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38. HUNTING REVISITED 
 

At two months old, Renesmee’s gleaming bronze (Bella’s word) curls coiled halfway 

down her back. She was twenty-nine inches tall and weighed twenty-four pounds. She had 

the proportions of a tiny adult rather than those of a baby. Renesmee had mastered running 

after a couple days of practice with Jacob. She could even jump and grab a tree branch 

above her head. Jacob was showing her how to flip her body around it and hoist herself up, 

but that trick needed a little more work. Actually, “work” is a misnomer because not only 

were such lessons simple for Renesmee, but she found acrobatics enormously enjoyable. 

Alice had taught Renesmee how to dance, hop, skip, and turn somersaults. Emmett 

had taught her to stand stiff-legged in the palms of his hands. Then he would toss her 

upward; she would somersault in mid-air; and he would re-catch her in his palms. If we 

collected a few fleas and gave Emmett a clown suit, we’d have a circus. Renesmee would 

certainly attract a crowd. 

The day had come for our precious baby girl to learn a new skill: how to hunt. She 

had to start earning her keep, so to speak, given the large amount of human blood she was 

consuming—four pints a day, more than twice the amount she’d drunk a month earlier. She 

was growing very fast and she seemed to need that much blood to support her body’s 

development. Carlisle was struggling to keep enough supply on hand. Twice he’d had to 

accept blood donations from people known to have hepatitis, though normally such 

volunteers were tested and then dismissed without being allowed to donate. We reasoned 

that if we could take Renesmee hunting periodically, perhaps she would need less human 

blood on the days in between.  

Jacob wanted to come along with us, but we insisted on taking her alone, at least for 

her first trip. She needed to see how her own kind found and captured prey. She was not a 

wolf and should not try to hunt like one. Plus, Bella and I relished our private family time 

and as much as Jacob might wish he were a member of our family, he wasn’t—yet.  

Renesmee was looking forward to the adventure. Any day that she got to spend 

with both her parents was a happy one for her. Of course, she wanted Jacob to come along, 

but when we told her it was our special day, she didn’t fuss about it. Unlike her mother and 

I, Renesmee would get tired, so I carried her on my back as we ran into the forest.  

Bella and I had discussed the type of prey we should try for. We thought it unlikely 

that Renesmee would like any game at all, but we behaved otherwise and hoped our 

expectations would become a self-fulfilling prophecy. The decision of what to track was 

made for us when a family of black-tailed deer crossed our path. They would be the least 

dangerous of our choices, so it was a good place to start.  

“Watch Momma,” Bella said, and began stalking the buck. 
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I followed closely enough that Renesmee could observe from my back as Bella 

leaped at the animal, threw her arms around its neck, and twisted it to the ground. Before it 

could put up a fight, Bella bent its neck to the side, exposing its carotid artery, and bit into 

it. The buck fought for only a short time before going limp. When she was finished, Bella 

discarded the carcass and rejoined us. 

Renesmee’s hand was slapping my neck excitedly as she replayed images of her 

mother and asked questions. She was not frightened, which pleased me, but was anxious to 

try hunting for herself. We ran further to locate our next prey, since the rest of the deer had 

scampered away.  

When I scented elk, I touched Renesmee’s nose and mimed sniffing the air. She 

sniffed eagerly and then smacked my neck, asking what it was. With Renesmee’s arms 

circling my neck and my arms curled under her legs, I began running and Bella followed 

silently behind. When I spotted the elk, I raced up behind a six-point buck and downed it 

with one arm around its neck. Bella restrained its kicking rear legs while Renesmee 

climbed off my back and I exposed the artery on its neck. She recognized the blood source 

instinctively by the pulsing beneath the animal’s fur. The scent of its blood both attracted 

and repelled her—it smelled nothing like the human blood she was used to, but the hot 

throbbing of the artery was inviting. I nodded at her to bite it. 

When Renesmee noticed the elk’s frantic, bulging eyes, she put her hand to its 

neck, showed it an image of its family grazing, and thought, Don’t be fwaid, Mistuh Deah.  

It was my imagination, probably, but the beast did seem to calm down. Then our little girl 

put her mouth to its neck and bit through fur, hide, and sinew, down to the artery. She 

caught the first squirt of blood in her mouth, but immediately turned away and screwed up 

her face while she pushed her tongue out of her mouth over and over, trying to get the taste 

off of it. The elk’s heart continued pumping blood out of its neck like a drinking fountain 

gone haywire…high, low, high, low. Bella urged Renesmee to take another drink. Minding 

her Momma, she did, swallowing it this time, but then she stopped drinking. I finished the 

elk for her—we tried never to waste a creature’s life. 

That’s icky! Renesmee told her mother with her hand.  

“Animal blood doesn’t taste like human, but it will make you grow strong and 

healthy,” Bella told her. 

Why can’t I hab my cup? 

“That was fine when you were a baby,” I replied, “but you’re starting to grow up 

now and grownups in our family drink animal blood. Popop is having a hard time finding 

enough donated blood and you know that we never take human blood directly.” Renesmee 

was not completely satisfied with my explanation. She continued directing her questions to 

her mother’s neck because she knew that we would both hear her. 

But what if humans gib me theah blood? Can I dwink that? 

“We say ‘May I drink that?’ when asking for permission,” I told our two-month-old 

child who, despite her age, would remember the grammatical rule. Then Bella took a shot 
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at her question, the image of which was Sue and Charlie offering Renesmee their blood.  

“It seems like a good idea, darling, but humans are not allowed to know that we 

drink blood. Only the wolf-people like Jacob and tribal elders like Sue and Billy know. 

Even Grandpa Charlie doesn’t know.” 

Why not? Renesmee’s questions were not always easy to answer. 

Bella continued, “It is against the law for vampires to tell humans what we are. It 

would terrify the humans to know that we live among them and they might try to destroy all 

of us. That’s why we pretend to be human and act like humans—so we fit in. You are 

half-human, so that will be easier for you than it is for your Momma and Daddy. Do you 

understand?” Bella asked. Renesmee nodded solemnly. I could almost hear her next 

question before she thought it.  

Can I dwink Jacob?  

Bella looked shocked, but I had to suppress a smile. Smart kid. 

“You should talk to Jacob about that,” I told her. 

“You don’t like Jacob’s blood, do you?” Bella inquired. We knew that she had 

tasted it because she’d bitten him rather severely on several occasions. 

Renesmee scrunched up her face and shook her head. No, but he smells bettah than 

Mistuh Deah. 

“Nessie, your Momma drank a black-tailed deer. You and Daddy drank a Roosevelt 

elk. Did you notice the difference?” I asked and Renesmee nodded. 

Since Esme had been a former child educator, Bella and I followed her lead and 

nearly always corrected Nessie’s mistakes and misapprehensions as they arose—even 

minor ones—because direct experience is more relevant to children than abstract 

examples. Also, it made her feel badly if the pack laughed at her for getting her facts 

wrong. Silly mutts, I grumbled to myself. 

We’d determined that Renesmee had perfect recall like her parents, so our efforts 

were never wasted. She remembered every fact the first time she was told. We struggled to 

keep up with her ever-growing hunger for knowledge. She had no patience for repetition, 

but always wanted to learn new things. We couldn’t read books to her twice because she 

memorized them after one reading and became bored the second time. Her desire for 

knowledge reminded me of a movie from the 1980s called “Short Circuit” in which a 

military computer with a soul constantly begged for “more data.” 

“Let’s look for carnivores,” Bella suggested. I knew she meant that Renesmee 

might like them better than deer or elk. We all preferred carnivores to herbivores, but they 

were harder to locate and less plentiful nearby. 

What is a cahnivoh? Renesmee wanted to know. 

“An animal that eats meat,” Bella told her. 

I loaded Nessie onto my back and we began to run leisurely through the trees, 

keeping our noses attuned for carnivores…particularly a cougar or a bear. Though wild 

pigs and foxes had been introduced into parts of the Olympic National Park, their numbers 
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were not yet large enough for us to hunt them. There were also coyotes that we could hunt, 

but Bella found the idea of hunting any of the Canis species distasteful. 

Unfortunately, we found no appropriate carnivores for Renesmee, so Bella and I 

each finished our hunts by tracking down more elk, offering their blood to Renesmee first. 

She gamely took a single drink from each for comparison, but refused second drinks. I 

considered her first outing a success. It was perhaps just as well that she adjusted to 

drinking deer and elk before trying the carnivores. Though she would undoubtedly prefer 

the latter, they were often unavailable. 

When we returned home, Jacob was pacing a small circle in the yard as if someone 

had locked him in a cage. He smelled Renesmee’s scent when we were still half-a-mile 

away and called to her. She patted my neck impatiently, thinking down, down, down until I 

pulled her off my back and set her on her feet. She ran toward home and Jacob crossed the 

river to meet her. She headed straight for him and, just before reaching him, leaped into the 

air where he caught her in his arms and spun her in a circle. Bella and I were extremely 

impressed by her balance and coordination, but she wasn’t showing off, she was just 

anxious to touch Jacob’s face and tell him about her day. 

The worry and dread that Jacob’s mind had been spewing into the ether disappeared 

immediately and was replaced by a veil of calm when he saw Renesmee. Being separated 

from her for the six hours we were gone had been torture. I almost felt sorry for him. 

Perhaps I would consider letting him join us on the next hunt, though I did value our private 

time without Jacob’s ever-vigilant presence. It was sometimes hard to feel like a family 

with another adult always laying claim to our child.   

I dwank elk and Momma dwank deah! Renesmee showed Jacob proudly. 

“No, you did not!” Jacob exclaimed, giving Nessie the opportunity to reiterate her 

news. 

Yeth I did! I dwank elk! 

“You did?? Really??” Jacob said with convincingly feigned surprise, thrilling 

Renesmee. 

Yeth, and we hunted cahnivohs, but couldn’t find them. 

“No way! You did not!” 

Yeth! 

“That is amazing!” Jacob took a running leap across the river with Renesmee 

gripped to his chest. I heard Bella’s sharp intake of breath, though we had both seen Jacob 

jump the river before. He was a huge man-child and even in his human form was extremely 

powerful, graceful even. “Let’s go clean you up and change your clothes. You have blood 

on your dress, see?” 

Okay.  

I knew that Rosalie would take over that project as soon as they got in the house. 

She wouldn’t let Jacob anywhere near Renesmee at bath time, even if I hadn’t given her 

those orders. I didn’t believe that Jacob’s imprinting would allow him to do anything 
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harmful or even inappropriate with Renesmee, but just the idea of a full-grown man 

intimately caring for my baby girl made me deeply uncomfortable. It was probably 

politically incorrect of me in the twenty-first century, but I was still her father. 

“I think I’ll go talk to Carlisle, love. We might have found a lead at the University 

of Sao Paulo—a master’s thesis on legends of Amazonian tribes. Carlisle’s got a librarian 

trying to track it down. I’d like to know what he found, if anything.” 

“So would I! That sounds really hopeful, doesn’t it?” 

“Yes, but I wouldn’t get too excited until we see proof. We’ve found sources before 

that have turned into nothing.” 

“You can skip the family visit this evening if you want to. I can hang with Charlie 

and Sue.” 

“Are you sure? I don’t mind being there.” 

“No, I’d rather that you find out what you can if you’ve got a lead.” 

“It might be nothing, but we’ll follow every lead to its end, of course.” 

We’d reached the back door to the kitchen and took a moment to say goodbye to 

each other for our separation of the next hour or two. If Bella got agitated around Charlie 

for any reason—which I didn’t expect, given her perfect record so far—Jasper would be 

available to calm her down. Emmett would probably be there too for Monday night 

football.  

Bella wrapped her arms around my neck. I wrapped mine around her waist and 

lifted her onto the bottom step. Then I touched my lips to hers, without having to lean over 

for a change. I avoided kissing her too seriously or squeezing her too tightly because I 

knew that I would be immediately more inclined to escape to our cottage than to go in the 

house and do research or visit with guests. My desire for my wife had only increased since 

our marriage. We walked into the house together and then headed upstairs, she to check on 

the baby’s bath and me to talk to Carlisle. 

“How did the hunting go?” Carlisle asked. I knew he was hopeful that Renesmee 

had taken to it. 

“It went well, I think, for her first time. Of course, she thought that elk’s blood was 

‘icky,’” I told my father. 

Carlisle laughed. Don’t we all? 

I laughed too, but with surprise. I’d never heard my father admit that he didn’t like 

animal blood. As far as I knew, he’d only tasted human blood on the four occasions when 

he had changed his family members. Even so, he’d had enough to know that animal blood 

wasn’t exactly “right.” 

“Renesmee enjoyed the hunting part, just not the drinking part, though we did get 

her to drink a little bit from several animals. I think she will hunt if we insist, but she’d 

rather have humans choose to give her their blood. That way, she wouldn’t be taking it 

from them.” I smiled at her logic. “She also asked if she could drink Jacob,” I said under 

my breath, laughing. 
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Carlisle laughed too. He’s so tolerant of her that he’d probably allow it. 

“Yes. It’s a good thing she doesn’t really like his flavor.” 

If she’s too resistant to drinking animal blood, we can offer her human food again 

and see if she would prefer that. 

“Yes. It’s worth a try. She’ll still need blood, though, won’t she?” 

I’m almost certain that she will. She seems to be more vampire than human 

physiologically. 

“What makes you think that?” 

Well, it’s more of a guess than anything, but her overwhelming preference for 

human blood even in the womb is the main thing. When she was getting only human food, 

she “failed to thrive,” as we doctors say. She would have died and taken Bella with her. 

The memory of Bella’s gaunt face coupled with her huge belly came clearly to 

mind and I winced. 

Sorry, son. That’s a tough memory. 

I nodded and we stood in silence for a long moment before I shook it off. 

“So what’s happening with Sao Paulo? Any news?” 

Nothing yet. Masters’ theses are not as carefully catalogued as research done by 

actual doctors and doctoral candidates, so they’re having a hard time locating the 

document. 

“Perhaps we can locate the author and interview him. Or is it a ‘her’?” 

A “him”. The problem is that he disappeared while doing field work and has never 

resurfaced, Carlisle informed me. 

“Oh, no…,” I moaned. “Does that mean what I think it means?” 

I’m guessing that he got a little too close to his sources, yes, and found that legends 

are not always just legends. 

“So some rat-bastard vampire had him for lunch, pardon my French.” 

I presume so. After all, a human who gets too close to the truth is bound to die by 

the laws of our kind. 

“So we’re unlikely to find any researchers who actually learned anything.” 

Not if a vampire found out about him. There are nomads who make it their business 

to track down such curious humans and do away with them. Protection of our species, you 

know. 

“Crap! It makes perfect sense, though.” 

Yes, well we might still find some extant documents left behind. 

“But the ones who learned anything of real value probably didn’t live to write that 

final paper that would actually help us.” 

Possibly not. 

“Ack!” I hollered in frustration, before remembering to lower my voice. “Carlisle, 

what are we going to do? I can’t bear to watch my child grow up and die before my eyes in 

only a few short years!” 
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Don’t lose hope, son. There’s still a possibility, a good one, I think, that she will 

stop aging. If I could only find the gene in the wolves’ DNA that is responsible for their 

extended youth, we could see if Renesmee’s is the same. 

“But it’s only a temporary halt in their aging, and it has to be triggered by the 

presence of vampires!” 

Well, Renesmee will certainly be exposed to vampires if that’s what triggers it. 

“Hmm…” So will Jacob. I followed that train of thought. Since Jacob has imprinted 

on a half-vampire child and he will presumably be tied to her for life, will her vampire 

genes prevent him from resuming the aging process? Biologically, it would make sense 

that a being that prevents him from aging should also live an infinitely long life. Or maybe 

it just means that genetically she could carry a werewolf’s offspring and then die…like a 

human bearing a vampire child. Ack!! 

What is it, Edward? What are you thinking about? 

I explained my thoughts to Carlisle, though the thread seemed to go nowhere. He 

was a learned man. Perhaps his mind would take the idea somewhere that mine couldn’t. 

He took on a thoughtful expression and set his chin in his hand. 

“Charlie’s coming,” I told him after a time. “I don’t think Sue’s with him tonight.” 

Ah, yes, I hear the car. Does Charlie know about us?  

“Not that I can tell, but he’s very hard to read. After that first visit, he seemed to 

settle on the idea that Bella had died after he felt her cold, hard skin. That led him to think 

about whether we were angels…Bella, you, and Esme, anyway. I suppose he gave up on 

that idea when he considered me, Em, and Jaz.”  

I laughed and my father joined in. I continued, “He has a kind of curtain that he 

lowers over parts of his mind and I can’t see behind it very well. I think that’s where he 

files things he doesn’t want to know about—behind the curtain—then they no longer 

trouble him. That’s the sense I get, anyway. It’s very hard to tell what he knows exactly, 

because he’s not sure himself.” 

Interesting. So even if he knows, he doesn’t really know. So we don’t need to worry 

about him being a target of the Volturi?  

“I don’t think so. If Aro read his mind, which is unlikely, I don’t think he’d be able 

to see behind the curtain either. I don’t think he’d find that Charlie knows anything, even 

though we know that he does…sort of.”  

That’s very…well…confusing. I guess that’s the best word for it. Carlisle smiled. 

“He’s a mystery to me, much like Bella. Though I can see that he’s become quite 

fond of Sue. He doesn’t guard his thoughts about Sue. I suppose it’s because he’s happy 

and excited about that part of his life. It’s a good thing. He’s been holding a torch for Renee 

all these years. I don’t think he’s dated at all since his marriage.” 

No? He sounds like me, except my dry period lasted for centuries. Carlisle chuckled 

again. 

Though normally I make it a rule not to share the kind of thing that I was about to 
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share, Carlisle was my father. He could be trusted and I felt like talking about this for some 

reason. Maybe I still harbored a bit of resentment for the (deserved) slights Charlie gave 

me before Bella and I married. I gave in to the urge. 

“I wouldn’t say he’s like you unless you had some extremely awkward non-dates 

that I don’t know about,” I hinted, grinning with evil glee. 

What do you mean? 

I suspected that my eyes were sparkling with mirth. “Well, Charlie hasn’t been on 

any dates in twenty-two years or so, but there have been any number of women who 

thought they were on a date with him. Let me put it this way…he’s had a lot of 

uncomfortable moments walking female friends to their cars or front doors at night.” 

Carlisle indulged himself in a smile at another person’s expense, not something he 

did very often. Do you mean women lunging at him and the like? 

“Precisely. Since he’s been dating Sue, he seems to be pulling more of those 

half-forgotten episodes out of the vault, so to speak, where I can read them.” I chuckled.  

Carlisle smiled. I’ve had a number of those incidents myself, as you probably 

already know. 

“Yes. Finding Esme simplified your working life, didn’t it?” 

Most definitely, though there are still plenty of nurses around who don’t seem to 

heed a wedding band. It’s a never-ending problem. But back to Charlie…you don’t 

normally pry into people’s memories and poke fun. That doesn’t seem like you.  

I knew my father was gently chiding me for my lack of moral sensibility with 

regard to Charlie’s privacy. 

“No, I’m usually reserved about such things, but Charlie gave me a pretty hard time 

when I was courting Bella—I don’t know if I ever told you—and it’s a petty revenge for 

me to have a little laugh at his expense.” 

You haven’t shared these stories with Bella, have you? 

“No. I don’t know that she would find them as funny as I do.” I grinned widely. 

Carlisle allowed himself a tiny smile. Probably not. We could hear Jacob 

downstairs unsuccessfully trying to engage Charlie in conversation. 

“Renesmee, would you like Grandpa to read you a book?” Bella asked. 

Yes! Renesmee thought. I assume she was either in Bella’s or Charlie’s lap and had 

told them so.  

“We don’t have any of your books here. Dad, I’ll take her upstairs to choose a book 

from Carlisle’s library. I’ll be right back.” 

“Okay, kiddo. Don’t be long.” 

“I won’t.” 

I imagined Charlie sitting in his usual lounge chair staring at his feet, trying not to 

look at Jacob. He’d never gotten over his double shock, first thinking that Jacob was 

making a pass at him and then having his preferred son-in-law transform into an enormous 

beast. 
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 Bella was on her way up the stairs with Nessie. Carlisle and I continued listening 

to the awkwardness downstairs. 

“So, how’re things goin’ with Sue?” Jacob asked. Charlie just grunted.  

“Billy says she’s pretty hot for your trousers,” Jacob said, perhaps unwisely, and 

laughed. Through Jacob’s eyes, I could see Charlie’s face turn beet red. 

“Hello, my darlings!” I said as my wife and child entered the office. My eyes 

caught Bella’s and we both became romantically goggle-eyed for a moment.  

“Jacob’s giving Charlie a hard time,” she said at a volume below human hearing. I 

nodded and laughed and Carlisle smiled demurely. 

“So, Nessie, which will it be?” Carlisle asked her. She reached for him. 

Popop!  

Carlisle carried her to the wall of books and she studied them like she was reading 

the spines. During their morning time together, the two of them often examined and talked 

about Carlisle’s collections of books and art and mementos. Finally, she pointed to an 

ancient-looking, leather-bound volume, well-used, and Carlisle pulled it out for her. It was 

The Book of Common Prayer, a compilation of the prayers and liturgies of the Church of 

England.  

“That’s an old book, Carlisle!” Bella exclaimed. 

“Yes, 1662, the version that the Anglican Church adopted after England’s break 

with the Church of Rome. It was my father’s.”  

Once again, I marveled at Carlisle’s vast experience. He was born near the time of 

the Protestant Reformation. As old as I was, I was still taken aback when I remembered 

how much older he was and that he was English, to boot. I usually thought of him as 

American like the rest of our family, or Italian like the Volturi, but I hardly ever considered 

his true origins. His human life began during a rich time in England’s history. 

“Maybe you should choose a different book, Renesmee,” Bella suggested. 

“Oh no, it’s fine!” Carlisle replied. “Books are meant to be read. Besides, I never 

thought I’d see the day when I might have descendants who would be interested in my old 

family heirlooms. And now I have a granddaughter!” Carlisle beamed. 

I luff you, Popop, Renesmee thought as she touched Carlisle’s face, showing him a 

picture of herself snuggled against his chest. 

“She says, ‘I love you Popop,’” I told him, not sure whether the image conveyed the 

thought precisely enough in this case. 

“I love you too, precious child,” Carlisle told her and kissed her forehead. 

“Okay, then, we’d better go rescue Grandpa from Jacob,” Bella said to Nessie. 

Carlisle handed her over and Nessie wiggled to be set down. “You want to walk?”  

Nessie nodded. Carlisle passed the book to Bella and mother and daughter walked 

to the staircase.  

“You’re going to try stairs?” Bella queried, a tinge of doubt in her voice. 

Yeth. 
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Carlisle and I stepped out of the office to watch. 

“Hello, Charlie,” Carlisle called. “Edward and I are working on a research project 

or we would join you.” 

“Oh, that’s all right. You don’t have to entertain me. The kid does fine on her own.”  

We all turned our attention to Nessie as she held the handrail in one hand and her 

mother’s hand in the other and took one step after another, placing both feet on each step 

before continuing to the next one. They were simply too high for her to take them one after 

another with opposite legs. Still, the performance was impressive. When she reached the 

bottom, she looked around expectantly. Jacob started to clap and we all joined in. Nessie’s 

face lit up in a toothy smile.  

Renesmee pulled the leather book from Bella’s hand and walked to her Grandpa 

Charlie. She held it out and he looked at it, noting its age and probable value.  

“You sure this is all right, Carlisle?” he inquired. 

“Certainly. Nessie won’t hurt it.” 

“Enjoy, Charlie,” I added, smiling.  

I was pretty sure he wouldn’t enjoy reading church liturgies in old-style English, 

but Renesmee would. She was democratic in her tastes, interested in anything new. And 

since she didn’t like to hear any book more than once, we constantly had to find new 

material. She had moved beyond Peter Rabbit and was well into Nancy Drew and Agatha 

Christie mysteries, but she liked nonfiction and adult books equally well. I thought it might 

be worthwhile to read the New Testament Bible to her. I’d found quoting scripture to be a 

useful skill on many occasions. 

“My word, Carlisle, this book is from the 1600s and it’s signed ‘John P. Cullen.’ Is 

that an ancestor of yours?” Charlie inquired. 

“Yes, John Paul Cullen. He was a parson. The book was passed down from father to 

son,” Carlisle replied carefully. 

“It must be worth a fortune! Shouldn’t it be in a museum somewhere under glass?” 

“Anglican prayer books aren’t as rare as you might think,” answered my father. 

“Many were printed. That was part of the tenet of the Church of England—that worshipers 

should be able to read the liturgy themselves in their own language rather than only hear it 

read by priests in Latin. All families of means owned one.” 

“Well, I’ll be…” Renesmee patted Charlie’s cheek impatiently. “Okay, then, 

Nessie, where would you like to start?”  

Renesmee’s tiny fingers picked through the book until she found a place that she 

liked and pointed to it. Charlie looked up at us as if to say, anything for my granddaughter, 

and sighed. Then he started reading aloud: 
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The Ministration of Publick Baptism of Infants, 

To be Used in the Church. 

Due notice, normally of at least a week, shall be given before a child is 

brought to the church to be baptized.  

For every child to be baptized there shall be not fewer than three 

godparents, of whom at least two shall be of the same sex as the child and of 

whom at least one shall be of the opposite sex; save that, when three cannot 

be conveniently had, one godfather and one godmother shall suffice. 

Parents may be godparents for their own children provided that the child 

shall have at least one other godparent. The godparents shall be persons 

who have been baptized and confirmed and will faithfully fulfil their 

responsibilities both by their care for the child committed to their charge 

and by the example of their own godly living. Nevertheless the Minister 

shall have power to dispense with the requirement of confirmation in any 

case in which in his judgement need so requires.  

Alice appeared, seemingly from nowhere, and snapped a picture of Renesmee 

cuddled into Charlie’s chest, three fingers in her mouth, held there between her teeth. Bella 

looked up at me and smiled, and Carlisle and I chuckled softly. Then he and I turned to face 

our project. 
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