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“Oh, how many sorcerers, how many sorceresses, are there among us, of whom no one knows!” 

Ariosto: Orlando Furioso. Ges. VIII, 1. 

Isle of Porquerolles, June 1905 

Dear Herr Medical Councilor, after careful consideration and with well thought out intent I will 

follow your wish and fill out the pages of this notebook that you have given me. It will deal only with 

the battle between the two of us, with you as the head doctor of this private lunatic asylum and me, 

the patient that was committed here three days ago. The complaint on which I was forcibly admitted 

here, excuse a student of law if he prefers to use a legal image!—Is that I “Suffer from the delusion 

of being an orange tree”. 

Now Herr Medical Councilor, attempt to provide evidence that my delusion is false. If you succeed in 

convincing me that your opinion is correct I will be instantly “healed”. Isn’t that true? Prove to me 

that I am a man like all the others and merely suffering from a complete nerve collapse or 

pathological monomania like many thousands of sick people in all the sanitariums of the world. If 

you can prove this to me you will have given me back my life again, the neurosis will be blown away 

in an instant. 

On the other hand, I, as the accused, have the right to prove the truth by presenting factual evidence 

myself. It is the purpose of these lines, dear Herr Medical Councilor, to convince you of the 

undisputable truth of my assertion. You see that I think very objectively, every word is calmly 

weighed. I heartily regret the scene I made the day before yesterday. It distresses me very much that 

I disturbed the tranquility of your house through my silly behavior. 

Please consider though, that if someone like you, dear Medical Councilor, or some other healthy 

person was suddenly tricked and deceitfully brought into an insane asylum he would not behave 

much differently. Our hour-long conference yesterday evening has calmed me completely. I know 

that my relatives and fraternity brothers only wanted what was best for me when they brought me 

here. Now I also believe that it was the best thing. 

If I succeed in convincing you, Herr Medical Councilor, a psychiatrist of world renown, of the 

correctness of my assertion, then even the greatest skeptics must bow before this so-called 

“miracle”. You ask me to write in this notebook as detailed an autobiography as possible, a 

curriculum vitae of the course of my life, as well as my thoughts about what you call my “delusion”. I 

understand quite well, that you, a true servant of science, want to get as true as possible a picture of 

the illness out of the patient himself. I wish to comply with even the smallest of your wishes, under 

the definite assumption that you, after recognizing your error, will offer me a helping hand as I from 

hour to hour take on the real form of a tree. When you look through my papers, Herr Medical 

Councilor, which have been in your possession for some time now, you will find the announcement 

of my doctoral exam and a detailed curriculum that contains the outward particulars of my life. 

Therefore I can be very brief here. 



You will gather from the documents that I am the son of a Rheinish industrialist, took my final exam 

at 18 years, served my one-year term with a Berlin guard regiment, enjoyed my youth as a student 

of law at various universities, in between times made a series of greater and lesser travels and finally 

moved here to Bonn to prepare for my bar exam and doctoral exam. All of that has just as little 

interest for you, Herr Medical Counselor, as it does for me. 

The history that we are interested in first began on 22 February of last year. On that day at a 

Fasching Ball I made the acquaintance of the—at the danger of appearing ridiculous I will write it 

down—sorceress who has transformed me into an orange tree. It is completely necessary to say a 

few words about this lady, to whom I was introduced at this celebration. Frau Emy Steenhop has a 

very striking appearance that irresistibly draws all eyes to her. I won’t try to describe her allure; you 

would just smile at it as an exaggeration of someone in love. Yet it is a fact, of all my friends and 

acquaintances, there was not one of us that was not captivated in a moment, that did not consider 

himself lucky for any glance, for any word that she might bestow upon him. 

At that time Frau Emy Steenhop had been living for some two months in a spacious garden villa on 

Koblenz Street, which she had furnished exceptionally tastefully. She kept an open house in which 

the officers of the King’s hussars and the members of the most respected fraternities gathered every 

evening. It is true that no ladies associated with her, yet I am convinced that is only because, as Frau 

Steenhop so frequently laughingly explained, “Even the dead could not endure such women’s 

chatter”. The lady associated even less with any other families in Bonn at that time. It is 

understandable that the gossip in the little town soon occupied itself with the conspicuous stranger 

who drove her snow white 64 hp Mercedes through the streets daily. Soon scandalous rumors went 

from mouth-to-mouth about the nightly orgies on Koblenz Street. 

The clerics fought a vicious campaign and even brought out an absurd story entitled “A Modern 

Messalina”.—its beginning words were “Quousque tandem”—in any case, the highly refined 

gentleman should at least edit his document. 

[Translator’s note:  “Quo usque tandem abutere, Catilina, patientia nostra” is a Latin phrase from 

Marcus Tullius Cicero’s first speech against Catilina. It means “How long, Catiline, will you abuse our 

patience?”.] 

I can assure you, and am convinced that all the gentlemen that ever had the honor of being received 

by Frau Emy Steenhop would agree that nothing ever happened in her house that would go against 

the strictest social forms in the least. A hand kiss—that was the only thing the lady permitted her 

worshipers—and that was all that ever happened, except once the little hussar colonel was 

permitted to press his military mustache on her white forearm. Frau Emy Steenhop had us all on 

such short strings that we were well behaved like pages and served our lady in a romantic, almost 

chivalrous fashion. 

Nevertheless, it happened. Her house suddenly became desolate. On 16 May I had traveled back 

home for my mother’s birthday. When I returned, to my amazement, I discovered that further visits 

to the house of the beautiful Frau were forbidden. It was a command given by the ranking officer of 

the hussar regiment. The fraternities immediately followed this example for their members as well. I 

asked on what grounds; my fraternity brothers shared that a regimental order was binding on them 

as well. It was not possible for a house fraternity to reverse such an order. Indeed, both institutions 

had great respect for each other and many fraternity members served with the hussars or belonged 

to the regiment as reserve officers. Not even the officers themselves knew the basis of the colonel’s 

actions. 



Yet they presumed that it had something to do with the sudden disappearance of Lieutenant Bohlen, 

though they didn’t have the slightest idea why. Harry von Bohlen was personally close to me, so that 

same evening I went to the hussar officers club in order to perhaps learn more particulars. The 

colonel received me very cordially, invited me to have a glass of champagne, but avoided speaking of 

the affair. When I finally asked right to his face, he curtly, but politely, refused to answer. I made one 

last attempt and said: 

“Herr Colonel! Your orders and those of the fraternity are certainly binding for your officers and 

fraternity students, but they are not binding for me. I can still quit my association and then be 

master of my own affairs.” 

“Do whatever you want!” the colonel answered carelessly. 

“I beg you to patiently listen to me for a moment,” I continued. “Perhaps another would not miss the 

house on Koblenz Street that much. He might sigh at times with regret as he remembered the 

beautiful evenings and then finally forget them. But I—” 

He interrupted me. “Young man,” he cried. “You are the fourth person that has given me this 

speech! Two of my lieutenants and one of your fraternity brothers were already here the day before 

yesterday. I have given both lieutenants furlough and they are now preparing to leave. I have given 

your fraternity brother the same advice. I can only tell you the same thing as well. You must forget, 

do you hear!—One sacrifice is enough!” 

“At least explain a little of it to me, Herr Colonel!” I pressed. “I don’t know anything at all and there 

is nowhere else to find out. Does your order have anything to do with the disappearance of Bohlen?” 

“Yes,” said the colonel. 

“What happened to him?” 

“I don’t know,” he answered. “And I fear I will never know.” 

I grabbed onto both of his hands. “Tell me what you know,” I begged, and I felt that there was a 

tremor in my voice that must compel him to answer. 

“For God’s sake, tell me what happened to Bohlen and why you gave that command.” 

He pulled himself loose and said, “Thunderation, it really seems to be much worse with you than 

with the others!” 

He poured both mugs full and pushed mine over to me. 

“Drink, drink,” he cried. 

I downed the champagne and bent forward. 

“Tell me,” he continued and looked at me sharply, “weren’t you the one that recited the poem that 

time?” 

“Yes,” I stammered. 

The colonel stroked his mustache. 

“I was almost jealous of you then,” he said thoughtfully. “Our fairy permitted you to kiss her hand 

twice. Were they really your poems? They were about all kinds of flowers.” 



“Yes, I wrote the poems myself,” I replied. 

“It was frightful nonsense!” he said, as if to himself. “Excuse me,” he continued out loud. “I 

understand absolutely nothing about poetry, absolutely nothing at all. It’s possible that they were 

very beautiful. The fairy thought so.” 

“But Herr Colonel,” I interjected, “what does any of this have to do with my poems? You were going 

to—” 

“Certainly, I wanted to tell you something else,” he interrupted me. “But I’m doing it because of the 

poems. They say that people who write poems are all dreamers. I believe that poor fellow Bohlen, 

also secretly wrote poems.” 

“What does that have to do with Bohlen,” I pressed. 

He ignored the interruption. 

“And dreamers,” he extended his line of thought further, “apparently dreamers are the ones that are 

easiest for her to capture. I want to warn you, Herr, as much as I am able to.” 

He straightened up. 

“Now listen,” he said very seriously. “Seven days ago Lieutenant Bohlen didn’t show up for duty. I 

sent someone over to his apartment, but he was gone. The police helped us; the district attorney’s 

office took all possible steps without any success. And despite the short time that has passed since 

then, I, for one am convinced that all further efforts will prove fruitless. There is no reason for it. 

Bohlen was very capable, had no debts, was very healthy and very happy in his occupation as a 

cavalry officer. He left nothing behind except a short note to me—whose contents I cannot share 

with you.” 

I was seized by a boundless disappointment that my face immediately betrayed. 

“Wait!” The colonel continued. “I hope that I can tell you enough to at least save you. I believe that 

Lieutenant Bohlen is dead, that he took his own life in a spirit of mental derangement.” 

“He wrote that?” I interrupted. 

The colonel shook his head. “No,” he said. “Not one word! He only wrote, “Now I am going to 

disappear. I am not a person anymore. I am a Myrtle tree.” 

“What?” I cried. 

“Yes,” said the colonel “A Myrtle tree! He believed that he had been turned into a Myrtle tree by the 

sorceress, by Frau Emy Steenhop.” 

“But that is just a stupid fantasy!” I cried. 

The colonel once more directed his searching, sympathetic gaze upon me. 

“Fantasy?” he repeated. “You call it fantasy but it can also be called madness. One thing is certain. 

Because of it our poor comrade has gone into the ground. He believed he was bewitched. Weren’t 

we all a little bewitched by the beautiful Frau? Haven’t I, an old ass, been acting like a schoolboy 

fawning on her? I tell you, every evening an extreme yearning falls over me to go over to her Villa 

and press my gray mustache on her soft skin. And I see that it is not any different for my officers. 



First lieutenant Count Arco, whom I sent on leave yesterday, admitted to me that he spent five long 

hours in the moonlight pacing back and forth and I fear he was not the only one. 

With grim humor I fight down my own secret desire and am the last one in the officer’s club every 

night just to give a good example. I assure you, I have drank more champagne this week than I have 

for years—but it has no taste—Drink! Drink! Bacchus is the enemy of Venus.” 

He poured the glasses full again and continued; 

“Now look here young Herr, if such a prosaic fellow as I can’t get rid of the itch or when a ladies’ 

man like Arco takes lonely walks in the moonlight, why shouldn’t I be afraid that Bohlen will not be 

the only one? I have no wish to see my officer corps transformed into a Myrtle forest!” 

“Thank you Herr Colonel,” I said. “Without a doubt you have handled things correctly from your 

viewpoint.” 

He smiled. “Very kind of you to recognize that,” he mocked. “But you would oblige me more if you 

followed my advice. I was once the elder, so to speak, the leader of a witch’s cult on Koblenz Street. 

Now I am the one that is responsible for everyone, not only for my officers. And I have the feeling—

nothing more than a feeling, but I can’t get rid of it, that still more disaster will come from that 

beautiful Frau. You can call me an old fool, a fool, but promise me you will never again set foot in 

that house!” 

He spoke so seriously, so intently, that a strange fear suddenly gripped me as well. 

“Yes Herr Colonel!” I said. 

“It would be best if you went on a trip for a few months like the others have done. Arco has gone to 

Paris with your fraternity brother, you can go there too! That will distract you and you will forget the 

sorceress.” 

I replied, “Yes Herr Colonel!” 

“Your hand on it!” he cried. 

I reached out my right hand and he gave it a mighty shake. 

“I will pack my things immediately and take the afternoon train,” I said firmly. 

“Good!” he cried and wrote a few words on his business card. “Here is the name of the hotel in 

which Arco and your friend are staying. Greet them both for me, have some fun, raise a little hell for 

my sake, but come back to me—without that—gloomy smile!” 

He stroked the corner of my mouth with his index finger as if he wanted to smooth it out. 

I immediately ran back home with the firm intention to depart in three hours. My bags stood there 

already packed. I took a few things out and put some others back in. Then I sat down at the writing 

table and wrote my father a short letter in which I informed him of my trip and asked him to send 

some money to Paris for me. As I was looking for an envelope my glance fell on a thin stack of letters 

and postcards which had arrived while I was away. 

I thought, “They can stay there until I come back from Paris.” 

Then I reached out my hand—and pulled it back again. 

“No, I don’t want to read them,” I said. 



I took a coin out of my pocket and thought, “If it’s heads, I read them.”—I tossed the coin onto the 

table. It was tails.—”All right then,” I said. “I won’t read them.” 

In the same moment I became annoyed over this stupidity and reached for the letters. There were a 

few bills, invitations, advertisements—then a violet envelope that bore my name in large, bold 

letters. I knew immediately that was why I had not wanted to look at the letters. I weighed the letter 

thoughtfully in my hand, but knew that I had to read it. I had never seen the handwriting before, yet 

I knew that it was from her. Suddenly I said to myself, “Now it begins.” 

I didn’t mean anything by it. I had no idea what was now supposed to begin. But I was afraid. I tore 

open the envelope and read: 

“My friend! Don’t forget to bring the orange blossoms this evening. 

Emy Steenhop” 

The letter had been written ten days earlier, on the day that I had gone back home. The evening 

prior to that I had explained to her that I had seen orange blossoms blooming in the gardener’s 

greenhouse and she had expressed the desire to have some blossoms. Early the next morning before 

my departure I had gone to the gardener and contracted him to send some blossoms to her that 

evening along with a card. 

I read the lines very calmly, stuck the letter in my pocket and then tore up the letter to my father. I 

gave no thought at all to the promise I had made to the colonel. I looked at my watch—nine-thirty. 

That was the time she preferred to receive her visitors. I called for a cab and got dressed. 

I went to the gardener and he let me cut some blossoms. Then, finally, I was in front of her villa. I 

was announced and the maid led me into a small room. I sat down on the sofa and stroked the soft 

guanaco pelt that lay over it. 

Then she entered the room in a long yellow silk tea robe. Her black hair was parted in the middle 

and fell over her ears in light ringlets like the women of Lucas Cranach. She was a little pale and a 

violet gleam shone out of her eyes. 

“That is because she is wearing yellow,” I thought. 

“I was away,” I said, “for my mother’s birthday. I just got back this evening a few hours ago.” 

She hesitated a moment. 

“Just this evening?” she repeated. “Then you don’t know—“ 

She interrupted herself, “Naturally you know!” 

She smiled. 

“They would have told you everything in a couple of hours!” 

I remained quiet and twisted my blossoms. 

“Naturally they did,” she continued. “And still you found your way here? I thank you.” 

She reached out her hand to me and I kissed it. 

Then she said very softly, “I knew that you would come.” 

I straightened up. 



“Gracious Frau,” I said. “I found your letter upon my return and have hastened to bring you the 

blossoms.” 

She smiled. 

“Don’t lie!” she cried. “You knew ten days ago that I wrote the letter and sent me blossoms then.” 

She took the branches out of my hand and put them up to her face. 

“Orange blossoms,—orange blossoms,” she said slowly. “How magnificent they smell!” 

She looked straight at me and continued: 

You don’t need any excuse to come here.—You came here because you had to, didn’t you?” 

I bowed. 

“Sit down, my friend,” said Frau Emy Steenhop. “We will drink some tea!” 

She rang the bell. 

*               * 

* 

Believe me, Herr Medical Councilor! I could repeat to you word for word every single conversation 

from each of the many evenings that I spent with the Lady. My memories are chiseled as if in bronze. 

I will never forget one movement of her hand, or the light play of her eye brows.—I will pick out the 

essential particulars to form the image that you desire from me. 

Once Frau Emy Steenhop said, “Do you know what happened to Harry Bohlen?” 

I replied, “I know what the people say.” 

She asked, “Do you believe that I turned him into a myrtle tree?” 

I took her hand to kiss it. 

“If that is what you desired, beautiful Frau.” I laughed, “Then I will gladly believe it.” 

But she pulled her hand away. She spoke—and her voice rang with such certainty that I trembled. 

“I believe it!” 

*               * 

* 

She expressed the desire that I bring her orange blossoms every evening. One evening as I once 

more handed her the white blossoms she whispered, “Astolf.” 

Then she continued more loudly: 

“Yes, I will call you Astolf. And if you like, you can call me Alcina.” 

I know, dear Herr Medical Councilor, how little leisure time you have to occupy yourself with old 

stories and sagas. So presumably these two names will mean nothing to you at all while to me they 

instantly revealed a terrible and yet sweet wonder.  If you knew of Ludovico Ariosto, if you had read 

some of the heroic stories of Cinquecento, you would be familiar with the beautiful fairy Alcina. She 



captured Astolf from the land of angels in her net as well as the mighty Rudiger, the son of Haimon 

Reinold of Montalban, the knight of Bayard and many other heroes and paladins. And when she 

became tired of her lovers she turned them into trees.— 

She laid her hands on my shoulders and looked at me. 

“If I were Alcina,” she said, “would you like to be my Astolf?” 

I said nothing, but my eyes answered her. 

Then she said, “Come!” 

*               * 

* 

You are a psychiatrist, Herr Medical Counselor, and I know that you are an esteemed authority. I 

have often read your name in all sorts of papers. People talk about you, say that you have developed 

a new theory. Now I believe that one person alone has never developed a so called new theory by 

themselves. Instead these ideas appear in the heads of different people at the same time. I hope 

that your new theory of the human psyche will perhaps include my own as well.  It is this feeling that 

allows me to place such unbounded trust in you. 

Isn’t it true that thought is the ultimate, is the only thing that is real. It is boyish nonsense to think of 

matter as something tangibly real. That which I can see, touch and grasp with my own senses, can 

also appear to be something entirely different with the aid of some simple instruments. 

A drop of water appears to be a small, clear and transparent ball to my poor human senses. But 

under a microscope like the ones children play with, I learn that it is a playground for wildly battling 

germs. That is a higher perspective—but not the highest. There is no doubt that in a hundred years 

they will smile at our most brilliant scientific instruments, just as we do now at the instruments of 

Asclepius. 

Therefore, the most miraculous instruments are no more useful than my poor senses. Matter is 

always something different than what we perceive it to be. Not only can I never completely 

understand the essence of matter, there is no essence to understand. When I spray the drops of 

water against the hot stove they vaporize in an instant. When I throw a piece of sugar into my tea it 

dissolves. If I smash the cup which I drink from, I will have shards, but no cup any more. 

But if Being can be turned into not-Being with the turn of a hand it is not worth speaking of as Being. 

Not- Being, death, is the only essence of all matter. Life is only a negation of this essence for an 

infinitely short span of time.—But the thought of these water drops, these pieces of sugar, remains 

unchanging. It can never be broken, evaporated or dissolved. Isn’t it much truer to speak of these 

thoughts as reality than it is of fleeting matter? 

Now we are human, Herr Medical Councilor, just as material as everything around us. Any chemist 

can easily tell us the percentage of oxygen, nitrogen, hydrogen and so on which we contain. But if 

thought can manifest in us—what right do we have to assume that it can’t manifest in other physical 

matter as well? 

I always use the term “thought”, Herr Medical Counselor, only on the basis that it best fits the sense 

of what I am personally trying to express. Like how different languages use different words for the 

same concept. Like how the Italians call the thing we speak with “bocca”, while the English say 

“mouth”, the French say “bouche” and the Germans say “Mund”. In the same way the sciences and 



arts have different words for the same thing. What I call “thought” the theosophist designates as 

“God”, the mystic uses “soul”, the doctor uses “consciousness”. You, Herr Medical Counselor, might 

perhaps choose the word “psyche”. But you will agree with me that this concept, whatever you want 

to call it, is the original and at the same time the only reality that there is. 

Now if this isolated concept has all the properties that the theologians attribute to their so called 

personal God, then it is infinite, eternal and boundless. If it manifests in our brains why shouldn’t it 

exist and manifest openly in other things as well? I can think of a few more comfortable dwelling 

places that the brains of some people. 

This is nothing new at all. Millions of people have believed in all ages—and still believe today—that 

the soul exists in animals as well. For example the teachings of Buddha have taken up the theory of 

transmigration of the soul. What prevents us from going a step further and placing souls in springs, 

trees and boulders, like they did—perhaps only out of poetic-aesthetic grounds—in ancient Greece? 

Yes, I believe that the time has come, that human understanding has evolved to the point where it is 

capable of recognizing the souls in other organic life. 

I already spoke to you of my poems that I once read to the Lady, the ones the colonel called frightful 

nonsense. They could well be—I have no opinion over them. Further, they are only a stammering 

attempt to express the souls of a few flowers in human language. 

How does it happen that the eucalyptus tree evokes in every artist the thought of the longing and 

outstretched arms of a naked woman? That the daffodil unconsciously reminds us of death?  That 

wisteria enchants us with the image of a pastor’s blonde little daughter and the orchid reminds us of 

a witch’s Sabbath and black masses? 

For this reason—it is because those thoughts live in those flowers and trees. 

Do you believe it is coincidence that the rose is the symbol of love with all the people of the world? 

That the violet is the symbol of modesty? There are hundreds of little fragrant flowers that bloom 

just as hidden and concealed as the violet. None of them have the same effect on us. But when we 

pick a violet we instinctively think of modesty. This strange feeling does not come out of the little 

flower to us through our other senses; it comes to us through its fragrance. Take a bottle of “Vera 

violetta”, whose fragrance is so deceptive that you can’t distinguish it from a large bouquet of violets 

in the dark, and you will never get the same feeling. 

In the same way the thought of the eternally victorious masculine which seizes us, against our wills, 

in the vicinity of a blooming chestnut tree has nothing at all to do with that which first meets our 

senses, the mighty trunk, the broad leaves or the thousands of glowing, blooming candles. Only after 

consideration do we come to the realization that here it is the scarcely noticeable fragrance that 

reveals the thought, the soul of the tree to us. 

Apparently the concept, which I call “thought”, can take on all forms and shapes. The very fact that I 

or anyone else can share the same thought is already full proof of this. Thought knows no 

boundaries, so it is not limited by physical matter at all. Today no person can avoid the insight that 

truth is—really relative like everything else—a monistic world view, that teaches us humans that the 

physical part of us is no different than any other physical matter. When I admit this, I must also on 

the other hand admit the existence of thought—in its true and most powerful sense—In that very 

moment I am forced to a realization, forced to only one conclusion that is confirmed, by the way, 

through thousands of examples. 



Thought does not only exist in humans, if you will, but is also capable of penetrating everything else 

that is physical. Why wouldn’t we find it in the trunks, leaves and blossoms of an orange tree? 

For the Faustian natured philosopher this consists of the belief, which civilized people have also 

accepted, expressed in these introductory words, “In the beginning was the word”. They leave it at 

that and never get beyond this mysterious “Logos”.  That is until some great revelation is someday 

revealed in its entirety in some one’s head. Then the human brain, which is created from the 

physical matter of this dead star that we call earth, will achieve perfection as a result. 

But it is wrong that all the people, like the mystics, believe in such a revelation of the “Logos” and 

continue on in their occupations, always assuming that it will come suddenly, like a bolt of lightning. 

It will come like it always came, slowly, step by step, like the sun evolved out of cosmic dust and 

humans out of amoeba primitiva. 

It is infinite and never ending. That is why it will never achieve perfection. 

No hour goes by, no second, in which thought is not revealed, larger and more majestic than before. 

Ever more and more we recognize this concept, that thought is everything. 

And an ever greater realization of which I believe is that it is reflected in my brain. Oh, I don’t 

imagine that I am the only one. I already told you, Herr Medical Councilor, that I believe a thought 

never bears fruit in one brain alone. But the semen of the spirit is withered in many, and only 

blossoms in a few. 

*               * 

* 

One night the Frau, whom I call Alcina, covered the entire bed on which we lay with orange 

branches. When she wrapped herself around me her delicate nostrils trembled as they pressed 

tightly against my neck. 

“My friend,” she said, “you smell like the blossoms!” 

I laughed and believed that she was joking.—but later I became convinced that she was right. 

*               * 

* 

One day the land lady where I live came into my room. She sniffed around in the air and said: 

“Oh how good that smells! Do you have more orange branches here?” 

But I had not had any blossoms in my room for several days. 

I said to myself, “Both could be deceiving themselves. The human nose is not a highly developed 

organ.” 

But my hunting dog would not be deceived. His nose was infallible. So I made an experiment. I often 

had my dog fetch an orange branch in my dwelling and in the garden. I would hide it carefully and 

then instruct him to bring it when I cried, “Fetch the blossoms!” He always brought the branch back 

after a short time from even the most hidden place. 

Then I waited several days without any blossoms in my dwelling. One morning I took the animal 

along with to the swimming pool. As I climbed out of the water I cried: 



“Ali! Go! Fetch the blossoms!” 

The hunting dog lifted his head up high in the air, sniffed a couple of times and then without further 

thought came up to me. I went into my bathing stall and showed him my clothing that perhaps still 

had some remnant of fragrance left on them. But the dog scarcely sniffed them and again sniffed at 

me. It was my flesh that gave off the fragrance that he smelled. 

Now, Herr Medical Councilor, if that happened with the dog and his highly developed organ, don’t 

you need to wonder if you have made the same mistake assuming I had branches with me. 

Yesterday evening after you left my room, I heard what you said to the servant in the hallway. When 

I was out in the garden for a stroll he was supposed to carefully search through my room and take 

out any orange branches. I don’t take this badly of you. You believed that I had such blossoms 

hidden away and held it as your duty to remove anything that would remind me of my delusion. Herr 

Medical Councilor, you can spare your servant the effort. He can search in my room for hours and 

not find any blossoms. But when you visit me again you will once more smell the fragrance that 

comes from out of my flesh. 

  

*               * 

* 

Once I dreamed that I walked through a wide garden at noon time, past a round fountain, through a 

pagoda with broken marble columns and over a long smooth lawn. I saw a tree that shimmered all 

over with blood red fiery oranges. Then I knew that I was that tree. 

The soft wind played in my leaves and in expansive infinite desire I extended my full limbs outward. 

A tall Frau in a wide yellow robe came walking up the white gravel path. Her gaze caressed me out of 

deep violet eyes. 

Then my thick branches rustled, “Pick some of my fruit, Alcina!” 

She understood this speech, raised a white arm and broke off a branch with five or six golden fruit. 

There was a soft, sweet pain and I awoke. I saw her crouching right next to me on the soft pale 

yellow furs. Her eyes were staring at me so curiously. 

“What are you doing?” I asked. 

“Hush!” she whispered. “I am listening to your dreams.” 

*               * 

* 

On one afternoon we traveled over the Rhine from Dragon Rock down to Heisterbach cloister. She 

threw herself down onto the grass behind the ivy covered ruins. I sat near her and deeply breathed 

in the air of the linden trees, lifted my breast and stretched my arms out wide. 

“Yes,” she said and closed her eyes with their deep lashes, “yes, spread your branches out! How cool 

it is to rest in your shadow!” 

Then she told me— 

*               * 



* 

Oh, throughout the nights she would talk to me; tell me ancient sagas, fairytales and stories. She 

always had her eyes closed. Her delicate lips opened only a little and her words dropped out of her 

mouth ringing like silver bells. 

“You stole my girdle from me,” said Flordelis to her knight.   “Bring me another one that is worthy of 

me!” 

Then blonde Gryph saddled his horse and hunted through all the lands of the world to obtain a girdle 

for his mistress. He battled with giants and knights, with witches and necromancers and won the 

most magnificent girdles. But he threw them in the dust, or in the laps of beggars, and cried that 

they were poor rags and not worthy of adorning the loins of his Lady. And after he wrested the girdle 

of Venus herself away from the mighty Rodomont, he tore it into shreds and swore that he wanted 

to create a girdle for her that even a goddess had never worn. Then he defeated the sorcerer Atlas 

and stole his winged horse. He rode in the air through wind and storm and with impudent hands 

tore the Milky Way down from the heavens. 

He came back to his mistress and kissed her white feet. Then he placed the girdle around her hips, 

from out of which many thousand stars twinkled like jewels.— 

*               * 

* 

“Read to me what you wrote about the orchids,” she said. 

So I read to her. 

When the Devil 

Was a woman 
She was Lilith 

Her black hair coiled 

In heavy knots 

And her pale features 

Were surrounded 

And framed 

With Botticelli’s 

Confused thoughts 

When she softly smiled 

At the gold bands 

And colored stones 

On all of her narrow fingers 

When she read Bourget 



And loved Huysmans 

When she understood 

Maeterlinck’s silence 

And her soul bathed 

In the colors 

Of Gabriel D’Annunzio 

She once laughed— 

And when the Princess 

 Laughed a little serpent 

Sprang out of her mouth 

This most beautiful Devil 

Stroked the serpent 

This queen stroked the serpent 

With her be-ringed fingers 

So that it turned, hissed, 

Hissed, hissed 

And sprayed venom 

Lilith collected the drops 

And sprinkled them 

Over her heavy copper vase 

Of moist earth, 

Black, moist earth 

Her vast hands moved lightly 

All around the 

Heavy copper vase 

Caressing it 

Softly her pale lips sang 

Her old spell— 

Her spell rang 

Like a child’s rhyme 

Soft and languid, 



Languid like the kisses 

From her mouth 

The moist earth drank 

And life arose in the vase 

Enticed by her languid kisses 

Enticed by her soft sounds 

And slowly out 

Of the black earth crept 

Orchids— 

In front of the favorite 

Mirroring her 

Pale features 

Surrounded with 

Botticelli vipers 

Creeping sideways 

Out of the copper vase 

Orchids— 

Devil’s flowers 

Those of the old earth 

That through Lilith’s spell 

And specially prepared 

Serpent’s venom 

Had been brought 

Into the light, 

Orchids— 

Devil’s flowers 

  

“That is beautiful,” said Alcina. 

*               * 

* 



Yes, Herr Medical Councilor, such was our life, a fairy tale woven out of the rays of the sun. We 

breathed in a lost past and a never suspected future grew out of our kisses. 

And always clearer, oh so crystal clear, became the harmony of our dreams. Once she interrupted 

me in the middle of a song. 

She said, “—Hush!” and pressed her face tightly against my breast. I could feel how her delicate 

nostrils trembled against my flesh—for just a minute. 

Then she lifted her head and said, “You don’t need to speak. I can smell your thoughts.” 

She closed her eyes—and slowly recited my verse to the end.— 

—Or she would take my head tightly in her arms and stroke my temples with her slender fingers. 

Then I felt how her desire slipped into me, flattering and taking possession of my soul. It played 

through my temples like sweet music, like a song of dancing sun beams. 

Where the green plains extend, where cool mountain water springs over marble slabs, where large 

butterflies flutter between magnolia blossoms and white peacocks dream their lonely dreams, there 

stands a tree. 

It extends its limbs out all in all directions and the fragrance of marriage and love fills the air around 

it. White blossoms rise out of its leaves, and golden fruit shimmers in between. 

A fairy rests in its cool shade. She tells fairytales to the tree that is her lover. She speaks and he 

rustles in the wind and sends his fragrance to her. That is how they chat. 

  

  

*               * 

* 

  

  

So the realization grew in me, slowly, gradually, just like all revelations come. It was so harmonious 

that I did not notice a single milestone. The few particulars that I gave you, Herr Medical Councilor, 

came out of a thousand that I could have used. The miracle began the first time I saw this Frau,—or 

perhaps it began even earlier. Couldn’t my poems, for example, be a first weak expression of my 

thought? 

But the miracle will be complete when I stand there outside in the sun bearing white blossoms and 

golden red fruit. In the meantime the transformation proceeds quietly, strong and fully aware 

without any conscious resistance. 

It is not only the soul, but the body as well. Didn’t I already tell you that all my flesh is saturated with 

this sweet fragrance?—You will be convinced yet, Herr Medical Counselor! 

  

  

*               * 



* 

  

  

Then the last nights came. She once said to me: 

“I must leave you soon.” 

That did not frighten me. Every second with her was like an eternity, and my happy arms would be 

permitted to embrace her through even more infinite eternities. I nodded and she continued. 

“You know what will happen then, Astolf?” 

I nodded again and asked, “Where are you going?” 

Then two tears fell down her cheeks. She straightened up and her eyes glowed like lonely night stars 

over the ice covered steppe. 

“Over the ocean,” she said, “from where I came.—But I will write to you—and then later, when you 

are blooming outside, when the light breeze plays in your branches, then later, I will come again. I 

will come to you my love, and dream our sweetest dreams with you.” 

“My love,” she said, “my love!” 

And as green ivy tendrils twine around a trunk and branches, she embraced me—like that. 

  

  

*               * 

* 

  

  

You know what happened then, Herr Medical Councilor. One evening when I went to her villa I rang 

in vain. She was gone and her villa was empty. I set the police and detectives in motion and ran 

around like a fool all day long. I did ridiculous and foolish things, but I assure you, Herr Medical 

Counselor, all of that can be accounted for as a person in love whose beauty has vanished suddenly 

as if by a stroke of magic. 

My fraternity brothers were concerned about me, more than I wanted. They were the ones that 

telegraphed my parents. Then came the outburst of anger, which you call a catastrophe, and yet can 

be so easily explained. My friends, who wouldn’t leave me alone for even a minute after my antics, 

noticed that I was always watching for the mailman. And when the letter came, her letter, they took 

it away from him down on the street. 

Today I know very well that they were led by good intentions, that they wanted to keep me from 

getting newly excited. But in that moment, as I looked out from the window everything became red 

before my eyes. To me it seemed a desecration that their hands would touch her letter, that their 

eyes would read the lines that she had written. I tore the sharp polished fencing foil from the wall 

and hurried down onto the street. I called out to them to give me my letter. When they refused I hit 



the one that was holding the letter in the face with my weapon. The blood spurted and spotted the 

letter which I tore from him. I ran up to my room, bolted myself in and read the lines. She wrote: 

  

“If you love me, bring it to an end.—Oh, I will come, will come to you, my love! I will rest in your cool 

shade and tell you sweet tales. 

  

Alcina” 

  

  

*               * 

* 

  

  

Now I am finished Herr Medical Councilor. I was brought here through trickery, but now I thank the 

fates that led me here. My agitation is gone and in this tranquility I have once more found my own 

peace. I sit in the sweet fragrance that exudes from me, and feel, know that I am bringing it to an 

end. Already writing is difficult for me, Herr Medical Councilor. My fingers no longer want to stay 

together. They are spreading out, stretching in all directionslike a branch. 

You institution lies in a wide majestic park. I am going to walk around in it this morning. It is so large 

and so beautiful. I know, Herr Medical Councilor, that my words have convinced you. Oh, they have 

done that! When the hour comes that is so near you will not attempt to hinder the fulfillment of my 

transformation. I will stand there at the back of the great meadow where the waterfall splashes. I 

know you will take care of me, Herr Medical Councilor. The gardener on Bonner Talweg understands 

about orange trees and he will give you advice. Then I will not become stunted, I will grow and 

bloom and my splendor will bring you joy. 

She will write, Herr Medical Councilor. Then you will know her address. 

And one more thing, each summer when my crown glitters with thousands of golden fruit, pick the 

most beautiful ones and place them in a basket. Then send them to her. 

Put a little note in it with these sweet words that I heard one time on the streets of Granada: 

  

“My love, take the blood orange, 

That I picked in the quiet garden. 

My love, take the blood orange! 

—But don’t cut it with a knife, 

Or you will cut through my heart, 

Which is in the middle of the blood orange!” 
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