Metamor phosis
Franz Kafka

One morning, when Gregor Samsa woke from troubled dreanisphd himself transformed in his
bed into a horrible vermin. He lay on his armour-like bacld if he lifted his head a little he could see
his brown belly, slightly domed and divided by arches stifd sections. The bedding was hardly able
to cover it and seemed ready to slide off any momestmdiny legs, pitifully thin compared with the
size of the rest of him, waved about helplessly asbieeld.

“What's happened to me?” he thought. It wasn’'t a dream.deisyy a proper human room although a
little too small, lay peacefully between its four ifiam walls. A collection of textile samples lay
spread out on the table — Samsa was a travelling salesarahabove it there hung a picture that he
had recently cut out of an illustrated magazine and lidbuse nice, gilded frame. It showed a lady
fitted out with a fur hat and fur boa who sat uprighsing a heavy fur muff that covered the whole of
her lower arm towards the viewer.

Gregor then turned to look out the window at the dullttvera Drops of rain could be heard hitting the
pane, which made him feel quite sad. “How about if | skeéttle bit longer and forget all this
nonsense”, he thought, but that was something he was unatiebecause he was used to sleeping on
his right, and in his present state couldn’t get into plegition. However hard he threw himself onto

his right, he always rolled back to where he was. He hase tried it a hundred times, shut his eyes
so that he wouldn’t have to look at the floundering legs, only stopped when he began to feel a
mild, dull pain there that he had never felt before.

“Oh, God”, he thought, “what a strenuous career itas the chosen! Travelling day in and day out.
Doing business like this takes much more effort than dgaog own business at home, and on top of
that there’s the curse of travelling, worries about ingakrain connections, bad and irregular food,
contact with different people all the time so thati yan never get to know anyone or become friendly
with them. It can all go to Hell!” He felt a slighth up on his belly; pushed himself slowly up on his
back towards the headboard so that he could lift his betdr; found where the itch was, and saw that
it was covered with lots of little white spots whichdidn’t know what to make of; and when he tried
to feel the place with one of his legs he drew it qyidddck because as soon as he touched it he was
overcome by a cold shudder.

He slid back into his former position. “Getting up eatlytlze time”, he thought, “it makes you stupid.
You've got to get enough sleep. Other travelling salesmemliife of luxury. For instance, whenever
| go back to the guest house during the morning to copy oucbtiteact, these gentlemen are always
still sitting there eating their breakfasts. | oughjust try that with my boss; I'd get kicked out on the
spot. But who knows, maybe that would be the best thinménf | didn’t have my parents to think
about I'd have given in my notice a long time ago, I'#éhgone up to the boss and told him just what
| think, tell him everything | would, let him know just whHatel. He’'d fall right off his desk! And it’s

a funny sort of business to be sitting up there at youk, daiking down at your subordinates from up
there, especially when you have to go right up closeusectne boss is hard of hearing. Well, there’s
still some hope; once I've got the money together togfasny parents’ debt to him — another five or

1.




six years | suppose — that’s definitely what I'll do. Tavhen I'll make the big change. First of all
though, I've got to get up, my train leaves at five.”

And he looked over at the alarm clock, ticking on thestbédrawers. “God in Heaven!” he thought.
It was half past six and the hands were quietly movingdads, it was even later than half past, more
like quarter to seven. Had the alarm clock not rung? Hielsme from the bed that it had been set for
four o’clock as it should have been; it certainly mustehaing. Yes, but was it possible to quietly
sleep through that furniture-rattling noise? True, he hadlapt peacefully, but probably all the more
deeply because of that. What should he do now? Thetnaéx went at seven; if he were to catch that
he would have to rush like mad and the collection of sasnphs still not packed, and he did not at all
feel particularly fresh and lively. And even if he d@akch the train he would not avoid his boss’s anger
as the office assistant would have been there tdhseieve o’clock train go, he would have put in his
report about Gregor’s not being there a long time ago offfee assistant was the boss’s man,
spineless, and with no understanding. What about ifperted sick? But that would be extremely
strained and suspicious as in fifteen years of sefwregior had never once yet been ill. His boss
would certainly come round with the doctor from the mdditsurance company, accuse his parents
of having a lazy son, and accept the doctor’'s recommendadioto make any claim as the doctor
believed that no-one was ever ill but that many wesekshy. And what’s more, would he have been
entirely wrong in this case? Gregor did in fact, aparnfexcessive sleepiness after sleeping for so
long, feel completely well and even felt much hungriantbsual.

He was still hurriedly thinking all this through, unable teide to get out of the bed, when the clock
struck quarter to seven. There was a cautious knock at theeaohis head. “Gregor”, somebody
called — it was his mother — “it’s quarter to seven. Dignit want to go somewhere?” That gentle
voice! Gregor was shocked when he heard his own voiceeaimg)yit could hardly be recognised as
the voice he had had before. As if from deep inside hime thas a painful and uncontrollable
squeaking mixed in with it, the words could be made outsitldut then there was a sort of echo
which made them unclear, leaving the hearer unsure whetheaid heard properly or not. Gregor had
wanted to give a full answer and explain everything, btiltencircumstances contented himself with
saying: “Yes, mother, yes, thank-you, I'm getting up nowh& Thange in Gregor’s voice probably
could not be noticed outside through the wooden door, asatiemwvas satisfied with this
explanation and shuffled away. But this short conversatiade the other members of the family
aware that Gregor, against their expectations wasttibme, and soon his father came knocking at
one of the side doors, gently, but with his fist. “Greganmegor”, he called, “what’s wrong?" And after
a short while he called again with a warning deepness wolas: “Gregor! Gregor!” At the other side
door his sister came plaintively: “Gregor? Aren’'t youl#®o you need anything?”

Gregor answered to both sides: “I'm ready, now”, maldngeffort to remove all the strangeness from
his voice by enunciating very carefully and putting longgaes between each, individual word. His
father went back to his breakfast, but his sister whespeGregor, open the door, | beg of you.”
Gregor, however, had no thought of opening the door, andthstngratulated himself for his
cautious habit, acquired from his travelling, of lockingdalbrs at night even when he was at home.

The first thing he wanted to do was to get up in peaceowutitbeing disturbed, to get dressed, and most
of all to have his breakfast. Only then would he comsid®at to do next, as he was well aware that he
would not bring his thoughts to any sensible conclusions by Igibgd. He remembered that he had
often felt a slight pain in bed, perhaps caused by lying andky, but that had always turned out to be
pure imagination and he wondered how his imaginings wowdsi@solve themselves today. He did
not have the slightest doubt that the change in hi®weas nothing more than the first sign of a
serious cold, which was an occupational hazard for iragedalesmen.




It was a simple matter to throw off the covers; heydrad to blow himself up a little and they fell off

by themselves. But it became difficult after that, egdlgcas he was so exceptionally broad. He would
have used his arms and his hands to push himself up; beadnst them he only had all those little

legs continuously moving in different directions, and whiehwas moreover unable to control. If he
wanted to bend one of them, then that was the firsttlozt would stretch itself out; and if he finally
managed to do what he wanted with that leg, all the ofssnsied to be set free and would move about
painfully. “This is something that can’t be done in bedfegdr said to himself, “so don’t keep trying

to do it”.

The first thing he wanted to do was get the lower pahibody out of the bed, but he had never seen
this lower part, and could not imagine what it looked;likeurned out to be too hard to move; it went
so slowly; and finally, almost in a frenzy, when heetessly shoved himself forwards with all the

force he could gather, he chose the wrong directiomand against the lower bedpost, and learned
from the burning pain he felt that the lower part of lmdyomight well, at present, be the most
sensitive.

So then he tried to get the top part of his body outebtd first, carefully turning his head to the side.
This he managed quite easily, and despite its breadtiisandight, the bulk of his body eventually
followed slowly in the direction of the head. But whanhad at last got his head out of the bed and
into the fresh air it occurred to him that if he inself fall it would be a miracle if his head were not
injured, so he became afraid to carry on pushing himseifial the same way. And he could not
knock himself out now at any price; better to stay in bad thse consciousness.

It took just as much effort to get back to where helleh earlier, but when he lay there sighing, and
was once more watching his legs as they struggled agacaisbteer even harder than before, if that
was possible, he could think of no way of bringing peadeoader to this chaos. He told himself once
more that it was not possible for him to stay in bedl thiat the most sensible thing to do would be to
get free of it in whatever way he could at whateweerifice. At the same time, though, he did not
forget to remind himself that calm consideration was niatter than rushing to desperate
conclusions. At times like this he would direct his etyethe window and look out as clearly as he
could, but unfortunately, even the other side of the nastoget was enveloped in morning fog and the
view had little confidence or cheer to offer him. “Sevéozk, already”, he said to himself when the
clock struck again, “seven o’clock, and there’s stith@ like this.” And he lay there quietly a while
longer, breathing lightly as if he perhaps expected tlad $ttiness to bring things back to their real
and natural state.

But then he said to himself: “Before it strikes quartet pasen I'll definitely have to have got
properly out of bed. And by then somebody will have conmddrom work to ask what’s happened
to me as well, as they open up at work before sevenc®’€ldnd so he set himself to the task of
swinging the entire length of his body out of the bedtathe same time. If he succeeded in falling out
of bed in this way and kept his head raised as he did soulekrobably avoid injuring it. His back
seemed to be quite hard, and probably nothing would happefaliong onto the carpet. His main
concern was for the loud noise he was bound to make, laicti even through all the doors would
probably raise concern if not alarm. But it was sometthiag) had to be risked.

When Gregor was already sticking half way out of the b the new method was more of a game than

an effort, all he had to do was rock back and forthoeaurred to him how simple everything would

be if somebody came to help him. Two strong people — thénisefather and the maid in mind — would

have been more than enough; they would only have to pustathes under the dome of his back, peel

him away from the bed, bend down with the load and thgratient and careful as he swang over onto
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the floor, where, hopefully, the little legs woulddia use. Should he really call for help though, even
apart from the fact that all the doors were locked? Desfi the difficulty he was in, he could not
suppress a smile at this thought.

After a while he had already moved so far acrossithatuld have been hard for him to keep his
balance if he rocked too hard. The time was now tengeastn and he would have to make a final
decision very soon. Then there was a ring at the dabedlat. “That’ll be someone from work”, he
said to himself, and froze very still, although his litdgs only became all the more lively as they
danced around. For a moment everything remained quiet. “Ehegtropening the door”, Gregor said
to himself, caught in some nonsensical hope. But theawse, the maid’s firm steps went to the door
as ever and opened it. Gregor only needed to hear the’sisitst words of greeting and he knew who
it was — the chief clerk himself. Why did Gregor have téhgeonly one condemned to work for a
company where they immediately became highly suspiciotie atlightest shortcoming? Were all
employees, every one of them, louts, was there m®d them who was faithful and devoted who
would go so mad with pangs of conscience that he couldndugef bed if he didn’t spend at least a
couple of hours in the morning on company business? Wadlit nr@t enough to let one of the
trainees make enquiries — assuming enquiries were evessaeg — did the chief clerk have to come
himself, and did they have to show the whole, innotamily that this was so suspicious that only the
chief clerk could be trusted to have the wisdom to investiga#end more because these thoughts had
made him upset than through any proper decision, he swangfhiitbeall his force out of the bed.
There was a loud thump, but it wasn't really a loud ndie fall was softened a little by the carpet,
and Gregor’s back was also more elastic than he had thaugbh made the sound muffled and not
too noticeable. He had not held his head carefully enougagth and hit it as he fell; annoyed and in
pain, he turned it and rubbed it against the carpet.

“Something’s fallen down in there”, said the chief clarkkhe room on the left. Gregor tried to imagine
whether something of the sort that had happened to him toddy ever happen to the chief clerk too;
you had to concede that it was possible. But as if in geptly to this question, the chief clerk’s firm
footsteps in his highly polished boots could now be heargeimdjoining room. From the room on his
right, Gregor’s sister whispered to him to let him kn6@regor, the chief clerk is here.”

“Yes, | know”, said Gregor to himself; but without dartagraise his voice loud enough for his sister
to hear him.

“Gregor”, said his father now from the room to his I&tie chief clerk has come round and wants to
know why you didn’t leave on the early train. We ddmibw what to say to him. And anyway, he
wants to speak to you personally. So please open up thisldosure he’ll be good enough to forgive
the untidiness of your room.”

Then the chief clerk called “Good morning, Mr. Samsa”.

“He isn’'t well”, said his mother to the chief clerk, wanihis father continued to speak through the door.
“He isn’t well, please believe me. Why else would Grdgave missed a train! The lad only ever
thinks about the business. It nearly makes me crossapé@never goes out in the evenings; he’s
been in town for a week now but stayed home every epgehie sits with us in the kitchen and just
reads the paper or studies train timetables. His ideglaxation is working with his fretsaw. He’s
made a little frame, for instance, it only took him twdlaee evenings, you'll be amazed how nice it
is; it's hanging up in his room; you'll see it as soon asg@r opens the door. Anyway, I'm glad
you're here; we wouldn’t have been able to get Gregopém dhe door by ourselves; he’s so stubborn;
and I'm sure he isn’t well, he said this morning that heus he isn't.”
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“I'll be there in a moment”, said Gregor slowly andalybtfully, but without moving so that he would
not miss any word of the conversation. “Well | can’nkhof any other way of explaining it, Mrs.
Samsa”, said the chief clerk, “I hope it’s nothing seridig on the other hand, | must say that if we
people in commerce ever become slightly unwell theruhately or unfortunately as you like, we
simply have to overcome it because of business ceratidns.” “Can the chief clerk come in to see
you now then?”, asked his father impatiently, knockindnatdoor again. “No”, said Gregor. In the
room on his right there followed a painful silence;hia toom on his left his sister began to cry.

So why did his sister not go and join the others? She h&alpisoonly just got up and had not even
begun to get dressed. And why was she crying? Was it belsadsal not got up, and had not let the
chief clerk in, because he was in danger of losing hisijobif that happened his boss would once
more pursue their parents with the same demands ag®dfbere was no need to worry about things
like that yet. Gregor was still there and had not tightest intention of abandoning his family. For the
time being he just lay there on the carpet, and no-dmeknew the condition he was in would
seriously have expected him to let the chief clerk imas$ only a minor discourtesy, and a suitable
excuse could easily be found for it later on, it wassomething for which Gregor could be sacked on
the spot. And it seemed to Gregor much more sensibéate Ihim now in peace instead of disturbing
him with talking at him and crying. But the others didn’t Wnahat was happening, they were
worried, that would excuse their behaviour. The chiekalew raised his voice, “Mr. Samsa”, he
called to him, “what is wrong? You barricade yourselanr room, give us no more than yes or no
for an answer, you are causing serious and unnecessasgricda your parents and you fail — and |
mention this just by the way — you fail to carry out ybusiness duties in a way that is quite unheard
of. I'm speaking here on behalf of your parents and af wmployer, and really must request a clear
and immediate explanation. | am astonished, quite as$techi | thought | knew you as a calm and
sensible person, and now you suddenly seem to be showmwgloffeculiar whims. This morning,
your employer did suggest a possible reason for your datituappear, it’s true — it had to do with the
money that was recently entrusted to you — but | cagae to giving him my word of honour that that
could not be the right explanation. But now that | sser yncomprehensible stubbornness | no longer
feel any wish whatsoever to intercede on your behalfl Aor is your position all that secure. | had
originally intended to say all this to you in private, bufce you cause me to waste my time here for
no good reason | don’t see why your parents should rmtessn of it. Your turnover has been very
unsatisfactory of late; | grant you that it's not timeet of year to do especially good business, we
recognise that; but there simply is no time of yeatamo business at all, Mr. Samsa, we cannot allow
there to be.”

“But Sir”, called Gregor, beside himself and forgettinigedde in the excitement, “I'll open up
immediately, just a moment. I'm slightly unwell, atiack of dizziness, | haven’t been able to get up.
I’'m still in bed now. I'm quite fresh again now, thougim just getting out of bed. Just a moment. Be
patient! It's not quite as easy as I'd thought. I'm qaitgght now, though. It's shocking, what can
suddenly happen to a person! | was quite alright last mghparents know about it, perhaps better
than me, | had a small symptom of it last night alreddyy must have noticed it. | don’t know why |
didn’t let you know at work! But you always think you aget over an illness without staying at home.
Please, don't make my parents suffer! There’s no basesny of the accusations you're making;
nobody’s ever said a word to me about any of thesggthMaybe you haven't read the latest contracts
| sent in. I'll set off with the eight o’clock traims well, these few hours of rest have given me
strength. You don’t need to wait, sir; I'll be in tb#fice soon after you, and please be so good as to tell
that to the boss and recommend me to him!” And whilgg@rgushed out these words, hardly
knowing what he was saying, he made his way over tohdst of drawers — this was easily done,
probably because of the practise he had already had ir Where he now tried to get himself upright.
He really did want to open the door, really did want taHem see him and to speak with the chief
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clerk; the others were being so insistent, and hecwasus to learn what they would say when they
caught sight of him. If they were shocked then it wouldomger be Gregor’s responsibility and he
could rest. If, however, they took everything calmly he watill have no reason to be upset, and if he
hurried he really could be at the station for eightark. The first few times he tried to climb up on

the smooth chest of drawers he just slid down again,efibally gave himself one last swing and
stood there upright; the lower part of his body was fiogs pain but he no longer gave any attention
to it. Now he let himself fall against the back of arbgachair and held tightly to the edges of it with
his little legs. By now he had also calmed down, and gejett so that he could listen to what the chief
clerk was saying.

“Did you understand a word of all that?” the chief clerk dgshis parents, “surely he’s not trying to
make fools of us”. “Oh, God!” called his mother, who vedrgady in tears, “he could be seriously ill
and we’re making him suffer. Grete! Grete!” she theaccr‘Mother?” his sister called from the other
side. They communicated across Gregor’s room. “YoaVehto go for the doctor straight away.
Gregor is ill. Quick, get the doctor. Did you hear the/&egor spoke just now?" “That was the voice
of an animal”, said the chief clerk, with a calmness$ Wes in contrast with his mother’s screams.
“Anna! Anna!” his father called into the kitchen throutje entrance hall, clapping his hands, “get a
locksmith here, now!” And the two girls, their skidwishing, immediately ran out through the hall,
wrenching open the front door of the flat as they widoiv had his sister managed to get dressed so
quickly? There was no sound of the door banging shut ag@ynust have left it open; people often
do in homes where something awful has happened.

Gregor, in contrast, had become much calmer. So thegwt understand his words any more,
although they seemed clear enough to him, clearer tharebeperhaps his ears had become used to
the sound. They had realised, though, that there wastsomerong with him, and were ready to
help. The first response to his situation had been confatehtvise, and that made him feel better. He
felt that he had been drawn back in among people, andtfr@whoctor and the locksmith he expected
great and surprising achievements — although he did not destiiyguish one from the other.
Whatever was said next would be crucial, so, in orderake his voice as clear as possible, he
coughed a little, but taking care to do this not too loudlg\aen this might well sound different from
the way that a human coughs and he was no longer samiloejudge this for himself. Meanwhile, it
had become very quiet in the next room. Perhaps his pareneé sat at the table whispering with the
chief clerk, or perhaps they were all pressed against theadddistening.

Gregor slowly pushed his way over to the door with the ckaice there he let go of it and threw
himself onto the door, holding himself upright against imgishe adhesive on the tips of his legs. He
rested there a little while to recover from the effoviolved and then set himself to the task of turning
the key in the lock with his mouth. He seemed, unfortupatelhave no proper teeth — how was he,
then, to grasp the key? — but the lack of teeth was,uwsepmade up for with a very strong jaw; using
the jaw, he really was able to start the key turningyrigng the fact that he must have been causing
some kind of damage as a brown fluid came from his mdlatked over the key and dripped onto the
floor.

“Listen”, said the chief clerk in the next room, “h&sning the key.” Gregor was greatly encouraged

by this; but they all should have been calling to him, hisefaand his mother too: “Well done,

Gregor”, they should have cried, “keep at it, keep holthefiack!” And with the idea that they were

all excitedly following his efforts, he bit on the keythvall his strength, paying no attention to the pain

he was causing himself. As the key turned round he turneedtbe lock with it, only holding

himself upright with his mouth, and hung onto the key or @dshdown again with the whole weight

of his body as needed. The clear sound of the locksagjiped back was Gregor’s sign that he could
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break his concentration, and as he regained his breatich® himself: “So, | didn't need the
locksmith after all”. Then he lay his head on theddamf the door to open it completely.

Because he had to open the door in this way, it wasdglremle open before he could be seen. He had
first to slowly turn himself around one of the double doarg] he had to do it very carefully if he did
not want to fall flat on his back before entering them. He was still occupied with this difficult
movement, unable to pay attention to anything else, whéedel the chief clerk exclaim a loud

“Oh!”, which sounded like the soughing of the wind. Now he aBb@ him — he was the nearest to the
door — his hand pressed against his open mouth and slowly regrasatif driven by a steady and
invisible force. Gregor’s mother, her hair still levelled from bed despite the chief clerk’s being
there, looked at his father. Then she unfolded her,aook two steps forward towards Gregor and
sank down onto the floor into her skirts that spread siedras out around her as her head disappeared
down onto her breast. His father looked hostile, anacbled his fists as if wanting to knock Gregor
back into his room. Then he looked uncertainly round thegiroom, covered his eyes with his hands
and wept so that his powerful chest shook.

So Gregor did not go into the room, but leant againsniide of the other door which was still held
bolted in place. In this way only half of his body couldsken, along with his head above it which he
leant over to one side as he peered out at the oMeasawhile the day had become much lighter; part
of the endless, grey-black building on the other sidd@ttreet — which was a hospital — could be
seen quite clearly with the austere and regular liveimdows piercing its facade; the rain was still
falling, now throwing down large, individual droplets whighthe ground one at a time. The washing
up from breakfast lay on the table; there was so mtithbecause, for Gregor’s father, breakfast was
the most important meal of the day and he would stietalit for several hours as he sat reading a
number of different newspapers. On the wall exactly sppohere was photograph of Gregor when he
was a lieutenant in the army, his sword in his handaararefree smile on his face as he called forth
respect for his uniform and bearing. The door to the ecerhall was open and as the front door of the
flat was also open he could see onto the landing anddine where they began their way down below.

“Now, then”, said Gregor, well aware that he was thly one to have kept calm, “I'll get dressed
straight away now, pack up my samples and set off. yillplease just let me leave? You can see”,
he said to the chief clerk, “that I’'m not stubborn and likke to do my job; being a commercial
traveller is arduous but without travelling | couldn’t eam living. So where are you going, in to the
office? Yes? Will you report everything accurately, theis?quite possible for someone to be
temporarily unable to work, but that’s just the rigghte to remember what’'s been achieved in the past
and consider that later on, once the difficulty haanlemoved, he will certainly work with all the
more diligence and concentration. You're well awasg tim seriously in debt to our employer as well
as having to look after my parents and my sister, sd’thdatapped in a difficult situation, but I will
work my way out of it again. Please don’t make thingslarger for me than they are already, and
don’t take sides against me at the office. | know thabdy likes the travellers. They think we earn an
enormous wage as well as having a soft time of it. Thastsprejudice but they have no particular
reason to think better it. But you, sir, you have a betterview than the rest of the staff, in fact, if |
can say this in confidence, a better overview thamtiss himself — it's very easy for a businessman
like him to make mistakes about his employees and judgernimmharshly than he should. And
you're also well aware that we travellers spend alrtftsswhole year away from the office, so that we
can very easily fall victim to gossip and chance and gressdiomplaints, and it’s almost impossible
to defend yourself from that sort of thing, we don’t usuallgn hear about them, or if at all it's when
we arrive back home exhausted from a trip, and that’s wigefeel the harmful effects of what's been
going on without even knowing what caused them. Pleasé, glm away, at least first say something
to show that you grant that I'm at least partly right!”
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But the chief clerk had turned away as soon as Gregottédddsto speak, and, with protruding lips,
only stared back at him over his trembling shoulders dsfhhdéde did not keep still for a moment
while Gregor was speaking, but moved steadily towardsdbewlithout taking his eyes off him. He
moved very gradually, as if there had been some seacfeibpion on leaving the room. It was only
when he had reached the entrance hall that he made a snddement, drew his foot from the living
room, and rushed forward in a panic. In the hall, he $teetbis right hand far out towards the
stairway as if out there, there were some superndtrcd waiting to save him.

Gregor realised that it was out of the question tdhetchief clerk go away in this mood if his position
in the firm was not to be put into extreme dangert Was something his parents did not understand
very well; over the years, they had become convincedhlisajob would provide for Gregor for his
entire life, and besides, they had so much to worry adtopitesent that they had lost sight of any
thought for the future. Gregor, though, did think about the éufline chief clerk had to be held back,
calmed down, convinced and finally won over; the future r@@r and his family depended on it! If
only his sister were here! She was clever; she waady in tears while Gregor was still lying
peacefully on his back. And the chief clerk was a lovevamen, surely she could persuade him; she
would close the front door in the entrance hall andhah out of his shocked state. But his sister was
not there, Gregor would have to do the job himself.

And without considering that he still was not familath how well he could move about in his
present state, or that his speech still might notprabably would not — be understood, he let go of the
door; pushed himself through the opening; tried to reach teédbrk on the landing who,

ridiculously, was holding on to the banister with bothdgfut Gregor fell immediately over and,
with a little scream as he sought something to hold damded on his numerous little legs. Hardly had
that happened than, for the first time that day, he begéeel alright with his body; the little legs had
the solid ground under them; to his pleasure, they did gxasthe told them; they were even making
the effort to carry him where he wanted to go; and resean believing that all his sorrows would
soon be finally at an end. He held back the urge to movewaited from side to side as he crouched
there on the floor. His mother was not far awayamf of him and seemed, at first, quite engrossed in
herself, but then she suddenly jumped up with her arms oatscetind her fingers spread shouting:
“Help, for pity’s sake, Help!” The way she held her head ssiggkeshe wanted to see Gregor better,
but the unthinking way she was hurrying backwards showed taatidgmot; she had forgotten that the
table was behind her with all the breakfast things omhitn she reached the table she sat quickly
down on it without knowing what she was doing; witholgregeeming to notice that the coffee pot
had been knocked over and a gush of coffee was pouring alawnhe carpet.

“Mother, mother”, said Gregor gently, looking up at hee.vd completely forgotten the chief clerk
for the moment, but could not help himself snapping ireihavith his jaws at the sight of the flow of
coffee. That set his mother screaming anew, she fed fhe table and into the arms of his father as
he rushed towards her. Gregor, though, had no time to fpdrs parents now; the chief clerk had
already reached the stairs; with his chin on the banistelooked back for the last time. Gregor made
a run for him; he wanted to be sure of reaching him; hiref clerk must have expected something, as
he leapt down several steps at once and disappearetpbts sesounding all around the staircase.
The flight of the chief clerk seemed, unfortunately, to@regor’s father into a panic as well. Until
then he had been relatively self controlled, but nogteiad of running after the chief clerk himself, or
at least not impeding Gregor as he ran after him, Gretaihier seized the chief clerk’s stick in his
right hand (the chief clerk had left it behind on a chalong with his hat and overcoat), picked up a
large newspaper from the table with his left, and used tbeirive Gregor back into his room,
stamping his foot at him as he went. Gregor’s appeals fathir were of no help, his appeals were
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simply not understood, however much he humbly turned hislieddther merely stamped his foot all
the harder.

Across the room, despite the chilly weather, Gregor'therchad pulled open a window, leant far out
of it and pressed her hands to her face. A strong draugint ftgw in from the street towards the
stairway, the curtains flew up, the newspapers ordtble fluttered and some of them were blown onto
the floor. Nothing would stop Gregor’s father as he droweltmack, making hissing noises at him like
a wild man. Gregor had never had any practice in moving badkvead was only able to go very
slowly. If Gregor had only been allowed to turn round he wbakk been back in his room straight
away, but he was afraid that if he took the time to do s father would become impatient, and there
was the threat of a lethal blow to his back or head ttwarstick in his father’s hand any moment.
Eventually, though, Gregor realised that he had no elasdche saw, to his disgust, that he was quite
incapable of going backwards in a straight line; so he hegagquickly as possible and with frequent
anxious glances at his father, to turn himself roundeht very slowly, but perhaps his father was
able to see his good intentions as he did nothing to hindeirhfagt now and then he used the tip of
his stick to give directions from a distance as to winely to turn.

If only his father would stop that unbearable hissing!dswnaking Gregor quite confused. When he
had nearly finished turning round, still listening to thasimg, he made a mistake and turned himself
back a little the way he had just come. He was pteagen he finally had his head in front of the
doorway, but then saw that it was too narrow, and his l@dytoo broad to get through it without
further difficulty. In his present mood, it obviously did mafcur to his father to open the other of the
double doors so that Gregor would have enough space to gagtthtde was merely fixed on the idea
that Gregor should be got back into his room as quickpoasible. Nor would he ever have allowed
Gregor the time to get himself upright as preparation fimgethrough the doorway. What he did,
making more noise than ever, was to drive Gregor forwardise harder as if there had been nothing
in the way; it sounded to Gregor as if there was nowertitan one father behind him; it was not a
pleasant experience, and Gregor pushed himself into the doastiut regard for what might
happen. One side of his body lifted itself, he lay ahmgle in the doorway, one flank scraped on the
white door and was painfully injured, leaving vile brown fleokst, soon he was stuck fast and would
not have been able to move at all by himself, the liéhys along one side hung quivering in the air
while those on the other side were pressed painfully agamground. Then his father gave him a
hefty shove from behind which released him from whered® held and sent him flying, and heavily
bleeding, deep into his room. The door was slammed shut wigtitkethen, finally, all was quiet.

I

It was not until it was getting dark that evening that Gregeoke from his deep and coma-like sleep.
He would have woken soon afterwards anyway even if he hbéait disturbed, as he had had enough
sleep and felt fully rested. But he had the impressiahgbme hurried steps and the sound of the door
leading into the front room being carefully shut had wdkiem The light from the electric street

lamps shone palely here and there onto the ceiling anatalps furniture, but down below, where
Gregor was, it was dark. He pushed himself over to the @ing his way clumsily with his

antennae — of which he was now beginning to learn the vailu@rder to see what had been
happening there. The whole of his left side seemed likepanefully stretched scar, and he limped
badly on his two rows of legs. One of the legs haadh lieeelly injured in the events of that morning — it
was nearly a miracle that only one of them had besm-dragged along lifelessly. It was only when
he had reached the door that he realised what it actuadlyhat had drawn him over to it; it was the
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smell of something to eat. By the door there was a dlsHd fvith sweetened milk with little pieces of
white bread floating in it. He was so pleased he alnaastHed, as he was even hungrier than he had
been that morning, and immediately dipped his head intmilkenearly covering his eyes with it. But
he soon drew his head back again in disappointment; notimhtie pain in his tender left side make
it difficult to eat the food — he was only able to i&is whole body worked together as a snuffling
whole — but the milk did not taste at all nice. Milk litkes was normally his favourite drink, and his
sister had certainly left it there for him becauséhat, but he turned, almost against his own will,
away from the dish and crawled back into the centteefoom.

Through the crack in the door, Gregor could see that théaghbeen lit in the living room. His father
at this time would normally be sat with his evening papeEading it out in a loud voice to Gregor’s
mother, and sometimes to his sister, but there waswdw sound to be heard. Gregor’s sister would
often write and tell him about this reading, but maybddilger had lost the habit in recent times. It
was so quiet all around too, even though there must havesoenebody in the flat. “What a quiet life
it is the family lead”, said Gregor to himself, and, ggzinto the darkness, felt a great pride that he
was able to provide a life like that in such a nice homéifsister and parents. But what now, if all
this peace and wealth and comfort should come to a heatid frightening end? That was something
that Gregor did not want to think about too much, so héestéo move about, crawling up and down
the room.

Once during that long evening, the door on one side of the veas opened very slightly and

hurriedly closed again; later on the door on the otherdidlehe same; it seemed that someone needed
to enter the room but thought better of it. Gregor veeat waited immediately by the door, resolved
either to bring the timorous visitor into the room im&oway or at least to find out who it was; but the
door was opened no more that night and Gregor waitednn Vae previous morning while the doors
were locked everyone had wanted to get in there to him,dwutmow that he had opened up one of

the doors and the other had clearly been unlocked someltinmg the day, no-one came, and the

keys were in the other sides.

It was not until late at night that the gaslight in likieng room was put out, and now it was easy to see
that parents and sister had stayed awake all thatasrdey all could be distinctly heard as they went
away together on tip-toe. It was clear that no-one e&voame into Gregor’s room any more until
morning; that gave him plenty of time to think undisedtabout how he would have to re-arrange his
life. For some reason, the tall, empty room wherevag forced to remain made him feel uneasy as he
lay there flat on the floor, even though he had beemgliin it for five years. Hardly aware of what he
was doing other than a slight feeling of shame, hadditmder the couch. It pressed down on his back
a little, and he was no longer able to lift his head, butdnetheless felt immediately at ease and his
only regret was that his body was too broad to get itralerneath. He spent the whole night there.
Some of the time he passed in a light sleep, althougtefeently woke from it in alarm because of

his hunger, and some of the time was spent in womeésague hopes which, however, always led to
the same conclusion: for the time being he must renadm, ©ie must show patience and the greatest
consideration so that his family could bear the unpleess that he, in his present condition, was
forced to impose on them.

Gregor soon had the opportunity to test the strength alduisions, as early the next morning, almost

before the night had ended, his sister, nearly fullysdéxdsopened the door from the front room and

looked anxiously in. She did not see him straight awaywbenh she did notice him under the couch —

he had to be somewhere, for God’s sake, he couldn’tflava away — she was so shocked that she

lost control of herself and slammed the door shut again dutside. But she seemed to regret her

behaviour, as she opened the door again straight away aedrcamtip-toe as if entering the room of
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someone seriously ill or even of a stranger. Gregdrgushed his head forward, right to the edge of
the couch, and watched her. Would she notice thatdhéefigghe milk as it was, realise that it was not
from any lack of hunger and bring him in some other ftadl tvas more suitable? If she didn’t do it
herself he would rather go hungry than draw her attentian although he did feel a terrible urge to
rush forward from under the couch, throw himself atskgter’s feet and beg her for something good to
eat. However, his sister noticed the full dish immisdyeand looked at it and the few drops of milk
splashed around it with some surprise. She immediakeleg it up — using a rag, not her bare hands —
and carried it out. Gregor was extremely curious ashat she would bring in its place, imagining the
wildest possibilities, but he never could have guessed hibaister, in her goodness, actually did
bring. In order to test his taste, she brought him a wdelétion of things, all spread out on an old
newspaper. There were old, half- rotten vegetables; bomstiie evening meal, covered in white
sauce that had gone hard; a few raisins and almonds;dw®ase that Gregor had declared inedible
two days before; a dry roll and some bread spread witkroartt salt. As well as all that she had
poured some water into the dish, which had probably beemapently set aside for Gregor’s use, and
placed it beside them. Then, out of consideratiorSi@gor’s feelings, as she knew that he would not
eat in front of her, she hurried out again and even duttme key in the lock so that Gregor would know
he could make things as comfortable for himself askeel liGregor’s little legs whirred, at last he
could eat. What's more, his injuries must already havepéetely healed as he found no difficulty in
moving. This amazed him, as more than a month earlibatheut his finger slightly with a knife, he
thought of how his finger had still hurt the day beforstgeday.

“Am | less sensitive than | used to be, then?”, he thhugid was already sucking greedily at the
cheese which had immediately, almost compellingly, echim much more than the other foods on
the newspaper. Quickly one after another, his eyésring with pleasure, he consumed the cheese,
the vegetables and the sauce; the fresh foods, on tehatid, he didn'’t like at all, and even dragged
the things he did want to eat a little way away frbiemt because he couldn’t stand the smell. Long
after he had finished eating and lay lethargic in Hmesplace, his sister slowly turned the key in the
lock as a sign to him that he should withdraw. He wasediately startled, although he had been half
asleep, and he hurried back under the couch. But he needgdeglf-control to stay there even for the
short time that his sister was in the room, as eatingiuch food had rounded out his body a little and
he could hardly breathe in that narrow space. Hatbsafing, he watched with bulging eyes as his
sister unselfconsciously took a broom and swept up thevefts, mixing them in with the food he had
not even touched at all as if it could not be used amgn®he quickly dropped it all into a bin, closed
it with its wooden lid, and carried everything out. She hardlly turned her back before Gregor came
out again from under the couch and stretched himself.

This was how Gregor received his food each day now, onge imorning while his parents and the
maid were still asleep, and the second time after emerliad eaten their meal at midday as his parents
would sleep for a little while then as well, and Gregsister would send the maid away on some
errand. Gregor’s father and mother certainly did not wanttbistarve either, but perhaps it would

have been more than they could stand to have any mpeei@ence of his feeding than being told about
it, and perhaps his sister wanted to spare them whegstisthe could as they were indeed suffering
enough.

It was impossible for Gregor to find out what they bald the doctor and the locksmith that first

morning to get them out of the flat. As nobody could usided him, nobody, not even his sister,

thought that he could understand them, so he had to be ttnterar his sister’s sighs and appeals to

the saints as she moved about his room. It was only l@hen she had become a little more used to

everything — there was, of course, no question of her @geamting fully used to the situation — that

Gregor would sometimes catch a friendly comment, taast a comment that could be construed as
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friendly. “He’s enjoyed his dinner today”, she might s#&yen he had diligently cleared away all the
food left for him, or if he left most of it, which sidy became more and more frequent, she would
often say, sadly, “now everything’s just been lefirhagain”.

Although Gregor wasn’t able to hear any news directlyithidisten to much of what was said in the
next rooms, and whenever he heard anyone speaking he wouldstcaight to the appropriate door
and press his whole body against it. There was seldorcawersation, especially at first, that was
not about him in some way, even if only in secret.tiar whole days, all the talk at every mealtime
was about what they should do now; but even betweersrtieal spoke about the same subject as
there were always at least two members of the faamihome — nobody wanted to be at home by
themselves and it was out of the question to leavedheritirely empty. And on the very first day the
maid had fallen to her knees and begged Gregor’s mothet terl go without delay. It was not very
clear how much she knew of what had happened but sheitleift a quarter of an hour, tearfully
thanking Gregor’s mother for her dismissal as if shedwagt her an enormous service. She even
swore emphatically not to tell anyone the slightesualvhat had happened, even though no-one had
asked that of her. Now Gregor’s sister also had tp hisl mother with the cooking; although that was
not so much bother as no-one ate very much. Gregar loé&rd how one of them would
unsuccessfully urge another to eat, and receive no amswger than “no thanks, I've had enough” or
something similar. No-one drank very much either. Hiesisbuld sometimes ask his father whether
he would like a beer, hoping for the chance to go andl feterself. When his father then said nothing
she would add, so that he would not feel selfish, thatstlel send the housekeeper for it, but then his
father would close the matter with a big, loud “No”, andmore would be said.

Even before the first day had come to an end, his fatkexplained to Gregor’'s mother and sister
what their finances and prospects were. Now and thetobd sp from the table and took some
receipt or document from the little cash box he hagddom his business when it had collapsed five
years earlier. Gregor heard how he opened the complitatk and then closed it again after he had
taken the item he wanted. What he heard his fathewaayome of the first good news that Gregor
heard since he had first been incarcerated in his roorhati¢hought that nothing at all remained
from his father’s business, at least he had never tol&ahything different, and Gregor had never
asked him about it anyway. Their business misfortune had rediaedamily to a state of total despair,
and Gregor’s only concern at that time had been to artaimggs so that they could all forget about it
as quickly as possible. So then he started working eslydtzall, with a fiery vigour that raised him
from a junior salesman to a travelling representativesimvernight, bringing with it the chance to
earn money in quite different ways. Gregor converteghccess at work straight into cash that he
could lay on the table at home for the benefit of Btsrmished and delighted family. They had been
good times and they had never come again, at least hoth&isame splendour, even though Gregor
had later earned so much that he was in a positioratotlbe costs of the whole family, and did bear
them. They had even got used to it, both Gregor and thé/fahey took the money with gratitude
and he was glad to provide it, although there was no langeh warm affection given in return.
Gregor only remained close to his sister now. Unlike Bime, was very fond of music and a gifted and
expressive violinist, it was his secret plan to senddédra conservatory next year even though it
would cause great expense that would have to be made upstomenother way. During Gregor’s
short periods in town, conversation with his sisteuld@ften turn to the conservatory but it was only
ever mentioned as a lovely dream that could never lisggaTheir parents did not like to hear this
innocent talk, but Gregor thought about it quite hard analdeéde would let them know what he
planned with a grand announcement of it on ChristmasTdey.was the sort of totally pointless thing
that went through his mind in his present state, pressechtipdginst the door and listening. There
were times when he simply became too tired to contistening, when his head would fall wearily
against the door and he would pull it up again with a stadgyexs the slightest noise he caused would
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be heard next door and they would all go silent. “Whéigs be’s doing now”, his father would say
after a while, clearly having gone over to the door, and thelg would the interrupted conversation
slowly be taken up again.

When explaining things, his father repeated himself séupras, partly because it was a long time
since he had been occupied with these matters himskefiatly because Gregor’s mother did not
understand everything first time. From these repeatedreggas Gregor learned, to his pleasure, that
despite all their misfortunes there was still somex@ycavailable from the old days. It was not a lot,
but it had not been touched in the meantime and soereatthad accumulated. Besides that, they had
not been using up all the money that Gregor had been brihgimg every month, keeping only a little
for himself, so that that, too, had been accumulatingirBlethe door, Gregor nodded with enthusiasm
in his pleasure at this unexpected thrift and caution.dd&l@ctually have used this surplus money to
reduce his father’s debt to his boss, and the day wheaute ltave freed himself from that job would
have come much closer, but now it was certainly bdteeway his father had done things.

This money, however, was certainly not enough to enbbléaimily to live off the interest; it was
enough to maintain them for, perhaps, one or two years)are. That’s to say, it was money that
should not really be touched but set aside for emergenuigney to live on had to be earned. His
father was healthy but old, and lacking in self confideBeging the five years that he had not been
working — the first holiday in a life that had been fuilstrain and no success — he had put on a lot of
weight and become very slow and clumsy. Would Gregaderly mother now have to go and earn
money? She suffered from asthma and it was a stnalmefgust to move about the home, every other
day would be spent struggling for breath on the sofa bgpka window. Would his sister have to go
and earn money? She was still a child of seventeetifdep till then had been very enviable,
consisting of wearing nice clothes, sleeping late, helpiuign the business, joining in with a few
modest pleasures and most of all playing the violin. Wherteéeg began to talk of the need to earn
money, Gregor would always first let go of the door dmhtthrow himself onto the cool, leather sofa
next to it, as he became quite hot with shame andtrédgenould often lie there the whole night
through, not sleeping a wink but scratching at the leatnérdurs on end. Or he might go to all the
effort of pushing a chair to the window, climbing up ontosiieand, propped up in the chair, leaning
on the window to stare out of it. He had used to feekatgense of freedom from doing this, but
doing it now was obviously something more remembereddkpearienced, as what he actually saw in
this way was becoming less distinct every day, evenghimat were quite near; he had used to curse
the ever-present view of the hospital across thetstoet now he could not see it at all, and if he had
not known that he lived in Charlottenstrasse, which avgsaiet street despite being in the middle of the
city, he could have thought that he was looking out timelew at a barren waste where the grey sky
and the grey earth mingled inseparably. His observant sislgneeded to notice the chair twice
before she would always push it back to its exact ipodity the window after she had tidied up the
room, and even left the inner pane of the window open fhem on.

If Gregor had only been able to speak to his sister amkther for all that she had to do for him it
would have been easier for him to bear it; but as itingsused him pain. His sister, naturally, tried as
far as possible to pretend there was nothing burdensomeiglaoat the longer it went on, of course,
the better she was able to do so, but as time wentdéyoGwas also able to see through it all so much
better. It had even become very unpleasant for him, ndw@never she entered the room. No sooner
had she come in than she would quickly close the doampascaution so that no-one would have to
suffer the view into Gregor’s room, then she would gdgittdao the window and pull it hurriedly
open almost as if she were suffocating. Even if & w@ld, she would stay at the window breathing
deeply for a little while. She would alarm Gregor twacday with this running about and noise
making; he would stay under the couch shivering the wholkeywknowing full well that she would
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certainly have liked to spare him this ordeal, but it was ssiate for her to be in the same room with
him with the windows closed.

One day, about a month after Gregor’s transformatio@n his sister no longer had any particular
reason to be shocked at his appearance, she came inbortia little earlier than usual and found him
still staring out the window, motionless, and just vehlee would be most horrible. In itself, his sister’s
not coming into the room would have been no surpris&fegor as it would have been difficult for

her to immediately open the window while he was gtére, but not only did she not come in, she
went straight back and closed the door behind her, a straogéd have thought he had threatened her
and tried to bite her. Gregor went straight to hide himsadier the couch, of course, but he had to wait
until midday before his sister came back and she seemddmure uneasy than usual. It made him
realise that she still found his appearance unbearable @nd wontinue to do so, she probably even
had to overcome the urge to flee when she saw theditttd him that protruded from under the

couch. One day, in order to spare her even this siglsfpdra four hours carrying the bedsheet over to
the couch on his back and arranged it so that he wadeteMgpcovered and his sister would not be
able to see him even if she bent down. If she did nok this sheet was necessary then all she had to
do was take it off again, as it was clear enough thedstno pleasure for Gregor to cut himself off so
completely. She left the sheet where it was. Gregen thought he glimpsed a look of gratitude one
time when he carefully looked out from under the sheeset how his sister liked the new
arrangement.

For the first fourteen days, Gregor’s parents could noglihemselves to come into the room to see
him. He would often hear them say how they apprecidi¢deanew work his sister was doing even
though, before, they had seen her as a girl who waswbat useless and frequently been annoyed
with her. But now the two of them, father and mothesuld often both wait outside the door of
Gregor’s room while his sister tidied up in there, andoas 2s she went out again she would have to
tell them exactly how everything looked, what Gregor retérg how he had behaved this time and
whether, perhaps, any slight improvement could be seemmétiher also wanted to go in and visit
Gregor relatively soon but his father and sister at fiersuaded her against it. Gregor listened very
closely to all this, and approved fully. Later, though, Ishe to be held back by force, which made her
call out: “Let me go and see Gregor, he is my unfortusaié Can’t you understand | have to see
him?”, and Gregor would think to himself that maybe it would étgeb if his mother came in, not
every day of course, but one day a week, perhaps; she cwddstand everything much better than
his sister who, for all her courage, was still jushdd after all, and really might not have had an
adult’s appreciation of the burdensome job she had t@ken

Gregor’s wish to see his mother was soon realisedofagnsideration for his parents, Gregor wanted
to avoid being seen at the window during the day, the fewaguneters of the floor did not give him
much room to crawl about, it was hard to just lie quigttough the night, his food soon stopped
giving him any pleasure at all, and so, to entertain himiselfot into the habit of crawling up and
down the walls and ceiling. He was especially fond of manfyom the ceiling; it was quite different
from lying on the floor; he could breathe more fredig; body had a light swing to it; and up there,
relaxed and almost happy, it might happen that he woutisareven himself by letting go of the
ceiling and landing on the floor with a crash. But nofagaurse, he had far better control of his body
than before and, even with a fall as great as thatexl himself no damage. Very soon his sister
noticed Gregor’s new way of entertaining himself — he hédy all, left traces of the adhesive from
his feet as he crawled about — and got it into her headke inas easy as possible for him by
removing the furniture that got in his way, especially thest of drawers and the desk.
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Now, this was not something that she would be able to deitsgl; she did not dare to ask for help
from her father; the sixteen year old maid had cawredravely since the cook had left but she
certainly would not have helped in this, she had even dekiggl allowed to keep the kitchen locked at
all times and never to have to open the door unlesssiegecially important; so his sister had no
choice but to choose some time when Gregor’s fathemweathere and fetch his mother to help her.
As she approached the room, Gregor could hear his mothersexher joy, but once at the door she
went silent. First, of course, his sister came inlaolled round to see that everything in the room was
alright; and only then did she let her mother enteeg@r had hurriedly pulled the sheet down lower
over the couch and put more folds into it so that everyttaally looked as if it had just been thrown
down by chance. Gregor also refrained, this time, frormgpyut from under the sheet; he gave up the
chance to see his mother until later and was simply gktdshe had come. “You can come in, he can'’t
be seen”, said his sister, obviously leading her in by &éimel.hThe old chest of drawers was too heavy
for a pair of feeble women to be heaving about, but Griesiened as they pushed it from its place, his
sister always taking on the heaviest part of the warlhérself and ignoring her mother’s warnings
that she would strain herself. This lasted a very lang.tAfter labouring at it for fiteen minutes or
more his mother said it would be better to leave thetchbere it was, for one thing it was too heavy
for them to get the job finished before Gregor’s fath@rhome and leaving it in the middle of the
room it would be in his way even more, and for anothegthiwasn’t even sure that taking the
furniture away would really be any help to him. She thoughtthesopposite; the sight of the bare
walls saddened her right to her heart; and why wouldn'g@reel the same way about it, he’d been
used to this furniture in his room for a long time and itldanake him feel abandoned to be in an
empty room like that.

Then, quietly, almost whispering as if wanting Gregor (sehehereabouts she did not know) to hear
not even the tone of her voice, as she was convineg¢dé¢did not understand her words, she added
“and by taking the furniture away, won't it seem like veeshowing that we’ve given up all hope of
improvement and we’re abandoning him to cope for himseliihk it'’d be best to leave the room
exactly the way it was before so that when Gregareback to us again he’ll find everything
unchanged and he’ll be able to forget the time in betwaéehe easier”.

Hearing these words from his mother made Gregor redabge¢he lack of any direct human
communication, along with the monotonous life led byfémeily during these two months, must have
made him confused — he could think of no other way of explatoitgmself why he had seriously
wanted his room emptied out. Had he really wanted toftranshis room into a cave, a warm room
fitted out with the nice furniture he had inherited? Thatilidvave let him crawl around unimpeded in
any direction, but it would also have let him quicklyget his past when he had still been human. He
had come very close to forgetting, and it had only beerdlee of his mother, unheard for so long,
that had shaken him out of it. Nothing should be remowestything had to stay; he could not do
without the good influence the furniture had on his conditmat if the furniture made it difficult for
him to crawl about mindlessly that was not a loss bueatgrdvantage.

His sister, unfortunately, did not agree; she had becm®é to the idea, not without reason, that she
was Gregor’'s spokesman to his parents about the thingsoti@roed him. This meant that his
mother’s advice now was sufficient reason for hensist on removing not only the chest of drawers
and the desk, as she had thought at first, but all the dveraipart from the all-important couch. It was
more than childish perversity, of course, or the unexxgectnfidence she had recently acquired, that
made her insist; she had indeed noticed that Gregor nedoteaf aoom to crawl about in, whereas the
furniture, as far as anyone could see, was of no use tatltath
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Girls of that age, though, do become enthusiastic abhogs and feel they must get their way
whenever they can. Perhaps this was what tempted Gretakie Gregor’s situation seem even more
shocking than it was so that she could do even motgrfarGrete would probably be the only one
who would dare enter a room dominated by Gregor crawling abelare walls by himself. So she
refused to let her mother dissuade her. Gregor’s molieaxdy looked uneasy in his room, she soon
stopped speaking and helped Gregor’s sister to get the ¢lirain@rs out with what strength she had.
The chest of drawers was something that Gregor could dowvithhe had to, but the writing desk had
to stay. Hardly had the two women pushed the chest wfedsagroaning, out of the room than Gregor
poked his head out from under the couch to see what he dow@bout it. He meant to be as careful
and considerate as he could, but, unfortunately, it veasbther who came back first while Grete in
the next room had her arms round the chest, pushing anadgpailit from side to side by herself
without, of course, moving it an inch. His mother wasus®d to the sight of Gregor, he might have
made her ill, so Gregor hurried backwards to the far etideodouch. In his startlement, though, he
was not able to prevent the sheet at its front fneowing a little. It was enough to attract his mother’s
attention. She stood very still, remained there a nmbnasd then went back out to Grete.

Gregor kept trying to assure himself that nothing unusuahappening, it was just a few pieces of
furniture being moved after all, but he soon had to admitttie women going to and fro, their little
calls to each other, the scraping of the furniture orfldloe, all these things made him feel as if he
were being assailed from all sides. With his head andpledesd in against him and his body pressed
to the floor, he was forced to admit to himself thatbeld not stand all of this much longer. They
were emptying his room out; taking away everything thatdeas to him; they had already taken out
the chest containing his fretsaw and other tools; nowttireyatened to remove the writing desk with
its place clearly worn into the floor, the desk whieeehad done his homework as a business trainee, at
high school, even while he had been at infant schoolredil could not wait any longer to see
whether the two women’s intentions were good. He hadynfeaigotten they were there anyway, as
they were now too tired to say anything while they worked arabhtel only hear their feet as they
stepped heavily on the floor.

So, while the women were leant against the desk in tle atbm catching their breath, he sallied out,
changed direction four times not knowing what he sheale first before his attention was suddenly
caught by the picture on the wall — which was already dehatfleverything else that had been on it —
of the lady dressed in copious fur. He hurried up onto ittenei and pressed himself against its glass,
it held him firmly and felt good on his hot belly. This fpiee at least, now totally covered by Gregor,
would certainly be taken away by no-one. He turned his leetaat¢ the door into the living room so
that he could watch the women when they came back.

They had not allowed themselves a long rest and carkegb@e soon; Grete had put her arm around
her mother and was nearly carrying her. “What shallaie now, then?”, said Grete and looked
around. Her eyes met those of Gregor on the wall.dpsrbnly because her mother was there, she
remained calm, bent her face to her so that she wmilébok round and said, albeit hurriedly and

with a tremor in her voice: “Come on, let’s go backhe living room for a while?” Gregor could see
what Grete had in mind, she wanted to take her mothengoene safe and then chase him down from
the wall. Well, she could certainly try it! He sat urgliag on his picture. He would rather jump at
Grete’s face.

But Grete’s words had made her mother quite worried, sippatl to one side, saw the enormous
brown patch against the flowers of the wallpaper, andreefioe even realised it was Gregor that she
saw screamed: “Oh God, oh God!” Arms outstretched, edherito the couch as if she had given up
everything and stayed there immobile. “Gregor!” shoutedikter, glowering at him and shaking her
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fist. That was the first word she had spoken to him tlfesince his transformation. She ran into the
other room to fetch some kind of smelling salts to brimgnmather out of her faint; Gregor wanted to
help too — he could save his picture later, although he &stko the glass and had to pull himself off
by force; then he, too, ran into the next room ag i€duld advise his sister like in the old days; but he
had to just stand behind her doing nothing; she was lookingantous bottles, he startled her when
she turned round; a bottle fell to the ground and brokeljraespcut Gregor’s face, some kind of
caustic medicine splashed all over him; now, withoutydetpany longer, Grete took hold of all the
bottles she could and ran with them in to her mothner;stammed the door shut with her foot. So now
Gregor was shut out from his mother, who, because qgfrhight be near to death; he could not open
the door if he did not want to chase his sister awayshadad to stay with his mother; there was
nothing for him to do but wait; and, oppressed with anxietysatf-reproach, he began to crawl about,
he crawled over everything, walls, furniture, ceiling, &ndlly in his confusion as the whole room
began to spin around him he fell down into the middle efdinner table.

He lay there for a while, numb and immobile, all aroumd iiwas quiet, maybe that was a good sign.
Then there was someone at the door. The maid, of cdwaddocked herself in her kitchen so that
Grete would have to go and answer it. His father hadealhome. “What’s happened?" were his first
words; Grete’'s appearance must have made everything @lean.t She answered him with subdued
voice, and openly pressed her face into his chest: “Mstfanted, but she’s better now. Gregor got
out.” “Just as | expected”, said his father, “just asMays said, but you women wouldn't listen, would
you.”

It was clear to Gregor that Grete had not said enoudhhet his father took it to mean that something
bad had happened, that he was responsible for somewaakeoice. That meant Gregor would now
have to try to calm his father, as he did not haveithe to explain things to him even if that had been
possible. So he fled to the door of his room and pressed hegsahst it so that his father, when he
came in from the hall, could see straight away thagGr had the best intentions and would go back
into his room without delay, that it would not be necestadrive him back but that they had only to
open the door and he would disappear.

His father, though, was not in the mood to notice stibsldike that; “Ah!”, he shouted as he came in,
sounding as if he were both angry and glad at the Samae Gregor drew his head back from the door
and lifted it towards his father. He really had not imad his father the way he stood there now; of
late, with his new habit of crawling about, he had negtétb pay attention to what was going on the
rest of the flat the way he had done before. Heyreaight to have expected things to have changed,
but still, still, was that really his father? The satined man as used to be laying there entombed in his
bed when Gregor came back from his business trips, whawecgive him sitting in the armchair in
his nightgown when he came back in the evenings; who aradyleven able to stand up but, as a sign
of his pleasure, would just raise his arms and who, oodbple of times a year when they went for a
walk together on a Sunday or public holiday wrapped up tigitiys overcoat between Gregor and
his mother, would always labour his way forward a littiere slowly than them, who were already
walking slowly for his sake; who would place his stick daarefully and, if he wanted to say
something would invariably stop and gather his companions @iaom

He was standing up straight enough now; dressed in a Blmaminiform with gold buttons, the sort
worn by the employees at the banking institute; abovaigte stiff collar of the coat his strong
double-chin emerged; under the bushy eyebrows, his piedank eyes looked out fresh and alert; his
normally unkempt white hair was combed down painfully eltsshis scalp. He took his cap, with its
gold monogram from, probably, some bank, and threw it @ramight across the room onto the sofa,
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put his hands in his trouser pockets, pushing back the boftbislong uniform coat, and, with look
of determination, walked towards Gregor.

He probably did not even know himself what he had in mat honetheless lifted his feet unusually
high. Gregor was amazed at the enormous size of the ciolies boots, but wasted no time with that —
he knew full well, right from the first day of hiswdife, that his father thought it necessary to always
be extremely strict with him. And so he ran up to hikdg stopped when his father stopped, scurried
forwards again when he moved, even slightly. In thig they went round the room several times
without anything decisive happening, without even giving the impnessia chase as everything
went so slowly. Gregor remained all this time on tberf] largely because he feared his father might
see it as especially provoking if he fled onto the walteiling. Whatever he did, Gregor had to admit
that he certainly would not be able to keep up this running dbplang, as for each step his father
took he had to carry out countless movements. He benatieeably short of breath, even in his
earlier life his lungs had not been very reliable. Noswha lurched about in his efforts to muster all the
strength he could for running he could hardly keep his eyes bEethoughts became too slow for
him to think of any other way of saving himself than runnimgalmost forgot that the walls were
there for him to use although, here, they were conddsdlind carefully carved furniture full of
notches and protrusions — then, right beside him, lightged, something flew down and rolled in
front of him. It was an apple; then another one imatetyy flew at him; Gregor froze in shock; there
was no longer any point in running as his father had decideshtbdrd him. He had filled his pockets
with fruit from the bowl! on the sideboard and now,heiiit even taking the time for careful aim, threw
one apple after another. These little, red applesdral®ut on the floor, knocking into each other as if
they had electric motors. An apple thrown without muied glanced against Gregor’s back and slid
off without doing any harm. Another one however, imiagay following it, hit squarely and lodged

in his back; Gregor wanted to drag himself away, as iblsddaemove the surprising, the incredible
pain by changing his position; but he felt as if nailed tcsphet and spread himself out, all his senses
in confusion. The last thing he saw was the door ofdosrbeing pulled open, his sister was
screaming, his mother ran out in front of her in heusdo(as his sister had taken off some of her
clothes after she had fainted to make it easier fotchbreathe), she ran to his father, her skirts
unfastened and sliding one after another to the ground, stumbknghe skirts she pushed herself to
his father, her arms around him, uniting herself with hirallpt now Gregor lost his ability to see
anything — her hands behind his father’'s head begging him toGpager’s life.

III

No-one dared to remove the apple lodged in Gregor’s fleshyemained there as a visible reminder
of his injury. He had suffered it there for more thananth, and his condition seemed serious enough
to remind even his father that Gregor, despite his curaehisd revolting form, was a family member
who could not be treated as an enemy. On the conarsug family there was a duty to swallow any
revulsion for him and to be patient, just to be patiBecause of his injuries, Gregor had lost much of
his mobility — probably permanently. He had been reducecetodahdition of an ancient invalid and it
took him long, long minutes to crawl across his room — ¢ngwdver the ceiling was out of the
guestion — but this deterioration in his condition waky f{ih his opinion) made up for by the door to
the living room being left open every evening. He got intcheldat of closely watching it for one or
two hours before it was opened and then, lying in the daskoiehis room where he could not be seen
from the living room, he could watch the family in thght of the dinner table and listen to their
conversation — with everyone’s permission, in a veayl thus quite differently from before.
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They no longer held the lively conversations of eatliees, of course, the ones that Gregor always
thought about with longing when he was tired and gettitggtiee damp bed in some small hotel room.
All of them were usually very quiet nowadays. Soon aftener, his father would go to sleep in his
chair; his mother and sister would urge each other to ie¢; ¢jis mother, bent deeply under the lamp,
would sew fancy underwear for a fashion shop; his sisten, had taken a sales job, learned shorthand
and French in the evenings so that she might be alglet to better position later on. Sometimes his
father would wake up and say to Gregor’s mother “you’ragiso much sewing again today!”, as if
he did not know that he had been dozing — and then he wolldoao sleep again while mother and
sister would exchange a tired grin. With a kind of stubbess, Gregor’s father refused to take his
uniform off even at home; while his nightgown hung unusedsopeg Gregor’s father would slumber
where he was, fully dressed, as if always ready teessnd expecting to hear the voice of his superior
even here. The uniform had not been new to start Withas a result of this it slowly became even
shabbier despite the efforts of Gregor’'s mother andrdstieok after it. Gregor would often spend the
whole evening looking at all the stains on this coath W&t gold buttons always kept polished and
shiny, while the old man in it would sleep, highly uncondbh¢ but peaceful.

As soon as it struck ten, Gregor’s mother would speakygenhis father to wake him and try to
persuade him to go to bed, as he couldn’t sleep properly \ubexas and he really had to get his
sleep if he was to be up at six to get to work. But dechad been in work he had become more
obstinate and would always insist on staying longemneatdble, even though he regularly fell asleep
and it was then harder than ever to persuade him to excti@ngbkair for his bed. Then, however
much mother and sister would importune him with little reptes and warnings he would keep
slowly shaking his head for a quarter of an hour with ¥es&losed and refusing to get up. Gregor’s
mother would tug at his sleeve, whisper endearments ingahigsregor’s sister would leave her work
to help her mother, but nothing would have any effect on Henwould just sink deeper into his chair.
Only when the two women took him under the arms he waloddptly open his eyes, look at them one
after the other and say: “What a life! This is whatgeelget in my old age!” And supported by the
two women he would lift himself up carefully as if heresearrying the greatest load himself, let the
women take him to the door, send them off and carry on bgdiinvhile Gregor’s mother would

throw down her needle and his sister her pen sohbgtdould run after his father and continue being
of help to him.

Who, in this tired and overworked family, would have hawtto give more attention to Gregor than
was absolutely necessary? The household budget becameneaier; so now the maid was
dismissed; an enormous, thick-boned charwoman with wahaitethat flapped around her head came
every morning and evening to do the heaviest work; everythieghals looked after by Gregor’s
mother on top of the large amount of sewing work sheG@lidgor even learned, listening to the
evening conversation about what price they had hoped &irsélveral items of jewellery belonging to
the family had been sold, even though both mother ater $iad been very fond of wearing them at
functions and celebrations. But the loudest complaist that although the flat was much too big for
their present circumstances, they could not move otitthiere was no imaginable way of transferring
Gregor to the new address. He could see quite well, ththafithere were more reasons than
consideration for him that made it difficult for théeaxmove, it would have been quite easy to
transport him in any suitable crate with a few air halgs the main thing holding the family back
from their decision to move was much more to do widrttotal despair, and the thought that they had
been struck with a misfortune unlike anything experienceahlygne else they knew or were related
to.

They carried out absolutely everything that the world etgpfeom poor people, Gregor’s father
brought bank employees their breakfast, his motheifisadr herself by washing clothes for strangers,
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his sister ran back and forth behind her desk at the tehd® customers, but they just did not have
the strength to do any more. And the injury in Gregor'«limgan to hurt as much as when it was
new. After they had come back from taking his fathdved Gregor’'s mother and sister would now
leave their work where it was and sit close togettigeek to cheek; his mother would point to
Gregor’s room and say “Close that door, Grete”, and, twben he was in the dark again, they would
sit in the next room and their tears would mingle, oy theuld simply sit there staring dry-eyed at the
table.

Gregor hardly slept at all, either night or day. Somes he would think of taking over the family’s
affairs, just like before, the next time the door wasepe he had long forgotten about his boss and
the chief clerk, but they would appear again in his thougjitssalesmen and the apprentices, that
stupid teaboy, two or three friends from other businessesof the chambermaids from a provincial
hotel, a tender memory that appeared and disappearedagashier from a hat shop for whom his
attention had been serious but too slow, — all of themaaspgdo him, mixed together with strangers
and others he had forgotten, but instead of helping him arfdrhily they were all of them
inaccessible, and he was glad when they disappeared.

Other times he was not at all in the mood to look ddtefamily, he was filled with simple rage about
the lack of attention he was shown, and although he ¢bwkl of nothing he would have wanted, he
made plans of how he could get into the pantry wher@tblel take all the things he was entitled to,
even if he was not hungry. Gregor’s sister no longeught about how she could please him but
would hurriedly push some food or other into his room \wéh foot before she rushed out to work in
the morning and at midday, and in the evening she would swaegytagain with the broom,
indifferent as to whether it had been eaten or — mdaes dfian not — had been left totally untouched.
She still cleared up the room in the evening, but now shiel c@t have been any quicker about it.
Smears of dirt were left on the walls, here andethezre little balls of dust and filth. At first, Gregor
went into one of the worst of these places whesister arrived as a reproach to her, but he could
have stayed there for weeks without his sister doing ang#tout it; she could see the dirt as well as
he could but she had simply decided to leave him to it.

At the same time she became touchy in a way thagwiés new for her and which everyone in the
family understood — cleaning up Gregor’s room was for héhan alone. Gregor’s mother did once
thoroughly clean his room, and needed to use several buskativater to do it — although that much
dampness also made Gregor ill and he lay flat on theh¢titter and immobile. But his mother was to
be punished still more for what she had done, as hhadlyhis sister arrived home in the evening than
she noticed the change in Gregor’s room and, highly aggrieaedback into the living room where,
despite her mothers raised and imploring hands, she lmwkeonvulsive tears. Her father, of course,
was startled out of his chair and the two parents lookestamished and helpless; then they, too,
became agitated; Gregor’s father, standing to the oights mother, accused her of not leaving the
cleaning of Gregor’s room to his sister; from her I€ftegor’s sister screamed at her that she was
never to clean Gregor’s room again; while his mothed tiwedraw his father, who was beside himself
with anger, into the bedroom; his sister, quaking withsteaumped on the table with her small fists;
and Gregor hissed in anger that no-one had even thoudbsoifgcthe door to save him the sight of
this and all its noise.

Gregor’s sister was exhausted from going out to work, @wkirlg after Gregor as she had done before

was even more work for her, but even so his mother arxggtdinly not to have taken her place.

Gregor, on the other hand, ought not to be neglected. thowgh, the charwoman was here. This

elderly widow, with a robust bone structure that madeab& to withstand the hardest of things in her

long life, wasn't really repelled by Gregor. Just by chasoe day, rather than any real curiosity, she
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opened the door to Gregor’s room and found herself fageceovith him. He was taken totally by
surprise, no-one was chasing him but he began to rush tocawtiife she just stood there in
amazement with her hands crossed in front of her. lhemon she never failed to open the door
slightly every evening and morning and look briefly in on.hitnfirst she would call to him as she did
so with words that she probably considered friendlghsas “come on then, you old dung- beetle!”, or
“look at the old dung-beetle there!” Gregor never respotaéaing spoken to in that way, but just
remained where he was without moving as if the door had ese& been opened. If only they had
told this charwoman to clean up his room every day insteldtioig her disturb him for no reason
whenever she felt like it! One day, early in the mormirigle a heavy rain struck the windowpanes,
perhaps indicating that spring was coming, she began to &phak in that way once again. Gregor
was so resentful of it that he started to move towargdhe was slow and infirm, but it was like a kind
of attack. Instead of being afraid, the charwoman jusdlifip one of the chairs from near the door and
stood there with her mouth open, clearly intending natdee her mouth until the chair in her hand
had been slammed down into Gregor’s back. “Aren’t you ngrany closer, then?”, she asked when
Gregor turned round again, and she calmly put the chair bdbk corner.

Gregor had almost entirely stopped eating. Only if he haggbenfind himself next to the food that
had been prepared for him he might take some of it istonbuth to play with it, leave it there a few
hours and then, more often than not, spit it out agsifirst he thought it was distress at the state of
his room that stopped him eating, but he had soon got useel thanges made there. They had got
into the habit of putting things into this room that tieyl room for anywhere else, and there were
now many such things as one of the rooms in the fbkan rented out to three gentlemen. These
earnest gentlemen — all three of them had full beasdSregor learned peering through the crack in
the door one day — were painfully insistent on things’ being Titlis meant not only in their own
room but, since they had taken a room in this establishmnethte entire flat and especially in the
kitchen. Unnecessary clutter was something they coultbfertite, especially if it was dirty. They had
moreover brought most of their own furnishings and equipnvéhtthem. For this reason, many
things had become superfluous which, although they could reuildbethe family did not wish to
discard. All these things found their way into Gregoosm. The dustbins from the kitchen found their
way in there too. The charwoman was always in a hang anything she couldn’t use for the time
being she would just chuck in there. He, fortunately, ld/ogually see no more than the object and the
hand that held it. The woman most likely meant to febehthings back out again when she had time
and the opportunity, or to throw everything out in one gowhatt actually happened was that they
were left where they landed when they had first bbeowtn unless Gregor made his way through the
junk and moved it somewhere else. At first he movedathse, with no other room free where he
could crawl about, he was forced to, but later on heedanenjoy it although moving about in the way
left him sad and tired to death and he would remain immddil hours afterwards.

The gentlemen who rented the room would sometimes hakeevening meal at home in the living
room that was used by everyone, and so the door to this rosmftea kept closed in the evening. But
Gregor found it easy to give up having the door open, he had adf often failed to make use of it
when it was open and, without the family having noticeldi, in his room in its darkest corner. One
time, though, the charwoman left the door to the living rgbgitly open, and it remained open when
the gentlemen who rented the room came in in the evenohghe light was put on. They sat up at the
table where, formerly, Gregor had taken his meals wilidther and mother, they unfolded the
serviettes and picked up their knives and forks. Gregor’s motimediately appeared in the doorway
with a dish of meat and soon behind her came his swittela dish piled high with potatoes. The food
was steaming, and filled the room with its smell. Thetlgeren bent over the dishes set in front of
them as if they wanted to test the food before eatjramd the gentleman in the middle, who seemed
to count as an authority for the other two, did indeed cw pfece of meat while it was still in its
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dish, clearly wishing to establish whether it was sudfitly cooked or whether it should be sent back
to the kitchen. It was to his satisfaction, and Gregordther and sister, who had been looking on
anxiously, began to breathe again and smiled.

The family themselves ate in the kitchen. Nonetlsgl€segor’s father came into the living room
before he went into the kitchen, bowed once with hsicadiis hand and did his round of the table.
The gentlemen stood as one, and mumbled something intd#aeds. Then, once they were alone,
they ate in near perfect silence. It seemed remarkal@@egor that above all the various noises of
eating their chewing teeth could still be heard, as ¥ trsa wanted to Show Gregor that you need
teeth in order to eat and it was not possible to perfowythang with jaws that are toothless however
nice they might be. “I'd like to eat something”, said Gregnxiously, “but not anything like they're
eating. They do feed themselves. And here | am, dying!”

Throughout all this time, Gregor could not remember haviagchthe violin being played, but this
evening it began to be heard from the kitchen. The teademen had already finished their meal, the
one in the middle had produced a newspaper, given a page tofeéaetothers, and now they leant
back in their chairs reading them and smoking. When tiis\began playing they became attentive,
stood up and went on tip-toe over to the door of thevaglwhere they stood pressed against each
other. Someone must have heard them in the kitch&reggor’s father called out: “Is the playing
perhaps unpleasant for the gentlemen? We can stopgthstasvay.”

“On the contrary”, said the middle gentleman, “would yloung lady not like to come in and play for
us here in the room, where it is, after all, much ntm®y and comfortable?” “Oh yes, we’d love to”,
called back Gregor’s father as if he had been the vptdiper himself. The gentlemen stepped back
into the room and waited. Gregor’s father soon appearedhétmusic stand, his mother with the
music and his sister with the violin. She calmly prepaxedyehing for her to begin playing; his
parents, who had never rented a room out before arefdheishowed an exaggerated courtesy
towards the three gentlemen, did not even dare tam stie@r own chairs; his father leant against the
door with his right hand pushed in between two buttons ouarfiisrm coat; his mother, though, was
offered a seat by one of the gentlemen and sat — leaergh#ir where the gentleman happened to
have placed it — out of the way in a corner.

His sister began to play; father and mother paid cldsetan, one on each side, to the movements of
her hands. Drawn in by the playing, Gregor had dared to comwarid a little and already had his head
in the living room. Before, he had taken great pride in bonsiderate he was but now it hardly
occurred to him that he had become so thoughtless dimathers. What's more, there was now all
the more reason to keep himself hidden as he was covetieel dust that lay everywhere in his room
and flew up at the slightest movement; he carried ds;daairs, and remains of food about on his back
and sides; he was much too indifferent to everything toolay on his back and wipe himself on the
carpet like he had used to do several times a day. Andelé&sg condition, he was not too shy to
move forward a little onto the immaculate floor oé fiving room.

No-one noticed him, though. The family was totally preo@digvith the violin playing; at first, the
three gentlemen had put their hands in their pockets@mnd ap far too close behind the music stand
to look at all the notes being played, and they must désturbed Gregor’s sister, but soon, in contrast
with the family, they withdrew back to the window witkeir heads sunk and talking to each other at
half volume, and they stayed by the window while Gregfatiser observed them anxiously. It really
now seemed very obvious that they had expected to hearlsmantiful or entertaining violin playing
but had been disappointed, that they had had enough of tie pdrformance and it was only now
out of politeness that they allowed their peace to $tendied. It was especially unnerving, the way
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they all blew the smoke from their cigarettes upwards frieeir mouth and noses. Yet Gregor’s sister
was playing so beautifully. Her face was leant to ode,dollowing the lines of music with a careful
and melancholy expression. Gregor crawled a little &urtbrward, keeping his head close to the
ground so that he could meet her eyes if the chance ¥dasehe an animal if music could captivate
him so? It seemed to him that he was being shown theoathg tunknown nourishment he had been
yearning for. He was determined to make his way forward teidtsr and tug at her skirt to show her
she might come into his room with her violin, as no-gnareciated her playing here as much as he
would. He never wanted to let her out of his room, naiteahe lived, anyway; his shocking
appearance should, for once, be of some use to him; ledvanbe at every door of his room at once
to hiss and spit at the attackers; his sister shouldenfuirbed to stay with him, though, but stay of her
own free will; she would sit beside him on the coucthwger ear bent down to him while he told her
how he had always intended to send her to the conseryvatamyhe would have told everyone about it
last Christmas — had Christmas really come and gornedgfPe- if this misfortune hadn’t got in the
way, and refuse to let anyone dissuade him from it. €mnithg all this, his sister would break out in
tears of emotion, and Gregor would climb up to her showaddrkiss her neck, which, since she had
been going out to work, she had kept free without any aeelkdr collar.

“Mr. Samsa!”, shouted the middle gentleman to Gregatiser, pointing, without wasting any more
words, with his forefinger at Gregor as he slowly edvorward. The violin went silent, the middle of
the three gentlemen first smiled at his two friends, islggkis head, and then looked back at Gregor.
His father seemed to think it more important to calenttiree gentlemen before driving Gregor out,
even though they were not at all upset and seemed to thagofBwvas more entertaining that the
violin playing had been. He rushed up to them with his arngadput and attempted to drive them
back into their room at the same time as trying to btbek view of Gregor with his body. Now they
did become a little annoyed, and it was not clear whetheas his father’'s behaviour that annoyed
them or the dawning realisation that they had had abeig like Gregor in the next room without
knowing it. They asked Gregor’s father for explanatioased their arms like he had, tugged
excitedly at heir beards and moved back towards them iady very slowly. Meanwhile Gregor’s
sister had overcome the despair she had fallen into Wwheplaying was suddenly interrupted. She
had let her hands drop and let violin and bow hang lirfgyly while but continued to look at the
music as if still playing, but then she suddenly pulled hetsgéther, lay the instrument on her
mother’s lap who still sat laboriously struggling for ileavhere she was, and ran into the next room
which, under pressure from her father, the three gentleveee more quickly moving toward. Under
his sister’s experienced hand, the pillows and coveth®beds flew up and were put into order and
she had already finished making the beds and slipped auotlzfare the three gentlemen had reached
the room. Gregor’s father seemed so obsessed with whaasdoing that he forgot all the respect he
owed to his tenants. He urged them and pressed them umih ke was already at the door of the
room, the middle of the three gentlemen shouted likediiuand stamped his foot and thereby brought
Gregor’s father to a halt. “I declare here and now’sé#id, raising his hand and glancing at Gregor’s
mother and sister to gain their attention too, “thahwegard to the repugnant conditions that prevail
in this flat and with this family” — here he looked blyetbut decisively at the floor — “l give immediate
notice on my room. For the days that | have been living hwill, of course, pay nothing at all, on the
contrary | will consider whether to proceed with somelof action for damages from you, and
believe me it would be very easy to set out the groumdsuich an action.” He was silent and looked
straight ahead as if waiting for something. And indeed wWusftiends joined in with the words: “And
we also give immediate notice.” With that, he tookdhof the door handle and slammed the door.

Gregor’s father staggered back to his seat, feeling hismtayhis hands, and fell into it; it looked as if

he was stretching himself out for his usual evening nap oot fhe uncontrolled way his head kept

nodding it could be seen that he was not sleeping dtrahughout all this, Gregor had lain still where
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the three gentlemen had first seen him. His disappeintiat the failure of his plan, and perhaps also
because he was weak from hunger, made it impossiblenfoto move. He was sure that everyone
would turn on him any moment, and he waited. He was rest startled out of this state when the
violin on his mother’s lap fell from her trembling fingensd landed loudly on the floor.

“Father, Mother”, said his sister, hitting the table witr hand as introduction, “we can’t carry on like
this. Maybe you can'’t see it, but | can. | don’t wantall this monster my brother, all | can say is: we
have to try and get rid of it. We’ve done all that’s launty possible to look after it and be patient, |
don't think anyone could accuse us of doing anything wrong.” ‘Salesolutely right”, said Gregor’s
father to himself. His mother, who still had not hadeito catch her breath, began to cough dully, her
hand held out in front of her and a deranged expressioeriayes.

Gregor’s sister rushed to his mother and put her hand doriedsead. Her words seemed to give
Gregor’s father some more definite ideas. He sat upnidgyed with his uniform cap between the
plates left by the three gentlemen after their meaad, occasionally looked down at Gregor as he lay
there immobile.

“We have to try and get rid of it”, said Gregor’s sistew speaking only to her father, as her mother
was too occupied with coughing to listen, “it’'ll be the deatboth of you, | can see it coming. We
can't all work as hard as we have to and then come hofoe tortured like this, we can’'t endure it. |
can’'t endure it any more.” And she broke out so heavilganst that they flowed down the face of her
mother, and she wiped them away with mechanical han@ments. “My child”, said her father with
sympathy and obvious understanding, “what are we to do?ister just shrugged her shoulders as a
sign of the helplessness that had taken hold of Fgriading her earlier certainly when she had broken
into tears.

“If he could just understand us”, said his father almest guestion; his sister shook her hand
vigorously through her tears as a sign that of that tlvaseno question.

“If he could just understand us”, repeated Gregor’s fattlesing his eyes in acceptance of his sister’s
certainty that that was quite impossible, “then perhapsomé come to some kind of arrangement
with him. But as it is ...”

“It's got to go”, shouted his sister, “that’s the onlyyw&ather. You've got to get rid of the idea that
that's Gregor. We’'ve only harmed ourselves by believifigriso long. How can that be Gregor? If it
were Gregor he would have seen long ago that it's nallgedor human beings to live with an

animal like that and he would have gone of his own frdleWe wouldn’t have a brother any more,
then, but we could carry on with our lives and remembarvith respect. As it is this animal is
persecuting us, it's driven out our tenants, it obviouslgte/¢éo take over the whole flat and force us to
sleep on the streets. Father, look, just look”, sklelenly screamed, “he’s starting again!” In her
alarm, which was totally beyond Gregor’s comprehensiasister even abandoned his mother as she
pushed herself vigorously out of her chair as if morengllio sacrifice her own mother than stay
anywhere near Gregor. She rushed over to behind her, fathehad become excited merely because
she was and stood up half raising his hands in front of Geegjeter as if to protect her.

But Gregor had had no intention of frightening anyone, lelasll his sister. All he had done was
begin to turn round so that he could go back into his rodhgudh that was in itself quite startling as
his pain-wracked condition meant that turning round requargceat deal of effort and he was using
his head to help himself do it, repeatedly raising it ankiirsgrit against the floor. He stopped and
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looked round. They seemed to have realised his good inteméhad only been alarmed briefly.
Now they all looked at him in unhappy silence. His motéeiin her chair with her legs stretched out
and pressed against each other, her eyes nearly closeeviiustion; his sister sat next to his father
with her arms around his neck.

“Maybe now they’ll let me turn round”, thought Gregor anchiveack to work. He could not help
panting loudly with the effort and had sometimes to staghtake a rest. No- one was making him rush
any more, everything was left up to him. As soon as hdimaltly finished turning round he began to
move straight ahead. He was amazed at the great didtaatcseparated him from his room, and could
not understand how he had covered that distance in hisstet® a little while before and almost
without noticing it. He concentrated on crawling as &sshe could and hardly noticed that there was
not a word, not any cry, from his family to distract him

He did not turn his head until he had reached the doorwaglidHeot turn it all the way round as he

felt his neck becoming stiff, but it was nonethelessughdo see that nothing behind him had changed,
only his sister had stood up. With his last glance he saiwhtt mother had now fallen completely
asleep.

He was hardly inside his room before the door was hdyrgdit, bolted and locked. The sudden noise
behind Gregor so startled him that his little legs collapséeémimm. It was his sister who had been in
so much of a rush. She had been standing there waitingpamag forward lightly, Gregor had not
heard her coming at all, and as she turned the key in¢keshe said loudly to her parents “At last!”.

“What now, then?”, Gregor asked himself as he looked routitkidarkness. He soon made the
discovery that he could no longer move at all. This m@asurprise to him, it seemed rather that being
able to actually move around on those spindly little legd then was unnatural. He also felt relatively
comfortable. It is true that his entire body was achig,the pain seemed to be slowly getting weaker
and weaker and would finally disappear altogether. He cordday hardly feel the decayed apple in
his back or the inflamed area around it, which was enta@ered in white dust. He thought back of
his family with emotion and love. If it was possible, felt that he must go away even more strongly
than his sister. He remained in this state of empty aadghel rumination until he heard the clock
tower strike three in the morning. He watched as it lgidw@gan to get light everywhere outside the
window too. Then, without his willing it, his head sank dav@mpletely, and his last breath flowed
weakly from his nostrils.

When the cleaner came in early in the morning — theffghasked her not to keep slamming the
doors but with her strength and in her hurry she stll slo that everyone in the flat knew when she’d
arrived and from then on it was impossible to sleep at@e- she made her usual brief look in on
Gregor and at first found nothing special. She thought Isdlayang there so still on purpose, playing
the martyr; she attributed all possible understandingnto 8he happened to be holding the long
broom in her hand, so she tried to tickle Gregor wiftoin the doorway. When she had no success
with that she tried to make a nuisance of herself and patkieich a little, and only when she found she
could shove him across the floor with no resistanadl afid she start to pay attention. She soon
realised what had really happened, opened her eyes widgledtio herself, but did not waste time to
yank open the bedroom doors and shout loudly into the darkhéss bedrooms: “Come and 'ave a
look at this, it's dead, just lying there, stone dead!”

Mr. and Mrs. Samsa sat upright there in their marrisgband had to make an effort to get over the

shock caused by the cleaner before they could grasp whatshgaying. But then, each from his own

side, they hurried out of bed. Mr. Samsa threw the blamket his shoulders, Mrs. Samsa just came
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out in her nightdress; and that is how they went integ@r’'s room. On the way they opened the door
to the living room where Grete had been sleeping sincthtbe gentlemen had moved in; she was
fully dressed as if she had never been asleep, and dmepalof her face seemed to confirm this.
“Dead?”, asked Mrs. Samsa, looking at the charwomaniremgjy, even though she could have
checked for herself and could have known it even witbbetking. “That’s what | said”, replied the
cleaner, and to prove it she gave Gregor’s body anothee stith the broom, sending it sideways
across the floor. Mrs. Samsa made a movement hs ifvanted to hold back the broom, but did not
complete it. “Now then”, said Mr. Samsa, “let’s gileanks to God for that”. He crossed himself, and
the three women followed his example.

Grete, who had not taken her eyes from the corpse,“dagt:look how thin he was. He didn't eat
anything for so long. The food came out again just theesswhen it went in”. Gregor’s body was
indeed completely dried up and flat, they had not seen Itthati, but now he was not lifted up on his
little legs, nor did he do anything to make them look away.

“Grete, come with us in here for a little while”, dairs. Samsa with a pained smile, and Grete
followed her parents into the bedroom but not withoukilog back at the body. The cleaner shut the
door and opened the window wide. Although it was still ei@rthe morning the fresh air had
something of warmth mixed in with it. It was alreadg #nd of March, after all.

The three gentlemen stepped out of their room and loa@kewirin amazement for their breakfasts;
they had been forgotten about. “Where is our breakfase middle gentleman asked the cleaner
irritably. She just put her finger on her lips and madpiick and silent sign to the men that they might
like to come into Gregor’'s room. They did so, and stoodraad Gregor’s corpse with their hands in the
pockets of their well-worn coats. It was now quite tighthe room.

Then the door of the bedroom opened and Mr. Samsa appeaisdimform with his wife on one arm
and his daughter on the other. All of them had been cryiitidea Grete now and then pressed her face
against her father’s arm.

“Leave my home. Now!”, said Mr. Samsa, indicating do®r and without letting the women from

him. “What do you mean?”, asked the middle of the threeegasth somewhat disconcerted, and he
smiled sweetly. The other two held their hands behind laeks and continually rubbed them
together in gleeful anticipation of a loud quarrel whiolld only end in their favour. “I mean just
what | said”, answered Mr. Samsa, and, with his twoganions, went in a straight line towards the
man. At first, he stood there still, looking at the gras if the contents of his head were rearranging
themselves into new positions. “Alright, we’ll go tfighe said, and looked up at Mr. Samsa as if he
had been suddenly overcome with humility and wanted pagnisgjain from Mr. Samsa for his
decision. Mr. Samsa merely opened his eyes wide andylm@dded to him several times. At that, and
without delay, the man actually did take long strides the front hallway; his two friends had stopped
rubbing their hands some time before and had been listenwlgattowas being said. Now they jumped
off after their friend as if taken with a sudden feat thir. Samsa might go into the hallway in front of
them and break the connection with their leader. Omeeet all three took their hats from the stand,
took their sticks from the holder, bowed without a wand left the premises. Mr. Samsa and the two
women followed them out onto the landing; but they had lbagtason to mistrust the men’ intentions
and as they leaned over the landing they saw how tee gentlemen made slow but steady progress
down the many steps. As they turned the corner on &amttiiey disappeared and would reappear a
few moments later; the further down they went, theentbat the Samsa family lost interest in them;
when a butcher’s boy, proud of posture with his trajpisrhead, passed them on his way up and came
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nearer than they were, Mr. Samsa and the women aamane from the landing and went, as if relieved,
back into the flat.

They decided the best way to make use of that day wasl&xation and to go for a walk; not only

had they earned a break from work but they were insgneed of it. So they sat at the table and
wrote three letters of excusal, Mr. Samsa to his eyepdp Mrs. Samsa to her contractor and Grete to
her principal. The cleaner came in while they wergingito tell them she was going, she’d finished
her work for that morning. The three of them at flust nodded without looking up from what they
were writing, and it was only when the cleaner stillmtid seem to want to leave that they looked up in
irritation. “Well?”, asked Mr. Samsa. The charwomgoos in the doorway with a smile on her face as
if she had some tremendous good news to report, but wouldlorntyf she was clearly asked to. The
almost vertical little ostrich feather on her hahich had been source of irritation to Mr. Samsa all the
time she had been working for them, swayed gently inir@ttons. “What is it you want then?”,

asked Mrs. Samsa, whom the cleaner had the most réspedtes”, she answered, and broke into a
friendly laugh that made her unable to speak straight dwayl then, that thing in there, you needn’t
worry about how you're going to get rid of it. That's ladlen sorted out.” Mrs. Samsa and Grete bent
down over their letters as if intent on continuinghmithat they were writing; Mr. Samsa saw that the
cleaner wanted to start describing everything in detail bti, autstretched hand, he made it quite
clear that she was not to. So, as she was preventaddiing them all about it, she suddenly
remembered what a hurry she was in and, clearly peevit] oat “Cheerio then, everyone”, turned
round sharply and left, slamming the door terribly as stetw

“Tonight she gets sacked”, said Mr. Samsa, but he reteweeply from either his wife or his
daughter as the charwoman seemed to have destroyed teelpmabad only just gained. They got up
and went over to the window where they remained weir #rms around each other. Mr. Samsa
twisted round in his chair to look at them and sat thextelng for a while. Then he called out:
“Come here, then. Let’s forget about all that oldfsghall we. Come and give me a bit of attention”.
The two women immediately did as he said, hurrying towvéim where they kissed him and hugged
him and then they quickly finished their letters. Afieait, the three of them left the flat together,
which was something they had not done for months, and beotkam out to the open country outside
the town. They had the tram, filled with warm sunshalkto themselves. Leant back comfortably on
their seats, they discussed their prospects and foundrif@dser examination they were not at all bad
— until then they had never asked each other about théirwt all three had jobs which were very
good and held particularly good promise for the future. greatest improvement for the time being,
of course, would be achieved quite easily by moving housat thby needed now was a flat that was
smaller and cheaper than the current one which haddbesen by Gregor, one that was in a better
location and, most of all, more practical. All thend, Grete was becoming livelier. With all the worry
they had been having of late her cheeks had become pglejhie they were talking, Mr. and Mrs.
Samsa were struck, almost simultaneously, with theghioof how their daughter was blossoming into
a well built and beautiful young lady. They became guietust from each other’s glance and almost
without knowing it they agreed that it would soon be timénd a good man for her. And, as if in
confirmation of their new dreams and good intentionsoa® as they reached their destination Grete
was the first to get up and stretch out her young body.
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