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I

When Gregor Samsa awoke in his bed one morning from unquiet
dreams, he found himself transformed into an enormous insect.! He
lay on a back as hard as armor and saw, when he raised his head
slightly, a jutting brown underbelly divided into arching segments.
The bedcovers could barely cover it; they threatened to slide off alto-
getHer. His many legs, pitifully thin in comparison with the rest of
his bulk, fluttered helplessly before his eyes.

“What has happened to me?” he thought. It wasn't a dream. His
room—a decent enough room for a person, if slightly too small—
lay quietly between tHe four familiar walls. Over the table on which
was spread his unpacked collections of fabric samples—Samsa was
a traveling salesman— hung the picture that he had recently cut out
of an illustrated magazine and fit into an attractive gilt frame. The
picture was of a womdn clad in a fur hat and a fur stole; she sat
upright and held out to the viewer a thick fur muff into which her
entire forearm disappeared.

Gregor's gaze then directed itself to the window. The dreary
weather—one could hear raindrops hit the metal awning over the
window—made him quite melancholy. “What if I slept a bit longer

Translated by Alexis Walker, 2002.
ITranslator's note: The closest English equivalents to the German word Kafka

uses here (Ungeziefer) are "vermin” and “pest”’—the German word denotes para-
sitic and otherwise objectionable creatures (including fleas, lice, rats, mice, ete.)
and connotes uncleanness. “Insect” is a compromise: though at once more spe-
cific and less evocative than the original, it sidesteps problems of agreement
(“vermin” being almost always plural in English) and of tone (“pest” being more

colloquial than the German Ungeziefer).
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But was it possible to sleep peacefully through that furniture-rattling
noise? Of course, he hadn't actually slept peacefully, but he had no
doubt for that reason slept more deeply. But what should he do b.oeww
The next train left at seven o'’clock. In order to catch that one, he’'d
have to rush like 2 madman, and his samples weren’t packed up yet.
He hardly felt alert or energetic enough. And even if he caught the
train, he wouldn't avoid the Director’s wrath, because the office por-
ter had been waiting at the five-o'clock train and would long since
have reported his failure to appear. The porter was 0051.2&% csmm.w
the Director’s thumb—he had neither a backbone nor brains. What if
Gregor were to report himself sick? But that e«ocE .Um .EmE% awk-
ward and suspicious, because he had not been sick once E.m.<o years
of service. The Director would certainly come with the insurance
doctor. He would reproach his parents for their lazy son mb.m dismiss
all rejoinders by referring them to the doctor, who considered all
people completely healthy, but work-averse. And would he _u.o SO
wrong in this case? Gregor actually felt completely fine, despite a
fatigue completely unwarranted after such a long sleep. He even had
a powerful appetite. .
Wm he Eocwﬂﬁ all this over hurriedly, without being able to decide
whether to leave his bed—the clock had just struck mmx.mOnQ-mxw.l
there was a knock on the door near the head of his bed. :Oﬁmmnwn he
heard—it was his mother—"it's a quarter to seven. Weren't you
going on a trip?” What a gentle voice! Gregor was terrified when he
heard his answer. It was unmistakably in his old voice, but had
mixed in, as if from down deep, an irrepressible, m&hmﬁ. squeaking
noise, which allowed words to be heard clearly when first uttered,
but as they resonated, distorted them to such an extent that ﬁ.:w.w.
were difficult to understand. Gregor had wanted to answer in detail
and explain everything, but in light of the circumstances he Ewﬂ.ﬁom
himself to saying: “Yes, yes, thanks, Mother, I'm mmﬁmbm Eu.. The
wooden door séemed to make the change in Gregor’s voice imper-
ceptible outside the room, because his mother was satisfied with his
explanation and shuffled away. But through this brief exchange the
other family members had become aware that Gregor was unexpect-
edly still at home, and his father was already knocking on one m&.m
door—lightly, but with his fist. “Gregor, Gregor,” he nmﬂmnr “What's
going on?” And after a short pause he urged again, sﬂg a deeper
voice: “Gregor! Gregor!” At the other side door, his sister mnm”ﬁom
softly: “Gregor? Are you ill? Do you need something?” To both sides,
Gregor answered, “I'm just about ready to go,” and he made an effort
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to ban anything conspicuous from his voice by the most painstaking
enunciation and by inserting long pauses between individual words.
His father returned to his breakfast, but his sister whispered:
“Gregor, open up, I beg you.” Gregor had no intention of opening the
door, however—instead he gave thanks for his habitual precaution,
born of much travel, of locking all doors during the night, even at
home.

First he wanted to get up, quietly and undisturbed, get dressed,
and above all eat breakfast—only then did he want to think over
what came next, because he could see that he would come to no rea-
sonable conclusions as long as he lay in bed. In the past he had often
felt one mild pain or another while lying in bed, possibly from lying
in an awkward position, that proved to be sheer imagination once he
got up. He was eager to see how today’s fantasies would gradually
resolve themselves. He didn't doubt in the least that the change in
his voice was nothing more than the harbinger of a hearty cold, one
of the occupational hazards of traveling salesmen.

Throwing off the covers was perfectly simple: he only needed to
puff himself up a bit and they fell off on their own. But doing more
than that was difficult, especially because he was so strangely broad.
He would normally have used his arms and hands to get up; now, he
had only the many little legs which were continuously moving in
every direction and which he could not seem to control. If he meant
to bend one, it would be the first one to stretch itself out, if he finally
succeeded in enforcing his will with. one leg, all the rest of them
worked furiously, as if liberated, in extreme, painful agitation. “You

_can't just lie here in bed doing nothing,” Gregor said to himself.

At first he intended to get out of the bed with the lower part of his
body foremost, but this lower part, which he had moreover not yet
seen and of which he could not form a proper mental image, proved
too difficult to move. It went extremely slowly, When, nearly frantic,
he finally gathered his strength and recklessly shoved himself for-
ward, he misjudged the direction and violently struck the lower bed
post. The burning pain he felt convinced him that the lower part of

his body was at least at the moment the most sensitive part.

He afterwards attempted to get his upper body out of bed and
carefully turned his head towards the edge of the bed, This he could

__ do easily, and in spite of its bulk and weight, the mass of his body

finally slowly followed the direction of his head. But when he held
his head at last free of the bed, he became afraid to shift further in
this direction, because if he ultimately let himself fall like that, it
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would be a miracle if his head were not injured. And now, of all
times, he could not afford to lose consciousness; he would rather
remain in bed.

After continued effort, however, he found himself lying exactly as
before, and heaved a sigh. He saw his little legs struggling against
one another even more furiously, if that were possible, and he saw no
way of introducing calm and order to this anarchy. At this point he
repeated to himself that he could not possibly lie in bed any longer
and that it would be most sensible to risk everything, even if there
were only the smallest hope of thereby freeing himself from bed. At
the same time, however, he kept reminding himself that calm delib-
eration was always better than rash decision-making. All the while
he tried hard to focus on the view from the window, but unfortu-
nately there was little encouragement or cheer to gain from the sight
of the morning fog, which shrouded even the opposite side of the
narrow street. “Already seven o'clock,” he said to himself with the
latest striking of the alarm clock, “already seven o'clock and still
such fog.” And he lay quiet a short while, breathing shallowly, as if
he thought complete stillness might restore things to their true and
natural state.

After a bit, however, he said to himself, “Before it strikes seven-
fifteen, I must without fail be completely out of bed. For one thing,
someone from the company will have come by then to inquire after
me, because the office opens before seven.” And he concentrated his
efforts toward swinging his entire body out of the bed all at the
same time. If he let himself fall out of bed in this manner, his head,
which he would raise sharply during the fall, would presumably
remain uninjured. His back seemed to be hard; nothing would hap-
pen to it in the fall onto the carpet. His greatest source of misgiving
was anticipation of the loud crash that would follow, which would
probably arouse anxiety, if not terror, beyond the doors. That would
have to be risked, however.

When, by rocking back and forth, Gregor moved halfway off of the
bed—the new method was more a game than an exertion—it
occurred to him how simple everything would be if someone would
come help him. Two strong people—he thought of his father and the
servant girl—would be more than adequate. They would only have
to shove their arms under his domed back, pry him up out of bed,
prop up his bulk by crouching low, and then help him complete the
turn over onto the floor, where hopefully his little legs would gain
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some sense of purpose. Quite apart from the fact that the doors were

* locked, though, should he really call for help? In spite of his predica-

ment he couldn’t suppress a smile at the thought.

He was already so far along that he could hardly maintain his bal-
ance when he rocked forcefully. Very soon he would have to make a
final decision, because in five minutes it would be seven-fifteen. Just
then the front doorbell rang. “That’s someone from the company,”
he said to himself and virtually. froze, though his little legs only
danced more hurriedly. Everything remained quiet for a moment.
“They’re not opening the door,” Gregor said to himself, momentarily
carried away by some absurd hope. But then, naturally, as always,
the servant girl directed her firm step to the door and opened it.
Gregor needed to hear only the first word of greeting from the visitor
and he already knew who it was—the Deputy Director himself. Why
was Gregor condemned to work at a company where the least infrac-
tion immediately attracted the greatest suspicion? Were all employ-
ees then without exception scoundrels; were there among them no
loyal, devoted individuals who, when they had merely missed a few
morning hours of service, would becomie so tormented by pangs of
conscience that they would be frankly unable to leave their beds?
Wouldn't it really have been ernough to send an apprentice to
inquire—if indeed this inquiry were necessary at all? Did the Dep-
uty Director himself have to come, thereby showing the entire inno-
cent family that the investigation of this suspicious situation could
only be entrusted to the Deptity Director himself? And more as a
result of the agitation into which this line of thought transported
Gregor, than as a result of a proper decision, he swung himself with
all his might out of the bed, There was a loud thump, but no actual
crash. The fall was muffled a bit by the carpet, and his back was
more elastic than Gregor had thought—these things accounted for
the fairly inconspicuous dull thump. He had failed only to raise his
head carefully enough and had struck it. He twisted it back and
forth and rubbed it into the carpet out of anger and pain.

“Something happened inside there,” said the Deéputy Director in
the room to the left. Gregor tried to imagine something similar to
what had happened to him today happening to the Deputy Director;
it really was possible, after all. But as if in cruel response to this
question the Deputy Director took a few decisive steps in the next
room, making his patent leather boots creak. From the room to the
right Gregor’s sister whispered to inform him: “Gregor, the Deputy
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Director is here.” “I kriow,” said Gregor to himself; but he did not
dare to raise his voice loud enough for his sister to hear.

“Gregor,” his father now said from the room to the left, “the Dep-
uty Director has come and inquires as to why you did not leave with
the early morning train. We don't kiow what we should say to him.
Furthermore, he wants to speak to you directly. So please open the
door. He will surely have the goodness to excuse the disorder of your
room.” “Good morning, Mr. Samsa,” the Deputy Director called out
at the same time in a friendly marnner. “He is not well,” his mother
said to the Deputy Director, while his father still spoke at the door,
“he is not well, believe mie, sir. Why would Gregor otherwise miss a
train? The boy has nothing in his head but the company. I almost
worry that he never goes out at night; he has been in the city eight
days now, but he was at home every night. He sits with us at the table
and quietly reads the newspaper or studies train schedules. Busying
himself with woodworking is as far as he goes in the way of amuse-
ment. In the course of two, three evenings, for example, he cut him-
self a small frame; you would be astounded at how pretty it is. It's
hanging in his room; you will see it right away, when Gregor opens
up. I am happy, in any case, that youre here, Deputy Director. We
could not have persuaded Gregor to open the door alone; he is so
stubborn; and there’s certainly something wrong with-him, although
he denied it this morning.” “I'm coming right away,” said Gregor
slowly and carefully, while not moving at all, ini order not to miss a
word of the conversation. “Otherwise, dear woman, I can’t explain it
myself, either,” said the Deputy Director. “Hopefully it’s nothing seri-
ous. Though I must say, that we businessmen-—either fortunately or
unfortunately, as you will—must often ignore a trivial indisposition
in the interest of business.” “So can the Deputy Director come in to
see you?” asked his impatient father, knocking again at the door.
“No,” said Gregor. In the room to the left there arose an awkward
silence; in the room to the right, his sister began sobbing.

Why didn’t his sister join the others? She had most likely just now
arisen from bed and had not yet begun to get dressed. And why was
she crying? Because he did not stand up and let the Deputy Director
in; because he was in danger of losing his position and because the
Director would then persecute his parerits with the old demands?
Those were unnecessary worries, for the time being. Gregor was still
here and did not in the least contemplate leaving his family. At the
moment he was lying on the carpet, and no one who was aware of his
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condition would seriously request that he let the Deputy Director in.
Gregor could not possibly be dismissed just for this minor breach of
politeness; hecould easily find a suitable excuse later. And it seemed
to Gregor far more reéasonable to leave him in peace now, instead of
disturbing him with tears and entreaties. But it was the uncertainty
of it all that distressed the others and so excused their behavior.
“Mr. Samsa,” the Deputy Director now called in a raised voice,
“what’s the matter? You barricade yourself there in your room, answer
merely with yes and no, burden your parents with profound, unnec-
essary worries and —this only mentioned incidentally—neglect your
busihess responsibilities in an unheard-of way. I speak here in the
name of your parents and your Director and earnestly request of you
an immediate, clear explanation. I am amazed; I am amazed. I
thought I knew you as a quiet, reasonable person, and now you sud-
denly begin to exhibit extraordinary capriciousness. The Director
told me early this morning of a possible explanation for your derelic-
tion—it related to the cash account recently entrusted to you—but I
actually almost gave him my word of honor that this explanation
could not be accurate. Now, however, I see your incomprehensible
stubbornness here, and I lose any desire to vouch for you in the least.
And your position is not the most secure. I originally had the inten-
tion of saying all of this just between the two of us, but sirice you force
me to waste my tirne here needlessly, I don’t know why your parents
should not also hear it. Your performance recently has been very
unsatisfying. It is not the time of the year, of course, to do extraordi-
nary business, we recognize that; but there is no time of year in which
to do no business, Mr. Samsa—there cannot-be.” _
“But, sir,” called out Gregor, beside himself, forgetting everything
else in his agitation, “I'll open up immediately, this instant. A mild
indisposition—an attack of dizziness—has kept me from getting
up. I'm still lying in bed. I'm completely recovered now, though. I'm
climbing out of bed right now. Just one moment of patience! I thou ght
things were not quite back to normal yet. But I'm already well a gain.
How it can suddenly come over a person! I was fine yesterday eve-
ning, my parents know that, or perhaps I should say that yesterday
evening I had a slight premonition of it. It must have been easy to see
in me. Why didn't I report it to the office yesterday! But one always

: thinks that one can ride out illness without having to stay home. Sir!

Spare my parents! There is no basis for all the reproaches you've
made against me; no one said anything about them to me before
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now. Perhaps you haven't seen the latest orders that I sent in. In any
case, I will be starting my trip on the eight o'’clock train. These few
hours of rest have strengthened me. Don't let me hold you up, though,
sir: T'll soon be in the office myself, and please have the goodness to
say so, and to send my greetings to the Director.”

And while Gregor hurriedly blurted all this out, hardly knowing
what he said, he moved effortlessly closer to the chest, thanks to the
practice he had had in bed, and attempted to raise himself against it
to0 an upright position. He actually wanted to open the door, actually
wanted to let them see him and to speak with the Deputy Director.
He was eager to know what they all would say to him when they
finally saw him, after so much urging. Would they be afraid? If so,
Gregor would be absolved of responsibility and could relax. If they
took it all in stride, however, then, too, he would have no cause for
worry, and he really could be at the train station at eight, if he hur-
ried. At first he simply slid a few times down the side of the slippery
chest; finally, however, he gave himself one last swing and stood
upright. He ignored the pain in his lower body, despite the fact that
it burned. Now he let himself fall against the back of a nearby chair
and held tight to its sides with his legs. This helped him regain his
self-control, and he stayed quiet, so that he could hear the Deputy
Director speak.

“Did you understand one word?” the Deputy Director asked his
parents, “Surely he’s making fun of us?” “For God's sake,” cried his
mother in the midst of tears, “he might be seriously ill, and we're all
plaguing him. Grete! Grete!” she then screamed. “Mother?” called
his sister from the other side, They were communicating through
Gregor's room. " You must go fetch the doctor this minute. Gregor is
ill. Quickly, to the doctor. Did you hear Gregor speak just now?”
“That was the voice of an animal,” said the Deputy Director, notice-
ably quiet, by contrast with the screaming of his mother. “Annal
Annal” called his father towards the kitchen, clapping his hands,
“Get a locksmith immediately!” And the two girls ran, their skirts
rustling, through the foyer—how had his sister gotten dressed so
quickly?—and flung the apartment door open. There was no noise
of the door slamming; they had probably left it open, as was usual in
apartments where some great misfortune had occurred.

Gregor had become much calmer, however. It was true that they
didn't understand his speech, but it sounded clear enough to him,
clearer than previously, perhaps because his ear had adjusted to it.
But they did still believe that something was wrong with him, and

T
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they were prepared to help him. He was pleased by the confidence
and certainty with which the first arrangements had been made. He
felt drawn once again into the circle of humanity and expected great
things from both the doctor and the locksmith, without really mak-
ing a distinction between them. In ‘order to develop the clearest
possible voice for the decisive discussions to come, he coughed a bit, -
although he tried to do this in a muted fashion, because this, too,
might sound very different from a human cough—he no longer
trusted himself to judge. It had now fallen completely silent in the
next room. His parents might have been sitting at the table, whisper-
ing with the Deputy Director, or perhaps they were all pressed
against the door, listening.

Using the chair, Gregor slowly shoved himself forward, and then
let go, throwing himself against the door, and holding himself upright
against it. The balls of his feet had some sticky substance on them.
He took a moment to recover from the exertion. Then he applied him-
self to turning the key in the lock. Unfortunately, it seemed as if he
had no real leeth—what then could he grip the key with?—bul his
jaws, on the other hand, were powerful. With their help he started to
turn the key. He paid no attention to the fact that he obviously did
some harm to himself in the process—a brown discharge came out
from his mouth; flowing over the key and dripping on the floor. “Lis-
ten now,” said the Deputy Director in the next room, “he’s turning the
key.” That encouraged Gregor greatly, but all of them should have
cheered him on, his father and mother, too: “Come on, Gregor,” they
should have called, “keep at it, keep working the lock!” And imagin-
ing that all his efforts were being watched with rapt attention, he
recklessly bit down on the key with all his might. He danced around
the lock, following the key as it turned; holding himself upright
entirely with his mouth, he either pulled up on the key or forced it
down with the full weight of his body, as necessary. The crisp click of
the lock finally snapping back elated him. Breathing a sigh of relief
he said to himself, “I didn't even need the locksmith,” and he laid his
head on the door handle, in order to open the door.

Because he had to open the door in this way, he was not yet visible
even when it was opened wide. If he didn’t want to fall flat on his back
just before his entrance into the next room, he would first have to
slowly make his way around the open panel of the double door. He
was still busy with this difficult maneuver and had not yet had a
moment to think of the others, when he heard the Deputy Director
force out a loud “Oh!” It sounded like a gust of wind. Now he could
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also see the Deputy, who was nearest the door—he pressed his hand
to his open mouth and slowly shrank back, as if an invisible, irresist-
ible force drove him. His mother—who stood, despite the presence
of the Deputy Director, with her hair still loose, and sticking up in
parts from her night’s sleep—first looked at his father with her hands
clasped; then she walked two steps towards Gregor and sank to the
ground in the midst of her billowing skirts, her face completely hidden,
sunk upon her breast. His father balled his fist with a fierce expres-
sion, as if he wanted to knock Gregor back into his room; then he
looked uncertainly around the living room, covered his eyes with his
hands, and sobbed so that his powerful chest shook.

Gregor had not yet entered the outer room; instead, he leaned from
within against the door panel that was still fastened, so that only half
of his body and his head, craned to one side in order to see them,
were visible. It had become much brighter outside in the meantime:
one could clearly see a section of the endless, gray-black building —it
was a hospital —that stood across the street, its severe, uniform win-
dows breaking up its facade. The rain still fell, but only in large, sin-
gly visible and singly plummeting drops. The table teemed with
breakfast dishes; his father considered breakfast the most important
meal of the day, and he protracted it for hours reading various peri-
-odicals. On the wall just opposite hung a-phetograph of Gregor from
his military days, which showed him dressed as a lieutenant, with a
carefree smile, his hand on his dagger, his bearing and his uniform
commanding respect. The door to the foyer was open, and because
the door to the apartment was open as well; one could see the outer
hall and the top of the staircase leading downwards.

“Now,” said Gregor—and he was well aware that he was the only
one remaining calm—“T will just get dressed, pack my samples up,
and be off. Will you all allow me to go? Deputy Director, you see that
I'm not obstinate and that I want to work. Traveling is demanding,
but I couldn’t live without it. Where do you intend to go now, Deputy
Director? To the office? Yes? Will you report everything accurately?
A person might be unable to work for a time, but it is precisely then
that one must consider his past accomplishments and keep in mind
that once the hindrance is past, he will certainly work even harder
and more efficiently. I owe a great deal to the Director—you know
that only too well. On the other hand, I have the care of my parents
and sister. I'm in a fix, but I'll work my way out again. But please
don't make it more difficult for me than it already is. Take my part
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in the office! T know the traveling salesmen aren't popular. People
think we earn a huge amount of money and lead grand lives. People
just don't have any particular reason to think this prejudice through
carefully. You, however, Deputy Director, you have a better perspec-
tive on how things work than most of the staff—I might say, confi-
dentially, a better perspective than even the Director himself, who,
in his capacity as owner, can easily be misled in his judgment about
an employee. You know very well that the traveling salesman,
because he is away from the office the better part of the year, easily
falls victim to gossip, to chance misfortune, and groundless com-
plaints. It's impossible for him to defend himself against these com-
plaints, as he ordinarily learns nothing of them; it's only when he
comes home at the end of a trip completely exhausted that he feels
the terrible consequences, whose origins he can'’t divine, in his very
body. Deputy Director, don't leave without saying one word that
shows me that you agree with me at least in part!”

But the Deputy Director had turned away at Gregor’s first words,
and was staring back at Gregor over one twitching shoulder, his
mouth agape. During Gregor’s speech he had not stood still for a
moment, but, never taking his eyes off of Gregor, moved steadily but
surreptitiously towards the door, as if there were some secret prohi-

-bition against leaving the room. He had already reached the foyer,

and judging by the sudden movement with which he pulled his foot
out of the room at his last step, one would have thought his sole was
on fire. Once in the foyer, he stretched his hand out towards the
staircase as if divine deliverance awaited him there.

Gregor realized that the Deputy Director could under no circum-
stances be allowed to leave this way, if his position at the company
were not to be endangered. His parents didn't understand this as well
as he did. They had over the years persuaded themselves that he was
guaranteed permanent employment in the company, and besides,
they had so much to do in dealing with their own distress at the
moment, that their foresight had vanished. But Gregor had this fore-
sight. The Deputy Director must be detained, calmed, persuaded, and
finally won over—the future of Gregor and his family depended on it.
If only his sister were here! She was clever: she was already crying
when Gregor was still calmly lying on his back. And the Deputy
Director, that ladies’ man, would surely have let her sway him: she
would have closed the apartment door and talked him out of his fear
in the foyer. But his sister was not there, so Gregor would have to
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handle it himself. And without thinking about the fact that he had no
idea yet how well he could move, without thinking that his speech
was possibly—well, very probably—incomprehensible, he let go of
the door panel, forcing himself through the opening, and headed for
the Uovcw% Director, who was already at the landing in the hall m”dm
hugging himself in a comical manner. With a small cry, mon.mﬂ&rdm
in vain for something to hold on to, Gregor immediately fell down
onto his many little legs. This had hardly happened, when for the first
time that morning he felt a sense of physical well-being. His little legs
had solid ground beneath them; they obeyed him completely, as he
noted to his delight. They even strove to carry him where he sz”ﬁma
to go. Suddenly, he believed that the ultimate relief of all his mcmmwﬁ.wm
was at hand. But at that moment, as he lay on the floor trembling with
suppressed energy, close to his mother and directly oEun.vm:m her, she
sprang up—she who had seemed so lost in thought—with rm.w arms
outstretched, her fingers splayed, and cried out: “Help, for God's sake,
help!” She kept her head turned towards him, as if she wanted to be
able to see him better, but, following a contradictory impulse, she ran
heedlessly backwards, forgetting that the table full of &mrwm lay
behind her. She quickly sat down when she reached it, as if absent-
mindedly, seeming not to notice that next to her the coffeepot had
been knocked over and coffee was streaming freely out onto the
carpet.

“Mother, Mother,” Gregor said softly, and looked up at her. The
Deputy Director vanished from his mind Bogobﬂm:,z%.. and he
couldn't stop himself from snapping his jaws at the empty air mm<m.ﬂm_
times at the sight of the flowing coffee. His mother began wowmmab:p.m
again over this, fled from the table, and fell into the arms of his
father, who was hurrying towards her. But Gregor had no time Hrm.b
for his parents. The Deputy Director was already on the stairs. His
chin on the railing, he looked back one last time. Gregor took a run-
Esw start, in order to have the best chance of catching up to him.
The Deputy Director must have sensed something, as he sprang
down several steps and then disappeared. “Ahh!” he screamed; it
echoed throughout the entire stairwell.

Unfortunately, the flight of the Deputy Director seemed to have
completely unhinged his father, who up until then had been rela-
tively self-controlled. Instead of running after the Deputy U?.Q.Hoa
or at least not restraining Gregor from pursuing him, with his right
hand he grabbed the walking stick that the Deputy Director had left
behind on an armchair together with his hat and coat; with his left

THE METAMORPHOSIS 139

hand he picked up a large newspaper from the table; then, stamping
his feet, he began to drive Gregor back into his room by swatting at

him with the stick and. the newspaper.- Noneof Gregor's pleas

helped—none of his pleas were understood. The more submissively
he bowed his head, the more vigorously his father stamped his feet.
Across the room, despite the cool weather, his mother had thrown
open a window and, leaning far out of the window, pressed her face
into her hands. Between the street and the stairwell there arose a
strong cross-drafi: the window curtains flew up; the newspapers on
the table rustled, and a few pages fluttered to the floor. His father
drove him back mercilessly, spitting out hissing noises like a wild
beast. Gregor, however, still was unpracticed in moving backwards,
so he went very slowly. If he had only been allowed time to turn
‘around, he would have gone immediately back into his room, but he
was afraid of making his father impatient. At every moment the stick
in his father’s hand threatened to deal him a fatal blow to his back
or head. Finally, however, Gregor found he had no choice, as he
noted with terror that he seemed unable to keep going in the right
direction when he moved backwards. He therefore began, with fre-
quent side-glances at his father, to turn around as quickly as he
could, which was actually very slowly. His father mi ght have under-
stood his good intentions, because he did not distiirb him while he
was doing this; in fact, he actually directed him here and there from
a distance with the point of his stick. If only there weren’t this
unbearable hissing from his father! It unnerved Gregor completely.
He was already almost completely turned around when, listening to
his hissing, he made a mistake and turned a bit in the wrohg direc-
tion. When he was finally, fortunately, headfirst at the opening of the
door, it appeared that his body was too wide to go through without
Further ado. In his present state of mind it was naturally far from
occurring to his father to open the other door panel in order to make
a wide enough passageway for Gregor. He was obsessed merely with
getting Gregor into his room as quickly as possible. He would never
have allowed the preparations necessary for Gregor to raise himself
up &hd possibly go through the door that way. Instead, making a
great deal of noise, he drove Gregor forward as if there were no
obstzacle before him. The noise coming from behind Gregor didn’t
sound any longer like the voice of his father. It was clearly no laugh-
ing matter, so Gregor forced himself—happen what would—through
the door. One side of his body was hoisted upwards. He lay crook-
edly in the doorway. One of his flanks was rubbed raw, and on the
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white door ugly smears remained behind. He was soon stuck fast,
and couldn't move at all anymore. His little legs hung twitching on
one side, and those on the other side were pressed painfully against
the floor. Then his father liberated him with a powerful shove from
behind, and he flew, bleeding heavily, a long way into his room. The
door was slammed shut with the stick, and then it was finally quiet.

II

It was already twilight when Gregor awoke from a deep, dreamless
sleep. He would not have arisen much later even without having been
disturbed, for he felt well rested and no longer sleepy, but it seemed
to him that he had been awakened by the sounds of a fleeting mooﬂmﬁov
and of the door to the foyer carefully being shut. The glare from the
electric street lamp outside lay palely here and there on the ceiling of
his room and on the upper surfaces of the furniture, but down _u%
Gregor it was dark. He shoved himself slowly towards the door, awk-
wardly groping with the feelers he had just then come to appreciate,
in order to see what had happened there. His left side seemed to be a
single, long, unpleasantly taut scar, and he had to positively limp on
his row of legs. One leg had been seriously injured during the events
of the morning: it dragged limply behind him. . E

It was only when he was at the door that he realized what had
actually lured him there: it was the smell of something edible. Stand-
ing there was a basin filled with fresh milk, swimming with small
pieces of white bread. He could almost have laughed for joy, for he
was even hungrier than he had been that morning. He immediately
dunked his head in the milk nearly up to his eyes. But he soon pulled
back, disappointed. It wasn't only that his tender left side made it
hard for him to eat—for it seemed he was able to €at only if his
entire panting body ooowoﬂ.mﬁmml.nwﬁ was rather that the'milk, which
had always been his favorite drink, and which his sister certainly
placed here for that reason, didn't taste good to him at all. He turned .
away from the basin with something like revulsion and crept back’
into the middlé of the room.

The gas lamps had been turned on in the living room, as Gregor
saw through the crack in the door. Whereas ordinarily at this hour
his father would read the afternoon paper out loud to his mother
and sometimes to his sister, now there wasn’t a sound. Perhaps the
reading, which his sister had frequently told him and wrote him
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about, had lately dropped out of their routine. It was completely
quiet, though the apartment was certainly not empty. “What a quiet
life the family leads,” Gregor said to himself and felt great pride, as
he stared into the darkness before him, that he had been able to
provide his parents and his sister with such a life, in such a nice
apartment. But what if terror now drove away all quiet, all prosper-
ity, all contentment? Rather than surrender to such thoughts, Gregor
preferred to move about, so he crawled back and forth in the room.

Once during the long evening one of the side doors and later the
other was opened a crack and then hastily shut again. Someone had
probably needed to come in, but had then thought better of it. Gregor
now stopped directly in front of the door to the living room, deter-
mined somehow to get the hesitant visitor to come in, or at least to
find out who it was, but the doors were not opened again and Gregor
waited in vain. Early on, when the doors were locked, everyone had
wanted to come in; now, when he had unlocked one door and the
others had clearly been unlocked during the day, no one came, and
the keys had been moved to the outside.

It was late at night before the light in the living room was turned
out, and it was now clear that his parents and sister had been awake
until then, for all three could clearly be heard departing on tiptoes.
Now surely no one would come to_see Gregor until morning; he there-
fore had quite a while in which to consider undisturbed how he should
newly arrange his life. But he was uneasy lying flat on the ground in
the high-ceilinged open room. He did not know why this should be,
Tor hie had-ived T the room For five years already. Half unconsciously,
and not without some shame, he scurried under the sofa where,
despite the fact that his back was a bit crushed and he could no longer
lift his head, he immediately felt more comfortable, regretting only
that his body was too broad to fit completely underneath.

He remained there the entire night. He spent part of it in a light
sleep, out of which hunger kept jolting him awake, and part of it
awake, consumed by worries and by vague hopes that all led to the
same conclusion: that for the time being he should keep calm and,

-by exercising patience and the greatest consideration for his family,
try to make bearable the unpleasantness that he would in his pres-
ent condition inevitably cause them.

arly the next morning—it was nearly still night—Gregor TM%

chance to test the firmness of his resolve, for his sister, already half-
dressed, opened the door leading from the foyer and looked tensely
inside. She couldn'’t find him right away, but when she noticed him
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under the sofa—God, he had to be someplace, he couldn’t have just
flown away—she was so shocked that without being able to stop her-
self, she slammed the door shut again. But as Hm mﬁm Hmmwxmﬁmmrmw
behavior, she opened the door again immediately, and came H.nmﬂmo
on tiptoe, as if she were in the presence of someone mm<m~.‘md~ ill, or
even a complete stranger. Gregor shoved his head forward just to the
edge of the sofa and watched her. He wondered whether she would
notice that he had left the milk standing, though not from lack of
mcsmmﬂ. and whether she would bring him some other food that
suited him better. If she didn’t do it on her own, he would nwﬁwﬂ,
starve than make her aware of it, although he felt a strong urge to
shoot out from beneath the sofa, throw himself at her feet, and beg
her for something good to eat. But his sister, with some amazement,
right away noticed the still full basin: only a bit of milk had #.ummz
mﬁr:_mm around its edges. She picked it up immediately, though with a
rag, not with her bare hands, and took it away. Gregor was extremely
curious to see what she would bring as a replacement and thought a
great deal about it. He could never have guessed, roswoswh what his
sister in her goodness actually did. In order to test his preferences,
she brought him an entire assortment of foods spread out on an old
newspaper. There were old, half-rotten vegetables; bones ﬁ.ﬂB last
night's meal, covered with congealed white sauce; a few raisins and
almonds; a cheese that Gregor had declared inedible two days before;
a piece of dry bread, a piece of bread smeared with Ucﬂmﬁ. and a
piece with butter and salt. Beside this she placed the .GmmE that
seemed now to be designated permanently for Gregor, which she had
filled with water. And out of tact, because she knew Gregor would not
eat in front of her, she departed hastily, even going so far as to turn
"the key in the Iock, just so that Gregor would know that Tm. could
make himself as comfortable as he wanted. Gregor's legs quivered,
now that the meal lay waiting. His wounds 55&.30398& rm”<m com-
pletely healed. He felt no impairment now, and was wmﬁEmme .wﬁ
this, thinking of how he had cut himself very slightly with a knife
more than a month ago, and how the wound had still hurt him con-
siderably the day before yesterday. “Am I less sensitive than before?
he wondered, and sucked greedily at the cheese, to which he had
found himself urgently drawn, before everything &mm.. In rapid suc-
cession, amidst tears of joy, he devoured the cheese, the vegetables,
and the sauce. He didn'’t like the taste of the fresh foods, Fo€m<9.|
he couldn’t even bear their smell, and dragged the foods Hrmﬁ.ro
wanted to eat a bit farther away. He had long since finished everything

-
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and lay lazily in the same spot when his sister slowly turned the key

- in the lock, as a sign that he should withdraw. That jolted him awake
immediately, though he was almost dozing, and he hurried back
under the sofa. But it took great self-control for him to remain under
the sofa even for the brief time that his sister was in the room, for his
body had swelled a bit with the ample meal, and he could hardly
breathe in the narrow space. Half-suffocating, he looked out with
slightly bulging eyes as his sister, who noticed nothing, swept up with
a broom not just the remainder of the food Gregor had eaten, but also
the food that he had not even touched, as if this were no longer use-
able. She put it all in a container that she closed with a wooden lid,
and then carried everything out. She had hardly turned around when
Gregor pulled himself out from under the sofa and exhaled.

In this way Gregor now received his daily meals: the first in the
morning, while his parents and the servant girl still slept, and the
second after the common midday meal, for his parents slept a bit
afterwards, and his sister sent the serving girl away on one errand or
another. It was not that the others wanted him to starve, but experi-
encing his meals at secondhand might have been all they could bear;
or perhaps his sister simply wanted to spare them even this minor
source of sorrow, since they were already suffering enough,

With what kinds of excuses they had managed to get the doctor
and the locksmith out of the apartment the first morning, Gregor
didn't manage to find out. Because no o Id understand him, it
didn't occ e—not even to his sister—that he could under-
content himself, when his sister was in this

asional sighs and a e
"Was only later, when she had gotten used to things a bit—
getting used to them completely was out of the question, of course—
that Gregor sometimes seized on a remark that was meant in a
friendly way or that could be taken that way. “Today he liked it,” she
said, if he had made a real dent in the meal, while in the contrary
case, which occurred ever more frequently of late, she used to say
almost sadly: “Everything untouched again.”

Though Gregor could not learn any news directly, he overheard
some from the rooms next door. The moment he heard voices, he
immediately ran to the door and pressed his entire body up against
it. Especially in the early days, there was no conversation that did
not somehow, if only indirectly, relate to him. For two days there
were consultations at every meal about what they should do; between
meals, too, they discussed the same thing. There were always at least

room, with listening t
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two family members at home, because no one wanted to remain
home alone, and they couldn’t inder any circumstances all leave the
apartment at the same time. On the very first day the girl Sr.o cooked
for them had begged his mother on‘bended knee—it wasn'’t mxmoﬂv\
clear what and how much she knew of what had happened—to dis-
miss her. As she departed fifteen minutes later, she tearfully thanked
them for her dismissal, as if for the greatest favor that had ever been
done her, and swore a terrible oath, without anyone having asked
her to do so, not to betray the least of what she knew to anyone.
Now his sister had to do the cooking, together with his mother.
This didn’t take much effort, however, because they ate E.wnmo.w,:%
nothing. Gregor heard them again and again urge each other »Rw eat
and receive no other answer than “Thanks, I've had enough, or
something similar. It seemed they didn’t drink anything, either. His
sister often asked his father if he would like a beer, cheerfully offer-
ing to get it herself. When his father said nothing, she offered to mmb.a
the porter for it, in case he didn’t want to trouble her. When his
father finally uttered a firm “No,” the subject was dropped. .
In the course of the first few days his father explained their mbﬁ.wm
financial situation and their prospects to his mother and to his sis-
ter. Now and then he stood upfrom the table and took various docu-
ments and notebooks out of the small safe that he had rescued from
the bankruptcy of his business five years before. He could be vom.z.a
opening the complicated lock and closing it again after removing
what he sought. His father’s explanations contained the first heart-
ening news that Gregor had heard since his imprisonment. H..Ho. had
been under the impression that his father had absolutely nothing left
over from his business. As least, he had said nothing to the contrary,
and Gregor had certainly never asked him about it. Gregor’s concern
at the time of the bankruptcy had been to arrange everything so that
the family could forget as soon as possible the financial misfortune
that had brought them to a state of complete despair. And so he had
begun to work with pronounced fervor. Practically overnight he was
elevated from a minor clerk into a traveling salesman, which natu-
rally gave him completely different financial prospects. His suc-
cesses at work translated directly into cash that he could lay on the
table at homie before his astonished and pleased family. Those had
been fine times, but they had never recurred, at least not with the
same warm feelings, although Gregor later earned so much money
that he was in a position to support the entire family, and he did so.
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They simply got used to it—the family, as well as Gregor, They grate-
fully accepted his money, and he gladly offered it, but that special
warmth did not reappear. Only his sister remained close to Gregor.
Because she loved music very much, unlike Gregor, and could play
the violin movingly, ke secretly planned to send her to the conserva-
tory next year, despite the great cost, which would have to be made
up somehow. The conservatory came up often in conversations with
his sister during Gregor's brief stays in the city, but only as a beauti-
ful dream whose realization was unthinkable. His parents didn’t
even like to hear them utter those innocent musings. But Gregor had
given it a good deal of thought and intended to announce his deci-
sion with due ceremony on Christmas Eve.

These thoughts, completely futile in his present situation, went
through his head while he clung to the door and listened. Some-
times, from sheer exhaustion, he could listen no more and would let
his head fall against the door, but then immediately catch himself,
for even the faint noise that he made in doing so was heard next door
and caused them all to fall silent. “What's he doing now?” said his
father after a pause, obviously turned towards the door. Only then
was the interrupted conversation gradually taken up again.

Gregor now learned — for his father tended to repeat himself often
in his explanations, partly because he had not concerned himself
with these matters for a long while, and partly, too, because his
mother didn’t immediately understand everything the first time—
that despite all their misfortunes, a certain sum, though a very small
one, was left over from the old days. The untouched interest on the
sum had moreover in the meantime allowed it to grow a bit. Besides
this, the money that Gregor had brought home every month—he
had only kept a few florins for himself—had not been completely
exhausted and had accumulated into a small amount of capital.
Gregor, behind the door, nodded eagerly, overjoyed at this unex-
pected foresight and thriftiness. It occurred to him that he might
have used that extra money to further pay down the debt his father
owed the Director, bringing closer the day that he could quit his job,
but the way his father had arranged things was no doubt better.

The sum that had been saved was not, however, large enough to
allow his family to live off of the interest. It would have been enough
to support them for a year, or at most two years, but no longer. The
sum really shouldn’t be touched: it should be set aside for emergen-
cies. To live, money would have to be earned. His father was a healthy
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but old man, who had not worked now for five years md.& couldn’t in
any case take on too much. During these five years, EEQ.J. had been
the first free time of his hardworking but c.meoow,m.mm& rmm._ Torw&
put on a great deal of weight and had become downright .&Cmmumﬂ.
But was his elderly mother supposed to earn money now—his
mother, who suffered from asthma, for whom even a stroll through
the apartment was considerable exertion, and who spent every .oag.mw
day on the sofa by the open window, gasping for @.Hmwﬁww Or his sis-
ter, who at seventeen was still a child, and whose :m.omﬁﬁm up to ﬁwﬁ
point had consisted of dressing herself neatly, sleeping late, helping
out in the household, taking part in a few modest Emmﬂcﬂwm. and
above all playing the violin? Whenever the conversation turned
towards the necessity of earning money, Gregor left the door and
threw himself on the leather sofa that stood nearby, for he burned
ith shame and sorrow.
" Often he lay there the long night through, though he was unable
to sleep for a moment and just scratched for ?.uE,m at ﬁrm. leather. Or
he would go to great pains to shove an armchair to the c,:bmo.é. then
crawl up to the windowsill and, bolstered _.u% the mngoﬁmﬁ. lean
against the window. He did so only in some W.E& of H.HOmﬁmeHm for ﬁ.wo
feeling of freedom he had previously found in looking out the win-
dow, for the fact was that every day he saw things that were even a
short distance away less and less clearly. He could no longer see the
hospital that lay across the way, whose all too massive ?.\o%m.woﬁ he
had earlier cursed. If he had not known very well that he lived in the
quiet, but distinctly urban Charlotte Street, he noc_.m have believed
that he looked out of his window into a desert in which Ew gray sky
and the gray earth merged indistinguishably. His &Mwﬂ\n sister only
had to see the armchair standing by the window twice ,Ummo.am she
began to shove the chair precisely back to the spot .U% the window
after she straightened up the room. She even left the inner casement
en from then on.
O@Hm Gregor had been able to speak to his sister and thank her for
everything she had to do for him, he would have been me. to.bear
her assistance more easily; as it was, however, it 4owcmmm T:.D.moBm
pain. His sister tried to hide the awkwardness of the whole thing as
much as possible, and the longer it went on, the better she succeeded,
but Gregor felt everything more acutely as time went on. Even .me
entrance was terrible for him. She had hardly entered, when, cﬁﬂﬂ-
out even taking the time to shut the doors, Hwocmw she otherwise
took such pains to spare everyone the sight of Gregor’s room, she ran-
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to the window and hastily flung it open, as if she were suffocating,
Then she remained for a time by the window, cold as it still was, and
breathed deeply. With this running and commotion she alarmed
Grégor twice daily. He trembled under the sofa the entire time and
yet he knew very well that she would gladly have spared him, if only
it had been possible to stay in a room where Gregor was with the
windows closed. _

Once—one month had already passed since Gregor’s transforma-
tion, and there was no longer any reason for his sister to be aston-
ished by his appearance—she came a bit earlier than usual and
encountered Gregor as he was staring out the window, motionless
and perfectly positioned to frighten someone. Gregor would not have
been surprised if she had not come in, since his position hindered
her from immediately opening the window, but she not only refrained
from coming in, she actually turned around and locked the door. A
stranger would have thought that Gregor had lain in wait for her and
tried to bite her. Gregor naturally hid himself immediately under the
sofa, but he had to wait until midday for her return, and she seemed
then more agitated than usual. He realized from this that his appear-
ance was still unbearable to her and that it would remain so—that
she had to steel herself to keep from running at the sight of even the
small portion of his body that jutted out from beneath the sofa. In
order to spare her the sight, one day he dragged a sheet onto the
sofa—it took him four hours to do so—and arranged it in such a
way that he was completely covered. His sister could not have seen

. him even if she bent down. If the sheet had not been necessary, in

her opinion, she could have removed it, for it obviously couldn'’t be
pleasant for Gregor to block himself off so completely. But she left
the sheet where it was, and Gregor thought he even noticed a grate-
ful glance when he once carefully lifted the sheet with his head in
order to see how his sister liked the new arrangement.

In the first two weeks his parents could not bring themselves to
come in to see him, and he often heard them praise his sister’s cur-

.rent industry, whereas they had previously complained a great deal

about her, as she had then seemed to them a rather idle girl. In those
early days, both his father and his mother often waited in front of
Gregor’s room while his sister straightened up, and as soon as she
came out, she had to tell them precisely what it looked like in the
room, what Gregor had eaten, how he had behaved, and whether
there were perhaps any slight improvement in his condition. His
mother also wanted to visit Gregor early on, but his father and sister
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dissuaded her with sound reasons to which Gregor listened very
attentively, and which he completely supported. Later, woéoswﬁ.. she
had to be restrained with force. When she cried out, “Let me in to
see Gregor; he’s my poor son! Don't'you understand that I Br.ﬂmﬂ goto
him?” Gregor thought that it might be good if his mother did come
in—not every day, of course, but perhaps once a week. After m.F she
knew how to do things much better than his sister, who, despite her
courage, was still only a child, and who likely took on such a heavy
burden only out of childish thoughtlessness. . .
Gregor’s wish to see his mother was soon mﬁmznm. During the Qu&a
for his parents’ sake, Gregor did not want to show himself at the win-
dow, but he did not have much room to crawl in the few square meters
of floor space. It was hard enough for him to bear lying quietly dur-
ing the night, and eating socn gave him not the least bit of Eﬂmmc.wo.
so in order to distract himself, he had adopted the habit of onmsrum_
across the walls and ceiling. He especially liked hanging upside down
from the o&.:nm.. It was completely different from lying on the moo.ﬁ
he could breathe more freely; his entire body swayed gently; and in
the nearly happy distraction in which he found himself above, it
sometimes happened that he unexpectedly let himself fall wb.m
crashed to the ground. But these days he had better ooua.&.oﬁ. his
body, so he did not hurt himself even in a great fall. His sister imme-
diately. noticed the new amusement that Gregor had found for r:.ﬂ-
self—he left a trace of stickiness behind him here and there while
crawling—and so she got it in her head to allow him to crawl to his
utmost by removing the furniture that hindered it, especially the
chest of drawers and desk. She was not capable of doing this herself,
however. She didn't dare ask her father for help. The servant girl
would certainly not help her: this roughly sixteen-year-old girl had
stuck it out quite bravely since the dismissal of the former cook, but
she had asked for the privilege of keeping the kitchen door always
locked and only having to open it when specifically asked. So his
sister had no choice but to enlist her mother one time when her father
was absent. With cries of great joy his mother approached, but fell
silent at the door of Gregor’s room. His sister checked first, of course,
to see that the-room was in order; only then did she let her mother
enter. In great haste, Gregor pulled the sheet lower and gathered
more material around him. It looked like a sheet had merely been
carelessly thrown over the sofa. Gregor also refrained from spying
out from under the sheet. He deprived himself of the sight of his
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mother and took his pleasure entirely from the fact that she had
come. “Come on, you can't see him,” said his sister, and she appar-
ently led her mother in by the hand. Gregor then heard the two frail
women shove the heavy old chest of drawers from its place. His sister
reserved the greatest part of the labor for herself ignoring the warn-
ings of her mother, who feared that she would overexert herself. It
took a very long time. After fifteen minutes of work, his mother said
that they should just leave the chest where it was, first, because it was
too heavy—they wouldn't be finished before his father returned, and
.50 would end up leaving the chest in the middle of the room, where it
would block Gregor at every turn—and second, because it was not at
all certain that they were doing Gregor a favor by removing the fur-
niture. It seemed to her rather the opposite: the sight of the empty
wall oppressed her heart. Why should Gregor not feel the same way?
He had been used to the room’s Furniture for so long, that he would
surely feel lost in an empty room. “And isn’t it s0,” concluded his
mether very softly—almost whispering, as if she wanted to keep
Gregor, of whose precise whereabouts she wasn't certain, from hear-
ing even the sound of her voice, for she was convinced that he could
not understand the words—"isn't it so, that by removing the furni-
ture we seem to be saying that we give up all hope of his recovery,
and abandon him absolutely? I think it would be best if we left the
room in exactly the same condition it was in before, so that when
Gregor returns to us, he'll ind everything unchanged, and so more
easily forget what's happened in the meantime.”

In listening to his mother’s words, Gregor realized that the lack of
any direct human communication over the course of the past two
months, together with the monotonous life he led in the midst of the
family, must have deranged his mind; otherwise he couldn’t explain
why he had earnestly desired that his room be emptied. Did he really
want 1o let them—trarmsformr e warm room, comfortably outfitted

\with inherited furnishings, into a cave? Granted, he would be able to

crawl undisturbed in all directions, but he would at the same time
forget, quickly and completely, his human past. He was already close
Toforgetiing it, but ms mOother's voice, so long unheard, had roused

~ him. Nothing should be removed; everything had to stay. He could

= . . :
€"good influence the furniture had on his con-

ture hindered him from carrying on his mind-
out, that was no drawback, it was rather a great
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But his sister was unfortunately of a different opinion. She had
become accustomed, not completely without justification, to playing
the expert when it came to discussing anything that concerned
Gregor with her parents. And so her mother’s advice now led her to
insist on the removal not only of the chest and the desk, which was
all she had first intended, but of all of the furniture, with the excep-
tion of the indispensable sofa. Of course, it was not just childish
stubbornness and the hard-won self-confidence she had recently
and unexpectedly acquired that determined her on this course: she
had actually observed that Gregor needed a great deal of room to
crawl around in, and that he did not use the furniture at all, as far
as she could see. It might also have been the romantic nature of girls
of her age, which sought some outlet at every opportunity, and made

[ her want Gregor's situation to be even more terrifying, so that she
| could do even more than before to help him. For in a space in which

Gregor, completely alone, ruled the empty walls, no person but Grete
would dare to enter.

| 7 And so she did not allow herself to be m?m.%ma by her mother, who
L faltered from sheer uneasiness at being in the room, soon fell silent,

and finally helped his sister as much as she was able in shoving the
chest out of the room. Gregor could spare the chest if he must, but
the desk had to stay. The women had hardly left the room with the
chest, pushing at it and gasping for air, when Gregor stuck his head
out from under the sofa, in order to see where he could intervene, as
carefully and as considerately as possible. But unfortunately it was
his mother who returned first, while Grete in the next room gripped
the chest and rocked it back and forth alone, without, naturally,
being able to move it from its spot. His mother was not, however,
used to the sight of Gregor—he might have made her sick—so
Gregor, alarmed, rushed back to the opposite end of the sofa. He
could not, however, prevent the sheet from moving a bit at the front.
That was enough to put his mother on the alert. She froze, stood still
a moment, and then returned to Grete.

Though Gregor kept telling himself that nothing extraordinary .

was happening—a few pieces of furniture were merely being moved
around— he soon realized that this continual back and forth on the
part of the women, their soft calls to one another, and the scraping
of the furniture on the floor affected him like the greatest of com-
motions closing in on him from all sides. However closely he drew in
his head and legs and however firmly he pressed his body to the floor,
he realized he couldn't stand it much longer. They were emptying

lprme s e
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out his room; they were taking from him everything that he held
dear. They had carried out the chest which held his fret saw and
other tools; they were already working free the desk from the grooves
it wm.n_ worn into the floor—the desk at which he had written his
exercises as a student at trade school, at secondary school, and even
at primary school. At this point he did not have the patience to con-
template the women's good intentions, the existence of which he had
at any rate almost forgotten. Exhausted, they worked now in com-
plete silence, and only the heavy tread of their feet could be heard.

~ And so he burst forth from under the sofa—the women were just
leaning against the desk in the next roomnt, in order to catch their
breath—though he changed the direction of his charge four times

for he really did not know what to save first. On one otherwise mnﬁﬂu“
wall he distinctly saw the picture of the woman dressed entirely in
furs. He crept hurriedly up to it and pressed himself against the
glass, which held him fast and soothed his hot belly. At least no cne
nc.E_m take away this picture, which Gregor now completely covered
with his body. He turned his head towards the door of the living
room in order to observe the women on their return.

They weren't allowing themselves much rest and so came back
directly. Grete had put her arm around her mother and seemed
practically to carry her. “Well, what should we take now?” said Grete
and looked around. Then her glance met Gregor's as he clung to the
Em:. She maintained her composure—surely only due to her moth-
ers presence—bent her face to her mother, in order to keep her from
looking around, and said hastily, a tremor in her voice, "Come, let’s
go back in the living room for a moment.” Grete's intention Emm_”&mma
ﬁ., Gregor: she wanted to bring her mother to safety and then chase
r.ﬂd down off of the wall. Well, she could try! He would sit on the
picture and not give it up. He would rather spring in Grete's face.

But Grete's words had for the first time really unsettled his mother.
She mioved to the side, spotted the giant brown fleck on the moémnmm
wallpaper, and cried out in a screeching, raw voice, before she was
really fully conscious that it was Gregor that she saw, “Oh my God; oh
my God!” She then fell onto the sofa with widespread arms, ‘as if .mvm
were altogether giving up, and didn’t move, “Gregor, you— H... cried his
sister with a raised fist and piercing gaze. They were the first words
she H.umm directly addressed to Gregor since his transformation. She
ran into the next room in order to get some scent with which she
could wake her mother out of her faint. Gregor wanted to help, too—
there was still time to save the picture—but he was stuck to Hrhm glass
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and had to tear himself free. He, too, ran 58&50 d%xm mﬂvoﬁ“mmm MM WM
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Gregor had concerned himself less with the goings-on in the rest of -
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The same man who lay, tired out, buried deep in his bed, when Gregor
was all set to go'on a business trip? The man who, dressed in a night-
shirt, had greeted him when he returned in the evenings from an easy
chair, and, unable to stand up, only raised his arms to show his joy at
his return? The man who, on the rare walks he took together with
Gregor and his mother on a few Sundays and the most important holi-
days of the year, walked packed into his old coat even more slowly
than they did, though they walked slowly enough, laboring forward
with a deliberately placed cane, and who nearly always stopped when
e.wanted to say something, gathering his companions around him?
Now, he was quite well put together. He was dressed in the kind of
close-fitting blue uniform with gold buttons that doormen at the
banking houses wore; over the high stiff collar of the coat his pro-
nounced double chin protruded; under his bushy eyebrows the glance
of his dark eyes sprang forth fresh and alert; the formerly disheveled
white hair was combed flat into a painfully exact, shining part. He
threw his hat, which bore a gold monogram—probably that of a
bank—in an arc across the room and onto the sofa. He moved towards
Gregor, the ends of his long coat pushed back, his hands in his pants
pockets, his face grim. He probably did not know himself what he
planned to do. In any case he lifted his feet unusually high, and
Gregor was astonished at the gigantic size of the soles of his boots,
But he didn't let his astonishment distract him. He had known from
the first day of his new life that his father considered the greatest
severity appropriate in dealing with him. And so he ran away from his
father. He froze when his father stood still and hurried forward again’
when his father moved a muscle. In this way they circled the room
several times, without anything decisive happening; the whole thing
moved at such a slow tempo that it didn'’t even look like a pursuit. For
the time being, Gregor stayed on the floor. He was afraid that his
father might consider flight toward the walls or the ceiling as particu-
lar wickedness. But Gregor realized that he couldn’t keep up even this
pace for long, for when his father took a single step, he had to carry
out myriad movements. He soon felt short of breath; his lungs had not
been reliable even in the old days. As he staggered forward, he could
barely keep his eyes open, so hard did he try to concentrate his energy
for running. In his dullness he was simply unable to think of any
other means of deliverance. He had almost forgotten already that the
walls were open to him, though they were obstructed here by pains-
takingly carved furniture full of points and sharp edges. Suddenly
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something lightly thrown flew just past him and rolled ahead. It was
an apple. Another immediately followed. Gregor froze in fear. Run-
ning further was pointless, for his father had decided to bombard
him. He had filled his pockets from the fruit bowl on the credenza
and now threw apple after apple, without for the time being aiming
very carefully. These small red apples rolled around on the ground,
knocking into each other as if charged with electricity. A weakly
thrown apple strafed Gregor’s back, but glanced off without doing any
harm. One that flew immediately in its wake actually embedded itself
in his back, however. Gregor tried to drag himself forward, as if he
could outrun the unbelievable pain by changing position, but he felt
as if he were nailed to the spot and lay sprawled upon the ground, in
complete distraction of all of his senses. With his last conscious glance
he watched as the door to his room was ripped open and, ahead of his
screaming sister, his mother ran out of the room in her slip—for his
sister had undressed her to let her breathe freely while in her faint—
and raced towards his father, her untied skirts slipping down to the
floor one after another; he watched as, stumbling on the skirts, she
embraced his father, fully at one with him—but Gregor’s vision now
failed him utterly—and, with her hands clasped around the back of
his head, begged him to spare Gregor's life.

111

The deep injury from which Gregor had suffered for over a month—
the apple remained embedded in his flesh as a visible memento, as
no one dared to remove it —seemed to have reminded even his father
that despite his present sad and repulsive state, Gregor was a mem-
ber of the family who should not be treated as an enemy. The law of
familial obligation dictated, rather, that one had to swallow one's
revulsion and be tolerant, simply be tolerant.

And though Gregor had probably permanently lost some mobility
through his injury, and now, like an invalid, took many, many minutes
to cross his room—crawling on high was out of the question—this
degeneration in his condition brought with it a compensation that was
to his mind completely satisfactory. Toward evening they now opened
the living room door so that, lying in the darkness of his room and
invisible from the living room, he could watch the entire mwa&\ at the
lighted table and listen to their conversation by general consent, as it
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were—a complete change from the early days when he used to watch.
the door like a hawk an hour or two before they gathered.

Of course, the conversations ‘were not as lively as in earlier days.
Gregor used to recall them longingly in the small hotel rooms where
he had had to throw himself, exhausted, into the damp bedclothes.
These days everything was mostly very quiet. His father fell asleep in
his armchair soon after the evening meal; his mother and sister
urged one another to silence. His mother now sewed fine _Emmﬂm for
a boutique, bending close to her work under the light. His sister, who
had taken a job as a salesclerk, studied stenography and French at
night, in order to find a better position one day. Sometimes his father
awoke and, as if he didn’t realize that he had been sleeping, would
say to his mother: “How long you're sewing again today!” Then he
would fall asleep again immediately, while his mother and sister
exchanged tired smiles,

With a kind of stubbornness his father refused to take off his work
uniform when he returned home, and while his nightshirt hung,
useless, on a clothes hook, he dozed at his place fully clothed, as if
he were always on duty and awaited the call of his superiors. As a
result, the uniform, which hadn't been new in the first place, became
less than pristine, despite the care his mother and sister took with it.
Gregor often spent whole evenings looking at the badly stained coat,
its oft-polished gold buttons shining, in which the old man slept
highly uncomfortably, but quietly.

As soon as the clock struck ten, his mother tried to wake his father
by speaking softly to him, and tried to persuade him to go to bed, for
he couldn't sleep well there, and a good sleep was absolutely essen-
tial, since he had to be at work by six. But in the stubbornness that
had come over him since he became a bank employee, he always
insisted on remaining longer where he was, although he regularly fell
asleep again, and required much effort to persuade in exchanging
the armchair for his bed. His mother and sister could press him with
gentle remonstrances as much as they liked—for a quarter of an
hour at a time he slowly shook his head, his eyes closed, and refused
to stand up. His mother plucked at his sleeve, and whispered endear-
ments in his ear; his sister left her work in order to help her mother,
but got nowhere with him. He only sank deeper into his armchair.
Om@ when the women grasped him under the arms would he open
his eyes, look in turn at Gregor's mother and sister, and say, “What a
life. This is the peace and quiet of my old age.” And bracing himself
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against the women, he hoisted himself up laboriously, as if he were
his own greatest burden, and allowed himself to be led to the door.
He waved them off then and went on under his own power, but
Gregor's mother would hastily Eﬁ‘oé. down her sewing and E.m sister
her quill in order to run after him'and be of further T.n_.v to him.
Who in this overworked and overtired family had time to Worry
about Gregor more than was absolutely necessary? The household
was ever more reduced in circumstances. The servant girl had been
dismissed, and a gigantic, bony servant with white hair that flut-
tered about her head came in the mornings and the evenings to m.o
the hardest labor. Everything else his mother took care of, in m.a%-
tion to her abundant sewing work. It even came to pass that various
pieces of family jewelry, which his mother and sister had previously
worn with pleasure at parties and celebrations, were sold, as Owwmon
" learned one evening from a general conversation about the prices
obtained. Their greatest source of complaint, however, was that the
apartment, far too large for them under the circumstances, could
not be left, because it was unthinkable that Gregor be relocated. w&
- Gregor realized that it was not consideration for him mu.m:. Ebmoﬂmm
a relocation, for they could have transported him easily in a suitable
carton with a few air holes. What really kept the family from chang-
ing apartments was despair, and the thought zumL.H m.ﬁ%. rmm been
‘afflicted by misfortune such as had struck no one in their circle of
relatives and acquaintances. They did éverything that the world
demanded of poor people—his father fetched breakfast for the
junior bank clerks; his mother dedicated herself to making under-
wear for strangers; his sister ran back and forth behind the counter
at the beck and call of customers—but they could do no more than
that. And the wound in his back began to hurt Gregor anew when his
mother and sister would return from putting his father to bed, let
their work lie, and huddle close together, cheek to cheek. His mother,

gesturing towards Gregor’s room, said “Close the door, Grete,” and -

Gregor was in the dark again, while next door the women mingled
tears or stared, dry-eyed and numb, down at the table.

Gregor passed the days and nights nearly without sleep. moﬂ?
times he considered taking the affairs of the family in hand again,

the next time the door was opened. After some time, he thought .

again about the Director and the Deputy Director, the clerks and the
apprentices, the slow-witted porter, two or three mdma.&.m from other
companies, a chambermaid from a hotel in the provinces—a mmwn
fleeting memory—and a cashier from a hat store whom he had

THE METAMORPHOSIS 157

courted seriously, though too slowly. They reappeared in his thoughts
together with strangers or people he had already forgotten, but
instead of helping him and his family, they all remained detached,
and he was glad when they disappeared. At other times, however, he
was not in the mood to worry about his family. He was filled with
rage at the poor care they took of him, and though he could think of
nothing for which he had an appetite, he made plans to reach the
pantry and take what was due him, even if he were not hungry. With-
out considering any longer what might especially please Gregor,
mornings and afternoons before returning to the store his sister
hurriedly shoved any old kind of food into his room with her foot,
only in order to sweep it out with a whisk of the broom in the eve-
nings, indifferent as to whether it might have been merely tasted
or—as was usually the case—it remained completely untouched.
Her cleaning of the room, which she now always did in the evening,
could not have been done any more hastily. Smears of dirt ran along
the walls, and here and there lay balls of dust and filth. In the early
days Gregor used to position himself upon the arrival of his sister in
a particularly grubby corner, in order to reproach her. But he could
have remained there for weeks, and his sister would still not have
changed her ways. She saw the dirt as well as he did, but she had
situply decided to leave it there. At the same time, with a touchiness
entirely new to her that had now possessed the entire family, she was
vigilant in making sure that the straightening of Gregor's room was
left to her. His mother once undertook a thorough cleaning of
Gregor’s room, which had required several buckets of water—the
moisture bothered Gregor, and he lay broad, embittered, and unmov-
ing on top of the sofa— but his mother did not go unpunished. That
evening his sister had hardly registered the change in Gregor’s room
when, highly insulted, she ran into the living room, and despite her
mother’s beseechingly raised hands, broke into a spasm of tears that
his parents—his father had naturally been frightened out of his
seat—at first simply watched, helpless with astonishment. Then
they, too, were affected: on one side, his father reproached his mother
for not leaving the cleaning of Gregor’s room to his sister; on the
other side, he shouted at his sister that she would never be allowed
to clean Gregor's room again. In the meantime, his mother tried to
drag his father, who was beside himself with agitation, into the bed-
room; his sistet, racked by sobs, hammered the table with her small
fists; and Gregor hissed loudly with fury that no one thought to close
the door and so spare him the scene and the noise.

—



158 FRANZ KAFKA

But even if his sister, exhausted from her work, could no longer
manage to care for Gregor as she had earlier, his mother would still

not have had to intervene in order to keep Gregor from being.

neglected. For there was still the servant. This old widow, who had
weathered the worst in her long life with the help of a powerful frame,
felt no especial revulsion towards Gregor. Without exactly being curi-
ous, she had once by chance opened the door to Gregor’s room and
stood staring at the sight of him, her hands folded across her chest.
Gregor was completely taken by surprise, and despite the fact that no
one was chasing him, he began to run back and forth. Since that
time, she hadn't missed a chance to open the door quickly in the
morning and the evening to look in at Gregor. At first she called him
over to her with words that she probably considered friendly, like
“Come on over here, you old dung beetle!” or “Look at the old dung
beetle!” Gregor did not respond to such: overtires, but remained
motionless in his place, as if the door had not even been opened. If
only they would order this servant to clean his room daily, instead of
letting her needlessly disturb him at will! Once in the early morn-
ing—a hard rain, perhaps already a sign of the coming spring, beat
on the windowpanes— Gregor became so embittered when the ser-
vant began to speak that he turned towards her, as if to attack, though
slowly and feebly. Instead of being afraid, however, the servant simply
lifted high into the air a chair that stood in reach of the door. As she
stood there with her mouth opened wide, it was clear that she intended
to shut her mouth only after the chair in her hands had come down
on Gregor’s back. “That’s it, then?” she asked, as Gregor turned
around again, and she put the chair quietly back in its corner.
Gregor now ate almost nothing. When he happened to pass by the
food prepared for him, he sometimes idly took a bite and held: it in
his mouth for an hour or so, only to spit most of it out again. At first
he thought that his sorrow over the state of his room kept him from
eating, but he had actually reconciled himself very soon to the
changes. The family had gotten into the habit of putting into his
room things that wouldn't fit anywhere else: there were now many
such things, as they had rented one room in the apartment out to
three lodgers. These three serious gentlemen—all three had full
beards, as Gregor discovered once by looking through the crack in
the door—were painfully focused on order, not only in their room,
but, simply because they had taken lodgings there, in the entire
household, especially in the kitchen. They would not put up with
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useless or dirty things. And in any case, they had brought with them
most of their furnishings. For this reason, many things that were
not saleable, but that the family did not want to throw away, had ..
become superfluous. All of this made its way into Gregor’s room—

even, eventually, the ash bin and the rubbish bin from the kitchen.

The servant, who was always in a rush, simply slung anything that

was at the moment unuseable into Gregor's room. Fortunately Gregor .
usually saw only the relevant object and the hand that held it: The.
servant might once have intended to take the things out again when

time and opportunity permitted, or perhaps to throw them all out

together once and for all, but in practice they lay wherever they were

tossed, unless Gregor wound his way through the clutter and stirred

it up—first because he had no other place to crawl, and later with

growing pleasure, although after such forays, tired to death and full

of sorrow, he could not stir for hours.

Because the lodgers sometimes took their evening meal in the
common living room, the living room door remained closed on some
evenings. Gregor managed without it very well. On some evenings
when it was open he did not even take advantage of it, but without
the family’s knowing it, lay in the darkest corner of his room. Once,
however, the servant left the door to his room open a bit, and it
remained open, even as the lodgers came in that evening and the
light was turned on. They sat at the head of the table, where in for-
mer days his father, mother, and Gregor had eaten, unfolded their
napkins, and took their knives and forksin hand. His mother imme-
diately appeared in the doorway with a dish of meat and his sister
directly behind her with a dish piled high with potatoes. The steam-
ing food gave off a rich smell. The lodgers bent over the dishes placed
before them as if they wanted to check them before eating, and the
one in the middle, whom the other two appeared to consider an
authority, actually cut off a piece of meat still in the serving dish,
obviously to test whether it were tender enough, or whether it might
perhaps need to be sent back to the kitchen. He was satisfied, and
mothér and sister, who had watched the proceedings tensely, breathed
again and smiled. , -

The family themselves ate in the kitchen. Nevertheless, his father,
before he went into the kitchen, came into the room and made a
single long bow while circling the table, cap in hand. The lodgers all
rose together and murmured something into their beards. When
they were alone again, they ate in near total silence. It seemed
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strange to Gregor that, among all the various sounds of eating, he
could pick out the sound of their chewing teeth—it was as if Gregor
were thereby reminded that one needed teeth in order to eat, and
that one could do nothing with even the most beautiful toothless
jaws. “I do have an appetite,” said Gregor sorrowfully to himself,
“but not for these things. How these lodgers feed themselves, while
I'm dying of hunger!”

On this very evening, though Gregor did not remember having
heard it once before during that whole time, the violin sounded from
the kitchen. The lodgers had already finished their meal. The middle
one had pulled out a newspaper and given each of the others one
page. They now read, leaning back, and smoked. As the violin began
to play, they became alert, arose and went on tiptoes to the hall door,
where they stood pressed up against one another. They must have
heard them in the kitchen, for his father called out: “Do you
gentlemen perhaps dislike the playing? It can be stopped immedi-
ately.” “On the contrary,” said the lodger in the middle, “wouldn't the
young lady like to come out and play here in this room, where it's
much more comfortable and convenient?” “Oh, please!” called his
father, as if he were the violin player. The lodgers moved back into
the room and waited. His father soon came in with the music stand,
his mother with the music, and his sister with the violin, His sister
quietly prepared to play. His parents, who had never rented a room
out before and so exaggerated the courtesy due the lodgers, did not
dare to sit on their own chairs. His father leaned against the door,
his right hand stuck between two buttons of his fastened livery coat.
His mother, however, accepted a chair offered by one of the lodgers,
and sat off in the corner where he had happened to place the chair.

His sister began to play. His father and mother, on either side of her,
followed every note, attentive to the movemerits of her hands. Gregor,
drawn by the music, had ventured a bit further forward, His head
was already in the living room. He hardly wondered at himself for
being so inconsiderate towards the others of late; earlier, this consid-
eration had been a great source of pride. And just now he had more
reason than before to hide himself. Because of the dust everywhere in
his room that flew up at the least movement, he was himself covered
in dust. Threads, hairs, and bits of leftover food stuck to his back and
sides. His general apathy was much too great for him now to lie on his
back and scrub himself on the carpet, as he used to do several times
a day. Despite his condition, however, he had no qualms about advane-
ing a bit onto the immaculate living room floor.
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But no one paid any attention to him. His family was entirely
absorbed in the playing of the violin. The lodgers, on the other hand,
who had at first, their hands in their pants pockets, taken up posi-
tions inconveniently close to his sister’s music stand, in order to see
all the notes, soon withdrew to the window, their heads bowed amidst
whispered conversation, and remained there with Gregor’s father
worriedly observing them. It was now painfully obvious that they

“were disappointed in what they had assumed would be a beautiful or
entertaining performance, and that they were sick of the entire pro-
duction and now allowed their quiet to be disturbed only out of polite-
ness. The way they all blew their cigar smoke out of their mouths and
noses indicated great irritation. But his sister played so beautifully!
Her face was turned to the side; her gaze followed the lines of notes,
searching and sorrowful. Gregor crept further forward and held his
head close to the floor, in order to meet her gaze if possible. The music -
gripped him—was he then an animal? He felt as if he were being
guided to the sustenance he had unknowingly desired. He was deter-
mined to press on all the way to his sister, to pull on her skirt and let

~ her know that she could come into his room with her violin. No one

here knew how to appreciate her playing the way he did. He wanted
never to let her out of his room again, at least not as long as he lived.

is terrifying shape would finally be of some use to him: he would be

t all doors of his room at once, hissing at all intruders. His sister,
though, would not be forced, but would rather stay with him will-
ingly. She would sit next to him on the sofa, her ear inclined towards
him, and he would confide in her that he had intended to send her to
the conservatory, and that, were it not for the misfortune that had
occurred, he had intended to announce it to everyone last Christ-
mas— Christmas had surely passed already? —ignoring any possible
objections. After this declaration, his sister would surely burst into
tears of emotion, and Gregor would lift himself up to her shoulder
and kiss her neck, which she now left uncovered, without ribbon or
collar, since she had begun working at the store.

“Mr. Samsa!” called the middle lodger and without waiting another
word, pointed at Gregor, who was slowly inching his way forward.
The violin fell silent. The middle lodger smiled at first, shaking his
head at his friends, and then looked down again at Gregor. His father
seemed to consider it more urgent to reassure the lodgers than to
drive Gregor back, despite the fact that they seemed calm and more
entertained by Gregor than by the violin. He hurried over to them
and tried with outspread arms to urge them into their room; at the
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same time, he wanted to block their view of Gregor with his body.
They actually became a bit angry now, though it was unclear whether
this was over his father's behavior or over the dawning recognition
that, unbeknownst to them, they had all the while had a neighbor like
Gregor. They asked his father for an explanation, raised their arms,
pulled agitatedly at their beards, and only reluctantly retreated into
their room. In the meantime his sister had come out of the trance
into which she had fallen after her playing had been so suddenly bro-
ken off. For a time she had held her violin and bow in her limply
hanging hands and continued to stare at the music, as if she were
still playing. Now, all at once, she pulled herself together, laid the
instrument in the lap of her mother, who, short of breath and gasping
for air, was still seated, and ran into the next room, which the lodgers
were now approaching more quickly at the urging of her father.
Under her practiced hands, the covers and pillows flew high in the air
and arranged themselves. Before the lodgers had reached the room,
she was finished readying the beds and had slipped out. His father’s
stubbornness seemed to have returned to the extent that he forgot all
respect that he owed his lodgers. He kept urging them and urging
them, until finally at the threshold the gentleman in the middle
resoundingly stamped his foot and so brought his father to a stand-
still. “T hereby declare,” he said, and, raising his hand, sought the
gaze of Gregor’s mother and sister, as well, “that, in consideration of
the revolting conditions existing in this apartment and this family” —
and here, without a moment’s hesitation, he spat on the ground —*I
give notice this instant. I will naturally pay absolutely nothing for the
days I have lived here; on the contrary, I will consider bringing
charges against you, which will—believe me—be very easy to prove.”
He fell silent and stared straight ahead, as if he were waiting for
something. His two friends then obliged him by chiming in with the
words: “We, too, give notice this instant.” At that, he seized the door
handle and shut the door with a crash.

His father staggered to his chair, his hands stretched out before
him, and fell into it. It looked as if he were stretching himself out for
his usual evening nap, but his head, sharply, ceaselessly nodding,
showed that he was not sleeping at all. Gregor had lain all this time
in the same spot where the lodgers had discovered him. His disap-
pointment at the failure of his plans—perhaps, though, too, the
weakness caused by his long hunger—made it impossible for him to
move. He was distinctly afraid that in the next moment everything
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was going to come crashing down on top of him. He waited. Not
even the violin roused him, which slipped from:his mother’s trem-

- bling fingers and fell from her-lap, emitting a ringing tone. - "

" “My dear parents,” said his sister and struck her hand on the table
by way of preamble, “we can’t go on like this. If you can't see it, I can.
I don't want to use the name of my brother in front of this monster,
so let me just say this: we have to try to get rid of it. We have tried as
much as humanly possible to care for it and to put up with it. I don’t
think it could reproach us in the least.”

“She is absolutely right,” said his father under his breath. His
mother, who seemed not to have caught her breath yet, began to emit
a muffled cough into the hand she held before her, a crazed expres-
sion in her eyes. _

His sister hurried to his mother and put her hand to her forehead.
His sister’s words seemed to have put his father’s thoughts in a surer
course. He sat up straight, fiddling with his uniform cap amongst
the plates that still sat on the table from the lodgers’ evening meal,
and looked for a time down at the quiet Gregor.

“We must try to get rid of it,” his sister finally said to his father, for
his mother heard nothing in the midst of her coughing. “It's going to
kill you both; I can see it coming, When people have to work as hard
as we do, they can't bear this kind of constant torture at home. I
can't bear it any more.” And she began crying so hard that her tears
flowed down her mother's face, where she began mechanically wip-
ing them away with her hand. A

“But my child,” said his father, sympathetically and with striking
oo_H%mmwmwo? “what should we do?” .

His sister only shrugged her shoulders as a sign of the helplessness
that had during her crying spell taken the place of her former cer-
tainty. “But if he understood us—" his father said, half question-
ingly. His sister, in the midst of her tears, waved her hand violently
as a sign that that was out of the question. :

“If he understood us,” his father repeated, and by closing his eyes
tried to absorb her certainty that it was impossible, “then we s&mr/,
b€ able to arrive at some arrangement with him. But as things
stand—"

“It has to go,” cried his sister. “That is the only way, father. You
muist simply try to rid yourself of the thought that it’s Gregor. Our real
misfortune is that we believed it for so long. But how can it be Gregor?
If it were Gregor, he would have seen long ago that such an animal
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cannot live with people and he would have left voluntarily. We would
then have had no brother, but we could have lived on and honored his
memory. But this beast persecutes us, drives off the lodgers, and ob-
viously wants to take over the apartment and force us to sleep out in
the alley. Just look, Father,” she suddenly screamed, “he’s starting
again!” And in a state of terror totally incomprehensible to Gregor,
his sister abandoned his mother and practically vaulted off her chair,
as if she would rather sacrifice her than remain in Gregor’s vicinity,
She hurried behind her father who, agitated entirely through her be-
havior, stood up as well and half raised his arms as if to protect her.

But it wasn't at all Gregor’s intent to upset anyone, especially not
his sister. He had just begun to turn himself around in order to make
his way back into his room. Of course, that procedure looked pecu-
liar enough, because his ailing condition meant that in order to turn
even with difficulty he had to help with his head, which he lifted
repeatedly and braced against the ground. He patised and looked
around. His good intentions seemed to be recognized; it had only
been a momentary fright. They all looked at him, silent and sorrovi-
ful. His mother lay in her chair, her legs stretched before her and
pressed together; her eyes were nearly falling shut from exhaustion.
His father and sister sat next to one another, his sister with her hand
laid around her father’s neck.

“Maybe they’ll allow me to turn around now,” thought Gregor, and
started to work on it again, He could not suppress the wheezing
caused by his exertion, and he had to stop and rest now and then. No
one rushed him: he was left to his own devices. When he had com-
pleted the turn, he immediately headed straight back. He was aston-
ished by the vast distance that divided him from his room, and he
could not grasp how in his weakened condition he had put the entire
distance behind him, almost without noticing it. Focused solely on
crawling as quickly as possible, he hardly noticed that no word and
no outcry from his family disturbed him. He turned his head only
when he was already at the door—not al] the way, for he felt his neck
getting’ stiff, but enough to see that nothing had changed behind
him, except for the fact that his sister had stood up. His last glance
fell on his mother, who was now fast asleep. .

He was hardly in his room when the door was hastily pushed to,
bolted fast and locked. The sudden noise behind him frightened
Gregor so much that lis legs buckled beneath him. It was his sis-
ter who had rushed to do it. She had stood, waiting, and had sud-
denly sprung forward, light-footed — Gregor had not even heard her
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coming—crying out to her parents “Finally!” as she turned the key
in the lock.

“And now?” Gregor asked himself, and looked around in the dark,
He soon discovered that he could no longer move at all. He didn'’t
wonder at this; ori the contrary, it had seemed unnatural to him that
he had actually been able to move before on such thin legs. Besides
that, however, he felt relatively comfortable. He did have pains all
over his body, but it seemed to him that they were becomin g weaker
and weaker and would finally die away altogether. He could hardly
feel the rotten apple in his back or the inflamed surrounding area,
which was now completely covered in moist dust, He thought of his
family with compassion and love. His conviction that he had to dis-
appear was even more definite than his sister’s. He remained in this
state of empty and peaceful contemplation until the clock tower
struck three. He experienced once more the approach of daylight
outside the window. Then, unwilled, his head sank fully down, and
from his nostrils his last breath weakly streamed forth,

When the servant came in the early morning—though she had
often been asked to refrain from doing so, she slammed all the doors
out of sheer vigor and haste, to such an extent that it was not possible
to sleep quietly anywhere in the apartment once she had arrived ——

She thought that he intentionally lay there motionless because he
found her behavior insulting; she credited him with all manner of

when she had shoved him from his spot without meeting any resis-
tance did she become alert. She soon understood the situation, Her
eyes wideried, and she whistled out loud. It wasn't long before she
had flung the door of the master bedroom open and called loudly
into the darkness: “Look, everyone, it's kicked the bucket: it’s lying
there, dead as a doornaill”

The Samsas sat bolt upright in bed and had first to overcome their
alarm at the servant’s behavior before they could understand her
report. Then, however, they climbed hurriedly out of bed, one on
each side, Mr. Samsa threw the blanket over his shoulders; Mrs.
Samsa emerged in her nightgown. In this manner they entered
S room. In the meantime Grete had opened the door to the
living room;, where she had been sleeping since the arrival of the
lodgers. She was completely dressed, as if she had not slept; her pale
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face confirmed the impression. “Dead?” said Mrs. Samsa, and looked
questioningly up at the servant, although she could have made her
own investigation or even have recognized the fact without making
any investigation. “I'd say so,” said the servant, and as proof, she 4
pushed Gregor’s corpse further to one side with the broom. Mrs. ..nyh
Samsa moved as if she wanted to hold her back, but she didn'ts
“Well,” said Mr. Samsa, “now we can thank God.” He crossed Eﬁ.ﬁ_
self, and the three women followed his example. Grete, who did fiot
take her eyes from the corpse, said: “Just look at how thin he was. He
hadn’t eaten anything for so long. The food came out just the way it
went in.” Gregor’s body was indeed completely flat and dry; it was
really only possible to see it now that he was off his legs and nothing

else distracted the eye. : .

“Come, Grete, come sit with us for a bit,” said Mrs. Samsa with a
wistful smile, and Grete followed her parents into their bedroom,
though not without looking back at the corpse. The servant shut the
door and opened the window wide. Despite the early morning the
fresh air already had something mild mixed in it. It was, after all,
already the end of March. ~

The three lodgers emerged from their room and looked in amaze-
ment for their breakfast. It Had been forgotten. “Where is break-
fast?” the middlemost of the mien asked the servarit sullenly. She laid
a finger to her lips and then silently and hastily signaled to the men
that they might come. into Gregor’s room. They came and stood
around Gregor’s corpse in the now completely bright room, their
hands in the pockets of their somewhat shabby coats.

The door to the bedroom opened then, and Mr. Samsa appeared
in his livery with his wife on one arm and his daughter on the other.
They had all been crying; Grete pressed her face from time to time
to her father’s arm. .

“Leave my apartment immediately!” said Mr. Samsa and pointed
to the door, without letting the women leave his side. “What do you
mean?” said the middle lodger, somewhat dismayed, and smiled
mawkishly, The two others held their hands behind their backs and
rubbefl them together continuously, as if in joyful expectation of a
great fight, which would, they were sure, end favorably for them. “I
mean exactly what I say,” answered Mr. Samsa; and advanced ina
line with his companions toward the lodger. He stood quietly, at
first, and looked at the ground, as if the things in his head were
arranging themselves in a new order. “Then we'll g20,” he said and
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looked up at Mr. Samsa, as if a sudden access of humility required
him to seek renewed approval even for this decision. Mr. Samsa
merely nodded shortly several times, his eyes wide and staring. At
this, the man immediately walked with long strides into the foyer.
His two friends had listened at first, their hands completely still, and
they now skippéd after him directly, as if in fear that Mr. Samsa
could step in front of them in the foyer and disrupt their connection
to their leader. In the hall all three of them took their hats from the
rack, drew their walking sticks from the stand, bowed mutely, and
left the apartment. In what proved to be a completely unnecessary
precaution, Mr. Samsa walked out with the two women onto the
landing. Leaning on the railing, they watched as the three men
slowly but steadily descended the stairs, disappearing on every floor
at the turning of the stairwell, and emerging again after a few
moments. The lower they went, the more the Samsa family Iost
interest in them, and as a butcher's boy carrying his burden on his
head with dignity passed them and then climbed high above them,
Mr. Samsa left the landing with the women and they all returned, as
if freed from a burden, to their apartment.

They decided to spend the day resting and taking a stroll, They
had not only earned this rest from work, they absolutely needed it.
And so they sat at the table and wrote three letters of excuse, Mr.
Samsa to the bank directors, Mrs. Samsa to her employer, and Grete
to her supervisor. While they were writing the servant entered in
order to say that she was leaving, as her morning work was finished.
Writing, the three of them merely nodded at first, without looking
up; only when the servant failed to depart did they look up angrily.
“Well?” asked Mr. Samsa. The servant stood in the door, smiling, as
if she had some great piece of good news to report to the family, but
would only do so if she were thoroughly interrogated. The nearly
upright little ostrich feather on her hat, which had annoyed Mr,
Samsa the entire time she had been employed there, waved freely in
all directions. “Well, what do you want?” asked Mrs. Samsa, for
whom the servant had the most respect. “Well,” the servant answered,
and could not say more right away, fairly bursting with friendly
laughter, “well, you needn’t worry about getting rid of that thing next
door. It's all been taken care of " Mrs. Samsa and Grete bent to their
letters again, as if they wanted to continue writing. Mr. Samsa, who
saw that the servant was about to begin describing everything in
great detail, decisively headed this off with an outstretched hand.
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Since she was not going to be allowed to tell her story, she suddenly
remembered her great haste, and, obviously deeply insulted, called
out, “’Bye, everyone,” then spun around wildly and left the apart-
ment amidst a terrific slamming of doors. .

“Tonight we're firing her,” said Mr. Samsa, but received no answer
either from his wife or from his daughter, for the servant seemed to
have disturbed their but newly restored calm. They rose, went to the
window, and remained there, their arms around .each other. Mr.
Samsa turned in his chair as they went and quietly observed them
for a while. Then he called out, “Well, nomwm over here. Let what'’s
past be past. And take some care of me, for once.” The women obeyed
immediately, hurrying over to him and caressing him, and then
quickly finished their letters. .

Then all three of them left the apartment together, which they had
not done for months, and took a trolley to the open air beyond the
city. The car they sat in was drenched with warm sunlight. Leaning
back comfortably in"their seats, they discussed their future pros-
pects, and it emerged that these'were not at all bad on closer inspec-
tion, for all three of their positions were altogether favorable at
present and, most importantly, had great potential for the future.
The great improvement of their present situation would have to
come, naturally, from a change of apartments. They would want a
smaller and cheaper apartment, but one that was better located and
generally more convenient than their cirrent apartment, which
Gregor had originally found for them. While they conversed in this
way, it occurred to both Mr. and Mrs. Samsa in the same moment in
looking at- their ever more lively daughter that despite the recent
ordeals that had made her cheeks so pale, she had blossomed into a
pretty and well-developed young woman. Becoming quieter and
almost unconsciously communicating through glances, they real-
ized that it would soon be time to look for a good husband for her.
And it seemed tothem a confirmation of their new dreams and good
intentions, when, at the end of their journey, their daughter rose first
and stretched*hér young body.
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There was a womankwho was beautiful, who started with all the

advantages, yet she ha@no luck. She married for love, and the love
turned to dust. She had@®gnny children, yet she felt they had been
thrust upon her, and she“gduld not love them. They looked at her
coldly, as if they were findi ault with her. And hurriedly she felt
she must cover up some faulf¥i herself. Yet what it was that she
must cover up she never knew. Négértheless, when her children were
present, she always felt the center ofiier heart go hard. This troubled
her, and in her manner she was all h@imore gentle and anxious for
her children, as if she loved them very H.mw ch. Only she herself knew
that at the center of her heart was a har iitle place that could not
feel love, no, not for anybody. Everybody ;.a,r said of her: “She is
such a good mother. She adores her children.” ...w:;w she herself, and
her children themselves, knew it was not so. They, read it in each
other’s eyes. 5

There were a boy and two little girls. They live
house, with a garden, and they had discreet servants, ang
selves superior to anyone in the neighborhood. £dw

Although they lived in style, they felt always an mdim@»ﬂm the
house. There was never enough money. The mother had a m.”..m.._s.
income, and the father had a small income, but not nearly enoughi®
for the social position which they had to keep up. The father went
into town to some office. But though he had good prospects, these
prospects never materialized. There was always the grinding sense
of the shortage of money, though the style was always kept up.

At last the mother said: “I will see if / can’t make something.” But
she did not know where to begin. She racked her brains, and tried
this thing and'the other, but could not find anything successful. The
failure made deep lines come into her face. Her children were
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