my jeans and, after finding them, checked the pockets. Empty. Maybe I'd hung my key up after dl, |
thought, shaking my head.

Following the same ingtinct that had prompted meto lieto Mike, | called Jessicaon the pretense of
wishing her luck at the dance. When she offered the same wish for my day with Edward, | told her about
the cancdllation. She was more disappointed than redlly necessary for athird-party observer to be. | said
goodbye quickly after that.

Charlie was absentminded at dinner, worried over something a work, | guessed, or maybe a basketball
game, or maybe he wasjust really enjoying the lasagna— it was hard to tell with Charlie.

"You know, Dad..." | began, breaking into hisreverie.

"What'sthet, Bell 7"

"| think you're right about Seettle. | think I'll wait until Jessica or someone e se can go with me.”
"Oh," he said, surprised. "Oh, okay. So, do you want meto stay home?'

"No, Dad, don't change your plans. I've got amillion thingsto do... homework, laundry... | need to go
to thelibrary and the grocery store. I'll bein and out al day... you go and have fun.”

"Areyou sure?!

"Absolutely, Dad. Besides, the freezer is getting dangeroudy low on fish— were down to atwo, maybe
three years supply.”

"You'resureessy to livewith, Bella™" He smiled.

"| could say the samething about you,” | said, laughing. The sound of my laughter was off, but he didn't
seemto notice. | felt so guilty for deceiving him that | amost took Edward's advice and told him where |
would be. Almost.

After dinner, | folded clothes and moved another load through the dryer. Unfortunately it was the kind of
job that only keeps hands busy. My mind definitely had too much free time, and it was getting out of
contral. | fluctuated between anticipation so intense thet it was very nearly pain, and an insdiousfear that
picked at my resolve. | had to keep reminding mysdif that I'd made my choice, and | wasn't going back
onit. | pulled hisnote out of my pocket much more often than necessary to absorb the two small words
he'd written. He wants me to be safe, | told mysalf again and again. | would just hold on to the faith that,
inthe end, that desire would win out over the others. And what was my other choice— to cut him out of
my life? Intolerable. Besides, since I'd cometo Forks, it really seemed like my life was about him.

But atiny voice in the back of my mind worried, wondering if it would hurt very much... if it ended
bedly.

| was relieved when it was late enough to be acceptable for bedtime. | knew | was far too stressed to
deep, so | did something I'd never done before. | deliberately took unnecessary cold medicine— the
kind that knocked me out for agood eight hours. I normally wouldn't condone that type of behavior in
myself, but tomorrow would be complicated enough without me being loopy from deep deprivation on
top of everything dse. While| waited for the drugsto kick in, | dried my clean hair till it wasimpeccably



graight, and fussed over what | would wear tomorrow. With everything ready for the morning, | finaly
lay inmy bed. | felt hyper; | couldn't stop twitching. | got up and rifled through my shoebox of CDs until |
found a collection of Chopin's nocturnes. | put that on very quietly and then lay down again,
concentrating on relaxing individual parts of my body. Somewherein the middle of that exercise, the cold
pillstook effect, and | gladly sank into unconsciousness.

| woke early, having dept soundly and dreamlessly thanks to my gratuitous drug use. Though | was well
rested, | dipped right back into the same hectic frenzy from the night before. | dressed in arush,
smoothing my collar againgt my neck, fidgeting with the tan swesater till it hung right over my jeans. |
snesked a swift look out the window to see that Charlie was already gone. A thin, cottony layer of
clouds veiled the Sky. They didn't look very lasting.

| ate breakfast without tasting the food, hurrying to clean up when | was done. | peeked out the window
again, but nothing had changed. | had just finished brushing my teeth and was heading back downstairs
when aquiet knock sent my heart thudding against my rib cage.

| flew to the door; | had alittle trouble with the smple dead bolt, but | yanked the door open at last, and
there he was. All the agitation dissolved as soon as| looked at hisface, calm taking its place. | breathed
asgh of relief — yesterday's fears seemed very foolish with him here.

Hewasn't samiling at first — hisface was somber. But then his expression lightened as he looked me
over, and helaughed.

"Good morning,” he chuckled.
"What'swrong?' | glanced down to make sure | hadn't forgotten anything important, like shoes, or pants.

"Wematch." Helaughed again. | redized he had along, light tan swester on, with awhite collar showing
underneath, and blue jeans. | laughed with him, hiding a secret twinge of regret — why did he haveto
look like arunway mode when | couldn't?

| locked the door behind me while he walked to the truck. He waited by the passenger door with a
martyred expression that was easy to understand.

"Wemadeaded," | reminded him smugly, climbing into the driver's seat, and reaching over to unlock his
door.

"Whereto?' | asked.

"Put your seat belt on — I'm nervous aready."
| gave him adirty look as| complied.
"Whereto?' | repeated with asigh.

"Take the one-oh-one north," he ordered.

It was surprisingly difficult to concentrate on the road while feding his gaze on my face. | compensated
by driving more carefully than usud through the till-degping town.

"Were you planning to makeit out of Forks before nightfall?"

"Thistruck isold enough to be your car's grandfather — have some respect,” | retorted.



We were soon out of the town limits, despite his negativity. Thick underbrush and green-swathed trunks
replaced the lawns and houses.

"Turn right on the one-ten," heingtructed just as | was about to ask. | obeyed silently.
"Now we drive until the pavement ends.”

| could hear asmilein hisvoice, but | wastoo afraid of driving off the road and proving him right to look
over and be sure.

"And what's there, at the pavement'send?" | wondered.

"Atral."

"We're hiking?' Thank goodness I'd worn tennis shoes.

"Isthat aproblem?' He sounded asif held expected as much.

"No." | tried to make the lie sound confident. But if he thought my truck wasdow...
"Don't worry, it'sonly five miles or so, and werein no hurry."

Five miles. | didn't answer, so that he wouldn't hear my voice crack in panic. Five miles of treacherous
roots and loose stones, trying to twist my ankles or otherwise incapacitate me. Thiswas going to be
humiliaing.

Wedrovein silencefor awhile as| contemplated the coming horror.
"What are you thinking?" he asked impatiently after afew moments.
| lied again. "Just wondering where we're going.”

"It'saplacel liketo go when the weather isnice." We both glanced out the windows at the thinning
clouds after he spoke.

"Charlie said it would be warm today."

"And did you tell Charlie what you were up to?' he asked.

"Nope."

"But Jessicathinks were going to Sesttle together?' He seemed cheered by the idea.

"No, | told her you canceled on me— whichistrue.”

"No one knows you're with me?* Angrily, now.

"That depends... | assumeyou told Alice?!

"That'svery helpful, Bella," he snapped.

| pretended | didn't hear that.

"Areyou so depressed by Forksthat it's made you suicida?* he demanded when | ignored him.

"You sad it might causetroublefor you... usbeing together publicly,” | reminded him.



"So you're worried about the trouble it might cause me— if you don't come home?' Hisvoicewas il
angry, and bitingly sarcadtic.

| nodded, keeping my eyes on the road.
He muttered something under his breath, speaking so quickly that | couldn't understand.

Wewere silent for therest of thedrive. | could fed the waves of infuriated disapproval rolling off of him,
and | could think of nothing to say.

And then the road ended, constricting to athin foot trail with asmall wooden marker. | parked on the
narrow shoulder and stepped out, afraid because he was angry with me and | didn't have driving asan
excuse not to look at him. It was warm now, warmer than it had been in Forks since the day 1'd arrived,
amost muggy under the clouds. | pulled off my sweater and knotted it around my waist, glad that I'd
worn the light, deeveless shirt — epecidly if | had five miles of hiking ahead of me.

| heard his door dam, and looked over to see that hed removed his swester, too. He was facing away
from me, into the unbroken forest beside my truck.

"Thisway," he said, glancing over his shoulder at me, eyes ftill annoyed. He started into the dark forest.
"Thetrail ?* Panic wasclear inmy voiceas| hurried around the truck to catch up to him.

"| said there was atrail a the end of theroad, not that we weretaking it."

"Notrail?' | asked desperately.

"l won't let you get lost." He turned then, with amocking smile, and | stifled a gasp. Hiswhite shirt was
deeveless, and he wore it unbuttoned, so that the smooth white skin of histhroat flowed uninterrupted
over the marble contours of his chest, his perfect musculature no longer merely hinted at behind
concedling clothes. He was too perfect, | redlized with a piercing stab of despair. There was no way this
godlike creature could be meant for me.

He stared a me, bewildered by my tortured expression.
"Do you want to go home?" he said quietly, adifferent pain than mine saturating hisvoice.

"No." | walked forward till | was close beside him, anxious not to waste one second of whatever time
might havewith him.

"What'swrong?" he asked, hisvoice gentle.
"I'm not agood hiker," | answered dully. "Y ou'll have to be very patient.”

"| can be patient — if | make agreet effort." He smiled, holding my glance, trying to lift me out of my
sudden, unexplained dejection.

| tried to smile back, but the smile was unconvincing. He scrutinized my face.

"I'll take you home," he promised. | couldn't tell if the promise was unconditiona, or restricted to an
immediate departure. | knew he thought it was fear that upset me, and | was grateful again that | wasthe
one person whose mind he couldn't hear.

"If you want meto hack five miles through the jungle before sundown, you'd better start leading the way,"
| said acidly. Hefrowned at me, struggling to understand my tone and expression.



He gave up after amoment and led the way into the forest.

It wasn't ashard as| had feared. The way was mostly flat, and he held the damp ferns and webs of moss
asdefor me. When his straight path took us over falen trees or boulders, he would help me, lifting me by
the elbow, and then releasing me ingtantly when | was clear. His cold touch on my skin never failed to
make my heart thud erraticaly. Twice, when that happened, | caught alook on hisface that made me
sure he could somehow heer it.

| tried to keep my eyes away from his perfection as much as possible, but | dipped often. Each time, his
beauty pierced me through with sadness.

For the most part, we walked in silence. Occasionaly he would ask arandom question that he hadn't
gotten to in the past two days of interrogation. He asked about my birthdays, my grade school teachers,
my childhood pets— and | had to admit that after killing threefishin arow, I'd given up on thewhole
ingtitution. He laughed at that, louder than | was used to — bell-like echoes bouncing back to us from the
empty woods.

The hike took me most of the morning, but he never showed any sign of impatience. The forest spread
out around us in aboundless labyrinth of ancient trees, and | began to be nervous that we would never
find our way out again. He was perfectly at ease, comfortable in the green maze, never seeming to fed
any doubt about our direction.

After severa hours, the light that filtered through the canopy transformed, the murky olive tone shifting to
abrighter jade. The day had turned sunny, just as held foretold. For thefirst time since weld entered the
woods, | felt athrill of excitement — which quickly turned to impatience.

"Arewethereyet?' | teased, pretending to scowl.

"Nearly." He amiled at the changein my mood. "Do you see the brightness ahead?"
| peered into the thick forest. "Um, should 17?7

He smirked. "Maybe it'sabit soon for your eyes.

"Timeto vidt the optometrit,” | muttered. His smirk grew more pronounced.

But then, after another hundred yards, | could definitely see alightening in the trees ahead, aglow that
was yelow instead of green. | picked up the pace, my eagerness growing with every step. He let me lead
now, following noisdesdy.

| reached the edge of the poal of light and stepped through the last fringe of fernsinto the loveliest placel
had ever seen. The meadow was smal, perfectly round, and filled with wildflowers— violet, yellow, and
soft white. Somewhere nearby, | could hear the bubbling music of a stream. The sun was directly
overhead, filling the circle with ahaze of buttery sunshine. | waked dowly, avestruck, through the soft
grass, swaying flowers, and warm, gilded air. | halfway turned, wanting to share thiswith him, but he
wasn't behind me where | thought held be. | spun around, searching for him with sudden alarm. Findly |
spotted him, still under the dense shade of the canopy at the edge of the hollow, watching me with
cautious eyes. Only then did | remember what the beauty of the meadow had driven from my mind —
the enigmaof Edward and the sun, which held promised to illustrate for me today.

| took a step back toward him, my eyes dight with curiodty. His eyes were wary, reluctant. | smiled
encouragingly and beckoned to him with my hand, taking another step back to him. Heheld up ahand in
warning, and | hesitated, rocking back onto my hedls.



Edward seemed to take a deep breath, and then he stepped out into the bright glow of the midday sun.

13. CONFESSIONS

Edward in the sunlight was shocking. | couldn't get used to it, though I'd been staring at him al afternoon.
His skin, white despite the faint flush from yesterday's hunting trip, literally sparkled, like thousands of tiny
diamonds were embedded in the surface. He lay perfectly till in the grass, his shirt open over his

scul pted, incandescent chest, his scintillating arms bare. His glistening, paelavender lidswere shut,
though of course he didn't deep. A perfect Satue, carved in some unknown stone, smooth like marble,
glittering like crysd.

Now and then, hislipswould move, so fast it looked like they were trembling. But, when | asked, hetold
me he was singing to himsdif; it wastoo low for meto hear.

| enjoyed the sun, too, though the air wasn't quite dry enough for my taste. | would have liked to lie back,
ashedid, and let the sunwarm my face. But | stayed curled up, my chin resting on my knees, unwilling to
take my eyes off him. The wind was gentle; it tangled my hair and ruffled the grass that swayed around
hismationlessform.

The meadow, o pectacular to me at first, paled next to his magnificence.

Hestantly, dways afraid, even now, that he would disappear like amirage, too beautiful to bered...
hestantly, | reached out onefinger and stroked the back of his shimmering hand, whereit lay within my
reach. | marveled again at the perfect texture, satin smooth, cool as stone. When | looked up again, his
eyeswere open, watching me. Butterscotch today, lighter, warmer after hunting. His quick smile turned
up the cornersof hisflawlesslips.

"l don't scare you?' he asked playfully, but | could hear the red curiosity in his soft voice.
"No morethan usud.”
He smiled wider; histeeth flashed in the sun.

| inched closer, stretched out my whole hand now to trace the contours of his forearm with my fingertips.
| saw that my fingerstrembled, and knew it wouldn't escape his notice.

"Do you mind?" | asked, for he had closed hiseyes again.
"No," he said without opening hiseyes. "Y ou can't imagine how that fedls." He sighed.

| lightly trailed my hand over the perfect muscles of hisarm, followed the faint pattern of bluish veins
ingdethe crease a his ebow. With my other hand, | reached to turn hishand over. Redlizing whét |
wished, heflipped hispalm up in one of those blindingly fast, disconcerting movements of his. It startled
me; my fingersfroze on hisarm for abrief second.

"Sorry," he murmured. | looked up in time to see his golden eyes close again. "It's too easy to be mysdlf
withyou."

| lifted hishand, turning it thisway and that as| watched the sun glitter on hispam. | held it closer to my
face, trying to see the hidden facetsin his skin.



"Tell mewhat you'rethinking," he whispered. | looked to see his eyeswatching me, suddenly intent. "It's
gill so strange for me, not knowing."

"Y ou know, therest of usfed that way dl thetime."

"It'sahard life"" Did | imaginethe hint of regret in histone?"But you didn't tell me."

"I was wishing | could know what you werethinking..." | hesitated.

N

"l waswishing that | could believe that you werered. And | waswishing that | wasn't afraid.”

"I don't want you to be afraid." His voice was just asoft murmur. | heard what he couldn't truthfully say,
that | didn't need to be afraid, that there was nothing to fear.

"Well, that's not exactly thefear | meant, though that's certainly something to think about.”

So quickly that | missed hismovement, he was haf sitting, propped up on hisright arm, hisleft pam il
inmy hands. Hisangel's face was only afew inches from mine. | might have — should have— flinched
away from his unexpected closeness, but | was unable to move. His golden eyes mesmerized me.

"What are you afraid of, then?" he whispered intently.

But | couldn't answer. As| had just that once before, | smelled his cool breath in my face. Swest,
delicious, the scent made my mouth water. It was unlike anything ese. Indtinctively, unthinkingly, | leaned
close, inhding.

And he was gone, his hand ripped from mine. In thetime it took my eyesto focus, he was twenty feet
away, standing at the edge of the small meadow, in the deep shade of ahugefir tree. He stared at me, his
eyes dark in the shadows, his expression unreadable.

| could fed the hurt and shock on my face. My empty hands stung.
"I'm... sorry... Edward," | whigpered. | knew he could hear.
"Givemeamoment,” he called, just loud enough for my less sensitiveears. | sat very lill.

After ten incredibly long seconds, he walked back, dowly for him. He stopped, <till severa feet away,
and sank gracefully to the ground, crossing hislegs. His eyes never left mine. He took two deep breaths,
and then smiled in apology.

"l am so very sorry." He hesitated. "Would you understand what | meant if | said | was only human?”

| nodded once, not quite ableto smile a hisjoke. Adrendine pulsed through my veins asthe redlization
of danger dowly sank in. He could smell that from where he sat. His smile turned mocking.

"I'm the world's best predator, aren't |? Everything about me invitesyou in— my voice, my face, even
my smell. Asif | need any of that!" Unexpectedly, he was on hisfeet, bounding away, instantly out of
sight, only to appear beneath the same tree as before, having circled the meadow in half asecond.

"Asif you could outrun me," he laughed bitterly.

He reached up with one hand and, with a deafening crack, effortlesdy ripped atwo-foot-thick branch
from the trunk of the spruce. He balanced it in that hand for amoment, and then threw it with blinding



Speed, shattering it against another huge tree, which shook and trembled at the blow.
And hewasin front of me again, standing two feet away, dill asastone.
"Asif you could fight me off," he said gently.

| sat without moving, more frightened of him than | had ever been. 1'd never seen him so completely freed
of that carefully cultivated facade. HEd never been lesshuman... or more beautiful. Face ashen, eyes
wide, | sat likeabird locked in the eyes of a snake.

Hislovely eyes seem to glow with rash excitement. Then, as the seconds passed, they dimmed. His
expression dowly folded into amask of ancient sadness.

"Dont beafraid,” he murmured, his velvet voice unintentionaly seductive. 'l promise..." He hesitated. "l
swear not to hurt you." He seemed more concerned with convincing himself than me.

"Don't beafraid,” he whispered again as he stepped closer, with exaggerated downess. He sat sinuoudly,
with ddliberately unhurried movements, till our faces were on the samelevel, just afoot apart.

"Pleaseforgiveme," hesaid formaly. "I can control mysdlf. Y ou caught me off guard. But I'm on my best
behavior now."

Hewaited, but | till couldn't speak.
"I'm not thirsty today, honestly.” He winked.
At that | had to laugh, though the sound was shaky and breathless.

"Areyou dl right?' he asked tenderly, reaching out dowly, carefully, to place his marble hand back in
mine

| looked at his smooth, cold hand, and then at his eyes. They were soft, repentant. | looked back at his
hand, and then ddliberately returned to tracing the linesin his hand with my fingertip. | looked up and
gmiled timidly.

Hisanswering smilewas dazzling.
"So where were we, before | behaved so rudely?' he asked in the gentle cadences of an earlier century.
"l honestly can't remember.”

He smiled, but hisface was ashamed. "I think we were talking about why you were afraid, besidesthe
obvious reason.”

"Oh, right.”
"Wdl?'

| looked down at his hand and doodled aimlesdy across his smooth, iridescent palm. The secondsticked
by.

"How eadlly frustrated | am," he sighed. | looked into his eyes, abruptly grasping that thiswas every bit as
new to him asit wasto me. Asmany years of unfathomable experience as he had, thiswas hard for him,
too. | took courage from that thought.



"I was afraid... because, for, well, obvious reasons, | can't stay with you. And I'm afraid that I'd like to
stay with you, much morethan | should.” | looked down at hishandsas| spoke. It was difficult for meto
say thisadoud.

"Yes" heagreed dowly. "That is something to be afraid of, indeed. Wanting to be with me. That'sredlly
not in your best interest.”

| frowned.
"I should haveleft long ago,” he sighed. "I should leave now. But | don't know if | can.”
"I don't want you to leave," | mumbled patheticaly, staring down again.

"Whichisexactly why | should. But don't worry. I'm essentially asdlfish cresture. | crave your company
too much to do what | should.”

"I'mglad.”

"Dont be!" He withdrew his hand, more gently thistime; his voice was harsher than usud. Harsh for him,
gtill more beautiful than any human voice. It was hard to keep up — his sudden mood changes|left me
always a step behind, dazed.

"It'snot only your company | crave! Never forget that. Never forget | am more dangerousto you than |
amto anyone dse." He stopped, and | looked to see him gazing unseeingly into the forest.

| thought for amomen.
"I don't think | understand exactly what you mean — by that last part anyway," | said.
He looked back at me and smiled, hismood shifting yet again.

"How do | explain?' he mused. "And without frightening you again... hmmmm." Without seeming to think
about it, he placed hishand back in mine; | held it tightly in both of mine. Helooked at our hands.

"That'samazingly pleasant, the warmth." He Sghed.
A moment passed as he assembled histhoughts.

"Y ou know how everyone enjoys different flavors?" he began. " Some people love chocolate ice cream,
others prefer srawberry?'

| nodded.
"Sorry about the food analogy — | couldn't think of another way to explain.”
| smiled. He smiled ruefully back.

"You see, every person smells different, has adifferent essence. If you locked an dcoholicin aroom full
of stale beer, hed gladly drink it. But he could resis, if he wished to, if he were arecovering acohalic.
Now let's say you placed in that room aglass of hundred-year-old brandy, the rarest, finest cognac —
and filled the room with itswarm aroma— how do you think he would fare then?"

We sat slently, looking into each other's eyes— trying to read each other's thoughts.

He broke the slencefirgt.



"Maybe that's not the right comparison. Maybe it would be too easy to turn down the brandy. Perhaps|
should have made our acoholic aheroin addict instead.”

"So what you're saying is, I'm your brand of heroin?' | teased, trying to lighten the mood.

He amiled swiftly, seeming to gppreciate my effort. "Y es, you are exactly my brand of heroin.”
"Doesthat happen often?" | asked.

He looked across the treetops, thinking through his response.

"| spoketo my brothersabout it." He still stared into the distance. "To Jasper, every one of you ismuch
the same. HeE'sthe most recent to join our family. It'sastruggle for him to abstain at al. He hasn't had
timeto grow sengtiveto the differencesin smdll, in flavor." He glanced swiftly a me, hisexpresson

gpologetic.
"Sorry," hesaid.

"I don't mind. Please don't worry about offending me, or frightening me, or whichever. That'sthe way
you think. | can understand, or | can try to at least. Just explain however you can.”

Hetook a deep breath and gazed at the sky again.

"So Jasper wasn't sureif held ever come across someone who was as' — he hesitated, looking for the
right word — "appealing as you are to me. Which makes me think not. Emmett has been on the wagon
longer, so to speak, and he understood what | meant. He saystwice, for him, once stronger than the
other.”

"And for you?'

"Never."

The word hung there for amoment in the warm breeze.
"What did Emmett do?" | asked to break the silence.

It was the wrong question to ask. Hisface grew dark, his hand clenched into afist insde mine. He
looked away. | waited, but he wasn't going to answer.

"l guess| know," | findly said.
Helifted hiseyes; his expresson waswigtful, pleading.
"Even the strongest of usfdl off the wagon, don't we?'

"What are you asking? My permission?' My voice was sharper than I'd intended. | tried to make my
tone kinder — | could guess what his honesty must cost him. "I mean, isthere no hope, then?' How
camly | could discuss my own death!

"No, no!" Hewasingtantly contrite. "Of course there'shope! | mean, of course| wont..." Heleft the
sentence hanging. His eyes burned into mine. "It's different for us. Emmett. .. these were strangershe
happened across. It was along time ago, and hewasn't as... practiced, as careful, asheisnow.”

Hefdl slent and watched meintently as| thought it through.



"Soif wed met... oh, inadark aley or something..." | trailed off.

"It took everything | had not to jump up in the middle of that classfull of children and —" He stopped
abruptly, looking away. "When you waked past me, | could have ruined everything Carlide has built for
us, right then and there. If | hadn't been denying my thirst for thelast, well, too many years, | wouldn't
have been able to stop mysdlf." He paused, scowling at the trees.

He glanced at me grimly, both of us remembering. "Y ou must have thought | was possessed.”
"I couldn't understand why. How you could hate me so quickly..."

"Tome, it waslike you were some kind of demon, summoned straight from my own persond hell to ruin
me. Thefragrance coming off your skin... | thought it would make me deranged that first day. In that one
hour, | thought of a hundred different ways to lure you from the room with me, to get you done. And |
fought them each back, thinking of my family, what | could do to them. | had to run out, to get away
before | could speak the words that would make you follow..."

He looked up then at my staggered expression as| tried to absorb his bitter memories. His golden eyes
scorched from under hislashes, hypnotic and deadly.

"Y ou would have come," he promised.
| tried to spesk camly. "Without a doubt.”

He frowned down at my hands, releasing me from the force of hisstare. "And then, as| tried to
rearrange my schedule in a pointless attempt to avoid you, you were there— in that close, warm little
room, the scent was maddening. | so very nearly took you then. There was only one other frail human
there— s0 eadily dedt with.”

| shivered in the warm sun, seeing my memories anew through his eyes, only now grasping the danger.
Poor Ms. Cope; | shivered again at how close I'd come to being inadvertently responsible for her death.

"But | ressted. | don't know how. | forced mysalf not to wait for you, not to follow you from the school.
It was easier outside, when | couldn't smell you anymore, to think clearly, to make the right decision. |
|eft the others near home — | was too ashamed to tell them how weak | was, they only knew something
was very wrong — and then | went straight to Carlide, at the hospitd, to tell him | wasleaving.”

| stared in surprise.

"| traded carswith him — he had afull tank of gasand | didn't want to stop. | didn't dare to go home, to
face Esme. She wouldn't have let me go without a scene. She would have tried to convince methat it

wasn't necessary ...

"By the next morning | wasin Alaska." He sounded ashamed, asif admitting agreat cowardice. "'l spent
two days there, with some old acquaintances. .. but | was homesick. | hated knowing I'd upset Esme,
and the rest of them, my adopted family. In the pure air of the mountainsit was hard to believe you were
soirresdtible. I convinced mysdlf it was weak to run away. I'd dedlt with temptation before, not of this
magnitude, not even close, but | was strong. Who were you, an insgnificant little girl" — he grinned
suddenly — "to chase me from the place | wanted to be? So | came back..." He stared off into space.

| couldn't spesk.

"| took precautions, hunting, feeding more than usua before seeing you again. | was surethat | was
strong enough to treat you like any other human. | was arrogant about it.



"It was unquestionably acomplication that | couldn't smply read your thoughts to know what your
reaction wasto me. | wasn't used to having to go to such circuitous measures, listening to your wordsin
Jessicasmind... her mind isn't very original, and it was annoying to have to stoop to that. And then |
couldn't know if you redlly meant what you said. It was dl extremely irritating." He frowned at the

memory.

"l wanted you to forget my behavior thet first day, if possible, so | tried to talk with you like | would with
any person. | was eager actualy, hoping to decipher some of your thoughts. But you were too interesting,
| found mysdlf caught up in your expressions... and every now and then you would gtir the air with your
hand or your hair, and the scent would stun me again...

"Of course, then you were nearly crushed to death in front of my eyes. Later | thought of a perfectly
good excuse for why | acted at that moment — becauseif | hadn't saved you, if your blood had been
spilled therein front of me, | don't think | could have stopped mysdf from exposing usfor what we are.
But I only thought of that excuse later. At thetime, al | could think was, 'Not her.™

He closed hiseyes, lost in his agonized confession. | listened, more eager than rational. Common sense
told me| should beterrified. Instead, | wasrelieved to finaly understand. And | wasfilled with
compassion for his suffering, even now, as he confessed his craving to take my life.

| finaly was able to speak, though my voice wasfaint. "In the hospita ?*

Hiseyesflashed up to mine. "1 was gppalled. | couldn't believe | had put usin danger after dl, put myself
inyour power — you of al people. Asif | needed another motiveto kill you." We both flinched asthat
word dipped out. "But it had the opposite effect,” he continued quickly. "1 fought with Rosalie, Emmett,
and Jasper when they suggested that now wasthetime... theworst fight we've ever had. Carlide sded
with me, and Alice." He grimaced when he said her name. | couldn't imagine why. "Esmetold meto do
whatever | had toin order to stay." He shook his head indulgently.

"All that next day | eavesdropped on the minds of everyone you spoke to, shocked that you kept your
word. | didn't understand you at all. But | knew that | couldn't become more involved with you. | did my
very best to stay asfar from you as possible. And every day the perfume of your skin, your breath, your
hair... it hit me as hard asthe very first day."

He met my eyes again, and they were surprisingly tender.

"And for dl that," he continued, "1'd have fared better if | had exposed usdl at that first moment, than if
now, here— with no witnesses and nothing to stop me— | wereto hurt you."

| was human enough to have to ask. "Why?"

"Isabdla" He pronounced my full name carefully, then playfully ruffled my hair with hisfree hand. A
shock ran through my body at his casud touch. "Bélla, | couldn't live with mysdlf if | ever hurt you. You
don't know how it'stortured me." Helooked down, ashamed again. " The thought of you, still, white,
cold... to never see you blush scarlet again, to never seethat flash of intuition in your eyeswhen you see
through my pretenses... it would be unendurable.” He lifted his glorious, agonized eyesto mine. "You are
the most important thing to me now. The most important thing to me ever."

My head was spinning &t the rapid change in direction our conversation had taken. From the cheerful
topic of my impending demise, we were suddenly declaring ourselves. He waited, and even though |
looked down to study our hands between us, | knew his golden eyes were on me. ™Y ou aready know
how | fed, of course” | findly said. "I'm here... which, roughly trandated, means| would rather die than
day away fromyou.” | frowned. "I'manidiot.”



"You are anidiot," he agreed with alaugh. Our eyes met, and | laughed, too. We laughed together at the
idiocy and sheer impossibility of such amoment.

"And so thelionfdl inlovewith thelamb..." he murmured. | looked away, hiding my eyesasl| thrilled to
theword.

"What astupid lamb,” | sghed.

"What asick, masochigtic lion." He stared into the shadowy forest for along moment, and | wondered
where histhoughts had taken him.

"Why... ?" | began, and then paused, not sure how to continue.
Helooked at me and smiled; sunlight glinted off hisface, histeeth.
"y e

"Tdl mewhy you ran from me before.”

Hissmilefaded. "Y ou know why."

"No, | mean, exactly what did | do wrong? I'll have to be on my guard, you see, so | better start learning
what | shouldn't do. This, for example" — | stroked the back of hishand — "seemsto be dl right."

He smiled again. "Y ou didn't do anything wrong, Bella. It was my fault.”
"But | want to help, if | can, to not make this harder for you."

"Well..." He contemplated for amoment. "It was just how close you were. Most humansinginctively shy
away from us, are repelled by our aienness... | wasn't expecting you to come so close. And the smdll of
your throat." He stopped short, looking to see if held upset me.

"Okay, then," | said flippantly, trying to dleviate the suddenly tense atmosphere. | tucked my chin. "No
throat exposure.”

It worked; he laughed. "No, redly, it was more the surprise than anything e se.”

Herased hisfree hand and placed it gently on the Sde of my neck. | sat very ill, the chill of histouch a
natural warning — awarning telling meto beterrified. But therewas no fedling of fear in me. Therewere,
however, other fedings...

"Yousee'" hesad. "Perfectly fine"

My blood wasracing, and | wished | could dow it, senang that this must make everything so much more
difficult — the thudding of my pulsein my veins. Surely he could hesr it.

"The blush on your cheeksislovely," he murmured. He gently freed his other hand. My handsfell limply
into my lap. Softly he brushed my cheek, then held my face between his marble hands.

"Bevery ill," hewhispered, asif | wasn't dready frozen.

Sowly, never moving his eyesfrom mine, he leaned toward me. Then abruptly, but very gently, he rested
his cold cheek against the hollow at the base of my throat. | was quite unable to move, evenif 1'd wanted
to. | listened to the sound of his even breathing, watching the sun and wind play in his bronze hair, more
human than any other part of him.



With deliberate downess, his hands did down the sides of my neck. | shivered, and | heard him catch his
breath. But his hands didn't pause as they softly moved to my shoulders, and then stopped.

Hisface drifted to the Sde, his nose skimming across my collarbone. He cameto rest with the sde of his
face pressed tenderly against my chest.

Listening to my heart.
"Ah," hesghed.

| don't know how long we sat without moving. It could have been hours. Eventudly the throb of my pulse
quieted, but he didn't move or speak again ashe held me. | knew at any moment it could be too much,
and my life could end — so quickly that I might not even notice. And | couldn't make mysdf be afraid. |
couldn't think of anything, except that he was touching me.

And then, too soon, he released me.

His eyeswere peaceful.

"It won't be so hard again," he said with satisfaction.

"Wasthat very hard for you?'

"Not nearly asbad as | imagined it would be. And you?"

"No, it wasn't bad... for me."

Hesmiled a my inflection. ™Y ou know what | mean.”

| smiled.

"Here." Hetook my hand and placed it againgt his cheek. "Do you fed how warmiit is?"

Andit wasadmost warm, hisusudly icy skin. But | barely noticed, for | wastouching hisface, something
I'd dreamed of constantly since thefirst day 1'd seen him.

"Dont move," | whispered.

No one could be il like Edward. He closed his eyes and became asimmobile as stone, a carving under
my hand.

| moved even more dowly than he had, careful not to make one unexpected move. | caressed his cheek,
delicately stroked hiseydid, the purple shadow in the hollow under hiseye. | traced the shape of his
perfect nose, and then, so carefully, hisflawlesslips. Hislips parted under my hand, and | could fed his
cool bresth on my fingertips. | wanted to lean in, to inhale the scent of him. So | dropped my hand and
leaned away, not wanting to push him too far.

He opened his eyes, and they were hungry. Not in away to make me fear, but rather to tighten the
musclesin the pit of my somach and send my pulse hammering through my veinsagain.

"l wish," hewhispered, "I wish you could fed the... complexity... the confusion... | fed. That you could
understand.”

He raised his hand to my hair, then carefully brushed it across my face.



"Tdl me" | breathed.

"I don't think | can. I'vetold you, on the one hand, the hunger — the thirst — that, deplorable creature
that | am, | fed for you. And | think you can understand that, to an extent. Though" — he haf-smiled —
"asyou are not addicted to any illega substances, you probably can't empathize completely.

"But..." Hisfingerstouched my lipslightly, making me shiver again. "There are other hungers. Hungers|
don't even understand, that are foreign to me."

"I may understand that better than you think."

"I'm not used to feding so human. Isit dwayslike this?'

"For me?' | paused. "No, never. Never before this.”

He held my hands between his. They felt so feeblein hisiron strength.

"I don't know how to be closeto you," he admitted. "I don't know if | can.”

| leaned forward very dowly, cautioning him with my eyes. | placed my cheek againgt his stone chest. |
could hear his breath, and nothing else.

"Thisisenough,” | Sghed, dosing my eyes.

In avery human gesture, he put his arms around me and pressed hisface against my hair.
"Y ou're better at thisthan you give yoursdf credit for,” | noted.

"I have human ingtincts— they may be buried deep, but they'rethere.”

We sat like that for another immeasurable moment; | wondered if he could be as unwilling to move asl
was. But | could seethe light was fading, the shadows of the forest beginning to touch us, and | sighed.

"You haveto go."

"| thought you couldn't reed my mind."

"It'sgetting clearer.” | could hear asmilein hisvoice.

Hetook my shouldersand | looked into hisface.

"Can | show you something?' he asked, sudden excitement flaring in hiseyes.
"Show mewhat?"

"I'll show you how | travel intheforest." He saw my expression. "Don't worry, you'll be very safe, and
weélll get to your truck much faster.” His mouth twitched up into that crooked smile so beautiful my heart

nearly stopped.
"Will youturninto abat?' | asked warily.

Helaughed, louder than I'd ever heard. "Like | haven't heard that one before!”
"Right, I'm sureyou get that dl thetime."

"Comeon, little coward, climb on my back."



| waited to seeif hewaskidding, but, apparently, he meant it. He smiled as he read my hesitation, and
reached for me. My heart reacted; even though he couldn't hear my thoughts, my pulse dways gave me
away. He then proceeded to ding me onto his back, with very little effort on my part, besides, whenin
place, clamping my legs and arms so tightly around him that it would choke anormal person. It waslike
clingingtoastone.

"I'm abit heavier than your average backpack," | warned.

"Hah!" he snorted. | could dmost hear hiseyesrolling. I'd never seen him in such high spirits before.
He startled me, suddenly grabbing my hand, pressng my palm to hisface, and inhaling deeply.
"Eader dl thetime," he muttered.

And then he was running.

If I'd ever feared death before in his presence, it was nothing compared to how | felt now.

He streaked through the dark, thick underbrush of the forest like abullet, like aghost. There was no
sound, no evidence that his feet touched the earth. His breathing never changed, never indicated any
effort. But thetreesflew by at deadly speeds, dways missing us by inches.

| wastoo terrified to close my eyes, though the cool forest air whipped against my face and burned them.
| fdt asif | were supidly sticking my head out the window of an airplanein flight. And, for thefirgt timein
my life, | felt the dizzy faintness of motion Sckness.

Then it was over. We'd hiked hours this morning to reach Edward's meadow, and now, in ameatter of
minutes, we were back to the truck.

"Exhilarding, it it?" Hisvoice was high, excited.

He stood motionless, waiting for meto climb down. | tried, but my muscleswouldn't respond. My arms
and legs stayed locked around him while my head spun uncomfortably.

"Bela?" he asked, anxious now.

"I think | need to lie down," | gasped.

"Oh, sorry." Hewaited for me, but | ill couldn't move.
"l think | need help,” | admitted.

Helaughed quietly, and gently unloosened my stranglehold on his neck. There was no resigting theiron
grength of hishands. Then he pulled me around to face him, cradling mein hisarmslikeasmdl child. He
held me for amoment, then carefully placed me on the springy ferns.

"How do you fed?" he asked.
| couldn't be sure how | felt when my head was spinning so crazily. "Dizzy, | think."
"Put your head between your knees."

| tried that, and it helped alittle. | bresthed in and out dowly, keeping my head very Hill. | fet him Stting
beside me. The moments passed, and eventually | found that | could raise my head. There was a hollow
ringing sound in my ears.



"| guessthat wasn't the best idea,” he mused.

| tried to be pogitive, but my voice wasweek. "No, it was very interesting.”
"Hah! Y ou're as white as aghost — no, you're as white as me!"

"| think | should have closed my eyes.”

"Remember thet next time."

"Next time!" | groaned.

Helaughed, hismood till radiant.

"Show-off," | muttered.

"Open your eyes, Bdla" hesad quietly.

And he was right there, hisface so close to mine. His beauty stunned my mind — it was too much, an
excess | couldn't grow accustomed to.

"l wasthinking, while | wasrunning..." He paused.

"About not hitting the trees, | hope.”

"Silly Bella," he chuckled. "Running is second nature to me, it's not something | have to think about.”
"Show-off," | muttered again.

Heamiled.

"No," he continued, "I was thinking there was something | wanted to try." And hetook my facein his
hands again.

| couldn't bresthe.
He hesitated — not in the normal way, the human way.

Not the way aman might hesitate before he kissed awoman, to gauge her reaction, to see how he would
be received. Perhaps he would hesitate to prolong the moment, that ideal moment of anticipation,
sometimes better than the kissitsdf.

Edward hesitated to test himsdif, to seeif thiswas safe, to make sure he was il in control of his need.
And then his cold, marblelips pressed very softly against mine.
What neither of uswas prepared for was my response.

Blood boiled under my skin, burned in my lips. My breath camein awild gasp. My fingers knotted in his
hair, clutching him to me. My lips parted as | breathed in his heady scent.

Immediately | felt him turn to unresponsive stone benesth my lips. His hands gently, but with irresstible
force, pushed my face back. | opened my eyes and saw his guarded expression.

"Oops," | breathed.



"That's an understatement.”

Hiseyeswerewild, hisjaw clenched in acute restraint, yet he didn't Iapse from his perfect articulation.
He hdd my face just inches from his. He dazzled my eyes.

"Should ... ?' | tried to disengage mysdlf, to give him some room.

His hands refused to let me move so much as an inch.

"No, it'stolerable. Wait for amoment, please.” His voice was polite, controlled.
| kept my eyes on his, watched as the excitement in them faded and gentled.
Then hesmiled asurprisngly impish grin.

"There" he said, obvioudy pleased with himself.

"Tolerable?" | asked.

Helaughed doud. "I'm stronger than | thought. It's nice to know."

"l wish | could say the same. I'm sorry."

"You are only human, after dl."

"Thanks so much,” | said, my voice acerbic.

Hewas on hisfeet in one of hislithe, dmost invisbly quick movements. He held out hishand to me, an
unexpected gesture. | was S0 used to our standard of careful non-contact. | took hisicy hand, needing
the support more than | thought. My balance had not yet returned.

"Areyou dill faint from the run? Or was it my kissing expertise?' How lighthearted, how human he
seemed as he laughed now, his seragphic face untroubled. He was a different Edward than the one | had
known. And | felt dl the more besotted by him. It would cause me physica pain to be separated from
him now.

"| can't be sure, I'm ill woozy," | managed to respond. "I think it's some of both, though.”
"Maybe you should let medrive.

"Areyou insane?' | protested.

"I can drive better than you on your best day," he teased. "Y ou have much dower reflexes.”
"I'm surethat'strue, but | don't think my nerves, or my truck, could takeit."

"Sometrudt, please, Bdla"

My hand wasin my pocket, curled tightly around the key. | pursed my lips, deliberated, then shook my
head with atight grin.

"Nope. Not achance."
Herased hiseyebrowsin disbdlief.

| started to step around him, heading for the driver's Side. He might have let me passif | hadn't wobbled



dightly. Then again, he might not have. Hisarm created an inescagpable snare around my waist.

"Bélla, I've already expended agreat dedl of persona effort at this point to keep you dive. I'm not about
to let you behind the whed of avehicle when you can't even walk straight. Besides, friends don't let
friends drive drunk," he quoted with a chuckle. | could smell the unbearably sweet fragrance coming off
his ches.

"Drunk?" | objected.
"Y ou'reintoxicated by my very presence. He was grinning that playful smirk again.

"l can't argue with that," | Sghed. Therewas no way around it; | couldn't resst himin anything. | held the
key high and dropped it, watching his hand flash like lightning to catch it soundlesdy. "Tekeit easy — my
truck isasenior citizen."

"Very sensble” he approved.
"And areyou not affected at al?' | asked, irked. "By my presence?’

Again hismobile features transformed, his expresson became soft, warm. He didn't answer at first; he
samply bent hisface to mine, and brushed hislips dowly dong my jaw, from my ear to my chin, back and
forth. | trembled.

"Regardless,”" hefindly murmured, "I have better reflexes.

14. MIND OVER MATTER

He could drive well, when he kept the speed reasonable, | had to admit. Like so many things, it seemed
to be effortlessto him. He barely looked at the road, yet the tires never deviated so much as a centimeter
from the center of the lane. He drove one-handed, holding my hand on the seat. Sometimes he gazed into
the setting sun, sometimes he glanced a me— my face, my hair blowing out the open window, our
hands twined together.

He had turned the radio to an oldies station, and he sang along with asong I'd never heard. He knew
evay line

"You likefiftiesmusc?' | asked.

"Music in thefiftieswas good. Much better than the Sixties, or the seventies, ugh!" He shuddered. "The
eighties were bearable.”

"Areyou ever going to tell me how old you are?" | asked, tentative, not wanting to upset his buoyant
humor.

"Doesit matter much?' Hissmile, to my rdief, remained unclouded.

"No, but | fill wonder..." | grimaced. "There's nothing like an unsolved mystery to keep you up & night."
"I wonder if it will upset you," hereflected to himsdlf. He gazed into the sun; the minutes passed.

"Try me" | findly sad.



He sighed, and then looked into my eyes, seeming to forget the road completely for atime. Whatever he
saw there must have encouraged him. He looked into the sun — the light of the setting orb glittered off
his skin in ruby-tinged sparkles— and spoke.

"l was born in Chicago in 1901." He paused and glanced at me from the corner of hiseyes. My face was
carefully unsurprised, patient for the rest. He smiled atiny smile and continued. "Carlidefound meina
hospital in the summer of 1918. | was seventeen, and dying of the Spanish influenza.”

He heard my intake of bregth, though it was barely audible to my own ears. Helooked down into my
eyesagan.

"I don't remember it well — it was avery long time ago, and human memoriesfade.” Hewaslostin his
thoughts for a short time before he went on. "I do remember how it felt, when Carlide saved me. It'snot
an easy thing, not something you could forget.”

"Y our parents?’

"They had dready died from the disease. | was done. That waswhy he chose me. In al the chaos of the
epidemic, no onewould ever redize | wasgone.”

"How did he... saveyou?'
A few seconds passed before he answered. He seemed to choose hiswords carefully.

"It was difficult. Not many of us have the restraint necessary to accomplish it. But Carlide has dways
been the most humane, the most compassionate of us... | don't think you could find his equa throughout
al of history." He paused. "For me, it was merdly very, very painful.”

| could tell from the set of hislips, he would say no more on this subject. | suppressed my curiosity,
though it was far from idle. There were many things| needed to think through on this particular issue,
things that were only beginning to occur to me. No doubt his quick mind had aready comprehended
every aspect that eluded me.

His soft voice interrupted my thoughts. "He acted from londliness. That's usudly the reason behind the
choice. | wasthefirgt in Carlidesfamily, though he found Esme soon after. Shefdl from acliff. They
brought her straight to the hospital morgue, though, somehow, her heart was il besting.”

"So you must be dying, then, to become..." We never said theword, and | couldn't frame it now.

"No, that'sjust Carlide. He would never do that to someone who had another choice." Therespect in his
voice was profound whenever he spoke of hisfather figure. "It iseasier he says, though,”" he continued, "if
the blood isweak." He looked at the now-dark road, and | could fed the subject closing again.

"And Emmett and Rosdie?"

"Carlide brought Rosdieto our family next. | didn't redizetill much later that he was hoping she would be
to me what Esme was to him — he was careful with histhoughts around me." Herolled hiseyes. "But
shewas never more than asigter. It was only two yearslater that she found Emmett. She was hunting —
wewerein Appaachiaat the time— and found a bear about to finish him off. She carried him back to
Carlide, more than ahundred miles, afraid she wouldn't be ableto do it hersdlf. I'm only beginning to
guess how difficult that journey wasfor her." He threw apointed glance in my direction, and raised our
hands, gtill folded together, to brush my cheek with the back of hishand.

"But she madeit,” | encouraged, looking away from the unbearable beauty of hiseyes.



"Yes," hemurmured. " She saw something in hisface that made her strong enough. And they've been
together ever since. Sometimes they live separately from us, asamarried couple. But the younger we
pretend to be, the longer we can stay in any given place. Forks seemed perfect, so we dl enrolled in high
school." Helaughed. "1 suppose well haveto go to their wedding in afew years, again.”

"Alice and Jasper?'

"Alice and Jasper are two very rare creatures. They both devel oped a conscience, aswerefer to it, with
no outside guidance. Jasper belonged to another... family, a very different kind of family. He became
depressed, and he wandered on his own. Alice found him. Like me, she has certain gifts above and
beyond the norm for our kind."

"Redly?' | interrupted, fascinated. "But you said you were the only one who could hear peopl€'s
thoughts”

"That's true. She knows other things. She sees things— things that might happen, thingsthat are coming.
But it'svery subjective. Thefutureisn't set in stone. Things change.”

Hisjaw set when he said that, and his eyes darted to my face and away so quickly that | wasn't sureif |
only imaginedit.

"What kinds of things does she see?’

" She saw Jasper and knew that he was|ooking for her before he knew it himself. She saw Carlideand

our family, and they came together to find us. She's most sengitive to non-humans. She always sees, for
example, when another group of our kind is coming near. And any threat they may pose.”

"Aretherealot of ... your kind?' | was surprised. How many of them could walk among us undetected?

"No, not many. But most won't settle in any one place. Only those like us, who've given up hunting you
people’ — ady glancein my direction — "can live together with humansfor any length of time. Weve
only found one other family like ours, inasmall villagein Alaska We lived together for atime, but there
were so many of usthat we became too noticeable. Those of uswho live... differently tend to band
together."

"And the others?'

"Nomads, for the most part. Welve all lived that way at times. It getstedious, like anything else. But we
run across the others now and then, because most of us prefer the North.”

"Why isthat?"

We were parked in front of my house now, and he'd turned off the truck. It was very quiet and dark;
there was no moon. The porch light was off so | knew my father wasn't home yet.

"Did you have your eyes open this afternoon?" he teased. "Do you think | could walk down the street in
the sunlight without causing traffic accidents? There's areason why we chose the Olympic Peninsula, one
of the most sunless placesin the world. It's nice to be able to go outside in the day. Y ou wouldn't believe
how tired you can get of nighttime in eighty-odd years.”

"So that's where the legends came from?”

"Probably."



"And Alice came from ancther family, like Jasper?'

"No, and that is amystery. Alice doesn't remember her human life at al. And she doesn't know who
created her. She awoke aone. Whoever made her walked away, and none of us understand why, or
how, he could. If she hadn't had that other sense, if she hadn't seen Jasper and Carlide and known that
she would someday become one of us, she probably would have turned into atotal savage.”

There was so much to think through, so much | still wanted to ask. But, to my great embarrassment, my
stomach growled. I'd been so intrigued, | hadn't even noticed | was hungry. | redlized now that | was
ravenous.

"I'm sorry, I'm keeping you from dinner.”
"I'mfing, redly.”
"I've never spent much time around anyone who eatsfood. | forget.”

"l want to stay with you." It was easier to say in the darkness, knowing as | spoke how my voice would
betray me, my hopeless addiction to him.

"Can't| comein?" he asked.
"Would you liketo?" | couldn't pictureit, this godlike creature sitting in my father's shabby kitchen chair.

"Yes, if it'sdl right." | heard the door close quietly, and dmost smultaneoudy he was outside my door,
opening it for me.

"Very human," | complimented him.
"It'sdefinitdy resurfacing.”

Hewaked beside mein the night, so quietly | had to peek at him constantly to be sure he was till there.
In the darkness he looked much more normd. Still pae, fill dreamlike in his beauty, but no longer the
fantastic sparkling cregture of our sunlit afternoon.

He reached the door ahead of me and opened it for me. | paused hafway through the frame.
"The door was unlocked?"
"No, | used the key from under the eave."

| stepped inside, flicked on the porch light, and turned to look at him with my eyebrows raised. | was
sure I'd never used that key in front of him.

"| was curious about you."
"Y ou spied on me?' But somehow | couldn't infuse my voice with the proper outrage. | wasflattered.
He was unrepentant. "What elseisthereto do at night?'

| let it go for the moment and went down the hdl to the kitchen. He was there before me, needing no
guide. He sat inthe very chair I'd tried to picture him in. His beauty lit up the kitchen. It was amoment
before| could ook away.

| concentrated on getting my dinner, taking last night's lasagna from the fridge, placing asquareon a



plate, heating it in the microwave. It revolved, filling the kitchen with the smell of tomatoes and oregano. |
didn't take my eyesfrom the plate of food as | spoke.

"How often?' | asked casually.

"Hmmm?' He sounded asif | had pulled him from some other train of thought.
| il didn't turn around. "How often did you come here?"

"l come heredmogt every night.”

| whirled, stunned. "Why?"

"Y ou're interesting when you deep.” He spoke matter-of-factly. "You tak.”

"No!" | gasped, heat flooding my face dl the way to my hairline. | gripped the kitchen counter for
support. | knew | talked in my deep, of course; my mother teased me about it. | hadn't thought it was
something | needed to worry about here, though.

His expresson shifted ingtantly to chagrin. "Areyou very angry with me?
"That dependd” | felt and sounded like I'd had the breath knocked out of me.
Hewaited.

"On?' heurged.

"What you heard!" | wailed.

Instantly, sllently, hewas a my sde, taking my hands carefully in his.

"Don't be upset!" he pleaded. He dropped hisface to thelevel of my eyes, holding my gaze. | was
embarrassed. | tried to look away.

"Y ou miss your mother," he whispered. ™Y ou worry about her. And when it rains, the sound makes you
restless. Y ou used to talk about home alot, but it's less often now. Once you said, 'It'stoo green." He
laughed softly, hoping, | could see, not to offend me further.

"Anything dse?' | demanded.

Heknew what | was getting at. Y ou did say my name," he admitted.
| sighed in defeat. "A lot?'

"How much do you mean by 'alot,’ exactly?'

"Ohno!" | hung my head.

He pulled me againgt his chest, softly, naturdly.

"Don't be self-conscious," hewhigpered in my ear. "If | could dream at al, it would be about you. And
I'm not ashamed of it."

Then we both heard the sound of tires on the brick driveway, saw the headlights flash through the front
windows, down the hal to us. | stiffenedin hisarms.



"Should your father know I'm here?" he asked.
"I'mnot sure..." | tried to think it through quickly.
"Another timethen..."

And | wasdone.

"Edward!" | hissed.

| heard aghostly chuckle, then nothing else.

My father's key turned in the door.

"Bella?' he cdled. It had bothered me before; who ese would it be? Suddenly he didn't seem so far off
base.

"Inhere." | hoped he couldn't hear the hysterical edgeto my voice. | grabbed my dinner from the
microwave and sat at the table as he walked in. His footsteps sounded so noisy after my day with
Edward.

"Can you get me some of that? I'm bushed." He stepped on the hedls of his boots to take them off,
holding the back of Edward's chair for support.

| took my food with me, scarfing it down as| got hisdinner. It burned my tongue. | filled two glasseswith
milk while his lasagnawas hegting, and gulped mineto put out the fire. As| set the glass down, | noticed
the milk trembling and redlized my hand was shaking. Charlie sat in the chair, and the contrast between
him and its former occupant was comical.

"Thanks," he said as| placed hisfood on the table.

"How was your day?' | asked. The words were rushed; | was dying to escape to my room.
"Good. Thefish were biting... how about you? Did you get everything done that you wanted to?"
"Not really — it was too nice out to stay indoors.” | took another big bite.

"It wasaniceday," he agreed. What an understatement, | thought to myself.

Finished with the last bite of lasagna, | lifted my glass and chugged the remains of my milk.

Charlie surprised me by being observant. "In ahurry?*

"Yeah, I'mtired. I'm going to bed early."

"You look kindakeyed up,” he noted. Why, oh why, did this have to be hisnight to pay attention?

"Do1?" wasdl | could manage in response. | quickly scrubbed my dishes clean in the sink, and placed
them upside down on adish towd to dry.

"It's Saturday," he mused.
| didn't respond.
"No planstonight?' he asked suddenly.



"No, Dad, | just want to get some deep.”
"None of the boysin town your type, eh?' He was suspicious, but trying to play it cool.

"No, none of the boys have caught my eye yet." | was careful not to over-emphasize the word boys in
my quest to be truthful with Charlie,

"| thought maybe that Mike Newton... you said hewasfriendly.”
"He's Just afriend, Dad."

"Well, youretoo good for them dl, anyway. Wait till you get to collegeto start looking." Every father's
dream, that his daughter will be out of the house before the hormoneskick in.

"Soundslikeagood ideato me," | agreed as| headed up the stairs.

"'Night, honey," he cdled after me. No doubt he would be listening carefully al evening, waiting for meto
try to sneak out.

"Seeyou in the morning, Dad." See you creeping into my room tonight at midnight to check on me.

| worked to make my tread sound dow and tired as | walked up the stairsto my room. | shut the door
loud enough for him to hear, and then sprinted on my tiptoes to the window. | threw it open and leaned
out into the night. My eyes scanned the darkness, the impenetrable shadows of the trees.

"Edward?" | whispered, feding completely idiotic.
The quiet, laughing response came from behind me. "Y es?"
| whirled, one hand flying to my throat in surprise.

Helay, smiling hugdy, across my bed, his hands behind his head, hisfeet dangling off the end, the picture
of ease.

"Oh!" | bresthed, sinking ungteadily to thefloor.
"I'm sorry." He pressed hislipstogether, trying to hide his amusement.
"Jugt give me aminuteto restart my heart.”

He sat up dowly, so asnot to startle me again. Then he leaned forward and reached out with hislong
armsto pick me up, gripping the tops of my armslike | was atoddler. He sat me on the bed beside him.

"Why don't you St with me," he suggested, putting a cold hand on mine. "How's the heart?"
"You tel me— I'm sure you heer it better than | do."
| felt hisquiet laughter shake the bed.

We sat there for amoment in silence, both listening to my heartbest dow. | thought about having Edward
inmy room, with my father in the house.

"Can | have aminute to be human?' | asked.

"Certainly.” He gestured with one hand that | should proceed.



"Stay," | said, trying to look severe.
"Yes, maam." And he made a show of becoming a statue on the edge of my bed.

| hopped up, grabbing my pgjameas from off the floor, my bag of toiletries off the desk. | 1€ft the light of f
and dipped out, closing the door.

| could hear the sound from the TV rising up the stairs. | banged the bathroom door loudly, so Charlie
wouldn't come up to bother me.

| meant to hurry. | brushed my teeth fiercely, trying to be thorough and speedy, removing al traces of
lasagna. But the hot water of the shower couldn't be rushed. It unknotted the musclesin my back, calmed
my pulse. Thefamiliar smell of my shampoo made mefed like | might be the same person | had been this
morning. | tried not to think of Edward, Stting in my room, waiting, because then | had to sart all over
with the calming process. Findly, | couldn't delay anymore. | shut off the weter, toweling hadtily, rushing
again. | pulled on my holey t-shirt and gray swesatpants. Too late to regret not packing the Victorias
Secret Sk pgamas my mother got me two birthdays ago, which gtill had the tags on them in adrawer
somewhere back home.

| rubbed the towel through my hair again, and then yanked the brush through it quickly. | threw the towel
in the hamper, flung my brush and toothpaste into my bag. Then | dashed down the stairs so Charlie
could seethat | wasin my pajamas, with wet hair.

“Night, Dad."

"'Night, Bella" He did look startled by my appearance. Maybe that would keep him from checking on
metonight.

| took the stairstwo at atime, trying to be quiet, and flew into my room, closing the door tightly behind
me

Edward hadn't moved afraction of aninch, acarving of Adonis perched on my faded quilt. | smiled, and
hislipstwitched, the statue coming to life.

His eyes gppraised me, taking in the damp hair, the tattered shirt. He raised one eyebrow. "Nice."
| grimaced.
"No, it looks good on you."

"Thanks," | whispered. | went back to hisSde, Sitting cross-legged beside him. | looked &t the linesin the
wooden floor.

"What wasdl thet for?"
"Charliethinks I'm snesking out."

"Oh." He contemplated that. "Why?' Asif he couldn't know Charlie's mind much more clearly than |
could guess.

"Apparently, | look alittle overexcited.”
Helifted my chin, examining my face.

"Y ou look very warm, actualy."



He bent hisface dowly to mine, laying hiscool cheek againg my skin. | held perfectly till.
"Mmmmmm..." he bregthed.

It was very difficult, while he was touching me, to frame a coherent question. It took me aminute of
scattered concentration to begin.

"It seemsto be... much easier for you, now, to be closeto me.”

"Doesit seem that way to you?" he murmured, his nose gliding to the corner of my jaw. | felt hishand,
lighter than amoth's wing, brushing my damp hair back, so that his lips could touch the hollow beneath

my edr.
"Much, much easier," | said, trying to exhae.
"Hmm."

"So | waswondering..." | began again, but hisfingerswere dowly tracing my collarbone, and | lost my
train of thought.

"Yes?' he bregthed.

"Why isthat,” my voice shook, embarrassng me, "do you think?"

| felt the tremor of his bresth on my neck as he laughed. "Mind over maiter.”

| pulled back; as| moved, hefroze— and | could no longer hear the sound of his bresthing.

We stared cautioudly at each other for amoment, and then, as his clenched jaw gradualy relaxed, his
expression became puzzled.

"Did | do something wrong?'
"No— the opposgite. You'redriving me crazy," | explained.

He considered that briefly, and when he spoke, he sounded pleased. "Redly?" A triumphant smile dowly
lit hisface.

"Would you like around of applause?" | asked sarcadtically.
He grinned.

"I'mjust pleasantly surprised,” he clarified. "In the last hundred years or s0," hisvoice wasteasing, "l
never imagined anything likethis. | didn't believe | would ever find someone | wanted to bewith... in
another way than my brothers and sisters. And then to find, even though it'sal new to me, that I'm good
ait... a beingwithyou..."

"You'regood at everything," | pointed out.
He shrugged, allowing that, and we both laughed in whispers.
"But how can it be so easy now?" | pressed. "This afternoon..."

"It'snot easy," he Sghed. "Buit this afternoon, | wastill... undecided. | am sorry about that, it was
unforgivable for meto behave 0."



"Not unforgivable," | disagreed.

"Thank you." He smiled. " ou see," he continued, looking down now, "I wasn't sureif | was strong
enough..." He picked up one of my handsand pressed it lightly to hisface. "And while there was il that
possibility that | might be... overcome' — he breathed in the scent at my wrist — "'l was... susceptible.
Until I made up my mind that | was strong enough, that there was no possibility &t al that | would... that
| ever could..."

I'd never seen him struggle so hard for words. It was so... human.

"So thereé's no possibility now?'

"Mind over matter," he repeated, smiling, histeeth bright even in the darkness.
"Wow, that was easy," | said.

He threw back his head and laughed, quietly as awhisper, but still exuberantly.
"Easy for you!" he amended, touching my nose with hisfingertip.

And then hisface was aoruptly serious.

"I'mtrying," he whispered, hisvoice pained. "If it getsto be... too much, I'm fairly surel'll be ableto
leave™

| scowled. | didn't like the talk of leaving.

"And it will be harder tomorrow," he continued. "1've had the scent of you in my head al day, and I've
grown amazingly desengtized. If I'm away from you for any length of time, I'll haveto start over again.
Not quite from scratch, though, 1 think."

"Don't go away, then," | responded, unable to hide thelonging in my voice.

"That suitsme," hereplied, hisface relaxing into agentle smile. "Bring on the shackles— I'm your
prisoner." But hislong hands formed manacles around my wrists as he spoke. He laughed his quiet,
musical laugh. Hed laughed more tonight than I'd ever heard in dl the time 1'd spent with him.

"Y ou seem more... optimigtic than usud,” | observed. "I haven't seen you like this before.”

"lan't it supposed to be like this?' He amiled. "The glory of first love, and dl that. It'sincredible, isn't it,
the difference between reading about something, seeing it in the pictures, and experiencing it?"

"Very different,” | agreed. "More forceful than I'd imagined.”

"For exampl€' — hiswords flowed swiftly now, | had to concentrate to catch it al — "the emotion of
jealousy. I'veread about it a hundred thousand times, seen actors portray it in athousand different plays
and movies. | believed | understood that one pretty clearly. But it shocked me..." He grimaced. "Do you
remember the day that Mike asked you to the dance?’

| nodded, though | remembered that day for a different reason. "The day you started talking to me again.”

"I was surprised by the flare of resentment, amost fury, that | felt — I didn't recognize what it was at
firgt. | was even more aggravated than usua that | couldn't know what you were thinking, why you
refused him. Wasit smply for your friend's sake? Was there someone else? | knew | had no right to care
either way. | tried not to care.



"And then theline started forming,” he chuckled. | scowled in the darkness.

"| waited, unreasonably anxiousto hear what you would say to them, to watch your expressions. |
couldn't deny therdlief | felt, watching the annoyance on your face. But | couldn't be sure,

"That wasthefirst night | came here. | wrestled dl night, while watching you deep, with the chasm
between what | knew was right, mord, ethical, and what | wanted. | knew that if | continued to ignore
you as| should, or if | left for afew years, till you were gone, that someday you would say yesto Mike,
or someone like him. It made me angry.

"And then," he whispered, "as you were deegping, you said my name. Y ou spoke so clearly, at first |
thought you'd woken. But you rolled over restlesdy and mumbled my name once more, and sighed. The
fedling that coursed through me then was unnerving, staggering. And I knew | couldn't ignore you any
longer." Hewas silent for amoment, probably listening to the suddenly uneven pounding of my heart.

"But jedousy.... it'sastrange thing. So much more powerful than | would have thought. And irrational!
Just now, when Charlie asked you about that vile Mike Newton..." He shook hishead angrily.

"I should have known you'd be listening,” | groaned.

"Of course.”

"That made you fed jedous, though, realy?’

"I'm new at this; you're resurrecting the human in me, and everything fees stronger becauseit's fresh.”

"But honestly,” | teased, "for that to bother you, after | have to hear that Rosdie— Rosdlie, the
incarnation of pure beauty, Rosalie — was meant for you. Emmett or no Emmett, how can | compete
with that?"

"Theres no competition.” Histeeth gleamed. He drew my trapped hands around his back, holding meto
hischest. | kept astill as| could, even breathing with caution.

"I know theresno compstition,” | mumbled into hiscold skin. "That's the problem.”

"Of course Rosdlie is beautiful in her way, but even if shewasn't like agster to me, even if Emmett didn't
belong with her, she could never have one tenth, no, one hundredth of the attraction you hold for me." He
was serious now, thoughtful. "For amost ninety years I've walked among my kind, and yours... al the
timethinking | was completein mysdf, not redizing what | was seeking. And not finding anything,
because you weren't diveyet."

"It hardly seemsfair," | whispered, my face till resting on his chest, listening to his breath comeand go. "I
haven't had to wait at adl. Why should | get off so easly?”

"You'reright," he agreed with amusement. "I should make this harder for you, definitely.” He freed one of
his hands, released my wrigt, only to gather it carefully into his other hand. He stroked my wet hair softly,
from the top of my head to my waist. "Y ou only haveto risk your life every second you spend with me,
that's surely not much. Y ou only have to turn your back on nature, on humanity... what's that worth?"

"Vey little— | don't fed deprived of anything."
"Not yet." And hisvoicewas abruptly full of ancient grief.
| tried to pull back, to look in hisface, but his hand locked my wristsin an unbreakable hold.



"What —" | garted to ask, when his body became dert. | froze, but he suddenly released my hands, and
disappeared. | narrowly avoided fdling on my face.

"Liedown!" he hissed. | couldn't tell where he spoke from in the darkness.

| rolled under my quilt, baling up on my side, theway | usudly dept. | heard the door crack open, as
Charlie peeked in to make sure | waswhere | was supposed to be. | breathed evenly, exaggerating the
movement.

A long minute passed. | listened, not sureif 1'd heard the door close. Then Edward's cool arm was
around me, under the covers, hislipsat my ear.

"You are aterrible actress— I'd say that career path isout for you."

"Darnit," | muttered. My heart was crashing in my chest.

He hummed amedody | didn't recognize; it sounded like alullaby.

He paused. "Should | sing you to deep?”

"Right," | laughed. "Like| could deegp with you herel™

"Youdoitdl thetime" hereminded me.

"But | didn't know you were here)" | repliedicily.

"Soif you don't want to deep..." he suggested, ignoring my tone. My breath caught.
"If | don't want to deep... 7'

He chuckled. "What do you want to do then?"

| couldn't answer at first.

"I'mnot sure” | findly said.

"Tdl mewhen you decide."

| could fed hiscool bresth on my neck, fed hisnose diding dong my jaw, inhaing.
"| thought you were desensitized.”

"Just because I'm resisting the wine doesn't mean | can't appreciate the bouquet,” he whispered. "Y ou
haveavery flora smdl, likelavender... or freesa" he noted. "It's mouthwetering.”

"Yeah, it'san off day when | don't get somebody telling me how edible| smell.”
He chuckled, and then sighed.

"I've decided what | want to do,” | told him. "'l want to hear more about you."
"Ask meanything."

| sfted through my questionsfor the most vitd. "Why do you do it?" | said. "I till don't understand how
you can work so hard to resist what you... are. Please don't misunderstand, of course I'm glad that you
do. | just don't see why you would bother in thefirst place.



He hesitated before answering. "That's agood question, and you are not the first one to ask it. The others
— themgority of our kind who are quite content with our lot — they, too, wonder a how welive. But
you see, just because we've been... dedlt acertain hand... it doesn't mean that we can't chooseto rise
above — to conquer the boundaries of adestiny that none of us wanted. To try to retain whatever
essentid humanity we can.”

| lay unmoving, locked in awed Sllence.

"Did you fal adeegp?’ hewhigpered after afew minutes.

"No."

"Isthat al you were curious about?'

| rolled my eyes. "Not quite.”

"What €lse do you want to know?"

"Why can you read minds— why only you? And Alice, seeing thefuture... why doesthat happen?'

| felt him shrug in the darkness. "We don't redly know. Carlide hasatheory... he bdievesthat wedl
bring something of our strongest human traitswith usinto the next life, wherethey areintengfied — like
our minds, and our senses. He thinksthat | must have aready been very sensitive to the thoughts of those
around me. And that Alice had some precognition, wherever shewas."

"Wheat did he bring into the next life, and the others?'

"Carlide brought his compassion. Esme brought her ability to love passionately. Emmett brought his
srength, Rosdlie her... tenacity. Or you could cal it pigheadedness.” he chuckled. " Jasper isvery
interesting. He was quite charismétic in hisfirgt life, ableto influence those around him to seethings his
way. Now heis able to manipulate the emotions of those around him — calm down aroom of angry
people, for example, or excite alethargic crowd, conversdly. It'savery subtle gift."

| considered theimpaossbilities he described, trying to takeit in. He waited patiently while | thought.

"Sowheredidit dl start? | mean, Carlide changed you, and then someone must have changed him, and
soon..."

"Well, where did you come from? Evol ution? Creetion? Couldn't we have evolved in the same way as
other species, predator and prey? Or, if you don't bdievethat al thisworld could have just happened on
itsown, which ishard for meto accept mysdlf, isit so hard to believe that the same force that created the
delicate angelfish with the shark, the baby sedl and the killer whale, could create both our kinds

together?"
"L et me get thisstraight — I'm the baby sedl, right?”
"Right." Helaughed, and something touched my hair — hislips?

| wanted to turn toward him, to seeif it wasredlly hislipsagainst my hair. But | had to be good; | didn't
want to make thisany harder for him than it aready was.

"Areyou ready to deep?' he asked, interrupting the short silence. "' Or do you have any more questions?'

"Only amillion or two."



"We have tomorrow, and the next day, and the next..." he reminded me. | smiled, euphoric at the

thought.
"Areyou sure you won't vanish in the morning?' | wanted thisto be certain. Y ou are mythicd, after dl."
"l won't leave you." Hisvoice had the sedl of apromiseinit.

"One more, then, tonight..." And I blushed. The darknesswas no help — I'm sure he could fedl the
sudden warmth under my skin.

"What isit?'

"No, forget it. | changed my mind."

"Béla, you can ask me anything."

| didn't answer, and he groaned.

"l kegp thinking it will get lessfrudtrating, not hearing your thoughts. But it just getsworse and worse.”
"I'm glad you can't read my thoughts. It's bad enough that you eavesdrop on my deep-taking.”
"Please?" Hisvoice was S0 persuasive, so impossibleto ress.

| shook my head.

"If you don't tell me, I'll just assume it's something much worsethanitis" he threatened darkly. "Please?’
Again, that pleading voice.

"Well," | began, glad that he couldn't see my face.
llY@l

"Y ou said that Rosalie and Emmett will get married soon.... Isthat... marriage... the sameasitisfor
humans?'

Helaughed in earnest now, understanding. "Is that what you're getting at?"
| fidgeted, unable to answer.

"Yes, | supposeit ismuch the same" he said. "'l told you, most of those human desires are there, just
hidden behind more powerful desires.”

"Oh," wasadl | could say.
"Was there a purpose behind your curiosity?!
"Wadll, | did wonder... about you and me... someday..."

Hewasingtantly serious, | could tell by the sudden stillness of hisbody. | froze, too, reacting
autometicaly.

"l don't think that... that... would be possible for us."

"Because it would betoo hard for you, if | werethat... close?



"That's certainly aproblem. But that's not what | was thinking of. It'sjust that you are so soft, so fragile. |
have to mind my actions every moment that were together so that | don't hurt you. | could kill you quite
essly, Bdla smply by accident." Hisvoice had become just a soft murmur. He moved hisicy padmto
rest it against my cheek. "If | wastoo hasty... if for one second | wasn't paying enough attention, | could
reach out, meaning to touch your face, and crush your skull by mistake. Y ou don't realize how incredibly
breakable you are. | can never, never afford to lose any kind of control when I'm with you."

Hewaited for meto respond, growing anxiouswhen | didn't. "Are you scared?" he asked.
| waited for aminute to answer, so thewordswould betrue. "No. I'm fine."

He seemed to ddliberate for amoment. "I'm curious now, though,” he said, hisvoice light again. "Have
you ever... 7' Hetralled off suggestively.

"Of coursenot.” | flushed. "I told you I've never felt like this about anyone before, not even close.”

"I know. It'sjust that | know other peopl€'s thoughts. | know love and lust don't dways keep the same

"They do for me. Now, anyway, that they exist for meat al,” | sighed.

"That's nice. We have that one thing in common, at least." He sounded satisfied.

"Your humaningtincts..." | began. Hewaited. "Well, do you find me attractive, in that way, at dl?'
Helaughed and lightly rumpled my nearly dry hair.

"l may not be ahuman, but | an aman," he assured me.

| yawned involuntarily.

"I've answered your questions, now you should deep,” heinssted.

"I'm not sureif | can.”

"Do you want meto leave?"

"No!" | said too loudly.

Helaughed, and then began to hum that same, unfamiliar [ullaby; the voice of an archangd, soft in my ear.

Moretired than | redlized, exhausted from the long day of mental and emotiona stresslike I'd never felt
before, | drifted to deepin hiscold arms.

15. THE CULLENS

The muted light of yet another cloudy day eventualy woke me. | [ay with my arm across my eyes, groggy
and dazed. Something, a dream trying to be remembered, struggled to break into my consciousness. |
moaned and rolled on my side, hoping more deegp would come. And then the previous day flooded back
into my awareness.

"Oh!" | sat up sofast it made my head spin.



"Your hair lookslikeahaystack... but I likeit." His unruffled voice came from the rocking chair in the
corner.

"Edward! You stayed!" | rgjoiced, and thoughtlesdy threw mysdlf across the room and into hislap. Inthe
ingtant that my thoughts caught up with my actions, | froze, shocked by my own uncontrolled enthusiasm.
| stared up at him, afraid that | had crossed the wrong line.

But he laughed.

"Of course" he answered, startled, but seeming pleased by my reaction. His hands rubbed my back.
| lad my head cautioudy againgt his shoulder, bregthing in the smel of hisskin.

"l was sure it was adream.”

"You'e not that cregtive," he scoffed.

"Charliel" | remembered, thoughtlesdy jumping up again and heading to the door.

"He |eft an hour ago — after reattaching your battery cables, | might add. | have to admit | was
disappointed. Isthat redly al it would take to stop you, if you were determined to go?"

| deliberated where| stood, wanting to return to him badly, but afraid I might have morning bregth.

"Y ou're not usudly this confused in the morning,” he noted. He held hisarms open for meto return. A
nearly irresgtibleinvitation.

"I need another human minute," | admitted.
"I'll wait."

| skipped to the bathroom, my emotions unrecognizable. | didn't know mysdf, ingde or out. Thefacein
the mirror was practically astranger — eyestoo bright, hectic spots of red across my cheekbones. After
| brushed my teeth, | worked to straighten out the tangled chaos that was my hair. | splashed my face
with cold water, and tried to breathe normaly, with no noticeable success. | haf-ran back to my room.

It seemed like amiracle that he wasthere, hisarms sill waiting for me. He reached out to me, and my
heart thumped unsteadily.

"Welcome back," he murmured, taking meinto hisarms.

Herocked mefor awhilein silence, until | noticed that his clotheswere changed, his hair smooth.
"You left?" | accused, touching the collar of hisfresh shirt.

"l could hardly leavein the clothes| came in— what would the neighbors think?"

| pouted.

"Y ou werevery deeply adeep; | didn't missanything.” His eyes gleamed. "Thetaking came earlier.”
| groaned. "What did you hear?'

Hisgold eyes grew very soft. "Y ou said you loved me.”

"Y ou knew that aready," | reminded him, ducking my head.



"It was niceto hear, just the same.”

| hid my face againgt his shoulder.

"I loveyou," | whispered.

"Youaremy lifenow," heanswered smply.

There was nothing more to say for the moment. He rocked us back and forth as the room grew lighter.

"Bregkfast time," he said eventudly, casually — to prove, I'm sure, that he remembered al my human
fralties

So | clutched my throat with both hands and stared a him with wide eyes. Shock crossed hisface.
"Kidding!" | snickered. "And you said | couldn't act!"
Hefrowned in disgugt. "That waan't funny.”

"It was very funny, and you know it." But | examined his gold eyes carefully, to make surethat | was
forgiven. Apparently, | was.

"Shall | rephrase?' he asked. "Breskfast timefor the human.”
"Oh, okay."

Hethrew me over his stone shoulder, gently, but with a swiftnessthat left me breathless. | protested ashe
carried me easly down the stairs, but heignored me. He sat meright side up on achair.

The kitchen was bright, happy, seeming to absorb my mood.
"What'sfor breskfast?' | asked pleasantly.

That threw him for aminute.

"Er, I'm not sure. What would you like?' His marble brow puckered.
| grinned, hopping up.

"That'sdl right, | fend for mysdf pretty wel. Watch me hunt."

| found abowl and abox of cered. | could fed hiseyeson meas| poured the milk and grabbed a
spoon. | sat my food on the table, and then paused.

"Can| get you anything?' | asked, not wanting to be rude.
Herolled hiseyes. "Just egt, Bdla."

| st at thetable, watching him as| took abite. He was gazing at me, studying my every movement. It
made me self-conscious. | cleared my mouth to speak, to distract him.

"What's on the agenda for today?' | asked.

"Hmmm..." | watched him frame hisanswer carefully. "What would you say to mesting my family?'
| gulped.



"Areyou afraid now?" He sounded hopeful.
"Yes" | admitted; how could | deny it — he could see my eyes.
"Don't worry." He smirked. "I'll protect you."

"I'm not afraid of them," | explained. "I'm afraid they won't... like me. Won't they be, well, surprised that
you would bring someone... likeme... home to meet them? Do they know that | know about them?"

"Oh, they dready know everything. They'd taken bets yesterday, you know" — he smiled, but hisvoice
was harsh — "on whether I'd bring you back, though why anyone would bet againgt Alice, | can't
imagine. At any rate, we don't have secretsin the family. It'snot redlly feasible, what with my mind
reading and Alice seeing the future and dl that.”

"And Jasper making you fed al warm and fuzzy about spilling your guts, don't forget that.”
"Y ou paid atention,” he smiled approvingly.
"I've been known to do that every now and then." | grimaced. "So did Alice see me coming?’

Hisreaction was strange. " Something like that," he said uncomfortably, turning away so | couldn't see his
eyes. | stared at him curioudy.

"Isthat any good?" he asked, turning back to me abruptly and eyeing my breskfast with ateasing look on
hisface. "Honestly, it doesn't look very appetizing.”

"Wdl, itsnoirritablegrizzly..." | murmured, ignoring him when he glowered. | was still wondering why
he responded that way when | mentioned Alice. | hurried through my ceredl, speculating.

He stood in the middle of the kitchen, the statue of Adonis again, staring abstractedly out the back
windows.

Then hiseyeswere back on me, and he smiled his heartbreaking amile.
"And you should introduce meto your father, too, | think."

"Hedready knowsyou," | reminded him.

"Asyour boyfriend, | mean."

| stared a him with suspicion. "Why?"

"lan't that customary?" he asked innocently.

"I don't know," | admitted. My dating history gave me few reference pointsto work with. Not that any
norma rules of dating applied here. "That's not necessary, you know. | don't expect you to... | mean,
you don't haveto pretend for me.”

His smilewas patient. "I'm not pretending.”
| pushed the remains of my cered around the edges of the bowl, biting my lip.
"Areyou going to tell Charlie I'm your boyfriend or not?" he demanded.

"Isthat what you are?' | suppressed my internd cringing a the thought of Edward and Charlie and the
word boy friend &l in the sameroom at the sametime.



"It'salooseinterpretation of theword 'boy,’ I'll admit.”
"I was under the impression that you were something more, actualy,” | confessed, looking at the table.

"Well, | don't know if we need to give him al the gory details." He reached acrossthe tableto lift my chin
with acold, gentlefinger. "But he will need some explanation for why I'm around here so much. | don't
want Chief Swan getting arestraining order put on me.”

"Will you be?' | asked, suddenly anxious. "Will you redly be here?’
"Aslong asyou want me," he assured me.
"Il dwayswant you," | warned him. "Forever."

Hewalked dowly around the table, and, pausing afew feet away, he reached out to touch hisfingertips
to my cheek. His expresson was unfathomable.

"Does that make you sad?" | asked.

Hedidn't answer. He stared into my eyesfor an immeasurable period of time.
"Areyou finished?" hefindly asked.

| jumped up. "Yes"

"Get dressed — I'll wait here.”

It was hard to decide what to wear. | doubted there were any etiquette books detailing how to dress
when your vampire sweetheart takes you home to meet hisvampire family. It wasardlief to think the
word to mysdlf. | knew | shied away fromit intentionally.

| ended up in my only skirt — long, khaki-colored, till casud. | put on the dark blue blouse held once
complimented. A quick glancein the mirror told memy hair was entirely impossible, so | pulled it back
into apony tail.

"Okay." | bounced down the gairs. "I'm decent."

Hewaswaiting at the foot of the stairs, closer than I'd thought, and | bounded right into him. He steadied
me, holding me acareful distance away for afew seconds before suddenly pulling me closer.

"Wrong again,” he murmured in my ear. "Y ou are utterly indecent — no one should look so tempting, it's
not fair."

"Tempting how?' | asked. "l can change..."

He sghed, shaking his head. "Y ou are so absurd.” He pressed his cool lips delicately to my forehead,
and the room spun. The smdll of his breath made it impossibleto think.

"Shall | explain how you aretempting me?' he said. It was clearly arhetorica question. Hisfingerstraced
dowly down my spine, his breath coming more quickly againgt my skin. My handswerelimp on his
chegt, and | felt lightheaded again. Hetilted his head dowly and touched hiscoal lipsto minefor the
second time, very carefully, parting them dightly.

And then | collapsed.



"Bella?' Hisvoice was darmed as he caught me and held me up.
"You... made... me... fant,” | accused him dizzily.

"What am | going to do with you?" he groaned in exasperation. "Y esterday | kissyou, and you attack
me! Today you pass out on me!"

| laughed wesekly, letting his arms support me while my head spun.

"So much for being good at everything," he sighed.

"That'sthe problem.” | was il dizzy. "Y ou're too good. Far, far too good.”
"Do you fed sck?" he asked; hed seen melike this before.

"No — that wasn't the same kind of fainting at al. | don't know what happened.” | shook my head
gpologeticdlv, "l think | forgot to breathe.”

"| can't take you anywhere likethis."
"I'mfing" | ingsted. "Y our family isgoing to think I'm insane anyway, what's the difference?’

He measured my expression for amoment. "I'm very partia to that color with your skin,” he offered
unexpectedly. | flushed with pleasure, and looked away.

"Look, I'm trying redlly hard not to think about what I'm about to do, so can we go already?' | asked.

"And you'reworried, not because you're headed to meet a houseful of vampires, but because you think
those vampires won't approve of you, correct?"

"That'sright,” | answered immediately, hiding my surprise at his casuad use of the word.
He shook hishead. "Y ou'reincredible.”

| realized, as he drove my truck out of the main part of town, that | had no ideawhere helived. We
passed over the bridge at the Calawah River, the road winding northward, the houses flashing past us
growing farther apart, getting bigger. And then we were past the other houses altogether, driving through
misty forest. | wastrying to decide whether to ask or be patient, when he turned abruptly onto an
unpaved road. It was unmarked, barely visible among the ferns. The forest encroached on both sides,
leaving the road ahead only discernible for afew meters asit twisted, serpentlike, around the ancient
trees.

And then, after afew miles, there was some thinning of the woods, and we were suddenly inasmall
meadow, or wasit actualy alawn? The gloom of the forest didn't relent, though, for there were Six
primordia cedarsthat shaded an entire acre with their vast sweep of branches. The treesheld their
protecting shadow right up to the walls of the house that rose among them, making obsol ete the deep
porch that wrapped around thefirst story.

| don't know what | had expected, but it definitely wasn't this. The house was timeless, graceful, and
probably a hundred years old. It was painted a soft, faded white, three storiestall, rectangular and well
proportioned. The windows and doors were either part of the original structure or a perfect restoration.
My truck wasthe only car in Sght. | could hear theriver close by, hidden in the obscurity of the forest.



"Youlikeit?' Heamiled.

"It... hasacertain charm.”

He pulled the end of my ponytail and chuckled.
"Ready?" he asked, opening my door.

"Not even alittlebit — let'sgo." | tried to laugh, but it ssemed to get stuck in my throat. | smoothed my
hair nervoudy.

"You look lovely." Hetook my hand easly, without thinking aboui it.

We walked through the deep shade up to the porch. | knew he could fee my tension; his thumb rubbed
soothing circlesinto the back of my hand.

He opened the door for me.

The insde was even more surprising, less predictable, than the exterior. It was very bright, very open,
and very large. Thismust have originally been severa rooms, but the walls had been removed from most
of thefirst floor to create one wide space. The back, south-facing wall had been entirely replaced with
glass, and, beyond the shade of the cedars, the lawn stretched bare to the wide river. A massive curving
staircase dominated the west side of the room. Thewalls, the high-beamed ceiling, the wooden floors,
and the thick carpets were dl varying shades of white.

Waiting to greet us, standing just to the left of the door, on araised portion of the floor by a spectacular
grand piano, were Edward's parents.

I'd seen Dr. Cullen before, of course, yet | couldn't help but be struck again by hisyouth, his outrageous
perfection. At hissde was Esme, | assumed, the only one of the family I'd never seen before. She had
the same pale, beautiful features asthe rest of them. Something about her heart-shaped face, her billows
of soft, caramel-colored hair, reminded me of the ingénues of the silent-movie era. She was small,
dender, yet less angular, more rounded than the others. They were both dressed casualy, in light colors
that matched the insde of the house. They smiled in welcome, but made no move to approach us. Trying
not to frighten me, | guessed.

"Carlide, Esme," Edward's voice broke the short sllence, "thisis Bdla"

"You'revery welcome, Bdla" Carlide's step was measured, careful as he gpproached me. Heraised his
hand tentatively, and | stepped forward to shake hands with him.

"It'sniceto seeyou again, Dr. Cullen.”
"Please, cdl me Carlide”
"Calide" | grinned a him, my sudden confidence surprisng me. | could fed Edward'srdief a my sde.

Esme smiled and stepped forward as well, reaching for my hand. Her cold, stone grasp wasjust as|
expected.

"It'svery niceto know you," she said sincerely.

"Thank you. I'm glad to meet you, too."” And | was. It was like meeting afairy tale— Snow White, in the
flesh.



"Where are Alice and Jasper?' Edward asked, but no one answered, asthey had just appeared at the
top of the wide Saircase.

"Hey, Edward!" Alice caled enthusiastically. She ran down the sairs, astreak of black hair and white
skin, coming to a sudden and graceful stop in front of me. Carlide and Esme shot warning glances at her,
but I liked it. It was naturd — for her, anyway.

"Hi, Bdlal" Alice said, and she bounced forward to kiss my cheek. If Carlide and Esme had looked
cautious before, they now looked staggered. There was shock in my eyes, too, but | was also very
pleased that she seemed to gpprove of me so entirely. | was sartled to fed Edward stiffen at my side. |
glanced at hisface, but his expresson was unreadable.

"Y ou do smdll nice, | never noticed before," she commented, to my extreme embarrassment.

No one e se seemed to know quite what to say, and then Jasper was there— tall and leonine. A fedling
of ease spread through me, and | was suddenly comfortable despite where | was. Edward stared at
Jasper, raising one eyebrow, and | remembered what Jasper could do.

"Hello, Bella," Jasper said. He kept his distance, not offering to shake my hand. But it wasimpossible to
fed awkward near him.

"Hello, Jasper.” | smiled a him shyly, and then at the others. "It's nice to meet you al — you have avery
beautiful home" | added conventiondly.

"Thank you," Esme said. "We're so glad that you came." She spoke with feding, and | redlized that she
thought | was brave.

| also redized that Rosalie and Emmett were nowhere to be seen, and | renembered Edward's
too-innocent denid when I'd asked him if the others didn't likeme.

Carlides expresson distracted me from this train of thought; he was gazing meaningfully at Edward with
an intense expression. Out of the corner of my eye, | saw Edward nod once.

| looked away, trying to be polite. My eyes wandered again to the beautiful instrument on the platform by
the door. | suddenly remembered my childhood fantasy that, should | ever win alottery, | would buy a
grand piano for my mother. She wasn't really good — she only played for herself on our secondhand
upright — but | loved to watch her play. She was happy, absorbed — she seemed like anew,
mysterious being to me then, someone outside the "mom™ personal took for granted. Sheldd put me
through lessons, of course, but like most kids, | whined until she let me quit.

Esme noticed my preoccupation.

"Do you play?' she asked, inclining her head toward the piano.

| shook my head. "Not at dl. But it's S0 beautiful. Isit yours?'

"No," shelaughed. "Edward didn't tel you hewas musca?'

"No." | glared at his suddenly innocent expression with narrowed eyes. "1 should have known, | guess."
Esmeraised her delicate eyebrowsin confusion.

"Edward can do everything, right?' | explained.

Jasper snickered and Esme gave Edward areproving look.



"I hope you haven't been showing off— it'srude,” she scolded.

"Just abit," helaughed freely. Her face softened at the sound, and they shared a brief look that | didn't
understand, though Esme's face seemed dmost smug.

"He's been too modest, actually,” | corrected.
"Well, play for her," Esme encouraged.

"You just said showing off wasrude," he objected.
"There are exceptionsto every rule," shereplied.
"I'd liketo hear you play,” | volunteered.

"It's settled then." Esme pushed him toward the piano. He pulled me aong, sitting me on the bench beside
him.

He gave me along, exasperated ook before he turned to the keys.

And then hisfingersflowed swiftly acrosstheivory, and the room wasfilled with acomposition so
complex, so luxuriant, it wasimpossible to believe only one set of hands played. | felt my chin drop, my
mouth open in astonishment, and heard low chuckles behind me a my reaction.

Edward looked a me casudly, the music still surging around us without a break, and winked. "Do you
likeit?'

"Y ou wrotethis?' | gasped, understanding.
He nodded. "It's Esmesfavorite.”

| closed my eyes, shaking my head.
"What'swrong?'

"I'm feding extremdy inggnificant.”

The music dowed, transforming into something softer, and to my surprise | detected the melody of his
lullaby weaving through the profusion of notes.

"Youingpired thisone" he said softly. The music grew unbearably swest.

| couldn't speak.

"They like you, you know," he said conversationdly. "Esme especidly.”

| glanced behind me, but the huge room was empty now.

"Where did they go?"

"Very subtly giving us some privecy, | suppose.”

| Ssghed. " They like me. But Rosdie and Emmett..." | trailed off, not sure how to express my doubts.

Hefrowned. "Don't worry about Rosdie," he said, his eyeswide and persuasive. "Shell come around.”



| pursed my lips kepticdly. "Emmett?’

"Well, hethinks I'm alunatic, it'strue, but he doesn't have a problem with you. He's trying to reason with
Rodie"

"What isit that upsets her?' | wasn't sureif | wanted to know the answer.

He sighed deeply. "Rosdlie struggles the most with.... with what we are. It's hard for her to have someone
on the outside know the truth. And she'salittle jedous.”

"Rosalie isjedous of me?' | asked increduloudy. | tried to imagine auniverse in which someone as
breathtaking as Rosdlie would have any possible reason to fed jedous of someone like me,

"Y ou're human." He shrugged. " She wishes that she were, too."
"Oh," | muttered, il stunned. "Even Jasper, though...”

"That'sredly my fault,” hesaid. "I told you he was the most recent to try our way of life. | warned himto
keep hisdigtance."

| thought about the reason for that, and shuddered.
"Esmeand Carlide... 7' | continued quickly, to keep him from noticing.

"Are happy to see me happy. Actudly, Esme wouldn't care if you had athird eye and webbed feet. All
thistime she's been worried about me, afraid that there was something missing from my essential makeup,
that | was too young when Carlide changed me... She'secdatic. Every time | touch you, shejust about
chokeswith stisfaction.”

"Alice ssemsvery... enthusadic.”
"Alice has her own way of looking at things," he said through tight lips.
"And you're not going to explain that, are you?'

A moment of wordless communication passed between us. He redlized that | knew he was keeping
something fromme. | redlized that he wasn't going to give anything away. Not now.

"So what was Carlidetelling you before?!
His eyebrows pulled together. "Y ou noticed that, did you?"
| shrugged. " Of course.”

Helooked at me thoughtfully for afew seconds before answering. "He wanted to tell me some news—
he didn't know if it was something | would share with you."

"Will you?"

"l haveto, because I'm going to be alittle... overbearingly protective over the next few days— or
weeks— and | wouldn't want you to think I'm naturdly atyrant.”

"What'swrong?'

"Nothing'swrong, exactly. Alicejust sees some visitors coming soon. They know we're here, and they're
curious.”



"Vigtors?'

"Yes... well, they aren't like us, of course— in their hunting habits, | mean. They probably won't come
into town at dl, but I'm certainly not going to let you out of my sight till they're gone."

| shivered.

"Findly, arationa response!" he murmured. "l was beginning to think you had no sense of
sdf-preservetion at al.”

| let that one pass, looking away, my eyes wandering again around the spacious room.
Hefollowed my gaze. "Not what you expected, isit?" he asked, hisvoice smug.
"No," | admitted.

"No coffins, no piled skullsin the corners; | don't even think we have cobwebs... what a disappointment
thismust befor you," he continued dyly.

| ignored histeasing. "It'sso light... so open.”
He was more serious when he answered. "It's the one place we never haveto hide."

The song he was till playing, my song, drifted to an end, the find chords shifting to a more melancholy
key. The last note hovered poignantly in the sllence.

"Thank you," | murmured. | redlized there weretearsin my eyes. | dabbed at them, embarrassed.

He touched the corner of my eye, trapping one | missed. Helifted hisfinger, examining the drop of
moisture broodingly. Then, so quickly | couldn't be postive that he redly did, he put hisfinger to his
mouth to tagte it.

| looked at him questioningly, and he gazed back for along moment before he finaly smiled.

"Do you want to see the rest of the house?"

"No coffins?" | verified, the sarcaam in my voice not entirely masking the dight but genuine anxiety | felt.
He laughed, taking my hand, leading me away from the piano.

"No coffing," he promised.

We waked up the massive staircase, my hand trailing dong the satin-smooth rail. The long hall at the top
of the stairs was paneled with a honey-colored wood, the same as the floorboards.

"Rosdie and Emmett'sroom... Carlidesoffice... Alicesroom..." He gestured as he led me past the
doors.

Hewould have continued, but | stopped dead at the end of the hall, staring increduloudy at the ornament
hanging on thewall above my head. Edward chuckled a my bewildered expression.

"You canlaugh,” hesad. "It is sort of ironic.”

| didn't laugh. My hand raised automatically, one finger extended asif to touch the large wooden cross,
itsdark patina contrasting with the lighter tone of thewall. | didn't touch it, though | was curiousif the
aged wood would fed assilky asit looked.



"It must bevery old,” | guessed.

He shrugged. "Early sixteen-thirties, more or less.”

| looked away from the crossto stare a him.

"Why do you keep this here?' | wondered.

"Nogtagia. It belonged to Carlidesfather.”

"He collected antiques?"' | suggested doubtfully.

"No. He carved thishimsdf. It hung on the wall above the pulpit in the vicarage where he preached.”

| wasn't sureif my face betrayed my shock, but | returned to gazing at the smple, ancient cross, just in
case. | quickly did the mental math; the cross was over three hundred and seventy yearsold. The sillence
stretched on as| struggled to wrap my mind around the concept of so many years.

"Areyou dl right?' He sounded worried.
"How old isCarlide?" | asked quietly, ignoring his question, still staring up.

"He just celebrated histhree hundred and sixty-second birthday,” Edward said. | looked back at him, a
million questionsin my eyes.

He watched me carefully as he spoke.

"Carlidewasborn in London, in the Sxteen-forties, he believes. Time wasn't marked as accurately then,
for the common people anyway. It wasjust before Cromwell's rule, though.”

| kept my face composed, aware of hisscrutiny as| listened. It was easier if | didn't try to believe.

"Hewasthe only son of an Anglican pastor. His mother died giving birth to him. Hisfather was an
intolerant man. Asthe Protestants cameinto power, he was enthusiastic in his persecution of Roman
Catholics and other religions. He dso believed very strongly in the redity of evil. Heled huntsfor
witches, werewolves... and vampires." | grew very ill at the word. I'm sure he noticed, but he went on

without pausing.

"They burned alot of innocent people — of coursethered creatures that he sought were not so easy to
catch.

"When the pastor grew old, he placed his obedient son in charge of theraids. At first Carlidewasa
disappointment; he was not quick to accuse, to see demons where they did not exist. But he was
persistent, and more clever than hisfather. He actualy discovered a coven of true vampiresthat lived
hidden in the sewers of the city, only coming out by night to hunt. In those days, when monsters were not
just myths and legends, that was the way many lived.

"The people gathered their pitchforks and torches, of course” — his brief laugh was darker now — "and
waited where Carlide had seen the mongters exit into the street. Eventuadly one emerged.”

Hisvoice was very quiet; | Srained to catch the words.

"He must have been ancient, and weak with hunger. Carlide heard him call out in Latin to the others
when he caught the scent of the mob. He ran through the streets, and Carlide — he was twenty-three
and very fast — wasin the lead of the pursuit. The creature could have easily outrun them, but Carlide



thinks he was too hungry, so he turned and attacked. He fell on Carlidefirgt, but the otherswere close
behind, and he turned to defend himsdlf. He killed two men, and made off with athird, leaving Carlide
bleeding in the street.”

He pausad. | could sense he was editing something, keeping something from me.

"Carlide knew what hisfather would do. The bodieswould be burned — anything infected by the
monster must be destroyed. Carlide acted ingtinctively to save hisown life. He crawled away from the
aley while the mob followed the fiend and hisvictim. He hid in acellar, buried himsdlf in rotting potatoes
for three days. It's amiracle he was able to keep silent, to stay undiscovered.

"It was over then, and he realized what he had become.”
I'm not sure what my face was reveding, but he suddenly broke off.
"How areyou feding?' he asked.

"I'mfine" | assured him. And, though | bit my lip in hesitation, he must have seen the curiosity burningin
my eyes.

Hesmiled. "I expect you have afew more questions for me.”
"A few."

His smile widened over his brilliant teeth. He started back down the hdl, pulling me aong by the hand.
"Come on, then," he encouraged. "I'll show you."

16. CARLISLE

Heled me back to the room that he'd pointed out as Carlid€e's office. He paused outside the door for an
ingant.

"Comein," Carlidesvoiceinvited.

Edward opened the door to ahigh-ceilinged room with tall, west-facing windows. The wallswere
paneled again, in adarker wood — where they were visible. Most of the wall space was taken up by
towering bookshelves that reached high above my head and held more books than I'd ever seen outside
alibrary.

Carlide sat behind a huge mahogany desk in aleather chair. He was just placing abookmark in the pages
of the thick volume he held. The room was how I'd aways imagined a college dean'swould ook — only
Carlidelooked too young to fit the part.

"What can | dofor you?' he asked us pleasantly, rising from his seet.

"I wanted to show Bellasome of our history,” Edward said. "Well, your history, actudly.”
"Wedidn't mean to disturb you," | apologized.

"Not at dl. Where are you going to start?'

"The Waggoner," Edward replied, placing one hand lightly on my shoulder and spinning me around to



look back toward the door we'd just come through. Every time he touched me, in even the most casual
way, my heart had an audible reaction. It was more embarrassing with Carlide there.

The wall we faced now was different from the others. Instead of bookshelves, thiswall was crowded
with framed pictures of al sizes, somein vibrant colors, others dull monochromes. | searched for some
logic, some binding matif the collection had in common, but | found nothing in my hasty examination.

Edward pulled metoward the far |eft Sde, sanding mein front of asmal square oil paintinginaplan
wooden frame. This one did not stand out among the bigger and brighter pieces; painted in varying tones
of sepig, it depicted aminiature city full of steeply danted roofs, with thin spires atop afew scattered
towers. A wideriver filled the foreground, crossed by abridge covered with structures that looked like
tiny cathedras.

"London in the Sixteen-fifties," Edward said.

"The London of my youth," Carlide added, from afew feet behind us. | flinched; | hadn't heard him
approach. Edward squeezed my hand.

"Will you tell the story?' Edward asked. | twisted alittle to see Carlid€es reaction.

Hemet my glance and smiled. "'l would," hereplied. "But I'm actudly running a bit |ate. The hospital
caled thismorning — Dr. Snow istaking asick day. Besides, you know the storiesaswell as| do," he
added, grinning a Edward now.

It was a strange combination to absorb — the everyday concerns of the town doctor stuck in the middle
of adiscusson of hisearly daysin seventeenth-century London.

It was as0 unsettling to know that he spoke adoud only for my benefit.
After another warm smile for me, Carlide left the room.
| stared at thelittle picture of Carlide's hometown for along moment.

"What happened then?' | findly asked, staring up at Edward, who was watching me. "When heredized
what had happened to him?"

He glanced back to the paintings, and | looked to see which image caught hisinterest now. It wasa
larger landscape in dull fal colors— an empty, shadowed meadow in aforest, with a craggy pesk inthe
distance.

"When he knew what he had become," Edward said quietly, "he rebelled againgt it. He tried to destroy
himsdlf. But that's not easily done.”

"How?' | didn't mean to say it aloud, but the word broke through my shock.

"He jumped from greet heights," Edward told me, hisvoiceimpassive. "Hetried to drown himsdlf inthe
ocean... but he was young to the new life, and very strong. It isamazing that hewas ableto resst. ..
feeding... while hewas gill S0 new. Theinginct is more powerful then, it takes over everything. But he
was S0 repelled by himsdlf that he had the strength to try to kill himsdlf with starvation.”

"Isthat possible?' My voicewasfaint.
"No, there are very few wayswe can bekilled."

| opened my mouth to ask, but he spoke before | could.



"So he grew very hungry, and eventualy weak. He strayed asfar as he could from the human populace,
recognizing that hiswillpower was weakening, too. For months he wandered by night, seeking the
londiest places, loathing himsdlf.

"One night, aherd of deer passed his hiding place. He was so wild with thirst that he attacked without a
thought. His strength returned and he redized there was an aternative to being the vile monster he feared.
Had he not eaten venison in hisformer life? Over the next months his new philosophy was born. He
could exist without being ademon. Hefound himsdlf again.

"He began to make better use of histime. Hed always been intelligent, eager to learn. Now he had
unlimited time before him. He studied by night, planned by day. He swam to Franceand —"

"He swam to France?'

"People swim the Channd dl thetime, Bella," he reminded me patiently.

"That'strue, | guess. It just sounded funny in that context. Go on."

"Swimming isessy for us—"

"Everythingiseasy for you," | griped.

He waited, his expression amused.

"l won't interrupt again, | promise.”

He chuckled darkly, and finished his sentence. "Because, technicaly, we don't need to breathe."
" o —"

"No, no, you promised.” He laughed, putting his cold finger lightly to my lips. "Do you want to hear the
gory or not?'

"Y ou can't gpring something like that on me, and then expect me not to say anything,” | mumbled against
hisfinger.

Helifted his hand, moving it to rest against my neck. The speed of my heart reacted to that, but |
persisted.

"You don't haveto breathe?' | demanded.

"No, it's not necessary. Just ahabit." He shrugged.

"How long can you go... without breathing?'

"Indefinitely, | suppose; | don't know. It gets abit uncomfortable — being without a sense of smell.”
"A bit uncomfortable," | echoed.

| wasn't paying attention to my own expression, but something in it made him grow somber. Hishand
dropped to hisside and he stood very ill, hiseyesintent on my face. The silence lengthened. His
features were immobile as stone.

"What isit?' | whispered, touching hisfrozen face.

Hisface softened under my hand, and he sighed. "1 keep waiting for it to happen.”



"For what to happen?"

"I know that at some point, something | tell you or something you see is going to be too much. And then
you'l run away from me, screaming asyou go." He smiled half asmile, but his eyeswere serious. "'l won't
stop you. | want thisto happen, because | want you to be safe. And yet, | want to be with you. The two
desresareimpossibleto reconcile...” Hetrailed off, staring at my face. Waiting.

“I'm not running anywhere," | promised.
"Well see" hesad, smiling again.
| frowned a him. "So, go on— Carlide was swimming to France."

He paused, getting back into his story. Reflexively, his eyesflickered to another picture— the most
colorful of them dl, the most ornately framed, and the largest; it was twice aswide as the door it hung
next to. The canvas overflowed with bright figuresin swirling robes, writhing around long pillars and off
marbled balconies. | couldnt tdll if it represented Greek mythology, or if the charactersfloating in the
clouds above were meant to be biblical.

"Carlide swam to France, and continued on through Europe, to the universities there. By night he studied
music, science, medicine— and found his caling, his penance, in that, in saving human lives™ His
expression became awed, dmost reverent. "l can't adequately describe the struggle; it took Carlidetwo
centuries of torturous effort to perfect his saf-control. Now heisdl but immune to the scent of human
blood, and heis able to do the work he loves without agony. He finds agreat dedl of peace there, at the
hospitdl..." Edward stared off into space for along moment. Suddenly he seemed to recall his purpose.
Hetapped hisfinger againg the huge painting in front of us.

"He was studying in Italy when he discovered the others there. They were much more civilized and
educated than the wraiths of the London sewers.”

He touched a comparatively sedate quartet of figures painted on the highest balcony, looking down
camly on the mayhem below them. | examined the grouping carefully and realized, with astartled laugh,
that | recognized the golden-haired man.

"Solimenawas greetly inspired by Carlidesfriends. He often painted them as gods,”" Edward chuckled.
"Aro, Marcus, Caius," he sad, indicating the other three, two black-haired, one snowy-white. "Nighttime
patrons of the arts."

"What happened to them?' | wondered doud, my fingertip hovering a centimeter from the figures on the
canvas.

"They're dill there" He shrugged. " Asthey have been for who knows how many millennia. Carlide
gtayed with them only for ashort time, just afew decades. He greeily admired their civility, their
refinement, but they persisted in trying to cure hisaverson to *his natural food source,' asthey called it.
They tried to persuade him, and he tried to persuade them, to no avail. At that point, Carlide decided to
try the New World. He dreamed of finding otherslike himsalf. Hewas very londly, you see.

"He didn't find anyone for along time. But, as monsters became the stuff of fairy tales, he found he could
interact with unsuspecting humans asif he were one of them. He began practicing medicine. But the
companionship he craved evaded him; he couldn't risk familiarity.

"When the influenza epidemic hit, he was working nightsin ahospital in Chicago. Hed been turning over
anideain hismind for severa years, and he had almost decided to act — since he couldn't find a



companion, he would create one. He wasn't absolutely sure how his own transformation had occurred,
s0 he was hesitant. And he was loath to stedl anyone'slife the way his had been stolen. It wasin that
frame of mind that he found me. There was no hope for me; | wasleft in award with the dying. He had
nursed my parents, and knew | was aone. He decided totry..."

Hisvoice, nearly awhisper now, trailed off. He stared unseeingly through the west windows. | wondered
which imagesfilled hismind now, Carlides memoriesor hisown. | waited quietly.

When he turned back to me, agentle angel's smilelit his expresson.
"And so weve comefull circle" he concluded.
"Have you aways stayed with Carlide, then?" | wondered.

"Almogt dways." He put hishand lightly on my waist and pulled me with him as he walked through the
door. | stared back at the wall of pictures, wondering if | would ever get to hear the other stories.

Edward didn't say any more aswe waked down the hdl, so | asked, "Almost?’

He sighed, seeming reluctant to answer. "Well, | had atypica bout of rebellious adol escence — about
ten yearsafter | was... born... created, whatever you want to cdl it. | wasn't sold on hislife of
abstinence, and | resented him for curbing my appetite. So | went off on my own for atime."

"Redly?' | wasintrigued, rather than frightened, as| perhaps should have been.

Hecould tell. | vagudly redlized that we were headed up the next flight of stairs, but | wasn't paying much
attention to my surroundings.

"That doesn't repulse you?'
“No."

"Why not?'

"l guess... it soundsreasonable.”

He barked alaugh, more loudly than before. We were at the top of the stairs now, in another paneled
halway.

"From the time of my new birth," he murmured, "I had the advantage of knowing what everyone around
me was thinking, both human and non-human alike. That'swhy it took meten yearsto defy Carlide— |
could read his perfect sincerity, understand exactly why helived theway hedid.

"It took me only afew yearsto return to Carlide and recommit to hisvision. | thought | would be exempt
fromthe... depression... that accompanies aconscience. Because | knew the thoughts of my prey, |
could pass over the innocent and pursue only the evil. If | followed amurderer down adark aley where
he stalked ayoung girl — if | saved her, then surely | wasn't so terrible.”

| shivered, imagining only too clearly what he described — the dley at night, the frightened girl, the dark
man behind her. And Edward, Edward as he hunted, terrible and glorious as a young god, unstoppable.
Would she have been grateful, that girl, or more frightened than before?

"But astimewent on, | began to see the monster in my eyes. | couldn't escape the debt of so much
human life taken, no matter how justified. And | went back to Carlide and Esme. They welcomed me
back like the prodigd. It was more than | deserved.”



Wed cometo astop in front of thelast door inthe hall.
"My room," heinformed me, opening it and pulling methrough.

Hisroom faced south, with awall-sized window like the great room below. The whole back side of the
house must be glass. His view looked down on thewinding Sol Duc River, across the untouched forest
to the Olympic Mountain range. The mountains were much closer than | would have believed.

The western wall was completely covered with shelf after shelf of CDs. His room was better stocked
than amusic tore. In the corner was a sophisticated-looking sound system, the kind | was afraid to
touch because I'd be sure to break something. There was no bed, only awide and inviting black leather
sofa. The floor was covered with athick golden carpet, and the walls were hung with heavy fabricina
dightly darker shade.

"Good acoustics?' | guessed.
He chuckled and nodded.

He picked up aremote and turned the stereo on. It was quiet, but the soft jazz number sounded like the
band wasin the room with us. | went to look at his mind-boggling music collection.

"How do you have these organized?' | asked, unable to find any rhyme or reason to thetitles.
He wasn't paying attention.

"Ummm, by year, and then by persond preference within that frame," he said absently.

| turned, and he was looking at me with apeculiar expressonin hiseyes.

What?"

"| was prepared to fed! ... relieved. Having you know about everything, not needing to keep secretsfrom
you. But | didn't expect to fee morethan that. | like it. It makesme... happy." He shrugged, smiling

dighy.

"I'mglad,” | said, smiling back. I'd worried that he might regret telling me these things. It was good to
know that wasn't the case.

But then, as his eyes dissected my expression, his smile faded and hisforehead creased.
"Youredtill waiting for the running and the screaming, aren't you?' | guessed.
A faint smile touched hislips, and he nodded.

"I hate to burst your bubble, but you're redlly not as scary as you think you are. | don't find you scary at
al, actudly,” I lied casudly.

He stopped, raising his eyebrowsin blatant disbelief. Then he flashed awide, wicked amile.
"You really shouldn't have said that," he chuckled.

He growled, alow sound in the back of histhroat; hislips curled back over his perfect teeth. His body
shifted suddenly, half-crouched, tensed like alion about to pounce.

| backed away from him, glaring.



"Youwouldn't."

| didn't see him legp & me— it was much too fast. | only found mysdlf suddenly airborne, and then we
crashed onto the sofa, knocking it into thewall. All thewhile, hisarmsformed an iron cage of protection
around me— | was bardly jostled. But | till was gasping as| tried to right mysdif.

He wasn't having that. He curled meinto aball againg his chest, holding me more securely thaniron
chains. | glared at himin darm, but he seemed well in control, hisjaw relaxed as he grinned, hiseyes
bright only with humor.

"Y ouwere saying?' he growled playfully.

"That you are avery, very terrifying mongter,” | said, my sarcasm marred abit by my breathless voice.
"Much better," he approved.

"Um." | struggled. "Can | get up now?"

Hejust laughed.

"Can we comein?' asoft voice sounded from the hall.

| struggled to free mysdlf, but Edward merdly readjusted me o that | was somewhat more conventionally
seated on hislap. | could see it was Alice, then, and Jasper behind her in the doorway. My cheeks
burned, but Edward seemed at ease.

"Go ahead." Edward was Hill chuckling quietly.

Alice seemed to find nothing unusud in our embrace; she walked — admost danced, her movements
were so graceful — to the center of the room, where she folded herself snuoudy onto the floor. Jasper,
however, paused at the door, his expression atrifle shocked. He stared at Edward's face, and |
wondered if he was tasting the aimosphere with his unusua sengtivity.

"It sounded like you were having Bellafor lunch, and we cameto seeif you would share," Alice
announced.

| stiffened for an ingtant, until | redlized Edward was grinning — whether at her comment or my response,
| couldntt tell.

"Sorry, | don't believe | have enough to spare,”" he replied, his arms holding me recklessy close.

"Actudly,” Jasper said, smiling despite himsdlf as he walked into the room, "Alice says thereés going to be
ared sorm tonight, and Emmett wantsto play ball. Are you game?'

Thewordswere dl common enough, but the context confused me. | gathered that Alice was abit more
reliable than the weatherman, though.

Edward's eyeslit up, but he hesitated.
"Of course you should bring Bella," Alice chirped. | thought | saw Jasper throw aquick glance at her.
"Do you want to go?" Edward asked me, excited, his expression vivid.

"Sure." | couldn't disgppoint such aface. "Um, where are we going?”'



"We haveto wait for thunder to play ball — you'll ssewhy," he promised.

"Will I need an umbrela?’

They dl threelaughed aoud.

"Will she?" Jasper asked Alice.

"No." Shewas postive. "The sorm will hit over town. It should be dry enough in the clearing.”

"Good, then." The enthusiasm in Jasper's voice was catching, naturally. | found mysdlf eager, rather than
scared giff.

"Let'sgo seeif Carlidewill come." Alice bounded up and to the door in afashion that would bresk any
ballerinas heart.

"Like you don't know," Jasper teased, and they were swiftly on their way. Jasper managed to
inconspicuoudy close the door behind them.

"What will we be playing?' | demanded.
"You will bewatching," Edward clarified. "Wewill be playing basebdl.”
| rolled my eyes. "Vampireslike basebal?"

"It'sthe American pastime," he said with mock solemnity.

17. THE GAME

It was just beginning to drizzle when Edward turned onto my street. Up until that moment, I'd had no
doubt that he'd be staying with me while | spent afew interim hoursin thered world.

And then | saw the black car, aweathered Ford, parked in Charlie's driveway — and heard Edward
mutter something unintelligiblein alow, harshvoice.

Leaning away from the rain under the shallow front porch, Jacob Black stood behind hisfather's
whedlchair. Billy'sface wasimpassive as stone as Edward parked my truck against the curb. Jacob
gtared down, his expresson mortified.

Edward'slow voice wasfurious. "Thisiscrossng theline”

"He cameto warn Charlie?' | guessed, more horrified than angry.

Edward just nodded, answering Billy's gaze through the rain with narrowed eyes.

| felt weak with rdlief that Charlie wasn't home yet.

"Let meded withthis" | suggested. Edward's black glare made me anxious.

Tomy surprise, he agreed. "That's probably best. Be careful, though. The child hasno idea.”

| bridled alittle at theword child. "Jacob is not that much younger than | am,” | reminded him.



Helooked at methen, his anger abruptly fading. "Oh, | know," he assured mewith agrin.

| sighed and put my hand on the door handle.

"Get theminsde," heingtructed, "so | can leave. I'll be back around dusk."

"Do you want my truck?" | offered, meanwhile wondering how | would explain its absence to Charlie.
Herolled hiseyes. "I could walk home faster than thistruck moves."

"You don't haveto leave" | said wistfully.

He smiled at my glum expression. "Actudly, | do. After you get rid of them" — hethrew adark glancein
the Blacks direction — "you till have to prepare Charlie to meet your new boyfriend.” He grinned
widely, showing dl of histeeth.

| groaned. "Thanksalot."

He smiled the crooked smilethat | loved. "I'll be back soon," he promised. His eyesflickered back to the
porch, and then he leaned in to swiftly kiss me just under the edge of my jaw. My heart lurched
franticaly, and |, too, glanced toward the porch. Billy's face was no longer impassive, and his hands
clutched a the armrests of hischair.

"Soon," | stressed as | opened the door and stepped out into the rain.
| could fed hiseyeson my back as | haf-ran through the light sprinkle toward the porch.

"Hey, Billy. Hi, Jacob." | greeted them as cheerfully as| could manage. "Charlies gonefor the day — |
hope you haven't been waiting long.”

"Not long," Billy said in asubdued tone. His black eyeswere piercing. "'l just wanted to bring thisup.” He
indicated a brown paper sack resting in hislap.

"Thanks" | said, though | had no ideawhat it could be. "Why don't you comein for aminute and dry
off?"

| pretended to be obliviousto hisintense scrutiny as| unlocked the door, and waved them in ahead of
me.

"Here, let metakethat,” | offered, turning to shut the door. | alowed myself onelast glance at Edward.
Hewaswaiting, perfectly still, hiseyes solemn.

"Youll want to put it in thefridge,” Billy noted as he handed me the package. "I1t's some of Harry
Clearwater's homemade fish fry — Charliesfavorite. The fridge keepsit drier.” He shrugged.

"Thanks," | repeated, but with feding thistime. "I was running out of new waysto fix fish, and he's bound
to bring home more tonight."

"Fishing again?' Billy asked with asubtle gleam in hiseye. "Down at the usud spot? Maybe I'll run by
and seehim.”

"No," I quickly lied, my face going hard. "He was headed someplace new... but | have no ideawhere.”

Hetook in my changed expression, and it made him thoughtful.



"Jake" hesad, till gppraisng me. "Why don't you go get that new picture of Rebeccaout of the car?I'll
leave that for Charlie, too."

"Whereisit?' Jacob asked, hisvoice morose. | glanced a him, but he was staring at the floor, his
eyebrows pulling together.

"l think | saw itinthetrunk,” Billy said. "Y ou may haveto dig for it."
Jacob douched back out into therain.

Billy and | faced each other in silence. After afew seconds, the quiet started to fedl awkward, so | turned
and headed to the kitchen. | could hear hiswet wheels squesk againgt the linoleum as he followed.

| shoved the bag onto the crowded top shelf of the fridge, and spun around to confront him. His deeply
lined face was unreadable.

"Charliewon't be back for along time." My voice was dmost rude.

He nodded in agreement, but said nothing.

"Thanksagain for thefish fry," | hinted.

He continued nodding. | sighed and folded my arms across my chest.

He seemed to sensethat | had given up on small talk. "Bella," he said, and then he hesitated.
| waited.

"Bella" hesad again, "Charlieis one of my best friends.”

"es"

He spoke each word carefully in his rumbling voice. "I noticed you've been spending time with one of the
Cullens”

"Yes" | repeated curtly.
His eyes narrowed. "Maybeit's none of my business, but | don't think that is such agood idea.”
"You'reright," | agreed. "It is none of your business.”

Heraised hisgraying eyebrows at my tone. ™Y ou probably don't know this, but the Cullen family hasan
unpleasant reputation on the reservation.”

"Actudly, | did know thet," | informed himin ahard voice. Thissurprised him. "But that reputation
couldn't be deserved, could it? Because the Cullens never set foot on the reservation, do they?' | could
seethat my lessthan subtle reminder of the agreement that both bound and protected histribe pulled him
up short.

"That'strue," he acceded, his eyes guarded. "Y ou seem... well informed about the Cullens. More
informed than | expected.”

| stared him down. "Maybe even better informed than you are.”

He pursed histhick lips as he consdered that. "Maybe." he dlowed, but his eyeswere shrewd. "Is
Charlieaswdl informed?"



He had found the weak chink in my armor.

"Charlielikesthe Cullensalot,” | hedged. He clearly understood my evasion. His expression was
unhappy, but unsurprised.

"It'snot my busness," hesaid. "But it may be Charli€s.
"Though it would be my business, again, whether or not | think that it's Charli€'s business, right?"

| wondered if he even understood my confused question as| struggled not to say anything compromising.
But he seemed to. He thought about it while the rain picked up against the roof, the only sound bresking
theslence.

"Yes," hefindly surrendered. "I guessthat's your business, too."

| Sghed with relief. "Thanks, Billy."

"Jugt think about what you're doing, Bella," he urged.

"Okay," | agreed quickly.

Hefrowned. "What | meant to say was, don't do what you're doing.”

| looked into his eyes, filled with nothing but concern for me, and there was nothing | could say.
Just then the front door banged loudly, and | jumped at the sound.

"There's no picture anywherein that car." Jacob's complaining voice reached us before he did. The
shoulders of his shirt were stained with therain, his hair dripping, when he rounded the corner.

"Hmm," Billy grunted, suddenly detached, spinning his chair around to face hisson. "I guess| Ieft it at
home"

Jacob rolled hiseyesdraméticdly. "Great."

"Well, Bdla, tdl Charlie' — Billy paused before continuing — "that we stopped by, | mean.”
"I will," I muttered.

Jacob was surprised. "Are we leaving aready?'

"Charliesgonnabeout late," Billy explained as herolled himsdlf past Jacob.

"Oh." Jacob looked disgppointed. "Wdll, | guessI'll seeyou later, then, Bella."

"Sure," | agreed.

"Take care," Billy warned me. | didn't answer.

Jacob helped hisfather out the door. | waved briefly, glancing swiftly toward my now-empty truck, and
then shut the door before they were gone.

| stood in the hallway for aminute, listening to the sound of their car asit backed out and drove away. |
stayed where | was, waiting for the irritation and anxiety to subside. When thetenson eventualy faded a
bit, I headed upstairs to change out of my dressy clothes.



| tried on acouple of different tops, not sure what to expect tonight. As| concentrated on what was
coming, what had just passed became ingignificant. Now that | was removed from Jasper's and Edward's
influence, | began to make up for not being terrified before. | gave up quickly on choosing an outfit —
throwing on an old flanndl shirt and jeans— knowing | would beinmy raincoat al night anyway.

The phonerang and | sprinted downstairsto get it. There was only one voice | wanted to hear; anything
else would be adisgppointment. But | knew that if he wanted to talk to me, he'd probably just
meateridizein my room.

"Hdlo?" | asked, breathless.
"Bdla?It'sme" Jesscasaid.

"Oh, hey, Jess." | scrambled for amoment to come back down to redlity. It felt like months rather than
days since I'd spoken to Jess. "How was the dance?’

"It was so much fun!" Jessica gushed. Needing no more invitation than that, she launched into a
minute-by-minute account of the previous night. | mmm'd and ahh'd at the right places, but it wasn't easy
to concentrate. Jessica, Mike, the dance, the school — they al seemed strangely irrdlevant at the
moment. My eyes kept flashing to the window, trying to judge the degree of light behind the heavy
clouds.

"Did you hear what | said, Bella?' Jess asked, irritated.
"I'm sorry, what?'

"l said, Mike kissed me! Can you blieveit?'

"That's wonderful, Jess" | said.

"So what did you do yesterday?" Jessica challenged, till sounding bothered by my lack of attention. Or
maybe she was upset because | hadn't asked for detalls.

"Nothing, redly. | just hung around outside to enjoy the sun.”
| heard Charlie's car in the garage.
"Did you ever hear anything more from Edward Cullen?’

Thefront door dammed and | could hear Charlie banging around under the sairs, putting histackle
avay.

"Um." | heditated, not sure what my story was anymore.

"Hi there, kiddo!" Charlie called as he walked into the kitchen. | waved at him.

Jess heard hisvoice. "Oh, your dad'sthere. Never mind — weélll talk tomorrow. Seeyou in Trig."
"Seeya, Jess" | hung up the phone.

"Hey, Dad," | said. He was scrubbing his handsin the snk. "Wheresthe fish?'

"l put it out in the freezer."

"I'll go grab afew pieces before they freeze— Billy dropped off some of Harry Clearwater'sfish fry this



afternoon.” | worked to sound enthusiastic.
"Hedid?' Charlieseyeslit up. "That's my favorite.”

Charlie cleaned up while | got dinner ready. It didn't take long till we were sitting at the table, eating in
dlence. Charliewas enjoying hisfood. | was wondering desperatdly how to fulfill my assgnment,
struggling to think of away to broach the subject.

"What did you do with yourself today?" he asked, snapping me out of my reverie.

"Well, thisafternoon | just hung out around the house..." Only the very recent part of this afternoon,
actudly. | tried to keep my voice upbesat, but my stomach was hollow. "And thismorning | was over at
the Cullens."

Charlie dropped hisfork.

"Dr. Cullen's place?' he asked in astonishment.

| pretended not to notice hisreaction. "Y eah.”

"What were you doing there?' He hadn't picked hisfork back up.

"Wadll, | sort of have adate with Edward Cullen tonight, and he wanted to introduce meto his parents...
Dad?'

It appeared that Charlie was having an aneurysm.

"Dad, areyou dl right?"

"Y ou are going out with Edward Cullen?" he thundered.

Uh-oh. "I thought you liked the Cullens.

"He'stoo old for you," he ranted.

"We're both juniors,” | corrected, though he was more right than he dreamed.

"Wait..." He paused. "Which oneis Edwin?'

"Edward isthe younges, the one with the reddish brown hair.” The beautiful one, the godlike one...

"Oh, well, that's' — he struggled — "better, | guess. | don't likethelook of that big one. I'm sure he'sa
nice boy and dl, but helookstoo... mature for you. Isthis Edwin your boyfriend?’

"It's Edward, Dad."
"Ishe?'
"Sort of, | guess.”

"You said last night that you weren't interested in any of the boysin town.” But he picked up hisfork
again, o | could seethe worst was over.

"Wedl, Edward doesn't livein town, Dad."

He gave me adisparaging ook as he chewed.



"And, anyways," | continued, "it'skind of at an early stage, you know. Don't embarrass mewith dl the
boyfriend talk, okay?'

"When ishe coming over?'
"Hell be herein afew minutes”
"Whereishetaking you?'

| groaned loudly. "1 hope you're getting the Spanish Inquisition out of your system now. Were going to
play basebd| with hisfamily.”

Hisface puckered, and then hefindly chuckled. " You're playing basebdl?!

"Wdl, I'll probably watch mogt of thetime."

"You mus redly likethisguy,”" he observed suspicioudly.

| Sghed and rolled my eyesfor his benefit.

| heard the roar of an engine pull up in front of the house. | jumped up and started cleaning my dishes.
"Leavethedishes, | can do them tonight. Y ou baby metoo much.”

The doorbell rang, and Charlie stalked off to answer it. | was hdf a step behind him.

| hadn't redlized how hard it was pouring outside. Edward stood in the halo of the porch light, looking
likeamale modd in an advertisement for raincoats.

"Comeonin, Edward."

| bresthed asgh of rdief when Charlie got his nameright.
"Thanks, Chief Swan," Edward said in arespectful voice.
"Go ahead and call me Charlie. Here, I'll take your jacket.”
"Thanks, Sr."

"Have a seet there, Edward.”

| grimaced.

Edward sat down fluidly inthe only chair, forcing meto St next to Chief Swan on the sofa. | quickly shot
him adirty look. He winked behind Charlie's back.

"So | hear you're getting my girl to watch basebal." Only in Washington would the fact thet it wasraining
buckets have no bearing at dl on the playing of outdoor sports.

"Yes, gr, that'sthe plan." He didn't look surprised that I'd told my father the truth. He might have been
ligening, though.

"Well, more power to you, | guess.”
Charlielaughed, and Edward joined in.



"Okay." | sood up. "Enough humor at my expense. Let'sgo.” | walked back to the hall and pulled on my
jacket. They followed.

"Not too late, Bell."

"Don't worry, Charlie, I'll have her home early," Edward promised.
"Y ou take care of my girl, dl right?"

| groaned, but they ignored me.

"Shelll be safewith me, | promise, Sr.”

Charlie couldn't doubt Edward's Sincerity, it rang in every word.

| stalked out. They both laughed, and Edward followed me.

| stopped dead on the porch. There, behind my truck, was amonster Jeep. Itstires were higher than my
waist. There were metal guards over the headlights and tail-lights, and four large spotlights attached to the
crash bar. The hardtop was shiny red.

Charlielet out alow whidtle.
"Wear your seat belts," he choked out.

Edward followed me around to my side and opened the door. | gauged the distance to the seat and
prepared to jump for it. He Sighed, and then lifted me in with one hand. | hoped Charlie didn't notice.

Ashewent around to the driver'sside, a anormal, human pace, | tried to put on my seet belt. But there
were too many buckles.

"What'sdl this?' | asked when he opened the door.
"It'san off-roading harness."
"Uh-oh."

| tried to find the right places for al the bucklesto fit, but it wasn't going too quickly. He sighed again and
reached over to help me. | was glad that the rain was too heavy to see Charlie clearly on the porch. That
meant he couldn't see how Edward's hands lingered at my neck, brushed dong my collarbones. | gave up
trying to help him and focused on not hyperventilating.

Edward turned the key and the engine roared to life. We pulled away from the house.
"Thisisa... um... big Jeep you have."

"ItsEmmett's. | didn't think you'd want to run the whole way."

"Where do you keep thisthing?'

"We remodeled one of the outbuildingsinto agarage.”

"Aren't you going to put on your seat belt?"

Hethrew me adisbdieving look.



Then something sunk in.

"Runthe whole way? Asin, were still going to run part of the way?' My voice edged up afew octaves.
He grinned tightly. "Y ou're not going to run.”

"I'm going to be sick."

"Keep your eyesclosed, you'll befine.”

| bit my lip, fighting the panic.

He leaned over to kissthe top of my head, and then groaned. | looked at him, puzzled.

"You smel sogoodintheran,” he explained.

"In agood way, or in abad way?" | asked cautioudly.

He sghed. "Both, dways both."

| don't know how he found hisway in the gloom and downpour, but he somehow found aside road that
wasless of aroad and more of a mountain path. For along while conversation wasimpossible, because |
was bouncing up and down on the sest like ajackhammer. He seemed to enjoy theride, though, smiling
hugdly the whole way.

And then we came to the end of the road; the trees formed green walls on three sdes of the Jeep. The
rain was amere drizzle, dowing every second, the sky brighter through the clouds.

"Sorry, Bella, we have to go on foot from here.”

"Y ou know what? I'll just wait here.”

"What happened to al your courage? Y ou were extraordinary this morning.”

"I haven't forgotten the last time yet." Could it have been only yesterday?

Hewas around to my side of the car in ablur. He started unbuckling me.

"I'll get those, you go on ahead,” | protested.

"Hmmm..." he mused as he quickly finished. "It seems|'m going to have to tamper with your memory."

Before | could react, he pulled me from the Jeep and set my feet on the ground. 1t was barely misting
now; Alice was going to beright.

"Tamper with my memory?' | asked nervoudly.

"Something like that." He was watching me intently, carefully, but there was humor degp in hiseyes. He
placed his hands againgt the Jeep on either side of my head and leaned forward, forcing me to press back
againgt the door. He leaned in even closer, hisface inchesfrom mine. | had no room to escape.

"Now," he breathed, and just his smell disturbed my thought processes, "what exactly are you worrying
about?'

"Waell, um, hitting atree—" | gulped "— and dying. And then getting Sick.”



He fought back asmile. Then he bent his head down and touched his cold lips softly to the hollow at the
base of my throat.

"Areyou gill worried now?" he murmured against my skin.

"Yes." | struggled to concentrate. "About hitting trees and getting sick.”

His nose drew aline up the skin of my throet to the point of my chin. His cold breath tickled my skin.
"And now?" Hislipswhispered against my jaw.

"Trees," | gasped. "Motion sickness."

Helifted hisfaceto kissmy eydids. "Bella, you don't redly think | would hit atree, do you?'

"No, but | might." There was no confidencein my voice. He smelled an easy victory.

He kissed dowly down my cheek, stopping just at the corner of my mouth.

"Would | let atree hurt you?' Hislips bardly brushed against my trembling lower lip.

"No," | breathed. | knew there was a second part to my brilliant defense, but | couldn't quite call it back.
"You see" hesad, hislipsmoving againgt mine. "Therés nothing to be afraid of, isthere?’

"No," | 9ghed, giving up.

Then hetook my facein hishands admost roughly, and kissed mein earnest, hisunyielding lips moving
agang mine.

Thereredly was no excuse for my behavior. Obvioudy | knew better by now. And yet | couldn't seem
to stop from reacting exactly as| had thefirst time. Instead of keeping safely motionless, my arms
reached up to twinetightly around his neck, and | was suddenly welded to his stonefigure. | sghed, and

my lips parted.

He staggered back, breaking my grip effortlesdy.

"Damnit, Bella" he broke off, gasping. "Y ou'll be the death of me, | swear you will."
| leaned over, bracing my hands against my kneesfor support.
"You'reindestructible,” I mumbled, trying to catch my bregath.

"I might have believed that before | met you. Now let's get out of here before | do something redlly
supid,” he growled.

He threw me across his back as he had before, and | could see the extraeffort it took for him to be as
gentleashewas. | locked my legs around hiswaist and secured my armsin a choke hold around his
neck.

"Don't forget to close your eyes,” he warned severdly.
| quickly tucked my face into his shoulder blade, under my own arm, and squeezed my eyes shuit.

And I could hardly tell we were moving. | could fed him gliding along benesth me, but he could have
been gtrolling down the sidewalk, the movement was so smooth. | was tempted to peek, just to seeif he



was redly flying through the forest like before, but | resisted. It wasn't worth that awful dizziness. |
contented mysdf with listening to his bresth come and go evenly.

| wasn't quite sure we had stopped until he reached back and touched my hair.
"It'sover, Bdla"

| dared to open my eyes, and, sure enough, we were at a standstill. | stiffly unlocked my stranglehold on
his body and dipped to the ground, landing on my backside.

"Oh!" | huffed as| hit the wet ground.

He stared a meincreduloudy, evidently not sure whether he was il too mad to find me funny. But my
bewildered expression pushed him over the edge, and he broke into aroar of laughter.

| picked myself up, ignoring him as| brushed the mud and bracken off the back of my jacket. That only
made him laugh harder. Annoyed, | began to stride off into the forest.

| felt hisarm around my waist.
"Where are you going, Bella?'

"To watch abaseball game. Y ou don't seem to be interested in playing anymore, but I'm sure the others
will have fun without you."

"Y ou're going thewrong way."
| turned around without looking a him, and stalked off in the opposite direction. He caught me again.

"Don't be mad, | couldn't help mysdlf. Y ou should have seen your face." He chuckled before he could
sop himsdf.

"Oh, you're the only onewho's dlowed to get mad?' | asked, ralsing my eyebrows.
"l wasn't mad at you."

"'Bella, you'll be the death of me?" | quoted sourly.

"That was Smply agtatement of fact.”

| tried to turn away from him again, but he hedld mefadt.

"Youweremad,” | ingsted.

"es"

"But you just said —"

"That | wasn't mad at you. Can't you seethat, Bella?' He was suddenly intense, al trace of teasing gone.
"Don't you understand?'

"Seewhat?' | demanded, confused by his sudden mood swing as much as hiswords.
"I'm never angry with you— how could | be? Brave, trusting... warm asyou are.”

"Thenwhy?" | whispered, remembering the black moods that pulled him away from me, that I'd dways



interpreted as well-justified frustration — frustration a my weekness, my downess, my unruly human
reactions...

He put his hands carefully on both sides of my face. "'l infuriate mysdf," he said gently. "Theway | can't
seem to keep from putting you in danger. My very existence putsyou at risk. Sometimes | truly hate
myself. | should be stronger, | should be ableto —"

| placed my hand over hismouth. "Don't."
Hetook my hand, moving it from hislips, but holding it to hisface.
"I loveyou," hesaid. "It'sapoor excusefor what I'm doing, but it's ill true.”

It wasthefirst time held said he loved me— in so many words. He might not redlizeit, but | certainly
did.

"Now, pleasetry to behave yourself," he continued, and he bent to softly brush hislips againgt mine.
| held properly till. Then | sghed.

"Y ou promised Chief Swan that you would have me home early, remember? Wed better get going.”
"Yes, maam.”

He smiled wistfully and released dl of me but one hand. He led me afew feet through thetall, wet ferns
and draping moss, around a massive hemlock tree, and we were there, on the edge of an enormous open
fiddinthelap of the Olympic pesks. It was twice the Sze of any baseball stadium.

| could see the others dll there; Esme, Emmett, and Rosalie, Sitting on a bare outcropping of rock, were
the closest to us, maybe a hundred yards away. Much farther out | could see Jasper and Alice, at least a
guarter of amile apart, appearing to throw something back and forth, but | never saw any ball. It looked
like Carlide was marking bases, but could they redly be that far gpart?

When we came into view, the three on the rocks rose.

Esme started toward us. Emmett followed after along look at Rosdie's back; Rosdie had risen gracefully
and strode off toward the field without a glance in our direction. My stomach quivered uneasily in

response.
"Wasthat you we heard, Edward?' Esme asked as she approached.

"It sounded like abear choking," Emmett clarified.

| smiled hesitantly a Esme. "That washim."

"Belawas being unintentiondly funny," Edward explained, quickly settling the score.

Alice had l€ft her position and was running, or dancing, toward us. She hurtled to afluid stop at our feet.
"It'stime," she announced.

As soon as she spoke, adeep rumble of thunder shook the forest beyond us, and then crashed westward
toward town.

"Eerig, isn't it?' Emmett said with easy familiarity, winking at me.



"Let'sgo." Alice reached for Emmett's hand and they darted toward the oversized field; sheran likea
gazdle. He was nearly as graceful and just asfast — yet Emmett could never be compared to agazelle.

"Areyou ready for some ball?' Edward asked, his eyes eager, bright.
| tried to sound appropriately enthusiagtic. "Go team!™

He snickered and, after mussing my hair, bounded off after the other two. His run was more aggressive, a
cheetah rather than agazelle, and he quickly overtook them. The grace and power took my breath away.

"Shall we go down?' Esme asked in her soft, melodic voice, and | redized | was staring openmouthed
after him. | quickly reassembled my expression and nodded. Esme kept afew feet between us, and |
wondered if shewas Hill being careful not to frighten me. She matched her stride to mine without seeming

impatient at the pace.

"You don't play with them?' | asked shyly.

"No, | prefer to referee— |1 like kegping them honest,” she explained.
"Do they like to cheet, then?'

"Oh yes— you should hear the argumentsthey get into! Actudly, | hope you don't, you would think they
were raised by a pack of wolves."

"Y ou sound like my mom," | laughed, surprised.

Shelaughed, too. "Wdll, | do think of them as my childrenin most ways. | never could get over my
mothering instincts— did Edward tell you | had lost achild?’

"No," I murmured, stunned, scrambling to understand what lifetime she was remembering.

"Yes, my first and only baby. He died just afew days after he was born, the poor tiny thing,” she sighed.
"It broke my heart — that'swhy | jumped off the cliff, you know," she added matter-of-factly.

"Edward just said you f-fdll,” | sammered.

"Alwaysthe gentleman." She smiled. "Edward wasthefirst of my new sons. I've aways thought of him
that way, even though he'solder than |, in oneway at least.” She smiled a mewarmly. "That'swhy I'm
s0 happy that he'sfound you, dear." The endearment sounded very natural on her lips. "He's been the
odd man out for far too long; it's hurt meto see him aone.”

"Y ou don't mind, then?" | asked, hesitant again. "That I'm... dl wrong for him?"

"No." Shewasthoughtful. "Y ou're what he wants. It will work out, somehow," she said, though her
forehead creased with worry. Another pedl of thunder began.

Esme stopped then; apparently, we'd reached the edge of thefield. It looked asif they had formed
teams. Edward wasfar out in left field, Carlide stood between the first and second bases, and Alice held
the bal, positioned on the spot that must be the pitcher's mound.

Emmett was swinging an duminum bat; it whistled dmost untracegbly through the air. | waited for himto
approach home plate, but then | redlized, as hetook his stance, that he was aready there — farther from
the pitcher's mound than | would have thought possible. Jasper stood severa feet behind him, catching
for the other team. Of course, none of them had gloves.



"All right,"” Esme called in aclear voice, which | knew even Edward would heer, asfar out as he was.
"Batter up."

Alice stood straight, deceptively motionless. Her style seemed to be stedlth rather than an intimidating
windup. She held the bal in both hands at her waist, and then, like the strike of acobra, her right hand
flicked out and the ball smacked into Jasper's hand.

"Wasthat astrike?' | whispered to Esme.
"If they don't hitit, it'sastrike," shetold me.

Jasper hurled the ball back to Aliceswaiting hand. She permitted hersdlf abrief grin. And then her hand
Spun out again.

Thistime the bat somehow made it around in timeto smash into theinvisible bal. The crack of impact
was shattering, thunderous; it echoed off the mountains— | immediately understood the necessity of the
thunderstorm.

Theball shot like ameteor above thefield, flying deep into the surrounding forest.
"Homerun," | murmured.

"Wait," Esme cautioned, listening intently, one hand raised. Emmett was ablur around the bases, Carlide
shadowing him. | redlized Edward was missing.

"Out!" Esmecried in aclear voice. | stared in disbelief as Edward sprang from the fringe of the trees, ball
in hisupraised hand, hiswide grin visble evento me.

"Emmett hitsthe hardest,” Esme explained, "but Edward runsthe fastest.”

The inning continued before my incredulous eyes. It wasimpossible to keep up with the speed at which
the ball flew, the rate at which their bodies raced around the field.

| learned the other reason they waited for athunderstorm to play when Jasper, trying to avoid Edward's
infaliblefielding, hit aground ball toward Carlide. Carlideran into the bal, and then raced Jasper to firgt
base. When they collided, the sound was like the crash of two massive faling boulders. | jJumped upin
concern, but they were somehow unscathed.

"Safe" Esmecdled in acam voice

Emmett's team was up by one— Rosalie managed to flit around the bases after tagging up on one of
Emmett'slong flies— when Edward caught the third out. He sprinted to my side, sparkling with
excitement.

"What do you think?" he asked.

"Onething'sfor sure, I'll never be able to sit through dull old Mgor League Basebd| again.”
"And it soundslike you did so much of that before," he laughed.

"I am alittle disappointed,” | teased.

"Why?" he asked, puzzled.

"Well, it would be niceif I could find just one thing you didn't do better than everyone e se on the planet.”



He flashed his special crooked smile, leaving me breathless.
"I'm up,” he said, heading for the plate.

He played intelligently, keeping the bl low, out of the reach of Rosdlie's dways-ready hand in the
outfield, gaining two baseslike lightning before Emmett could get the bal back in play. Carlide knocked
one o far out of the field — with aboom that hurt my ears— that he and Edward both madeit in. Alice
dapped them dainty high fives.

The score congtantly changed as the game continued, and they razzed each other like any street
ballplayers as they took turnswith the lead. Occasiondly Esme would cal them to order. The thunder
rumbled on, but we stayed dry, as Alice had predicted.

Carlidewas up to bat, Edward catching, when Alice suddenly gasped. My eyes were on Edward, as
usual, and | saw his head snap up to look at her. Their eyes met and something flowed between them in
an ingant. He was at my side before the others could ask Alice what was wrong.

"Alice?' Esmesvoicewastense.

"l didn't see— | couldn't tell," she whispered.

All the others were gathered by thistime.

"What isit, Alice?' Carlide asked with the calm voice of authority.

"They were traveling much quicker than | thought. | can see | had the perspective wrong before," she
murmured.

Jasper leaned over her, his posture protective. "What changed?' he asked.

"They heard us playing, and it changed their path," she said, contrite, asif shefdt responsible for
whatever had frightened her.

Seven pairsof quick eyesflashed to my face and away.

"How soon?"' Carlide said, turning toward Edward.

A look of intense concentration crossed hisface.

"L essthan five minutes. They're running — they want to play.” He scowled.
"Canyou makeit?' Carlide asked him, hiseyesflicking toward me again.

"No, not carrying—" He cut short. "Besides, the last thing we need isfor them to catch the scent and
dart hunting.”

"How many?' Emmett asked Alice.
"Three," she answered tersdly.
"Threel" he scoffed. "L et them come.” The sted bands of muscle flexed dong hismassve ams.

For asplit second that seemed much longer than it redlly was, Carlide deliberated. Only Emmett seemed
unperturbed; therest stared at Carlidé€'s face with anxious eyes.

"Let'sjust continuethe game," Carlidefindly decided. His voice was cool and levd. "Alice said they



were Smply curious.”

All thiswas said in aflurry of wordsthat lasted only afew seconds. | had listened carefully and caught
mogt of it, though | couldn't hear what Esme now asked Edward with aslent vibration of her lips. | only
saw the dight shake of hishead and the look of relief on her face.

"You caich, Esme" hesaid. "I'll cdl it now." And he planted himsdlf in front of me.

The othersreturned to the field, warily sweeping the dark forest with their sharp eyes. Alice and Esme
seemed to orient themsalves around where | stood.

"Take your hair down," Edward said in alow, even voice.
| obediently did the rubber band out of my hair and shook it out around me.
| stated the obvious. "The others are coming now."

"Yes, say very ill, keep quiet, and don't move from my side, please” He hid the stressin hisvoice well,
but | could hear it. He pulled my long hair forward, around my face.

"That won't hep," Alice said softly. "'l could smell her acrossthefield.”

"l know." A hint of frustration colored histone.

Carlide stood at the plate, and the othersjoined the game halfheartedly.

"What did Esme ask you?"' | whispered.

He hesitated for a second before he answered. "Whether they were thirsty,” he muttered unwillingly.

The seconds ticked by; the game progressed with apathy now. No one dared to hit harder than a bunt,
and Emmett, Rosdie, and Jasper hovered in the infield. Now and again, despite the fear that numbed my
brain, | was aware of Rosaie's eyes on me. They were expressionless, but something about the way she
held her mouth made methink she was angry.

Edward paid no attention to the game at dl, eyes and mind ranging the forest.

"I'm sorry, Bdlla," he muttered fiercely. "It was stupid, irresponsble, to expose you likethis. I'm so
sorry.”

| heard his breath stop, and his eyes zeroed in on right field. Hetook ahaf step, angling himsalf between
me and what was coming.

Carlide, Emmett, and the others turned in the same direction, hearing sounds of passage much too faint
for my ears.

18. THE HUNT

They emerged one by one from the forest edge, ranging a dozen meters gpart. Thefirst maeinto the
clearing fell back immediatdly, alowing the other mae to take the front, orienting himself around thetall,
dark-haired man in amanner that clearly displayed who led the pack. The third was awoman; from this
distance, dl | could see of her was that her hair was a startling shade of red.



They closed ranks before they continued cautioudy toward Edward's family, exhibiting the natural
respect of atroop of predators asit encountersalarger, unfamiliar group of its own kind.

Asthey approached, | could see how different they were from the Cullens. Their walk was catlike, agait
that seemed constantly on the edge of shifting into a crouch. They dressed in the ordinary gear of
backpackers. jeans and casua button-down shirtsin heavy, weatherproof fabrics. The clothes were
frayed, though, with wear, and they were barefoot. Both men had cropped hair, but the woman's brilliant
orange hair wasfilled with leaves and debris from the woods.

Their sharp eyes carefully took in the more polished, urbane stance of Carlide, who, flanked by Emmett
and Jasper, stepped guardedly forward to meet them. Without any seeming communication between
them, they each straightened into amore casud, erect bearing.

The man in front was easily the most beautiful, his skin olive-toned benegth the typical pdlor, hishair a
glossy black. He was of amedium build, hard-muscled, of course, but nothing next to Emmett's brawn.
He smiled an easy amile, exposing aflash of gleaming white teeth.

Thewoman waswilder, her eyes shifting restlesdy between the men facing her, and the loose grouping
around me, her chaotic hair quivering in the dight breeze. Her posture was distinctly feline. The second
male hovered unobtrusively behind them, dighter than the leeder, hislight brown hair and regular festures
both nondescript. His eyes, though completely sill, somehow seemed the most vigilant.

Their eyes were different, too. Not the gold or black | had come to expect, but a deep burgundy color
that was disturbing and sinigter.

The dark-haired man, still smiling, stepped toward Carlide.

"We thought we heard agame," he said in arelaxed voice with the dightest of French accents. "I'm
Laurent, these are Victoriaand James." He gestured to the vampires beside him.

"I'm Carlide. Thisismy family, Emmett and Jasper, Rosdie, Esme and Alice, Edward and Bella" He
pointed us out in groups, deliberately not caling atention to individuas. | felt ashock when he said my
name,

"Do you have room for afew more players?' Laurent asked sociably.

Carlide matched Laurent'sfriendly tone. "Actudly, we were just finishing up. But wed certainly be
interested another time. Are you planning to say in the areafor long?’

"We're headed north, in fact, but we were curious to see who was in the neighborhood. We haven't run
into any company inalong time.”

"No, thisregion isusualy empty except for us and the occasiond visitor, like yourselves.”

The tense atmosphere had dowly subsided into acasual conversation; | guessed that Jasper was using his
peculiar gift to control the Situation.

"What's your hunting range?" Laurent casudly inquired.

Carlideignored the assumption behind theinquiry. "The Olympic Range here, up and down the Coast
Ranges on occasion. We keep a permanent residence nearby. There's another permanent settlement like
oursup near Dendi."

Laurent rocked back on hishedsdightly.



"Permanent? How do you manage that?' There was honest curiogity in hisvoice.

"Why don't you come back to our home with us and we can talk comfortably?' Carlideinvited. "It'sa
rather long sory."

James and Victoria exchanged asurprised look at the mention of theword "home," but Laurent
controlled his expresson better.

"That sounds very interesting, and welcome." His smile was genid. "Weve been on the hunt dl the way
down from Ontario, and we haven't had the chanceto clean up in awhile" Hiseyes moved
appreciatively over Carlide'srefined appearance.

"Please don't take offense, but we'd appreciateit if you'd refrain from hunting in thisimmediate area. We
have to stay inconspicuous, you understand,” Carlide explained.

"Of course." Laurent nodded. "We certainly won't encroach on your territory. We just ate outside of
Sesttle, anyway," helaughed. A shiver ran up my spine.

"WEell show you theway if you'd like to run with us— Emmett and Alice, you can go with Edward and
Bellato get the Jeep,” he casually added.

Three things seemed to happen smultaneoudy while Carlide was spesking. My hair ruffled with the light
breeze, Edward stiffened, and the second male, James, suddenly whipped his head around, scrutinizing
me, hisnogtrilsflaring.

A swift rigidity fell on dl of them as James lurched one step forward into a crouch. Edward bared his
teeth, crouching in defense, aferd snarl ripping from histhroat.

It was nothing like the playful sounds I'd heard from him this morning; it was the Sngle most menacing
thing | had ever heard, and chills ran from the crown of my head to the back of my hedls.

"What'sthis?" Laurent exclaimed in open surprise. Neither James nor Edward relaxed their aggressive
poses. James feinted dightly to the Side, and Edward shifted in response.

"She'swith us" Carlide'sfirm rebuff was directed toward James. Laurent seemed to caich my scent less
powerfully than James, but awareness now dawned on hisface.

"Y ou brought a snack?" he asked, his expression incredulous as he took an involuntary step forward.

Edward snarled even more ferocioudy, harshly, hislip curling high above his glistening, bared teeth.
Laurent stepped back again.

"l said she'swith us," Carlide corrected in ahard voice.
"But she's human,” Laurent protested. The words were not at al aggressive, merely astounded.

"Yes" Emmett was very much in evidence at Carlides side, hiseyes on James. Jamesdowly
straightened out of his crouch, but his eyes never left me, hisnogtrils still wide. Edward stayed tensed like
alioninfront of me.

When Laurent spoke, his tone was soothing — trying to defuse the sudden hogtility. "It appears we have
alot to learn about each other.”

"Indeed." Carlid€svoicewas dill coal.



"But wed like to accept your invitation." His eyesflicked toward me and back to Carlide. "And, of
course, we will not harm the human girl. Wewon't hunt in your range, as| said.”

James glanced in disbdlief and aggravation at Laurent and exchanged another brief look with Victoria,
whose eyes Hill flickered edgily from face to face.

Carlide measured Laurent's open expression for amoment before he spoke. "WEell show you the way.
Jasper, Rosdie, Esme?" he called. They gathered together, blocking me from view asthey converged.
Alicewasingantly at my side, and Emmett fell back dowly, hiseyeslocked on James as he backed
toward us.

"Let'sgo, Bdla" Edward's voice was low and bleak.

Thiswholetime I'd been rooted in place, terrified into absolute immobility. Edward had to grip my elbow
and pull sharply to bresk my trance. Alice and Emmett were close behind us, hiding me. | ssumbled
aongsde Edward, still stunned with fear. | couldn't heer if the main group had left yet. Edward's
impatience was almost tangible as we moved a human speed to the forest edge.

Oncewe wereinto the trees, Edward dung me over his back without breaking stride. | gripped astightly
as possible as he took off, the others close on his hedls. | kept my head down, but my eyes, wide with
fright, wouldn't close. They plunged through the now-black forest like wraiths. The sense of exhilaration
that usually seemed to possess Edward as he ran was completely absent, replaced by afury that
consumed him and drove him till faster. Even with me on his back, the otherstrailed behind.

We reached the Jeep in an impossibly short time, and Edward barely dowed as he flung meinthe
backsest.

"Strap her in," he ordered Emmett, who did in besde me.

Alicewas dready in the front seat, and Edward was starting the engine. It roared to life and we swerved
backward, spinning around to face the winding road.

Edward was growling something too fast for me to understand, but it sounded alot like a string of
profanities.

Thejolting trip was much worse thistime, and the darkness only made it more frightening. Emmett and
Alice both glared out the side windows.

We hit the main road, and though our speed increased, | could see much better where we were going.
And we were headed south, away from Forks.

"Where arewe going?' | asked.
No one answered. No one even looked at me.
"Dammit, Edward! Where are you taking me?"

"We haveto get you away from here — far away — now." He didn't look back, his eyes on the road.
The speedometer read a hundred and five miles an hour.

"Turn around! Y ou haveto take me home!" | shouted. | struggled with the stupid harness, tearing at the
straps.

"Emmett," Edward sad grimly.



And Emmett secured my handsin his stedy grasp.
"No! Edward! No, you can't do this."
"I haveto, Bella, now please be quiet.”

"I won't! Y ou haveto take me back — Charliewill call the FBI! They'll be dl over your family —
Carlideand Esme! They'll haveto leave, to hide forever!”

"Camdown, Bella" Hisvoicewas cold. "Weve been there before.”

"Not over me, you dont! Y ou're not ruining everything over me!™ | struggled violently, with total futility.
Alice spokefor thefirg time. "Edward, pull over."

He flashed her ahard look, and then sped up.

"Edward, let'sjust tak thisthrough.”

"Y ou don't understand,” he roared in frustration. 1'd never heard his voice so loud; it was deafening in the
confines of the Jeep. The speedometer neared one hundred and fifteen. "He's atracker, Alice, did you
see that? He's atracker!”

| felt Emmett stiffen next to me, and | wondered at his reaction to the word. It meant something more to
the three of them than it did to me; | wanted to understand, but there was no opening for meto ask.

"Pull over, Edward." Alice'stone was reasonable, but there was aring of authority init I'd never heard
before.

The speedometer inched passed one-twenty.
"Doit, Edward."

"Listento me, Alice. | saw hismind. Tracking is his passion, his obsession — and he wants her, Alice—
her, specificaly. He beginsthe hunt tonight.”

"He doesn't know where—"

He interrupted her. "How long do you think it will take him to cross her scent in town? His plan was
aready set before the words were out of Laurent's mouth.”

| gasped, knowing where my scent would lead. "Charlie! Y ou can't leave him therel Y ou can't leave
him!" | thrashed againgt the harness.

"Shesright,” Alicesaid.
The car dowed dightly.
"Let'sjust look at our optionsfor aminute,”" Alice coaxed.

The car dowed again, more noticeably, and then suddenly we screeched to a stop on the shoulder of the
highway. | flew against the harness, and then dammed back into the sest.

"There are no options," Edward hissed.

"I'm not leaving Charliel” | yelled.



Heignored me completely.

"We haveto take her back,” Emmett finaly spoke.

"No." Edward was absolute.

"He's no match for us, Edward. He won't be able to touch her.”
"Hell wat."

Emmett smiled. "I can wait, too."

"Y ou didn't see— you don't understand. Once he commitsto a hunt, he's unshakable. We'd have to kill
him."

Emmett didn't seem upset by theidea "That's an option.”

"And the femde. Sheswith him. If it turnsinto afight, the leader will go with them, too."

"There are enough of us™"

"Thereésanother option,” Alice said quietly.

Edward turned on her in fury, hisvoice ablistering snarl. "There— is— no — other — option!”

Emmett and | both stared at him in shock, but Alice seemed unsurprised. The silence lasted for along
minute as Edward and Alice stared each other down.

| brokeit. "Does anyone want to hear my plan?'

"No," Edward growled. Alice glared a him, finaly provoked.
"Listen," | pleaded. "Y ou take me back."

"No," heinterrupted.

| glared at him and continued. ™Y ou take me back. | tell my dad | want to go home to Phoenix. | pack
my bags. We wait till thistracker iswatching, and then we run. Hell follow us and leave Charlie done.
Charliewon' call the FBI on your family. Then you can take me any damned place you want."

They stared at me, stunned.

"It'snot abad idea, redly.” Emmett's surprise was definitely an insult.

"It might work — and we smply can't leave her father unprotected. Y ou know that," Alice said.
Everyone looked at Edward.

"It'stoo dangerous— | don't want him within ahundred miles of her."

Emmett was supremely confident. "Edward, he's not getting through us.”

Alicethought for aminute. "I don't see him attacking. Helll try to wait for usto leave her done.”
"It won't take long for him to redlize that's not going to happen.”

"l demand that you take me home." | tried to sound firm.



Edward pressed hisfingersto histemples and squeezed his eyes shut.
"Please” | saidinamuch smdler voice,
He didn't look up. When he spoke, his voice sounded worn.

"Y ou're leaving tonight, whether the tracker seesor not. Y ou tell Charlie that you can't tand another
minutein Forks. Tell him whatever story works. Pack thefirst things your hands touch, and then get in
your truck. | don't care what he saysto you. Y ou have fifteen minutes. Do you hear me? Fifteen minutes
from the time you cross the doorstep.”

The Jeep rumbled to life, and he spun us around, the tires squealing. The needle on the speedometer
started to race up the dial.

"Emmett?’ | asked, looking pointedly at my hands.
"Oh, sorry." Helet meloose.
A few minutes passed in silence, other than the roar of the engine. Then Edward spoke again.

"Thisishow it's going to happen. When we get to the housg, if the tracker isnot there, | will walk her to
the door. Then she hasfifteen minutes.” He glared a mein the rearview mirror. "Emmett, you take the
outside of the house. Alice, you get thetruck. I'll beinside aslong as sheis. After she's out, you two can
take the Jeep home and tdll Carlide.”

"Noway," Emmett brokein. "I'm with you."

"Think it through, Emmett. | don't know how long I'll be gone.”

"Until we know how far thisis going to go, I'm with you.”

Edward sighed. "If the tracker isthere," he continued grimly, "we keep driving.”
"We're going to make it there before him," Alice said confidently.

Edward seemed to accept that. Whatever his problem with Alice was, he didn't doubt her now.
"What are we going to do with the Jeep?' she asked.

Hisvoice had ahard edge. "Y ou'redriving it home."

"No, I'mnot," shesad camly.

Theuninteligible stream of profanities started again.

"We can't dl fitin my truck,” | whispered.

Edward didn't appear to hear me.

"| think you should let mego done" | said even more quietly.

He heard that.

"Bdlla, pleasejust do thismy way, just thisonce," he said between clenched teeth.

"Ligten, Charlie¢s not animbecile," | protested. "If you're not in town tomorrow, he's going to get



uspicious.”
"That'sirrd evant. Well make sure he's safe, and that's dl that matters.”

"Then what about thistracker? He saw the way you acted tonight. He's going to think you're with me,
wherever you are.”

Emmett looked at me, insultingly surprised again. "Edward, listen to her," he urged. "1 think she'sright."
"Yes, sheis" Alice agreed.

"| can't do that." Edward'svoice wasicy.

"Emmett should Stay, too,” | continued. "He definitely got an eyeful of Emmett.”

"What?' Emmett turned on me.

"Youl'l get abetter crack at himif you stay," Alice agreed.

Edward stared at her increduloudy. "Y ou think | should let her go done?!

"Of coursenot,” Alice said. "Jasper and | will take her."

"| can't do that," Edward repeated, but thistime there was atrace of defeat in hisvoice. Thelogic was
working on him.

| tried to be persuasive. "Hang out here for aweek —" | saw his expression in the mirror and amended
"— afew days. Let Charlie see you haven't kidnapped me, and lead this James on awild-goose chase.
Make sure he's completely off my trail. Then come and meet me. Take aroundabout route, of course,
and then Jasper and Alice can go home."

| could see him beginning to congder it.

"Meset you where?"'

"Phoenix." Of course.

"No. Hell hear that'swhereyou're going,” he said impatiently.

"And you'll makeit look like that's aruse, obvioudy. Hell know that well know that he's listening. Helll
never believe I'm actualy going where | say | am going.”

"She'sdiabolical,” Emmett chuckled.

"And if that doesn't work?"

"There are severd million peoplein Phoenix," | informed him.
"It'snot that hard to find a phone book."

"l won't go home."

"Oh?" heinquired, adangerous notein hisvoice.

"I'm quite old enough to get my own place.”



"Edward, well bewith her," Alice reminded him.

"What are you going to doin Phoenix?' he asked her scathingly.

"Stay indoors."

"I kind of likeit." Emmett was thinking about cornering James, no doulbt.
"Shut up, Emmett.”

"L ook, if wetry to take him down while she's fill around, thereé's amuch better chance that someone
will get hurt — shélll get hurt, or you will, trying to protect her. Now, if we get him done..." Hetralled
off withadow amile. | wasright.

The Jeep was crawling dowly dong now aswe drove into town. Despite my bravetak, | could fed the
hairs on my arms standing up. | thought about Charlie, aone in the house, and tried to be courageous.

"Bella" Edward's voice was very soft. Alice and Emmett looked out their windows. "If you let anything
happen to yoursaf— anything at al — I'm holding you personaly responsible. Do you understand that?!

"Yes" | gulped.

Heturned to Alice.

"Can Jasper handle this?"

"Give him some credit, Edward. HE's been doing very, very well, al things considered.”
"Can you handlethis?' he asked.

And graceful little Alice pulled back her lipsin ahorrific grimace and let loose with agutturd snarl that
had me cowering against the seet in terror.

Edward smiled at her. "But keegp your opinionsto yourself,” he muttered suddenly.

19. GOODBYES

Charliewaswaiting up for me. All the house lights were on. My mind was blank as| tried to think of a
way to make him let me go. Thiswasn't going to be pleasant.

Edward pulled up dowly, staying well back from my truck. All three of them were acutely dert, ramrod
graight in their sedts, listening to every sound of the wood, looking through every shadow, catching every
scent, searching for something out of place. The engine cut off, and | sat, motionless, asthey continued to
ligen.

"He'snot here," Edward said tensely. "L et'sgo." Emmett reached over to help me get out of the harness.
"Dontworry, Bella" hesaidin alow but cheerful voice, "well take care of things here quickly.”

| felt moisturefilling up my eyesas| looked at Emmett. | barely knew him, and yet, somehow, not
knowing when | would see him again after tonight was anguishing. | knew thiswasjust afaint taste of the
goodbyes | would have to survive in the next hour, and the thought made the tears begin to spill.



"Alice, Emmett." Edward's voice was acommand. They dithered soundlesdy into the darkness, instantly
disappearing. Edward opened my door and took my hand, then drew me into the protecting enclosure of
hisarm. He walked me swiftly toward the house, eyes aways roving through the night.

"Fifteen minutes," he warned under his breath.

"l cando this" | sniffled. My tears had given me an inspiration.

| stopped on the porch and took hold of hisfacein my hands. | looked fiercely into his eyes.

"l loveyou,” | saidinalow, intensevoice. "l will dwayslove you, no matter what happens now."
"Nothing is going to happen to you, Bella," he said just asfiercely.

"Just follow the plan, okay? Keep Charlie safe for me. HEs not going to like me very much after this, and
| want to have the chance to apologize later.”

"Get indde, Bella We haveto hurry." Hisvoice was urgent.

"Onemorething,” | whispered passionatdly. "Don't listen to another word | say tonight!" He was leaning
in, and so dl | had to do was stretch up on my toesto kiss his surprised, frozen lips with as much force
as | was capable of. Then | turned and kicked the door open.

"Go away, Edward!" | yelled a him, running insde and damming the door shut in his till-shocked face.
"Bella?" Charlie had been hovering in the living room, and he was already on hisfeet.

"Leavemedone!" | screamed at him through my tears, which were flowing relentlesdy now. | ran up the
garsto my room, throwing the door shut and locking it. | ran to my bed, flinging mysdlf on the floor to
retrieve my duffel bag. | reached swiftly between the mattress and box spring to grab the knotted old
sock that contained my secret cash hoard.

Charlie was pounding on my door.

"Bédlla, are you okay? What's going on?" His voice was frightened.
"I'mgoing borne," | shouted, my voice breaking in the perfect spot.
"Did he hurt you?' Histone edged toward anger.

"No!" | shrieked afew octaves higher. | turned to my dresser, and Edward was already there, silently
yanking out armfuls of random clothes, which he proceeded to throw to me.

"Did he break up with you?' Charlie was perplexed.

"No!" | ydled, dightly more breathless as| shoved everything into the bag. Edward threw another
drawer's contents at me. The bag was pretty much full now.

"What happened, Bella?* Charlie shouted through the door, pounding again.

"I broke up with him!" | shouted back, jerking on the zipper of my bag. Edward's capable hands pushed
mine avay and zipped it smoothly. He put the strap carefully over my arm.

"I'll beinthetruck — go!" he whispered, and pushed me toward the door. He vanished out the window.

| unlocked the door and pushed past Charlie roughly, struggling with my heavy bag as| ran down the



dairs.
"What happened?’ he ydled. He wasright behind me. "1 thought you liked him."
He caught my elbow in the kitchen. Though he was till bewildered, hisgrip wasfirm.

He spun me around to look at him, and | could seein hisface that he had no intention of letting me leave.
| could think of only one way to escape, and it involved hurting him so much that | hated myself for even
consdering it. But | had notime, and | had to keep him safe.

| glared up a my father, fresh tearsin my eyesfor what | was about to do.

"l do like him — that's the problem. | can't do thisanymore! | can't put down any more roots here! |
don't want to end up trapped in this stupid, boring town like Mom! I'm not going to make the same dumb
mistake shedid. | hateit— | can't stay here another minute!”

His hand dropped from my arm like I'd e ectrocuted him. | turned away from his shocked, wounded face
and headed for the door.

"Bells, you can't leave now. It's nighttime," he whispered behind me.

| didn't turn around. "I'll degpinthetruck if | get tired.”

"Jugt wait another week," he pled, still shell-shocked. "Renée will be back by then.”
Thiscompletely derailled me. "What?'

Charlie continued eagerly, dmost babbling with relief as| hesitated. " She caled while you were out.
Thingsaren't going so well in Florida, and if Phil doesn't get signed by the end of the week, they're going
back to Arizona. The assistant coach of the Sidewinders said they might have a spot for another
shortstop.”

| shook my head, trying to reassemble my now-confused thoughts. Every passing second put Charliein
more danger.

"l have akey," | muttered, turning the knob. He was too close, one hand extended toward me, hisface
dazed. | couldn't lose any more time arguing with him. | was going to have to hurt him further.

"Just let me go, Charlie. | repeated my mother'slast words as sheld waked out this same door so many
years ago. | said them asangrily as| could manage, and | threw the door open. "It didn't work out,
okay?| redly, redly hate Forks!"

My cruel words did their job — Charlie stayed frozen on the doorstep, stunned, whilel ran into the
night. | was hideoudy frightened of the empty yard. | ran wildly for the truck, visuaizing adark shadow
behind me. | threw my bag in the bed and wrenched the door open. The key waswaiting in theignition.

"I'll cal youtomorrow!" | yelled, wishing more than anything that | could explain everything to him right
then, knowing | would never be ableto. | gunned the engine and pedled out.

Edward reached for my hand.
"Pull over," he said asthe house, and Charlie, disappeared behind us.

"l can drive" | said through the tears pouring down my cheeks.



Hislong hands unexpectedly gripped my waist, and hisfoot pushed mine off the gas peddl. He pulled me
across hislap, wrenching my hands free of the whed, and suddenly he wasin the driver's seat. Thetruck
didn't swerve aninch.

"Y ou wouldn't be able to find the house," he explained.

Lightsflared suddenly behind us. | stared out the back window, eyeswide with horror.
"It'sjust Alice," he reassured me. He took my hand again.

My mind wasfilled with theimage of Charliein the doorway. "The tracker?'
"He heard the end of your performance,” Edward said grimly.

"Charlie?' | asked in dread.

"Thetracker followed us. He's running behind us now."

My body went cold.

"Canweoutrun him?"

"No." But he sped up as he spoke. The truck's engine whined in protest.
My plan suddenly didn't fed so brilliant anymore.

| was staring back at Alice's headlights when the truck shuddered and a dark shadow sprung up outside
the window.

My bloodcurdling scream lasted afraction of asecond before Edward's hand clamped down on my
mouth.

"It's Emmett!"

He rdeased my mouth, and wound hisarm around my waist.
"It'sokay, Bella," he promised. "Y ou're going to be safe.”
We raced through the quiet town toward the north highway.

"| didn't redize you were till so bored with small-town life," he said conversationdly, and | knew hewas
trying to distract me. "It seemed like you were adjusting fairly well — especidly recently. Maybe | was
just flattering mysdf that | was making life moreinteresting for you."

"l wasn't being nice," | confessed, ignoring his attempt at diversion, looking down a my knees. "That was
the same thing my mom said when sheleft him. Y ou could say | was hitting below the belt.”

"Dont worry. Hell forgiveyou." He smiled alittle, though it didn't touch his eyes.
| stared at him desperately, and he saw the naked panic in my eyes.

"Bellg, it'sgoing to bedl right."

"But it won't be dl right when I'm not with you," | whispered.

"WEelIl betogether againin afew days," he said, tightening hisarm around me. "Don't forget that thiswas



your idea."

"It was the best idea— of courseit was mine."

His answering smile was bleak and disgppeared immediately.
"Why did this happen?' | asked, my voice catching. "Why me?"

He stared blackly at the road ahead. "It's my fault — | wasafool to exposeyou likethat." Theragein
hisvoicewasdirected internaly.

"That's not what | meant,” | insgsted. "I wasthere, big dedl. It didn't bother the other two. Why did this
James decideto kill met Therere people all over the place, why me?'

He hestated, thinking before he answered.

"l got agood look at his mind tonight," he began in alow voice. "I'm not sureif theré'sanything | could
have done to avoid this, once he saw you. It is partidly your fault.” Hisvoice waswry. "If you didn't
smell so appalingly luscious, he might not have bothered. But when | defended you. .. well, that madeit a
lot worse. He's not used to being thwarted, no matter how insignificant the object. He thinks of himself as
ahunter and nothing ese. His existence is consumed with tracking, and achalengeisdl he asks of life.
Suddenly we've presented him with abeautiful chalenge— alarge clan of strong fightersal bent on
protecting the one vulnerable e ement. Y ou wouldn't believe how euphoric heisnow. It's hisfavorite
game, and weve just made it hismost exciting game ever." Histone wasfull of disgust.

He paused amoment.
"But if | had stood by, he would have killed you right then," he said with hopelessfrudtration.
"| thought... | didn't smell the sameto the others... asl dotoyou," | said hesitantly.

"Y ou don't. But that doesn't mean that you aren't till atemptation to every one of them. If you had
appedled to the tracker — or any of them — the same way you appedl to me, it would have meant a
fight right there.”

| shuddered.
"l don't think | have any choice but to kill him now," he muttered. "Carlidewon't likeit."

| could hear thetires cross the bridge, though | couldn't see theriver in the dark. | knew we were getting
close. I had to ask him now.

"How canyoukill avampire?"

He glanced at me with unreadable eyes and his voice was suddenly harsh. "The only way to be sureisto
tear him to shreds, and then burn the pieces.”

"And the other two will fight with him?"

"Thewoman will. I'm not sure about Laurent. They don't have avery strong bond — he's only with them
for convenience. He was embarrassed by Jamesin the meadow..."

"But James and the woman — they'll try to kill you?"' | asked, my voice raw.

"Bella, don't you dare waste time worrying about me. Y our only concern is keeping yourself safe and —



plesse, please — trying not to be reckless."

"Ishedill following?'

"Y es. He won't attack the house, though. Not tonight.”

Heturned off onto theinvisble drive, with Alice following behind.

We droveright up to the house. The lightsinsde were bright, but they did little to alleviate the blackness
of the encroaching forest. Emmett had my door open before the truck was stopped; he pulled me out of
the seat, tucked melike afootbal into hisvast chest, and ran me through the door.

We burst into the large white room, Edward and Alice at our sides. All of them were there; they were
aready on their feet at the sound of our gpproach. Laurent stood in their midst. | could hear low growls
rumble deep in Emmett's throat as he set me down next to Edward.

"Hestracking us," Edward announced, glaring balefully at Laurent.
Laurent's face was unhappy. 'l was afraid of that."

Alice danced to Jasper's Side and whispered in his ear; her lips quivered with the speed of her silent
gpeech. They flew up the Stairstogether. Rosalie watched them, and then moved quickly to Emmett's
sde. Her beautiful eyes were intense and — when they flickered unwillingly to my face— furious.

"What will hedo?' Carlide asked Laurent in chilling tones.

"I'm sorry,” he answered. "'l was afraid, when your boy there defended her, that it would set him off."
"Canyou stop him?"

Laurent shook his head. "Nothing stops James when he gets sarted.”

"WEell stop him," Emmett promised. There was no doubt what he meant.

"Y ou can't bring him down. I've never seen anything like him in my three hundred years. He's absolutely
letha. That'swhy | joined his coven.”

His coven, | thought, of course. The show of leadership in the clearing was merdly that, a show.

Laurent was shaking his head. He glanced at me, perplexed, and back to Carlide. "Areyou sureit's
worth it?'

Edward's enraged roar filled the room; Laurent cringed back.
Carlidelooked gravely at Laurent. "I'm afraid you're going to have to make achoice.”

Laurent understood. He ddliberated for amoment. His eyestook in every face, and findly swept the
bright room.

"I'mintrigued by the life you've created here. But | won't get in the middle of this. | bear none of you any
enmity, but | won't go up againgt James. | think | will head north — to that clanin Dendi.” He hesitated.
"Don't underestimate James. He's got a brilliant mind and unparaleed senses. Hes every bit as
comfortable in the human world as you seem to be, and he won't come at you head on... I'm sorry for
what's been unleashed here. Truly sorry." He bowed his head, but | saw him flicker another puzzled ook
a me.



"Go in peace," was Carlidesforma answer.

Laurent took another long look around himself, and then he hurried out the door.
The slence lasted | ess than a second.

"How close?' Carlidelooked to Edward.

Esme was dready moving; her hand touched an inconspicuous keypad on the wall, and with agroan,
huge metal shutters began sedling up the glasswall. | gaped.

"About three miles out past theriver; he'scircling around to meet up with the femae.”

"What'sthe plan?"

"WEell lead him off, and then Jasper and Alice will run her south.”

"And then?'

Edward'stone was deadly. "As soon as Bellais clear, we hunt him."

"I guessthere's no other choice" Carlide agreed, hisface grim.

Edward turned to Rosalie.

"Get her upstairs and trade clothes," Edward commanded. She stared back a him with livid disbelief.

"Why should I?" she hissed. "What is she to me? Except amenace — adanger you've chosento inflict
ondl of us"

| flinched back from the venom in her voice.

"Rose..." Emmett murmured, putting one hand on her shoulder. She shook it off.

But | waswatching Edward carefully, knowing his temper, worried about his reaction.

He surprised me. He looked away from Rosdie asif she hadn't spoken, asif shedidn't exist.
"Esme?" he asked camly.

"Of course," Esme murmured.

Esmewasa my sdein haf aheartbeat, svinging me up easly into her arms, and dashing up the sairs
before | could gasp in shock.

"What arewe doing?' | asked breathlessly as she set me down in adark room somewhere off the
second-story hall.

"Trying to confuse the smell. It won't work for long, but it might help get you out.” | could hear her
clothesfdling to thefloor.

"I don't think I'll fit..." I hesitated, but her hands were abruptly pulling my shirt over my heed. | quickly
stripped my jeans off myself. She handed me something, it felt like ashirt. | struggled to get my arms
through the right holes. As soon as | was done she handed me her dacks. | yanked them on, but |
couldn't get my feet out; they weretoo long. She deftly rolled the hemsafew timesso | could stand.
Somehow she was aready in my clothes. She pulled me back to the stairs, where Alice stood, asmall



leather bag in one hand. They each grabbed one of my elbows and half-carried me asthey flew down the
dairs.

It appeared that everything had been settled downstairsin our absence. Edward and Emmett were ready
to leave, Emmett carrying a heavy-looking backpack over his shoulder. Carlide was handing something
small to Esme. Heturned and handed Alice the samething— it was atiny slver cdll phone.

"Esme and Rosdlie will be taking your truck, Bella," he told me as he passed. | nodded, glancing warily at
Rosdlie. Shewas glowering a Carlide with aresentful expression.

"Alice, Jasper — take the Mercedes. Y ou'll need the dark tint in the south.”
They nodded aswell.
"We'retaking the Jeep.”

| was surprised to seethat Carlide intended to go with Edward. | realized suddenly, with astab of fear,
that they made up the hunting party.

"Alice" Carlide asked, "will they take the bait?"
Everyone watched Alice as she closed her eyes and became incredibly ill.

Finally her eyes opened. "Hell track you. The woman will follow the truck. We should be ableto leave
after that." Her voice was certain.

"Let'sgo." Carlide began to walk toward the kitchen.

But Edward was a my side at once. He caught me up in hisiron grip, crushing me to him. He seemed
unaware of hiswatching family as he pulled my faceto his, lifting my feet off the floor. For the shortest
second, hislipswereicy and hard againgt mine. Then it was over. He set me down, till holding my face,
his glorious eyes burning into mine.

His eyeswent blank, curioudy dead, as he turned away.

And they were gone.

We stood there, the others looking away from me as the tears streaked noiselesdy down my face.
The silent moment dragged on, and then Esme's phone vibrated in her hand. It flashed to her ear.

"Now," she said. Rosdie stalked out the front door without another glance in my direction, but Esme
touched my cheek as she passed.

"Besafe." Her whisper lingered behind them asthey dipped out the door. | heard my truck start
thunderoudy, and then fade away.

Jasper and Alice waited. Alice's phone seemed to be at her ear before it buzzed.

"Edward saysthe woman ison Esmestrall. I'll get the car.” She vanished into the shadows the way
Edward had gone.

Jasper and | looked at each other. He stood across the length of the entryway from me... being careful.

"Y ou'rewrong, you know," he said quietly.



"What?' | gasped.

"| can fed what you're fedling now — and you are worthiit."

"I'mnoat,” | mumbled. "If anything happensto them, it will be for nothing.”
"Yourewrong," he repeated, amiling kindly at me.

| heard nothing, but then Alice stepped through the front door and came toward me with her ams held
out.

"May |?' she asked.
"Yourethefirs oneto ask permisson.” | smiled wryly.

Shelifted mein her dender arms as easily as Emmett had, shielding me protectively, and then we flew out
the door, leaving the lights bright behind us.

20. IMPATIENCE

When | woke up | was confused. My thoughts were hazy, il twisted up in dreams and nightmares; it
took melonger than it should haveto redlize where| was.

Thisroom was too bland to belong anywhere but in ahotel. The bedside lamps, bolted to the tables,
were adead giveaway, as were the long drapes made from the same fabric as the bedspread, and the
generic watercolor printson thewalls.

| tried to remember how | got here, but nothing came at firgt.

| did remember the deek black car, the glassin the windows darker than that on alimousine. The engine
was almost silent, though we'd raced across the black freeways at more than twice the legal speed.

And | remembered Alice stting with me on the dark leather backseat. Somehow, during the long night,
my head had ended up against her granite neck. My closeness didn't seem to bother her at al, and her
cool, hard skin was oddly comforting to me. Thefront of her thin cotton shirt was cold, damp with the
tearsthat streamed from my eyes until, red and sore, they ran dry.

Seep had evaded me; my aching eyes strained open even though the night finally ended and dawn broke
over alow pesk somewherein California The gray light, streaking across the cloudless sky, stung my
eyes. But | couldn't closethem; when | did, the imagesthat flashed dl too vividly, like till dides behind
my lids, were unbearable. Charlie's broken expresson — Edward's brutal snarl, teeth bared — Rosdlie's
resentful glare— the keen-eyed scrutiny of the tracker — the dead look in Edward's eyes after he
kissed methelast time... | couldn't sand to seethem. So | fought against my weariness and the sun rose
higher.

| was gill awake when we came through a shalow mountain pass and the sun, behind us now, reflected
off thetiled rooftops of the Vdley of the Sun. | didn't have enough emotion left to be surprised that wed
made athree-day journey in one. | stared blankly at the wide, flat expanselaid out in front of me.
Phoenix — the palm trees, the scrubby creosote, the haphazard lines of the intersecting freeways, the
green swaths of golf courses and turquoi se splotches of swimming pools, al submerged in athin smog
and embraced by the short, rocky ridges that weren't redly big enough to be called mountains.



The shadows of the pam trees danted across the freeway — defined, sharper than | remembered, paler
than they should be. Nothing could hide in these shadows. The bright, open freeway seemed benign
enough. But | fet no relief, no sense of homecoming.

"Which way to the airport, Bella?' Jasper had asked, and | flinched, though his voice was quite soft and
un-adarming. It wasthe first sound, besidesthe purr of the car, to break thelong night's silence.

"Stay onthel-ten,” I'd answered autometicaly. "WEell passright by it."
My brain had worked dowly through the fog of deep deprivation.
"Areweflying somewhere?" I'd asked Alice.

"No, but it's better to be closg, just in case.”

| remembered beginning the loop around Sky Harbor International ... but not ending it. | suppose that
must have been when I'd fallen adeep.

Though, now that I'd chased the memories down, | did have avague impression of leaving the car — the
sunwas just falling behind the horizon — my arm draped over Alice's shoulder and her arm firm around
my waist, dragging me along as | sumbled through the warm, dry shadows.

| had no memory of thisroom.

| looked at the digital clock on the nightstand. The red numbers claimed it was three o'clock, but they
gave noindication if it was night or day. No edge of light escaped the thick curtains, but the room was
bright with thelight from the lamps.

| rose fiffly and staggered to the window, pulling back the drapes.

It was dark outside. Three in the morning, then. My room looked out on a deserted section of the
freeway and the new long-term parking garage for the airport. It was dightly comforting to be able to
pinpoint time and place.

| looked down at mysdlf. | was gill wearing Esme's clothes, and they didn't fit very well at dl. | looked
around the room, glad when | discovered my duffel bag on top of the low dresser.

| was on my way to find new clothes when alight tap on the door made mejump.

"Can | comein?" Alice asked.

| took adeep breath. "Sure.”

She waked in, and looked me over cautioudy. ™Y ou look like you could deep longer,” she said.
| just shook my head.

She drifted slently to the curtains and closed them securely before turning back to me.

"WEell need to day indde," shetold me.

"Okay." My voice was hoarsg; it cracked.

"Thirsty?" she asked.

| shrugged. "I'm okay. How about you?"



"Nothing unmanageable." She smiled. "I ordered some food for you, it'sin the front room. Edward
reminded methat you have to eat alot more frequently than we do."

| wasingtantly more dert. "He cdled?!
"No," she sad, and watched as my facefell. "It was before we | eft.”

She took my hand carefully and led me through the door into the living room of the hotel suite. | could
hear alow buzz of voices coming fromthe TV. Jasper sat motionlesdy at the desk in the corner, hiseyes
watching the newswith no glimmer of interest.

| sat on the floor next to the coffee table, where atray of food waited, and began picking at it without
noticing what | was eating.

Alice perched on the arm of the sofaand stared blankly at the TV like Jasper.

| ate dowly, watching her, turning now and then to glance quickly at Jasper. It began to dawn on methat
they weretoo gtill. They never looked away from the screen, though commercias were playing now. |
pushed the tray away, my stomach abruptly uneasy. Alice looked down a me.

"What'swrong, Alice?" | asked.

"Nothing'swrong." Her eyeswere wide, honest... and | didn't trust them.
"What do we do now?'

"Wewait for Carlideto cdl.”

"And should he have called by now?' | could seethat | was near the mark. Alice's eyesflitted from mine
to the phone on top of her leather bag and back.

"What doesthat mean?' My voice quavered, and | fought to control it. "That he hasn't called yet?”
"It just meansthat they don't have anythingto tell us."

But her voice was too even, and the air was harder to bregthe.

Jasper was suddenly beside Alice, closer to methan usud.

"Bdla," hesaid in asuspicioudy soothing voice. "Y ou have nothing to worry about. Y ou are completely
safe here”

"I know that."

"Then why are you frightened?' he asked, confused. He might fed the tenor of my emotions, but he
couldn't read the reasons behind them.

"Y ou heard what Laurent said." My voice was just awhisper, but | was sure they could hear me. "He
sad Jameswaslethal. What if something goeswrong, and they get separated? If something happensto
any of them, Carlide, Emmett... Edward..." | gulped. "If that wild femde hurts Esme..." My voice had
grown higher, anote of hysteriabeginning torisein it. "How could | live with mysdlf when it'smy fault?
None of you should berisking yoursdves for me—"

"Bella, Bdla, stop,” he interrupted me, hiswords pouring out so quickly they were hard to understand.
"Y ou'reworrying about al the wrong things, Bella. Trust me on this— none of usarein jeopardy. Y ou



are under too much grain asit is; don't add to it with wholly unnecessary worries. Listento mel” he
ordered, for | had looked away. "Our family is strong. Our only fear islosing you."

"But why should you—"

Aliceinterrupted thistime, touching my cheek with her cold fingers. "It's been amost a century that
Edward's been aone. Now he'sfound you. Y ou can't see the changes that we see, we who have been
with him for so long. Do you think any of uswant to look into hiseyesfor the next hundred yearsif he
losesyou?!

My guilt dowly subsided as| looked into her dark eyes. But, even asthe calm spread over me, | knew |
couldn't trust my fedings with Jasper there.

It was avery long day.

We stayed in the room. Alice called down to the front desk and asked them to ignore our maid service
for now. The windows stayed shut, the TV on, though no one watched it. At regular intervas, food was
delivered for me. The silver phone resting on Alice's bag seemed to grow bigger as the hours passed.

My babysitters handled the suspense better than | did. As| fidgeted and paced, they smply grew more
gtill, two statues whose eyes followed me imperceptibly as| moved. | occupied mysalf with memorizing
the room; the striped pattern of the couches, tan, peach, cream, dull gold, and tan again. Sometimes|
stared a the abstract prints, randomly finding picturesin the shapes, like I'd found picturesin the clouds
asachild. | traced ablue hand, awoman combing her hair, acat stretching. But when the palered circle
became a staring eye, | looked away.

Asthe afternoon wore on, | went back to bed, smply for something to do. | hoped that by mysdlf inthe
dark, I could giveinto the terrible fears that hovered on the edge of my consciousness, unable to break
through under Jasper's careful supervision.

But Alicefollowed me casudly, asif by some coincidence she had grown tired of the front room at the
sametime. | was beginning to wonder exactly what sort of instructions Edward had given her. | lay
across the bed, and she sat, legs folded, next to me. | ignored her at first, suddenly tired enough to deep.
But after afew minutes, the panic that had held off in Jasper's presence began to make itself known. |
gave up on theideaof deep quickly then, curling up into asmdl bal, wrapping my arms around my legs.

"Alice?" | asked.
llYg.)l
| kept my voice very cam. "What do you think they're doing?*

"Carlide wanted to lead the tracker asfar north as possible, wait for him to get close, and then turn and
ambush him. Esme and Rosdlie were supposed to head west aslong asthey could keep thefemde
behind them. If she turned around, they were to head back to Forks and keep an eye on your dad. So |
imagine things are going well if they can't cdl. It meansthe tracker is close enough that they don't want
him to overhear.”

"And Esme?'

"| think she must be back in Forks. Shewon't cal if thereés any chance the femae will overhear. | expect
they'redl just being very careful.”

"Do you think they're safe, redly?”



"Bella, how many times do we haveto tell you that theré's no danger to us?'
"Would you tell methetruth, though?*

"Yes. | will dwaystel you thetruth." Her voice was earnest.

| deliberated for amoment, and decided she meant it.

"Tel methen... how do you become avampire?

My question caught her off guard. Shewas quiet. | rolled over to look at her, and her expression seemed
ambivaent.

"Edward doesn't want meto tell you that,” she said firmly, but | sensed she didn't agree.
"That'snot fair. | think | have aright to know."

"I know."

| looked at her, waliting.

She sghed. "Hell be extremely angry.”

"It'snone of hisbusiness. Thisis between you and me. Alice, asafriend, I'm begging you." And we were
friends now, somehow — as she must have known we would be al aong.

She looked a me with her splendid, wise eyes... choosing.

"I'll tell you the mechanics of it," she said findly, "but | don't remember it mysdlf, and I've never doneit or
Seen it done, so keep inmind that | can only tell you the theory."

| waited.

"As predators, we have aglut of wegponsin our physical arsenal — much, much more than redly
necessary. The strength, the speed, the acute senses, not to mention those of us like Edward, Jasper, and
I, who have extrasenses aswell. And then, like a carnivorous flower, we are physicaly attractive to our

prey.”

| was very dtill, remembering how pointedly Edward had demonstrated the same concept for mein the
mesdow.

She smiled awide, ominous smile. "We have another fairly superfluous wegpon. Were also venomous,”
she sad, her teeth gligening. "The venom doesn't kill — it's merely incapacitating. It works dowly,
spreading through the bloodstream, so that, once bitten, our prey isin too much physical pain to escape
us. Mostly superfluous, as| said. If we'rethat close, the prey doesn't escape. Of course, there are
aways exceptions. Carlide, for example.”

"S0... if thevenom isleft to pread..." | murmured.

"It takes afew daysfor the transformation to be complete, depending on how much venomisinthe
bloodstream, how close the venom enters to the heart. Aslong as the heart keeps besting, the poison
spreads, healing, changing the body asit movesthrough it. Eventually the heart stops, and the conversion
isfinished. But dl that time, every minute of it, avictim would be wishing for death.”

| shivered.



"It'snot pleasant, you see.”
"Edward said that it was very hard to do... | don't quite understand,” | said.

"Wereaso like sharksin away. Once we taste the blood, or even smell it for that matter, it becomes
very hard to keep from feeding. Sometimes impossible. So you see, to actudly bite someone, to taste the
blood, it would begin the frenzy. It's difficult on both sides— the blood-lust on the one hand, the awful
pain on the other."

"Why do you think you don't remember?'

"I don't know. For everyone else, the pain of transformation isthe sharpest memory they have of their
human life. | remember nothing of being human.” Her voice waswigtful.

Welay slently, wrapped in our individua meditations.
The seconds ticked by, and | had amost forgotten her presence, | was so enveloped in my thoughts.

Then, without any warning, Alice legped from the bed, landing lightly on her feet. My head jerked up as|
Stared at her, sartled.

"Something's changed.” Her voice was urgent, and she wasn't talking to me anymore.

She reached the door at the same time Jasper did. He had obviously heard our conversation and her
sudden exclamation. He put his hands on her shoulders and guided her back to the bed, sitting her on the
edge.

"What do you see?' he asked intently, staring into her eyes. Her eyes were focused on something very far
away. | sat closeto her, leaning in to catch her low, quick voice.

"I seearoom. It'slong, and there are mirrors everywhere. The floor iswooden. He's in the room, and
heswaiting. Therésgold... agold stripe across the mirrors.”

"Whereistheroom?'
"I don't know. Something is missing — another decision hasn't been made yet."
"How much time?"

"It's soon. Hell be in the mirror room today, or maybe tomorrow. It al depends. Heswaiting for
something. And he'sin the dark now."

Jasper's voice was calm, methodical, as he questioned her in a practiced way. "Whét is he doing?"
"He'swatching TV... no, hesrunning aVCR, in the dark, in another place.”

"Can you seewhere heis?'

"No, it'stoo dark."

"And the mirror room, what elseisthere?'

"Just the mirrors, and the gold. It's aband, around the room. And there's a black table with abig stereo,
and aTV. He'stouching the VCR there, but he doesn't watch the way he doesin the dark room. Thisis
the room where he waits." Her eyes drifted, then focused on Jasper's face.



"Therésnothing 7'

She shook her head. They looked a each other, motionless.
"What doesit mean?' | asked.

Neither of them answered for amoment, then Jasper looked at me.

"It meansthe tracker's plans have changed. He's made a decision that will lead him to the mirror room,
and the dark room."

"But we don't know where those rooms are?"
"NO."

"But we do know that he won't be in the mountains north of Washington, being hunted. Hell € ude them.”
Alicesvoice was blesk.

"Should we cdll?" | asked. They traded a serious look, undecided.

And the phone rang.

Alice was across the room before | could lift my head to look at it.

She pushed a button and held the phone to her ear, but she didn't spesk first.
"Carlide," she breathed. She didn't seem surprised or relieved, theway | fdt.
"Yes," shesad, glancing a me. Shelistened for along moment.

"l just saw him." She described again the vision sheld seen. "Whatever made him get on that plane. .. it
was leading him to those rooms." She paused. "Yes," Alice said into the phone, and then she spoke to
me. "Bdla?'

She held the phone out toward me. | rantoit.
"Hello?" | bresthed.

"Bella" Edward said.

"Oh, Edward! | was so worried."

"Bella" hesghed infrugtration, "I told you not to worry about anything but yoursdf.” It was so
unbelievably good to hear hisvoice. | felt the hovering cloud of despair lighten and drift back ashe

spoke.

"Whereareyou?'

"We're outsde of Vancouver. Bella, I'm sorry — welost him. He seems suspicious of us— he's careful
to Say just far enough away that | can't hear what he's thinking. But he's gone now — it looks like he got
on aplane. Wethink he's heading back to Forksto start over.” | could hear Alicefilling in Jasper behind
me, her quick words blurring together into ahumming noise.

"I know. Alice saw that he got away."

"Y ou don't have to worry, though. He won't find anything to lead him to you. Y ou just have to stay there



andwait till wefind him again.”
"I'll befine. IsEsmewith Charlie?

"Y es— the femal e has been in town. She went to the house, but while Charlie was at work. She hasn't
gone near him, so don't be afraid. He's safe with Esme and Rosalie watching.”

"What isshedoing?"

"Probably trying to pick up thetrail. She's been dl through the town during the night. Rosalie traced her
through the airport, dl the roads around town, the schoal... she'sdigging, Bella, but there's nothing to
find."

"And you're sure Charlie's safe?!

"Yes, Esmewon't let him out of her sght. And welll be there soon. If the tracker gets anywhere near
Forks, well have him.”

"I missyou," | whispered.

"I know, Bdlla. Believe me, | know. It'slike you've taken half my sdlf away with you."
"Comeand get it, then," | challenged.

"Soon, assoon as | possibly can. | will make you safefirg.” His voice was hard.

"l loveyou," | reminded him.

"Could you believe that, despite everything I've put you through, | love you, too?"

"Yes, | can, actudly.”

"I'll comefor you soon.”

"'l bewaiting."

As soon as the phone went dead, the cloud of depression began to creep over me again.

| turned to give the phone back to Alice and found her and Jasper bent over the table, where Alice was
sketching on apiece of hotel sationery. | leaned on the back of the couch, looking over her shoulder.

She drew aroom: long, rectangular, with athinner, square section at the back. The wooden planks that
made up the floor stretched lengthwise across the room. Down the walls were lines denoting the breaks
inthe mirrors. And then, wrapping around the walls, waist high, along band. The band Alice said was

gold.
"It'sabdlet sudio,”" | said, suddenly recognizing the familiar shapes.
They looked a me, surprised.

"Do you know thisroom?" Jasper's voice sounded calm, but there was an undercurrent of something |
couldn't identify. Alice bent her head to her work, her hand flying across the page now, the shape of an
emergency exit taking shape against the back wall, the stereo and TV on alow table by the front right
corner.

"It looks like aplace | used to go for dance lessons— when | was eight or nine. It was shaped just the



same." | touched the page where the square section jutted out, narrowing the back part of the room.
"That's where the bathrooms were — the doors were through the other dance floor. But the stereo was
here’ — | pointed to the left corner — "it was older, and therewasn't aTV. There was awindow in the
waiting room — you would see the room from this perspectiveif you looked through it.”

Alice and Jasper were staring a me.
"Areyou sureit's the same room?" Jasper asked, till cam.

"No, not at al — | suppose most dance studios would look the same — the mirrors, the bar." | traced
my finger along the ballet bar set against the mirrors. "It's just the shape that looked familiar.” | touched
the door, set in exactly the same place asthe one | remembered.

"Would you have any reason to go there now?" Alice asked, breaking my reverie.

"No, | haven't been therein dmost ten years. | was aterrible dancer — they aways put mein the back
for recitals,” | admitted.

"So thereés no way it could be connected with you?' Alice asked intently.
"No, | don't even think the same person ownsit. I'm sureit's just another dance studio, somewhere.”
"Where was the studio you went to?" Jasper asked in a casua voice.

"It wasjust around the corner from my mom's house. | used to walk there after schoal..." | said, my
voicetrailing off. | didn't missthelook they exchanged.

"Herein Phoenix, then?' Hisvoice was il casud.

"Yes," | whispered. "Fifty-eighth Street and Cactus."

Weall st inslence, saring at the drawing.

"Alice, isthat phone safe?"

"Yes," shereassured me. "The number would just trace back to Washington."”
"Then| canuseit to cdl my mom."

"| thought shewasin Horida."

"She is— but she's coming home soon, and she can't come back to that house while..." My voice
trembled. | was thinking about something Edward had said, about the red-haired femae at Charlie's
house, at the school, where my records would be.

"How will you reach her?"

"They don't have a permanent number except at the house — she's supposed to check her messages
regularly.”

"Jasper?' Alice asked.

Hethought about it. "1 don't think there's any way it could hurt — be sure you don't say where you are,
of course.”

| reached eagerly for the phone and dialed the familiar number. It rang four times, and then | heard my



mom'’s breezy voiceteling meto leave amessage.

"Mom," | said after the beep, "it'sme. Listen, | need you to do something. It'simportant. As soon asyou
get thismessage, cadl meat thisnumber." Alice wasdready a my side, writing the number for me on the
bottom of her picture. | read it carefully, twice. "Please don't go anywhere until you talk to me. Don't
worry, I'm okay, but | have to talk to you right away, no matter how late you get thiscal, dl right?1 love
you, Mom. Bye." | closed my eyes and prayed with all my might that no unforeseen change of plans
would bring her home before she got my message.

| settled into the sofa, nibbling on a plate of leftover fruit, anticipating along evening. | thought about
caling Charlie, but | wasn't sureif | should be home by now or not. | concentrated on the news, watching
out for stories about Florida, or about spring training— strikes or hurricanes or terrorist attacks —
anything that might send them home eaxly.

Immortaity must grant endless patience. Neither Jasper nor Alice seemed to fed the need to do anything
at dl. For awhile, Alice sketched the vague outline of the dark room from her vision, as much as she
could seeinthelight from the TV. But when she was done, she Smply s, looking at the blank wallswith
her timeless eyes. Jasper, t0o, seemed to have no urge to pace, or peek through the curtains, or run
screaming out the door, theway | did.

| must have falen adegp on the couch, waiting for the phoneto ring again. The touch of Alicéscold
hands woke me briefly as she carried me to the bed, but | was unconscious again before my head hit the
pillow.

21. PHONE CALL

| could fed it wastoo early again when | woke, and | knew | was getting the schedule of my daysand
nightsowly reversed. | lay in my bed and listened to the quiet voices of Alice and Jasper in the other
room. That they were loud enough for meto hear at al was strange. | rolled till my feet touched the floor
and then staggered to the living room.

Theclock onthe TV said it wasjust after two in the morning. Alice and Jasper were Sitting together on
the sofa, Alice sketching again while Jasper looked over her shoulder. They didn't ook up when |
entered, too engrossed in Aliceswork.

| crept to Jasper's side to peek.
"Did she see something more?" | asked him quietly.
"Y es. Something's brought him back to the room with the VCR, but it'slight now."

| watched as Alice drew a square room with dark beams acrossits low ceiling. The walls were paneled
inwood, alittle too dark, out of date. The floor had adark carpet with a patterninit. Therewasalarge
window againg the south wall, and an opening through the west wall led to the living room. One side of
that entrance was stone — alarge tan stone fireplace that was open to both rooms. The focus of the
room from this perspective, the TV and VCR, balanced on atoo-small wooden stand, werein the
southwest corner of the room. An aged sectional sofa curved around in front of the TV, around coffee
tablein front of it.

"The phone goesthere,” | whispered, pointing.



Two pairsof eterna eyes stared at me.
"That'smy mother's house.”

Alice was dready off the couch, phonein hand, diding. | stared at the precise rendering of my mother's
family room. Uncharacteristicaly, Jasper did closer to me. He lightly touched his hand to my shoulder,
and the physical contact seemed to make his calming influence stronger. The panic stayed dull,
unfocused.

Aliceslipswere trembling with the speed of her words, the low buzzing impossible to decipher. |
couldn't concentrate.

"Bella" Alicesaid. | looked a her numbly.

"Bella, Edward is coming to get you. He and Emmett and Carlide are going to take you somewhere, to
hideyou for awhile."

"Edward iscoming?' Thewordswerelikealife vest, holding my head above the flood.
"Yes, he's catching the first flight out of Sesttle. Well meet him at the airport, and you'l leave with him.”

"But, my mother... he came here for my mother, Alice!” Despite Jasper, the hysteria bubbled up in my
voice.

"Jagper and | will gtay till she's safe.”

"I can't win, Alice. Y ou can't guard everyone | know forever. Don't you see what hel's doing? He's not
tracking me at dl. Hell find someone, helll hurt someonel love... Alice, | can't—"

"Well catch him, Bdlla," she assured me.

"And what if you get hurt, Alice? Do you think that's okay with me? Do you think it's only my human
family he can hurt mewith?"

Alicelooked meaningfully at Jasper. A deep, heavy fog of lethargy washed over me, and my eyes closed
without my permisson. My mind stiruggled against the fog, realizing what was happening. | forced my
eyes open and stood up, stepping away from Jasper's hand.

"I don't want to go back to deep,” | snapped.

| walked to my room and shut the door, dammed it redly, so | could be freeto go to pieces privately.
Thistime Alice didn't follow me. For three and ahalf hours| stared a the wall, curled inabdl, rocking.
My mind went around in circles, trying to come up with someway out of this nightmare. There was no
escape, no reprieve. | could see only one possible end looming darkly in my future. The only question
was how many other people would be hurt before | reached it.

The only solace, the only hope | had left, was knowing that | would see Edward soon. Maybe, if | could
just see hisface again, | would also be able to see the solution that e uded me now.

When the phone rang, | returned to the front room, alittle ashamed of my behavior. | hoped | hadn't
offended ether of them, that they would know how grateful | wasfor the sacrifices they were making on
my account.

Alicewastdaking asrapidly asever, but what caught my attention wasthat, for thefirst time, Jasper was
not in the room. | looked at the clock — it was five-thirty in the morning.



"They'rejust boarding their plane," Alicetold me. "They'll land a nine-forty-five." Just afew more hours
to keep breathing till he was here.

"Where's Jasper?!

"He went to check out.”

"You aren't Saying here?'

"No, were relocating closer to your mother's house.”
My stomach twisted uneasily a her words.

But the phone rang again, distracting me. She looked surprised, but | was aready walking forward,
reaching hopefully for the phone.

"Hello?' Alice asked. "No, she'sright here." She held the phone out to me. Y our mother, she mouthed.
"Hdlo?'

"Bella? Bdla?" It was my mother'svoice, in afamiliar tone | had heard athousand timesin my childhood,
anytime I'd gotten too close to the edge of the sdewalk or strayed out of her sight in acrowded place. It
was the sound of panic.

| sghed. I'd been expecting this, though I'd tried to make my message as unalarming as possible without
lessening the urgency of it.

"Cam down, Mom," | said in my most soothing voice, walking dowly away from Alice. | wasn't sureif |
could lie as convincingly with her eyes on me. "Everything isfine, okay? Just givemeaminuteand I'll
explain everything, | promise”

| paused, surprised that she hadn't interrupted me yet.
"Mom?'

"Bevery careful not to say anything until | tell you to." Thevoicel heard now was as unfamiliar asit was
unexpected. It was aman'stenor voice, avery pleasant, generic voice — the kind of voice that you
heard in the background of luxury car commercids. He spoke very quickly.

"Now, | don't need to hurt your mother, so please do exactly as| say, and shell befine He paused for
aminutewhilel listened in mute horror. "That's very good,”" he congratulated. "Now repesat after me, and
do try to sound naturd. Please say, 'No, Mom, stay whereyou are.™

"No, Mom, stay whereyou are." My voice was barely more than awhisper.

"l can seethisisgoing to be difficult.” The voice was amused, till light and friendly. "Why don't you walk
into another room now o your face doesn't ruin everything? There's no reason for your mother to suffer.
Asyou're waking, please say, ‘'Mom, pleaselisten to me.’ Say it now."

"Mom, pleaselisten to me," my voice pleaded. | walked very dowly to the bedroom, feding Alice's
worried stare on my back. | shut the door behind me, trying to think clearly through the terror that

gripped my brain.

"There now, are you adone? Just answer yes or no."



"Wes"
"But they can till hear you, I'm sure.”

"es"

"All right, then," the agreeable voice continued, "say, ‘'Mom, trust me."
"Mom, trust me."

"Thisworked out rather better than | expected. | was prepared to wait, but your mother arrived ahead of
schedule. It'seasier thisway, isn't it? Less suspense, less anxiety for you.”

| waited.

"Now | want you to listen very carefully. I'm going to need you to get away from your friends; do you
think you can do that? Answer yesor no."

"NO_"

"I'm sorry to hear that. | was hoping you would be alittle more crestive than that. Do you think you could
get away from them if your mother'slife depended on it? Answer yesor no."

Somehow, there had to be away. | remembered that we were going to the airport. Sky Harbor
International Airport: crowded, confusingly laid out...

"Y$,"

"That's better. I'm sure it won't be easy, but if | get the dightest hint that you have any company, well, that
would be very bad for your mother," the friendly voice promised. "Y ou must know enough about us by
now to realize how quickly I would know if you tried to bring anyone along with you. And how littletime
| would need to deal with your mother if that was the case. Do you understand? Answer yes or no.”

"Yes" My voice broke.

"Very good, Bdla. Now thisiswhat you have to do. | want you to go to your mother's house. Next to
the phone there will be anumber. Cdl it, and I'll tell you whereto go from there" | already knew where|
would go, and where thiswould end. But I would follow hisingtructions exactly. " Can you do that?
Answer yesor no."

"es"
"Before noon, please, Bella. | haven't got dl day,” he said politely.
"Where's Phil 7' | asked tersdly.

"Ah, be careful now, Bella. Wait until | ask you to speek, please.”
| waited.

"It'simportant, now, that you don't make your friends suspicious when you go back to them. Tell them
that your mother called, and that you talked her out of coming home for the time being. Now repest after
me, Thank you, Mom.' Say it now."

"Thank you, Mom." Thetearswere coming. | tried to fight them back.



"Say, 'l loveyou, Mom, I'll see you soon." Say it now."

"I loveyou, Mom." My voicewasthick. "I'll see you soon,” | promised.

"Goodbye, Bella. | look forward to seeing you again.” He hung up.

| held the phone to my ear. My joints were frozen with terror — | couldn't unbend my fingersto drop it.

| knew | had to think, but my head wasfilled with the sound of my mother's panic. Secondsticked by
while | fought for control.

Sowly, dowly, my thoughts started to break past that brick wall of pain. To plan. For | had no choices
now but one: to go to the mirrored room and die. | had no guarantees, nothing to give to keep my mother
dive. | could only hope that James would be satisfied with winning the game, that beating Edward would
be enough. Despair gripped me; there was no way to bargain, nothing | could offer or withhold that could
influence him. But | ill had no choice. | had to try.

| pushed the terror back aswell as| could. My decision was made. It did no good to waste time
agonizing over the outcome. | had to think clearly, because Alice and Jasper were waiting for me, and
evading them was absolutely essentid, and absolutely impossible.

| was suddenly grateful that Jasper was gone. If he had been hereto fed my anguishinthelast five
minutes, how could | have kept them from being suspicious? | choked back the dread, the anxiety, tried
to ifleit. | couldn't afford it now. | didn't know when hewould return.

| concentrated on my escape. | had to hope that my familiarity with the airport would turn the oddsin my
favor. Somehow, | had to keep Alice away ...

| knew Alicewasin the other room waiting for me, curious. But | had to dedl with one morethingin
private, before Jasper was back.

| had to accept that | wouldn't see Edward again, not even one last glimpse of hisfaceto carry with me
to the mirror room. | was going to hurt him, and | couldn't say goodbye. | let the waves of torture wash
over me, havetheir way for atime. Then | pushed them back, too, and went to face Alice.

The only expression | could manage was adull, dead look. | saw her darm and | didn't wait for her to
ask. | had just one script and 1'd never manage improvisation now.

"My mom was worried, she wanted to come home. But it's okay, | convinced her to stay away." My
voicewaslifeless.

"WEeIl make sure she'sfine, Bdla, don't worry."
| turned away; | couldn't let her see my face.

My eyefdl on ablank page of the hotd stationery on the desk. | went to it dowly, aplan forming. There
was an envelope there, too. That was good.

"Alice" | asked dowly, without turning, kegping my voiceleve. "If | write aletter for my mother, would
you giveit to her? Leaveit at the house, | mean.”

"Sure, Bella" Her voice was careful. She could see me coming apart at the seams. | had to keep my
emotions under better control.

| went into the bedroom again, and knelt next to the little bedside table to write.



"Edward," | wrote. My hand was shaking, the |etters were hardly legible.

| love you. | am so sorry. He has my mom, and | have to try. | know it may not work. | am so very,
Very sorry.

Don't be angry with Alice and Jasper. If | get away fromthem it will be a miracle. Tell them thank
you for me. Alice especially, please.

And please, please, don't come after him. That's what he wants. | think. | can't bear it if anyone
has to be hurt because of me, especially you. Please, thisis the only thing | can ask you now. For
me.

| love you. Forgive me.

Bdla

| folded the letter carefully, and seded it in the envelope. Eventualy he would find it. | only hoped he
would understand, and listen to me just this once.

Andthen| carefully sedled avay my heart.

22. HIDE-AND-SEEK

It had taken much lesstime than I'd thought — al the terror, the despair, the shattering of my heart. The
minutes were ticking by more dowly than usual. Jasper still hadn't come back when | returned to Alice. |
was afraid to be in the same room with her, afraid that she would guess... and afraid to hide from her for
the same reason.

| would have thought | was far beyond the ability to be surprised, my thoughts tortured and unstable, but
| was surprised when | saw Alice bent over the desk, gripping the edge with two hands.

"Alice?"

Shedidn't react when | called her name, but her head was dowly rocking Sdeto side, and | saw her
face. Her eyeswere blank, dazed... My thoughts flew to my mother. Was| aready too late?

| hurried to her Sde, reaching out automeaticaly to touch her hand.

"Alice!" Jagper's voice whipped, and then he was right behind her, his hands curling over hers, loosening
them from their grip on the table. Acraossthe room, the door swung shut with alow click.

"What isit?" he demanded.
She turned her face awvay from me, into hischest. "Bella" she said.
"I'mright here)" | replied.

Her head twisted around, her eyeslocking on mine, their expression still strangely blank. | redized a



once that she hadn't been spesking to me, she'd been answering Jasper's question.
"What did you see?' | said — and there was no question in my flat, uncaring voice,

Jasper looked a me sharply. | kept my expression vacant and waited. His eyes were confused asthey
flickered swiftly between Alicesface and mine, feding the chaos... for | could guesswhat Alice had
Seen now.

| felt atranquil atmosphere settle around me. | welcomed it, using it to keep my emotions disciplined,
under control.

Alice, too, recovered hersdf.

"Nothing, redly," she answered findly, her voice remarkably calm and convincing. "Just the sameroom
as before™

Shefinaly looked at me, her expression smooth and withdrawn. "Did you want breskfast?"

"No, I'll eat at theairport.” | wasvery calm, too. | went to the bathroom to shower. Almost asif | were
borrowing Jasper's strange extrasense, | could fed Alice's wild — though well-concealed —
desperation to have me out of the room, to be aone with Jasper. So she could tell him that they were
doing something wrong, thet they weregoing tofail...

| got ready methodically, concentrating on each little task. | left my hair down, swirling around me,
covering my face. The peaceful mood Jasper created worked its way through me and hel ped me think
cearly. Heped me plan. | dug through my bag until | found my sock full of money. | emptied it into my
pocket.

| was anxiousto get to the airport, and glad when we left by seven. | sat donethistime in the back of the
dark car. Alice leaned against the door, her face toward Jasper but, behind her sunglasses, shooting
glancesin my direction every few seconds.

"Alice?" | asked indifferently.
Shewaswary. "Yes?'

"How doesit work? The things that you see?’ | stared out the side window, and my voice sounded
bored. "Edward said it wasn't definite. .. that things change?" It was harder than | would have thought to
say hisname. That must have been what aerted Jasper, why afresh wave of serenity filled the car.

"Yes, things change..." she murmured — hopefully, | thought. " Some things are more certain than
others... like the weather. People are harder. | only see the course they're on while they're on it. Once
they change their minds— make a new decison, no matter how smal — the whole future shifts."

| nodded thoughtfully. " So you couldn't see Jamesin Phoenix until he decided to come here.”
"Yes" sheagreed, wary again.

And she hadn't seen me in the mirror room with James until I'd made the decison to meet him there. |
tried not to think about what €lse she might have seen. | didn't want my panic to make Jasper more
suspicious. They would be watching me twice as carefully now, anyway, after Alicesvison. Thiswas
going to beimpossible.

We got to the airport. Luck waswith me, or maybe it wasjust good odds. Edward's plane was landing



intermind four, thelargest termind, where most flights landed — s0 it wasn't surprising that hiswas. But
it wasthetermina | needed: the biggest, the most confusing. And there was adoor on level three that
might be the only chance.

We parked on the fourth floor of the huge garage. | led the way, for once more knowledgeabl e about my
surroundings than they were. We took the elevator down to level three, where the passengers unloaded.
Alice and Jasper spent along time looking at the departing flights board. | could hear them discussing the
pros and cons of New Y ork, Atlanta, Chicago. Places|'d never seen. And would never see.

| waited for my opportunity, impatient, unable to stop my toe from tapping. We sat in the long rows of
chairs by the meta detectors, Jasper and Alice pretending to people-watch but redly watching me. Every
inch | shifted in my seat was followed by aquick glance out of the corner of their eyes. It was hopeless.
Should | run? Would they dareto stop me physicaly in this public place? Or would they smply follow?

| pulled the unmarked envelope out of my pocket and set it on top of Alice's black leather bag. She
looked at me.

"My letter," | said. She nodded, tucking it under the top flap. He would find it soon enough.

The minutes passed and Edward's arrival grew closer. It was amazing how every cell in my body seemed
to know he was coming, to long for his coming. That madeit very hard. | found myself trying to think of
excusesto say, to see him first and then make my escape. But | knew that wasimpossibleif | was going
to have any chanceto get away.

Severa times Alice offered to go get breakfast with me. Later, | told her, not yet.

| sared at the arriva board, watching asflight after flight arrived on time. The flight from Sesttle crept
closer to the top of the board.

And then, when | had only thirty minutes to make my escape, the numbers changed. His planewasten
minutes early. | had no moretime.

"I think I'll eat now," | said quickly.
Alice stood. "I'll come with you."

"Do you mind if Jagper comesingtead?' | asked. "I'm feding alittle...” I didn't finish the sentence. My
eyeswere wild enough to convey what | didn't say.

Jasper stood up. Alice's eyes were confused, but — | saw to my relief— not suspicious. She must be
atributing the changein her vision to some maneuver of the tracker'srather than a betraya by me.

Jasper waked slently beside me, hishand on the smal of my back, asif hewere guiding me. | pretended
alack of interest in thefirst few airport cafes, my head scanning for what | reglly wanted. And thereit
was, around the corner, out of Alice's sharp sight: the level-three ladies room.

"Do you mind?" | asked Jasper aswe passed. "I'll just be amoment.”
"I'll beright here," he said.

As soon as the door shut behind me, | was running. | remembered thetime | had gotten lost from this
bathroom, because it had two exits.

Outside the far door it was only ashort sprint to the elevators, and if Jasper stayed where he said he



would, I'd never bein hisline of sight. | didn't look behind me as| ran. Thiswas my only chance, and
even if he saw me, | had to keep going. People stared, but | ignored them. Around the corner the
elevatorswere waiting, and | dashed forward, throwing my hand between the closing doors of afull
elevator headed down. | squeezed in beside theirritated passengers, and checked to make sure that the
button for level one had been pushed. It was already lit, and the doors closed.

As soon asthe door opened | was off again, to the sound of annoyed murmurs behind me. | dowed
myself as| passed the security guards by the luggage carousels, only to bresk into arun again asthe exit
doors cameinto view. | had no way of knowing if Jasper was looking for me yet.

| would have only secondsif he was following my scent. | jumped out the automeatic doors, nearly
smacking into the glass when they opened too dowly.

Along the crowded curb there wasn't acab in sSght.

| had no time. Alice and Jasper were either about to redlize | was gone, or they aready had. They would
find mein aheartbeat.

A shuttle to the Hyatt was just closing its doors afew feet behind me.

"Wait!" | cdled, running, waving at the driver.

"Thisisthe shuttle to the Hyait," the driver said in confusion as he opened the doors.
"Yes," | huffed, "that'swhere I'm going.” | hurried up the steps.

He looked askance at my luggage-less state, but then shrugged, not caring enough to ask.

Most of the seats were empty. | sat asfar from the other travel ers as possible, and watched out the
window asfirg the sdewalk, and then the arport, drifted away. | couldn't help imagining Edward, where
he would stand at the edge of the road when he found the end of my trail. | couldn't cry yet, | told mysdlf.
| till had along way to go.

My luck held. Infront of the Hyatt, atired-looking couple was getting their last suitcase out of the trunk
of acab. | jumped out of the shuttle and ran to the cab, diding into the seat behind the driver. Thetired
couple and the shuttle driver Stared a me.

| told the surprised cabbie my mother's address. "1 need to get there as soon as possible.”
"That'sin Scottsdale," he complained.

| threw four twenties over the sest.

"Will that be enough?'

"Sure, kid, no problem.”

| sat back againgt the seet, folding my arms across my lap. The familiar city began to rush around me, but
| didn't look out the windows. | exerted mysdlf to maintain control. | was determined not to lose mysdlf at
this point, now that my plan was successfully completed. There was no point in indulging in moreterror,
more anxiety. My path was set. | just had to follow it now.

So, ingtead of panicking, | closed my eyes and spent the twenty minutes drive with Edward.

| imagined that | had stayed at the airport to meet Edward. | visuaized how | would stand on my toes,



the sooner to see hisface. How quickly, how gracefully he would move through the crowds of people
separating us. And then | would run to close those last few feet between us — reckless as dways— and
| would bein hismarblearms, findly safe.

| wondered where we would have gone. North somewhere, so he could be outside in the day. Or maybe
somewhere very remote, so we could lay in the sun together again. | imagined him by the shore, hisskin
sparkling like the sea. It wouldn't matter how long we had to hide. To be trapped in ahotel room with
him would be akind of heaven. So many questions| still had for him. | could talk to him forever, never
deeping, never leaving hisside.

| could see hisface so clearly now... dmost hear hisvoice. And, despite dl the horror and hopel essness,
| wasfleetingly happy. So involved was | in my escapist daydreams, | lost dl track of the secondsracing

by.
"Hey, what was the number?"

The cabbi€e's question punctured my fantasy, letting dl the colorsrun out of my lovely ddusions. Fear,
bleak and hard, waswaiting to fill the empty space they left behind.

"Fifty-eight twenty-one." My voice sounded strangled. The cabbie looked at me, nervousthat | was
having an episode or something.

"Herewe are, then." He was anxious to get me out of his car, probably hoping | wouldn't ask for my
change.

"Thank you," | whispered. There was no need to be afraid, | reminded myself. The house was empty. |
had to hurry; my mom waswaiting for me, frightened, depending on me.

| ran to the door, reaching up automaticaly to grab the key under the eave. | unlocked the door. It was
dark insgde, empty, normal. | ran to the phone, turning on the kitchen light on my way. There, on the
whiteboard, was aten-digit number written in asmall, neat hand. My fingers sumbled over the keypad,
making mistakes. | had to hang up and start again. | concentrated only on the buttonsthistime, carefully
pressing each onein turn. | was successtul. | held the phone to my ear with ashaking hand. It rang only
once.

"Hello, Bdlla," that easy voice answered. "That was very quick. I'm impressed.”
"Ismy mom dl right?'

"She's perfectly fine. Don't worry, Bella, | have no quarrel with her. Unlessyou didn't come aone, of
course” Light, amused.

"I'm done." I'd never been more donein my entirelife.

"Very good. Now, do you know the ballet studio just around the corner from your home?"
"Yes. | know how to get there."

"Well, then, I'll see you very soon.”

| hung up.

| ran from the room, through the door, out into the baking hest.

There was no timeto look back at my house, and | didn't want to seeit asit was now — empty, a



symbol of fear instead of sanctuary. The last person to walk through those familiar roomswas my enemy.

From the corner of my eye, | could dmost see my mother standing in the shade of the big eucalyptustree
wherel'd played asachild. Or knedling by thelittle plot of dirt around the mailbox, the cemetery of al
the flowers sheld tried to grow. The memories were better than any redlity | would seetoday. But | raced
away from them, toward the corner, leaving everything behind me.

| felt so dow, like | was running through wet sand — | couldn't seem to get enough purchase from the
concrete. | tripped severa times, oncefalling, catching myself with my hands, scraping them onthe
sdewalk, and then lurching up to plunge forward again. But at last | madeit to the corner. Just another
street now; | ran, sweat pouring down my face, gasping. The sun was hot on my skin, too bright asit
bounced off the white concrete and blinded me. | felt dangeroudy exposed. Morefiercely than | would
have dreamed | was capable of, | wished for the green, protective forests of Forks... of home.

When | rounded the last corner, onto Cactus, | could see the studio, looking just as| remembered it. The
parking lot in front was empty, the vertica blindsin dl the windows drawn. | couldn't run anymore — |
couldn't breathe; exertion and fear had gotten the best of me. | thought of my mother to keep my feet
moving, onein front of the other.

Asl| got closer, | could seethe sign insde the door. It was handwritten on hot pink paper; it said the
dance studio was closed for spring break. | touched the handle, tugged on it cautioudly. It was unlocked.
| fought to catch my breath, and opened the door.

Thelobby was dark and empty, cool, the ar conditioner thrumming. The plastic molded chairswere
stacked along the walls, and the carpet smelled like shampoo. The west dance floor was dark, | could
see through the open viewing window. The east dance floor, the bigger room, waslit. But the blinds were
closed on the window.

Terror seized me so strongly that | was literaly trapped by it. | couldn't make my feet move forward.
And then my mother'svoice called.
"Bella? Bella?' That sametone of hysterical panic. | sprinted to the door, to the sound of her voice.

"Bella, you scared me! Don't you ever do that to me again!™ Her voice continued as| ran into the long,
high-ceilinged room.

| stared around me, trying to find where her voice was coming from. | heard her laugh, and | whirled to
the sound.

There shewas, onthe TV screen, touding my hair in relief. It was Thanksgiving, and | wastwelve. Wed
gone to see my grandmother in California, the last year before she died. We went to the beach one day,

and I'd leaned too far over the edge of the pier. She'd seen my feet flailing, trying to reclaim my balance.

"Bella? Bdla?' sheld cdled to mein fear.

And then the TV screen was blue.

| turned dowly. Hewas standing very lill by the back exit, so fill | hadn't noticed him at first. In hishand
was aremote control. We stared at each other for along moment, and then he smiled.

He walked toward me, quite close, and then passed me to put the remote down next to the VCR. |
turned carefully to watch him.

"Sorry about thet, Bella, but isn't it better that your mother didn't redlly haveto beinvolved in dl this?'



His voice was courteous, kind.

And suddenly it hit me. My mother was safe. Shewas il in FHorida. Sheld never gotten my message.
Sheld never been terrified by the dark red eyesin the abnormally pae face before me. She was safe.

"Yes" | answered, my voice saturated with relief.
"Y ou don't sound angry that | tricked you."

"I'm not." My sudden high made me brave. What did it matter now? It would soon be over. Charlie and
Mom would never be harmed, would never haveto fear. | felt dmost giddy. Some andytica part of my
mind warned methat | was dangeroudy close to snapping from the stress.

"How odd. You redly meanit." Hisdark eyes assessed me with interest. Theirises were nearly black,
just ahint of ruby around the edges. Thirsty. "I will give your strange coven this much, you humans can be
quite interesting. | guess| can see the draw of observing you. It's amazing — some of you seem to have
no sense of your own self-interest at dl.”

He was standing afew feet away from me, armsfolded, looking at me curiously. There was no menacein
hisface or stance. He was s0 very average-looking, nothing remarkable about hisface or body at all.
Just the white skin, the circled eyesI'd grown so used to. He wore a pae blue, long-deeved shirt and
faded blue jeans.

"| suppose you're going to tell methat your boyfriend will avenge you?' he asked, hopefully it seemed to
me

"No, | don't think s0. At least, | asked him not to."
"And what was hisreply to that?"'
"l don't know." It was Strangely easy to converse with this gented hunter. "1 left him aletter.”

"How romantic, alast letter. And do you think he will honor it?* Hisvoice was just alittle harder now, a
hint of sarcasm marring his politetone.

"l hope s0."

"Hmmm. Well, our hopes differ then. Y ou see, thiswas dl just alittle too easy, too quick. To be quite
honest, I'm disappointed. | expected amuch greater chalenge. And, after dl, | only needed alittle luck.”

| waited in slence.

"When Victoria couldn't get to your father, | had her find out more about you. Therewasno sensein
running al over the planet chasing you down when | could comfortably wait for you in a place of my
choosing. So, after | talked to Victoria, | decided to come to Phoenix to pay your mother avist. I'd
heard you say you were going home. At firgt, I never dreamed you meant it. But then | wondered.
Humans can be very predictable; they like to be somewhere familiar, somewhere safe. And wouldn't it be
the perfect ploy, to go to the last place you should be when you're hiding — the place that you said you'd
be.

"But of course | wasn't sure, it was just ahunch. | usudly get afeding about the prey that I'm hunting, a
sxth sense, if you will. | listened to your message when | got to your mother's house, but of course |l
couldn't be surewhere you'd caled from. It was very useful to have your number, but you could have
beenin Antarcticafor dl | knew, and the game wouldn't work unless you were close by.



"Then your boyfriend got on aplane to Phoenix. Victoriawas monitoring them for me, naturdly; ina
game with thismany players, | couldn't be working alone. And so they told me what 1'd hoped, that you
were here after al. | was prepared; 1'd aready been through your charming home movies. And then it
was smply ametter of the bluff.

"Very easy, you know, not redly up to my standards. So, you see, I'm hoping you're wrong about your
boyfriend. Edward, isn't it?"

| didn't answer. The bravado was wearing off. | sensed that he was coming to the end of hisgloat. It
wasn't meant for me anyway. Therewas no glory in beating me, aweak human.

"Would you mind, very much, if | left alittleletter of my own for your Edward?"

Hetook a step back and touched a palm-sized digital video camera baanced carefully on top of the
gereo. A small red light indicated that it was aready running. He adjusted it afew times, widened the
frame. | stared a himin horror.

"I'm sorry, but | just don't think hell be ableto resist hunting me after he watches this. And | wouldn't
want him to missanything. It wasal for him, of course. Y oure smply ahuman, who unfortunately wasin
the wrong place, a the wrong time, and indisputably running with the wrong crowd, | might add.”

He stepped toward me, smiling. "Before we begin..."
| felt acurl of nauseain the pit of my stomach as he spoke. Thiswas something | had not anticipated.

"I would just liketo rub it in, just alittle bit. The answer wasthere dl adong, and | was so afraid Edward
would seethat and ruin my fun. It happened once, oh, ages ago. The one and only time my prey escaped
me

"Y ou see, the vampire who was so stupidly fond of thislittle victim made the choice that your Edward
was too weak to make. When the old one knew | was after hislittle friend, he stole her from the asylum
where he worked — | never will understand the obsession some vampires seem to form with you
humans — and as soon as he freed her he made her safe. She didn't even seem to notice the pain, poor
little creature. Sheld been stuck in that black hole of acell for so long. A hundred years earlier and she
would have been burned at the stake for her visions. In the nineteen-twenties it was the asylum and the
shock treatments. When she opened her eyes, strong with her fresh youth, it was like sheld never seen
the sun before. The old vampire made her astrong new vampire, and there was no reason for meto
touch her then." He sighed. "I destroyed the old one in vengeance.”

"Alice" | breathed, astonished.

"Yes, your littlefriend. | was surprised to see her in the clearing. So | guess her coven ought to be ableto
derive some comfort from this experience. | get you, but they get her. The one victim who escaped me,
quite an honor, actudly.

"And she did smell so ddlicious. | ill regret that | never got to taste... She smelled even better than you
do. Sorry — | don't mean to be offensive. Y ou have avery nice smell. FHoord, somehow..."

Hetook another step toward me, till he wasjust inches away. Helifted alock of my hair and sniffed at it
delicately. Then he gently patted the strand back into place, and | felt his coal fingertips against my throat.
He reached up to stroke my cheek once quickly with histhumb, hisface curious. | wanted so badly to
run, but | wasfrozen. | couldn't even flinch away.

"No," he murmured to himself as he dropped hishand, "I don't understand.” He sighed. "Well, | suppose



we should get onwith it. And then | can cal your friends and tell them whereto find you, and my little
message.”

| was definitely sick now. Therewas pain coming, | could seeit in hiseyes. It wouldn't be enough for him
to win, to feed and go. There would be no quick end like I'd been counting on. My knees began to
shake, and | was afraid | wasgoing to fall.

He stepped back, and began to circle, casudly, asif he weretrying to get abetter view of agtatueina
museum. Hisface was still open and friendly as he decided where to start.

Then he dumped forward, into acrouch | recognized, and his pleasant smile dowly widened, grew, till it
wasn't agmileat dl but a contortion of teeth, exposed and glistening.

| couldn't help myself— | tried to run. Asuselessas | knew it would be, asweak as my knees aready
were, panic took over and | bolted for the emergency door.

Hewasinfront of mein aflash. | didn't seeif he used his hand or hisfoot, it wastoo fast. A crushing
blow struck my chest — | felt myself flying backward, and then heard the crunch as my head bashed into
the mirrors. The glass buckled, some of the pieces shattering and splintering on the floor beside me.

| was too stunned to fed the pain. | couldn't breathe yet.
He walked toward me dowly.

"That'savery nice effect,” he sad, examining the mess of glass, hisvoicefriendly again. "I thought this
room would be visualy dramatic for my little film. That'swhy | picked this place to meet you. It's perfect,
intit?'

I ignored him, scrambling on my hands and knees, crawling toward the other door.

Hewas over me at once, hisfoot stepping down hard on my leg. | heard the sickening snap before | felt
it. But then | did fed it, and | couldn't hold back my scream of agony. | twisted up to reach for my leg,
and he was standing over me, smiling.

"Would you like to rethink your last request?" he asked pleasantly. His toe nudged my broken leg and |
heard a piercing scream. With ashock, | redlized it was mine.

"Wouldn't you rather have Edward try to find me?"* he prompted.

"No!" | croaked. "No, Edward, don't—" And then something smashed into my face, throwing me back
into the broken mirrors.

Over the pain of my leg, | felt the sharp rip across my scap wherethe glass cut into it. And then the
warm wetness began to spread through my hair with darming speed. | could fed it soaking the shoulder
of my shirt, hear it dripping on the wood below. The smdll of it twisted my stomach.

Through the nausea and dizziness | saw something that gave me a sudden, find shred of hope. His eyes,
merely intent before, now burned with an uncontrollable need. The blood — spreading crimson across
my white shirt, pooling rapidly on the floor — was driving him mad with thirst. No matter hisorigina
intentions, he couldn't draw this out much longer.

Let it be quick now, wasdl | could hope asthe flow of blood from my head sucked my consciousness
away withit. My eyeswere closing.



| heard, asif from underwater, thefind growl of the hunter. | could see, through the long tunnels my eyes
had become, his dark shape coming toward me. With my last effort, my hand ingtinctively raised to
protect my face. My eyesclosed, and | drifted.

23. THE ANGEL

As| drifted, | dreamed.

Where| floated, under the dark water, | heard the happiest sound my mind could conjure up — as
beautiful, as uplifting, asit was ghadtly. It was another snarl; adeeper, wilder roar that rang with fury.

| was brought back, amost to the surface, by asharp pain dashing my upraised hand, but | couldn't find
my way back far enough to open my eyes.

Andthen | knew | was dead.

Because, through the heavy water, | heard the sound of an angd cdling my name, calling meto the only
heaven | wanted.

"Oh no, Bdla, no!" the angd'svoice cried in horror.

Behind that longed-for sound was another noise— an awful tumult that my mind shied away from. A
vicious bass growling, ashocking snapping sound, and a high keening, suddenly breaking off...

| tried to concentrate on the angdl's voice instead.
"Bella, please! Bella, listen to me, please, please, Bella, please!™ he begged.
Yes, | wanted to say. Anything. But | couldn't find my lips.

"Carlide!" theangd called, agony in his perfect voice. "Bella, Bella, no, oh please, no, no!" And the angel
was sobbing tearless, broken sobs.

The angd shouldn't weep, it waswrong. | tried to find him, to tell him everything wasfine, but the water
was so deep, it was pressing on me, and | couldn't breathe.

There was apoint of pressure against my head. It hurt. Then, asthat pain broke through the darknessto
me, other pains came, stronger pains. | cried out, gasping, breaking through the dark poal.

"Belal" theangd cried.

"She'slost some blood, but the head wound isn't degp,” acam voice informed me. "Watch out for her
leg, it'sbroken.”

A howl of rage strangled on the angd'slips.
| felt asharp stab in my side. This couldn't be heaven, could it? There was too much pain for that.
"Someribs, too, | think," the methodica voice continued.

But the sharp painswere fading. There wasanew pain, ascading pain in my hand that was
overshadowing everything e se.



Someone was burning me.

"Edward.” | tried to tell him, but my voice was so heavy and dow. | couldn't understand mysdif.
"Bella, you're going to befine. Can you hear me, Bdla? | love you.”

"Edward,” | tried again. My voice was alittle clearer.

"Yes I'm here”

"It hurts" | whimpered.

"I know, Bdla, I know" — and then, away from me, anguished — "can't you do anything?'
"My bag, please... Hold your bresth, Alice, it will help,” Carlide promised.

"Alice?' | groaned.

"She's here, she knew where to find you.”

"My hand hurts" | tried to tell him.

"I know, Bella. Carlidewill give you something, it will stop.”

"My hand isburning!" | screamed, findly breaking through the last of the darkness, my eyesfluttering
open. | couldn't see hisface, something dark and warm was clouding my eyes. Why couldn't they seethe
fireand put it out?

Hisvoice was frightened. "Bdla?'

"Thefirel Someone stop thefire!" | screamed asit burned me.
"Carlide! Her hand!"

"He bit her." Carlide'svoice was no longer cam, it was appdled.
| heard Edward catch hisbresth in horror.

"Edward, you haveto doit." It was Alices voice, close by my head. Cool fingers brushed at the wetness
inmy eyes.

"No!" he bellowed.

"Alice" | moaned.

"There may be achance,” Carlide sad.
"What?' Edward begged.

"Seeif you can suck the venom back out. Thewound isfairly clean.” As Carlide spoke, | could fed
more pressure on my head, something poking and pulling a my scalp. The pain of it waslost in the pain
of thefire,

"Will that work?' Alicgsvoicewas strained.

"l don't know," Carlide sad. "But we haveto hurry.”



"Carlide, I..." Edward hesitated. "I don't know if | can do that." Therewas agony in his beautiful voice
agan.

"It'syour decision, Edward, either way. | can't help you. | have to get this bleeding stopped hereif you're
going to betaking blood from her hand.”

| writhed in the grip of thefiery torture, the movement making the painin my leg flare sckeningly.

"Edward!" | screamed. | redized my eyes were closed again. | opened them, desperate to find hisface.
And | found him. Findly, | could see his perfect face, staring at me, twisted into amask of indecison and

pain.

"Alice, get me something to brace her leg!" Carlide was bent over me, working on my head. "Edward,
you must do it now, or it will betoo late.”

Edward's face was drawn. | watched his eyes as the doubt was suddenly replaced with ablazing
determination. Hisjaw tightened. | felt his cool, strong fingers on my burning hand, locking it in place.
Then his head bent over it, and his cold lips pressed against my skin.

At first the pain was worse. | screamed and thrashed against the cool hands that held me back. | heard
Alicesvoice, trying to cam me. Something heavy held my leg to thefloor, and Carlide had my head
locked inthevise of hisstonearms.

Then, dowly, my writhing camed as my hand grew more and more numb. The fire was dulling, focusing
into an ever-amdler point.

| felt my consciousness dipping asthe pain subsided. | was afraid to fal into the black waters again,
afraid | would lose him in the darkness.

"Edward,” | tried to say, but | couldn't hear my voice. They could hear me.
"Hesright here, Bdla"

"Stay, Edward, stay withme..."

"I will." Hisvoice was strained, but somehow triumphant.

| Sghed contentedly. The fire was gone, the other pains dulled by a deepiness seeping through my body.
"Isitdl out?' Carlide asked from somewhere far awvay.

"Her blood tastes clean,” Edward said quietly. "I can taste the morphine.”
"Bdla?' Carlidecdledtome.

| tried to answer. "Mmmmm?'

"|sthefire gone?'

"Yes" | dghed. "Thank you, Edward.”

"I loveyou," he answered.

"I know," | breathed, so tired.

| heard my favorite sound in the world: Edward's quiet laugh, wesak with relief.



"Bella?' Carlide asked again.
| frowned; | wanted to deep. "What?'
"Whereisyour mother?'

"InHorida," | Sghed. "He tricked me, Edward. He watched our videos." The outrage in my voice was
pitifully frail.

But that reminded me.

"Alice." | tried to open my eyes. "Alice, the video — he knew you, Alice, he knew where you came
from." | meant to speak urgently, but my voice wasfeeble. "I smdl gasoline,” | added, surprised through
the hazein my brain.

"It'stimeto move her," Carlidesaid.

"No, | want to deep,” | complained.

"Y ou can deep, sweetheart, I'll carry you," Edward soothed me.

And | wasin hisarms, cradled againgt his chest — floating, dl the pain gone.

"Seep now, Bella' werethelast words | heard.

24. AN IMPASSE

My eyes opened to abright, whitelight. | wasin an unfamiliar room, awhite room. Thewall beside me
was covered in long vertica blinds; over my head, the glaring lights blinded me. | was propped up on a
hard, uneven bed — abed with rails. The pillowswereflat and lumpy. There was an annoying beeping
sound somewhere close by. | hoped that meant | was till dlive. Death shouldn't be this uncomfortable.

My handswere al twisted up with clear tubes, and something was taped across my face, under my nose.
| lifted my hand torip it off.

"No, you don't." And cool fingers caught my hand.

"Edward?' | turned my head dightly, and his exquisite face was just inches from mine, his chin resting on
the edge of my pillow. | redized again that | was dive, thistime with gratitude and éation. " Oh, Edward,
I'm so sorry!™

"Shhhh," he shushed me. "Everything'sal right now."

"What happened?" | couldn't remember clearly, and my mind rebelled against me as| tried to recall.
"l was dmogt too late. | could have beentoo late," he whispered, his voice tormented.

"l was s0 stupid, Edward. | thought he had my mom.”

"Hetricked usdl."

"I need to cal Charlie and my mom," | redized through the haze.



"Alice cdled them. Renéeis here— wdll, herein the hospital. She's getting something to eat right now."

"She'shere?' | tried to Sit up, but the spinning in my head accelerated, and his hand pushed me gently
down onto the pillows.

"Shélll be back soon," he promised. "And you need to stay ill."

"But what did you tell her?' | panicked. | had no interest in being soothed. My mom was here and | was
recovering from avampire attack. "Why did you tell her I'm here?"

"Y ou fdl down two flights of stairsand through awindow.” He paused. ™Y ou have to admit, it could
happen.”

| Sghed, and it hurt. | stared down at my body under the sheet, the huge lump that was my leg.
"How bad am 17" | asked.

"Y ou have a broken leg, four broken ribs, some cracksin your skull, bruises covering every inch of your
skin, and you've logt alot of blood. They gave you afew transfusions. | didn't like it — it made you smell
al wrong for awhile

"That must have been anice changefor you."
"No, | like how you smdl.”
"How did you doit?" | asked quietly. He knew what | meant at once.

"I'm not sure." He looked away from my wondering eyes, lifting my gauze-wrapped hand from the bed
and holding it gently in his, careful not to disrupt the wire connecting me to one of the monitors.

| waited patiently for the rest.

He sghed without returning my gaze. "It wasimpossible... to stop,”" he whispered. "Impossible. But |
did." Helooked up findly, with haf asmile. "I must loveyou.”

"Don't | taste asgood as| smdl?" | amiled in response. That hurt my face.
"Even better — better than I'd imagined.”

"I'm sorry," | gpologized.

Heraised hiseyesto the caling. "Of al the thingsto apologizefor.”

"Whet should | gpologizefor?’

"For very nearly taking yourself awvay from meforever.”

"I'm sorry,” | @pologized again.

"I know why you did it." His voice was comforting. "It was till irrationd, of course. Y ou should have
waited for me, you should havetold me."

"Y ou wouldn't have let me go."

"No," heagreed inagrimtone, "l wouldn't."



Some very unpleasant memories were beginning to come back to me. | shuddered, and then winced.
Hewasingantly anxious. "Bella, what'swrong?'
"What happened to James?"

"After | pulled him off you, Emmett and Jasper took care of him." There was afierce note of regret in his
voice.

This confused me. "1 didn't see Emmett and Jasper there."
"They had to leave theroom... therewasalot of blood.”
"But you ayed.”

"Yes, | stayed.”

"And Alice, and Carlide..." | said in wonder.

"They love you, too, you know."

A flash of painful imagesfrom thelast time I'd seen Alice reminded me of something. "Did Alice seethe
tape?’ | asked anxioudy.

"Yes." A new sound darkened hisvoice, atone of sheer hatred.
"Shewas dwaysin the dark, that's why she didn't remember.”
"I know. She understands now." His voice was even, but his face was black with fury.

| tried to reach hisface with my free hand, but something stopped me. | glanced down to seethe IV
pulling a my hand.

“Ugh." | winced.

"What isit?" he asked anxioudy — distracted, but not enough. The bleskness did not entirely leave his
eyes.

"Needles," | explained, looking away from the onein my hand. | concentrated on awarped celling tile
and tried to breathe deeply despite the achein my ribs.

"Afraid of aneedle" he muttered to himself under his bresth, shaking his head. "Oh, asadistic vampire,
intent on torturing her to death, sure, no problem, she runs off to meet him. An 1V, on the other hand..."

| rolled my eyes. | was pleased to discover that thisreaction, at least, was pain-free. | decided to change
the subject.

"Why are you here?' | asked.

He stared a me, first confusion and then hurt touching his eyes. His brows pulled together as he frowned.
"Do you want meto leave?'

"No!" | protested, horrified by the thought. "No, | meant, why does my mother think you're here? | need
to have my story straight before she gets back.”

"Oh," he said, and his forehead smoothed back into marble. "1 came to Phoenix to talk some senseinto



you, to convince you to come back to Forks." Hiswide eyes were so earnest and sincere, | amost
believed him mysdlf. Y ou agreed to see me, and you drove out to the hotel where | was staying with
Carlide and Alice— of course | was here with parenta supervision,” heinserted virtuoudy, "but you
tripped on the stairs on the way to my room and... well, you know the rest. Y ou don't need to remember
any details, though; you have agood excuse to be alittle muddied about the finer points.”

| thought about it for amoment. "There are afew flawswith that story. Like no broken windows."

"Not redly,” he said. "Alice had alittle bit too much fun fabricating evidence. It'sal been taken care of
very convincingly — you could probably suethe hotel if you wanted to. Y ou have nothing to worry
about," he promised, stroking my cheek with the lightest of touches. ™Y our only job now isto hed."

| wasn't so lost to the soreness or the fog of medication that | didn't respond to his touch. The beeping of
the monitor jumped around erratically — now he wasn't the only one who could hear my heart
mishehave.

"That'sgoing to be embarrassing,” | muttered to myself.
He chuckled, and a speculative look cameinto hiseye. "Hmm, | wonder..."

Heleaned in dowly; the beeping noise accelerated wildly before hislips even touched me. But when they
did, though with the most gentle of pressure, the beeping stopped dtogether.

He pulled back abruptly, hisanxious expression turning to relief asthe monitor reported the restarting of
my heart.

"It seemsthat I'm going to have to be even more careful with you than usud." He frowned.
"l was not finished kissng you," | complained. "Don't make me come over there."

He grinned, and bent to press hislipslightly to mine. The monitor went wild.

But then hislipsweretaut. He pulled away.

"| think | hear your mother,” he said, grinning again.

"Dont leaveme,”" | cried, anirrationa surge of panic flooding through me. | couldn't let him go— he
might disappear from me again.

Heread theterror in my eyesfor ashort second. "l won't," he promised solemnly, and then he smiled.
"I'll tekeanap.”

He moved from the hard plagtic chair by my side to the turquoi se faux-leather recliner at the foot of my
bed, leaning it dl the way back, and closing his eyes. He was perfectly till.

"Don't forget to breathe," | whispered sarcastically. He took a deep breath, his eyes till closed.

| could hear my mother now. She was talking to someone, maybe anurse, and she sounded tired and
upset. | wanted to jump out of the bed and run to her, to calm her, promise that everything wasfine. But
| wasn't in any sort of shape for jumping, so | waited impatiently.

The door opened a crack, and she peeked through.
"Mom!" | whispered, my voicefull of love and reief.



Shetook in Edward's fill form on the recliner, and tiptoed to my bedside.

"He never leaves, does he?' she mumbled to herseif.

"Mom, I'm so glad to seeyou!"

She bent down to hug me gently, and | felt warm tearsfalling on my cheeks.

"Bdla, | was 0 upset!”

"I'm sorry, Mom. But everything'sfine now, it'sokay," | comforted her.

"I'm just glad to finally see your eyes open.” She sat on the edge of my bed.

| suddenly redlized | didn't have any idea when it was. "How long have they been closed?!
"It'sFriday, hon, you've been out for awhile.”

"Friday?" | was shocked. | tried to remember what day it had been when... but | didn't want to think
about that.

"They had to keep you sedated for awhile, honey — you've got alot of injuries.”
"I know." | could fed them.

"You'relucky Dr. Cullen wasthere. He's such anice man... very young, though. And helooks more like
amode than adoctor..."

"You met Carlide?!
"And Edward'ssgter Alice. She'salovely girl."
"Sheis" | agreed wholeheartedly.

She glanced over her shoulder at Edward, lying with hiseyes closed in the chair. Y ou didn't tell me you
had such good friendsin Forks.”

| cringed, and then moaned.
"What hurts?' she demanded anxioudy, turning back to me. Edward's eyes flashed to my face.
"It'sfing" | assured them. "l just have to remember not to move." He lgpsed back into his phony dumber.

| took advantage of my mother's momentary distraction to keep the subject from returning to my
less-than-candid behavior. "Where's Phil 7' | asked quickly.

"Horida— oh, Bellal You'l never guess! Just when we were about to leave, the best news!”

"Phil got Sgned?’ | guessed.

"Yesl How did you guess! The Suns, can you believeit?'

"That'sgreat, Mom," | said asenthusiagtically as| could manage, though | had little ideawhat that meant.

"And you'll like Jacksonville so much," she gushed while | stared at her vacantly. "1 wasalittle bit worried
when Phil started talking about Akron, what with the snow and everything, because you know how | hate



the cold, but now Jacksonville! It's aways sunny, and the humidity redly isn't that bad. We found the
cutest house, yellow, with white trim, and a porch just likein an old movie, and this huge oak tree, and
it'sjust afew minutes from the ocean, and you'll have your own bathroom —"

"Wait, Mom!" | interrupted. Edward still had his eyes closed, but he looked too tense to pass as adeep.
"What are you talking about? I'm not going to Florida. | livein Forks."

"But you don't haveto anymore, silly," she laughed. " Phil will be able to be around so much more now...
we've talked about it alot, and what I'm going to do istrade off on the away games, half thetime with
you, hdf thetimewith him."

"Mom." | hesitated, wondering how best to be diplomatic about this. "I want to livein Forks. I'm aready
settled in at school, and | have acouple of girlfriends’ — she glanced toward Edward again when |
reminded her of friends, so | tried another direction — "and Charlie needs me. He'sjust al alone up
there, and he can't cook at all "

"Y ou want to stay in Forks?' she asked, bewildered. The ideawasinconceivableto her. And then her
eyesflickered back toward Edward. "Why?"'

"| told you — school, Charlie— ouch!" I'd shrugged. Not agood idea.

Her hands fluttered helplesdy over me, trying to find a safe place to pat. She made do with my foreheed;
it was unbandaged.

"Bédla, honey, you hate Forks," she reminded me.

"It's not so bad."

She frowned and looked back and forth between Edward and me, thistime very ddliberately.

"Isit thisboy?" she whispered.

| opened my mouth to lie, but her eyeswere scrutinizing my face, and | knew she would see through that.

"He'spart of it," | admitted. No need to confess how big apart. " So, have you had achanceto talk with
Edward?' | asked.

"Yes." She hesitated, looking at his perfectly still form. "And | want to talk to you about that.”
Uh-oh. "What about?" | asked.

" think that boy isinlovewith you," she accused, keeping her voice low.

" think 0, t0o," | confided.

"And how do you fed about him?' She only poorly concedled the raging curiosity in her voice.

| sighed, looking away. Asmuch as| loved my mom, thiswas not a conversation | wanted to have with
her. "I'm pretty crazy about him." There — that sounded like something ateenager with her first

boyfriend might say.

"WEéll, he seems very nice, and, my goodness, he's incredibly good-looking, but you're so young,
Bela..." Her voicewas unsure; asfar as| could remember, thiswas thefirst time since | was eight that
sheld come close to trying to sound like aparental authority. | recognized the reasonabl e-but-firm tone of
voice from talks 1'd had with her about men.



"I know that, Mom. Don't worry about it. It'sjust acrush,” | soothed her.

"That'sright," she agreed, easily pleased.

Then she sighed and glanced guiltily over her shoulder at the big, round clock on the wall.

"Do you need to go?'

Shebit her lip. "Phil's supposed to cdll in alittlewhile... | didn't know you were going to wake up..."

"No problem, Mom." | tried to tone down the relief so shewouldn't get her fedings hurt. "l won't be
done”

"I'll be back soon. I've been deeping here, you know," she announced, proud of hersdlf.

"Oh, Mom, you don't haveto do that! Y ou can deep at home— I'll never notice.” The swirl of
painkillersin my brain was making it hard to concentrate even now, though, apparently, I'd been deeping
for days.

"l wastoo nervous,” she admitted sheepishly. "There's been some crime in the neighborhood, and | don't
like being theredone.”

"Crime?' | asked in darm.

"'Someone broke into that dance studio around the corner from the house and burned it to the ground —
therésnothing left at dl! And they left astolen car right out front. Do you remember when you used to
dancethere, honey?'

"I remember." | shivered, and winced.
"| can Say, baby, if you need me."
"No, Mom, I'll befine. Edward will bewith me."

She looked like that might be why shewanted to stay. "I'll be back tonight.” It sounded as much like a
warning asit sounded like a promise, and she glanced at Edward again asshe said it.

"I loveyou, Mom."
"I loveyou, too, Bella. Try to be more careful when you walk, honey, | don't want to lose you."
Edward's eyes stayed closed, but awide grin flashed across hisface.

A nurse came bustling in then to check al my tubes and wires. My mother kissed my forehead, patted
my gauze-wrapped hand, and |eft.

The nurse was checking the paper readout on my heart monitor.
"Areyou feding anxious, honey?Y our heart rate got alittle high there."
"I'mfine" | assured her.

"I'll tell your RN that you're awvake. Shell beinto seeyou inaminute.”

As soon as she closed the door, Edward was at my side.



"You stoleacar?' | raised my eyebrows.

He smiled, unrepentant. "It was agood car, very fast."
"How was your nap?" | asked.

"Interesting.” His eyes narrowed.

What?"

He looked down while he answered. "'I'm surprised. | thought Florida. .. and your mother... well, |
thought that's what you would want."

| stared at him uncomprehendingly. "But you'd be stuck indgde dl day in Horida. Y ou'd only be ableto
comeout a night, just likearea vampire."

He amost smiled, but not quite. And then hisface was grave. "'l would stay in Forks, Bella. Or
somewherelikeit," he explained. " Someplace where | couldn't hurt you anymore.™

Itdidntsnk inat first. | continued to stare at him blankly as the words one by one clicked into placein
my head like aghastly puzzle. | was barely conscious of the sound of my heart accel erating, though, as
my bregthing became hyperventilation, | was aware of the sharp aching in my protesting ribs.

Hedidn't say anything; he watched my face warily asthe pain that had nothing to do with broken bones,
pain that wasinfinitely worse, threatened to crush me.

And then another nurse walked purposefully into the room. Edward sat il as stone as shetook in my
expression with apracticed eye before turning to the monitors.

"Time for more pain meds, sweetheart?' she asked kindly, tapping the IV feed.

"No, no," I mumbled, trying to keep the agony out of my voice. "I don't need anything." | couldn't afford
to close my eyes now.

"No need to be brave, honey. It's better if you don't get too stressed out; you need to rest.” She waited,
but | just shook my head.

"Okay," she dghed. "Hit the cal button when you're ready.”

She gave Edward a stern look, and threw one more anxious glance at the machinery, before leaving.
His cool handswere on my face; | stared at him with wild eyes.

"Shhh, Bdlla, calm down."

"Don't leaveme," | begged in abroken voice.

"l won'," he promised. "Now relax before | cal the nurse back to sedate you.”

But my heart couldn't dow.

"Bella" He stroked my face anxioudy. "I'm not going anywhere. I'll be right here aslong asyou need
r],E.ll

"Do you swear you won't leave me?' | whispered. | tried to control the gasping, at least. My ribswere
throbbing.



He put his hands on either side of my face and brought his face close to mine. His eyes were wide and
serious. "'l swear.”

The smdl of his breath was soothing. It seemed to ease the ache of my breathing. He continued to hold
my gaze while my body dowly relaxed and the beeping returned to anormal pace. His eyeswere dark,
closer to black than gold today.

"Better?' he asked.
"Yes" | sad cautioudy.
He shook his head and muttered something unintelligible. | thought I picked out the word "overreaction.”

"Why did you say that?' | whispered, trying to keep my voice from shaking. "Areyou tired of having to
save medl thetime? Do you want meto go awvay?"

"No, | don't want to be without you, Bella, of course not. Berationa. And | have no problem with saving
you, either — if it weren't for the fact that | was the one putting you in danger. .. that I'm the reason that
youre here."

"Yes, you arethereason.” | frowned. "The reason I'm here— alive."
"Barely." Hisvoicewasjust awhisper. "Covered in gauze and plaster and hardly ableto move."

"I wasn't referring to my most recent near-deeath experience,” | said, growing irritated. "I was thinking of
the others— you can take your pick. If it weren't for you, | would be rotting away in the Forks
cemetery.”

Hewinced at my words, but the haunted look didn't leave his eyes.

"That's not the worst part, though,”" he continued to whisper. He acted asif | hadn't spoken. "Not seeing
you there on thefloor... crumpled and broken.” His voice was choked. "Not thinking | wastoo late. Not
even hearing you scream in pain — al those unbearable memoriesthat I'll carry with me for the rest of
eternity. No, the very worst wasfedling... knowing that | couldn't stop. Believing that | was going to kill
you mysdf.”

"But you didn't."
"| could have. So easily.”

| knew | needed to stay cam.... but he wastrying to talk himself into leaving me, and the panic fluttered
inmy lungs, trying to get out.

"Promiseme," | whispered.
"Wha?'

"Y ou know what." | was garting to get angry now. He was so stubbornly determined to dwell on the
negative.

He heard the changein my tone. His eyestightened. "1 don't seem to be strong enough to stay away from
you, 0 | supposethat you'll get your way... whether it killsyou or not,” he added roughly.

"Good." He hadn't promised, though — afact that | had not missed. The panic was only barely
contained; | had no strength |eft to control the anger. Y ou told me how you stopped. .. now | want to



know why," | demanded.
"Why?" he repeated waxily.
"Why you did it. Why didn't you just let the venom spread? By now | would be just like you.”

Edward's eyes seemed to turn flat black, and | remembered that this was something held never intended
me to know. Alice must have been preoccupied by the things she'd learned about hersdlf... or she'd been
very careful with her thoughts around him — clearly, held had no ideathat sheld filled mein onthe
mechanics of vampire conversons. He was surprised, and infuriated. His nogtrils flared, his mouth |ooked

asif it was chisded from stone.
He wasn't going to answer, that much was clear.

"I'll bethefirst to admit that | have no experience with relationships,” | said. "But it just seemslogicd... a
man and woman have to be somewhat equd... asin, one of them can't dways be swooping in and
saving the other one. They have to save each other equally.”

He folded his arms on the side of my bed and rested his chin on hisarms. His expression was smooth,
the anger reined in. Evidently held decided he wasn't angry with me. | hoped I'd get achance to warn
Alice before he caught up with her.

"You have saved me," he said quietly.

"l can't dwaysbelLoisLane" | ingsted. "1 want to be Superman, too."

"Y ou don't know what you're asking." His voice was soft; he stared intently at the edge of the pillowcase.
"I think | do."

"Bela, you don't know. I've had dmost ninety yearsto think about this, and I'm till not sure.”

"Do you wish that Carlide hadn't saved you?"'

"No, | don't wish that." He paused before continuing. "But my life was over. | wasn't giving anything up.”

"You are my life. You'rethe only thing it would hurt meto lose." | was getting better &t this. It was easy
to admit how much | needed him.

Hewas very cam, though. Decided.
"l can't doit, Bella. | won't do that to you."

"Why not?' My throat rasped and the words weren't asloud as I'd meant them to be. "Don't tell meit's
too hard! After today, or | guessit wasafew daysago... anyway, after that, it should be nothing.”

Heglared at me.

"And the pain?' he asked.

| blanched. | couldn't helpit. But | tried to keep my expression from showing how clearly | remembered
thefeding... thefirein my veins

"That'smy problem," | said. "l can handleit.”
"It's possible to take bravery to the point where it becomesinsanity.”



"It'snot anissue. Threedays. Big ded.”

Edward grimaced again as my words reminded him that | was more informed than he had ever intended
meto be. | watched him repress the anger, watched as his eyes grew speculative.

"Charlie?' he asked curtly. "Renée?'

Minutes passed in sllence as| struggled to answer his question. | opened my mouth, but no sound came
out. | closed it again. He waited, and his expression became triumphant because he knew | had no true
answer.

"L ook, that'snot an issue ather,” | findly muttered; my voice was as unconvincing asit awayswas when
| lied. "Renée has aways made the choices that work for her — she'd want meto do the same. And
Charliesresilient, he's used to being on hisown. | can't take care of them forever. | have my own lifeto
live"

"Exactly,” he sngpped. "And | won't end it for you."
"If you're waiting for me to be on my desthbed, I've got newsfor you! | wasjust there!™
"Y ou're going to recover,” he reminded me.

| took a deep breath to calm mysdlf, ignoring the spasm of painit triggered. | stared a him, and he stared
back. There was no compromisein hisface.

"No," | said dowly. "I'm not."

Hisforehead creased. "Of course you are. Y ou may have ascar or two..."

"Yourewrong," | indsted. "I'm going to die.”

"Redly, Bdla" Hewas anxious now. "Youll be out of herein afew days. Two week a most.”

| glared a him. "I may not die now... but I'm going to die sometime. Every minute of the day, | get
closer. And I'm going to get old.”

Hefrowned aswhat | was saying sunk in, pressing hislong fingersto histemples and closing his eyes.
"That's how it's supposed to happen. How it should happen. How it would have happened if | didn't exist
—and | shouldn't exist."

| snorted. He opened hiseyesin surprise. "That's stupid. That's like going to someone who'sjust won the
lottery, taking their money, and saying, 'Look, let's just go back to how things should be. It's better that
way." And I'm not buying it."

"I'm hardly alottery prize," he growled.
"That'sright. Y ou're much better."

Herolled hiseyes and set hislips. "Bella, were not having this discussion anymore. | refuse to damn you
to an eternity of night and that'sthe end of it."

"If you think that's the end, then you don't know me very well,” | warned him. ™Y ou're not the only
vampire | know."

Hiseyeswent black again. "Alice wouldn't dare.”



And for amoment he looked so frightening that | couldn't help but believe it — | couldn't imagine
someone brave enough to cross him.

"Alicedready saw it, didn't she?' | guessed. "That's why the things she says upset you. She knows|I'm
going to belikeyou... someday."

"She'swrong. She aso saw you dead, but that didn't happen, either.”
"Youll never catch me betting againg Alice.”

We stared at each other for avery long time. It was quiet except for the whirring of the machines, the
beeping, the dripping, theticking of the big clock on thewal. Findly, his expression softened.

"So where does that leave us?' | wondered.

He chuckled humorlesdy. "I believeit's called an impasse.”

| Sghed. "Ouch,” | muttered.

"How areyou feding?" he asked, eyeing the button for the nurse.
"I'mfing" I lied.

"l don't believeyou," he said gently.

"I'm not going back to deep.”

"Y ou need rest. All thisarguing isn't good for you.”

"Sogivein," | hinted.

"Nicetry." Hereached for the button.

"No!"

Heignored me.

"Yes?' the spesker onthewall squawked.

"| think we're ready for more pain medication,” he said camly, ignoring my furious expression.
"I'll send in the nurse." The voice sounded very bored.

"l won't takeit," | promised.

He looked toward the sack of fluids hanging beside my bed. "I don't think they're going to ask you to
swalow anything."

My heart rate started to climb. He read the fear in my eyes, and sighed in frustration.

"Bella, you'rein pain. You heed to relax so you can hed. Why are you being so difficult? They're not
going to put any more needlesin you now."

"I'm not afraid of the needles,” | mumbled. "I'm afraid to close my eyes.”

Then he smiled his crooked smile, and took my face between his hands. "1 told you I'm not going



anywhere. Don't be afraid. Aslong asit makesyou happy, I'll be here.”
| smiled back, ignoring the achein my cheeks. "Y ou're talking about forever, you know."
"Oh, you'l get over it —it'sjust acrush.”

| shook my head in disbelief— it made me dizzy. "I was shocked when Renée swallowed that one. |
know you know better."

"That'sthe beautiful thing about being human,” hetold me. "Things change.”
My eyes narrowed. "Don't hold your bresth."”

He was laughing when the nurse camein, brandishing asyringe.

"Excuse me," she said brusquely to Edward.

He got up and crossed to the end of the small room, leaning against the wall. He folded hisarms and
waited. | kept my eyeson him, still gpprehensve. He met my gaze camly.

"Here you go, honey.” The nurse smiled as she injected the medicineinto my tube. "Y oull fed better

"Thanks," | mumbled, unenthusiagtic. It didn't takelong. | could fed the drowsinesstrickling through my
bloodstream dmost immediately.

"That ought to do it," she muttered as my eydlids drooped.
She must have l&ft the room, because something cold and smooth touched my face.
"Stay." The word was durred.

"I will," he promised. Hisvoice was beautiful, likealullaby. "Like | said, aslong asit makesyou happy...
aslong asit'swhat's best for you."

| tried to shake my head, but it wastoo heavy. "'S not the samething,” | mumbled.
Helaughed. "Don't worry about that now, Bella. Y ou can argue with me when you wake up.”
| think | smiled. "Kay."

| could fed hislipsa my ear.

"I loveyou," hewhispered.

"Me, too."

"I know," he laughed quietly.

| turned my head dightly... searching. He knew what | was after. Hislips touched mine gently.
"Thanks," | Sghed.

"Anytime”

| wasn't redly there at al anymore. But | fought against the stupor weakly. There was just one more thing



| wanted to tll him.

"Edward?" | struggled to pronounce hisname clearly.
"y e

"I'm betting on Alice," | mumbled.

And then the night closed over me.

EPILOGUE:AN OCCASION

Edward helped meinto his car, being very careful of the wisps of silk and chiffon, the flowersheld just
pinned into my eaborately styled curls, and my bulky waking cast. Heignored the angry set of my
mouth.

When he had me settled, he got in the driver's seat and headed back out the long, narrow drive.

"At what point exactly are you going to tell mewhat'sgoing on?' | asked grumpily. | redly hated
surprises. And he knew that.

"I'm shocked that you haven't figured it out yet." He threw amocking smilein my direction, and my
breath caught in my throat. Would | ever get used to his perfection?

"I did mention that you looked very nice, didn't 1?' | verified.

"Yes" Hegrinned again. I'd never seen him dressin black before, and, with the contrast againgt hispae
skin, his beauty was absolutely surredl. That much | couldn't deny, even if the fact that he was wearing a
tuxedo made me very nervous.

Not quite as nervous as the dress. Or the shoe. Only one shoe, as my other foot was still securely
encased in plaster. But the tiletto hed, held on only by satin ribbons, certainly wasn't going to help me as
| tried to hobble around.

"I'm not coming over anymoreif Aliceisgoing to trest me like Guinea Pig Barbiewhen | do,” | griped.

I'd spent the better part of the day in Alice's stlaggeringly vast bathroom, a helpless victim as she played
hairdresser and cosmetician. Whenever | fidgeted or complained, she reminded me that she didn't have
any memories of being human, and asked me not to ruin her vicarious fun. Then sheld dressed mein the
mogt ridiculous dress— deep blue, frilly and off the shoulders, with French tags| couldn't reed — a
dress more suitable for arunway than Forks. Nothing good could come of our formal attire, of that | was
aure. Unless... but | was afraid to put my suspicionsinto words, evenin my own head.

| was digtracted then by the sound of a phone ringing. Edward pulled his cell phone from a pocket insde
his jacket, looking briefly at the cdler ID before answering.

"Hello, Charlie" he said warily.
"Charlie?' | frowned.

Charlie had been... difficult snce my return to Forks. He had compartmentalized my bad experienceinto
two defined reactions. Toward Carlide he was aimaost worshipfully grateful. On the other hand, he was



stubbornly convinced that Edward was at fault — because, if not for him, | wouldn't have left homein the
firgt place. And Edward was far from disagreeing with him. These days| had rulesthat hadn't existed
before: curfews... visting hours.

Something Charlie was saying made Edward's eyeswiden in dishdlief, and then agrin spread across his
face.

"You'rekidding!" Helaughed.
"What isit?" | demanded.

Heignored me. "Why don't you let metalk to him?' Edward suggested with evident pleasure. He waited
for afew seconds.

"Hello, Tyler, thisis Edward Cullen." Hisvoice was very friendly, on the surface. | knew it well enough to
catch the soft edge of menace. What was Tyler doing a my house? The awful truth began to dawn on
me. | looked again &t the inappropriate dress Alice had forced meinto.

"I'm sorry if theré's been some kind of miscommunication, but Bdllais unavailable tonight.” Edward'stone
changed, and the threat in his voice was suddenly much more evident as he continued. "To be perfectly
honest, shelll be unavailable every night, asfar as anyone besides mysdlf is concerned. No offense. And
I'm sorry about your evening." He didn't sound sorry at al. And then he snapped the phone shut, ahuge
amirk on hisface.

My face and neck flushed crimson with anger. | could fed the rage-induced tears starting to fill my eyes.
Helooked at mein surprise. "Wasthat last part abit too much?1 didn't mean to offend you."

| ignored that.

"Y ou'retaking meto the prom!"” | yeled.

It was embarrassingly obvious now. If 1'd been paying any attention at al, I'm sure | would have noticed
the date on the posters that decorated the school buildings. But I'd never dreamed he was thinking of
subjecting meto this. Didn't heknow meat al?

He wasn't expecting the force of my reaction, that was clear. He pressed hislips together and his eyes
narrowed. "Don't be difficult, Bela."

My eyes flashed to the window; we were hafway to the school already.
"Why are you doing thisto me?' | demanded in horror.
He gestured to histuxedo. "Honestly, Bella, what did you think we were doing?'

| was mortified. First, because I'd missed the obvious. And aso because the vague suspicions—
expectations, really — that 1'd been forming all day, as Alicetried to transform meinto a beauty queen,
were 0 far wide of the mark. My half-fearful hopes seemed very silly now.

I'd guessed there was some kind of occasion brewing. But prom! That was the furthest thing from my
mind.

The angry tearsrolled over my cheeks. | remembered with dismay that | was very uncharacteristically
wearing mascara. | wiped quickly under my eyesto prevent any smudges. My hand was unblackened
when | pulled it away; maybe Alice had known | would need waterproof makeup.



"Thisiscompletely ridiculous. Why are you crying?" he demanded in frudtration.
"Because I'm mad!"

"Bella" Heturned thefull force of his scorching golden eyesonme.

"What?" | muttered, distracted.

"Humor me" heingsted.

Hiseyeswere mdting al my fury. It wasimpossibleto fight with him when he cheated like thet. | gavein
with poor grace,

"Fine" | pouted, unableto glare as effectively as| would haveliked. "I'll go quietly. But you'll see. I'm
way overdue for more bad luck. I'll probably break my other leg. Look at this shoe! It'sadeath trap!™ |
held out my good leg as evidence.

"Hmmm." He stared a my leg longer than was necessary. "Remind meto thank Alicefor that tonight.”
"Aliceisgoing to be there?' That comforted me dightly.
"With Jasper, and Emmett... and Rosdie," he admitted.

The feding of comfort disappeared. There had been no progress with Rosdie, though | was on quite
good terms with her sometimes-husband. Emmett enjoyed having me around — he thought my bizarre
human reactions were hilarious. .. or maybe it was just the fact that | fell down alot that he found so
funny. Rosdieacted asif | didn't exist. While | shook my head to dispd the direction my thoughts had
taken, | thought of something else.

"IsCharlieinonthis?' | asked, suddenly suspicious.
"Of course." He grinned, and then chuckled. "Apparently Tyler wasn't, though.”

| gritted my teeth. How Tyler could be so delusond, | couldn't imagine. At school, where Charlie
couldn't interfere, Edward and | were inseparable — except for those rare sunny days.

Wewere at the school now; Rosalie's red convertible was conspicuous in the parking lot. The clouds
werethin today, afew streaks of sunlight escaping through far away in the west.

He got out and walked around the car to open my door. He held out his hand.

| sat stubbornly in my seet, arms folded, fedling a secret twinge of smugness. The lot was crowded with
peoplein forma dress: witnesses. He couldn't remove me forcibly from the car as he might have if wed
been done.

He sighed. "When someone wantsto kill you, you're brave as alion — and then when someone mentions
dancing..." He shook his head.

| gulped. Dancing.
"Bella, | won't let anything hurt you — not even yoursdlf. | won't let go of you once, | promise.”
| thought about that and suddenly felt much better. He could seethat in my face.

"There, now," he said gently, "it won't be so bad." He leaned down and wrapped one arm around my



waist. | took hisother hand and let him lift me from the car.
He kept hisarm tightly around me, supporting meas| limped toward the schoal.

In Phoenix, they held promsin hotel ballrooms. This dance wasin the gym, of course. It was probably
the only room in town big enough for adance. When we got insde, | giggled. There were actua baloon
arches and twisted garlands of pastel crepe paper festooning the walls.

"Thislookslike ahorror movie waiting to happen,” | snickered.

"Well," he muttered as we dowly gpproached the ticket table — he was carrying most of my weight, but
| still hed to shuffle and wobble my feet forward — "there are more than enough vampires present.”

| looked at the dance floor; awide gap had formed in the center of the floor, where two coupleswhirled
gracefully. The other dancers pressed to the sides of the room to give them space — no one wanted to
gtand in contrast with such radiance. Emmett and Jasper were intimidating and flawlessin classic tuxedos.
Alicewas driking in ablack satin dress with geometric cutouts that bared large triangles of her snowy
white skin. And Rosaliewas... well, Rosdlie. She was beyond belief. Her vivid scarlet dresswas
backless, tight to her caveswhereit flared into awide ruffled train, with aneckline that plunged to her
waid. | pitied every girl in theroom, mysdf included.

"Do you want me to bolt the doors so you can massacre the unsuspecting townsfolk?* | whispered
conspiratoridly.

"And where do you fit into that scheme?' He glared.
"Oh, I'm with the vampires, of course.”

He smiled rductantly. " Anything to get out of dancing.”
"Anything."

He bought our tickets, then turned me toward the dance floor. | cringed againgt his arm and dragged my
fedt.

"I'vegot dl night," hewarned.

Eventually he towed me out to where hisfamily wastwirling eegantly — if in astyletotally unsuiteble to
the present time and music. | watched in horror.

"Edward." My throat was so dry | could only manage awhisper. "l honestly can't dance!” | could fed
the panic bubbling up ingde my chest.

"Don't worry, slly," he whispered back. "1 can." He put my arms around his neck and lifted meto dide
hisfeet under mine.

And then we were whirling, too.
"| fed likeI'mfiveyearsold," | laughed after afew minutes of effortlesswatzing.

"Y ou don't look five," he murmured, pulling me closer for asecond, so that my feet were briefly afoot
from the ground.

Alice caught my eye on aturn and smiled in encouragement — | smiled back. | was surprised to redlize
that | was actudly enjoying mysdlf... alittle.



"Okay, thisisn't haf bad," | admitted.
But Edward was staring toward the doors, and hisface was angry.

"What isit?" | wondered doud. | followed his gaze, disoriented by the spinning, but findly | could see
what was bothering him. Jacob Black, not in atux, but in along-deeved white shirt and tie, hishair
smoothed back into hisusua ponytail, was crossing the floor toward us.

After thefirgt shock of recognition, | couldn't help but fed bad for Jacob. He was clearly uncomfortable
— excruciatingly so. His face was gpol ogetic as his eyes met mine.

Edward snarled very quietly.

"Behave!" | hissed.

Edward's voice was scathing. "He wants to chat with you.”

Jacob reached us then, the embarrassment and apology even more evident on hisface.

"Hey, Bdla, | was hoping you would be here." Jacob sounded like he'd been hoping the exact opposite.
But hissmilewasjust aswarm asever.

"Hi, Jacob." | smiled back. "What's up?'

"Can| cut in?' he asked tentatively, glancing at Edward for thefirst time. | was shocked to notice that
Jacob didn't have to look up. He must have grown half afoot since thefirst timel'd seen him.

Edward's face was composed, his expression blank. His only answer wasto set me carefully on my fedt,
and take a step back.

"Thanks," Jacob said amiably.

Edward just nodded, looking a meintently before he turned to walk away.

Jacob put his hands on my waist, and | reached up to put my hands on his shoulders.
"Wow, Jake, how tall are you now?'

Hewas smug. " Six-two."

Weweren't really dancing — my leg made that impossible. Instead we swayed avkwardly from sdeto
sde without moving our feet. It was just aswell; the recent growth spurt had left him looking gangly and
uncoordinated, he was probably no better a dancer than | was.

"So, how did you end up heretonight?' | asked without true curiosity. Considering Edward's reaction, |
could guess.

"Can you believe my dad paid me twenty bucksto come to your prom?' he admitted, dightly ashamed.

"Yes, | can,” | muttered. "Well, | hope you're enjoying yoursdlf, at least. Seen anything you like?" |
teased, nodding toward agroup of girlslined up against the wall like pastel confections.

"Yeah," hesghed. "But she'staken.”

He glanced down to meet my curious gaze for just a second — then we both looked away,
embarrassed.



"You look redly pretty, by theway," he added shyly.
"Um, thanks. So why did Billy pay you to come here?" | asked quickly, though | knew the answer.

Jacob didn't seem grateful for the subject change; he looked away, uncomfortable again. "He said it was
a'safe placeto tak to you. | swear the old manislosing hismind.”

| joined in hislaughter weskly.

"Anyway, hesaid that if | told you something, he would get me that master cylinder | need," he confessed
with ashegpish grin.

"Tell me, then. | want you to get your car finished." | grinned back. At least Jacob didn't believe any of
this. It made the Situation a bit easier. Againg thewall, Edward was watching my face, hisown face
expressionless. | saw asophomorein apink dress eyeing him with timid speculation, but he didn't seem
to be aware of her.

Jacob looked away again, ashamed. "Don't get mad, okay?"

"Therésnoway I'll be mad & you, Jacob,” | assured him. "1 won't even be mad at Billy. Just say what
you haveto.”

"Wel — thisis so stupid, I'm sorry, Bella— he wants you to break up with your boyfriend. He asked
meto tell you 'please.™ He shook his head in disgust.

"He's gl superdtitious, eh?"

"Yeah. Hewas... kind of over the top when you got hurt down in Phoenix. He didn't believe..." Jacob
trailed off sdf-conscioudy.

My eyes narrowed. "1 fell."
"I know that," Jacob said quickly.

"He thinks Edward had something to do with me getting hurt.”" 1t wasn't a question, and despite my
promise, | wasangry.

Jacob wouldn't meet my eyes. We weren't even bothering to sway to the music, though his hands were
dill on my waist, and mine around his neck.

"Look, Jacob, | know Billy probably won't believe this, but just so you know" — helooked at me now,
responding to the new earnestnessin my voice— "Edward redlly did save my life. If it weren't for
Edward and hisfather, I'd be dead.”

"I know," he claimed, but he sounded like my sincere words had affected him some. Maybe he'd be able
to convince Billy of thismuch, at leest.

"Hey, I'm sorry you had to come do this, Jacob,” | apologized. "At any rate, you get your parts, right?"
"Yeah," he muttered. He was dtill looking awkward. .. upset.
"Therésmore?' | asked in dishelief.

"Forget it," hemumbled, "I'll get ajob and save the money mysdlf."



| glared a him until he met my gaze. "Just spit it out, Jacob.”
"It's so bad."
"I don't care. Tdl me" | ingsted.

"Okay... but, geez, this sounds bad." He shook his head. "He said to tell you, no, to warn you, that —
and thisishisplurd, not mine" — he lifted one hand from my waist and made little quotations marksin
the air — "'WEell be watching." He watched warily for my reaction.

It sounded like something from amafiamovie. | laughed out loud.
"Sorry you had to do this, Jake," | snickered.

"I don't mind that much.” He grinned in relief. His eyes were gppraising as they raked quickly over my
dress. "So, should | tell him you said to buit the hell out?" he asked hopefully.

"No," | dghed. "Tel him | said thanks. I know he meanswdll."
The song ended, and | dropped my arms.

His hands hesitated at my waist, and he glanced a my bum leg. "Do you want to dance again? Or can |
help you get somewhere?”

Edward answered for me. "That's al right, Jacob. I'll take it from here.”
Jacob flinched, and stared wide-eyed at Edward, who stood just beside us.

"Hey, | didn't see you there,” he mumbled. "I guessI'll seeyou around, Bella" He stepped back, waving
hafheartedly.

| smiled. "Yeah, I'll seeyou later.”
"Sorry," he said again before he turned for the door.

Edward's arms wound around me as the next song started. It was alittle up-tempo for dow dancing, but
that didn't seem to concern him. | leaned my head againgt his chest, content.

"Fedling better?' | teased.

"Not redly," he said tersdly.

"Don't bemad at Billy," | Sghed. "He just worries about me for Charlie's sake. It's nothing personal.”
"I'm not mad at Billy," he corrected in aclipped voice. "But hissonisirritating me."

| pulled back to look at him. His face was very serious.

"Why?

"Firg of dl, he made me break my promise.”

| stared at him in confusion.

He half-smiled. "I promised | wouldn't let go of you tonight,” he explained.



"Oh. Wdll, | forgiveyou.”
"Thanks. But theré's something else.” Edward frowned.
| waited patiently.

"He caled you pretty," hefindly continued, hisfrown degpening. "That's practicdly an insult, the way
you look right now. Y ou're much more than beautiful .

| laughed. ™Y ou might be allittle biased.”

"I don't think that'sit. Besides, | have excellent eyesight.”

Weweretwirling again, my feet on hisas he held me close.

"So are you going to explain the reason for dl of this?' | wondered.

He looked down a me, confused, and | glared meaningfully at the crepe paper.

He consdered for amoment, and then changed direction, spinning me through the crowd to the back
door of thegym. | caught aglimpse of Jessicaand Mike dancing, staring at me curioudly. Jesscawaved,
and | smiled back quickly. Angelawasthere, too, looking blissfully happy inthearms of little Ben
Cheney; she didn't look up from his eyes, ahead lower than hers. Lee and Samantha, Lauren, glaring
toward us, with Conner; | could name every face that spiraled past me. And then we were outdoors, in
the coal, dim light of afading sunset.

As soon aswe were done, he swung me up into hisarms, and carried me across the dark groundstill he
reached the bench benegth the shadow of the madrone trees. He sat there, keeping me cradled against
his chest. The moon was aready up, visible through the gauzy clouds, and hisface glowed paeinthe
white light. His mouth was hard, his eyestroubled.

"Thepoint?' | prompted softly.

He ignored me, staring up at the moon.

"Twilight, again,” he murmured. "Another ending. No matter how perfect the day is, it dways hasto end.”
"Some things don't haveto end,” | muttered through my teeth, instantly tense.

Hesighed.

"I brought you to the prom,” he said dowly, findly answering my question, "because | don't want you to
miss anything. | don't want my presence to take anything away fromyou, if | can hepit. | want you to
be human. | want your life to continue asit would haveif I'd died in nineteen-eighteen like | should
have

| shuddered at hiswords, and then shook my head angrily. "In what strange parallel dimension would |
ever have goneto prom of my own free will? If you weren't athousand times stronger than me, | would
never havelet you get away with this"

He amiled briefly, but it didn't touch hiseyes. "It wasn't so bad, you said so yourself."
"That's because | waswith you."

We were quiet for aminute; he stared at the moon and | stared at him. | wished there was someway to



explain how very uninterested | wasin anorma human life.

"Will you tell me something?' he asked, glancing down a mewith adight amile.

"Dont | dways?'

"Jugt promiseyoull tel me," heingsted, grinning.

| knew | was going to regret thisalmost ingtantly. "Fine."

"Y ou seemed honestly surprised when you figured out that | wastaking you here," he began.
"l was," | interjected.

"Exactly," he agreed. "But you must have had some other theory... I'm curious— what did you think |
was dressing you up for?"

Yes, ingtant regret. | pursed my lips, hesitating. "I don't want to tell you.”

"Y ou promised,” he objected.

"I know."

"What's the problem?’

| knew he thought it was mere embarrassment holding me back. "1 think it will make you mad — or sad.”
His brows pulled together over his eyes as he thought that through. "I still want to know. Please?!

| sighed. Hewaited.

"Wdl... | assumed it wassomekind of ... occasion. But | didn't think it would be some trite human
thing... prom!" | scoffed.

"Human?' he asked flatly. HE'd picked up on the key word.
| looked down at my dress, fidgeting with astray piece of chiffon. Hewaited in Sllence.

"Okay," | confessed inarush. "So | was hoping that you might have changed your mind... that you were
going to change me, after dl.”

A dozen emotions played across hisface. Some | recognized: anger... pain... and then he seemed to
collect himself and his expression became amused.

"Y ou thought that would be ablack tie occasion, did you?' he teased, touching the lapel of histuxedo
jacket.

| scowled to hide my embarrassment. "'l don't know how these thingswork. To me, at leas, it seems
more rationd than prom does." Hewas il grinning. "It's not funny,” | said.

"No, youreright, it'snot,” he agreed, hissmilefading. "I'd rather treet it like ajoke, though, than believe
you're serious.”

"But | am serious.”

He sighed deeply. "I know. And you'reredlly that willing?'



The painwasback in hiseyes. | bit my lip and nodded.

"So ready for thisto betheend,” he murmured, dmost to himsdlf, “for thisto be the twilight of your life,
though your life has bardly started. Y ou're ready to give up everything."

"It'snot the end, it'sthe beginning,” | disagreed under my bregth.
"I'm not worthit," he said sadlly.

"Do you remember when you told methat | didn't see myself very clearly?' | asked, raising my
eyebrows. "Y ou obvioudy have the same blindness."

"I know what | am."
| sghed.

But hismercurid mood shifted on me. He pursed hislips, and his eyes were probing. He examined my
facefor along moment.

"Y ou're ready now, then?' he asked.
"Um." | gulped. "Yes?'

He smiled, and inclined his head dowly until his cold lips brushed against the skin just under the corner of
my jaw.

"Right now?" hewhigpered, his breath blowing cool on my neck. | shivered involuntarily.

"Yes" | whispered, so my voice wouldn't have a chance to bresk. If he thought | was bluffing, hewas
going to be disappointed. I'd already made this decision, and | was sure. It didn't matter that my body
wasrigid asaplank, my hands baled into fists, my breathing errtic. ..

He chuckled darkly, and leaned away. His face did |ook disappointed.

"You can't redly believethat | would givein so easily,” he said with a sour edge to his mocking tone.
"A girl candream.”

His eyebrowsrose. "Isthat what you dream about? Being amonster?”

"Not exactly," | said, frowning at hisword choice. Mongter, indeed. "Mostly | dream about being with
you forever."

His expression changed, softened and saddened by the subtle achein my voice.
"Bella" Hisfingerslightly traced the shape of my lips. "1 will stay with you — isn't that enough?’
| smiled under hisfingertips. "Enough for now."

Hefrowned at my tenacity. No one was going to surrender tonight. He exhaed, and the sound was
practicaly agrowl.

| touched hisface. "Look," | said. "I love you more than everything e sein the world combined. Isn't that
enough?"

"Yes, itisenough,” he answered, smiling. "Enough for forever.”



And he leaned down to press his cold lips once more to my throat.
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