
The Garden is a recursive story 
 whereby the meaning being defined is found within its own definition.  

If you observe the tributary of a river you will see it has the same 
structure organisation as the entire river. If you look at a tree, each 
branch of the tree is similar in shape to the whole tree. The Garden 

is a fractal story in that it bears the property of this ‘self-similarity.’ 
The Garden has complete chapters, yet it has a frame narrative where 

there are also stories within stories, and looking deeper there are to be 
discovered abstract narrative patterns of myth and fable which is also 
a nested story within the story. The Garden is made up of many smaller 

stories, which in turn are made up of even smaller stories, and so on 
down to the smallest element  or essence 

 of the story which is  
a single 
 word. 

The smallest part of The Garden can even be reduced to a single letter, 
or more infinitely — the empty space that precedes a letter. In other 

words, the smallest unit in The Garden is where it is the author’s 
decision to write a word. The Garden has all these fractals nested 
inside itself. It is a book made up of words, as much as it is made up 

of actions and events. And these events, too, are fractal, just as the 
beginning of a single atom becomes the story of the Big Bang. 

Each are fractal: self-similar, self repeating  
that does not stop but changes in scale as the process repeats. 

In The Garden there was a word, and the word became a sentence, and 
from that single strand there repeated a structure of self-similarity 

as paragraphs formed and in turn founded chapters. Pages were shaped, 
a book was written, and the story became the meaning within its own 

definition. 

If you believe in what you see then look again

Look Into Infinity
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