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Seeing the Sunrise: An Attempt to Break Breaking Dawn

The only thing preventing me from jumping up and hitting the roof the roof of the car is my seat belt, functioning as a sort of straitjacket. This is an appropriate term for the situation, considering I’m a thirteen year old girl, surrounded by my best friends, heading to Borders for the midnight book release of Breaking Dawn. 
OH MY GOD.
We’re all on the verge of hyperventilating; our age gives us an excuse to fawn over Edward Cullen’s “protective” (controlling) personality and the secrets that will soon be divulged—who will Bella choose?! We cry, is she going to turn into a vampire?! I play anxiously with the hem of my slippery, polyester black dress. 
A few centuries pass; the car stops. We pour out, prepared to dash into the building that could be conservatively described as a bookstore; this place, filled with magical wonders like books and coffee!—is prefaced by a mile-long line of teenage girls with their submissive boyfriends, followed by a few older women clinging to the ideals of their youth. 
Once we finally make it into the store, our patience begins to dwindle at a rapid rate. We stomp around in our little heels, looking gawky and juvenile. As our energy fades, the stomping turns into stumbling and then into barefooted shuffling, until the cash register appears in our line of sight—a sacred vision signifying the beginning of the end. With a second wind sweeping over us, we hastily dole out crumpled dollar bills and seize hold of our heavy, pristine copies of the final installment. I kiss my copy—my beautiful glossy, massive copy—and we start for our respective homes. 
We’re quiet as church mice on the ride home; entirely immersed in our books, no one makes a sound. As we disperse, we waste very little time on goodbyes. As each girl enters her residence, she holds the book inches away from her face to compensate for the lack of light—not breaking her focus for even a split second. 
My mom and I are left in the car.

“How’s the book?”

“Shh.”

I go straight from the car to my bed, devouring the words that would set an exceedingly high and unhealthy bar for my generation’s women, reading for seven hours straight...by the time I finished, 8 AM, I had decided it was wonderful—a little odd, but wonderful nonetheless. 
But by the time I reached high school, I had decided it was by far the strangest and least respectable book I have ever read in my entire life. We’re talking teen pregnancy, teen marriage, and hybrid vampire-human babies. Today, all I can think about when I see “Twilight” is how over 116 million people—the majority being sponge-like young girls—are paying money to slap this ancient-minded story into feminists’ faces. Read on.
As I grew up, a flat, uninspiring, distant heroine pulled along by a domineering man no longer appealed to my increasing desire to refute accepted gender roles. Bella’s personality sucks, I thought. Why are guys throwing themselves at her? I thought that only happened to girls with interesting personalities…or ones who are really good-looking. According to the author, Stephenie Meyer, Bella fits neither bill. In fact, the alleged “heroine” sets the worst example ever. She relies on her boyfriend for everything—when he dumps her, she curls up in a ball in the forest and almost gets killed. It’s like she’s never even heard of the “pick yourself up and move on with your life” thing. Don’t even get me started on what she does in order to see projections of her ex—that’s right, projections from her own mind, figments of her imagination. She discovers that her mind conjures up images of him when she partakes in dangerous activities. Approach catcalling men in alleyways in the middle of the night? “Don’t do it, Bella!” pseudo-Edward hisses. A proper role model would walk away with her own safety in mind—but no, Bella continues approaching, spurred on by a desire to soak in pseudo-Edward’s voice for a little longer—wellbeing be damned. That’s right; their love was that strong.
Or she was just that deranged.  
The protagonist of the book…the protagonist of my youth had morphed into an antagonizing character in my quest for respect. She began to represent everything I pitted myself against—the idea that women needed to be saved, that they were unable to be leaders. The vast change in personality I experienced between middle school and high school shocks me to no end, and the shift in my opinion of the book epitomizes the “maturity” I’ve developed, if I can even call it that. The thought of uttering “I’ve grown up” seems a bit too inexact—while I feel as though I experienced a tremendous growth in judgment, I hesitate to deem the transition “complete”. I possess great certainty that in a few years, I will take a look back at my sixteen-year-old self, maybe even laughing at the lack of talent displayed in this very paper. Although my transformation appears quite clearly to me, the shift in my opinion of Breaking Dawn shapes the transformation into a much more tangible thing—and a far more interesting essay. 
