
Beta'd by Lisa and pre-read by Kitty :)  

I don’t own Twilight, btw. Just thought you'd like to know.  

Timeless 

Author: CaraNo 

Time and space have no meaning when some things never end. Edward and Bella 

know. Elizabeth will know one day, too. But she has time to figure it out. 

Rated: Fiction K - English - Hurt/Comfort/Family - Bella & Edward - Words: 2,847 - 

Reviews: 221 - Published: 03-17-13 - Status: Complete - id: 9108755 

Timeless 

Hamilton, Montana 

When Elizabeth reached the big house her aunt, two uncles, and father 

had grown up in, she was fighting uselessly against heartbreak and tears. 

It'd only been a year since cancer took Grandma Bella, and now she had 

to say goodbye to Grampa Edward, too? 

Climbing up the porch steps with heavy feet, she smiled weakly and said 

meek hellos to cousins, a couple of their children, and Aunt Alice. And 

when Elizabeth's oldest brother—Masen—came out of the house with his 

one-year-old daughter, eyes brimming with tears, she almost shattered 

right there. 

"Hey, sis." He hugged her, little Isobel protesting between them. "Gramps 

been asking for you." 

Bottom lip quivering, she nodded against Masen's chest and kissed her 

niece's chubby cheek before she let go. "Is everyone here?" 

Masen nodded, looking so much like their grandfather that it was scary. 

"Anthony got here a few hours ago. We were just waiting for you." 

Anthony completed their sibling brood, and he also looked like Grampa 



Edward. Meanwhile, Elizabeth had inherited her mother's features, aside 

from her hair that was from her father. 

Speaking of, Mom and Dad came out right then. And soon she was 

squished in a hug between Emmett and Rose. 

"How ya doin', pumpkin?" 

Elizabeth just shook her head, afraid to go upstairs. Hell, she could barely 

step a foot inside the house. A house that was so full of memories. 

Christmases, Easters, Thanksgivings, birthdays… But for the last year or 

so, half the heart of the house had been missing. Grandma Bella's cooking 

was only a memory. The smell of her cookies, too. And having the recipes 

just weren't the same. She and her mom had tried so many times, but 

only Bella could make those damn oatmeal and white chocolate cookies. 

"Oh, sweetheart." Rose kissed her tear-stained cheeks. 

"We havin' a party?" Ah, trust Anthony to lighten the tension. He joined 

his parents and siblings, smiling crookedly. No one could erase the 

sadness in his eyes, but he sure tried to hide it. It had always been his job 

to make people feel better. Grampa Edward said he'd gotten that from 

Emmett, which was so true. "Now that Miss Hollywood is here, maybe 

Gramps can stop complaining." He tugged on a strand of Elizabeth's long 

hair. 

Fresh tears welled up, but Elizabeth pushed them down for now. For some 

reason, her grandfather had always had a soft spot for her, and she was 

damn lucky. Perhaps it was because she could never get enough of his 

stories. It used to be Grandma who told them, but for the past year, 

Grampa had taken over. Maybe to keep his wife alive. Regardless, 

Elizabeth had flown out to Montana as often as she was able. 

"I'm gonna head upstairs," she croaked, smoothing down her hair. 



Rose nodded and smiled softly. "Alice and I are starting supper." 

Well, that was going to take a while. The whole Cullen clan was here, and 

making dinner for some twenty people took time. 

Leaving her parents and big brothers behind, Elizabeth went inside the 

house, almost running into Uncle Peter in the hallway. He was fussing 

over his first grandchild. 

In the living room, she spotted another group of family members. Uncle 

Jasper, Aunt Charlotte, two cousins, and Anthony's fiancée. But she 

decided to say hello to the rest later. Right now she was filled with the 

need to see Grampa. So, setting her trepidation aside, she climbed the 

stairs and breathed in the lingering scent of Grandma's fabric softener and 

cleaning products. As always, there were also vases here and there with 

white and yellow roses—Grandma Bella's favorites. After she had passed, 

Grampa insisted on having those flowers delivered to the house every now 

and then. 

Emmett and Alice were the two siblings that had settled down here in 

Montana, so they helped Grampa, along with Uncle Jasper and Rose. 

Elizabeth was pretty sure Masen was going to move back soon, too. His 

life in New York stopped being everything he wanted when Isobel was 

born last year. 

Walking down a long hallway of guest rooms and baths, Elizabeth finally 

reached the room Grampa slept in, and had for the past forty years or so. 

The house was his pride and joy; he'd designed and built it for his family. 

And decades had given it character, walls that could tell tales, and scents 

that brought out fond memories of childhoods and various gatherings. 

They didn't build houses like that anymore. 



Elizabeth paused to take a deep breath, then knocked softly on the door 

and heard Grampa's gruff reply. "How many times do I have to tell you—I 

ain't hungry." 

She giggled to herself and said, "It's Lizzie, Grampa." 

"Oh. Well, whattaya standin' out there for? Get in here." 

Opening the door, she poked her head in and offered a lopsided little 

smile. Los Angeles was where she lived—she loved it there—but Hamilton 

was home. This was home. "Hey, you." She walked over to the big bed 

and sat down on the edge, quickly finding Grampa's hand, knotted with 

arthritis. 

Edward smiled tiredly, green eyes flashing with a small twinkle at the joy 

of seeing his granddaughter. Despite his age—the grey hair, the wrinkles, 

the weakness in his voice, and the frailty—that twinkle kept him young, 

especially in his four children's eyes. 

He gave her hand a squeeze. "How's my star?" 

Elizabeth blushed. "I'm not a star." Her grandfather was so biased. 

"Sure you are," Grampa grunted, propping himself up with the pillows 

behind him. Elizabeth helped him and then sat back again. "Or was seein' 

you in that movie last year all cooked up in my head?" He gave her a look, 

and you never—ever—defied that look. Only Grandma Bella and Aunt Alice 

had succeeded. "No. I didn't think so. Now, could you be a dear and 

gimme that water over there." 

Elizabeth reached over to the nightstand and handed over the glass of 

water. 

"Thank you. If only this was whiskey," he muttered into the glass. "Damn 

bossy women in this family." Elizabeth barely withheld her eye-roll. The 



stubbornness was a family trait, but Grampa only complained about it 

when it worked against him. Otherwise it was something he was proud of. 

The Cullen strength, stubbornness, and loyalty. But when the doctors told 

him he had to stop drinking his beloved whiskey and give up his after-

dinner cigarette, he had a fit that only Aunt Alice and Mom could tamper 

with. Well, Grandma Bella was the expert, but…she wasn't here. 

"It's not good for your heart," she said, as if he hadn't heard that before. 

Grampa snorted then coughed a little. "You sound like—like your mother." 

Elizabeth took that as a compliment, because Rose was the best mom she 

could've wished for. Not that she would admit to that in her teens, but she 

was twenty-three now. Totally different story. 

"Now, lemme ask you a question, Lizzie honey." Grampa cleared his 

throat, and Elizabeth returned the glass to the nightstand. "If you had to 

pick between ten happy years and fifteen sad ones, what would you 

choose?" 

There was no hesitation. "Ten happy ones, of course." 

"Exactly." He nodded then gave the cabinet in the corner a pointed look. 

"Grampa," Elizabeth whined. "Don't do this to me." She knew very well 

that he kept a bottle hidden there. But she couldn't. Perhaps Grampa was 

fine with the fact that he was dying, but no one else was. 

When he'd had his first heart attack a week after Grandma's funeral, 

Elizabeth had been beside herself. She'd barely been able to function for 

weeks. A second heart attack had followed four months later, and a stroke 

had half paralyzed his legs. She'd be damned if she was going to help die 

faster. 



Over the past few days, his health had taken another turn for the worse. 

His blood pressure was high, and the risk of another heart attack was too 

great. Lastly, they'd found fluids in his lungs. Which was why every breath 

came out labored and wheezy. 

It was killing Elizabeth. 

"Now, don't you look sad, honey." His gaze softened. "I'm not." 

She knew he wasn't. 

A flood of tears welled up in her eyes, and there was no stopping it this 

time. He was dying, and he was fucking happy about it. It angered 

Elizabeth, but at the same time she knew she was selfish. He wanted to 

be reunited with Grandma—the woman he'd called darling for as long as 

Elizabeth could remember. 

"It's not fair," she whimpered. 

"Oh shush, you." Grampa slapped his knee and actually grinned. "Can't 

get anymore fair than this, hon. I've—" he coughed "—lived a long and 

happy life, I'll have you know." 

About to fall apart, Elizabeth stood up abruptly and fetched the damn 

bottle—and two glasses. She needed one more than Grampa ever could. 

"Well, now." Grampa smiled while Elizabeth poured. 

But she froze when there was a knock on the door, followed by Masen 

poking his head in. Shit. But he just grinned when he saw the whiskey. "Is 

there enough for me?" 

"Sure thing, sport." Grampa waved him in. "Let's make it a party." Soon, 

they each had a glass of whiskey, and Masen sat down on the bed behind 

his little sister, an arm around her shoulders. "To a long and happy life." 



Masen and Elizabeth drank slowly but said nothing. "Ah, now this soothes 

the soul." 

Elizabeth wept silently and looked down at her lap as Masen kissed the top 

of her head. 

"Now, I think it's best you tell me about your latest project, Lizzie." 

Grampa held his glass and looked expectantly to Elizabeth. "Masen here 

told me you got a new movie or somethin'." 

She shrugged, not really in the mood to talk about it. It was just a small 

movie—a romantic comedy, and it was her first time with a leading role. 

"We start shooting in a couple months." 

"The guy she's filming with wants her." Masen smirked. "She's giving him 

a chase." 

"That's a good girl." Grampa nodded in approval. "You don't give away 

those kisses for free." 

Elizabeth had heard him say that a gazillion times before, and she didn't 

have the heart to tell him that you didn't typically wait to have sex before 

you got married today. Of course, she assumed Grampa knew this 

already; he had three rambunctious sons, after all. But she had a feeling 

he hoped that didn't apply to Elizabeth. Or Aunt Alice before she married 

Uncle Jasper. 

"Your grandmother gave me a chase, too. But she surrendered quickly." 

The two younger Cullens knew what was coming, so they both got 

comfortable, more than willing to humor their grandfather. 

"Did I ever tell you how Bella and I met?" 

He had. Many times. But Masen said, "We want to hear it again." 



So, Grampa Edward launched into the story of how he'd fallen in love with 

his neighbor—the girl he'd known all his life. Their mothers had been best 

friends, and their fathers had worked together. Edward and Bella had 

been a sneaky pair of kids, always getting into trouble together. "She was 

fearless." Grampa smiled wistfully. "Always the first one to jump off a tree 

or take a dip in the lake." 

And when they were fourteen, Edward had started looking at Bella in a 

new way. He didn't tell his grandchildren how he'd gotten a peek of Bella's 

breasts one day, but he was pretty sure Masen's amused expression said 

he got it. 

"I asked Charlie for permission to court her." Grampa nodded slowly, took 

a sip from his whiskey, coughed, and let his mind drift to younger days. "I 

about pissed my pants—pardon my language, Lizzie—and I thought for 

certain he was gonna shoot me. But he didn't, thank the Lord." 

A comfortable silence filled the room while Grampa regrouped and 

reminisced. 

Elizabeth noticed that Grampa had his wedding photo next to him on the 

bed, on the other side of his pillows. And she felt…at peace…for a small 

moment. The yellowed photo showed a younger Grampa, a beautiful 

Grandma, and two beaming smiles. Grampa looked so…proud, like he'd 

won a great prize. The adoration between Elizabeth's grandparents had 

always been so evident. Almost touchable. 

Her uncles and aunt were blessed with the same kind of love. Even 

Anthony and Masen had found their sweethearts. 

Once Grampa had caught his breath, he went on to tell Masen and 

Elizabeth about his three-year-long courtship before he finally married his 

Bella. He offered small anecdotes about how he started his construction 

business, how Grandma opened a small shop with her baked goods, how 



they built their home… Next came the tales of when their children were 

born, starting with Emmett. Next was Peter, then Garrett, and lastly, little 

Alice. 

To never leave your home state was a foreign concept to Masen and 

Elizabeth, but it was truth for Edward. The only time he ever left Montana 

was when he took his Bella to New Orleans for their honeymoon. "All that 

ruckus wasn't for us," Grampa said with a grimace. 

Masen smiled, silently agreeing. Over the past few years, he'd missed 

Montana and the peaceful life it offered. And when his daughter was born, 

he was all but decided. Thankfully, his wife wanted to move, too. 

"I miss her," Grampa whispered, staring out the window. His eyes shone, 

and Elizabeth watched as he absentmindedly played with his wedding 

band. It clanked softly against his whiskey glass. "But it won't be long 

now. I can feel it." 

A sob caught in Elizabeth's throat, and she buried her face against 

Masen's chest, who snatched up his sister's glass before it tipped over. 

With her in his arms, he leaned over and set the two glasses on the 

nightstand; then he embraced Elizabeth fiercely. 

"What did I tell you about the cryin'?" Grampa murmured in a raspy voice. 

"You'll understand one day, mark my words." He nodded, sure of it. "Now, 

how about a refill?" 

~oOo~ 

Two days later, Edward Cullen passed away in his sleep, surrounded by 

children, grandchildren, and six great-grandchildren. 

While his family grieved, looked through photo albums, and retold their 

fondest memories, Edward was finally reunited with his love after being 

separated for almost a year. 



"I love you." They both murmured the words over and over as they 

kissed. 

She was more beautiful than ever. 

And happiness filled Edward's chest. Each breath was easy. 

Enveloped in white, time and space having no significance, he caressed 

his wife's cheek and asked, "What happens now, darling?" 

Bella smiled tenderly, kissed Edward's palm, and sighed in bliss. "We go 

back and start over, sweetheart. Like we do every time." 

Edward quirked an eyebrow and grinned down at his little wife. "Start 

over?" 

She nodded, coffee brown eyes twinkling. "I will see you in a couple 

months." 

Before he could get a word out, he was ripped away from Bella, the white 

morphing into the darkest blackness. 

But there was no time to despair. 

~oOo~ 

June 20th 1936 

"Oh my," Renee whispered, standing next to her best friend's hospital 

bed. "He's so precious." 

"He is, isn't he?" Esme smiled down at her newborn son. "And you're 

next." 

Renee sighed contentedly and rubbed her belly. Yes, only a couple months 

to go now. And she was hoping for a girl. Because she and her best friend 

had plans for their children. 



Little Edward's eyes fluttered open. Grey blue and murky. He was too new 

in the world to find focus. But he had time. 

So, he waited for his love story to begin again. 

The End 

 


