Hello friends,

I come open-hearted and bearing a gift. My name is Mae Catt. | am a screenwriter. In my line of
work there is such a thing called “a general,” as in “general meeting.” Wherein executives of
production companies meet little ol” writers like me, and | am meant to sell myself and my
talents, usually by telling a truncated version of my life’s story — how did | become a writer,
what do I like writing, what kind of story, what kind of characters.

I tell these people, with rehearsed precision, “I began writing by writing Matrix fanfiction.” | was
13-years-old when | started, and | have never really stopped. Fanfiction, and Matrix fanfiction in
particular, were my proving grounds. It was in those childish musings, indulgent self-inserts,
meaningless fluff, AU’s, and endless one-shots that | began my self-education. It’s on
fanfiction.net, with fandom’s welcoming community, that I learned how to answer the questions
of my career; how did | become a writer, what do | like writing, what kind of story, what kind of
characters.

The answer to all, in a name, is Agent Smith.

| have heard it said that writers really only write one story, over and over. At least in my case,
this is true. In Agent Smith | found my singular focus — a character who, despite the power he
holds and accumulates, is ultimately helpless in the face of his own emotions, or the system that
so horribly deprived him the ability to understand those emotions. He is the perfect example of
how in an oppressive system, even the oppressor suffers. This suffering does not excuse his
behavior, but it adds a certain tragedy to his actions. Agent Smith Kkills and maims and destroys
because it is all he understands — it was all he was ever allowed to understand. And once he’s
free, once he has the ability and space to grow — he can’t do it. He falls back into what he’s
always done. In his clumsy attempts to self-actualize, he destroys himself.

| have received no greater gift in this world than being 13-years-old and watching the Matrix for
the first time — hearing Smith’s words, watching Hugo Weaving’s performance.

So, 17 years later, it is 2021 and | am 30-years-old. Hugo Weaving’s production script comes up
for auction. It includes Mr. Weaving’s notes, giving precious glimpses and insight into Agent
Smith, into the very thing that has shaped me so vitally. I knew I could not live with myself if |
did not possess it. After much work, it is mine now. But given the selfless community | grew up
in, the Matrix fandom as it was in the 2000’s, I could not, in good conscious, keep this script to
myself.

To the Matrix fans out there, and especially my fellow Agent Smith fans, | hope you enjoy this
piece of history as | have. Without you, | would not be the writer | am today. Thank you for the
encouraging reviews, the inspiring stories, the beautiful fan art. Thank you for the message
boards, the LiveJournal posts, and the late nights where | felt a little less alone.

With love,
Mae Catt
The Smiling Shadow














































































































































































































































































88.
CONTINUED:

TRINITY
You first, Neo.

Neo answers the PHONE when there is a CLICK. There is no
signal. Nothing but silence.

TRINITY
What happened?

NEO
I don't know. It just went dead.

Trinity listens to the dead line and takes out the
cellular.

INT. MAIN DECK

The operator PHONE begins to RING. Cypher steps over the
SIZZLING BODY of Dozer and looks at the monitor.

INT. APPLIANCE STORE - DAY

Every unanswered RING wrings her gut a little tighter,
until --

CYPHER (V.0.)
Hello, Trinity.

TRINITY
Cypher? Where's Tank?

CYPHER (V.0.)
He had an accident.

TRINITY
An accident?!

INT. MAIN DECK

He walks over to Trinity's body, staring down at it
hanging in its coma-like stillness.

\ CYPHER
You know, for a long time, I
thought I was in love with you,
Trinity I used to dream about
you...-

He nuzzles his face against hers, feeling the softness of
it

(CONTINUED)
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