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I am a healthy man... I am a friendly man, I am an attractive man. I believe myself to have no ailments. However, something has been plaguing me still, the issue is I don't know a damn about what is haunting me. I live my life and I do believe I do well for myself, yet something is missing. I awoke this morning and I was confounded as I looked out my bedroom window. I was stunned at the beauty before me. Vast buildings constructed by exceptional architects seemed to dance right into my window. Then looking past the modern marvels I saw those mountains that seemed like in an instant could swallow up the whole city. There is beauty in that, I tell you, Nature prevails, those mountains are there to remind every architect “we were built before your projects and we will outlast all of them.”. You might think this to be a depressing notion, not in the slightest the beauty of the world will always shine through despite the good or evil actions of man, that's what those mountains mean to me. From the view, shifting my eyes to my room where every creature comforts, from coffee maker, laptop, and massage chair are available to me whenever I wish. Anything I really desire is within my reach.  Getting ready for the day, I adorn myself in one of my favorite suits and head to my garage. Stepping inside the thought occurs to me how lucky I am to be able to afford a multitude of enthusiast’s dreams. Slowly I turn to my array of classic cars and become filled with pride thinking of the reactions they exact. As I go inside of my car that ever present gnawing feeling grows stronger, I could not explain to you what this is and I know even if I could you would not understand. I feel a certain melancholy that none of my possessions can mend. This feeling, while never going away completely, seems to flare up dramatically at times and often without warning. Forget it all if the gnawing must continue, let it tear me to pieces.

Enough of this, you no doubt wonder why I write, I wish I could tell you but It remains unclear to me. I suppose putting words to paper will rehash my thoughts and maybe just maybe there is a feeling that I could uncover the reason for this gnawing within me. No doubt you see I am well off and that is true enough, materially I need for nothing, so maybe then you attribute this pain to my work “he must suffer from his ill gotten gains” you say, however I will tell you I have nothing but love for my work. I am the sculptor Michelangelo, The painter Van Gogh, and the writer Dante Alighieri. In truth I am an architect, but not just any I assure you I am The Architect. I have designed every prestigious building in this city from skyscrapers, City Hall, libraries, and manors. My work is something that fills me with a tremendous sense of pride. Take a piece of paper and pen then draw... not with any intent or purpose, it will find itself. As if a sorcerer drawing blood from a stone, these grand designs shoot from my pen with magical ease. So then you say “there is no challenge for him, he must be bored of his work” well then sirs you have never dealt with the real world because no matter how perfect the plan there is always human error. One paints a waterfall so beautiful and real that it transports the viewer into the painting, every stroke of the brush perfect down to the finest inconceivable point and still if the person would like to see a volcano it will not be right for them. In my line of work it is not just my vision, I have to deal with the board, construction, clients, and the public in many cases. When you incorporate that many people somewhere along the way it becomes a challenge to keep the finished product true to the original work. Do not be confused though the challenge of juggling all these things keeping everyone happy and maintaining my design is just as much a part of the job as deciphering the original blueprint. I love all of it, yet the void. 

It was growing ever more a part of me and me a part of it. In an effort to fill that void I decided to train the next generation of architects, with full support from the board my classes began almost three years ago. Who better to teach them than The Architect himself. At first it was everything needed and more, however while driving in today that pain is resonating through my head and as the building comes closer it pounds stronger. 

A man tries to pull out of a side street in front of me. Traffic is rather slow in the city, but in these situations one would like to pull up and keep their eyes straight ahead, mechanically so, never wishing to give the man trying to pull out the inclination that you even know he is there. Be honest with me sirs, for my honesty is outright, you love that feeling to pretend you do not see the person in distress, the homeless on the side of the street,  oh to turn a blind eye, how good it feels to stay out of the way. As if you have gotten one over on them, to feel like you truly outsmarted them, Or is it shame. Can you not look because the weight of your casual misdeed weighs so heavily over your head that you simply can not turn and face those who you neglect. For the fear that when you look you would see the Lord staring back at you asking why you will not do for others what you want done for you. 

Well it matters not because when I see a person in need they are helped, and the man looking to pull out was signaled by me. As he pulled out he waves and smiles offering back the simple courtesy I bestowed upon him. Sirs I would tell you then how good it feels to do those simple good acts, once it was said that the small good actions of everyday men keeps evil at bay. That is a notion one would like to believe, however sirs in horror I watched as this man would go on to not only stop others from entering from side streets playing the very game of speak no, see no, and hear no evil we all do daily but also later cutting off those in traffic. I felt that anguish deep in my stomach now, it was growing and eventually if it could not be satiated it would burst. 

Finally arriving at my destination my attention turned to the man who had been cutting off those in traffic pulling into a handicap spot at the College. That was the last straw, feverishly running over inspecting the inside for tags and seeing none the man hoped out of his vehicle with the grace of a gymnast to which I gave him a quizzical expression. “Problem bud” he uttered, Then I proceeded to ask him if he had forgotten his tags. “No,” he responded angrily. Politely I urged him to move. Informing him that there were many that needed that spot, in fact a student in my class could benefit from it and no doubt she would be here soon. The man pretended that he did not even hear me and walked away. Naturally I told the necessary authorities and they assured me it would be taken care of. 

Once inside I made my way to the elevator, just as the doors began to close I heard a voice pleading me to open the doors. Pressing the open doors button my mind flashes with the thought of the awkwardness of two strangers in an elevator alone. The thought did cross my mind to do like so many of you have in the past, I could hit the close button and spam it with such ferocity and wave my other hand in over exaggeration assuring the person on the other side I am pressing the open button and even letting out a sigh just before the doors close. What a performance you would think to yourself ah how I fooled him. Then as the elevator doors opened and my student Grant walked through I was relieved knowing I did the right thing. One should never discount the magnitude of little betrayals at one's expense or the expense of others. Grant thanked me and remarked that he was sorry for being late last class. Looking over at him I began to speak but he quickly interjected, “I-I know you think I don’t care about this class but I do”. This amused me cause there was no inclination to me that Grant did not care for the class. In truth it was obvious he was infatuated with becoming an architect. Grant had the unfortunate friend group in life that never aspired to be anything more than scoundrels, but Grant wanted more out of his life. He even wrote me a letter directly after his acceptance. Explaining how he had grown up in the city and was bemused how anyone could come up with the beautiful designs of buildings he looked at daily. Once he found out it was me who made most of his favorites he knew he had to attend my class. “Grant, believe me I am well aware you care about this class, you are on time today let's keep that trend shall we.” he nodded his head and the doors opened as he waited for me to exit. 

Some time later class had started and I was reviewing their designs while the class was taking an exam. I became enthralled with one of the students' designs, it was perfect, well not technically perfect it lacked in functionality but it was art in the purest sense of the word. Then a knocking at the door pulled my attention as Jessica came in. She was incredibly apologetic as she slowly made her way to her desk. She set her walker to one side and informed me there were no handicap spots available so she had to walk a long way to get to class. I told her it wasn't an issue and not to worry about the exam. I would stay late so she had full time. Some people refuse to do their jobs, they pass the problems down stream or worse do not act on them at all. Without thought for the consequences those so called authorities did not even attempt to remove that man from his spot. 

This injustice bothered me intensely but while wanting to lash out at those responsible abruptly I was overtaken by the design in front of me. It was majestic; the print emanated pure genius. Hundreds of students and thousands of architects had put forth blueprints to me before and while many were decent they all lacked something. There are many things in art that have no reason, they simply are. Many of the blueprints I have seen have the outcome of being structurally a building and for most architects that is all they could ever want. When you are great in your craft you are not happy with mere success, your work should transcend success. This is something that is maybe ever only truly bestowed upon very few in a generation of a specific craft. Countless composers toiled for years trying to concoct sounds appealing to all ears. Most of their work is totally forgotten, however the greats like Mozart, Schubert, Beethoven, Chopin, and Tchaikovsky have had music that has lasted through the ages. When you hear Moonlight Sonata all the fear and beauty of the moon is constrained into the tune. This composition sitting on my desk is Ave Maria, just missing a few lines and it will be a masterpiece. I needed to know who this design was from, looking for the name and before I even read it I knew it was Grant. The happiness felt in that moment was something never before felt. Smiling so wide my pleasure with my students' work had me thinking of all the things we could design together. Thoughts raced through my head of how I now had an apprentice, a true heir to bestow my knowledge upon. The things we would build Cathedrals grander than Notre Dame, Skyscrapers taller than any before it, dare I say we would build something so astounding it would rival the very mountains that I had always assumed unconquerable. Just then I had looked up to see Grant cheating off his classmates' exam. 

Snap... my mind was plunged deep into that unescapable haunting nothingness. How I wish the words for what haunts me could be produced but no. I sit there empty, as class ends Grant starts to leave. Casually I tell him to remain seated and wait for Jessica to finish her test. He shifts in his chair as his uncomfortableness grows with each passing second. I will not lie and say I did not enjoy watching him flop about in his desk. Jessica finished her test, thanked me and left. Seconds ticked down and nothing was said, I didn't even make a point to look at Grant I simply kept aimlessly going over other designs. Finally Grant spoke up and asked what this was all about “you were cheating on your exam.” I told him with no emotion, just wanting to see how he would react. “No... I swear Sir I-I... didn’t have a chance to study, I’m sorry I just want to do well I know I messed up.” he seemed sincere and I knew he was, Grant was wrestling with what all great men inevitably wrestle with. That is to become truly great and fulfill your potential or become just another in a long list of others. What I saw in Grant's work was real greatness and he could achieve everything I have in life. Then I told him plainly and bluntly what I saw in his work, his face was in complete confusion; he must have thought his work was mediocre. Grant looked in total disbelief as I told him of his potential and how in absolute seriousness we could work together to build true art. Then I laid out how if I ever caught him cheating again I would ensure he never would become an architect. Grant's eyes were locked onto mine and he informed me with total sincerity that it would never happen again. 

Truth be told, something that weighs on my mind is the validity or lack thereof of cheating to get ahead. It is not an easy feat to fool those in an established domain. If one was to make their road to success by conning those in the field they want to work in, is it any less impressive than the person who goes to work to achieve the same end? Obviously the moral implication is that those who cheat to get ahead should not be rewarded, lying is not something society would like to push as a virtue. This astounds me because we all lie to ourselves and others every single day. You lie to the man in traffic, you lie to loved ones, and even yourself. To lie is so embedded in us as humans it is a wonder we have not lied so much to spin lying as a common good. Believe me when I tell you it will not be long before this comes to pass, you will see it in time. Those who today defend truth and honesty will throw it out as soon as the ends desired are available by deception. It is the duty of everyman to stand up for the truth, have integrity and never falter in that belief. I plead with you reader to stop lying to yourself, however small the lie you must cease it immediately. The act of lying starts from something small, insignificant yet it builds over time and inevitably cascades down into an avalanche destroying everything in its path. Say you tell yourself “I eat mostly healthy” when in reality you have consumed nothing but fast food, sugar filled drinks, and desserts. Once presented with the option to eat some junk you revert back to that lie “I eat mostly healthy of course I can have this treat.” then the lie compounds itself, instead of lying to just yourself you tell friends and doctors you can not understand why you are not losing weight after all you eat mostly healthy. Then as you go deeper the fact that you do not eat mostly healthy fades away entirely, you completely and totally believe you eat mostly healthy. The brain can not accept why the body is failing, you begin to fall victim to your own lie and since you eat mostly healthy and are still unfit the world has specifically targeted you as an individual to punish. Making all the right decisions means nothing, no reward for the work put in is ever shown (seeing as no work is ever actually done) this leads to pits of despair. Where one may think the whole world is out to get them and nothing is within their control, the avalanche effect of little lies should not be understated. 

Standing up now looking down on Grant, his whole face seemed delighted that someone had noticed his ability, but his eyes were filled with mourning. In that moment he was hopeful of his own future yet when he thought of those friends he had grown up with it pained him to realize he was at a crossroads. He was reaching a point in his life where in order to achieve his goals it was paramount that he distance himself from those he once called brothers. Seeing he was in distress I offered him some thoughts “Grant life often takes us to many crossroads, but there is something wrong with that phrasing. Crossroads implies we have time to stop, gather ourselves, weigh up all the options and make a decision. In reality time stops for no one, we are marched swiftly towards that crossroad never given enough time to consider all outcomes and options. The important thing is to make a decision and not look back. If you follow one path you could achieve all you have ever desired but maybe you will lack something indescribable. If you take the other you may never succeed in your goals but maybe you will find something else waiting. What I can promise you is if you do not decide then you will be torn in two and only the worst of you will remain on either end.” Grant nodded slowly as he understood everything at stake. Reaching into the stack of designs on the desk I pulled Grants out. “Incredible, that is the only word for it, however it lacks functionality.” I stated. Grant seemed to buzz with nervous energy “Go home take this design with you, on Saturday morning we will meet for breakfast and this blueprint will be functional by then.”. The words came out of my mouth both stern and comforting. Grant smiled, took his work, placed it within its tube and walked out.

Sitting at my desk smiling genuinely happy with myself. A true heir was before me. Thoughts danced in my head of me teaching Grant to become every bit as good as me... NO he will be better than me. Grant would become the finest architect to ever grace the world, surely he will thank me endlessly for what I transform him into. He will bend before me and sing my praises to all saying how none of it could have been possible without me. Then in complete humility I will tell him and all listening that it was always within Grant to achieve this, he has become The Architect, one far superior to me. Indeed this would all be in the vain of people then seeing my humbleness and raising my status even higher. “He was the greatest architect to ever live; he even took the time and fostered the next generation.” They will say. Just then sitting there daydreaming I was pulled out by the ceaseless gnawing. All my thoughts were flooded with gray, nothing could be reasonably thought through now. Crashing fast, no not crashing I was falling. Nothing could stop this but what was this monster haunting me. Why can I not see this entity tormenting me, if I could then it would be overpowered or outwitted but it is not here nor there nor anywhere. Emptiness is the best way to describe it. Everything that is in me just seems to be pulled out and laid bare to be mocked. I am defenseless to its advances, I yearn for something to end but what even is it. 

A gentle tapping at my door rips me from my sinking. I turn my head to see the head of the board standing in my door. “Didn’t mean to startle you old friend, tough to find you at the office these days so I had to come here hope you don’t mind.” Taras spoke with a smooth demeanor but it was hiding something. His body seemed strangely tangled like a toddler trying to keep a secret. “No issue Taras, I was just lost in thought.” I said calmly, wishing it were so. Taras lumbered over to my desk and began inspecting the blueprints on my desk. He fumbled through them looking with absolute indifference “I just can’t understand how you want to subject yourself to this, you could design twenty more buildings and make fifty times the profit if you quit this. I imagine you get bored stiff of these students' designs?”. His words were not so much asking as they were telling me his own thoughts. Still I thought honestly on the question and replied “We all started somewhere, I am trying to get them up to par someone has to. As for the money,  Taras, what more money could I need. No doubt you and I have more than enough for a lifetime.”. Taras looked at me with a mixture of amazement and contempt. “As a matter of fact I think you would be surprised with some of the things these students create. I saw a print today... I would be happy to place it in front of the board and call it my own.” I challenged. Taras raised one eyebrow “That is really something it must be beautiful to have left an impression on you.” Then he tilted his head ever so slightly sideways and asked “However tell me was it structurally sound?” his face formed into a smirk. I looked down and laughed. 

Taras was smart, he was a pragmatist and did not seem to get taken by fanciful ideas. It made him a good architect and an even better leader of the board. For all the good it did him it was not without error. That logical outlook never allowed him to create something awe-inspiring, all his work was functional, brutal, and bland. Safety boards loved him. Never would he achieve the level of notoriety as a da Vinci or any other great. Taras knew this and did not strive to be anything else but himself. After all it would be impractical to be anything other.

I started grabbing my belongings and motioned to the door, Taras followed behind me. Reaching into my wallet a dollar was produced and put into the vending machine. As the water bottle dropped into the bottom of the box I turned to Taras and said “Really this kid has potential, a few adjustments and the print works.”. Taras smiled and put his hand on my shoulder “I’ve no doubts about it my friend. You have a special eye for this and your dedication to not just your own designs but the architect community at large is why you are getting the Pritzker Architecture Prize.”. I stopped dead in my tracks. “Are you kidding me Taras?” I managed to slip out. Certainly sirs most of you have no idea the prestige of this award. This is paramount to winning the Stanley Cup, the most sought after award in the entire architect sphere. My legs seemed unable to hold me and I hugged Taras, partly from excitement and partly from needing to stay upright. My whole life seemed to make sense. My happiness grew with each passing second. “Just don’t do what you did when you won the Alvar Aalto Medal.” Taras began bellowing out laughter so infectious I could not help but join in. I was transported back to winning that medal and in my speech saying that they ought to change the name of the Medal to my own. On the one hand an obvious joke but on the other I know I am The Architect. Many in the crowd were rattled by my apparent arrogance. There was no reason for this confusion as now winning the Pritzker I have more than proved my point, I am living Aboveground. All my needs are met, my work is recognized to be top of the pyramid (which I could build) and I have given back to the community with not just my designs but my knowledge being imparted in my students. “Congrats my friend, if anyone deserves this it is you.” he declared then took his leave. 
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