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Wanna Know What
Women Want?
by Tracie Lamb

TRACIE A. LAMB teaches seminary in the morning and ESL in the
afternoon.  And when she has time, she reads.  She lives in Auburn,
Washington, with her husband.

I KNEW I NEEDED TO READ STEPHENIE MEYER’S
Twilight saga two years ago when we were on vacation in
Hawaii. As the sun shone down and the waves lapped the

shore, my normally active and outdoorsy fifteen-year-old
daughter and her friend spent much of their time reading. I
decided if they could avoid the temptations of paradise to
read, I had to know why.

So I read the first three books with my daughter two years
ago. Last year before the fourth book came out, I reread them
to refresh my memory. Then my daughter and I went to see the
movie—twice. When I wanted to see it again, my husband
told me if I couldn’t find something better to do with my time,
I should go back to work. (But I circled the date for the movie
sequel, New Moon, months ago.)

I wanted to figure out why my daughters and I and millions
of other females find the saga so compelling, so I performed
the unscientific but undoubtedly accurate Tingle Test (you
know—butterflies in the stomach, a tingle at the base of the
spine). Whenever I felt that “tingle,” I noted it. I discovered
that though vampires and werewolves may abound in this
saga, this is no horror story. It’s romance, plain and simple. 

Though I analyzed the story for my own curiosity, I realized
my findings could be invaluable information for the opposite
sex. Men and boys, pay attention. Meyer has captured in story
form the answer to Freud’s question: What do women want?

INTENSE ATTRACTION

EDWARD IS MESMERIZED by Bella. He loves looking at her
even though she is just an ordinary girl. Here are some exam-
ples: Bella says, “I glanced up and he was staring at me.” “He

continued to stare at me with obvious curiosity.” “Edward
Cullen was . . . staring intently in my direction.” Bella and
Edward go to a restaurant, and an attractive waitress flirts con-
spicuously with him. “She smiled invitingly at him again. ‘You
have a nice evening.’ He didn’t look away from me as he
thanked her.” Edward tells Bella, “You’re not like anyone I’ve
ever known. You fascinate me.” Talk about fascinating woman-
hood, and she doesn’t even need Saran Wrap.

Edward even watches Bella while she sleeps. When she asks
him about it, he says, “I was curious about you.” She asks,
“How often did you come here?”  “Almost every night,” he an-
swers. “You’re interesting when you sleep.” This is one of the
it-could-be-creepy-but-it’s-not parts. When I reread the book
more analytically, I realized that a guy sneaking into a girl’s
bedroom could seem a little stalker-like. But the first two times
I read it, it just seemed flattering. He wants to spend all his
time gazing at her. In the cold, hard light of day, it sounds
weird, but I’m telling you, men—it’s a turn-on.

RAPT ATTENTION

“CHERISH IS THE word I use to describe . . . “ If you can hum
along to that song and remember how those words made you
feel, you’re well on your way to understanding the draw of
these books. Edward loves looking at Bella, but he’s also inter-
ested in what she has to say. My boyfriend in high school
wanted to do one thing, and it wasn’t talking. Later in life, as a
single mom back on the dating circuit, I found that, unfortu-
nately, men did want to talk—about themselves. I decided if
any guy ever acted the least bit interested in hearing about me,
I’d marry him. (And I did, but that’s another story.)

Edward wants to know everything about Bella. She says,
“He looked fascinated by what I said, for some reason I
couldn’t imagine.” “He seemed engrossed in our conversation.”
He says, “I do want to know what you’re thinking—every-
thing.” She says, “He questioned me relentlessly about every
insignificant detail of my existence.” “I couldn’t remember the
last time I’d talked so much . . . But the absolute absorption of
his face, and his never-ending stream of questions, compelled
me to continue.”

When he gets her alone, all to himself, what do they do?

Everything you’ve wanted to know about 
Twilight but were afraid to ask

TWILIGHTING
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They talk! This is possibly the most romantic scene in the
movie. In a lovely rain forest, they sit on the moss and talk.
Mind-blowing erotic! At this point, a woman sitting a few rows
ahead of us in the theater turned to the man with her and
started making out. Men, you want an aphrodisiac? Here it is.
Since the age of free love, I think romance has been underrated.
This whole Sex in the City thing where people meet-greet-jump-
in-bed is a man’s fantasy. Women have blown it by not insisting
on the good stuff, the flowers, the cuddles, the talking! I’m not
saying sex isn’t fun. I’m saying for women, romance is more fun,
and sex is even more fun for women with romance. Edward is
the romance master, guys. Learn from him.

STRONG PROTECTION

THE DAY THE movie came out on DVD, a friend I teach sem-
inary with had a movie-watching party. She told me one of the
group’s favorite lines was when Edward says to Bella, “I feel
very protective of you.” Much of the storyline centers on
Edward’s strength and his protection of Bella. The first time she
suspects he is more than just a pretty face is when he uses his
bare hands to save her from being crushed by a car. Later he
races in at the last moment to rescue her from a bunch of
drunk jerks. When my older daughter and I watched Edward
grab Bella and climb up a tree with her (you just need to see it;
it’s too hard to explain), my daughter exclaimed, “He’s so
strong!” 

All of his strength—throwing trees around and stuff—
might impress guys but wouldn’t do anything for women ex-
cept that it is all directed at protecting Bella. It is all for her.
Which demonstrates the last and most significant element of
Edward as babe magnet—

TOTAL DEVOTION

WHEN I READ the books the first time, I told my daughter
that I could buy the vampire character, and I was willing to
suspend disbelief about the werewolves. The part I had trouble
believing was the absolute devotion Edward exhibits toward
Bella. But just because I can’t believe it doesn’t mean I don’t
want it!

Cue music: “Hopelessly, devoted to you.” My seminary
friend says, “Edward’s character is the ultimate devoted
partner. His connection to Bella is unquestioned.” He tells her,
“You are my life now.” That’s a melt-in-your-shoes-and-drip-
down-the-sidewalk line. Other good ones: “I’ll always want
you—forever.” “You are the most important thing to me now.
The most important thing to me ever.” And he doesn’t just say
it. He backs up his words by what he does, by denying himself
for her good. When Bella asks him how he was able to keep
from sucking her blood, he says, “I’m not sure. It was impos-
sible to stop . . . But I did. I must love you.” Edward is focused
on Bella’s eternal welfare, not on his temporary physical desire.
Sound familiar, Sunday School teachers? This self-control is
one of Meyer’s most Mormon themes. Some of Edward’s lines
could come straight out of advice in For the Strength of Youth:

“Bella, I think you should go inside now.”  “Mind over matter.
If it gets to be too much, I’m fairly sure I’ll be able to leave.”
“Let’s get out of here before I do something really stupid.” In
the very romantic scene in the forest, they aren’t even
touching. They aren’t even touching! If it weren’t too embar-
rassing for the staid, practical seminary teacher that I am, I
would admit to squealing along with my daughters at that
part.

As my seminary friend says, “Edward is probably the most
selfless leading man we have ever seen in the movies. Most
leading men today are on a quest to satisfy a hunger . . .
Edward is our first leading man to control it.”

Another friend believes that the vampire threat of danger cre-
ates the erotic appeal in the story. “If Edward had all the
adoring, protective, and attentive qualities but was just a really
sweet, average-looking all-American boy, he’d probably be as
equally lovable, but not nearly as irresistible!” She may be right.
But what makes my heart thump is his desire for Bella joined to
his self-control for her good. In the movie, Edward says, “I’ve
never wanted a human’s blood so much in my life. . . Your scent
is like a drug to me. You’re like my own personal brand of
heroin.” And his very best line of all, “You don’t know how long
I’ve waited for you.” After the—well, I’ve lost count how many
times I’ve watched that scene—it stills makes me feel like
swooning. So while I agree with my friend that the vampire ar-
chetype is alluring, I still think Edward’s devotion is the element
that takes this beyond just a popular vampire story and makes it
the cultural phenomenon it has become.

So, men, you may be thinking, “But Edward is so hand-
some!” It would help to be a drop-dead gorgeous hunk, but
let’s face it, most of you aren’t. The good news is, you don’t
have to be. When a man looks at a woman, he sees the
woman. When a woman looks at
a man, she sees herself reflected
in his eyes. What’s important
is not how you look to her, but
how you look at her and how
you look out for her. It’s how
you make her feel: fascinating,
cherished, protected. Trust me.
Trust Edward. This is what a
woman wants. Give it to her, and
you’ll both thank us.              
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In the World: A Digest of
Twilight Reviews
by Dallas Robbins

DALLAS ROBBINS is a freelance writer cur-
rently attempting his first novel. Since
studying human remains at the University of Utah and receiving a
B.S. in anthropology, he has an obsessive fascination for the novel
Frankenstein and the gothic author Ann Radcliffe. 

“What Girls Want” by Caitlin Flanagan
(author of To Hell with All That and Girl Land)
Atlantic Monthly, December 2008

C AITLIN FLANAGAN BEGINS BY STATING THE
obvious—the novel Twilight is “no work of literature,
to be sure, no school for style.” But then she gets per-

sonal: the story “stirred something in me so long forgotten that
I felt embarrassed by it.” That stirring, she explains, is female
adolescent desire, which she then explores through the lens of
Twilight. 

“Twilight books are ostensibly set in the present,” she writes,
“but—in terms of the mores, attitudes, and even the central el-
ements of daily life portrayed within them—clearly evoke the
culture of the author’s adolescence.” Contrasting it to other YA
novels, she points out what Meyer has omitted from her por-
trayal of current teenage culture—the frequent use of cell
phones, texting, and Myspace pages. However, as expected, the
element that’s most conspicuous in its absence is sex.

Regarding Meyer’s Mormon background, Flanagan writes,
Meyer’s “attitude toward female sexuality—and toward the
role of marriage and childbearing—expressed in these novels
is entirely consistent with the teachings of [the Mormon]
church. In the course of the four books, Bella will be repeat-
edly tempted—to have sex outside of marriage, to have an
abortion as a young married woman, to abandon the responsi-
bilities of a good and faithful mother—and each time, she
makes the ‘right’ decision.”

But Meyer doesn’t deal with these moral issues didactically,
Flanagan writes; Meyer is “more concerned with questions of
romance and supernatural beings than with instructing young
readers how to lead their lives.” Because Meyer makes the
moral questions essential to the character development and
story, Flanagan acknowledges, “what is interesting is how
deeply fascinated young girls, some of them extremely bright
and ambitious, are by the questions the book poses, and by the
solutions their heroine chooses.”

The reason the Twilight series “so resonates with girls [is] be-
cause it perfectly encapsulates the giddiness and the rapture—
and the menace—that inherently accompany romance and sex
for them.”

The “Twilight series is not based on a true story, of course,
but within it is the true story, the original one. Twilight centers
on a boy who loves a girl so much that he refuses to defile her,

and on a girl who loves him so dearly that she is desperate for
him to do just that, even if the wages of the act are expulsion
from her family and from everything she has ever known. We
haven’t seen that tale in a girls’ book in a very long time.”

This myth continues in Flanagan’s explanation of Edward
Cullen who “puts the young girl into a state of emotional con-
fusion and vulnerability that has been at the heart of female ro-
mantic awakening since the beginning of time.”

This tension between sex and longing, restraint and desire,
propels the novel into the imaginations of young girls every-
where. “This is a vampire novel, so it is a novel about sex, but
no writer, from Bram Stoker on, has captured so precisely
what sex and longing really mean to a young girl.”

In conclusion, Flanagan states, “the books constitute a
thousand-page treatise on the art of foreplay,” where “this is
sex and romance fully —ecstatically, dangerously—engaged
with each other.”

“The Beautiful Undead” by Jenny Turner
(author of the novel The Brainstorm)
London Review of Books, 26 March 2009

O N THE RELEASE of the film Twilight and the novel
Breaking Dawn, Jenny Turner reviewed both in one of
the premier British periodicals of criticism, the

London Review of Books. She begins with a typical summary,
pointing out flaws in the film and casting a critical eye on
Stephenie Meyer’s writing, but then she attempts to make sense
of its popularity. Eventually she mentions Meyer’s Mormon
background: “No stimulants save the odd Diet Wild Cherry
Pepsi, no R-rated movies—and therefore very much against
even sexy thoughts and feelings outside the celestial marriage
bond.” 

Turner first points out, “It’s not that the books read like
Mormon propaganda exactly: the Bellaverse is a bit like Middle
Earth or Narnia, in that God is left well out of it.” But Turner
finds that “religion bulges out in unacknowledged places—in
the interest in immortality and eternal bonding, sects, and the
very odd and uninformed fascination with ‘addiction’ and ‘ob-
session,’ among other forbidden things—and, above all, in the
centrality of ‘abstaining’”

Turner contrasts the sexuality of Twilight with the attitude of
the TV series Buffy the Vampire Slayer, where chastity is
brought up only as a topic for blunt satire. Twilight, however,
carries a tension between repression and titillation. They
“don’t work in opposition: the two of them like to hang to-
gether, thieving from your pockets while you’re still figuring
out these arousing, bewildering images, what exactly they are
for, and what, exactly, they are telling you to do.”

Turner states that a decade after Buffy, teen chastity is
“stronger than ever,” and in the Twilight universe it’s the “most
moral and the most erotic position to take, the practice that
brings the human closest to the god,” referring to Bella and
Edward respectively.

Turner concludes that Twilight mines from the same vam-
pire mythos that writers have used for years—the struggle
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love triangle. But Neil Conklin who owns Bella Italia (the
restaurant where Ed and Bella have their first date), who
taught me how to cook back in my pre-mission days, recently
reported that in the past year he’s sold 4,500 bowls of the
mushroom ravioli Bella consumes in the first book. Last time I
was there, the place was busting at the seams with prom
dresses and tuxes (want to place a bet which half of the cou-
ples chose the restaurant?), and hubby and I couldn’t get a
table. We couldn’t even stop by the kitchen to tell Neil hello. 

Forks, on the other hand, has more or less experienced a
kind of pre-millennial resurrection. About 15 B.T. (Before
Twilight), when I was in high school, I would go to Forks to see
my friend Jolene, passing the proud sign proudly proclaiming
“FORKS: Logging Capital of the World.” For a long time, I
guess it was. 

Then the Nineties saw the discovery of the spotted owl and
the subsequent (and much needed) cessation of clear-cut
timber practices. Forks’ local Mike Daniels notes that the resi-
dents would still like the old reputation, but “it’s not there any-
more, the logging’s gone.” 

When I was a kid, I knew lots of loggers. Now I can’t name
one. Since my schoolmates and I graduated from high school
and fled that little corner of the world, Forks has been slowly
dying. My return camping trips have been a bit like bringing
flowers in the form of paltry cash—20 bucks at the market, a
campground fee, a few dollars for the museum donation jar,
and I’m gone for another couple of years.

The last few times I camped near Forks, I felt as if I were vis-
iting a ghost town—I’d walk the beaches out near the rez (no
werewolves, thank you) or stroll through the Hoh Rain Forest,
and the place would be largely mine: the drizzle, the sea stacks,
the moss, the raucous birds. The folks there knew each other so
well that they immediately knew I wasn’t local, and twice a
market cashier offered me a couch to sleep on. After assuring
him I was just from Port Angeles, I pulled my car into an empty
campground and slept in the back seat. 

And then presto, Stephenie Meyer sits in sunny Phoenix,
pops out Google, and types in “Hey, where is it overcast and
rains a lot?” She doesn’t even bother to visit, a fact which
continues to irritate the hell out of me. Then a book gets
published, but at first nothing happens. Then a Twilight fan
from Vancouver visits Forks and realizes that nobody there
has made much ado about Stephenie Meyer (insert maniacal
chuckle here). She sets the locals’ eyes rolling by opening
up the “Dazzled by Twilight” shop, chock full of Twilight
paraphernalia. Believe me, ain’t nobody’s eyes rolling now. 

May God and the local economy bless Ms. Meyer and that
Vancouver transplant, because now even the locksmith sells
Twilight memorabilia, and every single hotel in town has a
room devoted—ironically, don’t ‘cha know—to the immortal
love of the premaritally chaste Bella and Edward. Hotel rev-
enue went up 26% in the last year alone, and Charlene Lepell,
who once nearly closed her gift and flower shop, now can’t
even find time to vacation since she devoted the space to
Twilight-themed giftage. 

Forks used to see about 6,000 visitors a year, tops. Now, on
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against the body and death in the face of beautiful immortal
bloodsuckers. 

After watching the film, Turner says, “I found myself feeling
wretched, in a way I really haven’t for years and years and
years. Why can’t I be freed from the need for food and sleep,
why can’t I squirm exquisitely in skinny trousers, why can’t I
be forever beautiful and young? Awful memories were dis-
lodged, of being young and full of longing—a really horrible
feeling, a sickening excess of emotion with nowhere, quite to
put it. ‘I wish I could be a vampire,’ I actually said out loud at
one point, though once I’d said it, I knew even that didn’t get
to the heart of the problem.”

She remembers a scene in Breaking Dawn, in which Bella
dreams of seeing her aging self in a mirror, “That was me. Me in
a mirror. Me ancient, creased, withered. Edward stood beside
me, casting no reflection, excruciatingly lovely and forever 17.”

“It’s Dorian Gray, of course,” Turner concludes, “but it is
also a brilliant, terrifying observation about what it is to be
mortal and aging in the world of ‘magazines’ and ‘old masters,’
to feel your body judged and found lacking, to know the situ-
ation is irremediable. The horror of this may not always be no-
ticed by the teenagers who are Twilight’s designated audience.
But the Twilight Moms most likely feel it deeply, and like to
make a great big noise, as a way of hiding from the fear of it,
the disappointment and the shame.”

Economic Light in the Downpour
(Even Though It Doesn’t
Rain as Much as Those
Books Say It Does)
by Janet Garrard-Willis

JANET GARRARD-WILLIS holds an under-
graduate English degree from BYU and an M.A. from Saint Louis
University, where her Ph.D. is forthcoming. She’s published here and
there and currently serves as a permablogger at Feminist Mormon
Housewives. 

W HAT, DID YOU GROW UP ON A BOAT?”
Snort snort. That sort of comedic tripe oft used to
follow the announcement that I hailed from the

Olympic Peninsula, two hours west of Seattle. But no longer
do such cartographic difficulties beset me: If the person with
whom I am making small talk cannot place “Olympic
Peninsula” on her internal map, I just sigh and say, “Port
Angeles, near Forks.” More often than not, near hysteria and
instant popularity ensue.

Yep, in this tiny way, Stephenie Meyer has made my life a
wee bit more convenient.  The blinding spotlight her fiction
has shone into the drizzly fog of my home stomping grounds
has wreaked marked repercussions.

Port Angeles hasn’t been as affected as Forks, the town
where Bella, Edward, and Jacob play out their melodramatic
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a good day, some 700 people might sign the visitor’s center
guest book. At the start of November 2009, the year’s visitors
had already topped 66,000. I imagine with the recent screen
release of New Moon, that number will soon cross over into the
Mark of the Beast.

I can see you. You’re reading between the lines. That “Mark
of the Beast” comment is making you believe that I don’t think
all is completely rosy in the land of rain, moss, and Twilight
revenue. You caught me. But don’t hop to conclusions just yet.
I’m incredibly, incredibly happy that the people of Forks have
a way to feed their children. It does not seem ridiculous to me
that this phenomenon may have served as a literal answer to
good people’s prayers. Life is hard and wet out at the end of the
world, and getting international tourists to flock to your tiny
burg is no small thing for a bunch of folks who wear flannel
(not  because the Grungers made it cool, but because they are
chilly and because high fashion just gets muddy). 

Still, there’s a tension here I just can’t escape. While a part of
me wants to give those hotel managers a giant fist bump for
charging $150 a night for rooms that went for $75 a night a
couple years ago only because they’ve been painted black and
red and dolled up with life-sized Edward and Bella cut-outs—
the real Forks is being buried. 

F ORKS RESIDENTS REMAIN deeply proud of their
timber heritage. They even built a logging museum that
has always impressed me, a person not constitutionally

inclined toward a cheer of, “Logging, logging, rah rah rah!”
While general tourism has skyrocketed, attendance at the log-
ging museum has markedly dropped. Nobody visits Forks to

see Forks, it would seem—they visit to see the backdrop to
their fantasies. Why look at wood when there’s sparkly marble
skin to be sought? 

Furthermore, I sense echoes of Venice. Forks itself boasts a
total population of just over 3,000. This means that the ma-
jority of people in town at any given moment aren’t actually
locals—Forks is no longer made up, by and large, by Forks.
It’s Forks cum Twilighters. I have a hard time imagining the
salt o’ the earth men and women of my childhood seamlessly
dovetailing with a bunch of people who have enough super-
fluous time and money to fly across the country (or world) to
visit the setting of some chick-lit blockbuster. We’re talking
about a small town proud of earning its bread by hard, phys-
ical labor, not by pandering or playing tour guide. I wonder if
it hurts them at all. I wonder if my ruminations constitute
equally dreadful patronization of its own sort. I guess I really
don’t know. Still, I wonder. 

And then there’s that moss-draped forest about which
Ms. Meyer makes much ado. She captures it about as well as
anyone could who hadn’t been there. It is amazing, lush, the
sort of place one might expect something supernatural and
magical to happen. And there’s MOSS, MOSS, MOSS! I have a
photograph of moss growing on top of a phone booth at the
visitor’s center. Who knew so many colors of green could
exist just in moss? You quite expect hobbits or fairies to
jaunt nonchalantly from the tree knobbies. Reportedly, the
Hoh Rain Forest contains the quietest place in the United
States—a space known as “the one square inch.” 

So, on the one hand, it’s nice to have people know about the
Olympic Peninsula’s sock-knocking beauty. On the other, that
very knowledge threatens to trample the rough charm that led
people such as Raymond Carver or my parents to settle there
in the first place. 

While I want people to witness natural beauty, even if they
only stumble upon it accidentally while vacuously looking for
vampires, I also desperately want to protect that beauty from
casual destruction. If the hordes of visitors driving to Forks
cannot see the rain forest as anything other than a fanciful
backdrop, then the snob in me isn’t sure their patronage is
worth the risk to a fragile ecosystem.

The conundrum of “Yay, it’s about time you people realized
that the thumb of land seemingly trying to hitch-hike up to
Alaska was worthy of attention” and “Aaack, aaack, stay
away! Don’t you dare stomple upon my all-precious moss! Go
the freak back to Los Angeles!” looms large. I want the people
of Forks to earn their wages and feed their kids and do it with
dignity. And if that means life-size cut-outs of Bella Swan,
then three cheers for them. They’ve handled the attention
with the sort of grace and humor of which anyone should be
proud.

I read the Twilight books for the literary junk food they are and
can list their ideological problems, chapter and verse. But that’s
not all there is to the story, so to speak. All that pant pant, crisis,
swoon swoon, crisis, saved a town. So kudos to Steph for that. 

But, Twilight fans? Respect the moss, or someone will
eat you.
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A sign at the “Cullen House” in Forks, Washington. Sometimes the
sign reports the vampire family as out touring colleges, hiking,

looking for Halloween costumes, or watching a movie.
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“What rests beneath the incessant appeal
of Meyer’s world? Estrogen?”
POSTED BY ERIC RUSSELL, motleyvision.org

“One might object that vampires, murderous, ruthless,
blood-crazed monsters, could never represent perfect
immortal beings, or that it would be beyond tasteless to
make the attempt. But why not?”
POSTED BY JONATHAN GREEN, timesandseasons.org

“Yes, I read it.  Yes, I en-
joyed it.  Yes, I had issues
with it. If you want to
chat with me about it,
well then, by all means,
continue.” (79 comments
followed.)
POSTED BY “THE WIZ,”
mormonmommywars.com

“It has got to be strange for the millions of
Meyer's readers that her characters aren’t
hopping into bed left and right. But she
makes up for it with paragraph after para-
graph of titillating hints and passion without
limits—that are to come after Edward and
Bella can finally consummate their union.”
POSTED BY “GEOFF B,” millennialstar.org

“Bella’s ‘Plan A’ in life is to
have her lover/vampire
make her immortal and
give her a perfect body so
that she can leave her
broken home and join his
immortal (read: eternal),
rich family. ‘Plan B’ is to
go to college.”
POSTED BY “NATALIE B,”
timesandseasons.org

“Edward has very conservative beliefs about sex. His father
Carlisle has an unwavering reverence for the sanctity of life,
and his mother Esme about the importance of keeping her
family together. Sounds pretty Mormon to me.”
POSTED BY “PARADOX,” templeboundparadox.blogspot.com

“What My Opinion of
Twilight does not Mean
•That I think you are stupid 
•That I think your daughter

is stupid 
•That I think you have bad

taste in books 
•That I am cold and dead

inside
•That Edward should suck

my blood so that I can
understand the depths of
his beautiful soul 

What My Opinion of Twilight
does Mean 
•That a lot of people will find

my blog by Google
searching ‘Twilight Sucks’

•That I will get a ton of Twilight
oriented email, some pro,
some con, and I will think
about answering it, but then
I will probably just answer it
with the power of my mind,
which is to say, I won't really
answer it.”

POSTED BY “SUE,” 
mormonmommywars.com

VAMPIRES, MORMONS, AND BLOGS
Compiled by Emily Jensen
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meant for a much younger eater, and will only keep you full
for a minute. But, dang, sometimes I’ve eaten them cold,
straight out of the can.

“CHERCHER”

Why is it that the
vampire father
figure, Carlisle, has
used his immortality
to accrue oodles of
knowledge and life-
saving skills and be-
come this phenom-
enal person,
whereas the mother
vampire figure has
used hers to no ap-
parent end at all?
She doesn’t do vol-
unteer work. She
doesn’t play the
piano. She doesn’t
appear to read. She doesn’t spend
her time mothering. All she does is
hover about looking pretty and
concerned. It’s almost as though
Stephanie Meyer can configure no
thought of what a married woman
might do with immortality besides
become a figurehead.

JANET GARRARD–WILLIS

Bella is just the average girl with not
much going for her (except
Edward). Unfortunately, I think this
is exactly why girls love this book so
much. So how do you start a dia-
logue with a teen girl about the dan-
gerous aspects of the book without
sounding like an uppity pro-feminist
adult? Any attack on Bella is going to
come across as an attack on the girl
who identifies with her.

NICOLE SWENSON

Feminism has something to do with it because Bella is such a
passive character, willing to give up her life/self/personality
(not that she was written with much of one) for the attentions
and affections of a boy. Blech.

RACHAEL HODSON

This book reinforces some terrible ideas: 
1. You don’t need to really develop yourself as a woman,

you just need an intelligent, interesting, handsome guy to love
you. 

2. Getting married at the age of 19 is a great idea, if he really
loves you. 

3. You can get whatever you want as long as you will it hard
enough—the rules don’t apply to you, they apply to everyone
else. You’re special. 

KORY BOOHER

So what if Bella makes her choices because of a boy? Why is
love not a valid reason upon which to base some of our life
choices? I absolutely don’t get that backlash at all. 

JENNIFER SAULS

There are some people who are a little whacked out by it . . .
dreams, naming their children “Edward” and “Bella,” T-
shirts, etc. But who am I to judge? Read it if you want to,
but don’t be so judgy of others because they like it. They
probably think you are boring with all your uppity pro-
woman stuff.

KATIE KILPATRICK

I’ve read them all . . . enjoyed them . . . and now I’m getting rid
of all of them. I’m feeling more annoyed at the annoying parts
(Renesmee? Really?) and less enamored of the thrilling parts,
the farther I get from the actual experience of reading the
books.

But hey, thanks for asking. I’m so glad to read/talk about
something that’s not Prop 8!

ANA SHAW

The Twilight Series is to Great Literature as Spaghetti-O’s are to
fine Italian food. You know Spaghetti-O’s are overly sweet,
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WHAT’S FEMINISM
GOT TO DO WITH IT?

A smattering of thoughts on Twilight from
FeministMormonHousewives.com

What DID Y

of tWIL

Liked it. I’m feminist.

Liked it. I’m Mormon.

Liked it. I’m feminist and 

Mormon.

Didn’t like it. I’m feminist.

Didn’t like it. I’m Mormon.

Didn’t like it. I’m feminist

and Mormon.

Didn’t like it. I’m neither

feminist nor Mormon.

Liked it. I’m neither feminist

nor Mormon.

Originating post authored by “Artemis”
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S U N S T O N E

My 13-year-old daughter just started reading the first book yes-
terday afternoon. At this exact moment, she is on Chapter 26.
Her evaluation: “This book is awesome! I could read it over and
over again.” (She doesn’t read books multiple times—not even
Harry Potter when she was devouring them.) She doesn’t think I
would like it, because, “It’s too girly.”

CURTIS RAY DEGRAW

Bruised body, broken headboard, and torn lingerie after sex?
And then begging for more? I know they were married. I know
Edward was powerful and could not control himself. I do not
care. I have sat at my desk listening to men sob because they felt
horrible after beating up their wives. I have seen women count-
less times forgive their husbands because, “He couldn’t help it.
I made him mad!” No good, no good. I am a very liberal person
in what I read, but this is not okay by my book. I would not

want my daughter
thinking that this was
okay, vampire or not.

MAREN ALITAGTAG

Is it antithetical to fem-
inism to portray a fe-
male protagonist who
enjoys, ah . . . robust
sex? Can women have
such a preference, or is
that merely the cul-
tural indoctrination of
a patriarchy; and are
such representations in
literature merely part
of that indoctrination?

Should good feminist literature only
have characters who enjoy gentle
and tender love?

DEREK STAFFANSON

They’re fluff. And if fluff gets people
reading who otherwise would be
watching TV, then I’m all for fluff. It’s
like how I didn’t like mushrooms
when I was a kid; then as a teen I
tasted some really fattening stuffed
mushrooms that were really good.
Now I enjoy mushrooms. The fluff
books are a stepping stone to less
fluffy reading material.

ALICE ROBERTS

I find the message to young girls dis-
turbing. That love is an irresistible
force that precludes making any ra-
tional decisions. That it’s OK (even
noble) to sacrifice your personal

safety if you really love someone. That it’s sweet for a guy to
stalk you and watch you while you sleep without your knowl-
edge (because he’s really hot and has chiseled abs!).

CHELSEA GRIFFITH WATTS

There are certain things that worry me:
A. Edward tells Bella they can’t have sex because he’s afraid

he will kill her. If a boyfriend said that to me, I think I’d stay
away from him. Or maybe get a restraining order.

B. When they do have sex, and Bella is a bruised all over
and pregnant, Edward immediately tries to arrange an abor-
tion for her. Of course, he only does this because he loves her
and is concerned for her, blah blah blah, but way to not take
into account the woman’s freedom of choice, Edward! Way to
show ownership of her uterus!

C. Bella’s father congratulated Jacob when he made sexual
advances without her consent.

HILARY BROWN

I haven’t read the books, never will. I have never seen Titanic
either. ‘Cause I am uppity like that.

“JO IN UTAH”
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THE HOST
Then, there were Stephenie and Glenn. She could
free the adolescent inhibitions of the heartland’s
kids, attracted to the Twilight of sentimental
superstition, where she imagined one young lion 
assumed the guise of lamb to sacrifice his taste 
for blood to budding romance. Thus, began the dance.
To peddle her new tale—called The Host—story
of the joint possession of a girl’s tender body—he 
could boast an audience, since he was coast to coast.

Is it camp, or sheer hysteria? Mormon celebrity’s
Brave New World hurls the queen of vampire
fiction into the arms of the affliction 
of the king of radical right-wing conviction—
then into the embrace of their crazy, mutual, 
teen-age fan base. As they vamp each 
other, electricity of composite eccentricity 
obtains a damp and dirty sycophantic syncopation— 
hard to stop. Snap, Crackle, Pop!

Together on the TV screen: She plays the modest
Mormon mom—he poses, preens and fawns upon
her prose. “No smoking, drinking, sex,” he says.
“It’s safe . . . and yet, it’s thrilling.” She wills her
scarlet lips to smile. Sexual tension, yes, but finds
a flaw in those who call her work erotic. Teens
log on to blog their adulation: “Love you,
Stephenie!” “Glenn is a god!” Forget the body—
applaud the talk show host who snatches minds.

—PAUL SWENSON
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