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Why I like
‘Twilight’

Y

ou read the headline correctly:
I like “ Tw ilight.” The overdramatized gazes, the love triangle,
even the soundtrack — I can’t help
but appreciate it all. At the risk of
eternal social ostracization from my
peers, I wou ld like to ex plain why
the “Twilight” universe holds such a
special place in my heart and memory.
I n a 2 018 p ol l f rom R a n k er,
“Twilight” was voted worst movie of
all time. As a 12-year-old, I would
have been ready to square up at such a
statement. In my early teenage years,
I thought “Twilight” was pretty much
the height of cinematic and literary
ac h ie vement. I g enu i nely doubt I
would have been able to criticize a
single aspect of the movies or books
during my middle school years.
As an adu lt, I recognize my
beloved “Twilight” has some f laws —
especially the movies. At times, the
acting performances are subpar, and
the sparkly skin just doesn’t translate
well on-screen. And we won’t even
d isc us s t he e ver-pre sent blue t i nt
over the camera throughout the entire
f irst movie. I am willing to swallow
my pride and admit to you that these
movies are not perfect — perhaps not
even good.
However, I love them any way. I
can’t help but watch or read “Twilight”
w it hout t h i n k i ng about my mom.
These stories were some of the f irst
“grown-up” books and movies I was
a l lowed to e x per ience. It was a lso
the f irst book series my mom and I
both read. Being able to talk with her
about the characters and relate with
one another over the plot twists made
me feel undeniably grown-up.
Watching the movies with her was
even better. With Mom’s permission,
I saw the f irst “Twilight” f ilm in the
back seat of my grandparents’ minivan
on a family road trip with my older
cousin. I begged her to let me watch
it — this fabled PG-13 movie all my
friends were rav ing about, and she
agreed after a brief consideration that
felt like an eternity. From then on, I
was hooked. (I think we both were.)
T h e f o u r “ Tw i l i g h t ” f i l m s t o
follow were always opportunities for
mother-daughter bonding. Watching
through Edward vs. Jacob drama with
her was more than just family movie
time, because it was just me and her.
These were some of the first instances
in which I felt like my mom was my
friend as well as my parent. When our
plans to go to the midnight premiere
of “Twilight: Breaking Dawn Part 2”
were canceled due to a playoff football
game I had to attend as a freshman in
the marching band, I was heartbroken
— not because I had to wait to see the
dramatic conclusion, but because my
plans for a fun night with my mom
had to be postponed.
It sounds silly, but one of the most
hated film franchises of all time played
a big role in my relationship with my
mom. The “Twilight” craze hit when
I was the age that many girls have allout brawls with their mothers. That
wasn’t the case for us. Something about
those sparkly vampires made us grow
closer in a way we never had before.
This weekend, my mom is coming
to v i s it for no p a r t ic u l a r r e a s on .
It’s not for a football game or band
per formance or Spring Sing. She’s
coming just to spend time with me,
and I am over the moon. I’m lucky to
have a mom who is also a friend, and
I’m thankful that Edward, Bella and
Jacob somehow played a role in that.
S o f rom now on, I ref use to be
ashamed of my love for “Twilight.” It
may not be the best from a cinematic
standpoint, but it ’s a winner in my
book. If you need me this weekend,
you can probably find me hanging out
w ith my mom, watching the worst
movie of all time.
EMILY NICKS is the editor-in-chief for
The Bison. She may be contacted at
enicks@harding.edu.
Twitter: @emilyk_nicks
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anuary 2020 has had a whirlwind of
political events. From diplomatic tensions
between the U.S. and Iran, to the continuation
of bush fires in Australia and the sudden death
of Kobe Bryant and 8 other individuals (one
being his daughter). It’s been tough so far, but
recently Harding celebrated “NASA Day.”This
event, unfortunately, masked another much
more important day that commemorated the
death of six million Jews along with at least
12 million other minorities/prisoners of war:
Holocaust Remembrance Day.
Throughout my day on Jan. 27, I noticed
the insane amount of enthusiasm for NASA
Day but not a single whisper about the
historic day on which we honor the millions
of Holocaust victims. At first, I believed
that perhaps a professor would mention
it in class or even a faculty member, but
sadly that wasn’t the case. This bothered
me immensely because around the world,
many stood up and said the two famous
words “Never Again,” but there was not a
peep here at Harding University.
I get the argument that some had no
idea, and that tends to happen. I don’t

Forgetting a day of
rememberance

expect everyone to know each and every
remembrance day, but I did expect something
would’ve been said in chapel at least. Not
a word. I’ll admit I wasn’t in chapel on
Jan. 27, but I do know from others that
Kobe’s death was mentioned (in 9 a.m.
at least) there’s nothing wrong with that;
what a legend. However, it would’ve been
nice to hear millions of souls be honored.
Another argument could be that Jan. 27
was proclaimed NASA Day in Arkansas
by Gov. Asa Hutchinson, therefore worth
emphasizing. The counter to this is that
Holocaust Remembrance Day has been
around for decades, though only officially
recognized in the States since around 2005.
Let me give a quick background on why
Holocaust Remembrance Day is honored
throughout the world. On Jan. 27, 1945,
Auschwitz was liberated by the Soviet Army,
which was the first time anyone outside
Germany knew about the death camps. Over
one million Jews and Poles were murdered
in Auschwitz. A few months later, Dachau
Concentration Camp was liberated by the
United States Army.
In fall 2017, Harding invited a Jewish
Holocaust survivor to come and speak as part
of ASI’s Distinguished Lecture Series. Her

name was Eva Kor, and she was amazing.
As I asked for an autograph, I remember
seeing the numbers from Auschwitz tattooed
on her arm.
It’s unfortunate to know that this historic
and somber day wasn’t honored here at
Harding. Recently, a senior Saudi Cleric
Mohammed Al-Issa visited Auschwitz
with many other Muslim leaders from the
Muslim World League, and their visit was
such a moving visual: Muslim and Jewish
leaders embracing each other while saying,
“My dearest brother.” The clergy then
proceeded to pray for the victims of this
horrid event in the middle of Auschwitz.
Never in the history of the world has such
a high-ranking Muslim cleric visited and
prayed for Auschwitz.
If Saudi clergy recognize Holocaust
Remembrance Day, then why wouldn’t we?
I really hope in the future more can be done
to honor such an important date. Holocaust
Remembrance Day is historically significant
and should be honored.
LEW KNAPP is a guest writer for
the Bison. He may be contacted at
lknapp1@harding.edu.
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A

fter finishing last week’s column,
I realized that I have more to say
about cake. Particularly, I want to tell you
about the first time I baked one.
When I moved to Searcy 17 years ago, I
joined a young adult Bible study. This was
back when I could call myself a “young
adult” without people snickering. Anyway,
the group loved to have potlucks and themed
parties, but I was gun shy about preparing
food. I had learned my lesson after a fit of
culinary hubris many years before.
Back when I lived in North Carolina,
the young adult group at the church I
attended liked getting together for parties,
too. One year we had a Halloween bash.
Everyone had to come in costume and
bring something to eat. I had the brilliant
scheme of making Twinkie slugs.
I did not find this idea on the internet.
In hindsight, I now realize that when
an idea is not even good enough for the
internet, it is a bad sign. Anyway, here’s
my original recipe:
Buy a package of Twinkies and unwrap
each one. Then stick two toothpicks into one
end of each pastry. A marshmallow goes
on top of each toothpick. Using a tube of
blue cake icing, put an eyeball dot in the
center of each marshmallow. With a tube
of red icing, draw a smile on the end of the
Twinkie, right below the eyes. Carefully
place the cheery slugs into Tupperware.
“How can this miss?” I wondered.
Not a single person ate one of my
creations. It seems there is a very short

window between the time a Hostess
product is unwrapped and the time it
becomes stale. Years passed before I had
the courage to be creative again in the
kitchen.
Back to the Searcy young adult group.
Just a few months after I moved here, the
gang planned a dinner with a Caribbean
menu. Hesitantly, I volunteered to bring
something. What I had in mind was
napkins. I now realize my blunder in
making the open-ended offer of bringing
“something” instead of the less stressful
offer of “napkins.” Another rookie potluck
mistake.
I was asked to bring a “Grenadian”
spice cake. I had never made a cake
before. I didn’t have the slightest idea
how to bake one. I wasn’t even sure where
“Grenadia” was.
I found a recipe online and then went
to Kroger to buy the ingredients. There
was one thing on the list that I had never
heard of, so I asked the teenager at the
check-out where I could find the lime zest.
She said, “I think it’s in the soap aisle.” I
thought, “This cake will be awful.” But
before I could head that way, another
shopper kindly stepped in.
She had overheard the entire clueless
exchange and explained that while Zest
was indeed a brand name for soap, I wanted
lime zest, which was made by grating the
peel of a lime.
Moments later, I had everything I
needed and headed home. But when
I got to my k itchen, I realized that
I had no idea what to do next. So, I
called Wadene.

Wadene was a lady at church in her
late 70s, and she had been the first person
to invite me to a meal at her home after I
moved here. I remember that dinner well.
I was at the table with her family and
other guests, enjoying a pleasant Sunday
afternoon. At some point, I asked Wadene
to pass the butter. She was sitting three
chairs away from me, and the next thing
I knew, a tub of butter was airborne and
landed right in my mashed potatoes. I
remember thinking to myself, “I’m going
to like this lady.”
So in my panicked state, I called
Wadene and said, “I have to bake a cake
for tonight, and I don’t know what I’m
doing.” She said, “Come on over.” I boxed
up the ingredients, went to her house, and
we baked it together in her kitchen. It
took all afternoon. When it was all done,
we sprinkled some powdered sugar on
top, and I used markers to create a small
paper “Grenadian” flag, which I glued to
a toothpick and stuck in the cake. I told
Wadene she was a lifesaver, and I went
on to the party. The cake was a hit.
I think it was three or four weeks
later that we had a Care Group meeting
at church, and Wadene was in charge of
the sign-up list for refreshments. So, I
called and asked what I should bring. Her
response was priceless. She said, “Honey,
why don’t you just bring some chips.”
I am still available for potlucks. Let
me know if you need any napkins.
MICHAEL CLAXTON the narrative
columnist for The Bison. He can be
contacted at mclaxto1@harding.edu.

In Case You Missed It...
Toni Sharp @tonisharpie

It’s hitting me that after this next semester I may never play
Kahoot again
Emily Nicks @emilyk_nicks

Tweets from
the Harding
Community

Let it be known that yesterday I accidentally scratched myself in the face because I was dancing too hard at Spring Sing
practice
Maddy Hall @mddyhll

One time I made a mediocre joke and a Knights boy asked if I
was bucking. That’s the whole tweet
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