
Wayfinding 

My Destination | Der Aufbruch (1920) 

Franz Kafka  

 

 

I gave orders for my horse to be brought from the stable. The servant did not understand me. I 

myself went into the stable, saddled my horse and mounted. In the distance I heard a trumpet 

blast. I asked him what this meant. He knew nothing and had heard nothing. At the gate he 

stopped me, asking: “Where are you riding to, sir?” 

“I don’t know,” I said, “Only away-from-here, only away-from-here. Always now away-

from-here, only by doing so can I reach my destination.” 

“So you know your destination?" he asked. 

“Yes,” I answered, “didn’t I say so? Away-From-Here, that is my destination." 

“You have no provisions with you,” he said. 

“I don’t need any,” I said, “The journey is so long that I must die of hunger if I don’t find 

any along the way. No provisions can save me. It is luckily a truly immense journey.” 

 

 

Ich befahl mein Pferd aus dem Stall zu holen. Der Diener verstand mich nicht. Ich ging selbst in 

den Stall, sattelte mein Pferd und bestieg es. In der Ferne hörte ich eine Trompete blasen, ich 

fragte ihn, was das bedeutete. Er wusste nichts und hatte nichts gehört. Beim Tore hielt er mich 

auf und fragte: »Wohin reitet der Herr?« »Ich weiß es nicht«, sagte ich, »nur weg von hier, nur 

weg von hier. Immerfort weg von hier, nur so kann ich mein Ziel erreichen.« »Du kennst also 

dein Ziel«, fragte er. »Ja«, antwortete ich, »ich sagte es doch: ›Weg-von-hier‹ – das ist mein 

Ziel.« »Du hast keinen Eßvorrat mit«, sagte er. »Ich brauche keinen«, sagte ich, »die Reise ist so 

lang, daß ich verhungern muß, wenn ich auf dem Weg nichts bekomme. Kein Eßvorrat kann 

mich retten. Es ist ja zum Glück eine wahrhaft ungeheure Reise.« 

  



Wayfinding 

 

Der Grüne Heinrich  |  The Green Henry  (1855) 

Gottfried Keller 

 

Heinrich Lee walked with rapid steps to the post office and a few minutes later, was sitting on 

the heavy-rolling wagon, riding over the bridge and next to the river through the valley, his 

enthusiastic eyes looking expectantly at the open field. For some half of onlookers, this strange 

young man, still with a primrose in his cap, must have had an air of something inspiring, but for 

the other half he likely would have seemed ridiculous. While appearing sensitive and clever, he 

was somehow odd and clumsy at the same time. Who he actually was and what he wanted—that 

is something we must experience and live through along with him. That it was impossible for 

anyone to truly know in this moment grieved his mother enough already.  
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Emile, or On Education (1762) 

Jean-Jacques Rousseau 
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Wayfinding from Afar?  

 

Jane Eyre, Charlotte Brontë (1847) 

“I am no bird; and no net ensnares me: I am a free human being with an independent will.” 

Watching the moon from Thornfield: 

“I watched her come, watched with the strangest anticipation; as though some word of 

doom were to be written on her disk. She broke forth as never moon yet burst from cloud: 

a hand first penetrated the sable folds and waved them away; then, not a moon, but a 

white human form shone in the azure, inclining a glorious brow earthward. It gazed and 

gazed on me. It spoke to my spirit: immeasureably distant was the tone, yet so near, it 

whispered in my heart— 

‘My daughter, flee temptation!’  

‘Mother, I will.’ (358) 

 

 

Madame Bovary, Gustave Flaubert (1856) 

After the wedding: 

She thought, sometimes, that, after all, this was the happiest time of her life—the honeymoon, as 

people called it. To taste the full sweetness of it, it would have been necessary doubtless to fly to 

those lands with sonorous names where the days after marriage are full of laziness most suave. In 

post chaises behind blue silken curtains to ride slowly up steep road, listening to the song of the 

postilion re-echoed by the mountains, along with the bells of goats and the muffled sound of a 

waterfall; at sunset on the shores of gulfs to breathe in the perfume of lemon trees; then in the 

evening on the villa-terraces above, hand in hand to look at the stars, making plans for the future. 

It seemed to her that certain places on earth must bring happiness, as a plant peculiar to the soil, 

and that cannot thrive elsewhere. […]  

Perhaps she would have liked to confide all these things to someone. But how to express an 

undefinable uneasiness, variable as the clouds, unstable as the winds?  

Words failed her—the opportunity, the courage. 


