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The garden as heterotopia 

• The traditional garden of the Persians was a 
sacred space that was supposed to bring together 
inside its rectangle four parts representing the 
four parts of the world, with a space still more 
sacred than the others that were like an 
umbilicus, the navel of the world at its center […] 
The garden is the smallest parcel of the world and 
then it is the totality of the world. The garden has 
been a sort of happy, universalizing heterotopia 
since the beginnings of antiquity […] 
 

• Michel Foucault: Of Other Spaces 1967, p. 25-26 



Cloister Garth, Santa Maria Novella, 
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Francesco Cololonna: 
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Leonardo da Vinci: The Vitruvian Man, 
c. 1487 



Gardens as ’third nature’ 

• Per li giardini… la industria de’ paisani ha fatto 
tanto, che la natura incorporata con l’arte è 
fatta artefice, e connaturale de l’arte, e 
d’amendue è fatta una terza natura, a cui non 
saprei dar nome (Jacopo Bonfadio 1541) 

• (For in the gardens… the industry of the local people has 
been such that nature incorporated with art is made an 
artificer and naturally equal with art, and from them 
both together is made a third nature, which I would not 
know how to name.) 

• John Dixon Hunt: Greater Perfections. Thames & Hudson 2000, p. 33 



Renaissance gardens imitate the order 
of Nature 

• Like the city plans, gardens are images of en 
ideally ordered nature, the trees in rows, 
quincunxes, and compartments, as were the 
herbs and flowers, the whole composed of 
regular geometric units. In this sense as well the 
concept of the third nature must be understood: 
the garden is another nature structured by 
human intellect to reveal the order inherent in 
nature.  

• Claudia Lazzarro: The Italian Renaissance Garden, Yale University Press 1990, p. 45) 



 



This is the ancient Tiburtium a town sealed on the very roots of the mountain, just 
when the first rise takes place, so that the views from it, and the situation itself are 
exceedingly rich and picturesque, an uninterrupted prospect over a vast plain with that 
fine Rome in the distance. Before you the eye reaches as far as the sea, behind you  
rise the mountains. (Michel Eyquem Montaigne’s Diary account of Italian Gardens  
(1580-81, published 1774, from Turner 2004) 







In another place, you hear the notes of birds blended in harmony, an artificial effect, 
[…]. On touching a spring, you give notion to an artificial owl, which on presenting  
itself on the top of a rock causes a sudden cessation of the previous harmony,  
the little birds being supposed to have become allarmed at his presence; then,  
on touching another spring, the owl retires, and the birds re-commence, and you  
can continue this sport as long as you like. (Michel Eyquem Montaigne’s  Diary account of  
Italian Gardens (1580-81, published 1774, from Turner, 2004 Montaigne)  



These various streams cross each other midway in the air, and produce a continues  
and heavy rain, which descends violently into the water below, and the rays of the sun  
falling upon it, produce a rainbow well nigh as brillant as that we see in the sky 
 (Michel Eyquem Montaigne’s  Diary account of Italian Gardens (1580-81, published 1774, 
from Turner, 2004) 
 











Poliphilo at the sleeping nymph 

She held her lips slightly open so as to breathe, and the opening was carved 
and drilled out so that one could almost see her throat. Her loose tresses 
flowed over the cloth, with the finest hairs following the grooved or folded 
surface of the rumpled material. Her thighs were suitably fleshy, her plump 
knees slightly bent, showing her narrow feet which tempted one to reach out 
one’s hand to stroke and tickle them; and the rest of her lovely body was 
enough to provoke even one made of stone, like herself. Behind her head was 
an arbutus tree with it evergreen foliage and many soft, round fruits, full of 
birds which seemed to be twittering and inducing the nymph’s sweet slumber. 
At her feet there stood a satyr, all aroused in prurient lust: he had goat’s legs, 
his lips edhered to his snub, aprine nose, and his bard divided at the chin into 
twin tufts of goatish culrs. These also covered his flanks and his head, which 
had hairy ears and a wreath of leaves, and seemed to be a mixture of goat 
and human. I reckoned that for this immensely skilled work, the sculptor must 
have been able to summon up nature’s own creation in his mind. (translated 
by Joscelyn Godwin) 
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