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48. TRAINING  
 

Bella had extracted a promise from me to teach her to fight and she wasn’t going to let me 

renege. So…after we’d convinced a houseful of new and old vampire friends to help us and 

Carlisle and Esme were back to host them, Bella insisted I keep my word. Renesmee was 

happily following Zafrina around, which gave Bella two free hands for the purpose.  

Bella and I found a meadow in the woods and squared off. On a nod from her, we 

would begin circling and approaching one another, but we didn’t get that far. When she 

signaled, I feinted then ducked. Bella whiffed her arms through the empty air above my 

head, while I whipped her feet from beneath her. She fell to the ground and I pinned her in 

a classic wrestling hold. It was not so different from how I had pinned her to the bed the 

night before. The thought propelled me to my feet. That had been about love, but this had 

an entirely different air to it. 

“I’m sorry, Bella,” I said, looking away as I tried to erase this new and terrible 

recognition of Bella’s vulnerability. 

“No, I’m fine,” she answered. “Let’s go again.” 

“I can’t.” 

“What do you mean, you can’t? We just started. Look, I know I’m no good at this, 

but I can’t get better if you don’t help me.”  

Bella was getting impatient, but I couldn’t move. She crouched and lunged. Still 

motionless, I took the hit and we crashed to the ground. Her teeth were at my throat 

instantly. 

“I win.” 

Nobody wins. 

“Edward? What’s wrong? Why won’t you teach me?” 

“I just can’t…bear it. Emmett and Rosalie know as much as I do. Tanya and Eleazar 

probably know more. Ask someone else.” 

“That’s not fair! You’re good at this. You helped Jasper before—you fought with 

him and all the others, too. Why not me? What did I do wrong?” 

Even explaining hurt. “Looking at you that way, analyzing you as a target. Seeing 

all the ways I can kill you…” I cringed. “It just makes it too real for me. We don’t have so 

much time that it will really make a difference who your teacher is. Anyone can teach you 

the fundamentals. Besides, it’s unnecessary. The Volturi will stop. They will be made to 

understand.”  

“But if they don’t! I need to learn this.”   

If they don’t, Bella will die…absolutely. I knew that now. “Find another teacher.” 

She did. Bella began practicing with Emmett and he was working off his irritation 
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with her for the last three months of arm-wrestling matches he’d lost. He had not won a 

single match against her and he never took losing lightly. 

Others agreed to help—Rosalie, who was a good fighter in her own right, and 

Tanya and Eleazar, the two best fighters in the Denali coven. Bella enjoyed practicing with 

the easygoing Garrett, who was a good teacher, though it couldn’t have been much of a 

challenge for him. Zafrina was willing and gave Bella a good round, but then she returned 

to entertaining Renesmee.  

I couldn’t watch any of this, but I caught parts of it in the participants’ and 

spectators’ minds, most of which I tried to ignore. I asked Rosalie to keep an eye on 

Emmett and not let him get too carried away because I didn’t want Renesmee upset by her 

mother getting hurt. She agreed and when she thought Emmett was going at Bella too hard, 

she traded in for him. Nessie was the easiest route to Rosalie’s heart. I spoke to Eleazar too 

and asked him to watch out for Bella if she fought Tanya. It appeared that Tanya was 

becoming genuinely fond of Bella, but I didn’t want to take any chances.  

Since it was impossible for Bella to become an effective fighter against the Volturi 

in less than three weeks, I was much more interested in helping her learn to manipulate her 

shield. Kate said that she had worked several centuries before she learned to spread her 

electrical current over all her skin and she had never learned to project it away from her 

own body. It seemed unlikely to me that Bella would learn to project her shield away from 

her body in the short time she had available to train. But she was seeking some way to be 

useful if we had to fight the Volturi and we already had plenty of good fighters, but she was 

the only one of us with a defensive talent. 

Bella developed a daily routine over the next week. She spent most of the morning 

with whomever she could get to practice fighting with her and then she would spend time 

with Renesmee after our daughter ate or drank her lunch. In the afternoons, Nessie liked to 

go into the woods with Jacob and the wolves or, lately, track down Zafrina and trade 

pictures with her. Bella spent the afternoons trying to manipulate her shield. 

Kate and Bella and I went outside to practice. My job was to let Bella hold me and 

attempt to protect me with her shield while Kate shocked me. Kate believed it was 

necessary for Bella to see or hear evidence of actual pain in order to be motivated enough 

to gain control of her shield. Once they saw us practicing, nobody else would volunteer to 

be Bella’s rhesus monkey. 

I had to do a balancing act—show enough pain that Bella would be sufficiently 

motivated, but not so much that Bella would be too disturbed to continue. Mostly, I tried to 

control my expression and outcries, but when I did, Kate turned up the heat. Still, I would 

do whatever was necessary to help Bella feel that she was making progress. It was better 

than knowing she was literally getting beaten by practicing combat skills. 

Amazingly, near the end of the first day, Bella was able to periodically shield me 

(or part of me) for brief moments. I hadn’t expected her to have any success so quickly. We 

came back the next day…and the next. 
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“Hey, that one barely stung. Good job, Bella,” I told her when I thought I felt a 

difference.  

“Again, Kate,” Bella said through clenched teeth. She seemed to be exerting a great 

deal of effort. Kate touched my shoulder. 

“Nothing that time,” I announced. Bella was doing something right. 

Kate looked surprised. “That wasn’t low, either.” 

“Good,” Bella mumbled. 

“Get ready,” Kate said and reached for me. 

Crap! That hurt! I hissed, but didn’t make any other sound. Kate had turned the 

heat way up. At least it felt like it. 

“Sorry! Sorry! Sorry!” Bella cried. 

“You’re doing an amazing job, Bella,” I encouraged with an embrace. “You’ve 

really only been working at this for a few days and you’re already projecting sporadically. 

Kate, tell her how well she’s doing.” 

Kate was a hard taskmaster, though. “I don’t know. She’s obviously got 

tremendous ability, and we’re only beginning to touch it. She can do better, I’m sure. She’s 

just lacking incentive.” 

Bella’s teeth curled away from her teeth, but she didn’t growl. 

She’d learn a lot faster if I threatened her daughter, I bet, Kate thought and looked 

around for Renesmee. 

“Kate…,” I started to discourage her, but she had run toward the river where 

Renesmee was walking with her hand in Zafrina’s and Jacob was keeping a close eye on 

them both. 

“Nessie, would you like to come help your mother?” Kate called innocently. 

“No,” Bella warned. I gave her a hug, seeing that Kate was only planning to make it 

look real. She wouldn’t actually shock Renesmee. Our daughter and her circle of friends 

came darting across the grass to join the growing crowd of spectators who had gathered 

around the practice area. Renesmee reached out and Bella scooped her up and pulled her 

close. Nessie snuggled against her mother. 

“Absolutely not, Kate,” Bella hissed. 

“But Momma, I want to help.” 

“No,” Bella responded, backing away from Kate. Kate began stalking toward her 

with her arm outstretched and an evil look on her face. 

“Stay away from us, Kate.” 

“No.” Kate began circling around, coming closer and closer. Bella shifted 

Renesmee onto her back to free her hands, and placed her body between Kate and the baby. 

Kate’s approach toward our child was angering Bella, but Kate kept coming with 

her hand outstretched. Bella’s eyes narrowed, her lips pulled away from her teeth and when 

Kate took another step, Bella snarled at her furiously. I had never seen her look so fierce. 

“Be careful, Kate,” I warned.  
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Bella dropped into a crouch, her muscles coiled to spring. 

“Can you hear anything from Nessie?” Kate turned to ask me. I couldn’t believe she 

didn’t recognize how much danger she was in. Perhaps she had become complacent 

because of her talent, but shocking Bella would have absolutely no effect.  

I rushed to put myself between the two women and then replied, “No, nothing at all. 

Now give Bella some space to calm down, Kate. You shouldn’t goad her like that. I know 

she doesn’t seem her age, but she’s only a few months old.” 

“We don’t have time to do this gently, Edward,” Kate argued. “We’re going to have 

to push her. We only have a few weeks, and she’s got the potential to—” 

“Back off for a minute, Kate,” I interrupted. She was going to say that Bella had the 

potential to protect all of us from Alec and Jane. Though that was possibly true, I doubted 

that there was any hope of her achieving that goal in the short time we had and I didn’t want 

her to feel like a failure if she couldn’t do it. She shouldn’t be able to do it that quickly. She 

was still a newborn and most talented vampires had little control of their gifts until they had 

worked with them for years. 

I had to admit, though, that Bella’s self-control was remarkable and had been from 

the day she was born. Already she was calming herself down sufficiently to avoid attacking 

Kate. I’d never seen anything like it. I would expect her to exercise that kind of emotional 

control in ten years, maybe, but certainly not in three months. 

“Kate,” she hissed. “Again. Edward only.” She placed her hand on my back and I 

could feel the strain of her effort.  

Kate touched my shoulder. “Nothing,” I declared, extremely impressed. 

“And now?” Kate had turned up the heat. 

“Still nothing.” 

“And now?” Kate was straining to shock me at electrocution levels, trying to break 

through Bella’s shield. 

“Nothing at all.” Kate backed off and inhaled deeply. 

“Can you see this?” Zafrina asked me. 

“I don’t see anything I shouldn’t,” I replied. 

“And you, Renesmee?” she asked. 

Nessie smiled and shook her head no. 

“No one panic,” Zafrina called out to everyone who had gathered to watch the 

spectacle. “I want to see how far she can extend.” 

Everyone gasped as Zafrina sent the nine other vampires who were there into 

blackness. Bella’s shield still protected Renesmee and me. 

“Raise your hand when you get your sight back,” Zafrina called out. “Now, Bella. 

See how many you can shield.” 

I watched the disoriented crowd, each individual standing in his or her private 

darkness, and listened to the sound of Bella panting and grinding her teeth as she exerted a 

huge effort to push the blackness away with her shield. Besides Renesmee on her back and 



Breaking Dawn: Edward  467 

P.A. Lassiter  Twilight: The Missing Pieces 

me standing in front of her, Kate, at ten feet away, was the next closest vampire. Soon, 

Kate’s blank, staring eyes began to focus and she raised her hand. Bella groaned with the 

effort. 

“Fascinating!” I said to myself. I could still read the anxious thoughts in each 

person’s mind outside of the shield. That was fortunate for our future interaction with the 

Volturi. Eleazar was concentrating as he tried to get a reading on Renesmee and me 

through Bella’s shield, but he couldn’t. 

“It’s like one-way glass,” I murmured. “I can read everything they’re thinking, but 

they can’t reach me behind it. And I can hear Renesmee, though I couldn’t when I was on 

the outside. I’ll bet Kate could shock me now, because she’s underneath the umbrella. I still 

can’t hear you…hmmm. How does that work?” Now that I was inside Bella’s shield, I 

would expect to be able to hear her thoughts, but I couldn’t. “It seems like your shield 

continues to protect your mind while it travels outward to shield others. I don’t understand 

that.”  

Bella was not listening to me. Her jaw was clenched as she struggled to push the 

shield further away. Garrett, who was standing nearest to Kate, raised his hand. Wow, 

Bella was doing amazingly well. She exhaled strongly and Zafrina’s virtual darkness 

engulfed me. “Can I have a minute?” she panted. 

“Of course,” Zafrina replied and the darkness lifted. Everybody breathed a sigh of 

relief. It was frightening to be blind, but it would be much worse to be blinded and 

deafened by Alec and stand waiting to be destroyed. 

“Kate,” said Garrett. He was fascinated by Kate’s gift and wanted to see how strong 

it was. 

“I wouldn’t, Garrett,” I cautioned. He ignored my warning. 

“They say you can put a vampire flat on his back,” he ventured. 

“Yes…curious?” Kate held up one hand and wiggled her fingers at him. 

Garrett shrugged, acting as if he didn’t believe it. “That’s something I’ve never 

seen. Seems like it might be a bit of an exaggeration.” 

Kate played along. “Maybe,” she conjectured with a serious face. “Maybe it only 

works on the weak or the young. I’m not sure. Perhaps you could withstand my gift.” Kate 

extended her hand, inviting him to touch her palm. She found his curiosity amusing and 

was prepared to satisfy it with a few hundred volts. 

Garrett reached out and touched Kate’s palm with the tip of his index finger. He 

cried out and his knees collapsed, causing him to fall backwards and hit his head on a rock. 

A loud “crack” rang through the air. 

“I told you so,” I gloated. 

Garrett recovered quickly and refocused his eyes on Kate, half expecting her to 

give him another jolt. Then he smiled. 

“Wow,” was all he could say. 

“Did you enjoy that?” Kate inquired. 
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“I’m not crazy, but that was sure something,” he said, laughing as he got back on 

his feet. 

“That’s what I hear,” replied Kate smugly. I rolled my eyes at their flirtation. 

From inside the house came Carlisle’s startled voice. “Did Alice send you?” 

Vladimir and Stefan?!  

So, the Romanians had come. I had never met them, but I sensed Carlisle was 

feeling threatened. I dashed into the house and took a protective stance beside him. Just 

outside the front door stood the ancients. They were the only survivors of the coven that 

had challenged the Volturi fifteen hundred years before and lost. They looked similar to the 

Volturi ancients, but with slightly less transparent skin and no white film over their 

ruby-red eyes. They exuded an aura of evil intent, though I couldn’t say why I thought that. 

“No one sent us,” said Stefan, looking over our shoulders into the front room where 

everyone stood in formation behind us. 

“Then what brings you here now?” Carlisle asked warily. 

“Word travels,” responded Vladimir. “We heard hints that Volturi were moving 

against you. There were whispers that you would not stand alone. Obviously, the whispers 

were true. This is an impressive gathering.” 

“We are not challenging the Volturi,” Carlisle corrected with deep discomfort. How 

could they know and who else in Europe knows? The Volturi? Carlisle wondered. 

I couldn’t answer his question, though I could make a good guess. No doubt the 

crafty Romanians had spies watching the Volturi as a matter of course and their 

preparations for overseas travel must have been obvious. Gossip spread. 

“There has been a misunderstanding; that is all. A very serious misunderstanding, 

to be sure, but one we’re hoping to clear up,” Carlisle continued to explain. What you see 

are witnesses. We just need the Volturi to listen. We didn’t—” 

“We don’t care what they say you did,” Vladimir interrupted. “And we don’t care if 

you broke the law.” 

“No matter how egregiously,” Stefan added. 

“We’ve been waiting a millennium and a half for the Italian scum to be challenged. 

If there is any chance they will fall, we will be here to see it,” Vladimir went on. 

“Or even to help defeat them, if we think you have a chance of success,” Stefan 

added. 

I didn’t trust the Romanians any more than I trusted the Volturi—Carlisle didn’t 

either.  

“Bella?” I called. I could hear Renesmee’s curious thoughts in the kitchen. “Bring 

Renesmee here, please. Maybe we should test our Romanian visitors’ claims.” One 

couldn’t call them “guests” exactly, since no one had invited them to come and apparently, 

they didn’t require an invitation to stay. 

When I turned to watch Bella enter the room, I saw that the crowd was set for a 

confrontation, each vampire adopting an offensive or defensive stance, according to his 
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nature. There wasn’t much love in the room for the Romanians. They were known to have 

been brutal and corrupt masters, unhindered by any pesky sense of justice or mercy. 

Tanya, Carmen, Zafrina, and Senna positioned themselves as guards for Renesmee. 

“Well, well, Carlisle. You have been naughty, haven’t you?” 

“She’s not what you think, Stefan.” 

“And we don’t care either way,” replied Vladimir. “As we said before.” 

“Then you’re welcome to observe, Vladimir, but it is definitely not our plan to 

challenge the Volturi, as we said before.” 

“Then we’ll just cross our fingers…” Vladimir began. 

“…and hope we get lucky,” finished Stefan. They had been together for so long that 

they could have been one organism—like a two-headed snake or the plague. They were as 

devious and power-hungry as the Volturi…maybe more so. 

Once he felt they understood each other, Carlisle asked them in, but they chose to 

remain outside. They had no interest in mixing with the other guests and they did not wish 

to be touched by Renesmee, but they also didn’t seem troubled by her.   

By the time two weeks had passed, the entire assembly had seen Jacob and his pack 

return from the woods with Renesmee and word had spread about the werewolves being 

part of our alliance. We didn’t bother to tell anyone how many more werewolves were 

waiting in the wings. Truth be told, we couldn’t be sure ourselves. 

Most of the vampires were wary of the wolves in their Canus form and indifferent 

to them in their human form…except for the Romanians. They were delighted that the 

wolves were on our side. With the hopes they had of overthrowing the Volturi, every 

advantage we could claim was a boon to them. 

I had to admit that the eleven family members—Tanya’s coven having made it 

clear that they were our family, for better or for worse—plus the seventeen other vampires 

gathered in Forks formed an impressive group. Even without the benefit of Alice and 

Jasper—I felt a stabbing pain in my chest every time I thought about them—we had pulled 

together a fine array of talents.  

The Romanians, who moved about the property analyzing our collective with an 

eye to battle, measured our chances of conquering the Volturi as better now than at any 

other time in the last fifteen hundred years. When I viewed us through their eyes, I could 

see that they were right. My mind-reading ability would be more effective than Aro’s 

because I could read their intentions from a distance. Bella was making progress in 

extending her shield. If we protected her from attack, then she could neutralize Alec and 

Jane’s power for at least part of the time, allowing us to fight. Demetri’s tracking ability 

gave them no advantage in a standoff and Chelsea’s power to separate us from each other 

would not penetrate Bella’s shield. Felix was a good fighter, along with many others of the 

Volturi guard, I was sure, but with Zafrina able to blind the fighters or make them see 

images of doom and destruction, they would be made useless. And after all of that, we had 

insurance in the wolves, in Siobhan, whom Eleazar was certain had some influence over 
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outcomes, and in Benjamin, whom everybody marveled at as he practiced his skills near 

the river.  

Like Bella, Benjamin was too new to have perfect control, but what he could do 

was impressive. Bella and I (and the Romanians, of course) watched and gaped at his 

ability to shoot a geyser of water out of the river high into the air purely with his mind. He 

could send air whirling in a circle like a tornado, raising dust and debris along with it. I 

didn’t know how much he had experimented with fire. If he could control fire, that would 

be the greatest defense of all. For instance, perhaps he could set a fire blazing between the 

two sides of the field. Carlisle would like that—it would preclude fighting and I thought it 

might send the Volturi running in terror. Unfortunately, Benjamin’s thoughts told me that 

he did not feel confident enough with his skills to risk starting fires. Too bad.  

Once they’d seen us in action, though, if the Volturi left without resolving 

anything, then Benjamin and Bella and the other talented vampires would be in danger for 

the rest of their existence. We would have to eliminate Demetri to ensure that nobody could 

be tracked easily. 

Alistair had talent as a tracker, but I doubted that he could be persuaded to work 

with us for any concerted effort. When outside, I would look up and see him peering 

through the attic window watching the proceedings. Like Alice, who’d been forced to 

remain upstairs away from Bella for most of her pregnancy, he was a “vampire bat in the 

belfry.”  

I still hoped that Alice had some plan to help us. I couldn’t think of a reason why 

she would need Kachiri, unless she intended to hide out in the Amazon. But we already 

knew she’d been there, so the Volturi would know to look there too. It didn’t make sense.  

We had one other ace in the hole I’d forgotten to consider—Renesmee. I should not 

underestimate her ability to win friends and influence vampires. She would have to touch 

Aro to do it, but with the remarkable forces we had gathered, I thought the Volturi would 

take pause before rushing in to paralyze and slaughter us in their usual manner. Even if 

Bella didn’t have full control of her shield, Jane’s talent was unlikely to work on the 

werewolves. Her gift for torture relied on a vampire’s memory of his burning time and the 

wolves didn’t have that history. I couldn’t be sure about Alec’s “anesthesia,” but if Bella 

could shield just one wolf long enough to distract the “witch twins,” as the Romanians 

referred to Jane and Alec, we would all be freed to fight. In a fair fight, I thought our 

chances were good. 

There was hope. 


