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That’s because you’re the same. You won’t get a happy ending. 
The film has taught you that much. 

 

This is the moment where I stood up a little straighter in this wonderful, elegant hopeful 
nightmare of a story. I did that because this is the thought I’ve had, phrased this exact way. I 
suspect I’m not alone either. 

We live in signal. We swim in story and in doing so we’re taught what to expect for people 
who look like us, sound like us, love the people we love. The Bury Your Gays trope. Big boys 
don’t cry. Trans and nb and ace and aero folks are just going through a phase. Jocks. Nerds. 
All Arabs are terrorists. All women are sluts and bitches. Heterosexual men are entitled to 
sex. ANYONE is entitled to sex. Homosexuality is a sin.  

Listen, very very carefully, because this is probably the most important thing I will ever say 
on this show. 

All of that, without exception, top to bottom soup to nuts is *BULLSHIT*. 

No one has ever had the same life experience as you. No one has ever cried at the exact 
same point in A Knight’s Tale for the reasons you do. No one has ever loved like you, bled 
like you, survived like you or laughed until they’ve wheezed like you. You are the lead 
character in two stories. One is what society conditions you to believe you are starring in. 
One is easy. One is terrifying. 

If you can, if you’re strong enough, be terrified. Because sometimes, actually quite a lot of 
the time, out the other side of that fear is peace and a world larger than the one you’ve let 
yourself be convinced you deserve to live inside. 

Film taught me how to understand story. It gave me a lot of the men and women I aspire 
towards. But it also taught me the guy with glasses is the weird one. That a PTSD riddled 
warrior reunited briefly with his dead, beloved mother isn’t cut to the core by her asking him 
to eat a salad. By the belief that because someone gets fat they get less worthy. Thanks for 
that, Black Widow. Say hi to Woody Allen for me. 

The moment we begin to write our own story (and yes the Hamilton Mixtape is playing 
tonight) is the moment we start steering the ship. It’s TERRIFYING. It’s relentless. There is 
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so much work to do and yet, somehow, there’s also joy and hope. The sense of something 
much larger waiting for us, of space to grow. To be us. Just there on the other side of the 
fire. 

Who SAYS horror isn’t beautiful? Who says horror isn’t hopeful? Not us. 


