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34. WORDS 
 

When dawn broke, my wife and I reluctantly released one another and hauled ourselves out 

of bed, which we’d finally climbed into at three o’clock in the morning. We didn’t need a 

bed, actually, but using it made life a little easier on the walls and floors of the cottage. 

We’d cracked one wall already and put two big dents in the maple flooring—one in the 

shape of my hips and the other in the shape of my shoulders, the two points of impact from 

Bella’s diving leap across the bed. Now there’s a story for the grandkids—NOT. I grinned 

to myself.  

We donned bathrobes and Bella settled herself into the rocking chair in Renesmee’s 

room, while I stood nearby and scanned several of the child-rearing books Esme had 

selected. When Renesmee’s dreams changed to semi-conscious, then conscious thought, I 

motioned to Bella. We would let her discover we were there rather than make ourselves 

known immediately.  

Nessie awoke without incident, lay still for a minute or two, yawned, and then 

started kicking her legs. She was on her back experimenting with that, when her foot 

caught the floor of the crib. By pushing with her foot and wiggling in a particular way, she 

flopped over onto her stomach. She was then face-to-face with the photographs of her 

parents. 

Momma! Da! she thought happily. Momma and Daddy remained still and watched 

her do her next trick.  

On her stomach, Renesmee adopted the Superman position, arms in front of her, 

legs kicking behind, until she caught her foot on the floor. By pushing with her hands and 

her foot at the same time, she gained enough leverage to pull her knees beneath her into a 

crawling position. Bella and I glanced at each other, smiling. Renesmee couldn’t go far in 

the crib, but she coordinated enough to crawl forward a bit before she pushed the floor with 

her hands, rolled sideways, and plopped onto her bottom. One foot got caught beneath her, 

but she rocked until it popped out. Once she was sitting upright, she bounced her arms in 

front of her a few times as if to celebrate her success, then she leaned toward the side of the 

crib and grabbed the iron bars before gazing into the room. 

MOMMA! Renesmee started bouncing her arms in excitement and then she saw me. 

DA! We moved to the crib and Nessie lifted her arms toward Bella.  

Up! she thought, and I raised my eyebrows. Renesmee knew at least one word in 

addition to the names of family members. I wondered how many other words she knew, but 

there was no way to know until I heard her think them. Bella picked up the baby, 

reinforcing her request. So that word works for that. I imagined her brain making that 

connection, though she didn’t have the words yet to think it. 
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“Renesmee knows the word ‘up,’” I told Bella. “She thought it as she raised her 

arms to be picked up.” 

“That’s my brilliant baby,” Bella cooed.  

With her hand, Nessie showed Bella the pictures of her momma and daddy that 

hung in her crib. Then she began to notice the other photos of us around the room. She 

pointed to each one in turn thinking Momma or Da. It was fun listening to her think. 

Yesterday morning was the first time I’d heard her thinking in words as well as pictures. 

Learning about symbols—the idea that an object can be represented by a word—is another 

milestone that normally doesn’t show up until a child’s toddler stage.  

Bella pulled a Peter Rabbit book from the shelf and rocked Renesmee while she 

read to her. I stood, listening to Nessie think. I couldn’t tell how much of the story she 

understood, but pictures of rabbits and other animals as drawn by Beatrix Potter danced 

around in her mind. 

When Bella had finished the book, Nessie showed her mother her cup, so I went to 

the kitchenette to prepare her breakfast. Bella dressed while I fed the baby and I pulled on 

clothes as Bella dressed Nessie in another of the outfits Alice had left at the cottage. No 

doubt, there would be fifty more when we reached the main house.  

I was right. When we entered through the kitchen, Alice bounded down the 

staircase with Jasper following closely behind. 

“Finally!” she exclaimed. “Bella, after Carlisle measures Renesmee, bring her to 

my room.” 

AWA! Renesmee pointed to Alice. 

“Yes, Aunt Alice,” I confirmed. Renesmee knew she hadn’t touched my neck. She 

turned around and looked at me curiously. Then she pointed to Jasper. 

YAPPA! 

“Yes, that’s Uncle Jasper.”  

Renesmee stared at me again for a moment. She was processing how I knew what 

she was “saying” when she hadn’t touched me. She pointed to Alice’s afghan which we’d 

wrapped her in before carrying her to the house.  

Banka.  

“Yes, blanket.” 

She grabbed her right foot and pulled it toward her mouth. Oof. 

“Yes, foot.” She smiled brightly. She’d discovered a new game. 

Cow, she thought, pointing to the couch and looking at Bella expectantly.  

“What is it, baby? What do you need?” Bella asked. Renesmee pointed again in the 

general direction of the couch.  

Cow, she thought, and waited for Bella to reply. 

“She’s testing you,” I said. 

“Testing what?” 

“Whether you can read her mind without her touching your face.” 



Breaking Dawn: Edward  333 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

“Seriously?” 

“Yes, I think she’s just figured out that I know what she’s thinking from across the 

room.” 

“Wow! What a brilliant baby you are,” Bella said.  

Cow. This time Renesmee didn’t point, but just looked at Bella. No reply. One by 

one, Renesmee looked around the room, testing every adult to see who would respond to 

her thought. Not Bella, not Alice, not Jasper, not Carlisle, who appeared at the top of the 

stairs, and not Esme, who came in from the kitchen. Then she looked at me again. 

Cow. 

“Yes, couch,” I affirmed and smiled at her.  

Renesmee let out a single, excited “Hah!” She’d figured it out and was very pleased 

with herself. It was impressive. It had taken Carlisle ten days to realize that I could read 

minds after he changed me. Renesmee had also figured out that nobody else could read her 

thoughts. 

Yanno. 

“Piano.” 

Wah. 

“Wall.”  

Renesmee kept up the game for a few more minutes. It was interesting to see how 

many words she knew and how she had connected them to their correct objects. When she 

was finished, she let loose with a loud squeak that might have been a giggle. Everyone 

looked at each other and then burst into laughter, responding both to her joy and to the silly 

noise she’d made.  

I heard Carlisle wonder whether Nessie had a deformity in her vocal chords that 

made her laughs sound like squawks and squeaks. He was also concerned whether 

Renesmee would be able to speak normally when the time came. I could see that he wanted 

to examine her throat. I wasn’t especially concerned about it, but it was Carlisle’s nature to 

consider such things. 

The “girls” spent the morning dressing up Renesmee and taking pictures. After the 

third wardrobe change, Bella carried the baby downstairs for a break and set her on the 

floor in front of Esme’s full-length, antique mirror. Renesmee reached toward her 

reflection and found that the mirror baby did the same thing. She tried it a couple of times 

and then touched her own nose. Then she sat quietly for a moment. 

Neffie.  

I smiled in delight. “Yes, Nessie.”  

The baby snapped her head around to look at me and I grinned back. She pointed to 

herself in the mirror. 

Neffie. 

“Nessie,” I repeated. Renesmee squawked and set everybody laughing again. 

Emmett, who had just returned from an unnecessary quick hunt, strode in through 
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the kitchen and said accusingly, “Bella. You weaseled out of our wrestling match 

yesterday.” So that was the reason for the hunt—to make sure he was operating at full 

strength. 

“Ah, Emmett,” Bella complained. 

“You chicken?” 

“No, not really.” 

“You just got lucky on that first one.” 

“You think?” 

“Yeah, I definitely think.” 

“Oh, all right.” Bella passed the baby to Rosalie and my sister and I followed the 

combatants outside.  

The arm wrestling match went exactly as it had two days before. Bella sat with her 

palm against Emmett’s and when Emmett said “three” slightly before he should have, 

Bella’s palm shifted backward half-an-inch before she recovered and returned their hands 

to upright center. Emmett’s strain was obvious. His mouth was tightened into a thin line, 

the veins in his arm were visible, and his biceps muscle bulged frightfully. In contrast, 

Bella didn’t seem to be working at all. As an exclamation point to her lack of effort, Bella 

began whistling “Yankee Doodle” while holding steady against Emmett’s arm. When she 

reached the last note of the song, Bella slammed the back of Emmett’s hand into the granite 

boulder with a loud “crack!” 

“Satisfied?” she asked. 

“Again!” 

Bella sighed. “How about tomorrow?” 

Emmett grunted and stomped off, slapping a large boulder into the river as he 

passed it. With a smug smile, Rosalie turned toward the house and carried Renesmee 

inside. She’d just won a bet. 

“Edward?”  

“Yes, love?” 

“Our daughter reached a milestone this morning. Actually, two milestones—at 

least.” 

“What were they?” 

“When we were upstairs playing dress up, she touched Rosalie’s neck and Rosalie 

answered, ‘I don’t know.’ Then Renesmee looked at me from across the room and clear as 

a bell said, ‘Momma, where’s Grandpa?’” 

“Did she really?” I asked, surprised. Carlisle would be both pleased and fascinated. 

“You understand what this means, don’t you?” 

“What is that, darling?” 

“Our phenomenon of a child said both her first word, ‘Momma,’ and her first 

sentence, ‘Where’s Grandpa?’” 

“You’re right! That’s not normal, is it?” 
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“No, not at all. Babies usually gurgle and make noises for quite a while before 

anything sounds like a real word. Then they build a vocabulary of single words over 

months. They don’t usually speak in sentences until much later.” 

“Well, you know, she was building her vocabulary with me this morning. She was 

naming all the people and all the objects in the living room and thinking them at me. I 

confirmed each one.” 

“Oh! That’s what you were doing!” 

“Yes, so she went from building her vocabulary to speaking in one day. She also 

figured out that nobody but me could read her thoughts from across the room. That’s 

probably why she spoke her question to you.” 

“Wow. It’s exciting in a way, but so scary at the same time…” 

I wrapped my arms around her waist and held her. This fear would not go away any 

time soon, for any of us. I vowed to redouble my efforts at the research. 

“We’ll keep looking, love. We know that Kaure knew something about our 

child—or at least had heard legends or stories—and she won’t be the only one in her tribe 

to have heard them. If we find nothing else, we’ll go to Brazil and locate the native people 

when Renesmee is old enough to travel.” 

Bella nodded silently into my chest. 

 

 

 

Charlie’s visit went smoothly that evening. He arrived a little after five o’clock and stayed 

until seven, when Nessie predictably went to sleep. There was one interesting 

development, however. 

“Dad?” Bella said after Charlie had Renesmee in his lap and everybody else had 

abandoned us. 

“Yeah?” he replied, looking up. 

“Are you and Sue an item?”  

Charlie looked nonplussed. “Well, now…uh…,” Charlie started before going 

silent. 

“Are you two going out?” 

“Oh…no…I wouldn’t say we’re going out.” 

“What would you say?” Bella pressed. 

“Well…you know…she feeds me dinner and I pay her back by taking her out to eat 

sometimes.” 

“Do you like her?” 

“Oh, sure…”  

This conversation reminded me of one you might hear in a high school girls’ 

bathroom. I was waiting to hear the words, “But do you like her like her?” 

“Nessie, you’ve sure got pretty hair,” Charlie noted, changing the subject. Nessie 
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grabbed his nose in a way that was very familiar to me. 

“Was Billy seeing Sue too? Is that why you’re not hanging out with him anymore? 

Is he mad?”  

Charlie hesitated, but couldn’t escape Bella’s prying eyes. 

“Oh, no, he’s not mad.” 

“But he used to hang out at Sue’s quite a bit, didn’t he?” 

“Once in a while. He understands that Sue’s helping me with all these…you 

know…changes. The tribe has been living with strange stuff for a long time.” 

It seemed like a good time to give Charlie a break. 

“You won’t believe what Renesmee did today, Charlie,” I said, earning a dirty look 

from Bella. 

“Oh, yeah? What did our little girl do?” He tickled the baby’s tummy with two 

fingers and she smiled. 

“You tell him, Bella. You were there.” 

“She said her first word.” 

“You did, Nessie? What did you say?” Charlie asked. 

“She said ‘Momma,’” Bella replied. 

“Well, that’s really something.” 

“And then she said, “Where’s Grandpa?” His eyes grew larger. 

“Well…isn’t that great!” 

“I just about fainted, actually.” 

“That’s awfully advanced, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, she’s several months early according to the books. But she’s very 

intelligent.” 

“Yes, she is…that’s for sure.” 

“We watched her roll over and sit up today too,” Bella continued. 

“Well, my goodness.” 

Nessie reached up to touch Charlie’s cheek and he glanced over at us. Bella nodded 

in encouragement. He leaned forward slowly until the baby’s hand touched his skin. 

Whah Sue? Charlie saw the image of Sue, but I also heard her think the words— 

another sentence. 

“Oh!” Charlie looked taken aback. Nessie had only met Sue once the night before. 

“Sue is at home,” he told our one-week-old baby. 

Sue not wif? Another sentence. The image was Charlie and Sue together in our 

living room. 

“Sue’s making dinner.” 

Cuh? She showed him a picture of her metal cup. Charlie didn’t know what to make 

of it. 

“Metal cup?” Charlie asked. 

“Renesmee drinks from a cup. She’s verifying that Sue’s making ‘cup,’ meaning 
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dinner,” I translated. 

“You are really something, aren’t you?”  

Renesmee started bouncing on Charlie’s lap by flapping her arms up and down 

enthusiastically. Gampa was different than everybody else in the family. He smelled good 

and made her excited. Just when I thought I ought to snatch her away from him, she put 

three fingers in her mouth and closed her teeth on them, remembering that she wasn’t 

supposed to bite. Then she snuggled against Charlie’s chest, her ear next to his heart, 

listening. Charlie’s thumping was slower and more relaxing than Jacob’s. 

“I’d like to come to the house tomorrow and pick up some things from my room if 

that’s okay with you…clothes and stuff,” Bella told her father. 

“Sure. I could bring them over if you want.” 

“Thanks, but I want to choose some of my books, get Mom’s letters and stuff. 

Maybe I can bring something for your dinner.” 

“Oh no, don’t bother with that. You’ve got Renesmee. I’ll eat at Sue’s.” 

“Okay. Thanks, Dad.” 

“Maybe I’ll skip a day before I visit again. Give you a night off.” 

“It’s up to you. You’re welcome to come. Renesmee loves to see you.” 

“Can Sue come with me?” he asked, looking uncomfortable. 

“Sure, Charlie,” I interjected. “She’s always welcome.” 

“Okay, then. I guess I’ll go now. Sue’s waiting for me.” He stood up, still cradling 

the baby. She was getting sleepy. 

“I’ll take her, Charlie. She needs to eat before bedtime.” I turned to Bella. “Is that 

okay?” I glanced toward Charlie. I wanted to give them a couple of minutes alone, but not 

if it would be too hard for her. 

“Thanks,” she nodded. Jasper was just outside the front door, so Bella wouldn’t be 

alone if instinct got the better of her. He could feel how she was feeling and make sure she 

didn’t lose control. 

I took Nessie to the kitchen to fix her cup for her. 

“How are you doing with all this, Dad?” Bella wanted to know. 

“Well, it’s different, I guess.” 

“I’m glad you have somebody to talk to.” 

“Oh…yeah…well….” Charlie went silent. 

“I’m doing good, Dad. I’m really happy. I just want you to know that.” 

“I love you, Bells. And that little girl of yours, too.” 

“Love you too, Dad. We’ll see you here in a couple of days then.” 

“Sure thing, kiddo. We need to figure out what we’re going to say to Renee. She’s 

really worried.” 

“Okay, let’s both give it some thought and we’ll talk about it then.” 

“Goodnight, then. Oh, and Bella?” 

“Yes, Dad?” 
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“That husband of yours isn’t so bad. He seems like a good father.” 

“He is. You can trust me on that.” 

I heard the front door close and shortly afterward, Charlie’s patrol car headed down 

the drive toward the highway. 

I wouldn’t tell Bella that he’d begun thinking about initiating his first kiss with Sue 

and worrying because it had been so long since he’d kissed a woman, he wasn’t sure he 

could remember how. I chuckled to myself. 

 


