Mon, 3/12/12

SKYPING RENEE
Bella’s mother had become something of a problem. After Charlie
became privy to Bella’s new condition and had learned not to ask
too many questions, Bella was able to reestablish her relationship
with him and to let him get to know Renesmee as well. Charlie was
99% sure that Renesmee was Bella’s and my biological child, though
he also knew it was a physical impossibility. But Charlie had seen
Jacob transform into a wolf right in front of his eyes and so he was
at least cognizant that the world was something different than
what we all understood it to be.
In spite of Charlie’s ability to accept the supernatural without
understanding it, none of us believed that would be possible for
Renee. We were sure that she would (as Bella put it) freak out, a
generic term for any number of reactions ranging from having a
mental breakdown, to going to the police, to merely being scarred
for the rest of her life.
But Renee didn’t give up on seeing Bella as easily as we thought
she might. During Bella’s pregnancy, she hounded Charlie for
information until he gave her the same wrong phone number for the
Center for Disease Control that Carlisle had given him. When Renee
called, she unknowingly spoke to Esme in her guise of CDC
receptionist. She also called Esme directly, wanting to ask
questions—one mother to another—about what was happening with
their beloved children. Esme handled both kinds of calls effortlessly.
It was shortly after that that Jacob initiated Charlie into the
world of the supernatural and invited him to visit our home in
Forks. Though he was stunned, confused, and a little frightened by
Bella’s altered appearance, Charlie agreed not to ask too many
questions. Ignorance was the only way to keep him safe from the
Volturi. Fortunately, he didn’t have to feel alone in our strange
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world. Both his friend, Billy Black, and his new romantic interest,
Sue Clearwater, had been initiated to it long before.
Frustrated by the obfuscation she encountered when she called
the fake CDC, Renee announced that she was going to Atlanta to see
her daughter, regardless of the doctors’ advice against it. It
suddenly became necessary for Bella’s health to have her transferred
to a private sanatorium in Switzerland for long-term treatment of
the unusual “disease” she had acquired in Brazil. But even that
fiction did not put off Bella’s mother. Though she wasn’t prepared to
fly to Switzerland, she insisted that she must speak with her
daughter over the phone.
We knew that Bella’s new voice would shock Renee, despite Bella’s
attempts to make it sound lower and rougher. So after conferring
with Charlie, Carlisle and I came up with a solution that we
thought would satisfy Renee while obscuring Bella’s transformation.
Renee was not a technologically savvy person. Though she used a
cell phone, the internet still baffled her. She had learned how to
send email only after Bella moved away and she frequently followed
up her email messages with a phone call to verify that the message
had arrived. Someone like her would not expect much from a free
phone call over the internet, much less a free phone call with video.
The technology would be so new to Renee that she was likely to
accept whatever quality of sound and picture she received, allowing
us to blame any discrepancies in what she expected and what she
observed on the internet connection.
Skype is a widely available program for making video phone calls
over the internet. The computer’s built-in camera captures the user’s
image while the microphone captures his voice and both are sent to
the recipient’s computer. When I explained how it worked to Renee, I
sold it to her as a much better and cheaper way to communicate
with Bella than by telephone. She became excited about the prospect
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of seeing Bella as well as ttalking to her, so I guided her in setting up
Skype on her home computer.
On our end, we
e set up a corner of Carlisle’s office with an
a empty
oxygen tank and a lounge chair where Bella supposedly sat for her
respiratory therapy. We put my MacBook in front of the chair,
chair turned
down the ambient lighting
lighting, and used a video effect to blur Bella’s
image.

Bella still would look odd to Renee and even using her rough
voice, she’d also sound distinctly different than she had before.
before We
would explain away those incongruities by our “bad internet
connection” overseas—we
we doubted that Renee would know the
difference. And since her transmission speed was slow, we expected
Bella’s image to appear jerky and the sound to become dede
synchronized with the picture. I advised
d Bella to move around and
fidget even more than a human normally does to enhance the
obscuring effects. Despite all of that, Renee was ecstatic to see Bella’s
blurry, jerky image on her screen. Of course, Renee’s image was
perfectly clear on our end
end.
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“Hi Mom,” Bella said in an absurdly beautiful, absurdly fakefake
sounding voice.
you
“Bella! I can’t believe I can see you in my computer! But y
sound weird.”
attacked my vocal chords and my voice does
“Well, the virus attack
sound a little different now, but the computer connection probably
affects it too.”
“Yeah, that makes sense. You look pretty weird too. Your picture
isn’t very clear and you look really white. You’re not still that sick,
are you?”
“You know I’ve always been pale, Mom. That’s nothing new. How’s
Phil?” Bella asked to change the subject.
“Great, great! His leg has completely healed and he’s playing
better than ever. So we’re going to start traveling a lot more again.
When are you coming back to th
this country?”
“I don’t know.. I’m kind of a rare specimen and you know how
doctors are…they like to collect data on bizarre diseases
diseases.”
.”
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“How’s Edward doing with all of this? It must be hard on him to
have his new bride be so sick.”
“It hasn’t been easy, I know, but Edward’s just…so great. He’s
really the only thing that’s gotten me through all this.”
I smiled at my wife from behind the webcam.
I left the two of them alone then and they chatted for another
ten minutes or so. I knew it would be hard for Bella to lie about
every aspect of her life with her mother, so I’d reminded her
beforehand that if it got too difficult she simply had to say she was
tired and hang up.
Afterward, we were all pleased that our internet ruse had
worked. Though we were deceiving Renee, we also were giving her a
chance to see her daughter again and perhaps for a while into the
future too—something we’d all believed to be impossible.

Edward
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