Kafka’s Watch

from a letter

I have a job with a tiny salary of 80 crowns, and

an infinite eight to nine hours of work.

I devour the time outside the office like a wild beast.
Someday I hope to sit in a chair in another

country, looking out the window at fields of sugarcane
or Mohammedan cemeteries.

I don't complain about the work so much as about
the sluggishness of swampy time. The office hours
cannot be divided up! I feel the pressure

of the full eight or nine hours even in the last

half hour of the day. It’s like a train ride

lasting night and day. In the end you'e totally
crushed. You no longer think about the straining

of the engine, or about the hills or

flat countryside, but ascribe all that’s happening

to your watch alone. The watch which you continually hold

in the palm of your hand. Then shake. And bring slowly
to your ear in disbelief.

NIGHT JOURNEY

Now as the train bears west,
Its thythm rocks the earth,
And from my Pullman berth
I stare into the night

While others take their rest.
Bridges of iron lace,

A suddenness of trees,

A lap of mountain mist

All cross my line of sight,
Then a bleak wasted place,
And a lake below my knees.
Full on my neck I feel

The straining at a curve;
My muscles move with steel,
I wake in every nerve.

I watch a beacon swing
From dark to blazing bright;
We thunder through ravines
And gullies washed with light.
Beyond the mountain pass
Mist deepens on the pane;
We rush into a rain

That rattles double glass.

Wheels shake the roadbed stone,

The pistons jerk and shove,
I stay up half the night
To see the land I love.



