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KAFKA SHORTS 
 

Meditation I 
 
Shortly after the music begins Kafka enters from the wings. He is wearing a rather severe 
black suit and a bowler hat. He is carrying an umbrella. He carefully folds his umbrella 
and sits down on a chair to one side of the quartet. 
 
Samsa enters from the opposite wing. He (She) looks confused, surprised to see the string 
quartet and the audience. He is dressed in a rather rumpled and non descript business 
suit. He is carrying a worn attaché case. He sees Kafka, hesitantly nods to him, and sits 
down in a chair on the opposite side of the string quartet. 
 

1. The Way Home 
 

Kafka 
Kafka rises, straightens his clothing, and moves to center stage. Ecstatically, he first 

addresses Samsa, the quartet, and then the audience. Kafka is an expressive performer, 
phrasing his words as if they were music. 

↓  
Do you see the persuasive force the air has after a thunderstorm? 
↓ 
My merits become evident. They overpower me, though, I grant you, I don't put up any 
resistance. 
→ 
I march along and my tempo is the tempo of my side of the street, 
of the whole street, of this quarter. 

He marches along with the music, grandiosely. 
* 

Gradually, he becomes more serious, but still euphoric. 
→ 
It is fitting that mine is the responsibility for all the raps on doors, for all the dishes 
clattering on tables. 

With his umbrella, he raps loudly several times on the floor.  Glancing at the string 
quartet and at Samsa, he seems to be seeking their approval. 

→ 
Mine the responsibility for all toasts drunk. 

He glances at the quartet and at Samsa, seeking confirmation. 
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→ 
Mine the responsibility for lovers in their beds, 
→  
for lovers in the scaffolding of new buildings, for lovers pressed to each other against the 
house walls in dark alleys, or on the divans of a brothel. 
→  
I compare my past with my future, and find both of them admirable. I cannot give 
preference to either one, and find nothing to grumble at save the injustice of providence 
that has so favored me. 

He affects a grotesquely megalomaniacal march. 
* 

Gradually he deflates and draws in upon himself. 
* 

He prepares to sit down 
→  
It is only as I enter my room that I feel a little meditative - although on the stairs 
nothing worth meditation came to me. 
 

He sits down. 
* 

He rises from his chair, listening to the quartet. 
↓  
It doesn't help much that I open my window wide and that I hear music still playing 
in a garden. 

He sits down. 
 

Meditation II 
 
↓ 

Samsa 
Both Samsa and Kafka remain seated 

as Samsa speaks to the audience 
What was that about? 

To Kafka 
And who are you? 
 

Kafka 
I am Franz Kafka 
 

Samsa 
You are not Franz Kafka! Who are you? 
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Kafka 
I am a government insurance investigator; I am part owner of an asbestos factory, 
I am a Czechoslovakian Jew who lives in the Jewish Quarter of Prague. 
I speak and I write in German. I am Franz Kafka. The year is 1921. And who are you? 
	  
↓	  

Samsa 
Well, if you are that Franz Kafka, then perhaps I am.... 

He rises from his chair and moves center stage 
to address the audience with a flourish 

Georg Bendemann and I am about to drown myself, or I am the Hunger Artist,  
or Joeph K. about to go on trial, or ...perhaps I am ...Gregor Samsa, a salesman 

He indicates his attaché case as proof. 
 
↓ 

Kafka 
Aha!.. 

Kafka rises from his chair to directly address Samsa 
and are you that Gregor Samsa, 

He winks at the Quartet 
my Gregor Samsa, the one who 

He adresses the audience. 
"awoke one morning from uneasy dreams and found himself transformed in his bed into 
an enormous insect"? 
 
↓ 

Samsa 
Growing increasingly agitated. 

Yes, that Gregor Samsa, the salesman with the dysfunctional family and uneasy dreams.  
He grabs Kafka by his coat lapels. 

Tell me, Herr Kafka, the dreams, are they real? Am I real? Or are the uneasy dreams 
Freudian dreams? 

Kafka shakes himself loose from Samsa, trying to calm him down, 
gesturing for him to sit in his chair. 

 
→ 

Kafka 
Freud...Sigmund Freud ... The Interpretation of Dreams...Of course, I read Freud. Who 
didn’t? 

He hesitates and ruminates. 
No, my writing is not Freudian.  

He urges Samsa to sit down - which he does. 
Samsa...Gregor...There is no living to be made writing. I work at the Workers' Accident 
Insurance Institute for the Kingdom of Bohemia. My writing, when I am healthy enough 
to write, happens late at night and in the small hours of the morning, when I see visions. 



	   5	  

2. In the Night 
 
↓ 

Kafka 
Immersed in the night. Just as one sometimes lowers one's head to reflect, I am utterly 
immersed in the night. 
→ 
All around me people are asleep. It's just a little play-acting, a little innocent self 
deception... 
↓ 

(Kafka addresses the audience directly.) 
It's play-acting that you sleep in houses, in safe beds, under a safe roof. 
↓ 
It's self-deception that you stretch out or curl up on mattresses, in sheets, under blankets. 
↓ 
The reality is that you flock together as you did once long ago. 
↓ 
The reality is that you are in a wasteland, in a camp in the open, that you are countless, 
an army, a people, under a cold sky, on cold earth, collapsed where once you had stood, 
forehead pressed on the arm, face to the ground, breathing quietly. 
→ 

He turns to Samsa and points. 
And you are watching, are one of the watchmen. 

He turns to the cellist and points. 
You find the next one by brandishing a burning stick 
from the brush pile beside you. 

He turns to the audience and points. 
Why are you watching? Someone must be watching. Someone must be there. 
 

Meditation III 
 

Kafka sits down, and as he sits, Samsa gets up to 
again address Kafka in desperation. 

↓ 
Samsa 

Kafka, am I this "someone"? Kafka, who... what am I? If I'm not a Freudian 
Dream. Am I a Commentary from the Talmud, a lesson from the Torah? Am I a 
philosophical, religious puzzle? 
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↓ 
Kafka 

Kafka gets up and speaks to Samsa. 
Yes, I studied my Jewish tradition. No, you are not a commentary. 
→ 
You - Gregor - are the product of my altered state of clairvoyance, when I become 
a double being, ambidextrous. You are a point of crystallization - an open-ended image. 

He urges a dissatisfied Samsa to sit down. but Samsa refuses. 
 

Kafka returns to his seat, retrieves his folded up umbrella, 
and returns to center stage, with Samsa standing close by. 

 
 

3. The Vulture 
 

↓ 
Kafka 

A vulture is hacking at my feet. 
He illustrates this with his umbrella. 

↓ 
It has already torn my boots and stockings, now it is hacking at the feet themselves. 
↓ 
Again and again it strikes at them. 
↓ 
It circles restlessly several times around me and then returns to continue its work. 

Kafka urges Samsa to react. 
 
→ 

Samsa 
Why do you suffer this vulture? 

(Spoken in an amazed but genteel manner) 
 
→ 

Kafka 
Helpless 

I am defenseless. When it came and began to attack me, I of course tried to drive it away, 
even to strangle it. But these animals are very strong. It wanted to spring at my face, but I 
preferred to sacrifice my feet. Now they are almost torn to bits. 
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→ 
Samsa 

Imagine letting yourself be tortured like this! One shot and that's the end of the vulture. 
 

Kafka 
Really? And would you do that? 
 

Samsa 
With pleasure. I've only got to go home and get my gun.  Could you wait another half an 
hour? 
 

Kafka 
I'm not sure about that.  

Rigid with pain. 
 

Samsa goes off stage to fetch his gun as Kafka gazes warily above, eyeballing the 
imaginary vulture. 

→ 
To the audience 

He is calmly listening. calmly observing, he lets his eye wander between myself and that 
gentleman. 
↓ 
He understands everything. 
↓ 
He flies upward. He leans far back gaining impetus and then... 
↓ 
like a javelin thrower, he thrusts his beak through my mouth and deep into me. 
↓ 
Falling backward, I am free, liberated.. 
↓ 

relieved 
I feel him drowning irretrievably in my blood...  my blood filling my every depth, 
my blood flooding over my every shore. 
 

Samsa rushes back onto the stage. 
 

Meditation IV 
↓  

Samsa 
Kafka, my head is spinning. It's too much... 
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Kafka 
Too much of what? 
 
↓ 

Samsa 
The German for "vulture".  
 

Kafka 
Geier? 

 
Samsa 

Yes, Geier. Are you referring to the famous nobleman Florian Geyer, executed in the 
17th Century for supporting the Peasant's War? 

 
Kafka 

Possibly. 
 

Samsa 
Or is it Yiddish "Geier", meaning peddlar, if I'm not mistaken. Do you also speak 
Yiddish? 

 
Kafka 

I love the Yiddish theater. 
 
↓ 

Samsa 
Since you love Yiddish theater, is this a Jewish Vulture? 
 

Kafka 
Perhaps. 

Kafka begins to laugh uncontrollably. 
 
↓ 

Samsa 
Another possibility: it occurs to me that your Vulture might refer to the progress of a 
disease. Tuberculosis? The victim literally drowns in blood. Kafka, do you have 
tuberculosis? 
 
↓ 

Kafka 
A rabbi once said to me: "How do you know, friend, what is more pleasing to God,  
your studying or your suffering?” 
 
As Kafka returns to his chair, he offers Samsa center stage and encourages him to speak. 
 



	   9	  

4. The Excursion in the Mountains 
↓ 

Samsa 
to the seated Kafka 

I don't know! 
to the audience 

Can you hear me? I do not know!  
to the quartet 

No one hears me. 
to Kafka 

If nobody comes, then nobody comes. 
He laughs - realizing that he has discovered 

a Kafka-esque theme. 
 
↓ 
I've done nobody any harm, and nobody has harmed me - or helped me - nobody at all. 
↓ 
Yet, that isn't quite true. Only, that nobody helps me – 
→ 
Otherwise, being with nobody would be quite lovely. I'ld love to go on an excursion -
Why not? -  with a pack of nobodies. Where? Into the mountains of course, where else? 
↓ 
How you nobodies jostle each other, 
↓ 
aimlessly, arms linked, 
↓ 
your countless feet separated  slightly. 
↓ 
Of course, you are all in evening dress, tails. 
↓ 
We go so gaily -  the wind blowing through the gaps we leave  in our company. 
↓ 
Our throats are open. It's a wonder we don't burst into song. 
↓ 

to the audience 
Nobodies! 
↓ 

to the quartet 
No-one! 
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↓ 
Kafka 

to Smasa 
Nobody! 
 
 

Meditation V 
↓ 

Samsa 
Kafka, you declare a lack of knowledge, a lack of friends, a lack of anyone’s 
accomplishing harm or help. You repeat "no-one" over and over and then the idea occurs 
to you to go with these no-ones, these nobodies, into the mountains. You even consider 
singing together with the nobodies. Do you wonder that I am confused? 
 
↓ 

Kafka 
In our minds there is a tremendous world. But how do we free this world and free 
ourselves without ripping ourselves apart? 
 
↓ 

Samsa 
Guilt, maybe? Is guilt our prisoner? I can understand guilt. But what makes us feel so 
guilty, so responsible for everything? 
 
↓ 

Kafka 
Perhaps you should read the rather long letter I wrote to my father... and never actually 
sent. 
 

Samsa 
Is my father - your father -  the judge and jury of all things? 
 
↓ 

Kafka 
Kafka  gestures to Samsa to stand on the front the stage, at some distance from himself. 

 
Only our concept of time makes it possible for us to speak of the Day of Judgment. In 
reality it is a summary court in perpetual session. 
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5. The Runners 
↓ 

Kafka 
I am walking by night up a street. 
↓ 
A man, visible a long way off - for the street mounts uphill and there is a full moon - 
comes running toward me. 
↓ 
Well, I don't catch hold of him. 
→ 
I don't catch hold, not even if he is a weak and ragged creature... 

at this point Kafka urges Samsa to run across the stage, imitating a fear-struck, ragged 
creature. Samsa runs across the stage but in extreme slow motion, miming that he is 

running fast. 
→ 
I let him run on, even if someone is running after him, screaming.  I let him run on. 

Samsa collapses on the other side of the stage. 
→ 

Samsa 
It's night. I can't help it if the street goes uphill in the moonlight. 
↓ 
Besides, ... 

Kafka urges Samsa to get up 
↓ 

Kafka 
maybe these two have started the chase to amuse themselves. 

Again, Samsa starts a slow motion run across the stage, 
but this time he is amusing himself. 

↓ 
Or perhaps they are both chasing a third... 

Here Samsa stops dead in his tracks, not sure how to react. 
 
↓ 

Samsa 
Perhaps the first is an innocent man and the second wants to murder him... 
 

Kafka contorts himself and begins to crawl, frightened, to the other side of the stage. 
 
↓ 

Kafka 
And you would become an accessory to murder. 
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↓ 
Samsa 

Perhaps they don't know anything about each other 
with each changing description Kafka and Samsa contort themselves  differently 

 
↓ 

Kafka 
and are really running for their own reasons home to bed. 
 
↓ 

Samsa 
Perhaps they are night stalkers. 
 
→ 

Kafka 
Perhaps the first man is armed. 
 
↓ 

Samsa 
And anyhow, haven't I a right to be tired? Haven't I been drinking a lot of wine? 
 
↓ 

Kafka 
I'm thankful that the second man is now out of sight. 

He gestures Samsa off stage. 
 
 

Meditation VI 
 
↓ 

Kafka 
to the audience and then to the quartet 

We are as forlorn as children lost in the wood. When you stand in front of me and look at 
me, what do you know of the griefs that are in me and what do I know of yours? 
 
↓ 

Samsa 
As he comes back on stage 

You're the author. You should know. 
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↓ 
Kafka 

I often don't finish what I am writing. I visualize a situation. a character, almost anything. 
I am taken  where my vision leads me .. sometimes nowhere. 
 

 
6. The Bridge 

Kafka gestures to Samsa, who sets up the 2 chairs so that Kafka can lie across 
them.Samsa then moves to the side, an observer. 

→ 
Kafka 

I am stiff and cold, I am a bridge, I lie over an abyss. My toes are on one side – my 
fingers clutch the other, I have clamped myself fast into the crumbling clay. The tails of 
my coat flutter at my sides. Far below brawls the icy trout stream. No tourist strays to this 
impassable height, I am not yet traced on any map. So I lie and wait, I can only wait. 
Without falling, no bridge, once erected. can cease to be a bridge. 
 
→ 
It is toward evening one day -  is it the first, is it the thousandth? I cannot tell – my 
thoughts are always a maelstrom, and always, always a circle. It is toward evening in 
summer, the roar of the stream darkens as I hear the sound of a human step! 
 

Samsa takes the hint, and affects the manner of a man walking nonchalantly in the 
mountains. In what follows, Samsa mirrors Kafka's description of what is happening. 

 
↓ 
To me, to me. 

Kafka gestures to Samsa, who grabs Kafka’s umbrella and then stand over him. 
↓ 
Straighten yourself, bridge, make ready, railless beams, to hold up the one entrusted to 
you. 
↓ 
Quietly steady his uncertain steps, but if he stumbles, reveal yourself. Like a mountain 
god, hurl him across to land. 
→ 
He comes, tapping me with the iron point of his stick. He lifts my coattails with it and 
puts them in order upon me. 
↓ 
Trailing the point of his stick in my bushy hair and then letting it lie awhile, he perhaps 
ponders the scenery. 
→ 
I am just following him in thought over mountain and valley, when he leaps with both 
feet onto the middle of my body. What wild pain! What is happening? Who is it? A 
child? An acrobat? A vagabond? A suicide? A daredevil? A destroyer? 
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↓ 
I turn around to see him. A bridge turn around?  
 
↓ 
I am not yet turned quite around when I begin to fall. 
↓ 
I fall and in a moment I am pierced by the sharp rocks, which have always gazed at me so 
peacefully 
↓ 
from the raging water. 
 

 
Meditation VII 

→ 
Samsa 

Kafka, the bridge that turns and falls, is it a female bridge? 
Kafka shrugs 

Is it Lot's wife, from the Bible, who looks back and is turned into a pillar of salt? 
 

They both reposition the chairs at the opposite sides of the quartet. Kafka sits down, 
holding his umbrella and gestures for Samsa to retrieve his attache case and then 

to assume a position center stage. 
 
 

7. Give It Up ! 
 
→ 

Samsa 
Samsa walks across the stage carrying his attache case. 

It is early in the morning, the streets are clean and deserted, and I am on my way to the 
train station. 
→ 
As I compare the clock tower with my watch. I realize that it is much later than I thought. 
I must hurry. The shock of the discovery makes me feel uncertain of the way, 
I am not very well acquainted with this town, as yet. 
 

Kafka, standing up and twirling his umbrella like a policeman's baton, 
strolls by Samsa. 

 
→ 
Fortunately, here is a policeman. 
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↓ 
Breathlessly, Samsa runs to Kafka. 

Samsa 
Could you tell me the way? 
 

Kafka 
You ask me the way? 
 

Samsa 
I can't find it myself. 
 

Kafka 
Give it up! Give it up! 
 

With a sudden jerk, Kafka turns away, "like someone who wants to be alone 
with his laughter." 

 
 

8. About Parables 
 

Kafka and Samsa resume their seats to the sides of the quartet. 
* 

Kafka gets up and moves to the front of the stage. 
 
↓ 

Kafka 
Many complain 

He glances at Samsa. 
that the words of the wise are always merely parables and of no use in daily life, 
which is the only life we have. 
↓ 
When the sage says: "Cross over," he does not mean that we should literally  
"cross over" , something we would certainly do if the results of the crossing were worth 
it. 
→ 
Rather, he means some fabled yonder, something unknown to us, something that even he 
cannot designate more precisely, something for which he can provide no further help. 
→ 
All these parables really say is  that the incomprehensible is incomprehensible, and we 
knew that already. But the cares we have to struggle with daily -  that is a different 
matter. 
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→ 
Concerning this a man once said: Why hesitate? If you only followed the parable you 
yourself would be a parable and rid of all your daily cares. 
 
→ 

As they slowly walk off stage. 
 

Samsa 
I bet that is also a parable. 

 
Kafka 

You have won: 
 

Samsa 
But unfortunately only in parable. 
 

Kafka 
No, in reality: in parable you have lost	  


