
 
In Defense of Twilight           Corrine Kaleta 

 
 Let me set the scene: it’s September 2009 the financial crisis is in full swing, Silly Bandz are 
the hottest fashion accessory on the market, and most importantly Twilight: New Moon will be 
released in theaters in a few short months. I’m in 6th grade, and all around me, girls are wearing 
Team Edward and Team Jacob tee shirts. Yesterday in class, my English teacher went off on a vaguely 
misogynistic rant (this teacher was a woman which made the whole thing worse) about the death of 
modern literature, everyone is talking about/thinking about/being all-consumed by Twilight. Except 
for me. I walk down the halls of the school in my bright pink sweatpants, fuzzy purple sweater and 
red converse shoes scoffing at the ridiculousness of these girls. I had no time for such nonsense as 
Twilight, I was far too busy with more important pursuits, like reading the Animorphs series, and 
yelling at kids on the playground for playing Pokémon wrong. As you can probably tell, I wasn’t one 
of the popular kids in middle school; I also wasn’t one of the smart kids, sports kids, or emo kids. I 
didn’t fit in, and to cope with that I developed a real “I’m not like other girls” complex. I thought 
everyone around me was a dumb phony. Me not having friends had nothing to do with the fact that 
I had crippling social anxiety or low self-esteem. It was because I was different and misunderstood, 
and that made me special, and I clung to this idea for dear life.  
 Like most 6th graders, I was swept up in pre-teen angst. I was angry at the world and wanted 
to rebel. During one of many lunches that I spent in the library, I decided that since I didn’t know 
how to buy drugs, the best rebellion would be reading Twilight, and holy shit. I would read the first 
Harry Potter book a month later (I was really late to the party) and it would be another year before I 
would see Star Wars: A New Hope and my mind would literally explode. But Twilight was my first 
foray into “Fandom” and it was awesome; finally, there was a thing I liked very intensely that 
everyone around me liked with the same intensity. Instead of wearing a baggy ill-fitting sweater, I 
could wear a baggy ill-fitting Team Edward tee shirt. I was moving on up in the world.  
 I would like to take a moment to pause here and discuss what is perhaps the most 
controversial and debated texts since the Bible. Let me lay out a few of the things that made me lose 
my shit when I read Twilight for the first time. 

• The main character is an awkward clumsy girl who spends most of her time moping around 
and reading? Hell yeah, that was relatable to a dorky angst filled 12-year-old. 

• The vampires. Some people claimed that Twilight ruined vampires. To which I respond: 
ummm, hell no it didn’t: the vampires were fucking awesome. Also, how could someone 
ruin vampires? They. Are. Not. Real. I guess I forgot how realistically Dracula was written, 
what, with his big-ass cape, and Midwest/Atlantic/British accent. Truly, anything else would 
be ridiculous.  

• I was a very sheltered child. Avatar: The Last Airbender, whose main character is a pacifist 
monk, was banned in our household due to violence until I turned 13. One of the last scenes 
in Twilight has a vampire being torn apart limb from limb and burned alive. 12-year-old me 
found this shocking and thrilling; it really felt like I was getting away with something reading 
this book. I also just thought vampires fighting to the death was pretty fucking cool.  
 

 And so my obsession began. Over the course of a week, I read all four books. I started out 
trying to read only at school so my parents wouldn’t catch me. However, I was really bad at even my 
half assed shitty rebellion and my parents saw me read on the third day. I think my parents let me 
keep reading because they were relieved I was finally doing something normal that would in theory 
help me fit in. My mom took me to see New Moon the day it came out. She started reading the books 
and was on board the Twilight train. The Twilight Saga was added to the rotation of books that I kept 



coming back to anytime I needed to escape from the real world, which was often. Twilight is not one 
of the greatest works of literature ever created; it has more than its fair share of flaws. But none of 
that mattered to me as a kid. The books let me escape to another world, had characters that I fell in 
love with, and made me feel less alone. For about a year, I was unashamedly in love with the 
books.   
 Of course, things change. School was still a living hell and I also experienced my very first 
bout of depression that year. In short, I was pretty fucking miserable. The summer after 6th grade, 
my family moved to Wisconsin, a state that I was unaware had anything interesting other than the 
Dells. I felt very little as we pulled away from my childhood home for the last time. I clung to the 
hope that things would be better once we moved. Things had to get better, because I had no idea 
what I would do if they didn’t. After moving I was determined to put as much space between me 
and my former self as possible. I started wearing outfits that, while still not fashionable, at least had 
some semblance of color coordination. I got braces and a retainer. I figured out how to make myself 
blend in. And while I struggled with making friends, I did have a spot and people to sit with every 
day at lunch. Thirteen-year-old me developed a deep hatred for 12-year-old me, and 11-year-old me, 
and 10-year-old me and any variation of me that wasn’t the one right there in that present moment, 
so I loathed most of my existence. I tried to pluck what I thought were the causes of my problems. I 
decided to make myself the opposite of who I had been. I became cynical. Like most of my former 
self, I threw my Twilight obsession into the garbage. At the time when it started to be more popular 
to hate Twilight, I started hating it too, and thought that made me a better person. This venomous 
hatred for Twilight would follow me until the year 2020, where in the middle of a pandemic during 
the worst mental health struggle of my life, I found solace in the most unlikely book.  
 


