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March 13, 2006
Dear Journal,

Edward is gone. | still haven't been able to say that out loud yet. We were
supposed to be together forever. It isn’t supposed to be this way. | feel like | have a
hole in my gut. I haven’t gone out much since he left. Just school. My dad says I'm
“moping” too much. | don’t think I'm moping. | like to think of it as having nothing to
do. Jessica said we were the “perfect couple” Edward and me. It hurts when | think
about him. But then again, it hurts when | don't. | hung out with her not too long ago,
we ran into some guys who reminded me of the ones that Edward saved me from.
When | looked at them, | swear | could hear Edwards voice, so loud | could almost
see his face. Then, a few days later, | saw motorcycles and | could hear his voice
again. He told me not to touch them, so | bought them and took them to Jacob so he
could fix them up. He helps the hurt go away, when I'm with him | don't feel so alone.
We finished the bikes a few weeks ago, so we took hem out for a ride. As soon as |
started it up, | got what | wanted.

“Bella, you promised me you wouldn’t do anything stupid.”

“Yeah, well you promised me you wouldn’t leave.”

| didn’t mean to say that out loud but | did. Jacob heard and looked at me
weird, but | don'’t think he knew what | said. At least | hope not. | would hate to have
him find out that | used his mechanical skills just see Edward again. Especially
because we both know he likes me. Well, that was an update as to what's going on. |

know I'm not very good at keeping a constant journal, but I'll try.




