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“When we look at the past it’s the beautiful things we pick out. 
We want to believe it was all like that.”

- Margaret Atwood, The Handmaid’s Tale

I first noticed The Creature on a Tuesday.

He was small – barely large enough to sit comfortably on 
the palm of my hand – and yet the hopeful glow of his eyes 
commanded a respect of inverse proportion to his physical 
dimensions. I did not know how long he had been following me, 
but once he sparked my attention he was impossible to ignore.

I was lonely; disheartened; at odds with the present – and so 
The Creature was a welcome distraction. 
Besides, he was a captivating conversationalist. 

He spoke of The Time Before with such conviction that I ached 
with longing and nostalgia. He spoke of perfection and of 
happiness; of man’s symbiosis with his surrounds – a dangerous 
mythology, cloaked in plausible optimism.

Fuelled by my own disenchantment I inhaled his stories. I fell 
into the puddle of his enthusiasm and splashed with delight at 
the mere prospect of being important– of being listened to, and 
admired, and in control. 
I was giddy with the possibility of The Architect as God.

And as the days; months; years passed we became inseparable. 
The Creature became My Creature. 

There was also the curious condition of his growth. The more 
I listened to his stories, the larger he grew – until he began to 
fill every nook of every room. Soon, it became difficult to walk 
beside him without his body obscuring my vision.

My Creature was an eclipse; I could not see where I was going. 

Aware of his enormity and my awkwardness, My Creature 
assured me that an inability to see my present surroundings was 
no cause for concern. In fact, it was quite the opposite. 
Had I not already lived in The Now and found it unsatisfying? 
Was it not better to inhabit the dreamscape of The Past that he 
had so meticulously crafted for me with his stories?

And so, cocooned in the folds of his tummy, I submitted to the 
comfortable suffocation of his body. I let him carry me – layers 
upon layers of skin dragging along the pavement as we lurched 
in our shared backwards trajectory; intent on finally realising our 
fantastical vision of the Way Things Were. 
As we walked, my desire for the present dissipated; transformed 
– until what was once a passive disappointment for the present 
had spawned into a blind, anarchic hatred; a vengeful disdain.

The present was an enemy, against which Creature and I were 
now united. 
Fuelled by this hatred and laden with the best of intentions, we 
began to build a new city – a replica of The Way Things Were 
that would serve as a machine for the liberation of humankind. 
Our city would rescue man from the burdens of the present; 
grant liberty through the gift of the architectural object. 

Our dedication to the build was tireless – until finally, the day 
came when our city was complete.

And then I sat, basking in the glory of our accomplishment; my 
back against a face-brick wall – one of the many strategically 
positioned way-finding devices, disguised as a simple 
architectural gesture but intended to pull the inhabitants of our 
city in what we knew to be the right direction. 

It was here that the traveller approached me and asked me 
which way to go. 

As I pointed him in the correct direction – showed him the path 
that led to liberty – my mind swelled with the magnitude of what 
I had given him. I had given him freedom, made possible through 
the architectural object. 

Head cocked to one side, the traveller thanked me. And then he 
turned, slid the toe of his boot into the mortar of the fifth course 
and scaled over the top of the wall – my wall; the wall that would 
have led him straight to liberty. 
The traveller didn’t want my directions after all.

Because, despite my good intentions, I – The Architect – had no 
power over him. 

The Creature
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