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~Edward~

I'm torn in two when I look at my wife.

I know that she's just as torn.

We were both born into this life. We've always embraced it.

Loved it, even.

But it's different this time.

I'm not the one saying goodbye.

Over the years, I've said "I'll see you soon, my love" so many times, but I 

always came back. There was no option. She worried, she waited. Her 

heart is beautiful, just as her body, mind, and soul, and I couldn't love her 

more. But this is what our life brings us. And now it's time for another 

farewell.

My heart is breaking, but I stand…

~Bella~

…tall.



He stands so tall. His back is straight, his posture is perfect.

This life is in our blood.

I'm proud to be Edward's wife.

So very, very proud.

Growing up together, we've had it all. There was never a question. He 

asked me out when I was fourteen. I said yes right away. Since then, it's 

been us. Sharing everything, including future plans. He wanted to follow 

in his father's footsteps, and I wanted to follow in my mother's.

"Mom," Grace whimpers.

I hug her to me, feeling tears stream down my cheeks.

It's so incredibly conflicting, but…

~Edward~

…we wouldn't change it.

Walking over to my wife and daughter, I wrap my arms around them.

They're everything to me. All of them.

My wife, my daughters…my son.

They were always what I fought for.

Grace, our youngest, is just like her mother. At the age of thirteen, I know 

she will make this her own life one day. Because she looks at the people 

around us just like Bella used to, and still do.

My beautiful Bella.

My adorable Grace.



I missed her birth.

"Dad, it's almost time."

And that would be my darling Hope.

Fifteen years ago, I missed her birth, too.

"Come here, sweetheart," I say softly, hugging her to us.

Friends and family surround us.

We've all made sacrifices, but…

~Bella~

…it's all worth it.

We fight for what we believe in.

"Edward," I choke out, soaking his shirt with my tears. He only hugs me 

harder, always being my biggest support.

"It will be fine, my love," he whispers thickly. "He's strong."

I know. He's just like his father.

We were only eighteen when Anthony was born, but we couldn't have 

been happier.

Edward's eyes shone so beautifully that day.

Since then, that spark has never diminished.

It's been twenty-six years since my husband asked me out on our first 

date.

Twenty-two years of marriage.



He's my best friend, my husband, my lover, my rock.

Always strong, always loving, always fierce, always protective.

I'm so glad Anthony's inherited all of it.

He's going to need it, because…

~Edward~

…now it's time.

After saying a temporary farewell to his fiancée, Anthony walks over to us.

Blinking back tears, I watch our son hug his sisters.

Bella follows shortly after, and my throat closes up when Anthony 

comforts her.

At 6'3", he engulfs Bella in his embrace.

It's like looking in a mirror when I see Anthony.

And I know he's found his own Bella in Claire.

"I love you, too, Mom," I hear Anthony croak.

You're a grown man, Edward. Don't cry.

"For fuck's sake," I sigh to myself, scrubbing a hand over my face.

I've never seen Bella's side of this life.

Now I'm living it.

How did she cope?

God, she must be so strong.



Because when Anthony turns to me, there's no stopping my tears.

Unable to speak, I just wrap my arms around him.

I swallow hard. "I love you, Anthony."

"Love you, too, Dad," he breathes out. I squeeze my eyes shut. "I hope I 

make you proud."

With my firm hands on his shoulders, I managed to say, "I've always been 

proud of you, son. You know that, right?"

He nods – thank God. "You always made sure I knew."

Good.

When we've released each other, he stands straight.

Eyes forward.

And I feel honored to have been his hero.

Like my dad was my hero, I've been Anthony's.

He followed in my footsteps.

"I will see you again," I tell him firmly as Bella steps under my arm. "And 

remember, there's nothing heroic in being a martyr."

Before our son leaves, my wife gives him the parting words.

In true Bella Cullen style.

"I will kick your ass if you don't get back home, soldier. Mark my words, I 

will kick your ass…"


