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the front doer he rushed, across the roadway, driven toward
ihe water. Already he was grasping at the railings as 2 starving
man chiches food. He swung himself over, like che distinguished
gymmnast he had once been in his youth, to his parents’ pride.
With weakening grip he was still holding on when he spied be-
tween the railings a motor-bus coming which would easily cover
the noise of his fall, called in 2 low voice: “Dear parents, 1
have always loved you, all the same,” and let himself drop.

Ag ¢his moment an voending stream of traffic was just going
over the bridge. .
' Translated by Willa and Edwin Muir

The Metamorphosis
i

As GREGOR 54MsA awoke one morning from uneasy dreams he
found himself transformed in his bed into 2 gigandc insect. He
was lying on his hard, as it were armor-plated, back and when
he lifted his head a little he could see his domelike brown belly
divided into stiff arched segments on top of which the bed guilt
could hardly keep in position and was about to slide off com-
pletely. His numerous legs, which were pitifully thin compared
to the rest of his bulk, waved helplessly before his eyes.

What has happened to me? he thought. It was no dream. His
room, a regular human bedroom, only rather oo small, lay quiet
berween the four familiar walls. Above the table on which a col-
lection of cloth samples was uapacked and spread out—Samsa

was a commercial traveler—hung the pictore which he had re- -

cently cut out of an illustrated magazine and put into 2 pretty
gilt frame. It showed a lady, with 2 fur cap on and 2 fur stole,
sitring upright and helding out to the spectator a huge fur muff
into which the whole of her forearm had vanished!

Gregor’s eyes urned next to the window, and the overcast
skky—one could hear raindrops beating on the window gutter—
made him guite melancholy. Whart about sleeping 2 little longer
and forgetting all this nonsense, he though, but it could not be
done, for he was accustomed to sleep on his right side and in his
present condition he could not turn himself over. However vio-
lently he forced himself toward his right side he always rolled on-
1o his back again. He tried it at least a hundred times, shutting his
eyes to keep from seeing his struggling legs, and only desisted
when he began to feel in his side a faint dull ache he had never
experienced before.

Oh God, he thought, what an exhausting job P've picked on!
Traveling about day in, day out. It's much more irritating work

[89]
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than doing the aceval business in the office, and on top of thar
there’s the irouble of constant iraveling, of worrying abourt train
conneckions, the bed and irregular meals, casual acquaintances
that are always new and never become indmate {riends. The
devil take it all! He felt a shight itching up on his belly; slowly
pushed himself on his back nearer to the top of the bed so that he
could Jift his head more easily; identified che ieching place which
was surrounded by many small white spots the nature of which

he could not understand and made to wuch it with a leg, but -

drew the leg back immediately, for the contact made a cold
shiver run through him.

Fle slid down again into his former position. This gerting up
early, he thoughs, makes one quite stupid. A man needs his sleep.
Orher commercials live like harem women. For instance, when 1
come back to the hotel of a morning to write up the orders I've
got, these others are only sitting down to the breakfast. Let me
just try that with my chief; I'd be sacked on the spot. Anyhow,
that might be quite a good thing for me, who can tell? If I didn't
have to hold my hand because of my parents I'd have given no-
tice long ago, I'd have gone to the chief and told him exacily
whar 1 think of him. That would knock him endways from his
desk! It’s & queer way of doing, too, this sitting on high at a desk
and talking down to employees, especially when they have o
come quite aear because the chief is hard of hearing. Well,
there’s still hope; once ['ve saved enough money to pay back my
parents’ debis to him-—that should take another five or six years
—I' do it without fail. Tll cut myself completely loose then.
For the moment, though, I'd better get up, since my train goes
at five, ’ -

He looked at the alarm clock ticking on the chest. Heavenly
Father! he thought. It was half-past six o’clock and the hands
were quietly moving on, it was even past the half-hour, it was
~ wetting on roward a quarter to seven. Fad the alarm clock not
gone off? From the bed one could see that it had been properly
set for four o’clock; of course it must have gone off. Yes, but
was it possible to sleep quietly through that ear-splitting noise?
Well, he had not slepr quietly, yet apparently all the more
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soundly for thae. But whar was he to do now? The next train
went at seven o'clock; ta catch that he would need o hurry like
mad and his samples weren’t even packed up, and he himself
wasn't fecling particularly fresh and active. And even if he did
catch the train he wounldn't avoid a row with the chief, since the
firm’s porter would have been waiting for the five o'clock-train
and would have long since reported his failure to twrn up. The
porter was a creature of the chief’s, spineless and stupid. Weli,
supposing he were to say he was sick? But thar would be most
unpleasant and would look suspicious, since during his five yeats'
employment he had not been il once. The chief himself would
be sure to come with the sick-insurance doctor, would reproach
his parents with their son’s laziness, and would cut all excuses
short by referring to the insurance doctor, who of course re-
garded all mankind as perfectly healthy malingerers. And would
he be so far wrong on this occasion? Gregor really felt quite
well, apart from 2 drowsiness that was utterly superfluous after
such a long sleep, and he was even unusually hangry.

As all this was running through his mind at rop speed without
his being able to decide to leave his bed—the alarm clock had
just struck a quarter to seven——there came a cautious tap ar the
door behind the head of his bed. “Gregor,” said a voice—it was
his mother’s—“it’s a quarter to seven. Fadnt you 2 train to
catch?” That genile voice! Gregor had a shock as he heard his
own voice answering hers, unmiscakably his own voice, it was
true, but with a persistent horrible twittering squeak behind it
like an underrone, which left the words in their clear shape only
for the first moment and then rose up reverberating around them
to destroy their sense, so that one could not be sure one had
heard them rightly. Gregor wanted to answer at length and ex-
plain everything, but in the circumstances he confined himself to
saying: “Yes, yes, thank you, Mother, I'm getting up now.” The
wooden door becween them must have kept the change in his
voice from being noticeable outside, for his mother contented
herself wirh this starement and shuffled away. Yet this brief ex-
change of words had made the other members of the family
aware that Gregor was still in the house, as they had not ex-



{oz] Frawz Karxa

pecied, and at one of the side daors his father was already
Eﬂockjng‘ gendy, yer with his fist. “Gregor, Gregor,” he called,
What's the mavter with you?” And after a little while he called
again in & deeper voice: “Gregor! Gregor!” At the other side
door ,hls siseer was saying in a low, plaintive tone: “Gregor?
iren’t you well? Are you needing anything?” He amswered
them both at once: “I'm just ready,” and did his best to make his
voice sound 2s normal as possible by enunciating the words ver
clearly and leaving long pamses berween them. So his father
wene back to his breakfast, bur his sister whispered: “Gre
open the door, do.” However, he was not thinking of opcniné
the door, and felt thankful for the prudent habir he had acquired
In traveling of loclking all doors during the night, even at home.

s imsmediate intentdion was to get up quietly without being
disturbed, to put on his clothes and above all ear his breakfast,
and only then consider what else was to be done, since in bed, he
was well aware, his medieations would come t0 no sensible con-
clusion, He remembered thae often enough in bed he had felt
sm;%llq aches and pains, probably caused by awkward postures,
which had proved purely imaginary once he got up, and he
looked forward eageily to seeing this merning’s delusions
gradually fall away. That the change in his voice was nothing bue
the precursor of a severe chill, a standing ailment of commercial
wravelers, he had not the least possible doabe.

_To ger rid of che quilt was quite easy; he had only to inflate
himself a little and i¢ fell off by ieself. But the next move was
difficult, especisily because he was so uncommonly broad. He
would have needed arms and hands to hoist himself up; instead
he had only the numerous lirrle legs which never stopped wav-
ing in all directions and which he could not conerol in the least,
When he tried to bend one of them it was the first to stretch it
self straight; and did he succeed at last in making it do what he

-wanted, all the other legs meanwhile waved the more wildly in
1 high degree of unpleasant agitadon. “But what's the use of
tying idle in bed,” said Gregor to himself,

He thought that he might get out of bed with the lower part
oi his body fist, bur this lower part, which he had not yet seen
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and of which he could form no clear conception, proved too
difficule to move; it shifted so slowly; and when finally, almost
wild with annoyance, he gathered his forces rogether and thrust
out recklessly, he had miscalculated the direction and bumped
heavily against the lower end of the bed, and the stinging pain he
felr informed him that precisely this lower part of his body. was
at the moment probably the most sensitive. '

So he tried to get the top part of himself out fist, and cau-
dously moved his head toward the edge of the bed That
proved easy enough, and despite its breadth and mass the bulk of
his body at last slowly followed the movement of his head. Sdil,
when he finally got his head free over the edge of the bed he fel:
too scared to go on advancing, for after all if he let hismself fall
in this way it would take 2 miracle to keep his head from being
injured. And ac 2il costs he must not lose consciousness now,
precisely now; he would rather scay in bed.

Bur when after a repetition of the same efforts he lay in his
former position again, sighing, and watched his litele legs
struggling against each other more wildly than ever, if that were
possible, and saw no way of bringing any order into this arbi-
rrary confusion, he told himself again that it was impossible to
stay in bed and that the most sensible course was to risk every-
thing for the smallest hope of getting away from it. At the same
time he did not forget to remind. himself occasionally that cool
reflection, the coolest possible, was much betcer than desperate
resolves. In such moments he focused his eyes as sharply as possi-
ble on the window, but, unforrunately, the prospect of the
morning fog, which muffled even the other side of the narrow
street, brought him little encouragement and comfort. “Seven
o'clock already,” he said to himself when the alerm clock
chimed again, “seven o’clock already and still such a thick fog.”
And for a little while he lay quiet, breathing lighely, as if per-
haps expecring such complete repose to restore all things to their
real and normal condition.

But then he s2id to himself: “Before it strikes a quarter past
seven [ must be quite out of this bed, without fail. Anyhow, by
that time someone will have come from the office to ask for me,
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since it opens before seven.” And he set himself ro rocking his
whole body at once in a regular rhythm, with the idea of
swinging it out of the bed. If he tipped himself out in that way
he could keep his head from injury by lifting it at an acure
angle when he fell. His back seemed to be hard and was not
lilkely to suffer from a fall on the carper. His biggest worry was
the loud crash he would not be able o help making, which
would probably cavse anxiety, if not terror, behind all the dooss.
Seill, he must vake che risk.

When he was already half out of the bed—the new method
was more a game than an effort, for he needed only to hitch
himself across by rocking to and fro—it struck him how simple
it would be if he could ger help. Two stwong people—he
thought of his father and the servant girl—would be amply suffi-
cient; they would only have to thrust their arms under his con-
vex back, lever him out of the bed, bend down with their burden,
and then be patient enough to ler him turn himself right over on-
to the floor, where it was to be hoped his legs would then find
their proper function. Well, ignoring the fact that the doors
were all locked, ought he really to call for help? In spite of his
misery he could not suppress a smile at the very idea of it.

He had got so far that he couid barely keep his equilibrium
when he rocked himself strongly, and he would have to aerve
himself very soon for the final decision since in five minutes’
tme it would be quarter past seven—when the front doorbell
rang. “That’s someone from the office,” he said to himself, and
grew almost rigid, while his lirtle legs only jigged about all the
faster. For a moment everything stayed quiet. “They’re not
going to open the door,” sazid Gregor to himself, carching ac
- some kind of irrational hope. But then of course the servant gil
went as usual to the door with her heavy tread and opened it
Gregor needed only to hear the first good morning of the visitor
- 10 know immediarely who it was—the chief clerk himself, What
a fare, to be condemned to work for 2 firm where the smallese
omissicn at once gave rise to the gravest suspicion! Were all
employees in a body nothing but scoundrels, was there not
among them one single loyal devoted man who, had he waseed
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orly an hour or so of the firm's time in 2 morning, was 50 20r-
menced by conscience as to be driven out of his mind and ac-
tually incapable of leaving his bed? Wouldn't it really have been
sufficient to send an apprentice to inquire-—if any inquiry were
necessary at all—did the chief clerk himself have to come and
thus indicate to the entire family, an innocent family, that this

- suspicious circumstance could be investigated by no ome less

versed in affairs than himself? And more through the agitation
caused by these reflections than ¢hrough any acr of will Gregor
swung himself out of bed with all his strength. There was a loud
chump, but it was not really a crash. His fall was broken to some
extent by the carpet, his back, too, was less stiff than he thought,
and so there was merely a dull thud, not so very stardling. Only
he had not lifted his head carefully emongh and had hir it;
he curned it and rubbed it on the carpet in pain and irritation.

“That was something falling down in there,” said the chief
clerk in the next room to the left. Gregor tried to suppose to
himself that something like what had happened to him today
might someday happen to the chief clerls; one really could not
deny that it was possible. But as if in brusque reply to this sup-
position. the chief clerk took 2 couple of firm steps in the
next-door reom and his patent leacher boots creaked. From the
right-hand room his sister was whispering to inform him of the
sitnation: “Gregor, the chief clerk’s here.” “I know,” muttered
Gregor to himself; but he didn't dare to make his voice loud
enough for his sister to hear it

“Gregor,” said his father now from the left-hand room, “the
chief clerk has come and wants o know why you didn't catch
the early tzain. We don't know what to say to him. Besides, he
wants to talk to you in person. So open the door, please. Ele will
be geod enough to excuse the untidiness of your room.” “Geod
morning, Mr. Samsa,” the chief clerk was calling amiably mean-
while, “He’s not well,” said his mother to the visitor, while his
father was still speaking through the door, “he’s not well, ar,
believe me, What else would make him miss a train! The boy
chinks about nothing but his work. It makes me almost cross the
way be never goes out in the evenings; he’s been here the fast
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eight days and has stayed ar home every single evening. He just
sits there quiedy ar the table reading a newspaper or looking
through railway cmetables. The only amusement he gets is
doing iretwork. For instance, he spenr two or three evenings
curiing out a little picture frame; you would be surprised to see
how pretty it is; it’s hanging in his room; you'll see it in a minute
when Gregor opens the door. I must say I'm glad you've come,
sir; we should never have got him to ualock the door by our-
selves; he's so obstinate; end I'm sure he's unwell, though he
wouldn’c have iz to be so this morning.” “I'm just coming,” said
Grepor slowly and carefully, not moving an inch for fear of los-
ing one word of the conversation. “T can’ think of any other ex-
planatior;, madame,” said the chief clerk, “T hope it's nothing
serious. Although on the other hand I must say thar we men of
business—f{orrupately or unfortunately—very often simply have
te ignore any slight indisposition, sinee business must be attended
1w0.” “Well, can the chief clerk come in now?” asked Gregor’s
father impatiently, again knocking on the door. “Noe,” said
Gregor. In the lefr-hand room a painful silence followed this
refusal, in che righe-hand room his sister began co sob.

Why didn’t his sister join the others? She was probably newly
out of bed and hadn't even bégun to put on her clothes yer.
Well, why was she crying? Because he wouldn’t get up and let
the chief clerk in, because he was in danger of losing his job, and
because the chief would begin dunning his parents again for the
ofd debts? Surely these were chings one didn't need o worry
about for the present. Gregor was stll at home and not in che
least thinking of deserting the family. At che moment, true, he
was kying on the carpet and no one who knew the condition he
was in could seriously expect him to admic the chief clerk. But
for such a small discourtesy, which could plausibly be explained
away somehow later on, Gregor could hardly be dismdssed on

* the spot. And it seemed to Gregor that it would be much more
sensible o leave him in peace for the present than to trouble
him with tears and entreaties. Still, of course, their uncereainty
bewildered them all and excused their behavior.

“fir. Samsa,” the chief clerk called now in 2 louder wvoice,

S —— et At i R st in
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“what’s the matter with you?-‘ Here you are, barricading yourself
in your room, giving only ‘ves’ and ‘no’ for answers, causing
your parents 2 lot of unnecessary trouble and neglecting—I
mendon this only in passing—neglecung your business duties in
an incredible fashion. I am speaking here in the name of your
parents and of your chief, and I beg you quite seriously to- give
me an immediace and precise explanation. You amaze me, you
amaze me. [ thought you were 2 quiet, dependable person, and
now all at once you seem bent on making a disgraceful exhibi-
tion of yourself, The chief did hint to me early this merning 2
possible explanation for your disappearance—with reference to
the cash payments that were entrusted to you recently—but 1
almost pledged my solemn word of honor that ¢his could not be
so. But now that I see how incredibly obstinate you are, 1 no
longer have the slightest desire to take your part at all. And your
posidion in the firm is not so unassailable. I came with the inten-
tion of telling you all this in private, but since you are wasting
my time so needlessly I don't see why your parents shouldn'c
hear it too. For some time past your work has been most unsatis-
factory; this is not the season of the year for a business boom, of
course, we admit that, but a season of the year for doing no busi-
ness ar all, thar does noc exist, Mr. Samsa, must not exist,”

“But, sir,” cried Gregor, beside himself and in his agiration
forgerting everything else, “I'm just going to open the door this
very minute. A slight illness, an attack of giddiness, has kept me
from getting up. I'm still lying in bed. But [ feel all right again,
I'm getting our of bed now. Just give me a moment or two
longer! I'm not quite so well as I thought. But I'm all righr,
really. How a thing like that can suddenly strike one down!
Only last night T was guite well, my parents can tell you, or
rather I did have a slight presentimenc. I must have showed some
sign of it. Why didn’t I report it at the office! But one always
thinks that an indisposition can be got over without staying in
the house. Oh sir, do spare my parents! All that you're re-
proaching me with now has no foundation; no one has ever said a
word to me abour it. Perhaps you haven't looked at the last or-
ders I sent in. Anyhow, I can still cateh the eight o’clock train,
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I'm much the bercer for my few hours’ rest. Don't let me detain
you here, sir; Il be actending to business very soom, and do be
good enough to tell the chief so and to make my excuses to
him?”

And while all this was wumbling our pell-mell and Gregor
hardly knew what he was saying, he had reached rhe chest quite
easily, perhaps because of the practice he had had in bed, and
was now trying to lever himself upright by means of it. He
meant actually to open the door, actually to show himself and
spealk to the chief clerl; he was eager co find our whae the others,
after all their insistence, would say at the sight of him. If they
were horrified then the responsibility was no longer his and he
could stay quiet. Bur if they took it calmly, then he had no reason
either to be upset, and could really get to the starion for the
eight o'clock train if he hurried, Ar first he slipped down a few
iimes from the polished surface of the chest, but at length with a
last heave he stood upright; he paid no more attention to the

pains in the lower part of his body, however they smarted. Then -

he let himself fall against the back of 3 nearby chair, and clung
with his little legs to the edges of it. That brought him into con-
trol of himself again and he stopped speaking, for now he could
listen to what the chief clerk was saying.

“Diid you understand a word of it?” the chief clerk was ask-
ing; “surely he can’t be trying to make fools of us?” “Oh dear,”
cried his mother, i tears, “perhaps he’s terribly ill and we're
tormenting him. Grete! Grete!” she called ont them. “Yes
flother?” called his sister from the other side. They were calling
to each other across Gregor’s room. “You must go this minute
for the doctor. Gregor is ill. Go for the doctor, quick. Did you
hear how he was speaking?” “That was no human voice,” said
the chief clerk in a voice noticeably low beside the shrilluess of
the mother’s. “Anna! Anna!™ his father was calling through the
hall to the kitchen, clapping his hands, “get a locksmith ar once!”
And the two girls were already running through the hall with a
swish of skirts—how could his sister have got dressed so
quickly?—and were tearing the front door open. There was no
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sound of is closing again; they had evidendy left it open, as one
does in houses where some great misfortune has happened.

But Gregor was now much calmer. The words he uttered
were no longer understandable, apparently, although they
seemed clear enough to him, even clearer than before, perhaps
because his ear had grown accustomed to the sound of them. Yet
at any rate people now believed that something was wrong with
him, and were ready to help him. The positive certainty with
which these first measures had been taken comforted him. He
felr himself drawn once more into the human circle and hoped
for great and remarkable results from both the doctor and the
locksmith, without really distinguishing precisely between them.
To make his voice as clear as possible for the decisive conversa-
tion thar was now imminent he coughed a lirtle, as quietly as he
could, of course, since this noise too might not sound like a
human cough for all he was able to judge. In the next room
meanwhile there was complete silence. Perhaps his parencs were
sitting at the table with the chief clerk, whispering, perhaps they
were all leaning against the door and listening.

Slowly Gregor pushed the chair toward the door, then let go
of it, caught hold of the door for support—the sotes at the end
of his little legs were somewhar sticky—and rested against &t for
a moment after his efforts. Then he ser himself to turning the
key in the lock with his mouth. It seemed, unhappily, that he
hadn't really any teeth—what could he grip the key with?—bug
on the other hand his jaws were cerrainly very strong; with their
help he did manage to set the key in motion, heedless of the fact
that he was undoubtedly damaging them somewhere, since a
brown fluid issued from his mouth, flowed over the key, and
dripped on the floor. “Just listen to that,” said the chief clerk
next door; “he’s turning the key.” That was a great encourage-
ment to Gregor; bur they should all have shouted encourage-
ment to him, his father and mother too: “Go on, Gregor,” they
should have called out, “keep going, hold on to that key!” And
in the belief that they were all following his efforts intently, he
clenched his jaws recklessly on the key with all the force at his
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command. As the rurning of the key progressed he circled around
the lock, holding on now only with his mouth, pushing on the
key, as required, or pulling it down again with all the weight of
his body. The fouder click of the finally yielding lock literally
quickened Gregor. With 8 deep breath of relief he said to him-
self: “So 1 didn't need the locksmith,” and laid his head on the
handle to open the door wide. .
Since he had to pull the door toward him, he was sll
invisible when it was really wide open. He had to edge himself
slowly around che near half of the doubie deor, and to do it very
cacefully if he was not to fall plump upon his back just on the
threshold, He was still carrying out this difficalc maneuver,
with no tme to observe anything else, when he heard the chief
dlerk uiter a loud “Oh!”—ir sounded like a gust of wind—and
now he could see the man, standing as he was nearest to the
daor, clapping one hand before his open mouth and slowly
backing away as if driven by some invisible steady pressure. His
mother-—in spite of the chief clerk’s being there her hair was still
undone 2nd sdeking up in all directions—first clasped her hands
and looked at his father, then took two steps toward GregPr
and fell on the foor among her outspréad skires, her face quite
hidden on her breast. His father knotted his fist with 3 fierce ex-
pression on his face as if he meant to knock Gregor back into his
room, then tooked uncerrainly around the living room, covered
his eyes with his hands, and wept «ill his grear chest heaved.
Gregor did not go pow into the living room, but leaned
apainst the inside of the firmly shut wing of the door, so 1_that
only half his body was visible and his head above it bending side-
ways to look at the others. The light had meanwhile strength-
ened; on the other side of the street one could see clearly 2
section of the endlessly long, dark gray building opposite—it
was a hospital—abruptly punctuated by its row of regular win-
dows; the rain waes still falling, but only in large singly discern:-
ble and literally singly splashing drops. The breakfast dishes
were set out an the table lavishly, for brealdast was the most im-
nortant meal of the day to Gregor’s father, who lingered ir out
for hours over various newspapers. Right opposite Gregor on
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the wall hung a photograph of himself in milicary service, a5 a
lieutenant, hand on sword, 2 carefrec smile on his face, mviting
one to respect his uniform and military bearing. The doer lead-
ing to the hall was open, and one could see thar the front door
stood open too, showing the landing beyond and the beginning
of the seairs going down. -

“Well,” said Gregor, knowing perfectly thar he was the only
one who had retained eny composure, “I'Hl put my clothes on at
once, pack up my samples, and start off. Will you only let me
ge? You see, sir, I'm not obstinate, and I'm willing vo work; trav-
eling is a hard life, but I couldn’t live without it. Where are you
going, sir? To the office? Yes? Will you give 2 true account of
all chis? One can be remporarily incapacitated, buc that’s juse the
moment for remembering former services and bearing in mind
that later on, when the incapacity has been got over, one will
certzinly work with all the more industry and concentradion.
I'm loyally bound to serve the chief, you know that very well.
Besides, I have to provide for my parents and my siscer, I'm in
greae difficulries, but T'll ger out of them again. Don’t make
things any worse for me than they are. Stand up for me in the
firm. Travelers are not populer there, [ know. People think they
carn sacks of money and just have a good time. A prejudice
there’s no particular reason for revising. But you, sir, have a
more comprehensive view of affairs than the rest of the staff,
yes, let me tell you in confidence, a more comprehensive view
than the chief himself, who, being the owner, lets his judgment
easily be swayed against one of his employees. And you know
very well thar the traveler, who is never seen in the office almost
the whole year around, can so easily fall a victim to gossip and ili
luck and unfounded complaints, which he mostly knows nothing
about, except when he comes back exhausted from his rounds,
and only then suffers in person frem their evil consequences,
which he can no longer trace back to the original causes. Sir, sir,
don’t go away withour a word to me to show that you think me
in the right at least to some extent!”

But at Gregor's very first words the chief clerk had alveady
backed away and only stared at bim with parted lips over one
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rwitching shoulder. And while Gregor was speaking he did not
siand sill one mement bux stole away toward the doer, without
waking his eyes off Gregor, yer only an inch at a time, as if obey-
ing some secret injunction to leave the room. He was already at
the hall, and the suddenness with which he took his last step out
of the living room would have made one believe he had burned
che sole of his foot. Once in the hall he screrched his right arm
hefore him toward the staircase, as if some supernatural power
were waiting there to deliver him,

Gregor perceived that the chief clerk must on no account be
allowed to go away in this frame-of mind if his position in the
fiem were not to be endangered to the utmost. His parents did
noc understand this so well; they had convinced themselves in
the course of years that Gregor was setiled for life in this firm,
and besides they were so preoccupied with their immediate trou-
bles that all foresight had forsaken them. Yer Gregor had this
foresight. The chief clerk must be detained, soothed, pe-rsuad?d,
and finally won over; the whole furare of Gregor and his family
depended on it! If only his sister had been chere! She was intelli-
gent; she had begun to cry while Gregor was still lying quiecly
on his back, And no doubt the chief clerk, so partial ro ladies,
would have been guided by her; she would have shut the door of
the flac and in the hall talked him out of his horror. But she was
not there, and Gregor would have to handle the siruation him-
self. And withour remembering that he was still unaware what
powers of movement he possessed, withour even remembering
that his words in all possibility, indeed in all likelihood, would
agsin be unineelligible, he ler go the wing of the door, pushed
himself through the opening, started o walk toward the chief
clerk, who was already ridiculounsly chinging with both hands o
the railing on the landing; bur immediately, as he was feeling for
a support, he fell down with a litdde cry upon 2ll his numerous
legs. Hardly was he down when he experienced for the first dme
this morning 2 sense of physical comforr; his legs had firm
ground under them; they were completely obedient, 2s he note;d
with joy; they even strove to carry him forward in whatever di-
rection he chose; and he was inclined to believe that a final relief
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from all his sufferings was at hand. But in the same moment a8
he found himself on the floor, rocking with suppressed eagerness
te move, not far from his mother, indeed just in front of hez,
she, who had seemed so completely crushed, sprang all a¢ once
to her feet, her arms and fingers ouespread, cried: “Ielp, for
God's sake, help!” bent her head down as if to see Gregor bet-
ter, yet on the contrary kept backing senselessly away; had quite
forgotten thar che laden table stood behind her; saz upeon it
hastily, as if in absence of mind, when she bumped ineo it; and
seemed altogether unaware that the big coffeepot beside her
was upset and pouring coffee in 2 flood over the carpet.

“Mother, Mother,” said Gregor in a low voice, and looked up
at her. The chief clerk, for the momens, had quice slipped from
his mind; instead, he could not resist snapping his jaws zogecher
at the sight of the streaming coffee. Thet made his mother
scream again, she fled from the table and fell into the arms of his
father, who hastened to catch her. But Gregor had now no time
to spare for his parents; the chief clerk was alrsady on the stairs;
with his chin on the banisters he was taking one last backward
look. Gregor made a spring, to be as sure as possible of overtak-
ing him; the chief clerk must have divined his intentdon, for he
leaped down several steps and vanished; he was sdil yelling
“Ugh!” and it echoed through the whole staircase.

Unfortunately, the flight of the chief clerk seemed completely
to upset Gregor's father, who had remained relatively calm anal
now, for instead of running after the man himself, or at least not
hindering Gregor in his pursuit, he seized in his right hand the
walking stick that the chief clerk had left behind on 2 chair,
together with a har and greatcoar, snatched in his left hand 2
large newspaper from the table, and began stamping his feet and
fourishing the suck and the newspaper to drive Gregor back
into his room, No entreaty of Gregor’s availed, indeed no en-
treaty was even understood, however humbly he bent his head
his father only stamped on the floor the more loudly. Behind his
father his mother had torn open 2 window, despite the cold
weather, and was leaning far out of it with her face in her hands.
A strong draughe ser in from the street to the seaircase, che win-
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dow curtains blew in, the mewspapers on the table fluttered,
siray pages whisked over the floor, Pinlessly Gregor's father
drove him back, hissing and crying “Shoo!” like a savage. But
Gregor was quite unpracticed in walking backwards, it really
was a siow business, If he only had a chance to turn arcund he
could get back to his room at once, but he was afraid of exasper-
ating his father by the slowness of such 2 rotation and at any
moment the seick in his father’s hand might hit him 2 fatal blow
on the back or on the head. In the end, however, noching else
was lefc for him to do since to his horror he ebserved that in
moving backwards he eould not even control the direction he
took; and s, keeping an anxious eye on his father all the time
over his shoulder, he began o turn around as quickly as he could,
which was in reality very slowly. Perhaps his father noted his
good intentions, for he did not interfere except every now and
then to help him in the manenver from a distance with the
point of the stick. If only he would have stopped making that
unbearable hissing noise! It made Gregor quite lose his head. He
had ramed almost completely around when the hissing noise so
distracted him that he even turned a litdle the wrong way again.
Bui when a¢ lasc his head was fortunately right in front of the
doorway, it appeared that his body was too broad simply to get
through the opening. His father, of course, in his present mood
was far from thinking of such a thing as opening the other half
of the door, to let Gregor have enough space. He had merely
the fixed idea of driving Gregor back into his room as quickly as
possible, He would never have suffered Gregor to make the ciz-
cumstaniial preparations for standing up on end and perhaps
slipping his way through the door. Maybe he was now making
more noise than ever 1o urge Gregor forward, as if no obstacle
impeded bim; to Gregor, anyhow, the noise in his rear sounded
no longer like the voice of one single father; this was really no
joke, and Gregor thrust himself—come what might—into the
doorway. One side of his body rose up, he was tilted at an angle
inn the doorway, his Sank was quite bruised, horrid blotches
snined the white door, soon he was stuck fast and, left to him-
self, could mor have moved zt all, his legs on one side fluttered
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trembling in the air, those on the other were crushed peinfully
to the flooe—when from behind his father gave him a strong
push which was literally a deliverance and he flew far into the
roon, bleeding freely. The door was slammed behind him with
the stick, and then at last there was silence,

11

Not until it was cwilight did Gregor awake out of 2 deep sleep,
more like 3 swoon than a sleep. He would cereainly have waked
up of his own accord not much later, for he fele himsell suffi-
ciently rested and well slept, but it seemed to him as if a flecting
step and a cavdous shutting of the door leading into the hall had
aroused him. The electric fights in the streer cast a pale sheen
here and chere on the ceiling and the upper surfaces of the fur-
niture, but down below, where he lay, it was dark. Slowly,
awkwardly trying out his feelers, which he now firsc learned to
appreciate, he pushed his way to the door to see what had been
happening there. His left side felt like one single long, unpleas-
antly tense scar, and he had acrually to limp on his two rows of
legs. One little leg, moreover, had been severely damaged in the
course of that morning’s events—it was almost a miracle that
only one had been damaged—and trailed uselessly behind him.

He had reached the door before he discovered what had really
drawn him to ir: the smell of food. For chere stood 2 basin filled
with fresh milk in which floated lirtle seps of white bread. He
c0}11d almost have laughed with joy, since he was now sall hun-
grier than in the morning, and he dipped his head zlmosc oves
the eyes straight into the milk. But scon in disappointment he
withdrew it again; not only did he find it difficult to feed be-
cause of his tender left side—and he could only feed with the
palpitating collaboration of his whole body-—he did not like the
milk either, although milk had been his favorite drink and that
was certainly why his sister had set it there for him, indeed it
was almost with repulsion that he turned away from the basim
and crawled back to the middle of the room.
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Fie could see chrongh the crack of the door that the gas was
sarned on in the living zoom, bue while usnally at this time his
father made a habit of reading the afternoon newspapes in a loud
voice to his mother and occasionally to his sister as well, not 2
sound was now to be heard. Well, perhaps his father had re-
cendy given up this habie of reading aloud, which his sister had
mentioned so often in conversation and in her lecters. But there
was the same silence all around, althongh the flac was certainly
not empty of occupants, “What a quiet life our family hag been
leading,” said Gregor to himself, and as he sat there motionless
siaring into the darkness he feli grear pride in ¢he fact that he
had been able to provide such a life for his parents and sister in
such a fine flat. But what if all the quier, the comfort, the con-
tentment were now to end in horror? To keep himself from
Dbeing lost in such thoughts Gregor took refuge in movement
and crawled up and down the room.

Once during the long evening one of the side dn_orﬁ was
opened a litrle and quickly shue again, later the other side door
too; someone had apparently wanted to come in and then
thought better of it. Gregor now stationed himself immediately
before the living-room door, determined to persuade any hestat-
ing visitor to come in or at least to discover who it might be; but
¢he door was not opened again and he waited in vain. In the
early morning, when the doors were locked, they had all wanted
to come in, now that he had opened one door and thfa other had
apparently been opened during the day, 0o one came m and even
the keys were on the other side of the doors. y

Tt was lace at night before the gas went ont in the hiving room,
and Gregor could easily vell that hus parents and his sister had all
scayed awake nmil then, for he could clearly hear the three of
them stealing away on tiptoe. Mo one was likely to visit him, not
uniil the morning, that was certain; so he had plenty of time to
medicace ac his leisure on how he was to arrange his life afresh.
But the lofty, empty room in which he had to lie flat on the
floor filled him with an apprehension he could not account for,
since it had been his very own room for the past five ycars:—-—and
with a half-unconscious action, not without a slight fecling of
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shame, he scuttled under the sofa, where he felt comfortable at
onee, although his back was a litde cramped and he could not
Life his head up, and his only regret was that his body was oo
broad to get the whole of it under the sofa.

He stayed there all nighe, spending the time pardy in a Jight
slamber, from which his hunger kept waking him up with a
start, and partly in worrying and sketching vague hopes, which
all led to the seame conchusion, that he must lie low for the
present and, by exercising patience and the utmost consideration,
help the family 1o bear the inconvenience he was bound to cause
them in his present condition, -

Very early in the morning, it was stil almost night, Gregor
had the chance to vest the strength of his new resolutions, for his
sister, nearly fully dressed, opened the door from the hall and
peered in. She did not see him at once, yet when she caught sight
of him under the sofa—well, he had to be somewhere, he
couldn’c have flown away, could he?—she was so startled thar
without being able to help it she slammed the door shut again.
But as if regrecting her behavior she opened the door again im-
mediately and came in on tiptoe, as if she were visiting 2n invalid
or even a stranger. Gregor had pushed his head forward o the
very edge of the sofa and watched her, Would she notice that he
had left the milk standing, and not for lack of hunger, and
would she bring in some other kind of food moere to his taste? If
she did not do 1t of her own accord, he would rather starve than
draw her attention to the fact, although he felt a wild impulse o
dart out frem under the sofa, throw himself av her feet, and beg
her for something to eat. But his sister at once noticed, with sux-
prise, that the basin was still full, except for a little milk that had
been spilled all around it, she lifted it immediately, not with her
bare hands, true, but -with 2 cloth and carried ic away. Gregor
was wildly curious to know what she would bring instead, and
made various speculations about it. Yet what she actually did
next, in the goodness of her heart, he could never have guessed
at. To find out what he liked she brought him a whole selection

of food, all set out on an old newspaper, There were old, half-
decayed vegetables, bones from last night’s supper covered with
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o white souce that had thickened; some raisins and almonds; a
piece of cheese thar Gregor would have called uneatable two
Gays ago; a dry roll of bread, 2 buttered roll, and a rgll both but-
tered and salved. Besides all that, she set down agam the same
basin, into which she had poured some water, and wi:uch was ap-
perenily to be reserved for his exchusive use. And with fine sact,
knowing that Gregor would not eat in her presence, she with-
drew quickly and even turned the key, to Jet him understand
that he could take his ease as much as he liked. Gregor’s legs all
whizzed toward the food. His wounds must have healed com-
nleiely, moreover, for he felt no disability, which amazed him
and made him reflect how more than 2 month ago he had cut
one finger 2 lile with 2 knife and had still suffered pain from
the wound only the day before yesterday. Am [ less sensitive
now? he thought, and sucked greedily at the cheese, which
above ail the other edibles attracted him 2t ence and strongly-
Oie after another and with tears of satisfaction in his eyes he
qguickly devoured the cheese, the vegetables, and tl}e sauce; the
fresh food, on the other hand, had no charms for him, he: could
not even stand the smell of it and actaally dragged away to some
lictle distance the things he could eat. He had long ﬁms%sed' his
meal and was only lying lazily on the same spot when his sister
iurned the key slowly as a sign for him to rerreat. That roused
him at once, although he was nearly asleep, and he hurried u}nder
the sofa again. But it took considerabie_self—qon?rol for him to
stay under the sofa, even for the short time his gister was in the
room, since the large meal had swollen his body_sumewhat and
he was so cramped he could hardly breathe. Slight attacks of
beeachlessness aflicted him and his eyes were starting a little out
of his head as he waiched his unsuspecting sister sweeping to-
gether with 2 broom not only the remains (_)f what he had eaten
but even the things he had not touched_, 25 1-11’ 'thesfe were now of
no use to anyone, and hastily shoveling it a}l into a bucket,
which she covered with a wooden kid and carried away. Hardiy
had she turned her back when Gregor came from under the sofa
and stretched and puffed himseif out. . .
In this manner Gregor was fed, once in the carly morming
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while his parents and the servant girl were still asleep, and a sec-
ond time after they had all had their midday dinner, for then his
parents took a short nap and the servant gizl could be sent out on
some errand or other by his sister. Not chat they would have
wanted him to starve, of course, bur perhaps they could. not
have borne to know more abount his feeding than from hearsay,
perhaps too his sister wanted to spare them such little anxieties
wherever possible, since they had quite enough to bear as iz was.
Under what pretext the doctor and the locksmith had been
got rid of on thar first morning Gregor could not discover, for
since what he said was not understood by the others it never
struck any of them, not even his sister, that he could understand
what they said, and so whenever bis sister came into his reom he
had to content himself with hearing her utter only a sigh now
and then and an occasional appeal to the saints. Later on, when
she had got a lirtle wsed vo the struation—of course she could
never get completely used to it—she sometimes threw out a re-
mark which was kindly meant or could be so interpreted. “Well,
he liked his dinner roday,” she would say when Gregor had
made a good clearance of his food; and when he had not eaten,
which gradually happened more and.mere often, she weuld say
almost sadly: “Everything’s been left standing again.”
But although Gregor could get no news directly, ke over-
heard 2 lot from the neighboring rooms, and as soon as voices
were audible, he would run to the door of the room concerned
and press his whole body against it. In the first few days espe-
cially there was no conversation that did not refer to him some-
how, even if only indirecily, For two whole days there were
family consultations at every mealtime about what should be
done; but also berween meals the same subject was discussed, for
there were always at least two members of the family at home,
stnce no one wanted to be alone in the flar and to leave it quire
empty was unthinkable. And on the very first of these days the
household cook—it was not quite clear what and how much she
knew of the siruation—went down on her knees to his mother
and begged leave to go, and when she departed, a quarter of an
hour later, gave thanks for her dismissal with tears in her eyes as
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if for the greatest benefic that could hiave been conferred on her,
and without any prompting swore a solemn oath that she woald
never say a single word to anyone about what had happened.

Now Gregor's sister had to cook too, helping her mother;
irue, the cooking did not amount to much, for they ate scars:ely
anything. Gregor was slways hearing one of the ‘t:muly vau?ly
usging another to eat and getring no answer but: "Thanks, I've
had all T wane,” or something similar. Perhaps they drank noth-
ing either. Time and again his sister kept asking bis father if he
wouldn't like some beer and offered kindly to go and fetch 1t
herself, and when be made no answer suggested that she coul::l
ask the concierge to ferch it, so that he need feel no sense of obli-
gation, but then a round “No” came from his father and no
more was said about it .

Tn the conrse of that very first day Gregor's father Fxplamed
the family’s financial position and prospects to both his mother
and his sister. Now and then he rose from the table to get some
voucher or memorandum out of the smail safe he had rescued
from the collapsc of his business five years earlier. One could
hear him opening the complicated lock and rus;tlmg papers out
and shutiing Iv again. This statement made by l'us fat}'ne:: was the
firs cheerful information Gregor had heard since his imprison-
ment. Ele had been of the opinion that nothing at all was fefe
over from his father’s business, at least his father had never said
anything to the contrary, and of course he had not asked him di-
recily. At that time Gregor’s sole desire was to do his utmost to
help the family to forget as soon 2s possible the catast_rophc
chat bad overwhelmed the business and thrown them a}l into =
state of complete despair. And so he had set to work with unu-
sual ardor and almost overnight had become a commercial trav-
eler instead of a lide clerk, with of course rm}ch greater
chances of earning money, and his success was immediately rrans-
lated into good round coin which he could lay on the table for his
amazed and happy family. These had been fine times, and they
tiad never recurred, at least ot with the same sense of glory, al-
though later on Gregor had earned so much money that he was
able to meet the expenses of the whole houschold and did so.
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They had simply got used to it, both the family and Gregor; the
money was gratefully accepted and gladly given, but chere was
no special uprush of warm feeling. With his sister alone had he
remained Intimate, and it was a secretr plan of his thar she, who
loved music, unlike himself, and could play movingly on_the
violin, should be sent next year to study at the Conservatérium,
despite the great expense that would enrail, which must be made
up in some other way. During his brief visits home the Conserv-
atorium was often mentioned in the taiks he had with his sister,
but always merely as 2 beautiful dream which could never come
true, and his parents discouraged even these innocent references
to it; yet Gregor had made up his mind firmly abour it and
meant to annonnce the facr with due solemnity on Chrisernas
Day.

Such were the thoughts, completely futile in his present con-
dition, that went through his head as he stood clinging upright o
the door and listening. Sometimes out of sheer weariness he had
to give up listening and let his head fall negligently 2gainst the
door, but he always had to pull himself together again at once,
for even the slight sound his head made was audible next door
and brought all conversation to a stop, “What can he be doing
now?” his father would say after a while, obviously nirning
toward the door, and only then would the incerrupted conver-
sation gradually be set going again.

Gregor was now informed as amply as he could wish—for his
farher tended to repear himself in his explanations, pardy be-
cause it was a long time since he had handled such matters and
partly because his mother could not always grasp things at once
—that a certain amount of investments, a very small amount it
was true, had survived che wreck of their formunes and had even
incressed a little becanse the dividends had not been touched
meanwhile, And besides that, the money Gregor brought home
every menth~he had kept only a few dollars for himself—had
never been quite used up and now amounted to a small capital
sum. Behind the door Gregor nodded his head eagerly, rejoiced

at this evidence of unexpected thrift and foresight. True, he
could really have paid off some more of his father’s debts to the
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chief wich this extra money, and so brought much nearer the day
on which he could quir his job, but doubrless it was better the
way his facher had arranged it.

Vet this capital was by no means sufficient to let the family
live on the interest of it; for one year, perhaps, or at the most
cwo, they could live on the principal, that was all. It was simply
a sum that ought not to be touched and should be kept for 2
rziny day; money for living expenses would have to be earned.
Tlow his facher was still hale enough but an old man, and he had
dorte no work for the past five years and could not be expected
¢0 do much; during these five years, the first years of leisure in
his laborious though unsuccessful life, he had grown rather fat
. and become sluggish. And Gregor's old mother, how was she to
earn a living with her aschma, which troubled her cven when she
wallied through che flav and kept her lying on a sofa every other
day panting for breath beside an open window? And was his
ssier to earn her bread, she who was still a child of seventeen
and whose life hitherto had been so pleasant, consisting as it did
in dressing herself nicely, sleeping long, helping in the house-
lreeping, going out to 3 few modest entertainmenss, and above all
playing the violin? At first whenever the need for earning
money was mentioned Gregor let go his hold on the door and
chrew himself down on the cool leather sofa beside it, he felt so
hot with shame and grief.

Often he just lay there the long nights through without sleep-
ing at all, scrabbling for hours on the leather, Or he nerved him-
self wo the great effort of pushing an armchair to the window,
then crawled up over the window sill and, braced against the
chair, leaned against the windowpanes, obviously in some recol-
lection of the sense of freedom that looking out of 2 window
always used to give him. For in reality day by day things that
were even a little way off were growing dimmer o his sight; the
hospital across the street, which he nsed to execrate for being all
too often before his eyes, was now quite beyond his range of vi-
sion, and if he had not known thar he lived in Charlotte Streer, 2

quiet street but still a city street, he might have believed that his
window gave on a desert waste where gray sky and gray land

Tee METAMORPHOSIS [123)

blended indistinguishably into cach other. His quick-witted sistes
only needed to observe twice that the armchair stood by the
window; after that whenever she had tidied the room she always,
pushed the chair back to the same place at the window and even
left the inner casements open. -

If he could have spoken to her and thanked her for all she had
to do for him, he could have borne her ministrations better; as it
was, they oppressed him. She certainly tried to make as light as
possible of whatever was disagreeable in her task, and as dme
went on she succeeded, of course, more and more, but time
brought more enlightenment to Gregor too. The very way she
came In distressed him, Hardly was she in the room when she
rushed o the window, without even taking time to shut the
door, careful as she was usually to shield the sight of Gregor's
room from the others, and as if she were almost suffocating tore
the casements open with hasey fingers, standing then in the open
draught for a while even in the bitcerest cold and drawing deep
breaths. This noisy scarry of hers apset Gregor twice a day; he
would crouch erembling under the sofa all the time, knowi
quite well that she would certainly have spared him such a dis-
turbance had she found it at all possible to stay in his presence
without opening the window.

On one occasion, about a month after Gregor’s metamor-
phosis, when there was surely no reasen for her to be sull
startled at his appearance, she came a little earlier than usual and
found him gazing out of the window, quite motondess, and thus
well placed to look like a bogey. Gregor would not have been
safrprlsed had she not come in at all, for she could not imme-
diately open the window while he was there, but not only did
she retreat, she jumped back as if in alarm and banged the door
shut; a stranger might well have thought that he had been lying
in wait for her rhere meaning to bite her. Of course he hid him-
self under the sofa at once, but he had to wait mntil micdday be-

forfa she came again, and she seemed more il at ease then nsual.
This made him realize how repulsive the sight of him still was to
her, an'd that it was bound to go on being repulsive, and what an
effort it must cost her not o run away even from the sight of
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the small portion of his body that stuck out from under the sofa.
In order to spare her that, therefore, one day he carried a sheet
on his back to the sofa—it cost him four hours’ labor—and ar-
sanged it chere in such a way as to hide him completely, so that
even if she were to bend down she could not see him. Had she
considered the sheet unnecessary, she would cerrainly have
stripped it off the sofa again, for it was clear enough that this
curtaining and confining of himself was not likely to conduce o
(Gregor's comfort, but she left it where it was, snd Gregor even
fancied that he caught a thankful glance from her eye when he
tifted the sheet carefully a very litde with his head to see how
she was taking the new arrangement.

For che first forenight his parents could not bring themselves
to the point of entering his room, and he often heard them ex-
pressing their appreciation of his sister’s acrivities, whereas for-
merly they had frequently scolded her for being as they thought
2 somewhat useless daughter. But now, both of them often
waited outside the door, his father and his mother, while his
sister tidied his room, and as soon as she came out she had to tell
them exactly how things were in the room, what Gregor had
caten, how he had conducted himself this tume, and whether
there was not perhaps some slight improvement in his condition.
His mother, moreover, began relatively soon to want to Visit
him, but his father and sister dissuaded her ac first with argu-
ments which Gregor listened to very attentively and altogether
approved. Later, however, she had to be held back by main
force, and when she cried our: “Do let me in to Gregor, he is
my unfostunate son! Can’t you understand that I must go to
him?” Gregor chought that ir might be well to have her come in,

not every day, of course, but perhaps once 2 week; she under-

stood things, after all, much beteer than his sister, who was only
a child despite the efforts she was making and had perhaps taken
on so difficult a task merely out of childish thoughtiessness.
Gregor's desire to see his mother was soon fulfilled. During
the dayrime he did not want to show himself ac the window, out
of consideration for his parents, but he could not crawl very far
around the few square yards of floor space he had, nor could he
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bear lying quiedy at rest all during the night, while he was fast
losing amy interest he had ever taken in food, so thar for mere rec-
reation he had formed the habit of crawling crisscross over ‘the
walls and ceiling. He especially enjoyed hanging suspended from
che ceiling; it was much better than lying on the floor; one could
%:ureatha more freely; one's body swung and rocked lightly; and
in the almost blissful absorption induced by this suspension it
could happen to his own surprise that he let go and feli plump
on the floor. Yet he now had his body much better under con-
rrol than formerly, and even such a big fall did him no harm. His
sister at once remarked the new distraction Gregor had found
for himself-—he left traces behind him of the sricky stuff on his
sclules wherever he crawled—and she got the idea in her head of
giving him es wide a field as possible to crawl in and of remov-
ing the pieces of furniture that hindered him, above all the chest
of drawers and the writing desk. But that was more than she
could manage all by herself; she did not dare ask her father to
help her; and as for the servan girl, a young creature of sixteen
who had had the courage to stay on after the cook’s departure,
she could not be asked to help, for she had begged as a special
favor that she might keep the kitchen door locked and open it
only ofl a definite summons; so there was nothing left but to
apply to her mother atr an hour when her father was our. And
the old lady did come, with exclamations of joyful eagerness,
which, however, died away at the daor of Gregor's room, Gre-
gor’s sister, of course, went in first, to see that everything was in
order before letting his mother enter. In great haste Gregor
pulied the sheet lower and rucked it more in folds so chat it
really looked as if it had been thrown accidenrally over the sofa.
And this time he did not peer out from under it; he renounced
the pleasure of seeing his mother on this occasion and was only
g!ad.that she had come at all. “Come in, he’s our of sight,” said
his sister, obviously leading her mother in by the hand. Gregor
could now hear the two women struggling to shift the heavy old
chest from irs place, and his sister claiming the grearer part of
the labor for herself, withour listening to the admonitions of her
mother, who feared she might oversirain herself. It took a long
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cime. After at least a quarter of an hour’s tugging his mother
objected that che chest had better be lefe where it was, for in the
first place it was too heavy and could never be got our before Ius
father ceme home, and standing in the middle of the room like
that it would only hamper Gregor's movemenis, while in the
second place it was not at all certain tha removing the furniture
would be doing a service to Gregor. She was inclined to think to
dhe conerary; the sight of the naked walls made her own heart
heavy, and why shouldn’t Gregor have the same feeling, consid-
ering that he had been used to his furniture for so long and
michs feel forlorn without it. “And doesn’t it look,” she con-
claded in 2 low voice—in fact she had been almost whispering
all the wime as if to avoid letting Gregor, whose exact wherea-
bouis she did not now, hear even the tones of her vaice, for she
was convinced that he could not understand her words-—
“doesn’t i look as if we were showing him, by taking away his
furnicare, that we have given up hoEe of his ever getting better
and are just leaving him coldly to himseif? I think it Wouidhbc
best to keep his room exactly as it has always been, so chat when
he comes back to as he will find everything unchanged and be
able 21l the more easily to forget what has happened in
WEEHL. .
bﬁ:ﬁgﬁ hearing these words from his mother Gregor reafized that
the lack of all direct human speech for the past two months to-
gether with the monotony of family life must have confusedhh;
mind, otherwise he could not account for tbe fact that h;e &
quite earnestly looked forward to having his reom empnedbti)f
furnishing. Did he really want his warm room, $6 comfoata ly
firced writh old family furniture, to be turned inio a nal{e-d en .—f
which he would cereainly be able to cz:awl unhampered in all di-
cections but 4t the price of shedding s;myltaneously all recollec-
fion of his human background? He had indeed been so near thﬁ
brink of forgecfulness that only the voice of his mother, whic
he had nor heard for so long, had drawn him tfack from it.
Flothing should be taken out of his room; cvery:thmg mustfst;y
a5 i¢ was; he could not dispense with the good influence of the
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furniture on his state of mind; and even if the furniture did ham-
per him in his senseless crawling around and around, that was no
drawback but a greae advantage.

Unfortunately his sister was of the conteary opinion; she had
grown accustomed, and not without reason, to counsider herself
an expert in {regor’s affairs as against her parents, and 50 her
mother’s advice was now enough to make her determined on the
removal not only of the chest and the writing desk, which had
been her first intention, but of ail the furniture except the indis-
pensable sofa. This determinadon was not, of course, merely the
outcome of childish recalcitrance and of the self-confidence she
had recently developed so unexpectedly and at such cost; she
had in fact perceived rhat Gregor needed a lot of space to crawl
about in, while on the other hand he never used the furniture at
all, so far as could be seen, Another faceor might also have been
the enthusiastic temperament of an adolescent girl, which seeks
to indulge itself on every opportunity and which now tempted
Grete to exaggerare the horror of her brother’s circumstances in
order that she might do all the more for him. In 2 room where
Gregor lorded it all alone over empty walls no one, save herself
was likely ever to set foot.

And so she was not to be moved from her resolve by her
mother, who seemed moreover to be ill at ease in Gregor’s zoom
and therefore unsure of herself, was soon reduced to silence, and
helped her daughrter as best she could to push the chest outside.
Now, Gregor could do without the chest, if need be, but the
writing desk he must retain. As soon as the two women had got
the chest out of his room, groaning as they pushed it, Gregor
stuck his head out from under the sofa to see how he might in-
tervene as kindly and cautiously as possible, But as bad luck
would have it, his mother was the first to return, leaving Grete
clasping the chest in the room nexv door where she was trying to

shift it all by herself, without of course moving it from the spot.
His mother however was not accustomed to the sight of him, it
might sicken her and so in alarm Gregor backed quickly to the
other end of the sofa, yer could not prevent the sheet from
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swayiag a litile in fromt. Thar was enough to put her on the
aleri. She paused, stood still for a moment, and then went back to
Girte, .

Although Gregor kept reassuring himself thar nothing our of
the way was happening, bur only a few bits of furniture were
being changed around, he soon had to admi char all this trotting
to end {ro of the two women, their little ejaculations, and the

“scraping of {urniture along the floor affecred him like a vast dis-

mcbanee coming from all sides at once, and however much he
tucked in his head and legs and cowered to the very floor he was
bound ro confess that he would not be able to stand it for long.
They were clearing his room our; taking away everything he
loved; the chest in which he kept his fret saw and other tools
was already dragged off; rhey were now loosening the writing
geslt which had almost sunk into the floor, the desk at which he
had done all his homework when he was at the commercial
academy, at the grammar school before that, and, yes, even at the
primary school—he had no more tme to waste in weighing the
good intentions of the two women, whose existence he had by
now almost forgotten, for they were so exhausted that they
were laboring in silence and nothing could be heard bue the
heavy scuffling of their feet.

And so he rushed our—the women were just leaning against
the writing desk in the nexe room to give themselves a breather
—and four times changed his direction, since he really did not
know what to rescue first, then on the wall oppasite, which was
ofready otherwise cleared, he was struck by the picture of the
lady muffled in so much fur and quickly crawled up to it and
pressed himself to the glass, which was a good surface to held on
io and comforted his hot belly. This picture at least, which was
eniirely hidden beneath him, was going to be removed by no-
body. He turned his head toward the door of the living room so
as to observe the women when they came back.

They had not allowed themselves much of a rest and were al-
ready coming; Grete had twined her arm around her mother and
was almost supporting her. “Well, what shall we take now?”
said Grete, looking around. Her eyes met Geegor’s from the
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wall. She kept her composure, presumably because of her
moti_ler., bent her head down to her mother, to keep her from
looking up, and said, although in a fluttering, unpremeditaced
voice: “Come, hadn’t we better go back to the living room for 2
moment?” Her intentions were clear enough to Gregor, she
wanted to bestow her mother in safety and then chase him down
from the wall. Well, just let her try it! He clung to his picture
and would not give it up. He would rather fly in Greze's face,

But Grete’s words had succeeded in disquieting her mother,
who took a step to one side, caught sight of the huge brown
mass on the flowered wallpaper, and before she was really con-
scipus that what she saw was Gregor, screamed in a loud, hoarse
voice: “Oh God, oh God!” fell with outspread arms over the
sofa as.if giving up, and did not move. “Gregor!” cried his sister,
shaking her fist and glaring ac him, This was the first time she
had directly addressed him since his metamorphosis. She ran inco
the next room for some aromatic essenice with which te rouse
her mother from her fainting fit. Gregor wanted to help too—
there was still time to rescue the picture—bur he was stuck fast
to the glass and had to tear himself loose; he then ran after his
sister into the next room as if he could advise her, a5 he used to
do; bur then had to stand helplessly behind her; she meanwhile
searched among various small bottles and when she turned
around started in alarm at the sight of him; one bottle fell on the
floor and broke; a splinter of glass cut Gregor’s face and some
kind of corrosive medicine splashed him; without pausing 2 mo-
ment longer Grete gathered up all the boetles she could carry
and ran to her mother with them; she banged the door shut with
her foot. Gregor was now cut off from his mother, who was
perhaps nearly dying because of him; he dared not open the door
for fear of frightening away his sister, who had to stay with her
mother; there was nothing he could do but wait; and harassed by
self-reproach and worry he began now to crawd to and fro, over
everything, walls, furniture, and ceiling, and finally in his despair,

down onto the middle of the big rable,
A little while elapsed, Gregor was still lying there feebly and

when the whole room seemed to be reeling around him, fell



[120] Franz KarFka

all around was quiet, perhaps that was 2 pood omen. Then the
doorbell rang. The servant girl was of course locked in her
Kitchen, and Grete would have to open the door. fr was his
father. “What's been happening?” were his first words; Grete’s
face must have: told him everything, Grete answered in a
muffled voice, apparently hiding her head on his breast:
“Mother has been fainting, buc she's better now. Gregor's
broken loose.” *just what 1 expected,” said his father, “just what
I've been relling you, but you women would never listen.” It
was clear to Gregor that his father had taken the worst interpre-
tation of Grete's all too brief statement and was assuming that
Gregor had been guilty of some violent act. Therefore Gregor
IUSE NOW @Y to propitiate his father, since he had neither ume
nor means for an explanation. And so he fled to the door of his
own room and erouched against it, to fet his father see as soon as
he came in from the hall that his son had the good intention of
getting back into his room immediately and that it Was not nec-
essary 1o drive him there, but that if only the door were opened
he would disappear at once.
et his father was not in the mood to perceive such fine dis-
cincions. “Ah!” he cried as soon a5 he appeared, in a tone that
sounded ac once angry and exuleant. Gregor drew his head back
from the door and lifted it to look at his father. Truly, this was
oot che father he had imagined to himself; admittedly he had
been too absorbed of late in his new recreation of crawling over
the ceiling to take the same interest as before in what was hap-
pening elsewhere in the flat, and he ought really to be prepared
for some changes. And yet, and yet, could that be his father?
“Fhe man who used to lie wearily sunk in bed whenever Gregor
ser out on a business journey; who welcomed him back of an
evening lying in 2 long chair in a dressing gown; who could not
really rise to his feet but only lifted his arms in greeting, and on
the rare oceasions when he did go out with his family, on one 0f
rwo Sundays a year and en highest holidays, walked between Gre-
or and his mother, who were slow walkers anyhow, even more
slowly than they did, muffed n his old greatcoat, shufiling la-
boriously forward with the help of his crook-handled stick
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which he set down most cautously at every seep and, whenever
he wanted to say anything, nearly always came to a full stop and
gathered his escort around him? Now he was standing there in
fine shape; dressed in a smart blue uniform with gold bustons
such as bank messengers wear; his strong double chin buigecﬁ
over the stiff high collar of his jacker; from under his bushy eye-
brows Ius black eyes darted fresh and penetrating gi;ances his
onetime tangled white hair had been combed flat on cither ’sida
of a shining and carefully exact parting, He pitched his cap
which bore & gold monogram, probably the badge of some bans,
in a wide sweep across the whole room onto 2 sofa and with the
tail-ends of his jacket thrown back, his hands in his trouser pock-
ets, advanced with a grim visage toward Gregor. Likely enough
he did not himsclf know what he meant to do; at any rate %e
lifred his feet uncommonly high, and Gregor was dambfounded
ac the enormous size of his shoe soles. But Gregor could not risk
standing up to him, aware as he had been from the very first da
of his new life that his father believed only the severest measuré
suitable for dealing with him. And so he ran before his father, ’
stopping when he stopped and scotding forwiard again when his
father made any kind of move. In this way they circled the
room several times without anything decisive happening, indeed
the whole operadon did noc even look like a pursuit bécause it
was carried out so slowly, And so Gregor did not leave the
i?oor, :for he feared that lus father might take as a piece of pecu-
liar wickedness any excursion of his over the walls or the ceiling
All the same, he could not stay this course much longer for
while his father took one step he had to carry out 2 whole ;ﬁﬁes
of movements. He was already beginning to feel breathless, just
as in his former life his lungs had not been very dependabl::,jﬁs
he was staggering along, trying to concentrate his energy om
running, hgrdly keeping his eyes open; in his dazed state never
even thinking of any other escape than simply going forward;
and having almost forgotten that the walls were free to him,
which in this room were well provided with finely carved pieces
of furniture full of knobs and crevices—suddenly something
lightly flung landed close behind him and rolled before him. I%
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was an apple; a second spple followed immediately; Gregor
came t0 a siop in alarm; there was no point in running on, for his
facher was detsrmined to bombard him. He had filled his pockets
with fruic from the dish on the sideboard and was now shying
apple after apple, without taking particularly good aim for the
moment. The small red apples rolled about the floor as if mag-
neiized and cannoned into each other. An apple thrown without
much foree grazed Gregor's back and glanced off harmlessly.
But another following immediately fanded right on his back and
sanl in; Gregor wanted to drag himself forward, as if this srar-
iling, incredible pain could be left behind him; but he fele as if
nailed ¢o the spot and fattened himself out in a complete de-
sangemens of all his senses. With his last conscious look he saw
the door of his room being torn apen and his mother rushing out
shead of his screaming sister, in her underbodice, for her
daugheer had loosened her clothing to let her breathe more
freely and recover from her swoon, he saw his mother rushing
toward his facher, leaving one after another behind her on the
floor her loosened petticoats, sumbling aver her petticoats
straight to his father and embracing him, in complete union with
him—bui here Gregor's sight began to fail—with her hands
clasped around his father’s neck as she begged for her son's life,
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The serious injury done to Gregor, which disabled him for more
than » month—the apple went on sticking in his body as a visible

reminder, since no one ventured to remove it—seemed o have

made even his father recollect that Gregor was 4 member of the
Family, despite his present unfortunace and repuisive shape, and
ought mot to be treated as an enemy, that, on the COmtrary,
family duty required the suppression of disgust and the exercise
of patience, nothing but patience. _
And although his injury had impaired, probably forever, his
powers of movement, and for the ume being it tc_:ok l:nm long,
long minutes o creep across his room like an old invalid—chere
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was no question now of crawling up the wall—yet in his own
opinion he was sufficientdy compensated for this worsening of
his condition by the fact that toward evening che living-room
door, which he used to watch intently for an hour or two be-
forehand, was always thrown open, so that lying in the darkness
of his room, invisible to the family, he could see them ail at che
lamp-lit table and listen to their talk, by general consent as it
were, very different from his earlier eavesdropping.

True, their intercourse lacked the lively character of former
times, which he had always called to mind with 2 certain wist-
fulness in the small hotel bedrooms where he had been wonr to
throw himself down, tired our, on damp bedding. They were
now mostly very silent. Soon after supper his father would fall
asleep in his armchair; his mother and sister would admonish
each other to be silent; his mother, bending low over the lamp,
stitched at fine sewing for an underwear firm; his sister, who had
caken a job as 2 salesgirl, was learning shorthand and French in
the evenings on the chance of bertering herself. Sometimes his
father woke up, and as if quire unaware that he had been sleep-
ing said to his mother: “What a lot of sewing you're doing
today!” and at once fell asleep again, while the two women ex-
changed a tired smile. ‘

With a kind of mulishness his father persisted in keeping his
uniform on even in the house; his dressing gown hung uselessly
on its peg and he slept fully dressed where he sat, as if he were
ready for service at any moment and even here only at the beck
and call of his superior. As a result, his uniform, which was not
brand-new to start with, began to lock dirty, despite all the lov-
ing care of the mother and sister to keep it clean, and Gregor
often spent whole evenings gazing at the many greasy spots on
the garment, gleaming with gold buttons always in a high state
of polish, in which the old man sat sleeping in extreme discom-
fort and yet quite peacefully. .

As soon as the clock struck ten his mother tried to rouse his
father with gentle words and to persuade him after that to get
inio bed, for situng there he could not have a proper sleep and
thac was whae he needed most, since he had to go on duty at six.



[12a.] Frawz Barga

Bur wirh the mulishness that had obsessed him since he became a
bank messenger he always insisted on staying longer at the table,
alchough he regularly fell asleep again and in the end only with
the greatest wrouble could be got out of his armchair and into his
bed. However insistenily Gregor's mother and sister kept urging
him with gentle reminders, he would go on slowly shaking his
head for s guarier of an hour, leeping his eyes shut, and refuse
io get to his feet. The mother plucked at his sleeve, whispering
endearments in his ear, the sister left her lessons to come to her
mother’s help, but Gregor’s father was not to be caughe. He
would only sink down deeper in his chair. Not until the two
women hoisted him up by the armpits did he open his eyes and
lock at ¢hem bath, one after the other, usually wich the remark:
“This is a life, This is the peace and quier of my old age.” And
leaning on the two of them be would heave himself wp, with
difficulty, as if he were a great burden to himself, suffer them to
lead him as far 25 che door and then wave them off and go on
alone, while the mother abandoned her ncedlework and the
sister her pen in order to run after him and help him farther.

Who could find rime, in this overworked and tired-out family,
to bother about Gregor more than was absolutely needful? The
household was reduced more and more; the servant girl was
rrned off; 2 gigantic bony charwoman with white hair flying
around her head came in morning and evening to do the rough
work; everything else was done by Gregor’s mother, as well as
oreat piles of sewing. Even various family ornaments, which his
mether and sister used to wear with pride at parties and celebra-
tions, had to be sold, as Gregor discovered of an evening from
hearing them all discuss the prices obtained. But what they la-
menred most was the fact thar they could not leave the flat
which was much too big for their present circumstances, because
they could not think of any way to shifr Gregor. Vet Gregor
saw well enough that consideration for him was not the main
difficuley preventing the removal, for they could have easily
shifred him in some suitable box with a few air holes in it; what
really kept them from moving into another flat was rather their
own complete hopelessness and the belief that they had been
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singled out for a2 misfortune such as had never happened ro any of
their relations or acquaintances. They fulfilled to the uttermost
all thar the world demands of peor people, the father fetched
breakfast for the small clecks in the bank, the mother devoted
her energy to making underwear for strangers, the sister troteed
to and fro behind the counter at the behest of customess, but”
more than this they had not the strength to do. And the wound
in Gregor's back began to neg at him afresh when his mother
and sister, after gerting his facher into bed, came back again, left
their work lying, drew close to each other, and sar cheek by
cheek; when his mother, pointing toward his room, said: “Shus
that door now, Grete,” and he was left again in darkness, while
next door the women mingled their tears or perhaps sat dry-
eyed staring at the table.

Gregor hardly slept at all by night or by day. He was often
haunted by the idea that next time the door opened he would
take the family's affairs in hand again just as he used to de; once
more, after this long interval, there appeared in his thoughts che
figures of the chief and the chief clerk, the commercial travelers
and the apprentices, the porter who was so dull-witted, two or
three friends in other firms, 2 chambermaid in one of the rural
hotels, a sweet and fleeting memory, a cashier in a milliner’s
shop, whom he had wooed earnestly but too slowly—they all
appeared, together with strangers or people he had quite forgot-
ten, but instead of helping him and his family they were one and
all unapproachable and he was glad when they vanished. At
other times he would not be in the mood to bother about his
family, he was only filled with rage at the way they were
neglecting him, and although he had no clear idea of what he
might care to eat he would make plans for getting inro the larder
to take the food that was after ali his due, even if he were not
hungry. His sister no longer took thought vo bring him whae
might especially please him, but in the morning and at noon be-
fore she went to business hurriedly pushed into his room with
her foot any food that was available, and in the evening cleared
it out again with one sweep of the broom, heedless of whether it
had been merely tasted, or—as most frequentdy happened—left



f126] Franz KArEa

untouched. The cleaning of his room, which she now did always
in the evenings, could not have been more hastily done. Streaks
of dirt stretched along the walls, here and there lay balls of dust
and filth. At first Gregor used to seation himself in some particu-
larly filthy corner when his sister arrived, in order ro reproach
her with it, so to speak. But he could have sat there for weeks
without getting her to make any improvement; she could see the
dirt as well as he did, but she had simply made up her mind to
leave it alone. And vet, with a touchiness chat was new to her,
which seemed anyhow to have infected the whole family, she
jealonsly guarded her claim to be the sole caretaker of Gregor’s
room. His mother once subjected his room to 2 thorough clean-
ing, which was achieved only by means of several buckets of
water—all this dampness of course upset Gregor too and he lay
widespread, sulky, and motionless on the sofa—but she was Weli
punished for it. Fardly had his sister noticed the changed aspect
of his room that evening than she rushed in high dudgeon inro
the living room and, despite the imploringly raised hands of her
mother, burst into a storm of weeping, while her parents—her
father had of course been startled out of his chair—]ooked on at
first in helpless amazement; then they too began to go into ac-

cion; the father reproached the mother on bis right for not hav-

ing left the cleaning of Gregor’s room to his sister; shrieked at
the sister on his left that never again was she to be allowed 10
clean Gregor’s room; while the mother tried to pull the father
into his bedroom, since he was beyond himself with agitation;
the sister, shaken with sobs, then beat upon the mble with her
small fists; and Gregor hissed loudly with rage because not one
of them thought of shutting the door to spare him such a specta-
cle and so mmch notse. ‘
Suill, even if the sister, exhausted by her daily work, had
grown tired of looking after Gregor as she did formerly, there
was no need for his mother’s intervention or for Gregor's being
neglected at all. The charwoman was there. This old widow,
whose strong bony frame had enabled her to survive the worst a
long life could offer, by no means recofled from Gregor. With-
out being in the least curious she had once by chance opened the
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door of his room and ac the sight of Gregor, who, taken by sur-
prise, began ¢o rush to and fro although no one was chasing him,
merely stood there with her arms folded. From thet time she
never failed to open his door 2 litde for 2 moment, morning and
evening, to have a look at him, At first she even used to call hin
to her, with words which apparently she took to be Iriendly,
such as: “Come along, then, you old dung beetle!” or “Look at
the old dung beetle, then!” To such allocutions Gregor made no
enswer, but stayed motionless where he was, as if the door had
never been opened. Instead of being allowed to distarb him so
senselessly whenever the whim took her, she should rather have
been ordered to clean out his room daily, that charwoman!
Once, early in the morning—heavy rain was lashing on the win-
dowpanes, perhaps a sign that spring was on the way—Gregor
was so exasperated when she began addressing him again that he
ran ar her, as if to attack her, although slowly and feebly
enough. But the charwoman instead of showing frighe merely
lifred high a chair thac happened to be beside the door, and as she
stood there with her mouth wide open it was clear that she
meant to shut it only when she brought the chair down on Gre-
gor’s back. “S8o you're not coming any nearer?” she asked, as
Gregor turned away again, and quietly pat the chair back into
the corner.

Gregor was now eating hardly anything. Only when he hap-
pened to pass the food laid oue for him did he take a bic of
sometching in his mouth as a pastime, kept 1t there for an hour at
a time, and usually spat it our again. Ac first he rhoughe it was
chagrin over the state of his room that prevented him from eat-
ing, yet he soon got used to the various changes in his room. It
had become a habit in the family to push into his room things
there was no room for elsewhere, and there were plenty of chese
now, since one of the rooms had been let to three lodgers, These
serious gentlemen—all three of them with full beards, as Gregor
once observed through a crack in the deor——had a passion for
order, not only in their own room but, since they were now
members of the household, in 2ll its arrangements, especially in
the kitchen, Superfluous, not to say dirty, objects they counld not
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bear. Resides, they had brought with them most of the furnish-
ings they needed. For this reason many things could be dispensed
with thav it was no use trying to sell bur that should not be
chrown away either. All of them found their way inte Gregor’s
room. The ash can likewise and the kitchen garbage can. Any-
thing that was not needed for the moment was simply flung into
Gregor’s room by the charwoman, who did everything in a
bugzy; fortunstely Gregor usually saw only the object, what-
rver it was, and the hand that held it. Perhaps she intended to
take the things away again as vime and opportmaity offered, or to
eollect them until she could throw them all out in & heap, but in
fact they juse Iay wherever she happened to throw them, except
when Gregor pushed his way through the junk heap and shifred
it somewhat, ar fisst our of necessity, because he had not room
enongh to crawl, but jater with increasing enjoyment, although
after such exrursions, being sad and weary to death, he would lie
motionless for hours, And since the lodgers often ate their supper
ai home in the common living room, the living-room doer stayed
shut maiy 2n evening, vet Gregor reconciled himself quite
easily vo the shurning of the door, for often enough on evenings
when it was opened he had disregarded ir entirely and lain in the
darkest corner of his room, quite unnoticed by the family. Bur
on one occasion the charwoman lefe the door open 2 lirtle and it
staved ajar evem when the lodgers came in for supper and the
famp was lit. They se¢ chemselves ar the cop end of the table
where formerly Gregor and his father and mother had eaten
iheir meals, unfolded their napkins, and took knife and fork in
hand. At once his mother appeared in the other doorway with a
dish of meat and close behind her his sister with a dish of pota-
wees piled high. The food steamed with a thick vapor. The lodg-
exs bent over the food set before them as if vo scrutinize it be-
fore eating, in facr the man in the middle, who seemed to pass
- for an authority with rhe other two, cut a piece of mear as ic lay
on the dish, obviously to discover if it were tender or should be
sent back to the kitchen. He showed satisfaction, and Gregor’s
mother and sister, who had been watching anxiously, breathed
treely and began to smile,

p———— ——— - -
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The family irself took its meals in the kitchen. Nonerheless,
Gregor’s father came into the living room before going into the
kirchen and with one prolonged bow, cap in hand, made a round
of the table. The lodgers ali stood up and murmured something
in their beards. When they were alone again they ate their food
in almose complere silence. It seemed remarkable to Gregor that
among the various noises coming from the table he could always
distinguish the sound of their masticaring teech, as if this were a
sign to Gregor that one needed teeth in order to eat, and that
with toothless jaws even of the finest make one could do noth-
ing. “I'm hungry enough,” said Gregor sadly to himself, “but
not for that kind of food. How these lodgers are stuffing them-
selves, and here am I dying of starvarion!”

On that very evening—during the whole of his time there
Gregor could not remember ever having heard the violin—the
sound of violin-playing came from the kitchen. The lodgers had
already finished their supper, the one in the middle had brought
out a newspaper and given the other two a page apiece, and now
they were leaning back at ease reading and smoking. When the
violin began to play they pricked up their ears, got to their feer,
and went on tiptoe to the hall door where they stood huddled
rogether. Their movements must have been heard in the kitchen,
for Gregor’s father called out: “Is the violin-playing disturbing
you, gentlemen? It can be stopped at once.” “On the contrary,”
said the middle fodger, “could not Friulein Samsa come and play
in this room, beside us, where it is much more convenient and
comfortable?” “Oh certainly,” cried Gregor’s father, as if he
were the violin-player. The lodgers came back into the living
room and waited. Presently Gregor’s facher arrived with the
music stand, his mother carrying the music and his sister with the
violin, His sister quietly made everything ready to start playing;
his parents, who had never let rooms before and so had an ex-
aggerated idea of the courresy due to lodgers, did not venture to
sit down on their own chairs; his father leaned againse the door,
the right hand thrust between two buttons of his livery coat,
which was formally burtoned up; but his mocher was offered 2
chair by one of the lodgers and, since she left the chair just
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where he had happened to put ir, sav down in a corner 1o one
side.

Gregor’s sister began to play; the father and mother, from
eicher side, intently watched the movements of her hands. Gre-
gor, attracied by the playing, venrured to move forward a litte
until his head was actually inside the living room. He felt hardly
any suzrprise at his growing lack of consideration for the others;
there had been 2 time when he prided himself on being consider-
ate. And yet yust on this occasion he had more reason than ever
to hide himself, since, owing to the amount of dust that lay
chick in his room and rose into the air at the slightest movement,
he tco was covered with dust; fluff and hair and remnants of
food trailed with him, canghe on his back and along his sides; his
indifference 1o everything was much oo great for him ro turn
on his back and scrape himself clean on the carpet, as once he
had done several times a day. And in spite of his condition, no
shame deterred him from advancing 2 little over the spotless
floor of the living room.

To be sure, no one was aware of him, The family was entirely
absorbed in the violin-playing; the lodgers, however, who first
of alf had stationed themselves, hands in pockers, much too close
behind rhe music stand so that they could all have read the
music, which must have bothered his sister, had soon retreated to
the window, half whispering with downbent heads, and stayed
there while his father turned an anxious eye on them. Indeed,
they were making it more than obvious that they had been dis-
sppointed in their expectation of hearing good or enjoyable
violin-playing, that they had had more then enough of the per-
formance and only out of courtesy suffered a continued
disturbance of their peace. From the way they all kept blowing
the smoke of their cigars high in the air through nose and mouth
one could divine their irritation. And yer Gregor’s sister was
playing so beaurifully. Her face leaned sideways, intently and
sadly her eyes followed the notes of music. Gregor crawled a
lietle farther forward and lowered his head to the ground so that
it might be possible for his eyes to meet hers. Was he an animal,
that music had such an effect upon him? He felt as if the way
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were opening before him to the unkoown nourishment he
craved. He was determined to push forward dll he reached his
sister, to pull at her skire and so let her know that she was o
come into his room with her violis, for no one here appreciated
her playing as he would appreciate it. He would never let her
out of his room, at least, not so long as he lived; his fﬁghtful ap-
pearance would become, for the first time, useful to him; he
weould watch all the doors of his room at once and spit at in-
truders; but his sister should need no constraint, she should stay
with him of her own free will; she should sit beside him on the
sofa, bend down her ear to him, and hear him confide that he had
had the firm intention of sending her to the Conservatorium, and
that, but for his mishap, last Christmas-—-sufely Christmas was
long past?~he would have announced it to everybody without
allowing 2 single objection. After this confession his sister would
be so touched that she would burst into tears, and Gregor would
then raise himself to her shoulder and kiss her on the neck,
which, now that she went to business, she kepe free of any rib-
bon or collar. :

“Mr. Samsal” cried the middle lodger to Gregor's father, and
pointed, wichout wasting any more words, at oregor, now
working himself slowly forward, The violin fell silent, the mid-
dle lodger first smiled to his friends with a shake of the head and
then looked at Gregor again. Instead of driving Gregor out, his
father seemed to think it more ‘needful to begin by soothing
down the lodgers, although they were not at all agitated and ap-
parenty found Gregor more entertaining chan the violin-
playing. He hurried toward them and, spreading out his arms,
tried to urge them back inte their own room and at the same
tme to block their view of Gregor. They now began to be
really a little angry, -one could not tell whether because of the
old man's behavior or because it had just dawned on them that
all unwittingly they had such a neighbor as Gregor next door.
They demanded explanations of his father, they waved their
arms like him, tugged uneasily ar their beards, and only with
reluctance backed toward their room. Meanwhile Gregor's
sister, who stood there as if lost when her playing was so
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abrupily broken off, came 1o life again, pulled herself together
all at once afrer seanding for a while holding vielin and bow in
nervelessly hanging hands and staring at her music, pushed her
violin into the lap of her mother, who was still sitting in her
chair fighting asthmarically for breath, and ran into the lodgers’
soom to which they were now being shepherded by her father
rather more quickly than before. One could see the pillows and
blankets on the beds flving under her accustomed fingers and
being laid in order. Before the lodgers had actually reached their
room she had finished making the beds and slipped out.

The old man seemed once more to be so possessed by his
mulish self-assertiveness that he was forgetting all the respect he
should show to his lodgers. He kepr driving them on and driv-
ing them on until in the very door of the bedroom the middle
lodger stamped his foot loudly on the floor and so brought him
to a hale. “T beg to announce,” said the lodger, lifring one hand
and locking also at Gregor's mother and sister, “that because of
the disgusting condidons prevailing in this household and
family""—here he spat on the floor with emphatic breviey—*I
give you notice on the spot. Naturally I won’t pay you a penny
for the days I have lived here, on the contrary I shall consider
bringing an action for damages against you, based on claims—
believe me—that will be easily susceptible of proof.” He ceased
and stared straight in front of him, as if he expected somerhing.
T face his rwo friends 2t once rushed into the breach with these
words: “And we too give notice on the spot.” On that he seized
the door handle and shur the door with a slam.

Gregor’s father, groping with his hands, staggered forward
and fell into his chair; it looked as if he were stretching himself
chere for his ordinary evening nap, but the marked jerkings of
his head, which were ss if uncontrollable, showed that he was far
from asleep. Gregor had simply srayed quierly all the tme on
the spor where the lodgers had espied him. Disappointment at
the failure of his plan, perhaps also the weskness arisig from ex-
treme hunger, made it impossible for him to meve, He feared,
with a fair degree of certainty, that ar any moment the general
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tension would discharge itself in a combined attack wpon him,
and he lay waiting. He did not react even to the noise made by
the violin as it fell off his mother’s lap from under her wrembling

. fingers and gave out a resonent note.

“My dear parents,” said his sister, slapping her hand on the
table by way of introduction, “things can’t go on like this, Pex-
haps you don’t realize that, but T do. I won'’t ueter my brother’s
name in the presence of this creature, and so all I say is: we must
try to get rid of it. We've tried to look after it and to put vp
with it s far as is humanly possible, and I don’t think anyone
could reproach us in the slightest.”

“She is more than righe,” said Gregor’s father to himself. His
mother, who was still choking for lack of breath, began to
cough hollowly into her hand with 3 wild look in her eyes.

His sister rushed over to her and held her forehead. His fa-
ther’s thoughts seemed to have lost their vagueness at Greie's
words, he sav more upright, fingering his service cap that lay
among the plates still lying on the table from the lodgers’ sup-
per, and from time to time looked at the stll form of Gregor.

“We must try to get rid of it,” his sister now said explicitly to
her father, since her mother was coughing too much to hear a
word, “it will be the death of both of you, I can see that coming.
When one has to work as hard as we do, all of us, onte can’t stand
this continual torment at home on top of it. At least I cen’t stand
it any longer.” And she burst into such a passion of sobbing that
her tears dropped on her mother’s face, where she wiped them
off mechanically.

“My dear,” said the old man sympathetically, and with evi-
dent understanding, “but what can we de?”

Gregor’s sister merely shrugged her shoulders to indicate the
feeling of helplessness that had now overmastered her during her
weeping fit, in contrast to her former confidence,

“If he could understand us,” said her father, half question-
ingly; Grete, still sobbing, vehemently waved a hand to show
how anthinkable that was,

“If he could understand us,” repeated the old man, shutting his
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¢ves o consider his deugheer’s conviction that understanding
was impossible, “then perhaps we might come 10 some agree-
ment with hirn. But as 1 5——

“He must go,” cried Gregor’s sister, “that’s the only solution,
Father. You must just try to get rid of the idea that this is Gre-

¢. The fact that we've believed it for so long is the root of all
gur tronble. But how can it be Gregor? If this were Gregor, he
would have realized long age that human beings can’t live with
such a creawure, and he’d have gone away on his own a2ccord.
Then we wouldn't have any brother, but we'd be able to go on
living and keep his memory in honor. As it is, this creature per-
secutes us, drives away our lodgers, obviously wants the whole
aparement co himself, and would have us all sleep in the gutter.
Just look, Father,” she shricked 2l ar once, “he’s at it againf”
And in an access of panic thar was quite incomprehensible
Gregor she even quitred her morher, literally thrusting the chair
irom hex 25 if she would rather sacrifice her mother than stay so
near to Gregor, and rushed behind her father, who al§o rose up,
being simply upset by her agitation, and half spread his arms out
as if to protect her. ) ‘

Ver Gregor had not the sligheest intention of frightening
anyons, far less his siseer. Ee had only begun to turn around' in
oider to crawl back to his roorm, but it was certainly 2 starding
gperation to watch, since because of his disabled condition'he
could not execute the difficult rurning movements except by Jift-
ing his head and then bracing it against the floor over and over
again. He paused and looked around. His good intentions seemed
to have been recognized; the alarm had only been momentary.
Mow they were all watching him in melancholy silence. His
mother lay in her chair, her legs stiffly ourstretched and pressed
together, her eyes almost closing for sheer weariges's.;_ his father
and his sister were siiting beside each other, his sister’s arm
sround che old man’s neclk

Perhaps [ can go on turning around now, thought Gregor, :fnd
began his labors again. He could not stop himself from panting
wich the effort, and had to pause now and then to rake E_:reath.
Nor did anyone harass him, be was lefc entirely to himself.
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When he had completed the turn-around he began at once to
crawl straight back. He was amazed at the distance separating
him from his room and conld not understand how in his weak
state he had managed to accomplish the same journey so re-
cently, almost without remarking it. Intent on crawling as fast as
possible, he barely noriced that not 2 single word, not an ejacula-
tion from his family, interfered with his progress. Only when he
was already in the doorway did he turn his head around, not
completely, for his neck muscles were getting stiff, but enough
to see that nothing had changed behind him except that his sister
had risen to her feet. His last glance fell on his mother, who was
not quite overcome by sleep.

Hardly was he well inside his room when the door was hastily
pushed shut, bolted, and locked, The sudden noise in his rear star-
tled him so much thar his lictle legs gave beneath him. It was his
sister who had shown such haste. She had been standing ready
waiting and had made a light spring forward, Gregor had not
even heard her coming, and she cried “Ar last!” o her parents as
she turned the key in the lock,

“And what now?” said Gregor to himself, looking around
in the darkness. Soon he made the discovery that he was now un-
able to stir a limb. This did not surprise him, rather it seemed
unnatural that he should ever actually have been able to move on
these feeble little legs. Otherwise he felt relatively comfortable,
True, his . whole body was aching, bue it scemed that the pain
was gradually growing less and would finally pass away. The
rotting apple in his back and the inflamed area around it, all cov-
ered with soft dust, already hardly troubled him. He thought of
his family with tenderness and love. The decision that he must
disappear was one that he held to even more strongly than his
sister, if that were possible. In this state of vacant and peaceful
meditation he remained until the tower clock struck three in the
morning, The first broadening of light in the world outside the
window entered his consciousness once more. Then his head
sank to the floor of its own accord and from his nostrils came
the Iast faint flicker of his breath.

When the charwoman arrived early in the morning—whar
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berween her sirength and her impatience she slammed all the
doors so loudly, never mind how often she had been begged not
to do so, that no ome in the whole apartment could enjoy any
quiet steep after her arsival—she noticed nothing unusual as she
ipok her customary peep into Gregor's room. She thoughs he
was lying modonless on purpose, pretending to be in the sulks;
 she credited him with every kind of inrelligence. Since she hap-
pened o have the long-handled broom in her hand she eried vo
viclde him up with it from the doorway. When that too pro-
duced no reaction she felc provoked and poked at him 2 li_ttﬂe
harder, and only when she had pushed him aleng the floor with-
out meeting any resistance was her attention aroused. Ir did not
vake her long ¢o establish the truth of the matter, and her eyes
widened, she lec out 2 whistle, yet did not waste much time over
iz but tore open the door of the Samsas’ bedroom and ye:llcd.inm
ihe darkaness at the top of her voice: “Just look at this, it’s dead;
it’s lying here dead and done for!”

Mr. and Mrs. Samsa started up in their double bed and before
they realized the nature of the charwoman’s announcement bad
some difficolty in overcoming the shock of it. But then they got
out of bed quickly, one on either side, Mr, Samsa thmwlpg 2
blanket over his shoulders, Mrs. Samsa in norhing but her night-
gown; in this array they entered Gregor's room. Meanwhile the
door of the living room opened, too, where (Grete had been
slesping since the advent of the lodgers; she was completely
dressed as if she had not been to bed, which seemed to be
confirmed also by the paleness of her face. “Dead?” said Mrs.

Samsa, looling questioningly at the charwoman, although she -

would have investigated for herself, and-the fact was obvious
enough without investigation. “I should say so,” said the char-
woman, proving her words by pushing Gregor’s corpse a long
vay to one side with her broomstick. Mrs, Samsa ¥nadc a move-
ment 25 if to stop her, but checked it, “Well,” said Mr, Samsa,
“now thanks be to God.” He crossed himself, and the three
women followed his example. Grete, whose eyes never teft .the
cocpse, said: “Just see how thin he was. It's such 2 long time
since he's eaten anything. The food came out agamn just as it
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went in.” Indeed, Gregor’s body was completely fat and dry, as
could only now be seen when it was no lenger supported by the
legs and nothing prevented one from looking closely at it.

“Come in beside us, Grete, for 2 lirde while,” said Mrs. Samsa
with 2 rremulous smile, and Grete, not without looking back at
the corpse, followed her parents into their bedroom. The char-
woman shut the door and opened the window wide. Although it
was so early in the morning a certain softness was perceptible in
the fresh air, After all, it was already the end of March.

The three lodgers emerged from their room and were sur-
prised to see no breakfast; they had been forgotten, “Where's
our brealfast?” said the middle lodger peevishly to the char-
worman. But she put her finger to her lips 2and hastily, without a
word, indicated by gestures that they should go into Gregor’s
room. They did so and stood, their hands in the pockets of their
somewhat shabby coats, around Gregor’s corpse in the room
where it was now fully light.

At that ¢he door of the Samsas’ bedroom opened and Mr.
Samsa appeared in his uniform, his wife on one arm, his daughter

“on the other. They all looked a little as if they had been erying;

from dme o time Grete hid her face on her father’s arm.

“Leave my house at once!” said Mr. Samsa, and pointed w0 the
door without disengaging himself from the women, “What do
you mean by that?” said the middle ledger, taken somewhat
aback, with a feeble smile. The two others pur their hands be-
hind themn and kept rubbing them together, as if in gleeful ex-
pectation of 2 fine set-to in which they were bound to come off
the winners, “I mean just whae I say,” answered Mr. Samsa, and
advanced in a straight line with his two companions toward the
lodger, e stood his ground ar first quictly, looking at the feor
as if his thoughts were taking a new pattern in his head. “Then
let us go, by all means,” he said, and locked up at Mr. Samsa as
if in 2 sndden access of humility he were expecting some re-
newed sanction for this decision. Mz. Samsa merely nodded
briefly once or twice with meaning eyes. Upon that the lodger
really did go with long strides into the hall, his two friends had
been listening and had quite stopped rubbing their hands for
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some momens and now went scutiling afrer him as if 2fraid chat
Bir. Samsa mighe get into the hall before them and cut them off
from their leader. In the hall they all three took their hats from
the rack, their sticks from the umbrelia stand, bowed in silence,
and quitted the apartment. With a suspiciousness that proved
quite unfounded Mr. Samsa and the two women followed them
out to the landing; leaning over the banister they watched the
three figures slowly but surely going down.the long stairs, van-
ishing from sight at a cereain tarn of che staircase on every floor
and coming into view again after 2 moment or so; the more they
dwindled, the more the Samsa family’s inrerest in them dwin-
died, and when 2 burcher’s boy met them and passed them on
the stairs coming up proudly with 2 tray on his head, Mr. Samsa
and the two women soon left the landing and as if 2 burden had
been lifred from them went back into their apartment.

They decided to spend this day in resting and going for 2
sivoll; they had not only deserved such a respire from work, but
absolucely needed it. And so they sat down at the table and
wrote three notes of excuse, Mr. Samsa to his board of manage-
ment, Mrs. Samsa to her employer, and Grete 1o the head of her
firm. While chey were writing, the charwoman came in 0 sy
thar she was going now, since her morm.ng’s work was finished,
At first they only nodded without looking up, but as she kepr
hovering there they eyed her irrirably. “Well?” said P.uh'. Samsa,
The charwoman stood grinning in the doorway as if she had
good news to impart to the family but meant not o say a w-:?rd
unless properly questioned. The small ostrich feather standing
upright on her hat, which had annoyed Mr. Sam‘s‘a ever since she
was engaged, was waving gaily in all directions. “Well, what 15 1t
then?” asked Mrs. Samsa, who obtained more respect frt_)m ?he
charwoman than the others. “Oh,” said the charwoman, giggling
so amiably that she could not at once conFinue, “Just nfh1s. you
don't need to bother about how to get rid of the thing nexe
door. 1t’s been seen to already.” Mrs. Samsa and Grete bent over
their lercers again, as if preoccupied; Mr. Samsz, who perceived
that she was eager to begin describing it all in derail, stopped her
with a decisive hand. But since she was not allowed to tell her
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story, she remembered the great hurry she was in, obviously
deeply huffed: “Bye, everybody,” she said, whirling off vio-
lendy, and departed with a frightful slamming of doors.

“She’ll be given notice tonight,” said Mr. Samsa, bue neither
from his wife nor his daughter did he ger any answer, for the
charwoman seemed to have shattered again the composiere they
had barely achieved. They rose, went to the window and stayed
there, clasping each other tight. Mr. Samsa turned in his chair to
look at them and quietly observed them for a livde. Then he
celled out: “Come along, now, do. Let bygones be bygones. And
you might have some consideration for me.” The two of them
complied at once, hastened to him, caressed him, and quickly
finished their leteers.

Then they all chree left the apartment together, which was
more than they had done for months, and went by tram into the
open country outside the town. The tram, in which they were
the only passengers, was filled with warm suashine. Leaning
comforeably back in their seats they cenvassed their prospecis
for the future, and it appeared on closer inspection that these
were not at all bad, for the jobs they had got, which so far they
had never really discussed with each other, were all three admi-
rable and likely to lead to better things later on. The greatest im-
mediate improvement in their condition would of course arise
from moving to another house; they wanted to take 2 smaller
and cheaper bur also better situated and more easily ron apart-
ment than che one they had, which Gregor had selecred. While
they were thus cenversing, it struck both Mr. and Mrs. Samsa,
almost at the same moment, as they became aware of their
daughter's increasing vivacity, that in spite of all the sorrow of

recent times, which had made her cheeks pale, she had bloomed
into 2 pretty girl with-a good figure. They grew quieter and half
unconscionsly exchanged glances of complete agreement, having
come to the conclusion chat it would soon be time to find a good
husband for her. And it was like 2 confirmation of their new
dreams and excellent intentions that at the end of their journey
their daughter sprang to her feet first and strecched her young
body.
Tronslated by Willa and Edwin Muir




