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Franz Kafka (1883–1924)
The passers-by



When you are walking at night



along a narrow street and a man



visible from a long way off – 

because the street slopes up in front of you and the moon is full –
comes running towards you, you dont’t go for him, even if 
he is a weakling dressed in rags, even if there is someone running
after him



and shouting;
you let him run on.
Because it is night, and it is not your fault that the street



slopes up in front of you, lit by the full moon, and anyway, perhaps
the two of them have staged the chase for fun, perhaps they’re 
both after a third man, perhaps the first is being pursued without
cause, perhaps the second is out to kill and you would become 

an accessory to murder, perhaps the two men are ignorant of each
other’s existence and are simply running home to bed, each on 
his own initiative, perhaps they are sleep-walking, perhaps the first
one is armed. In any case,



haven’t you a right to be tired, didn’t you drink all that wine? You’re happy not to be able to see the second one any more,



either.





“Every interpretation of Kafka’s work, 
that claims to be the only true version, is false.”


