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If authenticity resides in the act of violent transgression, his 
desire to tear up the garden was quintessentially authentic. 

It was not that there was anything wrong with the garden, per se 
– it was picturesque; a sanctuary; lined with lush vines that had 
been pulled to where they were supposed to be with tiny wires. 
But, rather than comforting, he found the shapely vine-arches 
and politely manicured hedges that perched around his daily 
lunch spot oddly disconcerting.

There was no doubt that the garden was real; but it was also 
staged – a carefully contrived masterpiece intended to evoke a 
particular reaction. He itched to know what the garden would 
be like had it been granted the freedom to grow without human 
intervention. He longed to witness nature in its most primal 
manifestation. 

Consumed by this possibility, he began to dream of the garden 
and its dirty underbelly; its dormant potential to be Real – to 
spawn violent tentacles and reclaim its rightful earthly territory; 
wild and glorious. 

Why, in the midst of wellbeing, was he haunted by nightmarish 
visions of catastrophes; of terror and violence and primal nature? 
Although the garden did not exist in this primal state, it was the 
insistent image of its potential to exist that nagged him. The 
primal garden was that which did not exist, but continued to 
insist, striving towards existence.

He did not disclose these dreams to anyone for fear that they 
would induce anxiety. But night after night, the dreams repeated 
on the screen of his subconscious, ad nauseum. Yet when he 
woke, he remained trapped in Truman’s Show; trapped in a 
world within which aseptic supermarket shelves were lined with 
products that had been strategically deprived of their malignant 
properties – coffee without caffeine; cream without fat; beer 
without alcohol. 
He too, couldn’t believe it was not butter. 

He began to ponder the notion that his garden – the Real 
garden – was being held captive by a sick human tendency to be 
amongst the picturesque, in the same manner that he was held 
captive by a reality deprived of substance. 

And, oh! How he longed for The Real – how he longed to peel 
off the deceptive layers of reality. He ached for some violent 
intervention – some Messianic Event that would shake him out 
of ideological numbness; emancipate him from the hypnosis of 
the consumerist state. And in the expectation of this Event, his 
life had come to a standstill. He was waiting – in a state of frozen 
animation – for a miracle. 

Until, one day – inspired by the twisted logic of his dreams – he 
decided to dig.  
Not only did he dig to uncover The Real of the garden, but the 
act of digging itself was physically demanding; torturous. He dug 
with masochistic fervour – a desperate attempt to return to the 
Real of his body; to regain a hold on reality and ground his ego 
firmly in bodily reality, all the while fighting against the unbearable 
anxiety of perceiving himself as non-existent.

He dug for days; months; years. 

Eventually, the garden was stripped bare. 

He stood back, admired his handy-work and then leaned 
theatrically on his shovel – primarily for the benefit of the 
spectators that had accumulated in awe of his violent display of 
digging. In a moment of classic irony, he realised that his passion 
for The Real had culminated in its exact opposite – a spectacle. 

“Welcome,” he proclaimed, “To The Desert of The Real!”

But the desert was not enough; his passion for The Real was 
insatiable – and so he kept digging. 
He kept digging, until his fascination with The Real of the garden 
had turned to disgust at the image of the bare flesh of the earth. 
In his pursuit of The Real, he had gotten too close to the object 
of his desire and thereby tainted it. He had gotten what he had 
fantasised about, and yet he remained unsatisfied.  

There was only one remedy he could think of.  
He had to annihilate the violent excess of the untamed garden. 

So he bought himself a spool of wire and he waited for the 
garden to grow back. 

The Garden of Primal Delights
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