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On Paula's small South Sea island there are 

no prisons and no army, no parties and no 

property. She looks at what we take for 

granted with the astonished eyes of a child. 
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A Hallucination? 

 

Although I am acquainted with Paula for 

several years now, many things about her 

are still a mystery to me. When she is not 

with me, I sometimes even wonder whether 

I am only dreaming up her existence – 

whether she is just a figment of my imagina-

tion. 

That's basically how it has always been with 

her, from the very first moment we met. The 

first time I saw her, I was on my way to the 

kiosk on the corner to get my morning pa-

per. All of a sudden, Paula emerged from 

the crowd of all the other people passing by. 



With her wrap-around dress, on which 

exotic birds screamed in bright colours, her 

face that seemed to be carved like out of 

ebony, her thick black hair, in which the 

sunlight sparkled, and her supple feet whose 

smoothness formed a striking contrast to 

the cracked asphalt, Paula looked so alien to 

me that I stared at her as if she were a hal-

lucination. 

I couldn't take my eyes off her, her 

appearance captivated my gaze – and so it 

was no surprise that Paula addressed me. 

"Excuse me," she asked me in the singsong 

tone that flows through all her sentences, 

"am I in Europe here?" 

I don't know how long it took me to close 

my mouth after that, and I don't remember 

what I finally answered. What is clear, how-

ever, is that I interpreted her strange words 

in the most obvious, probably only possible 

way – namely, that she was an illegal immi-

grant who had just been pushed out of the 

dark belly of a truck by a sinister gang of 



traffickers. Of course, this interpretation 

was also advantageous for me in that it 

helped me to overcome all my inhibitions 

and invite Paula to my home without further 

ado. 

 

The Stealth Island 

 

The reason Paula then gave me for her 

strange appearance still doesn't sound very 

credible to my ears. She told me that she 

lived on a South Sea island where no 

foreigner has ever set foot. But how it came 

about that her South Sea paradise had not 



yet been detected by the omnipresent sat-

ellites, Paula could not explain to me. 

Maybe it's because the rugged rock that the 

island is made of looks like rippled waves 

from above. Or perhaps it emits a specific 

type of radiation that wraps itself around 

the island like a cloak of invisibility and has a 

similar repulsive effect on approaching ships 

as two identical magnetic poles have on 

each other. 

For centuries, Paula told me, they had been 

self-sufficient in their little realm. Recently, 

however, worrying news had reached them 

from the other islands around them, with 

which they exchanged goods. These reports 

suggested that technological developments 

would make it impossible to shield their is-

land from the outside world in the near fu-

ture. 

So the question arose how to deal with this: 

should they wait and hope that the bad 

premonitions would not come true? Or was 

it more reasonable to prepare in good time 



for potential contact with the rest of the 

world? 

In the end, a middle course was chosen. On 

the one hand, the islanders wanted to hide 

the existence of their realm from the rest of 

the world as long as possible. Even the 

neighbouring islands should still be kept in 

the dark about the exact location of the is-

land. The alienation and destruction caused 

there by contact with the adventure travel-

lers, this vanguard of mass tourism, was too 

clear to see. 

On the other hand, it was decided to ap-

point a scout who would conduct ethnologi-

cal studies beyond their own borders and 

take a closer look at the "terra incognita". 

Perhaps this would take away some of the 

fear and help them better assess the be-

haviour of the strangers if they were to set 

foot on the shores of the island one day. 

This scout – if we can believe her words – is 

Paula. After a period of preparation, during 

which she had made contact with foreign 



visitors on the neighbouring islands and 

gradually gained an idea of the unfamiliar 

world, she was finally sent into the very eye 

of the storm. 

 

Paula's Secrets 

 

A beautiful story – but with some questions 

left unanswered. For example, it remains 

unclear how Paula – if she really comes from 

a world that does not exist for others – was 

able to cross the borders of other countries. 

Since she had neither a passport nor a visa 

at the beginning, this could only have been 

done in some clandestine way.  



Or did Paula perhaps assume a bogus iden-

tity for this purpose? Did she possibly pre-

tend to the authorities of another country 

that she had lost her passport in order to 

obtain an official travel document? 

I am reluctant to take this thought any fur-

ther. In the final analysis, Paula thus com-

pletely dissolves into a chimera for me. Who 

can guarantee me that the identity she as-

sumes for me is true? Why shouldn't she put 

on a mask here as well to preserve her in-

cognito? Could it be that in the end even her 

island is a pure fiction that she only sustains 

in order to keep me as a sponsor for her 

travels – as I have become in the meantime? 

In fact, my relationship with Paula is rather 

one-sided in this respect. With her story of 

the completely sealed-off island kingdom, 

this black hole gaping in the middle of the 

world, she forces me not to question her 

more closely about her origins and, as far as 

I know anything about them, to leave them 

in the dark in relation to others. 



So in reality Paula's name is not Paula at all, 

and she does not come from the island of 

Palau – as some people might have guessed.  

Even I myself do not know where exactly 

Paula is travelling to when she leaves me 

again after her periodic visits. I just book her 

a flight to the city that – according to her – is 

closest to her island. Where and how she 

travels from there is beyond my knowledge. 

This is precisely the imbalance in our rela-

tionship: I am Paula's object of study, the 

alien something she dissects with ethnologi-

cal interest, while she herself only reveals as 

much about herself and her culture as 

seems opportune to her – and even with 

these narratives I can never know for sure 

that they are not pure invention. 

 



Seeing the World through Paula's eyes  

 

Nevertheless, I would never think of ending 

my relationship with Paula. On the contrary: 

I am almost addicted to her presence, I 

count the days until her next visit, I can 

hardly wait for the grey, Paula-less time to 

be over again. I admit that this is also due to 

Paula's exotic beauty, the South Sea sky that 

beams at others from her eyes, the palm 

tree-like grace of her body. But above all, 

her presence is always like a journey to an-

other world for me. 

When I see the world through Paula's eyes, I 

can break out of the cage of my ego in a way 

that otherwise would only be possible when 

travelling to distant countries. Like every 

journey into the unknown, these imaginary 

voyages can sometimes be quite arduous. 

But they often end up with a feeling of 

liberation, like when, on a chilly day in Au-

gust, one has finally mustered the courage 



to take a bath in a lake warmed by the 

summer heat.  

So I decided to write down some of my con-

versations with Paula to make Paula's view 

of our world accessible to others. In the end, 

it doesn't matter how much truth there is in 

the picture Paula paints of herself. By telling 

about it, I create another fiction anyway – a 

fiction that is based on the love for the fic-

tion she creates of herself. 
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