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You won’t find a synopsis here.

This book does not want to be explained.
It wants to be discovered.
Like life.
Like a garden.
So just start turning the pages.
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This Is Where Things Grow Brave
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When you come through the garden gate, at first you don’t see anything remarkable.

A few beds.
A little green.
A stone here and there.
The bamboo rustles in the wind, as if it had always been there.
The mint acts as though it were completely harmless.
And somewhere, a snail moves with the serenity of a creature that has absolutely nowhere to be.
Everything seems quiet.

But if you stand still for a few minutes, you soon realize:

This garden is not just a garden.

Something is happening here.

The strawberries do not always grow where they were originally meant to.
The bamboo considers itself in charge, although nobody ever elected it.
The mint has a very creative relationship with the concept of boundaries.
And somewhere between raised beds, wooden pallets, and a stack of plans that really should have been carried out ages ago, there stands Matze, taking it all in.

Sometimes with a watering can.
Sometimes with a small grin.
Because in a garden, one thing becomes clear rather quickly:

Plants rarely stick to plans.

They simply grow.

Some cautiously.
Some wildly.
Some as if they have just decided to make the world a little bigger.
And at some point, you notice:

It is not only vegetables and flowers that grow in this garden.

Ideas grow here, too.
Patience.
Surprises.
And occasionally a raised bed that very nearly turned into a bend-down bed.

This book is about exactly those kinds of moments.

About plants that observe.
About places that are more than just soil.
About small stories that show how life rarely grows exactly the way we imagined it would.
And most of the time, the things that thrive best are precisely the ones
that simply dare to grow. 🌿
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The Garden That Has Seen It All
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The garden rarely speaks.
Not because it has nothing to say, but because most people are too busy to listen.
So it simply watches.

It watches Matze come out in the morning with the watering can, and stop first to see what happened overnight.
It sees the mint, which has once again nudged itself a little farther out into the world.
It hears the bamboo rustling in the wind, as if it were holding a briefing with the clouds.
And it observes the snail making its way along the path with impressive calm, as though it had all the time in the world.
The garden knows these stories.

And it knows the others, too.

The days when something is planted and no one is quite sure whether it will really grow here.
The days when something suddenly appears that no one planted at all.
And the days when a plan takes shape that was really not supposed to happen until next spring.
The garden knows that people like to make plans.

It has nothing against that.

It simply knows that life usually has ideas of its own.

It has seen raised beds being built.
Wooden pallets being measured.
Folding rulers being expected to make important decisions.
And how, sometimes, one simple idea solves everything much faster.
The garden does not judge any of it.

It knows how growth works.

It knows that some things need time.
Others need courage.
And still others simply need someone to plant them and believe in them for a while.
That is why the garden is never surprised when something grows differently than expected.

To the garden, that is simply part of it.

Because this is not only where lettuce and lavender grow.

Stories grow here, too.
Patience.
Sometimes even small victories.
And every now and then, something no one planned at all — yet somehow it turns out to be exactly right.
If you stand in the garden long enough, you begin to notice it.

And then you understand why the garden is so quiet.

It has known all along:

The most important things usually grow by themselves. 🌿

Garden wisdom:

If you watch life grow, sooner or later you understand more than you ever do by planning.
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When Someone Walks Through Matze’s Garden for the First Time
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Sometimes someone comes into the garden who does not know it yet.

And that is usually when a small walk begins. Not a particularly long one, but one full of discoveries.

At first, the garden seems very quiet.

A meadow.
A few trees.
A path.
But if you look a little closer, you soon realize:

This garden holds many stories.

The bamboo stands there looking a bit like the self-appointed boss.
The mint has long since decided that boundaries are more of a suggestion.
The olive trees stand along the path between Steinruh and Wurzelgrund as if they had always belonged there.
The cherry tree watches everything with calm composure.
And somewhere beneath the cherry laurel, the hedgehog may be rustling around.
If you keep walking, you discover even more.

The little blue chair.
The place where Matze sometimes simply lets herself drift.
The terrace with its plants.
The meadow that was once a lawn and decided it would rather be alive.
Some people look around and say:

“It’s so beautiful here.”

The garden is pleased to hear that.

But what it is really thinking is something else:

This is not only a place where things grow.

This is a place where something lives.

And anyone who has walked through this garden even once quickly notices:

Nothing here is perfect.

But everything is alive. 🌿

Garden wisdom:

A garden only reveals itself when you take the time for it.
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The Mint That Has No Concept of Modesty
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To this day, the mint insists it never spread.

It merely checked where its talents were needed.

When Matze planted it, it was a small, friendly little plant. Unassuming. Politely green.

Matze thought, “Lovely. A bit of mint for tea.”

The mint thought, “Interesting. A garden.”

For the first few weeks, it behaved impeccably. It stayed in its place and acted as though it were perfectly content with its small patch of soil.

Of course, that was only a phase of strategic observation.

One morning, a new shoot appeared.

Just a small one.

A few days later, another.

Then another.

The lettuce noticed it first.

“You weren’t here yesterday.”

“I’m flexible,” said the mint.

Soon after, it was standing next to the chives as well.

“That was not agreed,” said the chives.

“Agreements are important,” said the mint, and kept growing.

The lavender watched the whole thing with the composure of a plant that has seen quite a lot.

“You’re spreading,” it observed.

The mint was outraged.

“I am merely expanding my sphere of influence.”

Within a few weeks, it had reached areas that had not originally been part of its habitat.

A small piece of bed.
A path.
A corner where strawberries had actually been planned.
The strawberries were not pleased.

“This spot is taken.”

“I work collaboratively,” the mint explained, sliding another root beneath them.

One morning, Matze came into the garden, stopped, and looked around.

Mint on the left.
Mint on the right.
A little more mint.
Matze tilted her head slightly.

“You’re becoming rather confident.”

The mint considered this an accurate observation.

The lavender said nothing.

The lettuce sighed.

The chives decided to stay out of it.

The mint, however, was convinced that growth had nothing to do with inconsideration.

“It is simply a matter of enthusiasm and good root management,” it explained with a grin. 🌿

Garden wisdom:

Some call it spreading.
I call it commitment.
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The Snail Who Found Matze Surprisingly Fast
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The snail had been observing Matze for quite some time.

Not constantly.
It was a snail, after all.
But every now and then, as it made its slow way across the garden path, it would see Matze busy somewhere.

A bed here.
A stone there.
A little plant that suddenly needed to be somewhere else.
The snail regarded the whole thing with great attention.

“Interesting,” it thought. “She moves very quickly for a creature without a house.”

One morning, the snail stopped beside the lettuce.

“Why is she in such a hurry?”

The lettuce shrugged its leaves.

“Humans have plans.”

The snail thought about this for a moment.

“So do I,” it said.

“And?” asked the lettuce.

The snail looked toward the edge of the bed.

“Today I might reach the shade.”

The lettuce had to admit that this was a rather good plan. 🌿

Garden wisdom:

Slow is not the opposite of living.
Slow is another way of enjoying it.
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The Bamboo and the Long-Announced Containment
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When the bamboo first came into the garden, it was said to be clump-forming.

That sounded reassuring.

Clump-forming means, more or less:

“Stays where it is.”

The bamboo listened to this and decided, for the time being, simply to file the information away.

At first, everything seemed very trustworthy.

The bamboo stood there quietly.
Elegant.
Upright.
A little rustling in the wind.
Very decorative.
Matze liked it immediately.

After a few years, her husband looked at it and finally said:

“We’ll have to contain that at some point.”

The bamboo took note of this statement.

After all, “at some point” is a very generous window of time.

In the first year, nothing happened.

The bamboo kept growing.

In the second year, the subject was mentioned again:

“We really should contain that sometime.”

The bamboo rustled approvingly in the wind.

“Planning is important.”

In the third year, the sentence became slightly more precise:

“We absolutely have to contain that soon.”

The bamboo found “soon” an interesting indication of time as well.

By the fourth year, the bamboo had developed quite noticeably.

The mint looked at it and asked:

“Are you actually afraid?”

“Of what?” rustled the bamboo.

“Of being contained.”

The bamboo thought for a moment.

Then it said:

“As long as it is still being announced, it probably isn’t urgent yet.”

More than five years have now passed since the first announcement.

The bamboo is still standing there.
Rustling in the wind.
Looking very pleased with its position in the garden.
And every now and then, Matze’s husband says:

“We really do have to contain that.”

The bamboo then nods inwardly.

Planning, after all, is the first step. 🌿

Garden wisdom:

Some things grow faster than the plans meant to contain them.
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The Hedgehog, the Garden’s Secret Resident

[image: ]


There are residents in the garden that you see every day.

The bamboo, for example. Its height alone makes it rather hard to overlook.

The mint also knows how to draw attention to itself.

The hedgehog is not that kind of resident.

The hedgehog belongs to the category of:

“You know he’s there.”

Matze has seen him exactly once. At dusk.

A small, round creature moving carefully through the garden, as though he had known the place for a long time.

Since then, he has not appeared visibly again.

But you can hear him.

In the evenings.

A rustling beneath the cherry laurel.

The bamboo has a clear theory about this.

“He works behind the scenes.”

The snail finds this very sensible.

“That way, one remains undisturbed.”

Matze, in any case, has decided that this garden resident deserves a little support.

And so, since then, there has been a new rule in the garden in autumn.

Not all the leaves disappear.

Some of them stay. A small pile. A possible hedgehog place.

Matze’s husband regards this development with a certain amount of skepticism.

He has a different idea of order.

“The wind could just scatter it all over the place again.”

Matze takes a more relaxed view.

“Then that’s just how it is.”

The garden understands this decision very well.

Because a garden is not only there for plants.

Sometimes it also needs a few rustling secrets.

The hedgehog understood that long ago.

He remains invisible.

But somewhere beneath the cherry laurel, now and then, there is a very contented rustle. 🌿🦔

Garden wisdom:

A good garden needs more than order.
It also needs a few piles of leaves.
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