
 Chrysallis 

I’ve been told by a friend or two that seeing a movie alone is a transformative 

experience. One thing I’ve learned about people swearing an experience will “change 

your life,” - they never tell you how it’s going to change. They never tell you what will be 

different, only that it will be, and you’ll know.  

Every year, I blew out the birthday candles on my chocolate cake with vanilla and 

chocolate chip frosting that my grandma made by hand in her small, toasty kitchen, and 

she’d say, “So? Do you feel any different?” I never did.  

There were certainly birthdays on which I wanted to feel different- my eighteenth, 

for example. On this birthday, I wanted to prove my grown-upness, my adulthood. 

Instead of a family dinner with my grandma’s homemade birthday cake, I wanted to 

travel to McCall to ski with my college friends. I wanted to be separate. Adults don’t 

have to celebrate their birthdays with their families. After a long day of skiing, I laid 

down on my hotel bed, exhausted. My grandma called me and asked “So? Do you feel 

any different?” This time, I proudly answered “yes,” but I lied. I didn’t feel different at all. 

I just missed my family. 

On May 27th, 2019, I was bored. Of course, there are a lot of days and times I 

felt bored that I couldn’t point out on a calendar, but this one I remember. This one I’ll 

always remember. On May 27th, I was bored and alone in my Kennedy apartment. I 

had a car, and about $20 burning a hole in my pocket. It was a day full of potentially, 

completely belonging to me and my whims. I remembered my sophomore year 

roommate Ciara, a wild haired Honors student and Irish citizen, telling me I just had to 



see the movie Booksmart. I remembered hearing that seeing a movie alone is a 

transformative experience. I wanted to be transformed. 

The drive to the AMC theatre downtown in the Spokane River Park Square was 

uneventful. I’d only just learned to city drive a year prior, since growing up in a town of 

about 400 people and 0 stoplights doesn’t prepare anyone for the confusing one-ways 

and busy four lane streets of Spokane. But I was finally starting to feel confident behind 

the wheel. I knew exactly where I was going and how to get there. 

I found a parking spot quickly, paid meter, and got to the theatre just in time to sit 

and watch forty five minutes of advertisements. I didn’t feel transformed yet, just a little 

annoyed and still bored as I squinted at the harsh glare of Coca Cola products dancing 

on screen. The seats were comfy, they reclined, but not life-changing. Not 

transformative. 

 The movie itself captivated me. Not often does one sees a raunchy, irreverent 

comedy with female leads, but Booksmart featured two young women talking in detail 

about masturbation, accidentally ingesting hallucinogenic, and playing lesbian porn in 

their school principal’s car. The final scene faded, I sat utterly still and quiet, listening 

intently to the song blasting through the end credits. I let my skin bathe in the glow of 

the movie. I waited to emerge. I wanted to be a butterfly when I left that AMC theatre, 

not a caterpillar.  

 But it wasn’t the movie that was going to change me. It wasn’t even the whole 

experience, or the idea of being someone who could have fun alone. It was the phone 

buzzing in my pocket, the phone that had been turned off for the entirety of the film, the 

phone that I ignored until I was in the middle of a Mod Pizza, buying a pepperoni pizza 



for a transient woman who looked very close to my age but much more hungry. I 

wondered if she’d had a grandma who baked her birthday cakes and pulled her through 

the snow in a sled and read books to her. I wondered if she’d had a grandma who 

taught her how to make homemade rhubarb pie and crust from scratch. I knew if she 

did, that grandma wouldn’t want her to be hungry. 

 “Are you alone right now? Can you sit down?” - my dad’s voice when I finally 

picked up the phone. Every tiny piece of tissue in my body squirmed, rearranging 

themselves into the person I would be from then on out, a person who still doesn’t 

recognize herself in the mirror sometimes. “I hate that I have to tell you this, but…” 

 I could have guessed the end of the sentence. My aunt had been fighting 

metastasized breast cancer for almost a year, and the prognosis at the last doctor’s 

appointment had not been optimistic. It was moving too fast to slow, let alone stop. My 

dad couldn’t finish his sentence so I tried to be brave. I finished it for him. “Auntie?” 

 I remember scoffing at the phrase “deafening silence.” The silence that followed 

wasn’t deafening, but it roared and rushed and swelled until my dad dammed it up, 

building the Hoover with three words.  

 As a child, I was often described as precocious. I understood death at a very 

young age, after I accidentally killed and had to bury my pet tadpoles. Despite that, I 

never thought my grandma could die. She glowed golden, immortal. I basked in her 

light. I wished I could go back to the movie theatre, back to that soft glow. I had 

expected to emerge from Booksmart like a butterfly from a cocoon. Instead, I wanted to 

crawl back in, to the final moments of the movie and just sit for another couple of 

moments. I never should have asked to be transformed. 


