






For nights after such visits Rachel found herself in her dreams 
speaking fluently in a strange language. Still half-asleep, she 
would write down in her blue notebook that rested on her 
nightstand words from these dreams, but none made sense 
to her in her waking life. 

Back in Prague, Rachel and her friends, including the Blind 
Woman, would puzzle over the writings, but no one could 
understand the words.

Kafka’s Grave
As a young woman, Rachel Marker began regularly to visit 
Kafka’s grave in Prague’s New Jewish Cemetery. While stand-
ing by his grave one day, she re-read his definition of writing, 
one that always inspired her when despondent: “Writing is a 
form of prayer. Even if no redemption comes, I still want to 
be worthy of it every moment.”

After this, each time she came to the cemetery—if no one 
was within earshot—Rachel would read out loud to Kafka 
from her blue notebook.  

Surely if anyone understood this mysterious language, it 
would be Kafka, and he could help her decipher her note-
book’s utterances.  

But the grave was silent.

On the day before World War II broke out, Rachel went for 
the last time to the cemetery. 

By the gravestone, she found an envelope addressed to her. 

Inside was a long letter inscribed in the same strange lan-
guage of her childhood dreams and notebook. 

When she left Prague the next day, she gave this letter to the 
Blind Woman to keep for her.  

The Meeting
After the war, Rachel Marker decided to visit Vienna again, 
and obtained a visa to enter the divided city. 

Navigating through the various checkpoints, operated by 
Russian, French, English, and American soldiers, she made 
her way to the museum, and to the Tower of Babel.

A man, already standing in front of the painting, turned to 
her to ask, “Did you get my letter?”

She nodded.

Together they left the museum speaking in a tongue that 
they alone could understand. 

The Blind Woman
At this moment, standing by her window, with the ghosts 
peering over her shoulder, the Blind Woman recovered her 
eyesight and saw that all the constellation patterns of the 
stars had shifted to form—blazoning across the night sky—
the words from Rachel Marker’s notebook. 

Part 5: Prague, Moira Marker

May 27, 2005
I return for the last time to the café before leaving for the 
States.

I have brought along with me Rachel Marker’s last album of 
photos to study once more. 

It contains another photograph of Rose Hacker, labeled 
(again in my handwriting) “Highgate 1998.” 

Ghostlike, Rose is in a clearing in a wood, dressed in a white 
jacket and black pants, practicing tai chi, her arms out-
stretched. She has such a look of inward attentiveness that 
she might well be blind. t

Author’s note: The description of Kafka’s funeral in Rachel Marker’s 
June 12, 1924, entry is drawn from Johannes Urzidil, There Goes Kafka, 
cited in Harald Salfellner, Franz Kafka and Prague (Prague: Vitalis, 
1998), 181.
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I began these texts revolving around a fictional character, a 
Czech Jew named Rachel Marker, while staying in Berlin for 
three weeks in 2001 (see “Rachel Marker and Her Book of 
Shadows,” Art Journal, fall 2003). This text reveals that Mark-
er, who had lost her memory after the war, is living in Berlin, 
where she begins to regain her memory while visiting Ber-
tolt Brecht’s house and grave. She starts taking photographs 
each day of the city’s shadows. These photographs are found 
many years later in a room in Die Mitte, an area of what used 
to be East Berlin, and published. The setting for this story is in 
the room and neighborhood in which I lived during my Berlin 
visit. Then in early 2003 I visited Prague and began to “see” 
Rachel Marker’s earlier life in the city. While there, I began 
compiling fragments about her in my notebook. 

Intermittently woven into these and other unpublished Rachel 
Marker narratives there appear two women I know personally, 
both Jewish and both based in London: Rose Hacker, age 99, 
born in London; and Alice Sommer, age 101, born in Prague. 
In 2004, I wrote a script, “Rachel Marker, Franz Kafka and Al-
ice Sommer,” and this, my fourth play, was given a staged 
reading at the University of Hawaii, Manoa, on September 
17, 2005. The script was published in the January 2006 issue 
of n.paradoxa.

In April 2005 I began a novel, Through the Eyes of Rachel 
Marker, in which the character Moira Marker appears for the 
first time. On October 30, 2005, Anna Muza and I adapted and 
performed in Through the Eyes of Rachel Marker: A Piece for 
Two Voices (based on various texts, including this one), at the 
Judah L. Magnes Museum in Berkeley, California. This one-
time performance accompanied a panel in response to the 
exhibition titled The Danube Exodus: The Rippling Currents 
of the River by Péter Forgács & the Labyrinth Project.

I am deeply grateful to David Spalding for inviting me to be 
part of this issue of Camerawork, and to Chuck Mobley for his 
extraordinary photo research.
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