Fri., 3/25/2011

THE OTHER WOMAN (or Esme’s Lament)

The most painful event of my mother’s huumauv life was losing her
newborn balby boy. She will tell yow that herself: What she wonw't tell yow i
that, as v vampive; she cowrries withvher o pain of another sovt.

I was seventeenw wheav my humouv life drvained away inv owv influenza
wawrd, just one of the 675,000 U.S. victums of the 1918 —1919 pandemic: My
paventsy, Elizabethv Masen and Edwawd Masen, Sr., were two-others.

Once admitted to-the hospital, my father never r 1 consciousnessy
ond died swiftly wnder the watchful eyes of Dr. Carlisle Cullen, who-was
working the night shift at Lakeside Hospital throughout the crisis. Whes
my mother and I were admitted four months later, the good doctor was
already acquainted with us and our plight.

Carlisle was unique among the staff of the hospital. No-other doctor,
nurse, or aide would hove remembered us. There werve simply too- many
patienty who-passed thwough there on their way to-the morgue: But unlike
his peers, Cawlisle’s memory was infallible. To-this davy, he remembers the
naume;, age; and severity of disease of every patient he sow, and av lot move
besides.

For some reason; he cawried o pauwticulow affection for my mother and
me; though we were not his patienty for long. No-matter how busy he was,
he made time to- visit us at least once every dovy to- check onw owr conditions
and to- chat withv my mother, Eligabeti

Carlisle has said that he thought I would die first, because I was so-
much sicker than my mother. In all likelihood, she would have surviveds
her less severe infection had she taken Cawlisle’s advice and kept to-herbed,
but she could not. There way so-little staff to- cawe for patients, their
numbers hawing beew decimated by the waw, and then by the flu, that my
mother got out of her sick bed to-nurse me. It weakened her so-severely and
so-precipitously, that when Carlisle came to-work o owr thivd night in the
hospitad, she was at deatiVy doov. With her last few breaths, she begged for
my Life.
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“Save him/!” she cried. “Yow must do-everything inv your power. What
othersy comwnot do, that iy what yow must do-for my Edward." Cawlisle said
that her eyes bored right through himv as he held her hand and watched
her tortuwred face become insensible:

Somehow, my mother knew that Corlisle was more than what he
appeared to-be. Perhapy she thought he had o special connection to-the
Almighty —it wouldw't be the first time Carlisle has been mistaken for an
angel. I think it likely that she had o gift for discerning another’s
thoughty or intentions and it is that gift which I hawve inherited from her.
However she perceived it, she knew that Carlisle had special abilities ands
i her final howrs; imploved him to- use them—not for herself, but for me.

That moment was the first time in his vampive existence that Carlisle
had felt recogniged for who-and what he was. It changed him. Eligabetiv
had pierced the shell of loneliness that had isolated him for 235 years.

And that is when Carlisle decided to-sove my life; to-grant Eligabetivy
dying wish. He had longed for o companiow so-ofteny, but could never
bring himself to- damuw another creature to- his unchanging existence: He
did it then, and afterwords;, it became easier for him to-change the others
v our faomily. He caume to- believe that travsforming o humauw into- v
vampire was not wrong whewn there was no-other hope for saving their life.
Obviously, he did not regard it as a panacea; orv he would have changed
many move dying humany since then. He chose each of us in pawticulor for
reason of his own.

I know one thing for suwre. If I had died first, as Corlisle expected; he
would hawe changed Eligalbetiv. For yow see; Carlisle loved my mother. It
was not something he could declave to-her, her husband having recently
passed;, and she and her sov sick and under his care; but he thought she
would survive her ilness. He thought he would hawe time: Unfortunately,
her sickness grew worse much faster thoan mine inthe end; and time rowv
out.

So-Carlisle changed me—not only for Eligabeth, but also-because of
Eligabetiv. In his hesitation to-perform the act he considered unholy, he
missed his chance withv her. He mowrned the loss deeply as he wheeled her
body to-the morgue: In his despair, he came back to- spirit me away ands

Fromthe Private Diowy of Edward A. Cullerv 16



Fri., 3/25/2011

make me hiy ownw. That is not to-say that Cawlisle doesn't love me:..indeed,
I believe he loves me all the move because I amv my mother’s son. I awmv v

powerful reminder of her that he shall keep forever. If yow've ever thought
that Carlisle fovors me; yow would not be wrong, and now yow know why.

Cawvlisle told Esme about Eligabetiv before asking for her hand. Esme,
who- is such av loving and generous soul, took it i stride; offering Carlisle
her understanding and reassuronce. She has never let him see that she
hawbory inchoate, vague feelings of being his “second choice.” She wasnwt—
of cowrse she wasn't. After all, Cawlisle changed Esme:.

Clearly, Carlisle and Esme awre perfect mates and ecstatically i love—
neither would be complete without the other. It doeswt change the foct
that Tsme retuing that small measure of sadness and doubt.

One might think that Esme would resent me, but generous as she is, I
believe she loves me especially because I v the sonw of one whow Carlisle
loved. Despite that, I hawve seen the sadness in my vampive mother’s mind
from time to-time; whewn the past pavys av visit.

If my father knew, he would do-everything in his power to- make it
right. He would explain that what he felt in the past in no-way lessens the
Jjoy of his love for Esme invthe present. That he feels honored and happy that
she chose him. Perhapy he could ease her mind.

But he doesn't know, has never realiged. And much as I love thew both
it is nothing I couv ever reveal outside these pages.

Edword
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