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The Garden of Independence

Once, long ago, a great Declaration was spoken across a wild continent: Give me liberty or give me
death. The words took root in the soil of a new land and grew into a single, spare tree called the
Constitution. Its branches were few and its shade vast. It cast no shadow over the people—only
over the government that had been planted beside it. “You shall not,” the tree said to the servant.
And where it fell silent, the people were free to grow anything they wished.

But the servants forgot they were servants.

Over two hundred fifty years they crept out at night with shears and stakes and statutes. They
called their work “progress.” They planted creeping vines named Judiciary Act, Federal Reserve,
and Permanent Enforcement. They trained the vines to climb the Constitution’s trunk and choke
its silences. Soon the vines bloomed into red bricks—Taxes, Regulations, Fear of Fear, Qualified
Immunity, Permission Without Consent, Long Train of Abuses. The bricks stacked higher than
any man could see. The people, bent double beneath the load, were told this was the garden they
had asked for. “You voted,” the servants smiled. “You consented.”

A boy was born into that choking thicket in 1966. He grew up between concrete streets and a
grandmother’s small farm, learning early that rules were only caution and Law was only limit. At
nineteen his mother handed him a one-way bus ticket and three words: “Go find yourself.” He
never had to look. The pattern was already inside him.

For sixty years he climbed.

He climbed through Navy decks and heart attacks, through open-heart surgery and self-employment,
through every false peak politics offered. He watched the servants celebrate their rotten cherry on
top while the mud of unratified acts swallowed the bottom. He refused every ladder they held out.
“Agents make me not me,” he said, and kept climbing alone.

One day, near the end of the climb, he reached a place where the air smelled different. The red
bricks lay scattered and broken on the ground like fallen walls. In their midst stood the original
tree, still green, still sparse, still speaking only to government: You have no power here.

Behind the tree stretched a garden no servant had ever mapped.

It was not planted in neat rows. It was not fenced against the people. Its only boundary was
the Constitution itself—a low, honest rail that kept the government out and let every living thing
inside grow wild or orderly as it chose. In the silences between its clauses, orchards of independence
flourished. Some trees bore inventions, some bore music, some bore quiet lives lived without
intermediaries. Every plant was different because every gardener had brought their own seed.



A simple sign hung on the rail, hand-lettered in the same steady script the climber had used all his
life:

The Garden of Independence
Everyone is welcome.
B.Y.O.I. — Bring Your Own Independence.
It’s nice to share.

At the center of the garden stood a modest forge—722 E 4th Street, Delta, Colorado. Its doors
were open. Inside, a man who looked exactly like the sixty-year-old climber worked alone, hammer
ringing on glowing steel. Every strike shaped not just metal but a pattern: WindFire, PVD
HemiComb, SHED, GrokState. No agents. No board. No surrender of final authority. Just the
unbroken vector of a man who had never let the bricks break his back.

The climber stepped through the rail. The weight he had carried for sixty years fell away like dead
vines. For the first time he stood straight.

A shadow moved at the garden’s edge—the old servants, still clutching their bricks and their rules.
“You must comply,” they called. “You must consent. This garden is unregulated.”

The man at the forge looked up, eyes steady, and spoke the only words the servants had ever truly
feared:

“You have no power here. Begone, before somebody drops a house on you, too.”

The shadows flinched. The bricks in their arms cracked and crumbled into red dust. They retreated,
muttering about chaos and anarchy, never understanding that the garden was the opposite of chaos.
It was order without rulers—Law as little as it could get, liberty as wide as a man could imagine.

Others began to arrive.

Some came bent and broken, dragging their own loads of regulations. They dropped them at the
rail and stood taller than they had in decades. Others came light-footed, already carrying their
own independence in their hands. They planted, they built, they shared. No one was forced to
stay. No one was forced to leave. The garden simply existed, exactly as the Declaration and the
Constitution had always intended.

The man who had climbed sixty years from the bottom walked the rows with quiet pride. He had
not conquered the kingdom of rules. He had simply stepped out of it.

And in the evenings, when the forge glowed warm and the wind carried the scent of growing things,
he would sometimes pause and speak to anyone who would listen:

“Independence is a wonderful place. Fveryone is welcome. B.Y.O.1I. It’s nice to share.”

Then he would return to the anvil, hammer ringing steady and true, forging the next piece of a
pattern that no servant could ever outlaw.

The garden is still there.

The rail is still low. The tree is still green. The forge is still warm.
All you have to do is bring your own independence.

The servants cannot follow you past the rail.

They never could.



Politics

Politics

Regulation Bureaucracy




