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I watched The Matrix for the first time, I think, this century last night. It’s held up amazingly 
well in a lot of ways, and there are some moments that really pop in a way that terrified but 
not prepared to admit it twentysomething Alasdair absolutely missed. The greenish tint to 
every Matrix scene, the cameo from the Architect, the fascinating multi layered conversation 
with the Oracle. It all still works really well. The tacked-on romance? Not so much. But still, 
you can’t have everything, which is why the Matrix had to be rebuilt in the first place, turns 
out. 

But my favorite line is still this moment, when Neo is given the first choice, to leave: 

"You've been down there, Neo. You already know that road. 
You know exactly where it ends. And I know that's not where 

you want to be. 

Grief is a road we all travel. It is, to borrow a recent quote from Mr Reeves himself, a toll we 
all pay to get somewhere. And the thing is, a lot of the time, we lose sight of the fact that it’s 
a journey and we mistake it for a destination. One whose rubble we make ourselves very 
comfortable within. 

Grief is absolute. It is a wall you must climb, air you must breathe, the impossible distance 
between your living room floor and the front door. Grief is everything, it’s setting up shop 
inside an open wound and feeling every moment of air passed across it, every second of 
agony. It is the absolute understanding that the life of someone important to you has ended 
and the life you had up to that point has changed irrevocably. I work with horror every week. 
I encountered grief, and death, entirely too young. Nothing frightens me more. 

It’s a road I’ve been down before. I know exactly where it ends. I know it’s not where I want 
to be. And even though the thought of journeying down that road again, as we all will, 
terrifies me, the fact I’ve been down it before is a comfort. Like I say, I know exactly where it 
ends. I know it DOES end and that is a different kind of hard but it’s one which finishes not 
with a wound but with a scar. Not with agony but with remembrance and, hopefully, joy. 

We all know what’s down that road. But none of us have to live there. And this beautiful 
story, narrated so expertly and featuring such a pivotal moment of quiet, compassionate 
bravery, embodies that more than anything else I’ve read in a long time. Thank you both. 
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