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39. EDUCATION 
 

Just three-and-a-half weeks later, Renesmee could read The Book of Common Prayer all by 

herself, or any other book, for that matter. She rarely stumbled over words, even adult 

words. Of course, we had read books to her every day since she was small, but nobody 

expected her to read by herself before she was at least a year old.  

Bella got a tremendous shock one evening after Charlie and Sue had visited for a 

couple of hours. At nearly three months old, Renesmee stayed awake until 8:30 p.m., but 

we continued to leave for our cottage at 7:00. It gave us some time alone to play with our 

daughter, or talk, or read to her.  

Bella was having trouble finding reading material for Renesmee because of her 

distaste for reading books more than once. Between us and her grandparents, we had read 

her all the non-sexually-explicit, non-graphically-violent books Esme had originally 

bought for Nessie, including young adult books by Judy Blume and the entire Harry Potter 

series by J.K. Rowling. We’d even read her many sections of the parenting books Esme 

had bought for my edification. Bella had dipped into her collection of novels and poetry by 

her favorite classic authors—Jane Austen, the Bronte Sisters, Emily Dickinson—and had 

even started making a dent in her collected works of Shakespeare. 

This evening, Bella was continuing to read from her collection of Victorian poets. 

She was rocking the baby in her room, slowing things down before bedtime. I was risking 

death by snapped neck because I had decided to reorganize Bella’s warehouse of a closet.  

Every morning for weeks, Bella had suffered through the same irritation, over and 

over. Her closet was so large with so many garments—ninety percent of which Bella 

probably would never wear—that she had to rummage through countless indistinguishable 

white bags to find something suitable. Recently, she had devolved into rotating through 

three pairs of jeans and four knit tops, numbers that decreased each time I ripped an article 

of clothing from her body at night. Bella didn’t care if she only had three or four things to 

wear. She just washed them when they got dirty and wore them again. She’d created a little 

squirrel’s nest in the back of the closet where she stored her few items of usable clothing 

and simply ignored all the rest. 

Alice had not been suffering the slight in silence. She had chastised Bella multiple 

times with no effect at all, so had turned to me to adjudicate Bella’s offense of ignoring her 

new wardrobe. After much wrangling back and forth, I told Alice that I would do what I 

could to encourage the offender to make peace with her closet, but I couldn’t promise 

anything. 

What I could do was look at the clothes and decide which pieces, if any, Bella 

would regard as comfortable or usable and separate those items from the perhaps beautiful 
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or stylish, but ridiculous (for Bella) garments. I’d started by weeding out the extra-long 

bags, as they invariably contained formal gowns, which, if Bella ever required one, could 

easily be located by bag length. I collected those and placed them on the rack furthest from 

the door. Amidst that collection, I unzipped one particularly poofy bag and discovered that 

it contained Bella’s wedding gown.  

With a glow of memory, I removed the white gown from the bag and hung it in a 

prominent place so that I could look at it and reminisce about the second happiest day of 

my life (the first being the day that Bella rose from the dead). Bella’s wedding dress was an 

exquisite designer gown, custom-made for our particular circumstances and in it, Bella had 

looked like the angel Charlie now suspected her to be. She’d been literally stunning, 

causing jaws to drop and sentences to falter when she passed.  

As I continued sorting, I discovered that the three-quarter-length bags contained 

fancy jacket-and-pants combos that Bella might wear on occasion if she ever needed to 

“dress for success.”  

I was making a chart and color-coding garment groupings when, to my great 

surprise, I noticed that Nessie was silently reading along with Bella, almost in unison. 

Shortly thereafter, she asked her mother—with an ambiguous picture—if she could read 

the book. Bella handed it to her, no doubt assuming that Nessie wanted to hold the book 

and turn the pages. Then our baby’s clear piccolo voice rang through the air, quoting Lord 

Alfred Tennyson:  

“There is sweet music here that softer falls than petals from blown roses on the 

grass, or night-dews on still waters between walls of shadowy granite, in a gleaming 

pass—” 

I decided not to race down the hallway to catch a glimpse of Bella’s facial 

expression. Such impulsive behavior might alarm Renesmee when she thought nothing 

was amiss. After all, she may have been reading to herself for some time without our 

noticing.  

I heard a slight trembling in Bella’s voice when she responded to Nessie’s startling 

performance. “If you read, how will you fall asleep?” she said.  

Nessie took that at face value and let Bella take back the book and continue reading 

to her. I noticed that I’d been holding my breath and released it in a whoosh.  

Our not-yet three-month-old child can read the words “shadowy,” “granite,” and 

“gleaming!” I couldn’t tell whether she fully understood what she was reading, but I 

wouldn’t have been too surprised if she did. Abruptly, I realized that her diction was 

perfect too! I’d heard her speak once or twice in the previous couple of weeks and had not 

noticed the change. She could now pronounce trailing Ss and Rs. In fact, her words were so 

crisp, she almost sounded as if she’d had elocution lessons. I wondered if perhaps Carlisle 

or Esme had been practicing her speech with her. If so, I wasn’t aware of it. 

With Bella reading, Renesmee began to nod off before long, her lucid thoughts 

fading into ragged scraps of words, pictures, and colors. I finished my bit of organizing and 
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walked to Nessie’s room, slipping up behind Bella as she stood at the baby’s 

soon-to-be-outgrown crib. She was steadying herself by holding onto the wrought-iron top 

rail while she stared at our one-of-a-kind child. Since Carlisle and I were finding it so 

difficult to locate information of any kind about other such children, we were beginning to 

think it likely that they had either existed and died, as we were worried that Renesmee 

might, or had never existed at all. I wrapped my arms around my wife from behind and 

swayed slightly from side to side, taking comfort in feeling her solidity next to me. 

That night, we made love slowly and gently, sharing few words. Words weren’t 

necessary for either of us to know what the other felt and what we were each worried about. 

We’d been over it many times. Carlisle and I had reached the end of all the leads we’d been 

investigating and at the trail’s end was…nothing. We could not find any other clues to 

chase over the phone or through the internet. We had to go to Brazil. I was ready to leave in 

the morning if Bella would agree, but she seemed to be dragging her feet. I didn’t 

understand it. I knew that she was as anxious to find out what we could about Renesmee as 

I was. 

It was time for us to have a serious talk. I knew that Jacob was demanding to go 

with us to Brazil and I was against it. We needed to be free to make the decisions we had to 

make without Jacob’s interference. In particular, Carlisle and I had discussed the 

possibility of changing Renesmee when she reached maturity. We were discouraged with 

our research into hybrid children. Nothing had panned out. We were ready to take the next 

step and days like this one only spurred me on.  

Though Renesmee’s rate of growth had slowed a tiny bit, we would have only a few 

years at most before adulthood turned into elder adulthood and I wanted to be ready with a 

plan. If we couldn’t find any hybrid children, then I still had hope that we might be able to 

determine whether changing a half-vampire would work. Bella was terrified of the 

idea—she felt it was too dangerous even to consider. I was pretty sure that Jacob would 

agree with that if he got wind of our discussions on the subject and I didn’t need another 

voice to struggle against if it turned out to be our only choice. 

As Bella and I lay with our legs tangled together, looking into each other’s eyes, I 

knew that as long as I had my Bella, I could survive any other trauma or hardship or 

disaster. Deep in my cold heart, I knew I could even survive if my child were cursed with a 

tragically short life. But I couldn’t survive without Bella and I didn’t know if she could 

survive without Renesmee. I didn’t want to have to find out.  

I pulled my love onto my chest and stroked her hair and began to sing to her—her 

lullaby—which no longer put her to sleep, but calmed me and seemed to calm her too. 

 

 

 

Before dawn, Renesmee was up and at our door before I realized that her dreams had 

become conscious.  
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“Momma?” she said from the doorway. Bella and I were intertwined, lying on our 

sides with Bella’s back to Renesmee. I casually pulled the sheet above both our waists. 

“Yes, darling?” Bella answered, recovering quickly from her surprise. She sat up 

and tucked the edge of the sheet under her arms.  

“I can’t sleep.”   

“I’m sorry that you can’t sleep. Why don’t you come and lie down with Momma 

and Daddy for a little while?” 

Renesmee took two steps and hopped the last five feet, landing precisely between 

us and dropping onto her bottom. Her skills increased every day, it seemed. Our daughter 

started giggling.  

“Momma, I saw your boobies!” Renesmee whispered into Bella’s ear.  

“Did you, darling?” 

Renesmee nodded and showed her mother an image of her just before the sheet was 

in place. I worked to keep the grin off my face. 

“Where did you learn that word? Do you remember?”  

Renesmee showed Bella a picture of Jacob in the woods and thought the words, 

boobies, titties, knockers, ta-tas, jugs,… and on and on in a long litany. I sighed to myself. 

Bella and I exchanged glances and I rolled my eyes. Time for another “little talk” with 

Jacob.  

“Do you know that the real word is ‘breasts’?” Bella asked her. 

Yes. 

“Sometimes people like to use joke words that make other people laugh, but they’re 

not words for a little girl to say. It’s bad manners.”  

Does my Jacob have bad manners? she asked silently, showing Bella a picture of 

Jacob which Bella didn’t understand. 

“Yes, Renesmee,” I answered. “Jacob does have bad manners sometimes. It’s not 

always a good idea to repeat things that Jacob says. If you have questions about something 

he tells you, then you can ask your mother or me.” 

Daddy, do you have a penis? she asked me with a hand to my cheek. The image was 

from a medical illustration in one of Carlisle’s books. Renesmee had been reading on her 

own, it seemed.  

I didn’t dare look at Bella’s face. Whatever expression appeared after I answered 

the silent question was bound to set me laughing.  

“Yes, all daddies have penises,” I replied, taking the advice of the childrearing 

books and answering only the specific question my child had asked.  

Does Mommy have a penis too? The image was a diagram of a woman’s anatomy 

including breasts, but the groin region was a little fuzzy. 

“No, mommies don’t have penises.” I answered before I realized that some 

mommies might have penises in our day and age, but that was way too much information 

for a three-month-old child. I kept a straight face with effort. 
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“Oh.”  

“If you have any other questions about breasts and penises or other parts of the 

body, please ask Mommy or Daddy. Those are good questions for us to answer. Or you can 

ask Nana or Popop. Okay?”  

Renesmee nodded and snuggled down between us on top of the sheets, her 

immediate curiosity satisfied. I pulled a blanket over her. Our child was used to her cold 

family, but we tried to protect her from getting too chilled. We kept plenty of blankets and 

afghans around for the purpose. 

I began to sing Renesmee’s song softly and she closed her eyes. Before long, she 

had drifted off to sleep. 

“Are you going to beat Jacob or am I?” Bella asked quietly, with obvious effort.  

“Let’s both do it,” I suggested, not bothering to reveal that Renesmee had acquired, 

not just one, but a long list of synonyms for “breasts.”  

“And the penis thing?” Bella’s voice rose in spite of her efforts to contain her 

temper. “I’m going to break Jacob’s face!”  

“That would be fine with me, darling, but I’m afraid we can’t blame him for that 

one. Nessie’s bound to get an eyeful one of these days, though, hanging around with the 

wolves.”  

Bella stared at me, her eyebrows raised.  

“Carlisle’s library,” I explained, chuckling. “Just diagrams. I’ll ask him to put the 

more graphic medical books on the top shelf now that we know she’s reading on her own. 

Those things will put her off humans.”  

“Can you believe it?”  

“No choice,” I replied dolefully.  

“Looks like it’s time to trade out the crib. She must have climbed out.”  

“With that perfect hop into the bed, climbing out of her crib must be trivial for her 

now.”  

“I guess we also need to talk to her about knocking on doors,” Bella said.  

“And we should lock ours from now on,” I added, winking. 

 

 

 

Renesmee only got more beautiful. She was a stunning child in so many ways. Her hair 

hung nearly to her waist in long curls. Her eyes were Bella’s former milk chocolate color. 

Her skin was a luminescent pearl that would pass for delicate Irish. Despite her age, talking 

to her resembled talking to an adult most of the time. She had questions and she absorbed 

answers. She had never cried or thrown a tantrum or even fussed much. She minded and 

was careful about all the things the Cullens had to be careful about.  

The only area where Renesmee had been a little difficult was with her diet. We’d 

taken her on several more hunting trips since her first one—all without Jacob—and her 
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enthusiasm hadn’t increased, though she complied with our insistence that she drink some.  

She liked the running and the chasing and had already begun to catch her own prey. 

If we located them quietly enough, she could get to a deer or elk before it became alarmed 

and ran. She wasn’t quite fast enough yet to catch a deer or elk that was fleeing at full 

speed, but she was perfectly capable of catching a stalking cougar or a lumbering bear. She 

was remarkably strong and her skin, as we suspected, was impervious even to cougar or 

bear claws. She was so small that she could leap at a bear’s neck without disturbing it much 

and cling there, drawing blood until it dropped. She hadn’t tried to knock one to the ground 

yet. It was hard to visualize a day when she would be able to do that, but it would come, no 

doubt. 

Bella was anxious the day I let Nessie try to land her first carnivore, a cougar. I’d 

suffered through the strain of watching Bella take her first cougar without giving in to my 

fear and it was worth it. She had been gorgeous, creative, graceful, and deadly. I suspected 

Renesmee would be the same. She wasn’t as strong as her mother and myself—not yet, at 

least—but she had compensating qualities, such as her appearance, which read more like 

prey than predator. It should give her an advantage.  

We tracked a cougar to the top of a stack of enormous granite boulders and I 

convinced Bella to let Nessie try nabbing it for herself. I was sure she would prefer the taste 

to elk and deer if she could catch one. With great reluctance, Bella agreed, probably 

remembering her own first time, but we both tensed in readiness to rescue our child if a 

cougar proved too much for her to handle. She was very confident, though. As her mother 

and I stood stone still, trying to blend in to the scenery, Nessie wandered into the open 

where the animal could see her. 

Nice kitty, she thought.  

When the cat heard her movements, he stiffened and prepared to flee, but then 

caught sight of the little girl, changed his mind, and began to stalk her. I almost had to 

restrain Bella to keep her from charging to Nessie’s defense. She barely contained her 

panic. But our daughter knew instinctively what to do. She turned sideways to the cat as if 

she didn’t know he was there, emboldening the predator, which crept forward in a low 

crouch. Just when the cougar sprang to attack, Renesmee hopped to the side in a move 

reminiscent of her tiny aunt, and the beast hit the ground, grasping at nothing. In a split 

second, our child had vaulted onto its back and bit into its neck. It kicked and fought and 

tried to claw her off, but she hung on, drinking as quickly as she could until the cat began to 

weaken. Nessie had learned that if she was hunting her own prey, she had to drink to 

disable it, because she wasn’t big enough to overpower it otherwise. No longer did she 

tentatively sample her catch. 

Renesmee often tired after the excitement of stalking a creature and so far, one 

small-to-medium animal satisfied her, but sometimes she also wanted to drink with one of 

her parents. She was maturing so quickly that already she felt some nostalgia for her 

babyhood. I let her take the first drink of my prey when we hunted together to satisfy her 
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desire to be taken care of. Even though she was capable of actions far beyond her years and 

her intellect was even further advanced, Bella felt—and I agreed—that we should allow 

her to remain babyish about most things as long as it suited her. We felt sure that Renesmee 

would tell us through actions or pictures when she’d outgrown this or that childish need. 

There was one exception, however. After that first hunting trip when Renesmee 

was utterly disenchanted with drinking animal blood, we’d given her a choice between 

human food and animal blood, one or the other, to supplement her diet. We’d decided that 

we wouldn’t increase her human blood intake any further. We would allow her a maximum 

of four pints a day and anything more she needed would have to come from other sources. 

Over time, we would decrease the human blood component of her diet. 

Esme began to prepare small meals for Renesmee. At first, she presented one item 

from each of three categories of food and Renesmee could choose which to eat. She had to 

try at least two items and eat at least half of one. A meal might consist of a small glass of 

milk, an apple, and a piece of fish. Whichever item she refused to try (and she always 

refused one of them) would be removed from the list. The next time, she might get a small 

bowl of oatmeal, half a cooked hamburger patty and a dish of green beans. After we’d done 

this every few days for several weeks, we had a list of human foods that Renesmee would 

eat if pressed. She was not fond of grains or dairy products, but she would eat cooked meat 

and several types of steamed vegetables. She also liked peanut butter. Everything that she 

decided to try was compatible with her system. We thought the foods that repelled her 

might not be, so we never pushed, just gave her additional choices. 

Carlisle’s life immediately became easier when Renesmee began drinking animal 

blood and eating human food, but she didn’t like either alternative much. Renesmee 

understood the moral issues of drinking human blood. She would never want to see 

anybody hurt Sue or Grandpa or Jacob or any of the wolves, so that made sense to her. 

What she didn’t understand was why she couldn’t solicit blood donations. She thought it 

would be fine if Carlisle asked people to donate blood for his granddaughter without telling 

them that she drank it. I thought it was an extremely clever idea, actually. Carlisle could let 

it be known that we needed continual blood donations for our hemophiliac daughter and his 

colleagues and their families would gladly line up to donate blood for the child. 

“That’s a very clever idea, Renesmee,” I told her, impressed.  

Can we do it? 

“I’m sorry, but no. The problem is that if people donate blood for you, then that 

blood can’t be used for a sick human who needs it. Blood donations are for humans who 

will die if they don’t receive them. We don’t want to hurt any humans by using up donated 

blood.” 

But what if they give the blood to Renesmee, nobody else?  

“Do you want everybody your Popop works with and any people you meet to think 

that you are deathly ill? You would have to pretend to be sick whenever any humans are 

around, even Grandpa Charlie. You couldn’t play outside or show yourself in public. You 
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couldn’t go to school or anywhere there are human children. Could you live like that?”  

Renesmee stuck out her lower lip in a pout. 

I don’t like you, Daddy, she thought, knowing I could hear her.  

“I know you don’t like me right now, Nessie, and that’s okay. You can be mad at 

me if you want to, but I still love my girl.” I kneeled down and gave her a hug while she 

stood stiffly, arms by her side.  

Only later did it occur to me that when Renesmee became an adult, she could 

implement her scheme if she still wanted to, in secret if she chose. Her eyes didn’t become 

scarlet red when she drank human blood so most of us would never know that she was 

feeding her addiction. Except for me, of course. I decided to put that thought away in my 

vault and try never to think of it again. 

 


