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41. MAKING PLANS  
 

In the morning we turned Renesmee over to Carlisle and Esme in his office. Carlisle had 

cut back to twice-daily measurements, because four times each day at the same hour had 

become hard to maintain as Renesmee’s schedule got busier. The longer we collected data, 

though, the more accurate became the mathematical function to predict her eventual 

adulthood. Her growth rate was gradually slowing down and current estimates indicated 

that she would be an adult at five years old and would live to approximately age 

seventeen—still a frighteningly short lifespan. 

We needed to talk to Alice and found her bustling about in her bedroom. It was 

immediately obvious that she was extremely displeased with her brother. She twirled 

around the room like a dust devil, moving this, arranging that, slamming everything about. 

Though I didn’t require her actually to verbalize the entire speech, she did so for Bella’s 

benefit and her own. Alice felt that Bella was an accessory to the crime just for not 

intervening. 

“Edward! What are you doing to Bella’s closet? I arranged everything specifically 

so that Bella could find exactly what she needs by plugging in the answers to four 

questions: Where are you going? What season is it? What color scheme would you like? 

What else goes with this item? Now that you’ve moved everything around, how will she 

ever find the right clothes to wear, not to mention coordinate them by style and color?! Just 

because she hasn’t let me teach her my system yet doesn’t mean that you should go and 

change it!” 

“Well, I, uh—,” Bella started to explain, wanting to calm Alice. 

“Don’t you make even one excuse to me, missy. I know you’re in on this too,” she 

interrupted Bella crossly. 

“Alice,” I coaxed, “I know that you’re angry, but we need to talk to you about the 

Volturi and at the moment, I think it’s the more pressing issue. Can you put your anger 

aside just for a little while?” 

“I don’t know,” she sniffed. “Can you put everything back exactly as it was?” 

“I seriously doubt it,” I said. Though it was possible, I couldn’t see getting 

motivated to do it. I didn’t think Bella would adopt Alice’s system whether I put things 

back or not. 

“Well, I seriously doubt if I can help you then,” she returned crisply. She was 

milking her annoyance for all it was worth. 

“Please, Alice,” Bella begged. “For Renesmee?” 

“So you’re going to use the baby to coerce me, I see.” 

“No, not at all. We would never use Renesmee as a weapon against anyone, just as 
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you would never use her to cheat at poker, would you? Of course you wouldn’t,” I 

responded to my falsely hypothetical question.  

Bella opened her mouth, but before she could demand to know what I meant by 

that, Alice had a sudden change of heart. 

“Oh, all right. But only because I don’t want Bella to worry. Give me a second.” 

Alice’s face became blank as she shuffled through her visions of the future. She already 

knew our question. “Hmmm…that’s interesting.” 

“What do you see, Alice?” Bella asked anxiously. 

“Oh, oil and gas stocks are rising for the next few months. You should buy up, 

Edward, but get out before the end of May. There’s going to be another oil spill.” 

“That’s not what I meant,” Bella complained. “What did you see about me going to 

Italy?” Alice stared into space a while longer. 

“Well, I don’t see any particular problems with you going to Italy, but the picture is 

pretty hazy. Oh! Irina might be visiting us…hmm, that’s a little hazy too.” 

“What does it mean, Alice?” Bella pressed, getting irritated. 

“I can’t tell for sure. Sometimes a picture is hazy when the outcome depends on a 

decision that hasn’t been made yet. That’s all I can tell you for sure. Oh yes, and your 

mother is going to call in three days. That’s it.” 

“Are you sure you can’t see more, Alice? I don’t want Bella going anywhere if it’s 

the slightest bit risky.” 

“I’m sorry, Edward. I can’t see things more clearly until any outside conflicts are 

resolved. I will keep watching, though.” 

“Can you please tell us immediately about anything—anything at all—that pertains 

to Bella’s safety?” I knew Alice would—she loved Bella too—but I couldn’t help pressing 

the point. This was our life…our happiness…at stake. 

“Yes, yes, of course I will. Now can you please fetch Renesmee? I’ve got a 

spectacular sunflower costume for her. She’s going trick-or-treating!” Alice laughed her 

high, tinkling laughter and did a perfect pirouette, her mood suddenly improved.  

We stepped into Carlisle’s office and Bella forced enthusiasm into her voice. 

“Renesmee, Alice wants to dress you like a sunflower. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”  

Nessie hadn’t tired of Alice’s “dress-up games,” as she thought of them. She was 

willing to try on anything and, unlike her mother, was fond of ruffles, lace, ribbons, and 

other overtly feminine flourishes. She loved to wear fingernail polish and costume jewelry 

and have her hair done up. I wondered whether it was a personality trait or merely evidence 

of the “gender-identity” phase that toddlers go through when they learn the difference 

between boys and girls and begin acting out gender roles. If the former, perhaps we would 

have to convert Bella’s closet into Renesmee’s closet someday. Bella would be relieved if 

Alice directed her attentions to someone else’s style and fashion sense. 

Nessie followed Bella back to Alice’s room where she took two quick steps, 

hopped onto the bed, and began jumping up and down as if it were a trampoline. Alice 
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indulged her. I led Bella out of the room and upstairs to the third floor—our other 

bedroom—and shut the door. Not that everybody wouldn’t hear our conversation, but if we 

behaved as if it were private, they would pretend that they hadn’t. 

“I don’t like that Alice’s vision for Italy is so uncertain,” I said, getting to the point. 

“It’s too risky, Bella. I cannot let you go alone.” 

Bella looked at me with regretful eyes. “You know I have to, Edward. There isn’t 

any other way to keep Renesmee hidden from Aro.” 

I sighed. “Okay, maybe I don’t go to Italy, but at least I can fly as far as London 

with you. That way, I’ll be much closer if you need me,” I suggested as a compromise. It 

would ease my anxiety somewhat. 

“Renesmee needs you here,” Bella countered. “I don’t want to leave her without 

both of her parents. One of us has to stay with her.” 

“But what if something happens to you?” I objected, unable to control the 

apprehension in my voice. 

“All the more reason for you to be safe with her. She can’t be without both her 

parents.” Just the thought turned my cold heart to ice. If something should happen to Bella 

in Italy, she wants me safe to look after Renesmee. God help me if that should ever come to 

pass. I don’t know that I could do it. 

I began to pace back and forth. “What if I asked Carlisle to go with you as far as 

London, or maybe even into Italy, but not as far as Volterra?” I could foresee no objection 

to that. 

“I think that would be okay, but only if Carlisle wants to do it. He would be the one 

in the hot seat if I needed help and I don’t want him to take any risks on my account.” 

“I thought you said they wouldn’t hurt you!” 

“They won’t, but maybe I’ll fall off the clock tower or something and need Carlisle 

to set my bones.” Bella tried a smile, but we both knew it was forced. 

I wanted to bellow and roar and forbid Bella to go, but she was right—we had to let 

the Volturi see that she was a vampire and leave them with no reason whatsoever to come 

to America. I pulled Bella to our bed with the wrought-iron roses and sat her down next to 

me. I kept my mouth shut and just held her then. No words I could say would make this 

situation any better. I just had to bear it. I felt slightly better knowing that Carlisle would be 

on the same continent as Bella and that he could escort her home. It was something, at least. 

We bought tickets for the Italy trip a few days later. Bella and Carlisle would leave 

right after Christmas. In my mind, I created a plan for every contingency I could think of, 

while outwardly I started making arrangements to leave for Brazil upon their return. We 

told Renesmee about her mother’s trip to Italy when we retired to our cottage that evening. 

In response, Nessie reached for Bella’s cheek and showed her the selection from The Book 

of Common Prayer that Charlie had read to her a couple of weeks previously. 

“Are you asking to be baptized, Renesmee?” Bella asked, puzzled. 

Yes, and I want godparents.  
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“Do you understand what godparents are for?” I asked our daughter. 

Are they extra parents? 

“Yes, they are very much like extra parents,” I repeated for Bella’s benefit. 

“Godparents are people who take care of you if something should happen to your parents. 

They would become your new parents,” I explained. Bella was looking at me with wide 

eyes. “Do you understand?” 

Yes. Can I have whoever I want? Renesmee asked me solemnly. 

“Who would you want?” I ignored the minor grammar lesson, not wanting to 

detract from the seriousness of our conversation. 

My Jacob and Aunt Rose and Nana and Popop, Nessie thought while also showing 

her mother the picture. Bella and I looked at one another and she nodded slightly. 

“Those are very good choices, Nessie. You can ask them tomorrow if they would 

like to be your godparents.” 

Later, when we were alone, Bella asked, “Do you think that Renesmee is worried 

about me going to Italy?” 

“Yes. She probably picked up my anxiety, but asking for godparents is a reasonable 

reaction and a good idea anyway, don’t you think? Not that the law will matter to us 

much…but it would be official within the family.” 

“If it makes Renesmee feel more comfortable about me going away, then we should 

do it. Do you think she read that section of The Book of Common Prayer before and picked 

it for Charlie to read because she wanted us to know her wishes?” 

“As shocking as that seems for a three-month-old child, it almost wouldn’t surprise 

me,” I responded.  

“Do you think Emmett would baptize her? Didn’t he get that Universal Life 

minister’s certificate when we thought he might marry us?” 

“Yes, he did. He liked the idea of being a ‘Reverend.’” I laughed and Bella joined 

in. “He’d love to do it, I’m sure. We’ll just have to limit the acrobatic portion of the 

ceremony to one flip only.” Bella laughed again. 

“Alice and Jasper won’t mind not being picked will they?” 

“I don’t think so. Rose and Jacob are obvious choices and I’m not sure that Alice is 

the mommy type anyway. We could trust Carlisle and Esme with her forever.”  

“Yes,” Bella agreed. “Not that I think she will need them. Nothing is going to 

happen to either of us. It’s still a nice tradition, even though we aren’t particularly 

religious.” 

“I don’t have anything against baptizing babies. It’s an official naming ceremony 

too and it establishes a tradition of carrying on our parents’ names. Carlisle will love it.” 

“Oh, I know!” Bella exclaimed unexpectedly. “Let’s let Alice plan the ceremony, 

decorations, whatever she wants. That will get her involved. She’ll love that. And 

Renesmee can help her so she gets to have things her way too. And we’ll invite Charlie and 

Sue, and Sam and Emily, and Billy, and the wolves.” 
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“Maybe Jasper can run the betting pool on whether Emmett will screw up or not,” I 

said, giving her the crooked smile she liked. Bella chuckled. 

 

 

 

Charlie had been holding Renee off, trying to postpone the day when she and Bella first 

talked on the phone. Charlie knew better than anyone how much of a shock it was going to 

be for Renee to hear Bella’s voice. Even though Bella had been practicing to lower its tone 

and make it sound rougher, it was still a vampire’s voice—pure and beautiful with a 

thousand micro-tones mingled in, making it sound like a high-pitched, hand-bell choir. To 

humans who hadn’t known her before, she merely sounded like everyone else in her family 

with her lovely lilting voice, but to Renee, she would sound like an alien. There was no real 

cure for it. 

But Renee would not be put off any longer. She knew that Charlie was trying to 

discourage her and she didn’t know why. He’d never tried to prevent Bella from seeing or 

talking to her mother as much as she wanted. Why now? Renee knew that Bella had been 

very sick and that she had been quarantined first at the Center for Disease Control in 

Atlanta and then at a hospital in Switzerland, but the time had come when she would no 

longer take no for an answer. She called Esme, whom she knew she could trust, to find out 

what was happening with Bella and demand that she be allowed to talk to her on the phone. 

Esme was utterly sympathetic. 

“Yes, yes, it must be terrible for you to be separated from Bella and not be able to 

speak to her. Yes, I understand. Carlisle tells me that she is finally responding to an 

experimental treatment they’ve been trying, something about ‘gene-spliced’ anti-virus, not 

that I could understand it.” 

(Pause) 

“Yes, Edward’s been with her the whole time and Carlisle travels over there 

regularly. No, no, it’s not a problem for him at all. Bella is family and nothing could be 

more important to him.”  

(Pause) 

“She’s doing much better now. It’s all been complicated by the staph infection. 

You’re right—it’s not safe to go to the hospital with all the drug-resistant infections out 

there now. The infection let the virus get a better foothold, but it’s all much better now. 

She’s going to fully recover, Carlisle tells me.” 

(Pause) 

“Well, there is a little bad news there…no, I’m afraid Bella will not be able to have 

children. It would be too dangerous. These retro-viruses are hard to kill entirely, as I 

understand, and it’s possible that a fetus could either reactivate it or weaken Bella so that it 

could attack her again. She’ll have to be on medication for a long time, maybe the rest of 

her life.” 
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(Pause) 

“Carlisle tells me that she’s very pale, but she was always rather pale, wasn’t she? 

And one other side effect of the virus is a change in her voice. You might not recognize her 

on the phone. I haven’t talked to her myself, so I don’t know what to tell you exactly, but 

Carlisle says it infected her vocal chords somehow, of all things. No, no, she doesn’t sound 

like a monster or anything. They’ve been working with her to strengthen it. Actually, he 

says her voice sounds pretty, just different.” 

(Pause) 

“They’re learning a lot from her and all of it will help other people, so that’s 

another reason they want to keep her for a few more months at least. I’m sure she misses 

being home, but Edward doesn’t leave her alone at all. He was exposed and never got the 

virus, so they think he’s got a natural immunity. One of the treatments has been 

transfusions of Edward’s blood and that’s made a tremendous difference. It gives her a 

boost of virus-fighting compounds. I don’t understand it exactly.” 

(Pause) 

“Oh, yes! That’s the good news. Her voice is healed enough to let her talk on the 

phone. They don’t like for her to get too excited and she still has to rest a great deal, but 

she’s gotten permission to talk half-an-hour a week or so. Yes, I’ll get you the number as 

soon as I talk to Carlisle. Unfortunately, no, we don’t know when she’ll be able to come 

home, but Edward is taking good care of her. They’re so in love, you know.” 

(Pause) 

“Okay, we’ll talk soon. Take care.” 

Esme was wonderful with Renee, but I wasn’t sure that Renee wouldn’t get on a 

plane to Europe. So far, she hadn’t shown any sign of that, though. Maybe she was truly 

getting on with her own life.  

If Renee became too difficult in future months or years, we could always tell her 

that Bella had passed and that her ashes would be flown back from Europe. We hoped it 

didn’t come to that. The ruse was hard on Charlie, as it was on Bella and everyone. Still, it 

was necessary. Even Charlie didn’t think that Renee ever should be allowed to see Bella. It 

wouldn’t be safe for anyone. 

A few days later, Bella talked to her mother, who took the change in her voice much 

easier than anyone expected. She accepted the situation and seemed resigned to not seeing 

Bella any time soon. I promised to forward Renee’s emails on to Bella. For now, it was 

enough. 

Bella was surprisingly sanguine about Renee, as she was about virtually everything 

in her new life. Even with the trip to Italy looming, she was remarkably upbeat. The only 

thing that really seemed to trouble her was Renesmee’s future. And now that we’d decided 

what to do about the Volturi, I was thinking ahead to Brazil.  

It was true that we had reached a dead end in our research. We had reached nothing 

but dead ends, which suggested to me that we were not going to find another Renesmee. 
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My theory was that if hybrid humans had ever existed, they may have been destroyed as 

infants or left no substantial history due to their short lifespans. As to the latter case, nearly 

every culture we studied had stories of children who aged at highly accelerated rates. They 

died in their early teens in elderly bodies that were the equivalent of seventy or eighty years 

old. Some humans are born with a rare genetic defect that produces this result—the 

syndrome is called progeria. I thought it was possible that half-vampire children might 

have been hidden behind this diagnosis after it was identified in the 1800s. Whatever the 

answer, there seemed to be no hybrid beings other than Renesmee currently in existence. 

Or perhaps, just perhaps, any that existed had been changed to vampires. 

I was becoming more convinced that changing Renesmee would be the ultimate 

answer, but every time I brought up this subject with Bella, she grew oddly silent. I 

assumed it was based on her fear that vampire venom would kill Renesmee.  

The more I looked into it, though, the less I was convinced that it was necessarily 

true. When we followed the Quileute legends to their oldest sources, the native language 

was ambiguous. Usually it was translated to “vampire venom is deadly to wolves,” but the 

words could also translate to “when wolves are bitten, they often die.” That was something 

different. It implied that even if venom was poisonous, it wasn’t necessarily deadly. Not 

that “possibly less than deadly” was an adequate criteria for trying it out on our beloved 

daughter. However, if the only other possibility was certain death, would we risk it? It was 

difficult even to think about such a thing, but I didn’t know what we might do with our 

backs against a wall.  

This topic also brought up the issue of using morphine to kill the pain, as we had 

with Bella and as Carlisle had tried to do with Emmett. If—big if—we ever decided to 

change Renesmee, what would her body do with morphine? Would it prevent her from 

feeling the pain of the change or would it have no effect at all? I was hopeful it would help 

because her human half is what would change—the same half that could be numbed with 

morphine.  

Had Carlisle ever followed up with Bella about her experience with the morphine? 

All she’d said after her change was that everything went black and when she woke up, the 

process was over. Carlisle wouldn’t consider that a sufficient debriefing. Had he not 

discussed it with her since then or had he just not mentioned it to me? I needed to ask him 

about it. 

Jacob found out we were planning a trip to Brazil and had been insisting that he 

must go with us. I remained firmly against it and Carlisle and I made sure to discuss our 

plans when Jacob was away from the house. If we ever had to face our last option— 

changing our daughter—Jacob was bound to be set against it. I wasn’t sure what would 

happen to the imprinting bond when the object of the imprinting was no longer (even 

potentially) fertile. Most likely the bond would be broken. I didn’t see how an imprinted 

wolf could allow an action that would break his bond. Still, it was a decision we might have 

to face to save her life. 
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The morning after we told Renesmee about Bella’s upcoming trip, we asked Carlisle and 

Esme to join us in Carlisle’s office so that Nessie could “have a word” with them. I’d 

suggested that she might ask her question in words, both because she was making a formal 

request to her grandparents, but also because I doubted they would understand what she 

meant by a picture of the baptism page from The Book of Common Prayer. If she used 

words, then they would fully understand without my having to translate. 

“Renesmee would like to ask you both something,” Bella explained after we had 

gathered. 

“Go ahead, honey,” Esme encouraged. 

In her high child’s voice, Nessie made her request. “Nana and Popop, will you 

please be my godparents?” Both of them looked startled, but made a point of not showing 

it. “With my Jacob and Aunt Rose.”  

Esme glanced at Carlisle who smiled back widely. “Of course we will, dear!” Esme 

replied enthusiastically, then kneeled down and held out her arms. Renesmee wiggled to be 

put down. I set her on the floor and she ran to Esme. Carlisle kneeled down too and they put 

their arms around her and each other all at the same time. 

“We would be honored, child,” Carlisle said.  

“We’ll ask Alice to plan a christening and baptism ceremony for Renesmee,” Bella 

explained. 

Baptism, Edward? My father raised his eyebrows in my direction.  

“Nessie read about the Anglican ceremony and asked our permission. Bella and I 

think it will be a wonderful way to celebrate Nessie’s arrival with our extended families.” 

“I’m sure Alice will be thrilled to do it. I don’t suppose we could ask Reverend 

Weber to preside this time, though,” Esme said.  

“Uncle Emmett!” Renesmee yelled and began clapping her hands. This idea 

obviously delighted her. 

“Emmett will perform the service?” Carlisle asked with a smile. 

“That way the whole family plays a part,” I replied. “Shall we take measurements? 

Then we need to go ask the other proposed participants before Alice breaks the news first.” 

I smiled as Alice stepped into the room, her eyes sparkling. 

“Yes! I accept! I’ve already got an idea for music.” Alice nimbly moved toward 

Renesmee and gave her a hug. “Thank you. I’ll make it wonderful,” she told her niece. 

Nessie gave her aunt a kiss on the cheek and Alice danced away. “Rose! Emmett! Nessie 

needs to talk to you in Carlisle’s office,” she hollered once she was in the hallway. 

Bella and I looked at each other and spoke simultaneously in our tone of mock 

disgust—“Alice!” We laughed at our private joke. 

Both Rose and Emmett were pleased to be asked and pleased to accept Renesmee’s 
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verbal requests for them to be godmother and minister, respectively. Emmett snatched 

Renesmee off the floor and tossed her into the air where she performed a perfect flip, 

landing on his hands. 

“Just so you know, Em,” Bella commented, “Edward and I are restricting the 

acrobatic portion of the ceremony to one flip.” Emmett laughed raucously. 

“We should practice, Ness. It must be perfect.” He gave her another toss into the 

air. After landing, she straightened her knees, arched her back, and threw her arms into the 

air like Nadia Comaneci, the first gymnast to score a perfect 10 in the Olympics. Nessie 

began cackling noisily in a high-pitched tone. Everyone laughed at her laughter. We 

weren’t used to hearing Renesmee talk or laugh out loud. It was always a treat. 

Just then Jacob walked through the front door, back from hunting with Leah. 

Though she didn’t like to eat while in wolf form, Jacob insisted that Leah make it a habit at 

least once a week so that she could sustain herself if she suddenly needed to do an extended 

patrol. Eating raw game was more difficult if you strayed from it for too long, Jacob had 

told her. 

“Nessie!” Jacob called when he didn’t see anyone about. 

“Jacob!” Nessie squealed. Emmett set her down and she took off running for the 

staircase. Bella hurried after her. Because Renesmee’s legs were too short to descend using 

one foot per stair and stepping down twice for each stair was frustratingly slow, she 

considered gliding down the stairs on her belly, but instead hopped onto the banister and 

slid down to the bottom. Coming to a stop at the newel post, she leaped off and ran toward 

Jacob, jumping toward his chest at exactly the moment he reached to catch her. It was 

almost like another acrobatic stunt, they were so synchronized. She smacked her hand to 

his face and told him her news and asked him to be her godfather all in one blur of pictures. 

Again, the idea of “godfather” didn’t translate well, so Bella added the words. 

“Renesmee would like you to be her godfather along with Carlisle.” 

“Godfather? As in second-string dad?” 

“Yes, shared with Carlisle, and Rosalie and Esme as godmothers.” 

“Sure I will, Nessie, if that’s what you want,” Jacob responded to our daughter. 

Yes! Renesmee reiterated. 

Jacob was surprised, but more than willing to oblige, though I had seen him cringe 

when Nessie mentioned Rosalie’s name. 

“It’s mostly ceremonial,” Bella explained, “since we will always be here, but it’s 

something Renesmee wants and we agree that it’s a nice idea. We’re asking Alice to plan a 

ceremony and reception.” 

“That’s a great idea, Ness,” Jacob told her. “Where did you come up with that?” 

Renesmee showed him a picture of The Book of Common Prayer. 

“Maybe we can hold a ceremony officially welcoming Nessie into the tribe, too,” 

Jacob mused. “We do a similar thing where the tribe accepts responsibility for orphans and 

primary caretakers are decided. There are no orphans in the Quileute tribe.” 
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“We should talk more about that,” Bella told him, probably sensing that I might not 

approve.  

It wasn’t that I thought Nessie shouldn’t be a part of the tribe exactly. It was more 

that I didn’t particularly want to start thinking of Renesmee and Jacob as “promised” to 

each other. We were a long way from declaring that and I, for one, was in no hurry. We had 

no idea how things might change in the next few months, let alone in the next five years. 


