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window was so wet I couldn't see so I ran downstairs as 1 was and slipped out
the back into the garden and there was the poor fellow at the end of the gar-
den, shivering.

—~And did you not tell him to go back? asked Gabriel.

—I implored of him to go home at once and told him he would get his death
in the rain. But he said he did not want to live. I can see his eyes as well as
well! He was standing at the end of the wall where there was a tree.

—And did he go home? asked Gabriel.

—Yes, he went home. And when [ was only a week in the convent he died
and he was buried in Qughterard where his people came from, O, the day I
heard that, that he was dead!

She stopped, choking with sobs, and, overcome by emotion, flung herself
face downward on the bed, sobbing in the quilt. Gabriel held her hand for a
moment longer, irresolutely, and then, shy of intruding on her grief, let it fall
gently and walked quietly to the window.

- She was fast asleep.

Gabriel, leaning on his elbow, looked for a few moments unresentfully on her
tangled hair and half-open mouth, listening to her deep-drawn breath. So she
had that romance in her life: a man had died for her sake. It hardly pained him
now to think how poor a part he, her husband; had played in her life. He
watched her while she:slept as though he and she had never lived together as
man and wife. His curious eyes rested long upon her face and on her hair: and,
as he thought of what she must have been then, in that time of her first girlish
beauty, a strange friendly pity for her entered his soul. He did not like to say
even to himself that her face was no longer beautiful but he knew-that it was no
longer the face for which Michael Furey had braved death. .

Perhaps she had not told him all the story. His eyes'moved to the chair over
which she had thrown some of her clothes. A petticoat string dangled to the
floor. One boot stood upright, its limp upper fallen down: the fellow of it lay
upon its side. He wondered at his riot of emotions of an hour before. From
what had it proceeded? From his aunt’s supper, from his own foolish speech,
from the wine and dancing, the merrymaking when saying goodnight in the
hall, the pleasure of the walk along the river in the snow. Poor Aunt Julia! She,
too, would soon be a shade with the shade of Patrick Morkan and his horse. He
had caught that haggard look upon her face for 2 moment when she was sing-
ing Arrayed for the Bridal. Soon, perhaps, he would be sitting in that same
drawing-room, dressed in black, his silk hat on his knees. The blinds would be
drawn down and Aunt Kate would be sitting beside him, crying and blowing
her nose and telling him how Julia had died. He would cast about in his mind
for some words that might console her, and would find only lame and useless
ones. Yes, yes: that would happen very soon. .

The air of the room chilled his shoulders. He stretched himself cautiously
along under the sheets and lay down beside his wife. One by one they were all
becoming shades. Better pass boldly into that other world, in the full glory of
some passion, than fade and wither dismally with age. He thought of how she
who lay beside him had locked in her heart for so many years that image of her
lover's eyes when he had told her that he did not wish to live.

Generous tears filled Gabriel's eyes. He had never felt like that himself
towards any woman but he knew that such a feeling must be love. The tears
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gathered more thickly in his eyes and in the partial darkness he imagined he
saw the form of a young man standing under a dripping tree. Other forms were
near. His soul had approached that region where dwell the vast hosts of the
mn.mm. He was conscious of, but could not apprehend, their wayward and flick-
ering existence. His own identity was fading out into a grey impalpable world:
the solid world itself which these dead had one time reared and lived in was
dissolving and dwindling. ‘

A few light taps upon the pane made him turn to the window. It had begun
to snow again. He watched sleepily the flakes, silver and dark, falling obliquely
against the lamplight. The time had come for him to sét out on his journey
westward. Yes, the newspapers were right: snow was general all over Ireland. Tt
was falling on every part of the dark central plain, on the treeless hills, falling
softly upon the Bog of Allen and, farther westward, softly falling into the dark
mutinous Shannon® waves, It was falling, too, upon every part of the lonely
churchyard on the hill where Michael Furey lay buried. It lay thickly drifted on
the crooked crosses and headstones, on the spears of the little gate, on the bar-
ren thorns. His soul swooned slowly as he heard the snow falling faintly
through the universe and faintly falling, like the descent of their last end, upon
all the living and the dead. ;
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W. W_M_._mﬁ:w«w of the Shannon River, west-southwest of Dublin. The Bog of Allen is southwest of
ublin.
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broke off all three engagements. Kafka
had a difficult relationship with his

father, a self-made man who could not

take his son’s writing seriously. Having

learned from friends about the psycho-
analytic theories of Sigmund Freud,
Kafka recognized the oedipal tension in

aspects of his family life and expressed

uneasiness with authority, especially
parental authority, in his fiction. He
also kept extensive diaries about his dis-
satisfaction with his personal and work
life and, in his late thirties, wrote a long
letter to his father harshly criticizing his
upbringing.

Most of Kafka's writing published
during his life consisted of short sto-
ries, parables, and two novellas, includ-
ing The Metamorphaosis, the selection
here, which were released in six slim
volumes. Kafka did not believe himself
to be a successful author, although he
had won a prestigious literary award,
the Fontane Prize of the City of Berlin,
for one of his early stories, “The Stoker.”
He wrote three long novels, The Trial,
The Castle, and Amerika, but completed
none of them. In despair, he asked his
friend and executor, Max Brod, to have
them all burned at his death. Brod dis-
obeyed Kafka's instructions and,
instead, had the three novels published
posthumously. Apparently reflecting
the guilt their author experienced over
his relations with women, and his fail-
ure to get married, the three novels are
haunted by regret and a sense of culpa-
bility, although the source of the char-
acters’ disquiet can never be identified
with certainty, ey

Unlike some of his characters—
resentful employees of large bureaucra-
cies—Kalka was a successful senior
executive who handled an array of busi-
ness matters. Nonetheless, he was
unhappy with his day job and blamed
the hours he spent at work for his inabil-
ity to complete the novels: in his mind,
he was a failure both in life and in art.
After developing tuberculosis in his mid-

thirties, Kafka quit his job; atrage thirty-
nine, in 1922. He published a number
of stories, collected in The Hunger Art-
ist, and traveled extensively, spending a
year in Berlin; but as his health deterio-
rated, he eventually moved to a sanato-
rium outside Vienna, where he died.
Once Brod released the novels and
unfinished stories, the author's fame
quickly grew. During the Great Depres-
sion and the political crises of the 1930s,
Kafka became popular in the English-
speaking world, Readers viewed his work
as demonstrating the anxiety and isola-
tion of modern life, particularly the prob-
lem of living in alienation from God, a
major theme of existentialist philoso-
phers after World War I1. More recently,
however, critics have emphasized Kaf-
ka's humor and the social contexts of his
work, including his experiences in his
native Prague.

Until the middle of the nineteenth
century, Jews had been excluded from
most aspects of Austro-Hungarian soci-
ety. Kafka and his family felt a strong
affinity for the emperor, who repre-
sented for them German high culture
and whose family had emancipated the
Jews. The old city of Prague, with its
narrow streets, crowded apartment
houses, Gothic cathedral, and huge
medieval castle, was cosmopolitan for a
small town. After 1918, Czechoslovakia
became an independent republic, and
Czech replaced German as the official
language. Kafka was able to adapt—he
knew Czech well—and in fact was one
of the few “German” business execu-
tives who were retained after Czech
independence. And yet he felt himself
to be an outsider—a German-speaking
Jew among Czech-speaking Christians.
This feeling was no doubt reinforced by
a resurgent anti-Semitism that coin-
cided with the rise of Czech national-
ism and that threatened the Jews'
relatively recent emancipation. (Kafka
didn't live to see the final confirmation
of his sense of alienation and isolation,

but his three sisters would later die in
Nazi concentration camps.) In his thir-
ties, Kafka studied Hebrew and Yiddish
and became interested in the Yiddish
theater; the Jewish Enlightenment of
his friend Martin Buber (Austrian phi-
losopher, 1878-1965); Jewish folklore;
and the philosophical writings of Sgren
Kierkegaard (1813-1855). Katka's work
seldom discusses Judaism directly, but
the sense of exclusion and persecution
that underlies much of his writing may
spring in part from his experience of
anti-Semitism; certainly his interest in
interpretation and the nature of lan-
guage owes much to his understanding
of Jewish thought.

THE METAMORPHOSIS

Written in 1912 and published in
1915, The Metamorphosis, Kafka's
longest work published in his lifetime,
was, as well; his most famous wark
released before his death. It is a con-
summate narrative: from the moment
Gregor Samsa wakes up to find him-
self transformed into a “monstrous
cockroach,” the reader asks, “What
happens next?” Although the events
seem dreamlike, the narrator assures
s “it was no dream,” no nightmarish
fantasy in which Gregor temporarily
identified himself with other down-
trodden vermin of society. Instead,
this grotesque transformation is per-
manent, a single, unshakable fact that
renders almost comic his family’s cal-
culations and attempts to adjust. In-
deed, the events of the story are
described in great detail, often with
an emphasis on the kind of concrete,
vivid imagery that plays a prominent
role in dreams and in Freud's inter-
pretations of them: the father's fist,
the bug's blood, the sister's violin
playing.

When the novella begins, Gregor
seems to be simply a man in a bug suit,
but as the tale progresses, his thinking
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becomes increasingly buglike, and he
loses touch with the people around him.
A major theme of the work is the mean-
ing of humanity; and Gregor experiences
a sense of exclusion from what Kafka
calls the “human circle.” As the author
relays the protagonist’s thoughts, the
reader gets the impression that' Gregor
considers himself to be put upon: he has
taken a job he dislikes in order to pay off
his parents’ debt. Yet even before his
transformation, he felt that his family
misunderstood him. Once he becomes
a bug, he loses the power of speech:
although he continues to think, he can-
not express his thoughts. Thus, when he
turns into a despised species, the lack of
communication Gregor perceived as a
man becomes an actuality.

“The terror of art,” said Kafka in a
conversation about The Metamorpho-
sis, is that “the dream reveals the real-
ity.” This dream, which in the novella
becomes Gregor's reality; sheds light
on the intolerable nature of his former
existence. Another aspect of his profes-
sional life is its mechanical rigidity,
personal rivalries, and threatening sus-
picion of any deviation from the norm.
Gregor himself is part of this world, as
he shows when he fawns on the chief
clerk and tries to manipulate him by
criticizing their boss.

More disturbing is the transforma-
tion that takes place in Gregor's family,
where the expected love and support
turns into shamed acceptance and ani-
mal resentment now that Gregor has
let the family down. Mother and sister
are ineffectual, and their sympathy is
slowly replaced by disgust. Gregor
father quickly reassumes his position
of authority and beats the vermin back
into his room: first with the newspaper
and chief clerk’s cane, and later with a
barrage of apples from the family table.
Gregor eventually becomes an “it” for
whom the family feels no affection.
Even before his transformation, Gregor
seems to have lost all purpose in life
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except earning money to repay his par-
ents’ debts.

These frustrated mnw:dw contribute
to the central conflict: whether Gregor
can ever emerge from his bedroom and
become part of the family again. The
slapstick-like  comedy of Gregor's
attempts to use his insect body under-
lines the sense of ' exclusion and
broadens the novella’s appeal. Perhaps
everyone has, occasionally, felt like an
outsider, but Gregor's metamorphosis
makes him an alien of a literal sort. His
attitude at times reflects the sullenness
of an unhappy teenager; at other times,
he seems more like a terminal patient
who fears placing an undue burden on
his family.. The theme of transforma-
tion goes back to Ovid's Metamorpho-
ses, in which frustrated sexual desire
often plays a role in turning people into
plants or animals. The dark humor and
uncanniness of Kafka's work links it to
fantastic works by authors such as

Edgar Allan Poe (American, 1809-
1849) and Heinrich Wilhelm  Kleist
(German, 1771=1811) and to the anal-
ysis of the psyche conducted, during
Kafka's: lifetime, by Sigmund Freud.
Without - directly 'blaming  Gregor,
Kafka sometimes seems to hint that his
transformation results in part from the
protagonist’s desire to escape from
human interaction.

Kafka exposes both the pathos and
the humor of the situation, and for this
reason the story retains its attraction
today. He has been recognized as an
important influence by a range of mod-
ern writers, including Samuel Beckett,
Harold Pinter (English playwright, 1930~
2008), and many Latin Americans—
among them, Jorge Luis Borges and
Gabriel Garcia Marquez. Kaftka was
one of the great storytellers of modern
life, capable of showing the emptiness
that can lie at the heart even of a busy
life in a erowded city apartment.

The Metamorphosis’

When Gregor Samsa awoke one morning from troubled dreams, he found him-
self changed into a monstrous cockroach in his bed. He lay on his tough,
armoured back, and, raising his head a little, managed to see—sectioned off by
little crescent-shaped ridges into segments—the expanse of his arched, brown
belly, atop which the coverlet perched, forever on the point of slipping off
entirely. His numerous legs, pathetically frail by contrast to the rest of him,
waved feebly before his eyes.

‘What's the matter with me?’ he thought. It was no dream. There, quietly
between the four familiar walls, was his room, a normal human room, if always
a little on the small side. Over the table, on which an array of cloth samples
was spread out—Samsa was a travelling salesman—hung the picture he had
only recently clipped from a magazine, and set in an attractive gilt frame. It
was a picture of a lady in a fur hat and stole, sitting bolt upright, holding in the
direction of the onlooker a heavy fur muff into which she had thrust the whole
of her forearm.

From there, Gregor's gaze directed itself towards the ,_Ssmos, and the drab
weather outside—raindrops could be heard plinking against the tin window-

1. Translated by Michael Hofmann.
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ledges—made him quite melancholy. ‘What if I went back to sleep for a while,
and forgot about all this nonsense?’ he thought, but that proved quite impos-
sible, because he was accustomed to sleeping on his right side, and in his pres-
ent state he was unable to find that position. ‘However vigorously he flung
himself to his right, he kept rocking on to his back. He must have tried it a
hundred times, closing his eyes so as not to have to watch his wriggling legs,
and only stopped when he felt a slight ache in his side which he didn’t recall
having felt before. i

‘Oh;, my/'Lord!" he thought. ,_h. only I'didn't have to m.o__os such an exhausting
profession! On the road, day in, day out. The work is so much more strenuous
than it would be in head office, and then there’s the additional ordeal of travel-
ling, worries about train connections, the irregular, bad meals, new-people all
the time, no continuity, no affection. Devil take it} He felt a light itch at the top
of his belly: slid a little closer to the bedpost, so as to be able to raise his head
a little more effectively; found the itchy place, which was covered with a sprin-
Kling of white dots the significance .of which he was unable to interpret:
assayed the place with ene of his legs, but hurriedly withdrew: it, vmnu:mn the
touch caused him to shudder involuntarily.

He slid back to his previous position. ‘All this getting up early,' Tm nronm_.; is
bound to take its effect: A man needs proper bed rest. There are some other
travelling salesmen T could mention who live like harem women. Sometimes,
for instance, when I return to the pension in the course-of the morning, to
make a note of that morning’s orders, some of those gents are just sitting down
to breakfast. I'd like to sée -what happened if I tried that out with my director
some time; it would be the order of the boot just like that. That said, it might
be just the thing for me. If I didn't have to exercise restraint for the sake of my
parents, then I would have quit a long time ago; I would have gone up to the
director and told him exactly what I thought of him. He would have fallen off
his desk in surprise! That's a peculiar way he has of sitting anyway, up on his
desk, and talking down to his staff from on high, making them step up to him
very close because he’s so hard of hearing. Well, I haven't quite given up' hope:
once I've got the money together to pay back what my parents owe him—it may
take me another five or six years—then I'll do it, no question. Then we'll have
the parting of the ways. But for the time being, I'd better look sharp, because
my train leaves at five.'

And he looked across at the alarm clock; ticking away on the bedside table.
‘Great heavenly Father!’ he thought. It was half past six, and the clock hands
were moving smoothly forward—in fact it was after half past, it was more like a
quarter to seven. Had the alarm not gone off? He could see from the bed that it
had been quite correctly set for four o'clock; it must have gone off. But how was
it possible to sleep calmly through its ringing; which caused even the furniture
to shake? Well, his sleep hadn’t exactly been calm; but maybe it had been all the
more profound. What to do now? The next train left at seven; to catch it meant
hurrying like a madman, and his samples weren't yet packed, and he himself
didn't feel exactly agile or vigorous. And even if he caught that train, he would
still get a carpeting from the director, because the office boy would be on the
platform at five o'clock, and would certainly have reported long since that
Gregor hadn't been on the train. That boy was a real piece of work, so utterly
beholden to the director, without any backbone or nous. Then what if he called
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in sick? That would be rather embarrassing and a little suspicious too, because
in the course of the past five years, Gregor hadn't once been ill. The director
was bound to retaliate by calling in the company doctor, would upbraid the par-
ents for their idle son, and refute all objections by referring to the doctor, for
whom there were only perfectly healthy but workshy patients. And who could
say he was wrong, in this instance anyway? Aside from a continuing feeling of
sleepiness that was quite unreasonable after such a long sleep; Gregor felt per-
fectly well, and even felt the stirrings of a healthy appetite.

As he was hurriedly thinking this, still no nearer to getting out of bed—the
alarm elock was just striking a quarter to seven—there was a cautious knock on
the door behind him. ‘Gregor,’ came the call—it was his mother—'it’s a quarter
to seven. Shouldn’t your ought to be gone by now?' The mild voice. Gregor was
dismayed when he heard his own in response. It was still without doubt his own
voice from before, but with a little admixture of an irrepressible squeaking that
left the words only briefly recognizable at the first instant of their sounding,
only to set about them afterwards so destructively that one couldn't be at all
sure what one had heard. Gregor had wanted to offer a full explanation of every-
thing but, in these circumstances, kept himself to: ‘All right, thank you, Mother;
I'm getting up!’ The wooden door must have muted the change in Gregor's
voice, because his mother seemed content with his reply, and shuffled’ away.
But the brief exchange had alerted other members of the family to the surprising
fact that Gregor was still at home, and already there was his father, knocking on
the door at the side of the room, feebly, but with his fist. ‘Gregor, Gregor?' he
shouted, ‘what's the matter?’ And after a little while, he came again, in a lower
octave: ‘Gregor! Gregor!' On the door on the other side of the room, meanwhile,
he heard his sister lamenting softly: ‘Oh, Gregor? Are you not well? Can I bring
you anything?' To both sides equally:Gregor replied. ‘Just coming’, and tried by
careful enunciation and long pauses between'the words to take any unusual
quality from his voice. His father soon returned to his breakfast, but his sister
whispered: ‘Gregor, please,; will you open the door.' Gregor entertained no
thought of doing so; instead he gave silent thanks for the precaution; picked up
on his travels, of locking every door at night; even at home.

His immediate intention was to get up calmly and leisurely, to get dressed
and, above all, to have breakfast before deciding what to do next, because he
was quite convinced he wouldn't arrive at any sensible conclusions as long as
he remained in bed. There were many times, he remembered, when he had
lain in bed with a sense of some dim pain somewhere in his body, perhaps from
lying awkwardly, which then turned out, as he got up, to be mere imagining,
and he looked forward to his present fanciful state gradually falling from him.
He had not the least doubt that the alteration in his voice was just the first sign
of a head-cold, always an occupational malady with travelling salesmen.

Casting off the blanket proved to be straightforward indeed; all he needed to
do was to inflate himself a little, and it fell off by itself. But further tasks were
more problematical, not least because of his great breadth. He would have
needed arms and hands with which to get up: instead of which all he had were
those numerous little legs, forever in varied movement, and evidently not
under his control. If he wanted to bend one of them, then it was certain that
that was the one that was next fully extended; and once he finally succeeded in
performing whatever task he had set himself with that leg, then all its neglected
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fellows would be in a turmoil of painful agitation. ‘Whatever I do, I mustn’t
loaf around in bed,’ Gregor said to himself.

At first he thought he would get out of bed bottom half first, but this bottom
half of himself, which he had yet to see, and as to whose specifications he was
perfectly ignorant, turned out to be not very manocuvrable; progress was slow;
and when at last, almost in fury, he pushed down with all his strength, he mis-
judged the direction, and collided with the lower bedpost, the burning pain he
felt teaching him that this lower end of himself might well be, for the moment,
the most sensitive to pain.

He therefore tried to lever his top half out of bed first, and cautiously turned
his head towards the edge of the bed. This was easily done, and, in spite of its
breadth and bulk, the rest of his body slowly followed the direction of the head.
But, now craning his neck in empty space well away from the bed, he was
afraid to move any further, because if he were to fall in that position, it would
take a miracle if he didn't injure his head. And he mustn't lose consciousness
at any price; it were better then to stay in hed. j

But as he sighed and lay there at the end of his endeavours, and once again
beheld his legs struggling, if anything; harder than before, and saw no possibil-
ity of bringing any order or calm to their randomness, he told himself once
more that he couldn’t possibly stay in bed and that the most sensible solution
was to try anything that offered even the smallest chance of getting free of his
bed. At the same time, he didn't forget to remind himself periodically that clar-
ity and calm were hetter than counsels of despair. At such moments, he lev-
elled his gaze as sharply as possible at the window, but unfortunately there was
little solace or encouragement to be drawn from the sight of the morning fog,
which was thick enough to obscure even the opposite side of the street. ‘Seven
o'clock already,’ he said to himself as his alarm clock struck another quarter,
‘seven o'clock already, and still such dense fog.” And he lay there for a while
longer, panting gently, as though perhaps expecting that silence would restore
the natural order of things.

But then he said to himself: ‘By quarter past seven, I must certainly have got
out of bed completely. In any case, somebody will have come from work by
then to ask after me, because the business opens before seven o'clock.” And he
set about rhythmically rocking his body clear of the bed. If he dropped out of
bed in that way, then he would try to raise his head sharply at the last moment,
so that it remained uninjured. His back seemed to be tough; a fall on to the
carpet would surely not do it any harm. What most concerned him was the
prospect of the loud crash he would surely cause, which would presumably
provoke anxiety, if not consternation, behind all the deors. But that was a risk
he had to take.

As Gregor was already half-clear of the bed—this latest method felt more like
play than serious exertion, requiring him only to rock himself from side to side—
he thought how simple everything would be if he had some help. Two strong
people—he thought of his father and the servant-girl—would easily suffice: they
needed only to push their arms under his curved back, peel him out of bed, bend
down under his weight, and then just pay attention while they flipped him over
on to the floor, where his legs would hopefully come into their own. But then,
even if the doors hadn't been locked, could he have really contemplated calling
for help? Even in his extremity, he couldn't repress a smile at the thought.
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He had already reached the point where his rocking was almost enough to
send him off balance, and he would soon have to make up his mind once and
for all what he was going to do, because it was ten past seven—when the door-
bell rang. ‘It must be someone from work." he said to himself and went almost
rigid, while his little legs, if anything, increased their agitation. For a moment
there was silence. They won't open the door,’ Gregor said to himself, from
within some mad hope. But then of course, as always, the servant-girl walked
with firm stride to the door and opened it. Gregor needed only to hear the first
word from the visitor to know that it was the chief clerk in person. Why only
was Gregor condemned to work for a company where the smallest lapse was
greeted with the gravest suspicion? Were all the employees without exception
scoundrels, were there really no loyal and dependable individuals among them,
who, if once a couple of morning hours were not exploited for work, were
driven so demented by pangs of conscience that they were unable to get out of
bed? Was it really not enough to send a trainee to inquire—if inquiries were
necessary at all—and did the chief clerk need to come in persen, thereby dem-
onstrating to the whole blameless family that the investigation of Gregor's
delinquency could only be entrusted to the seniority and trained intelligence of
a chief clerk? And more on account of the excitement that came over Gregor
with these reflections, than as the result of any proper decision on his part, he
powerfully swung himself right out of bed. There was a loud impact, though
not a crash as such. The fall was somewhat muffled by the carpet: moreover,
his back was suppler than Gregor had expected, and therefore the result was a
dull thump that did not draw such immediate attention to itself. Only he had
been a little careless of his head, and had bumped it: frantic with rage and
pain, he turned and rubbed it against the carpet.

‘Something’s fallen down in there,’ said the chief clerk in the hallway on the
left. Gregor tried to imagine whether the chief clerk had ever experienced
something similar to what had happened to himself today; surely it was within
the bounds of possibility. But as if in blunt reply to this question, the chief
clerk now took a few decisive steps next door, his patent-lcather boots creak-
ing. From the room on the right, his sister now whispered to Gregor: ‘Gregor,
the chief clerk’s here.’ ‘I know, Gregor replied to himself: but he didn’t dare
say it sufficiently loudly for his sister to hear him.

‘Gregor,’ his father now said from the left-hand room, ‘the chief clerk has
come, and wants to know why you weren't on the early train. We don't know
what to tell him. He wants a word with you too: So kindly open the door. I'm sure
he’ll turn a blind eye to the untidiness in your room.’ ‘Good morning, Mr Samsa,’
called the cheery voice of the chief clerk. ‘He’s not feeling well,’ Gregor's mother
interjected to the chiel clerk, while his father was still talking by the door, he's
not feeling well, believe me, Chief Clerk. How otherwise could Gregor miss his
train! You know that boy has nothing but work in his head! It almost worries me
that he never goes out on his evenings off; he’s been in the city now for the past
week, but he’s spent every evening at home. He sits at the table quietly reading
the newspaper, or studying the railway timetable. His only hobby is a little occa-
sional woodwork. In the past two or three evenings, he’s carved a little picture-
frame: I think you'll be surprised by the workmanship: he’s got it up on the wall
in his room; you'll see it the instant Gregor opens the door. You've no idea how
happy I am to see you, Chief Clerk; by ourselves we would never have been able
to induce Gregor to open the door, he's so obstinate; and I'm sure he's not
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feeling well, even though he told us he was fine.’ ‘I'm just coming,’ Gregor said
slowly and deliberately, not stirring, so as not to miss a single word of the conver-
sation outside. T'm sure you're right, madam,’ said the chief clerk. T only hope
it's nothing serious. Though again I have to say that—unhappily or otherwise—we
businesspeople often find ourselves in the position of having to set aside some
minor ailment, in the greater interest of our work.’ ‘So can we admit the chief
clerk now?" asked his impatient father, knocking on the door again. ‘No,’ said
Gregor. In the left-hand room there was now an awkward silence, while on the
right his sister began to sob.

Why didn't his sister go and join the others? She had presumably only just
got up, and hadn't started getting dressed yet. And then why was she crying?
Because he wouldn't get up and admit the chief clerk, because he was in dan-
ger of losing his job, and because the director would then pursue his parents
with the old claims? Surely those anxieties were still premature at this stage.
Gregor was still here, and wasn't thinking at all about leaving the family. For
now he was sprawled on the carpet, and no one who was aware of his condition
could have seriously expected that he would allow the chief clerk into his
room. But this minor breach of courtesy, for which he could easily find an
explanation later, hardly constituted reason enough for Gregor to be sent pack-
ing. Gregor thought it was much more sensible for them to leave him alone
now, rather than bother him with tears and appeals. It was just the uncertainty
that afflicted the others and accounted for their behaviour.

‘Mr Samsa,’ the chief clerk now called out loudly, ‘what’s the matter? You've
barricaded yourself into your room, you give us one-word answers, you cause
your parents grave and needless anxiety and—this just by the by—you're neglect-
ing your official duties in a quite unconscionable way. 1 am talking to you on
behalf of your parents and the director, and I now ask you in all seriousness for
a prompt and full explanation. I must say, I'm astonished. I'm astonished. | had
taken you for a quiet and sensible individual, but you seem set on indulging a
bizarre array of moods. This morning the director suggested a possible reason
for your missing your train—it was to do with the authority to collect payments
recently entrusted to you—but I practically gave him my word of honour that
that couldn’t be the explanation. Now, though, in view of your baffling obsti-
nacy, I'm losing all inclination to speak up on your behalf. And your position is
hardly the most secure. I had originally come with the intention of telling you as
muchin confidence, but as you seem to see fit to waste my time, I really don't
know why your parents shouldn't get to hear about it as well. Your performances
of late have been extremely unsatisfactory; it's admittedly not the time of year
for the best results, we freely concede that; but a time of year for no sales, that
doesn't exist in our calendars, Mr Samsa, and it mustn’t exist.’

‘But Chief Clerk,” Gregor exclaimed, in his excitement forgetting everything
else, ‘I'll let you in right away. A light indisposition, a fit of giddiness, have pre-
vented me from getting up. I'm still lying in bed. But I feel almost restored. I'm
even now getting out of bed. Just one moment'’s patience! It seems I'm not as
much improved as I'd hoped. But I feel better just the same. How is it some-
thing like this can befall a person! Only last night | felt fine, my parents will
confirm it to you, or rather, last night I had a little inkling already of what lay
ahead. It probably showed in my appearance somewhere. Why did I not think
to inform work! It's just that one always imagines that one will get over an ill-
ness without having to take time off. Chief Clerk, sir! Spare my parents! All
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those complaints you bring against me, they're all of them groundless: it’s the
first I've heard of any of them. Perhaps you haven't yet perused the last batch
of orders 1 sent in. By the way, I mean to set out on the eight o'clock train—the
couple of hours rest have done me the world of good. Chief Clerk, don’t detain
vourself any longer; I'll be at work myself presently. Kindly be so good as to let
them know, and pass on my regards to the director!’

While Gregor blurted all this out, almost unaware of what he was saving, he
had moved fairly effortlessly—no doubt aided by the practice he had had in
bed—up to the bedside table, and now attempted to haul himself into an
upright position against it: He truly had it in mind to open the door, to show
himself and to speak to the chief clerk; he was eager to learn what the others,
whe were all clamouring for him; would say when they got to see him. If they
were shocked, then Gregor would have no more responsibility, and could relax.
Whereas if they took it all calmly, then he wouldn't have any cause for agita-
tion either, and if he hurried, he might still get to the station by eight o'clock:
To begin with he could get no purchase on the smooth bedside table, but at
last he gave himself one more swing, and stood there upright; he barely noticed
the ‘pain in his lower belly, though it did burn badly. Then he let himself drop
against the back of a nearby chair, whose edges he clasped with some of his
legs. With that he had attained mastery over himself, and was silent, because
now he could listen to the chief clerk.

‘Did you understand a single word of that?’ the chief clerk asked Gregor's
parents, ‘you don't suppose he's pulling our legs, do you?' ‘In the name of God,’
his mother cried, her voice already choked with tears, ‘perhaps he’s gravely ill,
and we're tormenting him. Grete! Grete!' she called out. ‘Mother?' his sister
called back from the opposite side. They were communicating with one another
through Gregor's room. ‘Go to the doctor right away. Gregor's ill. Hurry and
fetch the doctor. Were you able to hear him just now?’ ‘That was the voice of
an animal,’ said the chief clerk; strikingly much more quietly than his mother
and her screaming. ‘Annal Anna!' his father shouted through the hallway, in
the direction of the kitchen, and clapped his hands, ‘get the locksmith right
away!' And already two girls in rustling skirts were hurrying through the
hallway-—however had his sister managed to dress so quickly?—and out through
the front door. There wasn't the bang of it closing either; probably they had
left it open, as happens at times when a great misfortune has taken place.

Meanwhile, Gregor had become much calmer. It appeared his words were
no longer comprehensible, though to his own hearing they seemed clear
enough, clearer than before, perhaps because his ear had become attuned to
the sound. But the family already had the sense of all not being well with him,
and were ready to come to his assistance. The clarity and resolve with which
the first instructions had been issued did him good. He felt himself back within
the human ambit, and from both parties, doctor and locksmith, without treat-
ing them really in any way as distinct one from the other, he hoped for mag-
nificent and surprising feats. In order to strengthen his voice for the decisive
conversations that surely lay ahead, he cleared his throat a few times, as qui-
etly as possible, as it appeared that even this sound was something other than
a human cough; and he no longer trusted himself to tell the difference. Next
door, things had become very quiet. Perhaps his parents were sitting at the
table holding whispered consultations with the chief clerk, or perhaps they
were all pressing their ears to the door, and listening.
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Gregor slowly pushed himself across to the door with the chair; there let go
of it and dropped against the door, holding himself in an upright position
against it—the pads on his little legs secreted some sort of sticky substance—
and there rested a moment from his exertions. And then he set himself with his
mouth to turn the key in the lock. Unfortunately, it appeared that he had no
teeth as such—what was he going to grip the key with?—but luckily his jaws
were very powerful; with their help, he got the key to move, and he didn't stop
to consider that he was certainly damaging himself in some way, because a
brown liquid came out of his mouth, ran over the key, and dribbled on to the
floor: ‘Listen,’ the chief clerk was saying next door, ‘he’s turning the key." This
was a great encouragement for Gregor; but they all of them should have called
out to him, his father and mother too: ‘Go, Gregor,’ they should have shouted,
‘keep at it, work at the lock! And with the idea that they were all following his
efforts with tense concentration, he bit fast on to the key with all the strength
he possessed, to the point when he was ready to black out. The more the key
moved:in the door, the more he danced around the lock; now he was holding
himself upright with just his mouth, and, depending on the position, he either
hung from the key, or was pressing against it with the full weight of his body.
The light click of the snapping lock brought Gregor round, as from a spell of
unconsciousness. Sighing with relief, he said to himself: ‘Well, T didn’t need
the locksmith after all,’ and he rested his head on the door handle to open the
door fully. 5

As he had had to open the door in this way, it was already fairly ajar while he
himself was still out of sight. He first had to twist round one half of the door,
and very cautiously at that, if he wasn't to fall flat on his back just at the point
of making his entry into the room. He was still taken up with the difficult
manoeuvre, and didn’t have time to think about anything else, when he heard
the chief clerk emit a sharp ‘Oh!"—it actually sounded like the rushing wind—
and then he saw him as well, standing nearest to the door, his hand pressed
against his open mouth, and slowly retreating, as if being pushed back by an
invisible but irresistible force. Gregor's mother—in spite of the chief clerk’s
arrival, she was standing there with her hair loose, though now it was standing
up stiffly in the air—first looked at his father with folded hands, then took two
steps towards Gregor and collapsed in the midst of her skirts spreading out
around her, her face irretrievably sunk against her bosom. His father clenched
his fist with a pugnacious expression, as if ready to push Gregor back into his
room, then looked uncertainly round the living room, covered his eyes with his
hands and cried, his mighty chest shaking with sobs.

Now Gregor didn't even set foot in the room, but leaned against the inside of
the fixed half of the door, so that only half his body could be seen, and the head
with which he was peering across at the others cocked on its side a little. It was
much brighter now; a little section of the endless grey-black frontage of the
building opposite—it was a hospital—could clearly be seen, with its rhythmically
recurring windows; it was still raining, but now only in single large drops, indi-
vidually fashioned and flung to the ground. The breakfast things were out on the
table in profusion, because for his father brealfast was the most important meal
of the day, which he liked to draw out for hours over the perusal of several news-
papers. Just opposite, on the facing wall, was a photograph of Gregor from his
period in the army, as 4 licutenant, his hand on his sabre, smiling confidently,
the posture and uniform demanding respect. The door to the hallway was open,
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and as the front door was open too one could see out to the landing, and the top
of the flight of stairs down.

‘Now,’ said Gregor, in the knowledge that he was the only one present to have
maintained his equanimity. ‘I'm just going to get dressed, pack up my samples,
and then Tl set off. Do you want to let me set out, do you? You see. Chief
Clerk, you see, I'm not stubborn. 1 like my work; the travel is arduous, but I
couldn't live without it. Where are you off to, Chief Clerk? To work? Is that
right? Will you accurately report everything you've seen here? It is possible to be
momentarily unfit for work, but that is precisely the time to remind oneself of
one’s former achievements, and to reflect that, once the present obstacle has
been surmounted, one’s future work will be all the more diligent and focused.
As you know all too well. I am under a very great obligation to the director. In
addition, T have responsibilities for my parents and my sister. I am in a jam, but
T will work my way out of it. Only don't make it any harder for me than it is
already! Give me your backing at head office! I know the travelling salesman is
not held in the highest regard there. People imagine he earns a packet, and has
a nice life on top of it. These and similar assumptions remain unexamined. But
you, Chief Clerk, you have a greater understanding of the circumstances than
the rest of the staff, you even, if I may say this to you in confidence, have an
understanding superior to that of the director himself, who, as an entrepreneur;
is perhaps too easily swayed against an employee. You are also very well aware
that the travelling salesman, spending, as he does, the best part of the year away
from head office, may all too easily fall victim to tittle-tattle, to mischance, and
to baseless allegations, against which he has no way of defending himself—
mostly even does not get to hear of—and when he returns exhausted from his
travels, it is to find himself confronted directly by practical consequences of
whose causes he is ignorant. Chief Clerk, don't leave without showing me by a
word or two of your own that you at least partly agree with me!

But the chief clerk had turned his back on Gregor the moment he had _ucm..:._
speaking, and only stared back at him with mouth agape, over his trembling
shoulder. All the while Gregor was speaking, he wasn't still for a moment, but,
without taking his eyes off Gregor, moved towards the doar, but terribly gradu-
ally, as though in breach of some secret injunction not to leave the room.
Already he was in the hallway, and to judge by the sudden movement with
which he snatched his foot back out of the living room for the last time, one
might have supposed he had burned his sole. Once in the hallway, he extended
his right hand fervently in the direction of the stairs, as though some super-
natural salvation there awaited him.

Gregor understood that he must on no account allow the chief clerk to leave
in his present frame of mind, not if he wasn't to risk damage to his place in the
company. His parents didn’t seem to grasp this issue with the same clarity; over
the course of many years, they had acquired the conviction that in this busi-
ness Gregor had a job for life and, besides, they were so consumed by their
anxieties of the present moment, that they had lost any premonitory sense they
might have had. Gregor, though, had his. The chief clerk had to be stopped,
calmed, convinced, and finally won over; the future of Gregor and his family
depended on that! If only his sister were back already! There was a shrewd
person: she had begun to cry even as Gregor was still lying calmly on his back.
And no doubt the chief clerk, notorious skirt-chaser that he was, would have
allowed himself to be influenced by her; she would have closed the front door,
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and in the hallway talked him out of his panic. But his sister wasn't there.
Gregor would have to act on his own behalf. Without stopping to think that he
didn’t understand his given locomotive powers, without even thinking that this
latest speech of his had possibly—no, prabably—not been understood either,
he left the shelter of the half-door and pushed through the opening, making for
the chief clerk, who was laughably holding on to the balustrade on the landing
with both hands. But straightaway, looking for a grip, Gregor dropped with a
short cry on fo his many little legs. No sooner had this happened, than for the
first time that morning he felt a sense of physical well-being: the little legs had
solid ground under them; they obeyed perfectly, as he noticed to his satisfac-
tion, even seeking to carry him where he wanted to go; and he was on the point
of believing a final improvement in his condition was imminent. But at that
very moment, while he was still swaying from his initial impetus, not far from
his mother and just in front of her on the ground, she, who had seemed so
utterly immersed in herself, suddenly leaped into the air, arms wide, fingers
spread, and screamed: ‘Help, oh please God, help me!’, inclined her head as
though for a better view of Gregor, but then, quite at variance with that, ran
senselessly away from him; she forgot the breakfast table was behind her; on
reaching it, she hurriedly, in her distractedness, sat down on it, seeming obliv-
ious to the fact that coffee was gushing all over the carpet from the large upset
coffee pot.

‘Mother, mother,’ Gregor said softly, looking up at her. For the moment, he
forgot all about the chief clerk; on the other hand, he couldn’t help but move
his jaws several times at the sight of the flowing coffee. At that his mother
screamed again and fled from the table into the arms of Gregor's father who
was rushing towards her. But now Gregor had no time for his parents: the chief
clerk was already on the stairs; his chin on the balustrade, he stared behind
him one last time. Gregor moved sharply to be sure of catching him up; the
chief clerk must have sensed something, because he took the last few steps at
a single bound and disappeared. ‘Oof!’ he managed to cry, the sound echoing
through the stairwell. Regrettably, the consequence of the chief clerk’s flight
was finally to turn the senses of his father, who to that point had remained
relatively calm, because, instead of himselfl taking off after the man, or at least
not getting in the way of Gregor as he attempted to do just that, he seized in his
right hand the chief clerk’s cane, which he had left behind on a chair along
with his hat and coat, with his left grabbed a large newspaper from the table,
and, by stamping his feet, and brandishing stick and newspaper, attempted to
drive Gregor back into his room. No pleas on Gregor's part were any use, no
pleas were even understood. However imploringly he might turn his head, his
father only stamped harder with his feet. Meanwhile, in spite of the cool tem-
perature, his mother had thrown open a window on the other side of the room
and, leaning out of it, plunged her face in her hands. A powerful draught was
created between the stairwell and the street outside, the window curtains flew
up, the newspapers rustled on the table, some individual pages fluttered across
the floor. His father was moving forward implacably, emitting hissing sounds
like a savage. Gregor had no practice in moving backwards, and he was moving,
it had to be said, extremely slowly. If he had been able to turn round, he would
have been back in his room in little or no time, but he was afraid lest the delay
incurred in turning around would make his father impatient, and at any
moment the stick in his father’s hand threatened to strike him a fatal blow to
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the back of the head. Finally, Gregor had no alternative, because he noticed to
his consternation that in his reversing he was unable to keep to a given course;
and so, with continual fearful sidelong looks to his father, he started as quickly
as possible, but in effeet only very slowly, to turn round. It was possible that his
father was aware of his good intentions, because he didn't obstruet him, but
even directed the turning manoeuvre from a distance with gestures from his
cane. If only there hadn't been those unbearable hissing sounds issuing from
his father! They caused Gregor to lose all orientation. He had turned almost
completely round, when, distracted by the hissing, he lost his way, and moved
a little in the wrong direction. Then, when he found himself with his head suc-
cessfully in the doorway, it became apparent that his body was too wide to slip
through it. To his father, in his present frame of mind, it didn’t remotely occur
to open the other wing of the door, and so make enough space for Gregor. He
was, rather, obsessed with the notion of getting Gregor back in his room post-
haste. He could not possibly have countenanced the cumbersome preparations
Gregor would have required to get up and perhaps so get around the door.
Rather, as though there were no hindrance at all, he drove Gregor forward with
even greater din: the sound to Gregor's ears was not that of one father alone:
now it was really no laughing matter, and Gregor drove himself—happen what
might—against the door. One side of his body was canted up, he found himself
lifted at an angle in the doorway, his flank was rubbed raw, and some ugly
stains appeared on the white door. Before long he was caught fast and could
not have moved any more unaided, his little legs on one side were trembling in
mid-air while those on the other found themselves painfully pressed against
the ground—when from behind his father now gave him a truly liberating kick,
and he was thrown, bleeding profusely, far into his room. The door was bat-
tered shut with the cane, and then at last there was quiet.

5|

Not until dusk did Gregor awake from his heavy, almost comatose sleep. Prob-
ably he would have awoken around that time anyway, even if he hadn’t been
roused, because he felt sufficiently rested and restored. Still, it seemed to him
as though a hurried footfall and a cautious shutting of the door to the hallway
had awoken him. The pale gléam of the electric street-lighting outside showed
on the ceiling and on the upper parts of the furniture, but down on the floor,
where Gregor lay, it was dark. Slowly he rose and, groping clumsily with his feel-
ers, whose function he only now began to understand, he made for the door, to
see what had happened there. His whole left side was one long, unpleasantly
stretched scab, and he was positively limping on his two rows of legs. One of his
little legs had been badly hurt in the course of the morning's incidents—it was a
wonder that it was only one—and it dragged after the rest inertly.

Not until he reached the door did he realize what had tempted him there; it
was the smell of food. There stood a dish full of sweetened milk, with little
slices of white bread floating in it. He felt like laughing for joy, because he was
even hungrier now than he had been that morning, and straightaway he dunked
his head inte the milk past his eyes. But before long he withdrew it again in
disappointment: it wasn't just that he found eating difficult on account of his
damaged left flank—it seemed he could only eat if the whole of his body, pant-
ing, participated—more that he disliked the taste of milk, which otherwise was
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a favourite drink, and which his sister had certainly put out for him for that
reason. In fact, he pulled his head away from the dish almost with revulsion,
and crawled back into the middle of the room.

In the living room the gas-jet had been lit, as Gregor saw by looking through
the crack in the door, but whereas usually at this time his father would be
reading aloud to Gregor’s mother or sometimes to his sister from the afternoon
edition of the newspaper, there was now silence. Well, it was possible that this
reading aloud, of which his sister had written and spoken to him many times,
had been discontinued of late. But it was equally quiet to either side, even
though it was hardly possible that there was no one home. ‘What a quiet life
the family used to lead,’ Gregor said to himself, and, staring into the blackness,
he felt considerable pride that he had made such a life possible for his parents
and his sister, and in such a lovely flat. But what if all peace; all prosperity, all
contentment, were to come to a sudden and terrible end? So as not to fall into
such thoughts, Gregor thought he would take some exercise instead, and he
crawled back and forth in the room.

Once in the course of the long evening one of the side-doors was opened a
crack, and once the other, and then hurriedly closed again: someone seemed to
feel a desire to step inside, but then again had too many cavils about so doing;
Gregor took up position right against the living-room door, resolved to bring in
the reluctant visitor in some way if he could, or, if nothing more, at least dis-
cover his identity; but then the door wasn't opened again, and Gregor waited in
vain. Previously, when the doors were locked, everyone had tried to come in
and see him, but now that he had opened one door himself, and the others had
apparently been opened in the course of the day, no visitors came, and the keys
were all on the outside too.

The light in the living room was left on far into the night, and that made it
easy to verify that his parents and his sister had stayed up till then, because, as
he could very well hear, that was when the three of them left on tiptoed feet.
Now it was certain that no one would come in to Gregor’s room until morning;
so he had a long time ahead of him to reflect undisturbed on how he could
reorder his life. But the empty high-ceilinged room where he was forced to lie
flat on the floor disquieted him, without him being able to find a reason for his
disquiet, because after all this was the room he had lived in these past five
years—and with a half unconscious turn, and not without a little shame, he
hurried under the sofa, where, even though his back was pressed down a little,
and he was unable to raise his head, he straightaway felt very much at home,
and only lamented the fact that his body was too broad to be entirely concealed
under the sofa.

He stayed there all night, cither half asleep, albeit woken by hunger at regular
intervals, or kept half awake by anxieties and unclear hopes, which all seemed to
lead to the point that he would comport himself quietly for the moment, and by
patience and the utmost consideration for the family make the inconveniences
he was putting them through in his present state a little bearable for them.

Early the next morning, while it was almost still night, Gregor had an oppor-
tunity to put his resolutions to the test, because the door from the hallway
opened, and his sister, almost completely dressed, looked in on him with some
agitation. It took her a while to find him, but when she spotted him under the
sofa—my God, he had to be somewhere, he couldn't have flown off into space—
she was so terrified that in an uncontrollable revulsion she slammed the door
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shut. But then, as if sorry for her behaviour, she straightaway opened the door
again, and tiptoed in, as if calling on a grave invalid, or even a stranger. Gregor
had pushed his head forward to the edge of the sofa, and observed her. Would
she notice that he had left his milk, and then not by any means because he
wasn't hungry, and would she bring in some different food that would suit him
better? If she Failed to do so of her own accord, then he preferred to die rather
than tell her, even though he did feel an-incredible urge to shoot out from under
the sofa, hurl himself at his sister’s feet, and ask her for some nice titbit to eat.
But his sister was promptly startled by the sight of the full dish, from which only
a little milk had been spilled round the edges. She picked it up right away, not
with her bare hands but with a rag, and carried it out. Gregor was dying to see
what she would bring him instead, and he entertained all sorts of conjectures
on the subject. But never would he have been able to guess what in the good-
ness of her heart his sister did. She brought him, evidently to get a sense of his
likes and dislikes, a whaole array of things, all spread out on an old newspaper.
There were some half-rotten vegetables; bones left over from dinner with a little
congealed white sauce; a handful of raisins and almonds; a cheese that a couple
of days ago Gregor had declared to be unfit for human consumption; a piece of
dry bread, a piece of bread and butter, and a piece of bread and butter sprinkled
with salt. In addition she set down a dish that was probably to be given over to
Gregor's personal use, into which she had poured some water. Then, out of
sheer delicacy, knowing that Gregor wouldn't be able to eat in from of her, she
hurriedly left the room, even turning the key, just as a sign to Gregor that he
could settle down and take his time over everything. Gregor's legs trembled as
he addressed his meal. His wounds too must have completely healed over, for
he didn’t feel any hindrance, he was astonished to realize, and remembered
how a little more than a month ago he had cut his finger with a knife, and only
the day before yesterday the place still had hurt. ‘I wonder if I have less sensi-
tivity now?’ he thought, as he sucked avidly on the cheese, which of all the
proffered foodstuffs had most spontaneously and powerfully attracted him.
Then, in rapid succession, and with eyes watering with satisfaction, he ate up
the cheese, the vegetables and the sauce; the fresh foods, on the other hand,
were not to his liking—he couldn’t even bear the smell of them, and dragged
such things as he wanted to eat a little way away from them. He was long done
with everything, and was just lounging lazily where he had eaten, when his sister,
to signal that he was to withdraw, slowly turned the key in the lock. That imme-
diately stung him out of his drowsiness, and he dashed back under the sofa. But
it cost him a great effort to remain there, even for the short time his sister was in
the room, because his big meal had filled out his belly, and he was scarcely able
to breathe in his little space. Amidst little fits of panic suffocation, he watched
with slightly bulging eyes, as his sister, all unawares, swept everything together
with a broom—not only the leftovers, but also those elements of food that
Gregor hadn’t touched, as though they too were now not good for anything, and
as she hastily tipped everything into a bucket, on which she set a wooden lid,
whereupon she carried everything back out. No sooner had she turned her back
than Gregor came out from under the sofa, stretched and pulled himself up.
This was how Gregor was now fed every day, once in the morning, while his
parents and the maid were still asleep, and a second time after lunch, when his
parents had their little lie down, and his sister sent the maid out on some
errand or other. For sure, none of them wanted Gregor to starve, but maybe
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they didn’t want to confront in so much material detail the idea of him eating
anything. Perhaps also his sister wanted to spare them a little grief, because
certainly they were suffering enough as it was.

With what excuses the doctor and locksmith were got rid of on that first
morning was something Gregor never learned, because as he was not able to
make himself understood, it didn't occur to anyone, not even his sister, that he
could understand others, and so, when his sister was in his room, he had to
content himself with hearing her occasional sighs and appeals to various
saints. Only later, once she had got adjusted to everything a little—of course
there could be no question of becoming fully used to it—Gregor sometimes
caught a well-intentioned remark, or one that was capable of being interpreted
as such. He had a good appetite today, she said, when Gregor had dealt with
his food in determined fashion, whereas, in the opposite case, which came to
be the rule, she would sometimes say, almost sorrowfully: ‘Oh, it’s hardly been
touched today.’

While Gregor was not given any news directly he was sometimes able to
glean developments from the adjoining rooms, and whenever he heard anyone
speaking, he would rush to the door in question, and press his whole hody
against it. Especially in the early days, there was no conversation that did not
somehow; in some oblique way, deal with him. For two days, at each meal,
there were debates as to how one ought to behave: and in between meals, the
same subject was also discussed, because there were always at least two mem-
bers of the household at home, probably as no one wanted to be alone at home,
and couldn't in any case wholly leave it. On the very first day the cook had
begged on her knees—it was unclear what and how much she knew about what
had happened—to be let go right away, and when she took her leave a quarter
of an hour later, she said thank-you for her dismissal, as if it was the greatest
kindness she had experienced here, and, without anyone demanding it of her,
gave the most solemn oath never to betray the least thing to anyone.

Now his sister had to do the cooking in harness with his mother; admittedly,
it didn't create much extra work for her, because no one ate anything. Gregor
kept hearing them vainly exhorting one another to eat, and receiving no reply,
other than: ‘Thank you, I've enough,” or words to that effect. Perhaps they
didn’t drink anything either. Often, his sister asked his father whether he
would like a beer, and offered to fetch it herself, and when her father made no
reply, she said, to get over his hesitation, that she could equally well send the
janitor woman out for it, but in the end his father said a loud ‘No’, and there
was an end of the matter.

Already in the course of that first day his father set out the fortunes and
prospects of the family to his mother and sister. From time to time, he got up
from the table and produced some certificate or savings book from his little
home safe, which he had managed to rescue from the collapse of his business
five years ago. One could hear him opening the complicated lock, and shutting
it again after taking out the desired item. These explanations from his father
constituted the first good news that had reached Gregor’s ears since his incar-
ceration. He had been of the view that the winding-up of the business had left
his father with nothing—at any rate his father had never said anything to the
contrary, and Gregor hadn't questioned him either. At the time Gregor had
bent all his endeavours to helping the family to get over the commercial catas-
trophe, which had plunged them all into complete despair, as quickly as
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possible. And so he had begun working with an especial zeal and almost over-
night had moved from being a little junior clerk to a travelling salesman, who
of course had earning power of an entirely different order, and whose suc-
cesses in the form of percentages were instantly turned into money, which
could be laid out on the table of the surprised and delighted family. They had
been good times, and they had never returned, at least not in that magnifi-
cence, even though Gregor went on to earn so much money that he was able to
bear, and indeed bore, the expenses of the whole family. They had just become
used to it, both the family and Gregor; they gratefully took receipt of his
money, which he willingly handed over, but there was no longer any partieular
warmth about it. Only his sister had remained close to Gregor, and it was his
secret project to send her, who unlike himself loved music and played the
violin with great feeling, to the conservatory next year, without regard to the
great expense that was surely involved, and that needed to be earned, most
probably in some other fashion. In the course of Gregor's brief stays in the city,
the conservatory often came up in conversations with his sister, but always as
a beautiful dream, not conceivably to be realized; and their parents disliked
even stch innocent references: but Gregor thought about it quite purposefully,
and meant to make a formal announcement about it at Christmas.

Such—in his present predicament—perfectly useless thoughts crowded his
head, while he stuck to the door in an upright position, listening. Sometimes,
from a general fatigue, he was unable to listen, and carelessly let his head drop
against the door, before holding it upright again, because even the little noise
he had made had been heard next door,-and had caused them all to fall silent.
Wonder what he’s doing now,’ said his father after a while, evidently turning
towards the door, and only then was the interrupted conversation gradually
resumed.

Because his father tended to repeat himself in his statements—partly because
he had long disregarded these matters, and partly because Gregor's mother
often didn't understand when they were first put to her—Gregor now had
plenty of occasion to hear that, in spite of the calamity, an admittedly small
nest egg had survived from the old days, and had grown a little over the inter-
vening years through the compounding of interest. In addition to this, the
money that Gregor had brought home every month—he kept back no more
than a couple of guilder for himself—had not been used up completely, and
had accrued to another small lump sum. Behind his door, Gregor nodded
enthusiastically, delighted by this unexpected caution and prudence. The sur-
plus funds might have been used to pay down his father's debt to the director,
thereby bringing closer the day when he might quit this job, butnow it seemed
to him better done the way his father had done it.

OF course, the money was nowhere near enough for the family to live off the
interest, say; it might be enough to feed them all for a year or two, at most, but
no more. Really it was a sum that mustn't be touched, that ought to be set
aside for an emergency; money for day-to-day living expenses needed to be
earned. His father was a healthy, but now elderly man, who hadn't worked for
five years now, and who surely shouldn’t expect too much of himself; in those
five years, which were the first holidays of a strenuous and broadly unsuccess-
ful life, he had put on a lot of fat, and had slowed down considerably. And was
his old mother to go out and earn money, wha suffered from asthma, to whom
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merely going from one end of the flat to the other was a strain, and who spent
every other day on the sofa struggling for breath in front of the open window?
Or was his sister to make money, still a child with her seventeen years, and
who so deserved to be left in the manner of her life heretofore, which had con-
sisted of wearing pretty frocks, sleeping in late, helping out at the pub, taking
part in a few modest celebrations and, above all, playing the violin. Whenever
the conversation turned to the necessity of earning money, Gregor would let go
of the door, and throw himself on to the cool leather sofa beside it, because he
was burning with sorrow and shame.

Often he would lie there all night, not sleeping a wink, and just scraping
against the leather for hours. Nor did he shun the great effort of pushing a
chair over to the window, creeping up to the window-sill, and, propped against
the armchair, leaning in the window, clearly in some vague recollection of
the liberation he had once used to feel, gazing out of the window. For it was
true to say that with each passing day his view of distant things grew fuzzier;
the hospital across the road, whose ubiguitous aspect he had once cursed, he
now no longer even saw, and if he hadn't known for a fact that he lived in the
leafy, but perfectly urban Charlottenstrasse, he might have thought that his
window gave on to a wasteland where grey sky merged indistinguishably with
grey earth. His alert sister needed only to spot that the armchair had been
moved across to the window once or twice, before she took to pushing the
chair over there herself after tidying Gregor's room, and even leaving the inner
window ajar.

Had Gregor been able to speak to his sister and to thank her for everything
she had to do for him, he would have found it a little easier to submit to her
ministrations; but, as it was, he suffered from them. His sister, for her part,
clearly sought to blur the embarrassment of the whole thing; and the more
time passed, the better able she was to do so, but Gregor was also able to see
through everything more acutely. Even her entry was terrible for him. No
sooner had she stepped into his room, than without even troubling to shut the
door behind her—however much care she usually took to save anyone passing
the sight of Gregor's room—she darted over to the window and flung it open
with febrile hands, almost as if she were suffocating, and then, quite regardless
of how cold it might be outside, she stood by the window for a while, taking
deep breaths. She subjected Gregor to her scurrying and her din twice daily;
for the duration of her presence, he trembled under the sofa, even though he
knew full well that she would have been only too glad to spare him the
awkwardness, had it been possible for her to remain in the same room as her
brother with the window closed.

On one occasion—it must have been a month or so after Gregor's metamor-
phosis, and there was surely no more cause for his sister to get agitated about
Gregor's appearance—she came in a little earlier than usual and saw Gregor
staring out of the window, immobile, almost as though set up on purpose to give
her a fright. Gregor would not have been surprised if she had stopped in her
tracks, seeing as he impeded her from going over and opening the window, but
not only did she not come in, she leaped back and locked the door; a stranger
might have supposed that Gregor had been lying in wait for her, to bite her.
Naturally, Gregor straightaway went and hid under the sofa, but he had to wait
till noon for his sister to reappear, and then she seemed more agitated than
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usual. From that he understood that the sight of him was still unbearable to her
and would continue to be unbearable to her, and that she probably had to con-
trol herself so as not to run away at the sight of that little portion of his body
that peeped out from under the sofa. One day, in a bid to save her from that as
well, he moved the tablecloth on to the sofa—the labour took him four hours—
and arranged it in such a way that he was completely covered, and that his sis-
ter, even if she bent down, would be unable to see him. If this covering hadn't
been required in her eyes, she could easily have removed it, because it was
surely clear enough that it was no fun for Gregor to screen himself from sight so
completely, but she left the cloth in situ, and once Gregor even thought he
caught a grateful look from her, as he moved the cloth ever so slightly with his
head to see how his sister was reacting to the new arrangement.

During the first fortnight, his parents would not be induced to come in and
visit him, and he often heard their professions of respect for what his sister was
now doing, whereas previously they had frequently been annoyed with her for
being a somewhat useless girl. Now, though; both of them, father and mother,
often stood outside Gregor’s room while his sister was cleaning up inside, and
no sooner had she come out than she had to tell them in precise detail how
things looked in the room, what Gregor had eaten, how he had behaved this
time, and whether there wasn't some sign of an improvement in his condition.
His mother, by the way, quite soon wanted to visit Gregor herself, but his
father and sister kept her from doing so with their common-sense arguments,
to which Gregor listened attentively, and which met with his wholehearted
approval. Later on, it took force to hold her back, and when she cried, ‘Let me
see Gregor, after all he is my unhappy son! Won't you understand that I have
to see him?’ then Gregor thought it might after all be a good thing if his mother
saw him, not every day of course, but perhaps as often as once a week; she did
have a much better grasp of everything than his sister, who, for all her pluck,
was still a child, and ultimately had perhaps taken on such a difficult task
purely out of childish high spirits.

Before very long, Gregor's desire to see his mother was granted. Gregor
didn’t care to sit in the window in the daytime out of regard for his parents, nor
was he able to crawl around very much on the few square yards of floor; even
at night he was scarcely able to lie quietly, his food soon stopped affording him
the least pleasure, and so, to divert himself, he got into the habit of crawlingall
over the walls and ceiling. He was particularly given to hanging off the ceiling:
it felt very different from lying on the floor; he could breathe more easily; a
gentle thrumming vibration went through his body; and in the almost blissful
distraction Gregor felt up there, it could even happen that to his own surprise
he let himself go, and smacked down on the floor. Of course his physical mas-
tery of his body was of a different order from what it had been previously, and
so now he didn’t hurt himself, even after a fall from a considerable height. His
sister observed the new amusement Gregor had found for himself—as he crept
here and there he couldn’t avoid leaving some traces of his adhesive secretion—
and she got it into her head to maximize the amount of crawling Gregor could
do, by removing those pieces of furniture that got in his way, in particular the
wardrobe and the desk. But it was not possible for her to do so unaided; she
didn’t dare ask her father for help; the maid would certainly not have helped,
because while this girl of about sixteen had bravely stayed on after the cook’s
departure. she had also asked in return that she might keep the kitchen locked,
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and only have to open it when particularly required to do so; so Gregor's sister
had no alternative but to ask her mother on an occasion when her father was
away. Gregor's mother duly came along with cries of joy and excitement, only
to lapse into silence outside Gregor's door. First, his sister checked to see that
everything in the room was tidy; only then did she allow her mother to step
inside. In a very great rush, Gregor had pulled the tablecloth down lower, with
more pleats, and the whole thing really had the appearance of a cloth draped
casually over the sofa. He also refrained from peeping out from underneath it;
he declined to try to see his mother on this first visit, he was just happy she had
come. ‘It's all right, you won't see him,” said his sister, who was evidently taking
her mother by the hand. Now Gregor heard the two weak women shifting the
heavy old wardrobe from its place, and how his sister always did the bulk of the
work, ignoring the warnings of his mother, who kept fearing she might over-
strain herself. It took a very long time. It was probably after hfteen minutes of
toil that his mother said it would be better to leave the wardrobe where it was,
because firstly it was too heavy, they would never manage to get it moved
before father's return, and by leaving it in the middle of the room they would
only succeed in leaving an irritating obstruction for Gregor, and secondly it
was by no means certain that they were doing Gregor a favour by removing that
piece of furniture anyway. She rather thought the opposite; the sight of the
empty stretch of wall clutched at her heart; and why shouldn’t Gregor have a
similar sensation too, seeing as he was long accustomed to his bedroom furni-
ture, and was therefore bound to feel abandoned in the empty room. ‘And isn't
it the case as well," his mother concluded very quietl—indeed she was barely
talking above a whisper throughout, as though to prevent Gregor, whose where-
abouts she didn’t know, from even hearing the sound of her voice, seeing as
she felt certain that he wasn't capable of understanding her words anyway—
“isn’t it the case as well, that by taking away his furniture, we would be showing
him we were abandoning all hope of an improvement in his condition, and
leaving him utterly to his own devices? I think it would be best if we try to leave
the room in exactly the condition it was before, so that, if Gregor is returned to
us, he will find everything unaltered, and will thereby be able to forget the
intervening period almost as if it hadn’t happened.’

As he listened to these words of his mother, Gregor understood that the want
of any direct human address, in combination with his monotonous life at the
heart of the family over the past couple of months, must have confused his
understanding, because otherwise he would not have been able to account for
the Fact that he seriously wanted to have his room emptied out. Was it really his
wish to have his cosy room, comfortably furnished with old heirlooms, trans-
formed into a sort of cave, merely so that he would be able to crawl around in it
freely, without hindrance in any direction—even at the expense of rapidly and
utterly forgetting his human past? He was near enough to forgetting it now, and
only the voice of his mother, which he hadn’t heard for a long time, had reawak-
ened the memory in him. Nothing was to be taken out; everything was to stay as
it was: the positive influence of the furniture on his condition was indispens-
able; and if the furniture prevented him from crawling around without rhyme or
reason, then that was no drawback either, but a great advantage.

But his sister was unfortunately of a different mind; she had become accus-
tomed, not without some justification either, to cast herself in the role of a sort
of expert when Gregor's affairs were discussed with her parents, and so her
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mother’s urgings now had the effect on his sister of causing her to insist.on the
removal not merely of the wardrobe and the desk, which was all she had origi-
nally proposed, but of all the furniture, with the sole exception of the indispens-
able sofa. It wasn't merely childish stubbornness and a surge of unexpected and
hard-won self-confidence that prompted her to take this view; she had observed
that Gregor needed a lot of space for his crawling, and in the course of it, so far
as she had seen, made no use whatever of the furniture. Perhaps the natural
enthusiasm of a girl of her age played a certain role too, a quality that seeks its
own satisfaction in any matter, and this now caused Grete to present Gregor's
situation in even starker terms, so that she might do even more for him than she
had thus far. For it was unthinkable that anyone else would dare to set footina
room where Gregor all alone made free with the bare walls. i
And so she refused to abandon her resolution in the face of the arguments of
her mother, who seemed to have been overwhelmed by uncertainty in this room,
and who, falling silent, to the best of her ability helped his sister to remove the
wardrobe from the room. Well, Gregor could do without the wardrobe if need
be, but the writing-desk had to stay. And no sooner had the two women left with
the wardrobe, against which they pressed themselves groaning with effort, than
Gregor thrust his head out from under the sofa, to see how best, with due care
and respect, he might intervene on his own behalf, It was unfortunate: that it was
his mother who came back in first, while Grete:was still clasping the wardrobe in
the next-door room, hefting it this way and that, without of course being able to
budge it from the spot. His mother was not accustomed to the sight of Gregor, it
could have made her ill, and so Gregor reversed hurriedly to the far end of the
sofa; but was unable to prevent the cloth from swaying slightly. That was enough
to catch his mother’s attention. She paused, stood still for-a moment, and then
went back to Grete. 2
Even though Gregor kept telling himself there was nothing particular going
on, just a few sticks of furniture being moved around, he soon had to admit-to
himself that the to-ing and fro-ing of the two women, their little exhortations
to one another, the scraping of the furniture on the floor, did have the effect
on him of a great turmoil nourished on all sides, and he was compelled to
admit that, however he drew in his head and his legs and pressed his belly to
the floor, he would be unable to tolerate much more of it. They were clearing
his room out: taking away everything that was dear to him: they had already
taken the wardrobe that contained his jigsaw and his other tools, now they
were prising away the desk that seemed to have taken root in the floor, where
he had done his homework at trade school, at secondary, even at elementary
school—he really had no more time to consider the good intentions of the two
women, whose existence he had practically forgotten, because they were now
so exhausted they were doing their work in niear silence, all that could be he:
of them being their heavy footfalls. T
And so he erupted forth—the women were just resting on the desk next dog
to catch their breath—and four times changed his direction for he really did
know what he should rescue first, when he saw the picture of the fur-¢
woman all the more prominent now, because the wall on which it hung
now been cleared, crawled hurriedly up to it and pressed himself against’
glass, which stuck to him and imparted a pleasant coolness to his hot belly:
least no one would now take away this picture, which Gregor now comple

THE METAMORPHOSIS | 229

covered. He turned his head in the direction of the living room door, to see the
women as they returned.

They hadn't taken much of a break, and here they came again; Grete had laid -
her.arm around her mother, and was practically carrying her. ‘Well, what shall
we take next? Grete said, looking around. Then her eyes encountered those of
Gregor, up on the wall. She kept her calm, probably only on account of the
presence of her mother, inclined her face towards her, to keep her from look-
ing around, and said, with a voice admittedly trembling and uncontrolled: ‘Oh,
let’s just go back to the living room for a moment, shall we?" Grete’s purpose
was clear enough to Gregor; she wanted to get her mother to safety, and then
chase him off the wall. Well, just let her try! He would perch on his picture,
and never surrender it. He would rather fly in Grete’s face.

But Grete's words served only to disquiet her mother, who stepped to one
side, spotted the giant brown stain on the flowered wallpaper, and, before she
had time to understand what she saw, she cried in a hearse, screaming voice,
‘Oh my God, oh my God!" and with arms outspread, as though abandoning

everything she had, fell across the sofa, and didn’t stir. ‘Ooh, Gregor!' cried his
sister; brandishing her fist and. glowering at him. Since his metamorphosis,
they were the first words she had directly addressed to him, She ran next door
to find some smelling-salts to rouse her mother from her faint; Gregor wanted
to help too—he could always go back and rescue the picture later on—but he
was stuck fast to the glass, and had to break free of it by force; then he trotted
next door as though he could give his sister some advice, as in earlier times;
was forced to stand around idly behind her while she examined various differ-
ent flasks; and. gave her such a shock, finally, when she spun round, that a
bottle crashed to the ground and broke. One splinter cut Gregor in the face,
the fumes of some harshly corrosive medicine causing him to choke; Grete
ended 1ip by grabbing as many little flasks as she could hold, and ran with them
to her mother; she slaimmed the door shut with her foot. Gregor was now shut
off from his mother, who, through his fault, was possibly close to death; there
was nothing he could do but wait; and assailed by reproach and dread, he
TomE.. to crawl. He crawled over everything, the walls, the furniture, the ceil-
ing, and finally in his despair, with the whole room already spinning round
him, he dropped on to the middle of the dining table.
- -Some time passed. Gregor lay there dully, there was silence all round, perhaps
it was a good sign. Then the hell rang, The maid; of course, was locked away in
her kitchen, and so Grete had to go to the door. His father was back. ‘What hap-
pened?’ were his first words; Grete's appearance must have given everything away.
She answered in muffled tones; clearly she must be pressing her face to her
mm?m_..w chest: ‘Mother had a faint, but she’s feeling better now. Gregor’s got
loose.’ ‘I knew it,’ said his father. ‘Wasn't I always telling you, but you women
never listen.” Gregor understood that his father must have put the worst possible
Construction on Grete's all too brief account, and supposed that Gregor had per-
__HH;& some act of violence. Therefore Gregor must try to mollify his father,
e m:mm for an explanation there was neither time nor means. And so he fled to
~.amnccn... of his room, m.dm vnmmmm.a_ himself against it, so that his father, on stepping
P m the r&_.s_m%, _”:_W_.; see right away that Gregor had every intention of going
e promptly into rﬁ.qccar and there was no necessity to use force, he had only
open the door for him, and he would disappear through it right away.
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But his father wasn't in the mood to observe such details: ‘Ah!" he roared, the
moment he entered, in a tone equally enraged and delighted. Gregor withdrew
his head from the door, and turned to look at his father. He really hadn’t imag-
ined him the way he was; admittedly, he had been distracted of late by the novel
sensation of crawling, and had negleeted to pay attention to goings-on in the
rest of the flat, as he had previously, and so really he should have been prepared
to come upon some alterations. But really, really, was that still his father? The
same man who had lain feebly buried in bed, when Gregor had set out formerly
on a business trip; who had welcomed him back at night, in his nightshirt and
rocking-chair; not even properly able to get to his feet any more, but merely
raising hoth arms in token of his pleasure; and who on his infrequent walks on
one or two Sundays per year, and on the most solemn holidays, walked between
Gregor and his wife slowly enough anyway, but still slower than them, bundled
into his old overcoat, feeling his way forward with his carefully jabbing stick,
and each time he wanted to speak, stopping to gather his listeners about him?
And now here he was fairly erect; wearing a smart blue uniform with gold but-
tons, like the doorman of a bank; over the stiff collar of his coat, the bulge of a
powerful double-chin; under the bushy eyebrows an alert and vigorous expres-
sion in his black eyes; his habitually unkempt white hair now briskly parted and
combed into a shining tidy arrangement. He threw his cap, which had on'it a
gold monogram, presumably that of the bank, across the whole room in an arc
on to the sofa, and, hands in his pockets, with the skirts of his long coat trailing
behind him, he walked up to Gregor with an expression of grim resolve. He
probably didn’t know himself what he would do next; but even so, he raised his
feet to an uncommon height, and Gregor was startled by the enormous size of
his bootsoles. But he didn’t allow himself the leisure to stop and remark on it;
he had understood from the first day of his new life that his father thought the
only policy to adopt was one of the utmost severity towards him. And so he scur-
ried along in front of his father, pausing when he stopped, and harrying on the
moment he made another movement. In this way, they circled the room several
times, without anything decisive taking place, yes, even without the whole pro-
cess having the appearance of a chase, because of its slow tempo. It was for that
reason too that Gregor remained on the floor for the time being, because he was
afraid that if he took to the walls or ceiling, his father night interpret that as
a sign of particular wickedness on his part. Admittedly, Gregor had to tell him-
self he couldn't keep up even this slow pace for very long, because in the time
his father took a single step, he needed to perform a whole multiplicity of move-
ments. He was already beginning to get out of breath-—evenrin earlier times his
lungs hadn't been altogether reliable. As he teetered along, barely keeping
his eyes open, in order to concentrate all his resources on his movement—in his
dull-wittedness not even thinking of any other form of salvation beyond merely
keeping going: and had almost forgotten that the walls were available to him,
albeit obstructed by carefully carved items of furniture, full of spikes and
obstructions—something whizzed past him, something had been hurled at him;
something now rolling around on the floor in front of him. It was an apple;
straightaway it was followed by another; Gregor in terror was rooted to the spot;
there was no sense in keeping moving, not if his father had decided to have
recourse to artillery. He had filled his pockets from the fruit bowl on the side-
board, and was hurling one apple after another, barely pausing to take aim.
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These little red apples rolled around on the floor as though electrified, often
caroming into one another. A feebly tossed apple brushed against Gregor's
back, only to bounce off it harmlessly. One thrown a moment later, however,
secured to pierce it. Gregor tried to drag himself away, as though the bewilder-
ing and scarcely credible pain might pass if he changed position; but he felt
as though nailed to the spot, and in complete disorientation, he stretched out.
With one last look he saw how the door to his room was flung open, and his
mother ran out in front of his howling sister, in her chemise—his sister must
have undressed her to make it easier for her to breathe after her fainting fit—
how his mother ran towards his father, and as she ran her loosened skirts sue-
cessively slipped to the floor, and how, stumbling over them she threw herself at
his father, and embracing him, in complete union with him—but now Gregor's
eyesight was failing him—with her hands clasping the back of his head, begged
him to spare Gregor's life.

I

The grave wound to Gregor, from whose effects he suffered for over a
month—as no one dared to remove the apple, it remained embedded in his
flesh, as a visible memento—seemed to have reminded even his father that in
spite of his current sorry and loathsome form, Gregor remained a member of
the family, and must not be treated like an enemy, but as someone whom—all
revulsion to the contrary—family duty compelled one to choke down, and who
must be tolerated, simply tolerated.

Even if Gregor had lost his mobility, and presumably for good, so that now
like an old invalid he took an age to cross his room—there could be no more
question of crawling up out of the horizontal—this deterioration of his condi-
tion acquired a compensation, perfectly adequate in his view, in the fact that
each evening now, the door to the living room, which he kept under sharp
observation for an hour or two before it happened, was opened, so that, lying in
his darkened room, invisible from the living room, he was permitted to see the
family at their lit-up table, and, with universal sanction, as it were, though now
in a completely different way than before, to listen to them talk together.

Admittedly, these were not now the lively conversations of earlier times,
which Gregor had once called to mind with some avidity as he lay down
exhausted in the damp sheets of some poky hotel room. Generally, things were
very quiet. His father fell asleep in his armchair not long after supper was over;
his mother and sister enjoined one another to be quiet; his mother, sitting well
forward under the lamp, sewed fine linen for some haberdashery; his sister,
who had taken a job as salesgirl, studied stenography and French in the eve-
nings, in the hope of perhaps one day getting a better job. Sometimes his
father would wake up, and as though unaware that he had been asleep, would
say to his mother: ‘Oh, you've been sewing all this time!’ and promptly fall
asleep again, while mother and sister exchanged tired smiles.

With an odd stubbornness, his father now refused to take off his uniform coat
when he was at home; and while his dressing-gown hung uselessly on its hook,
his fully dressed father dozed in his chair, as though ready at all times to be of
service, waiting, even here, for the voice of his superior. As a result, the uni-
form, which even to begin with had not been new, in spite of all the precautions
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of mother and sister, rapidly lost its cleanliness, and Gregor often spent whole
evenings staring at this comprehensively stained suit, with its invariably gleam-
ing gold buttons, in which the old man slept so calmly and uncomfortably.

As soon as the clock struck ten, his mother would softly wake his father, and
talk him into going to bed, because he couldn’t sleep properly where he was,
and proper sleep was precisely what he needed, given that he had to be back on
duty at six in the morning. But with the obstinacy that characterized him ever
since he had become a commissionaire, he would always insist on staying at
table longer, even though he quite regularly fell asleep there, and it was only
with the greatest difficulty that he was then persuaded to exchange his chair
for bed. However Gregor's mother and sister pleaded and remonstrated with
him, he would slowly shake his head for a whole quarter of an hour at a time,
keep his eyes shut, and refuse to get up. Gregor's mother would tug ar his
sleeve, whisper blandishments in his ear, his sister would leave her work to
support her mother, but all in vain. His father would only slump deeper into
his chair. Only when the women took him under the arms did he open his eyes,
look alternately at them both, and then usually say: ‘What sort of life is this?
What sort of peace and dignity in my old days?’ And propped up by the women,
he would cumbersomely get to his feet, as though he was a great weight on
himself, let them conduct him as far as the door, then gesture to them, and go
on himself, while Gregor's mother hurriedly threw down her sewing, and his
sister her pen, to run behind him and continue to be of assistance.

Who in this exhausted and overworked family had the time to pay any more
attention to Gregor than was absolutely necessary? The household seemed to
shrink: the maid was now allowed to leave after all; a vast bony charwoman
with a great mane of white hair came in the morning and evening to do the
brunt of the work; everything else had to be done by mother, in addition to her
copious needlework. Things even came to such a pass that various family jew-
els, in which mother and sister had once on special occasions decked them-
selves, were sold off, as Gregor learned one evening, from a general discussion
of the prices: that had been achieved. The bitterest complaint, however, con-
cerned the impossibility of leaving this now far too large apartment, as there
was no conceivable way of moving Gregor. Gregor understood perfectly well
that it wasn’t any regard for him that stood in the way of a move, because all it
would have taken was a suitably sized shipping crate, with a few holes drilled in
it for him to breathe through; no, what principally kept the family from moving
to another flat was their complete and utter despair—the thought that they in
all the circle of relatives and acquaintances had been singled out for such a
calamity. The things the world requires of poor people, they performed to the
utmost, his father running out to get breakfast for the little bank officials, his
mother hurling herself at the personal linen of strangers, his sister trotting
back and forth behind the desk, doing the bidding of the customers, but that
was as far as the strength of the family reached. The wound in Gregor’s back
would start to play up again, when mother and sister came back, having taken
his father to bed, and neglected their work to sit pressed together, almost
cheek to cheek; when his mother pointed to Gregor's room and said, ‘Will you
shut the door now, Grete’; and when Gregor found himself once more in the
dark, while next door the women were mingling their tears, or perhaps sitting
staring dry-eyed at the table.
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Gregor spent his days and nights almost without sleeping. Sometimes he
thought that the next time they opened:the door he would take the business of
the family in hand, just exactly as he had done before; after a long time the
director figured in his thoughts again, and the chief clerk, the junior clerk and
the trainees; the dim-witted factotum, a couple of friends he had in other com-
panies, a chambermaid in a hotel out in the provinces somewhere, a sweet,
fleeting memory, a cashier in a hat shop whom he had courted assiduously, but
far too slowly—all these appeared to him, together with others he never knew
or had already forgotten, but instead of helping him and his family, they were
all inaccessible to him, and he was glad when they went away again. And then
he wasn't in the mood to worry about the family, but instead was filled with
rage at how they neglected him, and even though he couldn’t imagine anything
for which he had an appetite, he made schemes as to how to inveigle himself
into the pantry; to take there what was rightfully his, even if he didn't feel the
least bit hungry now. No longer bothering to think what might please Gregor,
his sister before going to work in the morning and afternoon now hurriedly
shoved some food or otherinto Gregor's room with her foot, and in the evening
reached in with the broom te hook it back out again, indifferent as to whether
it had been only tasted or even—as most regularly happened—had remained
quite untouched. The tidying of the room, which she now did always in the
evening, really could not have been done more cursorily. The walls were
sireaked with grime, and here and there lay little tangled balls of dust and filth.
At first, Gregor liked to take up position, for her coming, in the worst affected
corners, as if to reproach her for their condition. But he could probably have
stayed there for weeks without his sister doing anything better; after all, she
could see the dirt as clearly as he could, she had simply taken it into her head
to ignore it. And at the same time, with a completely new pernicketiness that
seemed to have come over her, as it had indeed the whole family, she jealously
guarded her monopoly on the tidying of Gregor’s room. On one occasion, his
mother had subjected Gregor's room to a great cleaning, involving several
buckets full of water—the humidity was upsetting to Gregor, who lay miserably
and motionlessly stretched out-on the sofa—but his mother didn'’t get away
with it either. Because no sooner had his sister noticed the change in Gregor's
room that evening than, mortally offended, she ran into the sitting room, and
ignoring her mother's imploringly raised hands, burst into a crying fit that her
parents—her father had of course been shaken from his slumbers in his arm-
chair—witnessed first with helpless surprise, and then they too were touched
by it: his father on the one side blaming Gregor’s mother for not leaving the
cleaning of the room to his sister; while on the other yelling at the sister that
she would never be allowed to clean Gregor's room again; while the mother
tried to drag the father, who was quite beside himself with excitement, into the
bedroom; his sister, shaken with sobs, pummelled at the table with her little
fists, and Gregor hissed loudly in impotent fury that no one thought to shut the
door, and save him from such a noise and spectacle.

But even if his sister, exhausted by office work, no longer had it in her to care
for Gregor as she had done earlier, that still didn't mean that his mother had to
take a hand to save Gregor from being utterly neglected. Because now there was
the old charwoman. This old widow, who with her strong frame had survived
everything that life had had to throw at her, was evidently quite undismayed by
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Gregor. It wasn't that she was nosy, but she had by chance once opened the
door to Gregor's room, and at the sight of Gregor, who, caught out, started to
scurry hither and thither, even though no one was chasing him, merely stood
there with her hands folded and watched in astonishment: Since then, she let
no‘morning or evening slip without opening the door a crack and looking in on
Gregor. To begin with, she called to him as well, in terms she probably thought
were friendly, such things as: ‘Come here, you old dung-beetle!" or ‘Will you
take a look at that old dung-beetle!” Gregor of course didn’t reply, but ignored
the fact that the door had been opened, and stayed just exactly where he was, If
only this old charwoman, instead of being allowed to stand and gawp at him
whenever she felt like it, had been instructed to clean his room every day! Early
one morning—a heavy rain battered against the windowpanes, a sign already,
perhaps, of the approaching spring—Gregor felt such irritation when the char-
woman came along with her words that, albeit slowly and ponderously, he'made
as if to attack her. The charwoman; far from being frightened; seized a chair
that was standing near the door, and as she stood there with mouth agape it was
clear that she would only close it when she had brought the chair crashing
down on Gregor’s back: ‘So is thatas far as it goes then?’ she asked, as Gregor
turned away, and she calmly put the chair back in a corner. -
- Gregor was now eating almost nothing at all. Only sometimes, happening to
pass the food that had been put out for him, he would desultorily take a morsel
in his mouth, and keep it there for hours, before usually spitting it out again. At
first he thought it was grief about the condition of his room that was keeping
him from eating, but in fact the alterations to his room were the things he came
to terms with most easily. They had started pushing things into his room that
would otherwise have been in the way, and there were now a good many such
items, ‘since one room in the flat had been let out to a trio of bachelors. These
serious-looking gentlemen—all three wore full beards, as Gregor happened to
see once; peering through a crack in'the door—were insistent on hygiene, not
just where their own' room was concerned, but throughout the flat where they
were now tenants, and therefore most especially in the kitchen. Useless or dirty
junk was something for which they had no tolerance. Besides, they had largely
brought their own furnishings with them. For that reason, many things had now
become superfluous that couldn't be sold, and that one didn’t want to simply
throw away either. All these things came into Gregor’s room. And also the ash-
can and the rubbish-bin from the kitchen. Anything that seemed even tempo-
rarily surplus to requirements ‘was simply slung into: Gregor’s room by the
charwoman, who was always in a tearing rush; it was fortunate that Gregor
rarely saw more than the hand and the object in question, whatever it was. It
might be that the charwoman had it in mind to reclaim the things at some
future time, or to go in and get them all out one day, but what happened was
that they simply lay where they had been thrown, unless Gregor, crawling about
among the junk, happened to displace some of it; at first perforce, because
there was simply no more room in which to'move, but later on with increasing
pleasure; even though, after such peregrinations he would find himself heart-
sore and weary to death; and wouldn't move for many hours.

Since the tenants sometimes took their supper at home in the shared living
room, the door to' it remained closed on some evenings, but Gregor hardly
missed the opening of the door. After all, there were enough evenings when it
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had been open, and he had not profited from it, but, instead, without the fam-
ily noticing ‘at all, had merely lain still in the darkest corner of his room. On
one occasion, however, the charwoman had left the door to the living room
slightly ajar, and it remained ajar, even when the tenants walked in that eve-
ning; and the lights were turned on: They took their places at the table, where
previously father, mother and Gregor had sat; unfurled their napkins and took
up their eating irons. Straightaway his mother appeared in the doorway carry-
ing a dish of meat, and hard behind her came his sister with a bowl heaped
with potatoes. The food steamed mightily. The tenants inclined themselves to
the dishes in front of them, as though to examine them before eating, and the
one who was sitting at the-head of the table, and who seemed to have some
authority over the other two flanking him, cut into a piece of meat in the dish,
as though to check whether it'was sufficiently done, and didn’t ‘have to be sent
back to the kitchen. He seemed content with what he found, and mother and
sister, who had been watching in some trepidation, broke into relieved smiles.

The family were ‘taking their meal in the kitchen. Even so, before going in
there, the father came in and with a single reverence, cap in hand, walked once
round the table. All the tenants got up and muttered something into their
beards. Once they were on their own again, they ate in near silence. It struck
Gregor that out of all the various sounds one could hear, it was that of their
grinding teeth that stood-out, as though to demonstrate to Gregor that teeth
were needed to eat with, and the best toothless gums were no use. ‘But I do
have an appetite,’ Gregor said to himself earnestly, ‘only not for those things:
The way those tenants fill their boots, while I'm left to starve!’

On that same evening—Gregor couldn’t recall having heard the violin once
in all this time—it sounded from the kitchen. The tenants had finished their
supper, the one in the middle had produced a newspaper, and given the other
two a page apiece, and now they were leaning back, reading and smoking.
When the violin sounded, they pricked up their ears, got up and tiptoed to the
door of the hallway where they stayed pressed together. They must have been
heard from the kitchen, because father called: ‘Do the gentlemen have any
objection to the music? It'can be stopped right away.” ‘On the contrary, said
the middle gentleman, ‘mightn't the young lady like to come in'to us and play
here, where it's more cosy and convenient? ‘Only too happy to oblige;’ called
the father, as if he were the violin player. The gentlemen withdrew to their din-
ing room and waited. Before long up stepped the father with the music stand,
the mother with the score, and the sister with the violin. Calmly the sister set
everything up in readiness; the parents, who had never let rooms before; and
therefore overdid politeness towards the tenants, didn’t even dare to sit in their
own chairs; Gregor's father leaned in the doorway, his right hand pushed
between two buttons of his closed coat; Gregor’s mother was offered a seat by
one of the gentleman, and; not presuming to move, remained sitting just where
the gentleman had put her, off in a corner.

The sister began to play; father and mother, each on their respective side,
attentively followed the movements of her hands. Gregor, drawn by the music,
had slowly inched forward, and his head was already in the living room. He was
no longer particularly surprised at his lack of discretion, where previously this
discretion had been his entire pride. Even though now he would have had
additional cause to remain hidden, because as a result of the dust that lay
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everywhere in his room, and flew up at the merest movement, he himself was
covered with dust; on his back and along his sides he dragged around an assort-
ment of threads, hairs and bits of food; his indifference to everything was far
too great for him to lie down on his back, as he had done several times a day
before, and rub himself clean on the carpet. And, in spite of his condition, he
felt no shame at moving out on to the pristine floor of the living room.

Admittedly, no one paid him any regard. The family was completely absorbed
by the violin playing; the tenants, on the other hand, hands in pockets, had
initially taken up position far too close behind the music stand, so that they all
could see the music, which must surely be annoying to his sister, but before
long, heads lowered in half-loud conversation, they retreated to the window,
where they remained, nervously observed by the father. It really did look all too
evident that they were disappointed in their expectation of hearing some fine
or entertaining playing, were fed up with the whole performance, and only suf-
fered themselves to be disturbed out of politeness. The way they all blew their
cigar smoke upwards from their noses and mounths indicated in particular a
great mervousness on their part. And yet his sister was playing so beautifully.
Her face was inclined to the side, and sadly and searchingly her eyes followed
the columns of notes. Gregor crept a little closer and held his head close to the
ground, so as to be prepared to meet her gaze. Could he be an animal, to be so
moved by music? It was as though he sensed a way to the unknown sustenance
he longed for. He was determined to go right up to his sister, to pluck at her
skirt, and so let her know she was to come into his reom with her violin,
because no one rewarded music here as much as he wanted to reward it. He
would niot let her out of his room, at least not as long as he lived; for the first
time his frightening form would come in useful for him; he would appear at all
doors to his room at once, and hiss in the faces of attackers: but his sister
wasn't to be forced, she was to remain with him of her own free will; she was
to sit by his side on the sofa, and he would tell her he was resolved to send her
to the conservatory, and that, if the calamity hadn't struck, he would have told
everyone so last Christmas—was Christmas past? surely it was—without brook-
ing any objections. After this declaration, his sister would burst into tears of
emotion, and Gregor would draw himself up to her oxter and kiss her on the
throat, which, since she'd started going to the office, she wore exposed, with-
out a ribbon or collar.

‘Mr Samsa!’ cried the middle of the gentlemen, and not bothering to say
another word, pointed with his index finger at the slowly advancing Gregor.
The violin stopped, the middle gentleman first smiled, shaking his head, at his
two friends, and then looked at Gregor once more. His father seemed to think
it his first priority, even before driving Gregor away, to calm the tenants,
though they were not at all agitated, and in fact seemed to find Gregor more
entertaining than they had the violin playing. He hurried over to them, and
with outspread arms tried simultaneously to push them back into their room,
and with his body to block their sight of Gregor. At this point; they seemed to
lose their temper. It wasn't easy to tell whether it was the father's behaviour or
the understanding now dawning on them that they had been living next door to
someone like Gregor. They called on the father for explanations, they too
started waving their arms around, plucked nervously at their beards, and were
slow to retreat into their room. In the meantime, Gregor’s sister had overcame
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the confusion that had befallen her after the sudden interruption in her play-
ing, had, after holding her violin and bow in her slackly hanging hands a while
and continuing to read the score as if still playing, suddenly got a grip on her-
self, deposited the instrument in the lap of her mother who was still sitting on
her chair struggling for breath, and ran into the next room, which the tenants,
yielding now to pressure from her father, were finally more rapidly nearing.
Gregor could see how, under the practised hands of his sister, the blankets and
pillows on the beds flew up in the air and were plumped and pulled straight.
Even before the gentlemen had reached their room, she was finished with
making the beds, and had slipped out. Father seemed once more so much in
the grip of his stubbornness that he quite forgot himself towards the tenants.
He merely pushed and pushed, till the middle gentleman stamped thunder-
ously on the floor, and so brought him to a stop. ‘I hereby declare;’ he said,
raising his hand and with his glare taking in also mother and sister, ‘that as a
result of the vile conditions prevailing in this flat and in this family'—here, he
spat emphatically on the floor—'l am giving notice with immediate effect. I of
course will not pay one cent for the days 1 have lived here, in fact I will think
very carefully whether or not to proceed with—believe me—very easily sub-
stantiated claims against you.' He stopped and looked straight ahead of him, as
though waiting for something else. And in fact his two friends chimed in with
the words: ‘We too are giving in our notice; with immediate effect.’ Thereupon
he seized the doorknob, and slammed the door with a mighty crash.

Gregor's father; with shaking hands, tottered to his chair, and slumped down
into it: it looked as though he were settling to his regular evening snooze, but
the powerful nodding of his somehow disconmected head showed that he was
very far from sleeping. All this time, Gregor lay just exactly where he had been
when the tenants espied him. Disappointment at the failure of his plan, per-
haps also a slight faintness from his long fasting kept him from being able to
move. With a certain fixed dread he awaited the calamity about to fall upon his
head. Even the violin failed to startle him, when it slipped through the trem-
bling fingers of his mother, and with a jangling echo fell to the floor.

‘Dear parents,’ said his sister, and brought her hand down on the table top to
obtain silence, ‘things cannot go on like this. You might not be able to see it,
but I do. I don’t want to speak the name of my brother within the hearing of
that monster, and so [ will merely say: we have to try to get rid of it. We did as
much as humanly possible to try and look after it and tolerate it. I don’t think
anyone can reproach us for any measure we have taken or failed to take.’

‘She’s right, a thousand times right,” his father muttered to himself. His
mother, who—with an expression of derangement in her eyes—was still expe-
riencing difficulty breathing, started coughing softly into her cupped hand.

His sister ran over to her mother, and held her by the head. The sister's
words seemed to have prompted some more precise form of thought in the
father's mind, and he sat up and was toying with his doorman’s cap among the
plates, which still hadn't been cleared after the tenants' meal, from time to
time shooting a look at the silent Gregor.

‘We must try and get rid of it,’ the sister now said, to her father alone, as her
mother was caught up in her coughing and could hear nothing else, ‘otherwise
itll be the death of you. I can see it coming. If we have to work as hard as we
are all at present doing, it's not possible to stand this permanent torture at
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home as well. I can’t do it any more either.’ And she burst into such a flood of
tears that they flowed down onto her mother's face, from which she -wiped
them away, with mechanical movements of her hand: 5 g

‘My child,’ said her father compassionately and with striking comprehension,
‘but what shall we do?’

Grete merely shrugged her shoulders as a sign of the uncertainty into which—in
striking contrast to her previous conviction—she had now fallen in her weeping.

‘If only he understood us,’ said the father, with rising intonation; the sister,
still weeping, waved her hand violently to indicate that such a thing was out of
the question. :

9If only he understood us,’ the father repeated, by closing his eyes accepting
the sister’s conviction of the impossibility of it, ‘then we might come to some
sort of settlement with him. Butas itis. ..’ : j

‘We must get rid of it,’ cried the sister again, ‘that’s the only thing for it,
Father. You just have to put from your mind any thought that it's Gregor. Our
continuing to think that it was, for such a long time, therein lies the source of
our misfortune, But how can it be Gregor? If it was Gregor, he would long ago
have seen that it's impossible for human beings to live together with an.animal
like that, and he would have left of his own free will. That would have meant.I
didn’t have a brother, but we at least could go on with our lives, and honour his
memory. But as it is, this animal hounds us, drives away the tenants, evidently
wants to take over the whole flat, and throw us out on to the street. Look,
Father,’ she suddenly broke into-a scream, ‘he’s coming again!” And in an
access of terror wholly incomprehensible to Gregor, his sister even quit-her
mother, actually pushing herself away from her chair, as though she would
rather sacrifice her mother than remain anywhere near Gregor, and dashed
behind her father, who, purely on the basis of her agitation, got to his feet and
half-raised his arms to shield the sister. f

Meanwhile, Gregor of course didn’t have the least intention of frightening
anyone, and certainly not his sister.-He had merely begun to turn around, to
make his way back to his room, which was a' somewhat laborious, and eye-
catching process, as, in consequence of his debility he needed his head to help
with such difficult manoeuvres, raising it many times and bashing it against
the floor. He stopped and looked around. His good intentions seemed to have
been acknowledged; it had just been a momentary fright he had given them.
Now they all looked at him sadly and silently. There lay his mother in herarm-
chair, with her legs stretched out and pressed together, her eyes falling shut
with fatigue; his father and: sister were sitting side by side; his sister having
placed her hand on her father’s neck.

Well, maybe theyll let me turn around now, thought Gregor, and recom-
menced the manoceuvre. He was unable to suppress the odd grunt of effort, and
needed to take periodic rests as well. But nobody interfered with him, and he
was allowed to get on with it by himself. Once he had finished his turn, he
straightaway set off wandering back. He was struck by the great distance that
seemed to separate him from his room, and was unable to understand how, in
his enfeebled condition, he had just a little while ago covered the same dis-
tance, almost without neticing. Intent on making the most rapid progress he
could, he barely noticed that no word, no exclamation from his family dis-
tracted him. Only when he was in the doorway did he turn his head, not all the
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way, as his neck felta little stiff, but even so-he was able to see that behind him
nothing had changed, only that his sister had got up. His last look lingered
upon his mother, whe was fast asleep. ; . ¢ ;

No sooner was he in his room than the door was pushed shut behind him,
and locked and bolted. The sudden noise so alarmed Gregor that his little legs
gave way beneath him. It-was his sister who had been in such a hurry. She had
been already standing on'tiptoe, waiting, and had then light-footedly leaped
forward. Gregor hadn’t even heard her until she cried ‘At last! as she turned
the key in the lock. = ) I i

‘What now?’ wondered Gregor, and looked around in the dark. He soon
made the discovery that he could no longer move. It came as no surprise to
hini; if anything, it seemed inexplicable that he had been able to get as far as
he had on his frail little legs. Otherwise, he felt as well as could be expected.
He did have pains all over his body, but he felt they were gradually abating, and
would finally cease altogether. The rotten apple in his back and the inflamma-
tion-all round it, which was entirely coated with a soft dust, he barely felt any
more. He thought back on his family with devotion and love. His convietion
that he needed to disappear was, if anything, still firmer than his sister's. He
remained in this condition of empty and peaceful reflection until the church
clock struck three a.m. The last thing he saw was the sky gradually lightening
outside his window. Then his head involuntarily dropped, and his final breath
passed feebly from his nostrils. 7 i :

When the charwoman came early in the morning—so powerful was she, and
in such a hurry, that, even though she had repeatedly been asked not to, she
slammed all the doors so hard that sleep was impossible after her coming—she
at first found nothing out of the ordinary when she paid her customary brief
call on Gregor. She thought he was lying there immobile on purpose, and was
playing at being offended; in her opinion, he was capable of all sorts of under-
standing. Because she happened to be holding the long broom, she tried to
tickle Gregor away from the doorway. When that bore no fruit, she grew irri-
table, and jabbed Gregor with the broom, and only when she had moved him
from the spot without any resistance on his part did she take notice. When she
undérstood what the situation was, her eyes went large and round, she gave a
half-involuntary whistle, didn’t stay longer, but tore open the door of the bed-
room and loudly called into'the darkness: ‘Have a look; it's gone and perished;
it's lying there, and it's perished!’ :

The Samsas sat up in bed, and had trouble overcoming their shock at the
mrmgcamdw appearance in their room, before even beginning to register the
import of what she was saying. But then Mr and Mrs Samsa hurriedly climbed
out of bed, each on his or her respective side. Mr Samsa flinging a blanket over
his shoulders, Mrs Samsa coming along just in her nightdress; and so they
stepped into Gregor's room. By now the door from the living room had been
opened as well, where Grete had slept ever since the tenants had come: she was
fully dressed, as if she hadn't slept at all, and her pale face seemed to confirm
that. ‘Dead?” said Mrs Samsa, and looked questioningly up at the charwoman,
even though she was in a position to check it all herself, and in fact could have
seen it without needing to check. ‘T should say so,” said the charwoman and, by
way of proof; with her broom pushed Gregor’s body across the floor a. ways. Mrs
Samsa moved as though to restrain the broom, but did not do so. ‘Ah,’ said Mr
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Samsa, ‘now we can give thanks to God." He crossed himself, and the three
women followed his example. Grete, not taking her eye off the body, said: ‘Look
how thin he had become. He stopped eating such a long time ago. I brought
food in and took it out, and it was always untouched.’ Indeed. Gregor’s body was
utterly flat and desiccated—only so apparent now that he was no longer up on
his little legs, and there was nothing else to distract the eye. .

‘Come in with us a bit, Grete," said Mrs Samsa with a melancholy smile, and,
not without turning back to look at the corpse. Grete followed her parents into
the bedroom. The charwoman shut the door and opened the window as far as
it would go. In spite of the early hour, there was already something sultry in the
morning air. It was, after all, the end of March.

The three tenants emerged from their room and looked around for their
breakfast in outrage; they had been forgotten about. ‘Where's our breakfast?’
the middle gentleman sulkily asked the charwoman. She replied by setting her
finger to her lips, and then quickly and silently beckoning the gentlemen into
Gregor's room. They followed and with their hands in the pockets of their
somewhat shiny little jackets stood around Gregor's body in the bright sunny
room. .

" The door from the bedroom opened, and Mr Samsa appeared in his uniform,
with hiswife on one arm and his daughter on the other. All were a little teary:
from time to time Grete pressed her face against her father's arm.

‘Leave my house at once!” said Mr Samsa, and pointed to the door, without
relinquishing the women. ‘How do you mean:’ said the middle gentleman, with
a little consternation, and smiled a saccharine smile. The other two kept their
hands behind their backs and rubbed them together incessantly, as if in the
happy expectation of a great scene, which was sure to end well for them. ‘I
mean just exactly what I said,’ replied Mr Samsa, and with his two compan-
ions, walked straight towards the tenant. To begin with the tenant stood his
ground, and looked at the floor, as if the things in his head were recombining
in some new arrangement. ‘Well, I suppose we'd better go then," he said, and
looked up at Mr Samsa, as if he required authority for this novel humility. Mr
Samsa merely nodded curtly at him with wide eyes. Thereupon the gentleman
did indeed swing into the hallway with long strides: his two friends had been
listening for a little while, their hands laid to rest, and now skipped after him,
as if afraid Mr Samsa might get to the hallway before them, and cut them off
from their leader. In the hallway all three took their hats off the hatstand,
pulled their canes out of the umbrella holder; bowed silently, and left the flat.
Informed by what turned out to be a wholly unjustified suspicion, Mr Samsa
and his womenfolk stepped out on to the landing; leaning against the balus-
trade, they watched the three gentlemen proceeding slowly but evenly down
the long flight of stairs, disappearing on each level into a certain twist of the
stairwell and emerging a couple of seconds later; the further they descended,
the less interest the Samsa family took in their progress, and when a butcher's
apprentice passed them and eventually climbed up much higher with his tray
on his head, Mr Samsa and the women left the balustrade altogether, and all
turned back, with relief, into their flat.

They decided to use the day to rest and to go for a walk; not only had they
earned a break from work, but they stood in dire need of one. And so they all
sat down at the table, and wrote three separate letters of apology—Mr Samsa
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to the board of his bank, Mrs Samsa to her haberdasher, and Grete to her man-
ager. While they were so engaged, the charwoman came in to say she was leay-
ing, because her morning’s tasks were done. The three writers at first merely
nodded without looking up, and only when the charwoman made no move to
leave did they look up in some irritation. ‘Well?' asked Mr Samsa. The char-
woman stood smiling in the doorway, as though she had some wonderful sur-
prise to tell the family about, but would only do so if asked expressly about it.
The almost vertical ostrich feather in her hat, which had annoyed Mr Samsa
the whole time she had been working for them, teetered in every direction. ‘So
what is it you want?' asked Mrs Samsa, who was the person most likely to com-
mand respect from the charwoman. ‘Well." replied the charwoman, and her
happy laughter kept her from speaking, ‘well, just to say, you don’t-have to
worry about how to get rid of the thing next door. I'll take care of it Mrs
Samsa and Grete inclined their heads over their letters, as if to go on writing;
Mr Samsa, who noticed that the woman was about to embark on a more
detailed description of everything, put up a hand to cut her off. Being thus
debarred from speaking, she remembered the great rush she was in, and, evi-
dently piqued, called out, ‘Well, so long everyone', spun round and left the
apartment with a terrible slamming of doors.

I'm letting her go this evening, said Mr Samsa, but got no reply from wife or
daughter, because the reference to the charwoman seemed to have disturbed
their concentration, no sooner than it had returned. The two women rose,
went over to the window, and stayed there, holding one another in an embrace.
Mr Samsa turned towards them in his chair, and watched them in silence for a
while. Then he called: ‘Well now, come over here. Leave that old business.
And pay a little attention to me.’ The women came straightaway, caressed him,
and finished their letters.

Then the three of them all together left the flat, which was something they
hadn’t done for months, and took the tram to the park at the edge of the city.
The carriage in which they sat was flooded with warm sunshine. Sitting back
comfortably in their seats, they discussed the prospects for the future; it turned
out that on eloser inspection these were not at all bad, because the work of all
of them, which they had yet to talk about properly, was proceeding in a very
encouraging way, particularly in regard to future prospects. The greatest alle-
viation of the situation must be produced by moving house; they would take a
smaller, cheaper, but also better situated and more practical apartment than
their present one, which Gregor had found for them. While they were talking
in these terms, almost at one and the same time Mr and Mrs Samsa noticed
their increasingly lively daughter, the way that of late, in spite of the trouble
that had made her cheeks pale, she had bloomed into an attractive and well-
built girl. Falling silent, and communicating almost unconsciously through
glances, they thought it was about time to find a suitable husband for her. And
it felt like a confirmation of their new dreams and their fond intentions when,
as they reached their destination, their daughter was the first to get up, and
stretched her nubile young body.
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