
 

THE MATRIX 

 

 Twenty years have passed since The Matrix (1999) established itself as a 

classic, within and outside of the sci-fi genre. The movie, directed by Lana and Lilly 

Wachowski has been recognized as a cinematographic milestone that focused some of 

its purposes on the society’s slow awakening against a capitalist system, on a new 

wave of beliefs and spiritualities that defied religious doxas. But as it is with flowers and 

seasons, sometimes art’s real meaning takes time to bloom. Twenty years have passed 

and we live in a completely different society with a completely different set of rules, a 

world where The Matrix is a masterful parallel to the transcendence of mind over body, 

as explained through a trans-feminist lens. 

 Aside from the striking message seen on Neo’s (Keanu Reeves) screen within 

the first two minutes of the film (“Call trans opt”), one striking detail that gives a hint of 

the transgender subtext in the movie is the management of “deadnaming” —the concept 

coined by trans communities when someone refers to them by the name they used 

before transitioning. This gender nuisance is brought to light repeatedly, at 18:20 when 

Neo first comes into personal contact with Agent Smith (Hugo Weaving), who accuses 

him of “living two lives” —referring to Thomas A. Anderson, an average man that works 

in a corporation and his identity inside the matrix (also his deadname), and, Neo, his 

hacker name and the one that he adopts once he acknowledges he is The One— and 

warns that “one of these lives has a future and the other one does not.”  



 

 This same dynamic is seen in the last combat between Neo and Agent Smith, 

“Goodbye, Mr. Anderson,” to which Neo answers to a deadly, “My name is Neo.” Trivial 

as it may seem, a name is one of the most important factors for a transgender 

reaffirmation, it is the confirmation of identity, one that has been claimed by the only 

person that should be in control —oneself—  and one whose significance in the movie’s 

under-layering is impossible to ignore, especially when Trinity (Carrie-Anne Moss) 

asserts in her first conversation with Neo that, “When you are outside [of the matrix] you 

use your real name, your human name.” 

  

 Questions of gender roles expressions are also brought to light in the first lines 

Neo and Trinity (Carrie-Anne Moss) share: “I just thought you were a guy,” mentioned a 

shy Neo, “Most guys do,” answered Trinity (10:34), and it’s this Neo/Trinity relationship 

that propels the idea of merging the male and female identities as the source of the 

highest power against the system. Also difficult to ignore is the resemblance Neo and 

trinity share, both lean, white as paper with dark-black hair; to the average eye, The 

Matrix is a love story between a man and a woman, to the queer eye this is a metaphor 

for transgender self-love.  

 Seeing further beyond their “human names”, one can identify the Christian 

reference to the Holy Trinity, only to be reassured into today’s society by The 

Wachowskis as a “neo trinity”: one where Neo represents the male identity, Trinity the 

female and Morpheus, a symbol of the unconscious and the omnipresent —one cannot 

live without the other. And it’s this triad the most powerful tool to take down the system, 



 

a revolution of genderless, class-less, human voices who strive for a world without 

oppression.  

  

 In the scheme of things, The Matrix in itself is a trinity of power: a careful critique 

of sociocultural measures, an augury of the inherence of technology in the development 

of a new society, a psychological symbolism of the prodigal encounter with one’s true 

unconscious self, but it is also hard to deny that it is the most renowned and praised 

work of cinematography ever made by trans artist*. 

 

 

 

 

  


