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THE GARDENER’S MUMBLE

1



“ The gravel, the stone and the marble were spread in strict 
array in unmysterious shapes.
At first sight, it seems impossible to lose your way. 
At first sight...
Along these stone paths and amidst these statues, 
where you were already losing your way for ever in the still 
night, alone with me. ”

 	 - Last Year in Marienbad, Alain Resnais
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LANDSCAPE IN CHINESE CULTURE
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Qiu Ying(仇英), “Gathering of Scholars in the Western Garden” 
(西園雅集圖), 1500s. Ink painting, China.
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IN THE DOORWAY
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“...in one of his hands he holds onto an arm of a faceless 
goddess who firmly grasps his head. He is the only one who 
still has a complete face, which shows all his pain and fear. 
But as his face is forever frozen, I can’t judge his emotions 
anymore. The snake is  wrapped around his body,  biting 
his chest. Is it maybe a metaphor of his strange struggle be-
tween terror and love? The end of his finger points to his 
mother, the goddess of Earth, who lost half of her face, like 
a moth, without a mouth to cry or scream. Only her upper 
body appears on the ground, in an attempt to touch the hip of 
the dominant goddess, begging her for mercy…”
 
	 - Diary: 17.12.2016
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Maria Sibylla Merian, “Caiman Crocodilus and Anilius Scytale“, 

1701 - 1705. Hand colored copper engraving, Netherland. 
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ANOTHER WAY TO APPROACH NATURE
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STROLLING THROUGH 
THE VANISHING PLACES
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THE BLACK DWARF CAVE
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 “...what first strikes the eye is the massive roof of tile or thatch 
and the heavy darkness that hangs beneath the eaves. Even at 
midday cavernous entryway, doors, walls, and pillars all but 
invisible…have you never felt a sort of fear in the face of the 
ageless, a fear that in that room you might lose all conscious-
ness of the passage of time, that untold years might pass and 
upon emerging you should find you had grown old and gray?”

	 - In Praise of Shadows, Tanizaki Jun’ichirō
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THE CAVE ON THE NAMELESS ISLAND
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THE ODD SEMI-PALACE
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“Space, but you cannot even conceive the horrible inside-out-
side that real space is.

Certain (shades) especially, girding their loins one last time, 
make a desperate effort to “exist as a single unity.”
But they rue the day. I met one of them.

Destroyed by punishment, it was reduced to a noise, 
a thunderous noise.

An immense world still heard it, but it no longer existed, 
having become simply and solely a noise, which was to rumble 
on for centuries longer, but was fated to die out completely, as 
though it had never existed.”

	 - Shade-Haunted Space, Henri Michaux
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THE IMPERIAL GARDEN
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“Clear and Calm View of Nine Realms”(Jiuzhou qing yan, 九州清晏), 
the residence of the imperial family, built on nine small artificial islands 
(as the symbol of nine realms of the empire) connected by bridges and 
adjoining buildings.

Shen Yuan & Tang Dai, “Forty Views of the Yuanmingyuan”, 	1744, 
Ink painting, China.
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Yi Lanttai, “Dashuifa (大水法)” in the Xiyang Lou section,1780s. Copper engraz-
ing, China.

Yi Lanttai,”Haiyantang (海晏堂)” Water Clock Fountain in the Xiyang Lou section, 
1780s. Copper engraving, China.
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Alfons Mumm von Schwarzenstein, “Ruins of the Xiyang Lou sec-
tion”, 1900s. Photography, Germany
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THE CROOKED LABYRINTH

41



“...The light is falling to pieces. So, Jakob, you’ll have no 
long-enduring happiness. Does my frankness hurt you? No. 
come further now. We must hurry a little, for we must walk 
and tremble through several other apparitions...At length, as 
the stone stairs came to end, we were walking over moist, 
soft earth. I felt that we were standing in the middle of the 
earth’s sphere, so deep and lonely was the place…One must 
always keep moving, as we are doing here, one must dance in 
freedom. It is cold and beautiful. Never fall in love with it!...”
	
	 - Jakob Von Gunten, Robert Walser
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THE PASSAGE TO MODERNITY CORRUPTION 
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THE STREET OF CROCODILES

BRUNO SCHULZ
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Schulz, Bruno (1934).The Street of Crocodiles and Other Stories. 
Translated by Wieniewska, Celina (2008). UK: Penguin.
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THE END OF THE JOURNEY

61



“...At that passed moment in my apartment in Berlin, I slept 
with a writer, who works as gardener. He fondled my back 
so roughly like planting on the soil. Our lyng bodies became 
moist and soft, sinking slowly into the bed  in the darkness of 
that midnight…”

	 - Diary: 02.07.2014
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Anilius Scytale:
“Is the nature still immortal?”
 
Caiman Crocodilus: 
“Yes, the nature is still immortal, the immortal part of the 
culture.”












