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The theme of metamorphosis is found in classical literature, most famously in the Metamorphoses 
of Ovid (43 B.C.-A.D. 1 7  or 1 8 ), which traces through mythology the development of the human 
race to its culmination in the Roman order. See below, pp. 1 07-8. Kafka's word for "meta­
morphosis"-Verwandlung-also means a scene change in a stage play. The English word "meta­
morphosis" is slightly more eJe,·ated in tone than the German, which could also arguably be 
translated as "The Transformation." 
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When Gregor Samsa1 woke up one morning from unsettl ing dreams, 
he found h imself changed in h is  bed into a monstrous vermin . 2  He was 
lying on his back as hard as armor plate, and when he l ifted his head 
a l ittle ,  he saw his vaulted brown belly, sectioned by arch-shaped ribs, 
to whose dome the cover, about to slide off completely, could barely 
c l ing. His many legs, pitiful ly th in compared with the size of the rest 
of h im,  were waving helplessly before his eyes. 

"What's happened to me?" he thought. It was no dream. His room, 
a regular human room,� only a l i ttle on the small side, lay quiet be­
tween the four fami l iar walls .  Over the table, on which an unpacked 
l ine of fabric samples was all spread out-Samsa was a tra,·el ing 
salesman-hung the picture which he had recently cut out of a glossy 
magazine and lodged in a pretty gilt frame. It showed a lady done up 
in a fur hat and a fur boa,4 sitting upright and rais ing up aga inst the 
viewer a hea\y fur muff in which her whole forearm had disappeared .  

Gregor's eyes then turned to the window, and the m·ercast weather 
-he could hear ra indrops h i tt ing aga inst the metal window ledge­
completely depressed h im .  "How about going back to sleep for a few 
m inutes and forgetting all this nonsense ," he thought, but that was 
completely impracticable , s ince he was used to sleeping on his right 
side and in h is present state could not get into that posit ion. No matter 
how hard he th rew h imself onto his righ t side, he always rocked onto 
his back aga in .  He must ha,·e tried it a hundred times, closing his eyes 
so as not to have to sec his squirming legs, and stopped only when he 
began to feel a slight, dul l  pa in in his side, wh ich he had ne\·er felt 
before. 

"Oh Cod," he thought, "what a gruel ing job I've picked! Day in, 

I .  "l11c name ''Gregor Samsa" app<·ars to dcri,·c partly from literary works Kafka had read.  The 
hero of The Ston· o{ Young Renate Fuchs, h\' th< ·  German-Jewish no\'clist Jakob \\'asscnnann 
(1 87�-1 9H). is a certain Crcgor Samassa. The Viennese author Leopold \"Oil Sacher-�lasoch 
(1 8�6- 1 895),  whose sexual imagination ga\'C rise to the idea of masoch ism, is also an influ­
ence. Sachcr-1\lasoch (note the ldkrs Sa-1\las) wrote \'enus in Furs (1 870), a nm·cl whose 
h<·ro is named Gregor. A "Venus in furs" l ikrally recurs in The .\letamorphosis in the picture 
that Gr<·gor Samsa has hung on his h<·droom wall. Sec below, n. -+, and p. 1 6 5 .  The name 
Samsa also rcscmhks Kafka in its pia\· of \'0\\·els and consonants. Sec below. "Backgrounds 
and Contexts," p. 75 .  

Z .  Kafka us<·s the words unruhige Triiumen ( l ikrally, "rcstkss dreams"), an odd expression com­
bining the more usual phrases "rcstkss sleep" and "had dreams." For a discussion of "mon­
strous \'Crmin." see below, pp. 87- 88 and pp. 1 85- 90. 

� .  "An unusual expression, roughly analogous to 'ch ildren's room.' Gregor's nt·art·st surroundings 
(in the story Gregor is doing the ohser\'ing and reflecting) appear to him as something matter­
of-fact and humanly normal, whilt· this expression itsdf implies his 11!1naturalnt·ss as a mt•ta­
morphoscd animal" ( Peter Beicken, Erliiuterungen und Dokumente. Franz Kafka: Die 
\'envandlung [Clarifications and documents. Franz Kafka: The Metamorphosis] [Stuttgart: 
Rcclam, 1 98�] 8) .  

-+. An ornamental scarf, l)pically of fur or feathers. draped snakelike around a woman's neck. It 
could c\'Okc an image of E\'c before the Fall .  For further discussion of this image, sec below, 
pp. 205-6. 
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4 FRANZ KAFKA 

day out-on the road . The upset of doing business is much worse than 
the actual business in  the home office, and, besides, I 've got the torture 
of travel ing, worrying about changing trains, eating miserable food at 
all hours, constantly seeing new faces, no relationsh ips that last or get 
more intimate. To the devil with i t  al l ! "  He felt a sl ight i tching up on 
top of his belly; shm·ed himself slowly on h is back closer to the bedpost, 
so as to be able to l ift his head better; found the itchy spot, studded 
with small white dots wh ich he had no idea what to make of; and 
wanted to touch the spot ,,·ith one of his legs but immediately pulled 
it back, for the contact sent a cold sh iver through h im.  

He s l id  back again into h is original position . "This getting up so 
early," he thought, "makes anyone a complete idiot. Human beings 
have to have their sleep. Other tra,·e l ing salesmen l ive l ike harem 
women .  For instance, when I go back to the hotel before lunch to write 
up the business I 've done, these gentlemen are j ust having breakfast. 
That's al l  I 'd have to try with my boss; I 'd be fired on the spot. Anyway, 
who knows if that wouldn't be a very good th ing for me. If I d idn't hold 
back for my parents' sake, I would have quit long ago, I would have 
marched up to the boss and spoken my piece from the bottom of my 
heart. He would have fallen off the desk ! It is funn�·. too, the way he 
sits on the desk and talks down from the heights to the employees, 
especially when they have to come right up close on account of the 
boss's being hard of hearing. Wel l ,  I haven't gi,·en up hope completely; 
once I\-c gotten the money together to pay off my parents' debt to 
him-that will probably take another five or six years- I'm going to do 
it without fa i l .  Then I'm going to make the big break. But for the time 
being I 'd better get up, since my tra in leaves at fi,·e . "  

And he looked m·cr a t  the alarm clock, which was ticking on the 
chest of drawers. "Cod Almighty ! "5 he thought. It was s ix-thirty, the 
hands were qu ietly mo\" ing forward, it was actually past the half-hour, 
it was already nearly a quarter to. Could it be that the alarm hadn't 
gone off? You could see from the bed that it was set correctly for four 
o'clock; it certainly h>ld gone off, too . Yes, but was i t  poss ible to sleep 
qu ietly through a ringing that made the furniture shake? Well, he cer­
ta inly hadn't slept quietly, but probably al l  the more soundly for that. 
But what should he do now? The next tra in left at seven o'clock; to 
make it , he would have to hurry l ike a madman, and the line of samples 
wasn't packed yet, and he h imself didn't feel especially fresh and ready 
to march around. And even if he did make the tra in, he could not 
m·oid getting it from the boss, because the messenger boy had been 
waiting at the fi,·e-o' clock tra in and would have long ago reported his 
;. In Kafka's German lilcrally "llca\·cnly Father," indicating that the Samsa family is Christian 

and almost certainly Catholic. See below, p. !9, n. 4, and p. 40, n. 9. 



THE METAI\IORPHOSIS 5 

not showing up. He was a tool6 of the boss, without brains or backbone . 
What if he were to say he was sick? But that would be extremely em­
barrassing and suspicious because during his fi,·e years with the firm 
Gregor had not been sick even once. The boss would be sure to come 
with the health-insurance doctor, blame his parents for their lazy son, 
and cut off al l excuses by quoting the health-insurance doctor, for 
whom the world consisted of people who were completely healthy but 
afra id to work. And, besides, in th is case would he be so very wrong? 
In fact, Gregor fe lt fine, with the exception of his drowsiness, which 
was really unnecessary after sleeping so late, and he even had a rm·­
enous appetite . 

Just as he was thinking al l  this m·er at top speed, "·ithout being able 
to decide to get out of bed-the alarm clock had just struck a quarter 
to seven-he heard a cautious knocking at the door next to the head 
of his bed. "Gregor," someone called-it  was his mother-"it's a quarter 
to seven. Didn't you want to catch the train?" \\1Jat a soft mice ! Gregor 
was shocked to hear his own mice answeri ng, unmistakably his own 
voice, true, but in which , as if from helm, ·, an insistent distressed chirp­
ing intruded, which left the clarity of his words intact only for a moment 
really, before so badly garbl ing them as they carried that no one could 
be sure if he had heard right. Gregor had \\·anted to ans\\·er in detail 
and to explain e\·erything, but, gi, ·en the circumstances, confined him­
self to saying, "Yes, yes, thanks, ;\!other, I'm just getting up." The 
wooden door must hm·e pre,·ented the change in Gregor's mice from 
being noticed outs ide , because his mother was satisfied with this expla­
nation and shuffled off. But the ir l i ttle exchange had made the rest of 
the family aware that, contrary to expectations, Gregor was st i l l  in the 
house, and a lready his father was knocking on one of the sidf' doors ,  
feebly but \\·ith his fist . - "Gregor, Gregor," he called, "what's going on?" 
And after a l i ttle while he called aga in in  a deeper, warning mice, 
"Gregor! Gregor! " At the other side door, hmre\·er, his sister moaned 
gently, "Gregor? Is something the matter \\· ith you?  Do you want any­
thing?" Toward both sides Gregor answered: ''I'm al l  ready," and made 
an effort, by meticulous pronunciation and by inserting long pauses 
between indi,·idual words, to e l iminate e\·erything from his mice that 
might betray him. His father went back to h is breakfast, but his sister 
whispered, "Gregor, open up, I'm pleading with you ."  But Gregor had 
absolutely no intention of opening the door and complimented himself 
instead on the precaution he had adopted from his business trips, of 
locking all the doors during the night even at home. 

First of all he wanted to get up quietly, without any excitement; get 

6. Kafka l iterally writes "It  [Es]" was a "tool,"' using for "tool" the German word Kreatur [crea­
ture]. Both German words introduce an atmosphere of animality-of displaced animality, for 
it is Gregor, after all, who is the animal. 

7 .  Sec below, p. 1 97. 



6 FRA:'\Z Ko\FKA 

dressed; and, the main th ing, have breakfast, and only then th ink about 
what to do next, for he saw clcarlv that in bed he would ne\·er th ink 
things through to a rational conci;Is ion. He remembered how c\·en in 
the past he had often fel t  some kind of sl ight pain , poss ibly caused by 
lying in an uncomfortable posit ion, which, when he got up, turned out 
to be purely imaginary, and he was eager to see how today's fantasy 
would gradually fade away. That the change in his \'Dice was noth ing 
more than the first sign of a bad cold, an occupational a i lment of the 
traveling salesman, he had no doubt in the least. 

I t  was very easy to throw off the co\·er; all he had to do was puff 
himself up a l ittle, and i t  fel l  off by itself. But after th is, things got 
difficult , especial ly since he was so unusually broad . He would ha,·e 
needed hands and arms to lift h imself up, but instead of that he had 
only his numerous l ittle legs, which were in e\·e�· d ifferent kind of 
perpetual motion and which , besides, he could "not control . I f  he 
wanted to bend one, the first th ing that happened was that it stretched 
itself out; and if he finally succeeded in gett ing th is leg to do what he 
wanted , all the others in the meantime, as if set free, began to work in 
the most intensely pa inful agitation. "Just don't stay in bed being use­
less," Gregor said to h imself. 

First he tried to get out of bed with the lower part of his body, but 
this lower part-which by the way he had not seen yet and which he 
could not form a clear pichue of-prm·ed too difficult to budge; it was 
taking so long; and when final ly, almost out of h is mind, he lunged 
forward with all his force, "·i thout caring, he had picked the wrong 
direction and slammed h imself ,·iolently against the lower bedpost, and 
the scaring pain he felt taught h im that exactly the lower part of his 
body was, for the moment anyway, the most sensitive . 

He therefore tried to get the upper part of his body out of bed first 
and warily turned his head to\\·ard the edge of the bed. This worked 
easily, and in spite of i ts width and weight, the mass of his body final ly 
fol lowed, slowly, the mo\·cmcnt of his head. But when at last he stuck 
his head over the edge of the bed into the air, he got too scared to 
con tinue any further, since if he finally let h imself fal l  in this po5ition , 
it would be a miracle if he didn't in jure  his head. And j ust now he had 
better not for the l ife of him lose consciousness; he would rather stay 
in bed. 

But when, once again, after the same exertion, he lay in his original 
position, sighing, and again watched his l ittle legs struggl i ng, if possible 
more fiercely, with each other and saw no way of bringing peace and 
order into th is mindless motion , he again told h imself that i t  was im­
possible for him to stay in bed and that the most rational thing was to 
make any sacrifice for even the smal lest hope of freeing h imself from 
the bed. But at the same time he did not forget to remind h imself 
occasionally that th inking things m·er ca lmly- indeed, as calmly as 
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possible-was much better than jumping to desperate decisions. At such 
moments he fixed his eyes as sharply as possible on the window, but 
unfortunately there was l ittle confidence and cheer to be gotten from 
the view of the morning fog, which shrouded even the other side of 
the narrow street. "Seven o'clock al ready," he said to h imself as the 
alarm clock struck again, "seven o'clock al ready and still such a fog ."  
And for a l ittle whi le  he lay quietly, breathing shal lowly, as if expecting, 
perhaps, from the complete si lence the return of th ings to the way they 
really and naturally were . 

But then he said to h imself, "Before it strikes a quarter past sc\·cn, I 
must be completely out of bed without fa i l .  Anyway, by that time some­
one from the firm will be here to find out where I am, since the office 
opens before seven ."  And now he started rocking the complete length 
of his body out of the bed with a smooth rhythm.  If he let himself 
topple out of bed in this way, his head, which on fal l ing he planned 
to l ift up sharply, would presumably remain unharmed. !l is back 
seemed to be hard; nothing was l ikely to happen to it when it fel l  onto 
the rug. His biggest misgiving came from his concern about the loud 
crash that was bound to occur and would probably create, if not terror, 
at least anxiety behind all the doors. But that would have to he risked. 

When Gregor's body already pro jected halfway out of bed-the new 
method was more of a game than a struggle, he only had to keep on 
rocking and jerking h imself along-he thought how simple everything 
would be if he could get some help. Two strong persons-he thought 
of his father and the maid-would hm·c been completely sufficient; they 
would only have had to shove their arms under his arched hack, in th is 
way scoop him off the bed, bend down with the ir burden,  and then 
j ust be careful and patient while he managed to swing himself down 
onto the floor, where his l i ttle legs would hopefully acquire some pur ­
pose. Wel l ,  leaving out the fact that the doors were locked, should he 
really call for help? In spite of all his miseries, he could not repress a 
smile at this thought. 

He was al ready so far along that when he rocked more strongly he 
could hardly keep his balance, and \·cry soon he would have to commit 
himself, because in fi\ ·e minutes it would be a quarter past seven­
when the doorbell rang. " I t's someone from the firm," he said to him­
self and almost froze, wh ile his l i ttle legs only danced more quickly. 
For a moment everything remained quiet. "They're not going to an­
swer," Gregor said to himself, captivated by some senseless hope. But 
then, of course, the maid went to the door as usual with her firm stride 
and opened up. Gregor only had to hear the visitor's first word of greet­
ing to know who it was-the office manager himself. Why was only 
Gregor condemned to work for a finn where at the sl ightest omission 
they immediately suspected the worst? Were all employees louts with­
out exception, wasn't there a single loyal ,  ded icated worker among them 
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who, when he had not fully utilized a few hours of the morning for 
the firm, was dri,·cn half-mad by pangs of conscience and was actual ly 
unable to get out of bed? Real ly, wouldn't it ha,·e been enough to send 
one of the apprentices to find out-if this prying were absolutely 
necessary-did the manager himself ha,·e to come, and did the whole 
innocent family ha,·e to be shown in this way that the investigation of 
this suspicious affair could be entrusted only to the intellect of the 
manager? And more as a result of the excitement produced in Gregor 
by these thoughts than as a result of any real decision, he swung himself 
out of bed with all  his might. There was a loud thump, but it was not 
a real crash. The fal l  was broken a little by the rug, and Gregor's back 
was more clastic than he had thought, "·hich explained the not ,·ery 
noticeable muffled sound. Only he had not held his head carefully 
enough and hit it; he turned it and rubbed it on the rug in anger and 
pain. 

"Something fell in there," said the manager in the room on the left. 
Gregor tried to imagine whether something like what had happened to 
him today could one day happen e,·en to the manager; �·ou really had 
to grant the possibility. But, as if in rude reply to this question, the 
manager took a few decisive steps in the next room and made his patent 
leather boots creak. From the room on the right his sister whispered, 
to inform Gregor, "Gregor, the manager is here." "I know," Gregor 
said to himself; but he did not dare raise his \"Oice enough for his sister 
to hear. 

"Gregor," his father now said from the room on the left, "the man­
ager has come and wants to be informed "·hy you didn't catch the early 
train. \\'e don't kno\\· what we should sa\· to him. Besides, he wants to 
speak to you personal ly. So please open 

'
the door. He "·ill certainly be 

so kind as to excuse the disorder of the room." "Good morning, l'vlr. 
Samsa," the manager called in a friendly \"Oice. "There's something the 
matter with him," his mother said to the manager while his father was 
stil l at the door, talking. "Believe me, sir, there's something the matter 
with him. Otherwise how would Gregor have missed a train? That boy 
has nothing on his mind but the business. It's almost begun to rile me 
that he never goes out nights. He's been back in the city for eight days 
now, but c\·ery night he's been home. He sits there with us at the table, 
quietly reading the paper or studying train schedules. It's already a 
distraction for him when he's busy working with his fretsaw.8 For in­
stance, in the span of two or three evenings he carved a little frame. 
You'll be amazed how pretty it is; it's hanging inside his room. You'll 
see it right away when Gregor opens the door. You know, I'm glad that 
you\e come, sir. We would never ha,·e gotten Gregor to open the door 
by ourselves; he's so stubborn. And there's certainly something wrong 

8. :\ saw with a long. narrow, fine-toothed blade used for cutting thin wooden boards into 
patterns. 
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with him, e\·en though he said this morning there wasn't." ''I'm coming 
right away," said Gregor slowly and deliberately, not mm·ing in order 
not to miss a word of the com·ersation. "I ha,·en't any other explanation 
myself," said the manager. "I hope it's nothing serious. On the other 
hand, I must say that we businessmen-fortunately or unfortunately, 
whiche\·er you prefer-\·ery often simply haYe to m·ercome a slight in­
disposition for business reasons." "So can the manager come in now?" 
asked his father, impatient, and knocked on the door again. ":\'o," said 
Gregor. In the room on the left there was an embarrassing silence; in 
the room on the right his sister began to sob. 

Why didn't his sister go in to the others? She had probabl�· just got 
out of bed and not e\·cn started to get dressed. Then what \\·as she 
crying about? Because he didn't get up and didn't let the manager in, 
because he was in danger of losing his job, and because then the boss 
would start hounding his parents about the old debts? For the time 
being, certainly, her \\·orries \\'ere unnecessary. Gregor \\·as still here 
and hadn't the slightest intention of letting the family dmm. True. at 
the moment he was lying on the rug, and no one knowing his condition 
could seriously ha,·e expected him to let the manager in. But just he­
cause of this slight discourtesy. for which an appropriate excuse would 
easily be found later 011, Gregor could not simply be dismissed . Ami to 
Gregor it seemed much more sensible to lea\·c him alone now than to 
bother him with crying and persuasion. But it \\·as just the uncertainty 
that was tormenting the others and excused their bcha,·ior. 

"l\lr. Samsa," the manager nm,· called. raising his n1ice. '\d1at's the 
matter? You barricade yourself in Hlllr room. answer onh- \-cs' and 'no.' 
cause your parents scri�us, tmncc�ssary \Hlrry. and you J�eglcct-1 men­
tion this only in passing-your duties to the firm in a really shocking 
manner. I am speaking here in the name of your parents and of your 
employer and ask you in all seriousness for an immediate, clear expla­
nation. I'm amazed, amazed. I thought I knew you to be a quiet, rea­
sonable person, and now you suddenly seem to want to start strutting 
about, Aaunting strange whims. The head of the firm did suggest to 
me this morning a possible explanation for your tardiness-it concerned 
the cash pa�ments recently entrusted to you-but reall�·. I practically 
ga,·e my word of honor that this explanation could not be right. But 
now, seeing your incomprehensible obstinacy, I am about to lose e\·en 
the slightest desire to stick up for you in any way at all. And your job 
is not the most secure. Originally I intended to tell you all this in 
pri,·ate, but since you make me waste my time here for nothing, I don't 
see why your parents shouldn't hear too. Your performance of late has 
been ,·cry unsatisfactory; I know it is not the best season for doing 
business, we all recognize that; but a season for not doing any business, 
there is no such thing. Mr. Samsa, such a thing cannot be tolerated." 

"But, sir," cried Gregor, beside himself, in his excitement forgetting 
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everyth ing else, ' ' I 'm just opening up, in a minute. A sl ight ind isposi­
tion, a dizzy spel l ,  prevented me from gett ing up. I'm sti l l  in bed. But 
I already feel fine again. I'm just getting out of bed. Just be patient for 
a minute! I 'm not as well as I thought yet. But real ly I 'm fine. How 
something l ike this could just take a person by surprise ! Only last night 
I was fine, my parents can tell you ,  or wait, last night I al ready had a 
sl ight premonition. They must have been able to tell by looking at me. 
Why d idn't I report it to the office! But you always think that you' l l  get 
over a sickness without staying home. Sir !  Spare my parents ! There's 
no basis for any of the accusations that you're making against me now; 
no one has ever said a word to me about them. Perhaps you haven't 
seen the last orders I sent in. Anyway, I'm still going on the road with 
the eight o'clock tra in ;  these few hours of rest have done me good. 
Don't let me keep you ,  s i r. I ' l l  be at the office Il'lyself right away, and 
be so kind as to tel l  them this, and give my respects to the head of the 
firn1 ."  

And whi le  Gregor hastily blurted al l  th i s  out, hardly knowing what 
he was saying, he had easily approached the chest of drawers , probably 
as a result of the practice he had already gotten in bed, and now he 
tried to raise himself up against it . He actually intended to open the 
door, actually present himself and speak to the manager; he was eager 
to find out what the others, who were now so anxious to see him, would 
say at the sight of him. If they were shocked, then Gregor had no further 
responsibil ity and could be calm. But if they took everything calmly, 
then he, too, had no reason to get excited and could, if  he hurried, 
actually be at the station by e ight o'clock. At first he slid off the polished 
chest of drawers a few times, but at last, giving h imself a final push, he 
stood upright; he no longer paid any attention to the pains in his ab­
domen, no matter how much they were burning. Now he let himself 
fal l  against the back of a nearby chair, c l inging to its slats with h is l ittle 
legs. But by doing this he had gotten control of h imself and fel l  s i lent, 
since he could now l isten to what the manager was saying. 

"Did you understand a word?" the manager was asking his parents . 
"He isn't trying to make fools of us, is he?" "My Cod," cried his mother, 
already in tears, ''maybe he's seriously i l l ,  and here we are, torturing 
him. Crete ! Crete ! "  she then cried . "Mother?" called his sister from 
the other side. They communicated by way of Gregor's room .  "Co to 
the doctor's immediately. Gregor is sick. Hurry , get the doctor. Did you 
just hear Gregor talking?" "That was the voice of an animal ,"  said the 
manager, in a tone conspicuously soft compared with the mother's yell­
ing. "Anna !" "Anna ! "9 the father called through the foyer into the 
kitchen, clapping his hands, "get a locksmith right away!" And al ready 
the two girls were running with rustl ing skirts through the foyer-how 
9. Anna is presumably the name of the maid who also does the cooking; hence she is later 

referred to as "the pre,·ious cook."  See below, p. 24, n. 5 .  
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could his sister ha\'c gotten dressed so quickly?-and tearing open the 
door to the apartment. The door could not be heard slamming; they 
had probably left it open, as is the custom in homes where a great 
misfortune has occurrcd.1 

But Gregor had become much calmer. It was true that they no longer 
understood his words, though they had seemed clear enough to him, 
clearer than before, probably because his car had grown accustomed 
to them. But still, the others now belie\'ed that there was something 
the matter with him and were ready to help him. The assurance and 
confidence with which the first measures had been taken did him good. 
He felt integrated into human society once again and hoped for mar­
velous, amazing feats from both the doctor and the locksmith, without 
really distinguishing sharply between them. In order to make his \'Oicc 
as clear as possible for the crucial discussions that \\'Cfc approaching, 
he cleared his throat a little-taking pains, of comsc, to do so in a \'cry 
muffled manner, since this noise, too, might sound different from 1m­
man coughing, a thing he no longer trusted himself to decide. In the 
next room, meanwhile, C\'crything had become completely still. Per­
haps his parents were sitting at the table with the manager, whispering; 
perhaps they were all leaning against the door and listening. 

Gregor slowly lugged himself toward the door, pushing the chair in 
front of him, then let go of it, threw himself against the door, held 
himself upright against it-the pads on the bottom of his little legs 
exuded a little stich substance-and for a moment rested there from 
the exertion. But th�n he got started turning the key in the lock with 
his mouth. Unfortunate!\- it seemed that he had no real teeth-what 
was he supposed to grip 

'
the key with?-hut in compensation his ja\\·s, 

of course, were \'cry strong; with their help he actualk got the key 
mo\'ing and paid no attention to the fact that he was undoubtedly 
hurting himself in some way, for a brmm liquid came out of his mouth, 
flowed o\'cr the key, and dripped onto the floor. "Listen," said the 
manager in the next room, ''he's turning the key." This was great en­
couragement to Gregor; but C\'cryonc should ha\·c cheered him on, his 
father and mother too. "Co, Gregor," they should ha\'c called, "keep 
going, at that lock, harder, harder!" And in the delusion that they were 
all following his efforts with suspense, he clamped his jaws madly on 
the key with all the strength he could muster. Depending on the prog­
ress of the key, he danced around the lock; holding himself upright 
only by his mouth, he clung to the key, as the situation demanded, or 
pressed it down again with the whole weight of his body. The clearer 
click of the lock as it finally snapped back positi\-cly woke Gregor up. 
With a sigh of relief he said to himself, "So I didn't need the locksmith 

I. :\ belief found among Jewish mystics, as well as in m;my older European cultures, holds that 
the doors or windows of a hotL,<' in which there has been a recent death must be left open 
to facilitate the exit of the :\ngcl of Death. 
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after al l," and laid his head clown on the handle in order to open wide 
[one \\'ing of the double cloors].2 

Since he had to usc this method of opening the door, it was really 
opened \'cry \\·ide \\'hile he himself \\'as stil l im·isible. He first had to 
cd!;c slo\\'ly around the one \\'ing of the door, and do so \'ery carefully 
if he ,,·as not to fall flat on his back just before entering. He was still 
busy with this difficult mancm·er and had no time to pay attention to 
anything else \\'hen he heard the manager burst out \\'ith a loud 
"Oh ! "  -it sounded l ike a rush of \\'ind-and now he could see him, 
standing closest to the door, his hand pressed m·er his open mouth, 
slowly backing away, as if repulsed by an im·isible, unrelenting force. 
His mother-in spite of the manager's presence she stood with her hair 
still unbraidecl from the night, sticking out in all dtrections-first looked 
at his father with her hands clasped, then took two steps toward Gregor, 
and sank down in the midst of her skirts spreading out around her, her 
face completely hidden on her breast. \\'ith a hostile expression his 
father clenched his fist, as if to dri\·c Gregor back into his room, then 
looked uncertainly around the li\'ing room, shielded his eyes with his 
hands, and sobbed with hem·es of his powerful chest. 

No\\' Gregor did not enter the room after al l but leaned against the 
inside of the firmly bolted wing of the door, so that only half his body 
was \·isible and his head abm·e it, cocked to one side and peeping out 
at the others. In the meantime it had grown much lighter; across the 
street one could see clearly a section of the endless, grayish-black build­
ing opposite-it was a hospital-with its regular \\'indows starkly pierc­
ing the fa\adc; the rain was still coming down, but only in large, 
separately \·isible drops that \\'ere also pelting the ground literally one 
at a time. The breakfast dishes were laid out la\'ishh· on the table, since 
for his father breakfast was the most important me; l of the day, which 
he \\'Ould prolong for hours \\'hile reading \'arious newspapers. On the 
wall directly opposite hung a photograph of Gregor from his army days, 
in a lieutenant's uniform, his hand on his s\\'ord, a carefree smile on 
his lips, demanding respect for his bearing and his rank. The door to 
the foyer was open, and since the front door was open too, it \\'<lS 
possible to see out onto the landing and the top of the stairs going 
clown. 

"\\'el l," said Gregor-and he was thoroughly aware of being the only 
one who had kept calm-'Tl l get dressed right away, pack up my sam­
ples, and go. \\'ill yon, will yon please let me go? �o\\', sir, you see, 
I'm not stubborn and I'm willing to work; tra\·eling is a hardship, but 
without it I couldn't li\·c. \\'here are yon going, sir? To the office? Yes? 
\\'ill yon gi,·c an honest report of e\·e�·thing? A man might find for a 
moment that he \\'as unable to work, but that's exactly the right time 

2. Literally. "the door." 
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to remember his past accomplishments and to consider that later on, 
when the obstacle has been removed, he's bound to work al l  the harder 
and more efficiently. I 'm under so many obl igations to the head of the 
firm, as you know very wel l .  Besides, I also have my parents and my 
s ister to worry about .  I 'm in a t ight spot , but I 'l l  also \\·ork my way out 
again .  Don't make things harder for me than they already arc. Stick up 
for me in the office, please. Tra\-ding salesmen aren 't well l iked there, 
I know. People th ink they make a fortune leading the gay life .  :'1/o one 
has any particular reason to rectify this pre jud ice. But you ,  s ir , you ha\·c 
a better perspective on th ings than the rest of the office, an c\·cn better 
perspective , j ust between the two of us, than the head of the firm him­
self, who in h i s  capacity as owner easi ly  lets his j udgment be swayed 
against an employee. And you also knm\· \·cry well that the trmding 
salesman, who is out of the office practically the whole year round ,  can 
so easily become the \·ictim of goss ip, contingencies, and unfounded 
accusations, against which he's completely unable to defend himself, 
since in most cases he kno\\"S noth ing at all about them except when 
he returns exhausted from a trip, and back home gets to suffer on his 
own person the grim consequences, which can no longer be traced 
back to their causes. Si r, don't go <m·ay \vithout a mml to te ll me you 
think I 'm at least partly right ! "  

But  at Gregor's first words the manager had already turned mvay and 
with curled l ips  looked back at Gregor only over his twitching shoulder. 
And during Gregor's speech he did not stand st i ll for a minute but, 
without letting Gregor out of his s ight, backed tm\·ard the door, yet n:ry 
gradually, as if there were some secret proh ibition against l ca\· ing the 
room . He was a lrcad\· in the fowr, and from the sudden mm·cmcnt 
with which he took l;is last step from the l i \ · ing room, one might ha\ ·c 
thought he had j ust burned the sole of h is foot. In the foyer, however, 
he stretched his right hand far out toward the sta ircase, as i f  nothing 
less than an unearthly del iverance were await ing h im there .  

Gregor real ized that he must  on no acconnt le t  the manager go away 
in this mood if his position in the firm were not to be jeopardized in 
the extreme. His parents did not understand this too wel l ;  in the course 
of the years they had formed the com·iction that Gregor was set for l ife 
in th is firm; and furthermore, they were so preoccupied with their im­
mediate troubles that they had lost al l  consideration for the fu ture .  But  
Gregor had th i s  forethought. The manager must  be deta ined ,  calmed 
down, com·inced, and final ly won m·er; Gregor's and the family's future 
depended on it !  If only his sister had been there ! She was perceptive; 
she had already begun to cry when Gregor was sti ll lying calmly on his 
back. And certainly the manager, this ladies' man, would ha\·e listened 
to her; she would have shut the front door and in the foyer talked him 
out of his  scare. But h i s  sister was not there; Gregor had to handle the 
s ituation h imself. And without stopping to realize that he had no idea 
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what his new faculties of mm·emcnt were, and without stopping to 
realize either that his speech had possibly-indeed, probably-not been 
understood again, he let go of the wing of the door; he shoved himself 
through the opening, intending to go to the manager, who was already 
on the landing, ridiculously holding onto the banisters with both hands; 
but groping for support, Gregor immediately fell down with a little cry 
onto his numerous little legs. This had hardly happened when for the 
first time that morning he had a feeling of physical well-being; his little 
legs were on firm ground; they obeyed him completely, as he noted to 
his joy; they even strained to carry him away wherever he wanted to 
go; and he already believed that final recovery from all his sufferings 
was imminent. But at that very moment, as he lay on the floor rocking 
with repressed motion, not far from his mother and just opposite her, 
she, who had seemed so completely self-absorbed, all at once jumped 
up, her arms stretched wide, her fingers spread, crying, "Help, for Cod's 
sake, help!" held her head bent as if to see Gregor better, but incon­
sistently darted madly backward instead; had forgotten that the table 
laden with the breakfast dishes stood behind her; sat down on it hastily, 
as if her thoughts were elsewhere, when she reached it; and did not 
seem to notice at all that ncar her the big coffeepot had been knocked 
m·er and coffee was pouring in a steady stream onto the rug. 

"Mother, Mother," said Gregor softly and looked up at her. For a 
minute the manager had completely slipped his mind; on the other 
hand at the sight of the spilling coffee he could not resist snapping his 
jaws several times in the air. At this his mother screamed once more, 
fled from the table, and fell into the arms of his father, who came 
rushing up to her. But Gregor had no time now for his parents; the 
manager was already on the stairs; with his chin on the banister, he 
was taking a last look back. Gregor was off to a running start, to be as 
sure as possible of catching up with him; the manager must have sus­
pected something like this, for he leaped down several steps and dis­
appeared; but still he shouted "Agh," and the sound carried through 
the whole staircase. Unfortunately the manager's flight now seemed to 
confuse his father completely, who had been relatively calm until now, 
for instead of running after the manager himself, or at least not hin­
dering Gregor in his pursuit, he seized in his right hand the manager's 
cane, which had been left behind on a chair with his hat and overcoat, 
picked up in his left hand a heavy newspaper from the table, and stamp­
ing his feet, started brandishing the cane and the newspaper to drive 
Gregor back into his room. No plea of Gregor's helped, no plea was 
even understood; however humbly he might turn his head, his father 
merely stamped his feet more forcefully. Across the room his mother 
had thrown open a window in spite of the cool weather, and leaning 
out, she buried her face, far outside the window, in her hands. Between 
the alley and the staircase a strong draft was created, the window cur-
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tains blew in ,  the newspapers on the table rustled, s ingle sheets fluttered 
across the floor. Piti lessly his father came on, hissing l ike a wild man. 
Now Gregor had not had any practice at all walking in reverse; it was 
really very slow going. If Gregor had only been allowed to turn around, 
he could have gotten into his room right away, but he was afra id to 
make his father impatient by this t ime-consuming gyration , and at any 
minute the cane in his father's hand threatened to come down on his 
back or his head with a deadly blow. Finally, however, Gregor had no 
choice, for he noticed with horror that in re\·erse he could not e\·en 
keep going in one d irection ; and so, incessantly throwing uneasy side­
glances at his father, he began to turn around as qu ickly as possible, in 
real i ty turn ing only very slowly. Perhaps his father real ized his good 
intentions, for he did not interfere with h im;  instead, he even now and 
then di rected the maneuver from afar with the tip of his cane. If only 
his father did not keep making this intolerable h issing sound ! I t  made 
Gregor lose his head completely. He had almost fin ished the turn 
when-his mind continually on th is hiss ing-he made a mistake and 
even started turning back around to his original posit ion. But when he 
had at last successfully managed to get his head in front of the opened 
door, it turned out that his body was too broad to get through as it was. 
Of course in his father's present state of mind it did not e\·en remotely 
occur to him to open the other wing of the door in order to gi\·e Gregor 
enough room to pass through . He had only the fixed idea that Gregor 
must return to his room as qu ickly as possible. He  would never have 
allowed the complicated prel iminaries Gregor needed to go through in 
order to stand up on one end and perhaps in this way fit through the 
door. I nstead he dro,·e Gregor on, as if there were no obstacle, with 
exceptional loudness; the vo ice behind Gregor did not sound l ike that 
of only a s ingle father; now this was really no joke anymore, and Gregor 
forced himself-come what may- into the doorway. One side of his 
body rose up, he lay lop-sided in the opening, one of his flanks was 
scraped raw, ugly blotches marred the wh ite door, soon he got stuck 
and could not ha,·e budged any more by himself, his l i ttle legs on one 
side dangled tremblingly in midair, those on the other were painfully 
crushed against the floor-when from behind his father gave h im a 
hard sho\·e , which was tru ly his sah-ation, and bleed ing profusely, he 
flew far into his room.  The door was slammed shut with the cane, then 
at last e\'eryth ing \\·as quiet. 

I I  

It was al ready dusk when Gregor awoke from h i s  deep, comal ike 
sleep. Even if he had not been disturbed , he would certainly not have 
woken up much later, for he felt that he had rested and slept long 
enough, but it seemed to him that a hurried step and a cautious shut-
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ting of the door leading to the foyer had awakened him. The light of 
the electric street-lamps lay in pallid streaks on the ceiling and on the 
upper parts of the furniture, but underneath, where Gregor was, it was 
dark. Groping clumsi ly with his antennae, which he was only now 
beginning to apprec iate, he slowly dragged himself toward the door to 
sec what had been happening there. His left side felt  l ike one single 
long, unpleasantly tautening scar, and he actually had to l imp on his 
two ro\\·s of legs . Besides. one little leg had been seriously injured in 
the course of the morning's e\·ents-it was almost a miracle that only  
one had been injured-and dragged along l ifelessly. 

Only after he got to the door did he notice what had really attracted 
him-the smell  of someth ing to eat. For there stood a bowl filled with 
fresh milk, in \\·h ich small sl ices of white bread were floating. He could 
almost ha,·e laughed for joy, since he was even hungrier than he had 
been in the morning, and he immediately dipped h is head into the 
milk, almost to o\·er his eyes. But he soon drew it back again in dis­
appointment, not only because he had difficulty eating on account of 
the soreness in his  left side-and he could eat only if his whole panting 
body cooperated-but because he didn't l ike the milk at all, although 
it used to be h is favorite drink, and that was certainly why his  sister had 
put it in the room; in fact, he turned away from the bO\d almost with 
repulsion and crawled back to the middle of the room. 

In the l iving room, as Gregor saw through the crack in the door, the 
gas had been lit, but while at this hour of the day his father was in the 
habit of reading the afternoon newspaper in a loud voice to his  mother 
and sometimes to his sister too, now there wasn't a sound. \Veil, perhaps 
this custom of reading aloud, which his sister was always tel ling him 
and \niting him about, had recently been discontinued altogether. But 
in al l the other rooms too it was just as still, although the apartment 
certainly was not empty. "What a quiet life the family has been lead­
ing," Gregor said to himself, and while he stared rigidly in front of h im 
into the darkness, he felt ,·ery proud that he had been able to provide 
such a l ife in so nice an apartment for his  parents and his  sister. But 
what now if all the peace, the comfort, the contentment were to come 
to a horrible end? In order not to get inmlved in such thoughts, Gregor 
dec ided to keep moving, and he crawled up and down the room. 

During the long e\·cning, first one of the side doors and then the 
other was opened a small crack and quickly shut again; someone had 
probably had the urge to come in and then had had second thoughts. 
Gregor now settled into position right by the living-room door, deter­
mined somehow to get the hesitating visitor to come in, or at least to 
find out who it might be; but the door was not opened again, and 
Gregor waited in vain . In the morning, when the doors had been 
locked, everyone had wanted to come in; now that he had opened one 
of the doors and the others had evidently been opened dur i ng the day, 
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no one came in, and now the keys were e\·en inserted on the outside. 
I t  was late at night when the l ight finally went out in the ) i, ·ing room, 

and now it was easy for Gregor to tell that his parents and h i s  sister 
had stayed up so long, since, as he could distinctly hear, all three ,,·ere 
now retiring on tiptoe. Certa inly no one would come in to Gregor until 
the morning; and so he had ample time to consider undisturbed ho\\. 
best to rearrange his l ife .  But the empty high-cei l inged room in which 
he was forced to l ie  flat on the floor made him nermus , without his  
being able to tel l why-since it was, after all, the room in which he 
had l ived for the past fi,·e years-and tuming half unconscious ly and 
not without a sl ight feeling of shame, he scuttled under the couch 
where, although his back was a l i ttle crushed and he could not raise 
his head any more, he immediately felt \ "CT)' comfortable and was only 
sorry that his body was too \\ ·ide to go complctel�· under the couch. 

There he stayed the whole nigh t , which he spent partly in a sleepy 
trance, from which hunger pangs kept waking him ,,·ith a start. partly 
in worries and ,·ague hopes, all of which, hm,·c\"CT, led to the conclusion 
that for the time being he would hm·c to lie lm\· and, by being patient 
and showing his family c\·cry possible consideration, help them bear 
the incon\'enicnce which he simply had to cause them in h i s  present 
condition. 

Early in the moming-it was stil l almost night-Crcgor had the op­
portun it y of testing the strength of the resolutions he had just made, 
for h is sister, almost ful ly dressed , opened the door from the foyer and 
looked in eagerly. She did not sec him right away, but \Yhcn she caught 
s ight of h im under the couch-God, he had to be somc,,·hcrc, he 
couldn't j ust fly away- she became so frightened that she lost control 
of herself and slammed the door shut again. But, as if she felt sorry for 
her behavior, she immediately opened the door again and came in on 
tiptoe, as if she \\ ·ere visiting someone serious ly i l l or perhaps e\ ·cn a 
stranger. Gregor had pushed his head fonYard j ust to the edge of the 
couch and was watching her. \\ 'ould she notice that he had left the 
milk standing, and not because he hadn't been hungry, and would she 
bring in a dish of something he'd l ike better? If she were not going to 
do it of her own free ,,·i l l ,  he would rather stan·c than call it to her 
attention, although, rea l ly, he felt an enormous urge to shoot out from 
under the couch, throw himself at his s ister's feet, and beg her for 
someth ing good to eat. But his s ister noticed at once, to her aston ish­
ment, that the bowl was still ful l ,  only a l ittle milk was spilled around 
it; she picked it up immediately-not with her bare hands, of course, 
but with a rag-and carried it out. Gregor was extremely curious to 
know what she would bring him instead ,  and he racked his brains on 
the subject. But he would ne\·er ha\·e been able to guess what his sister, 
in the goodness of her heart, actually did .  To find out his l ikes and 
disl ikes , she brought him a wide assortment of things, all spread out on 
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an old newspaper: old, half-rotten vegetables; bones left over from the 
evening meal, caked with congealed whi te sauce; some raisins and al­
monds; a piece of cheese, wh ich two days before Gregor had declared 
inedible; a plain slice of bread, a slice of bread and butter, and one 
with butter and salt. In addition to all th is she put down some water 
in the bowl apparently permanently earmarked for Gregor's use. And 
out of a sense of delicacy, since she knew that Gregor would not eat 
in front of her, she left hurriedly and even turned the key, just so that 
Gregor should know that he m ight make himself as comfortable as he 
wanted . Gregor's legs began whirring now that he was going to cat. 
Besides, his bru ises must have completely healed, since he no longer 
felt any handicap, and marvel ing at this he thought how, over a month 
ago, he had cut his finger very sl ightly with a knife and how th is wound 
was still hurting him only the day before yesterday. "Have I become 
less sensi tive?" he thought, al ready sucking greedily at the cheese, 
wh ich had immediately and forcibly attracted him ahead of all the other 
d ishes. One right after the other, and with eyes streaming with tears of 
contentment, he devoured the cheese, the vegetables , and the sauce; 
the fresh foods, on the other hand, he did not care for; he couldn't 
even stand the i r  smell and even dragged the things he wanted to eat a 
bit farther away. He  had fin ished with everyth ing long since and was 
j ust lying lazily at the same spot when his sister slowly turned the key 
as a s ign for him to withdraw. That immediately startled him, although 
he was almost asleep, and he scuttled under the couch again .  But i t  
took great self-control for h im to stay under the couch even for the 
short time h is s i ster was in the room, since his body had become a 
little bloated from the heavy meal, and in h is cramped position he 
could hardly breathe. In between slight attacks of suffocation he 
watched with bulging eyes as his unsuspecting sister took a broom and 
swept up, not only h is leavings, but even the foods which Gregor had 
left completely untouched-as i f  they too were no longer usable-and 
dumping everyth ing hastily into a pail, which she covered with a 
wooden lid, she carried everyth ing out. She had hardly turned her back 
when Gregor came out from under the couch, stretching and puffing 
himself up. 

Th is, then, was the way Gregor was fed each day, once in  the morn­
ing, when his parents and the maid1 were still asleep, and a second 
time in the afternoon after everyone had had dinner, for then his par­
ents took a short nap again,  and the maid could be sent out by his 
sister on some errand. Certainly they did not want him to starve either, 
but perhaps they would not have been able to stand knowing any more 
about his meals than from hearsay, or perhaps his sister wanted to spare 
3 .  Presumably a new maid, a girl of sixteen;  the former maid, Anna, left on the very first day of 

Gregor's metamorphosis. See below, p. 1 9. 
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them even what was possibly only a minor torment, for really, they 
were suffering enough as i t  was . 

Gregor could not find out what excuses had been made to get rid of 
the doctor and the locksmith on that first morning, for since the others 
could not understand what he said, it d id not occur to any of them, 
not even to his sister, that he could understand what thev said, and so 
he had to be satisfied, when his s ister was in the room, .with only oc­
casionally hearing her s ighs and appeals to the saints .4 It was only later, 
when she had begun to get used to C\'cryth ing-there could nc\'cr, of 
course, be any question of a complete adj ustment-that Gregor some­
times caught a remark wh ich was meant to be friendly or could be 
interpreted as such . "Oh, he l iked what he had today," she would say 
when Gregor had tucked away a good helping, and in the opposite 
case, which gradually occurred more and more frequently, she used to 
say, a lmost sadly, 'l ie's left c\·cryth ing again . " 

But if Gregor could not get any news d i rectly, he m·crheard a great 
deal from the neighboring rooms, and as soon as he heard \·oiccs, he 
would immediately run to the door concerned and press h is whole body 
against it. Especially in the early days, there was no com·crsation that 
was not somehow about h im,  i f  only impl icit ly . For two whole days 
there were family consultations at ncry mealtime about how they 
should cope; this was also the top ic of discussion bch\·ccn meals , for at 
least 1\\'0 members of the fami lY were alwa\·s at home, s ince no one 
probably wanted to stay home a ionc and it \� ·as impossible to lca\·c the 
apartment completely empty. Besides. on the \ ·cry fi rst day the maid­
it  was not completely c lear what and how much she knew of what had 
happened-had begged his mother on bcndcd knees to dismiss her 
immediately; and when she said goodbye a quarter of an hour later, 
she thanked them in  tears for the dismissal , as i f  for the greatest faYor 
that had c\·er been done to her in this house, and made a solemn \'OW, 
without anyone asking her for it, not to gi\·e anyth ing away to ;m�·one .  

Now his s ister, working with her  mother, had  to  do the cooking too; 
of course that did not cause her much trouble, since the\' hardh- ate 
anyth ing. Gregor was always hearing one of them pleading .in \'a in . with 
one of the others to cat and getting no answer except, "Thanks, 1\e 
had enough," or something s imilar .  They d id not seem to drink any­
thing ei ther. ! l is s ister often asked her father if he wanted any beer and 
gladly offered to go out for i t  herself; and when he did not answer, she 
said, in  order to remm·e any hesitation on his part, that she could also 
send the janitor's wife to get i t, but then h is father final l� · answered 
with a definite "No," and that was the end of that. 

In the course of the Yery fi rst day his father explained the family's 

-1.  Further C\'idcncc of the Samsas' probable Catholicism. 
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financial situation and prospects to both the mother and the sister. 
From time to time he got up from the table to get some kind of receipt 
or notebook out of the little strongbox he had rescued from the collapse 
of his business five years before. Gregor heard him open the compli­
cated lock and secure it again after taking out what he had been looking 
for. l11ese explanations by his father were to some extent the first pleas­
ant news Gregor had heard since his imprisonment. He had always 
belie,·ed that his father had not been able to sa,·e a penny from the 
business, at l east his father had ne,·er told him an}thing to the contrary, 
and Gregor, for his part, had never asked him any questions. In those 
days Gregor's sole concern had been to do e\·e[}thing in his po\\·er to 
make the family forget as quickly as possible the business disaster which 
had plunged e\·e[}·one into a state of total despair. And so he had begun 
to work with special ardor and had risen almost m·ernight from stock 
clerk to traveling salesman, which of course had opened up \'e[}· dif­
ferent money-making possibilities, and in no time his successes on the 
job were transformed, by means of commissions, into hard cash that 
could be plunked down on the table at home in front of his astonished 
and delighted family. Those had been wonderful times, and they had 
ne\-er returned, at least not with the same glo[}·, although later on Gre­
gor earned enough money to meet the expenses of the entire family 
and actual ly did so. They had just gotten used to it, the family as wel l 
as Gregor, the money was received with thanks and given with pleasure, 
but no special feeling of warmth went \\·ith it any more. Only his sister 
had remained close to Gregor, and it was his secret plan that she, who, 
unlike him, loved music and could play the ,·iolin mm·ingly, should 
be sent next year to the Conservator)·, regardless of the great expense 
inmh·ed, which could surely be made up for in some other way. Often 
during Gregor's short stays in the city, the Conservator}· would come 
up in his conversations with his sister, but always merely as a beautiful 
dream which was not supposed to come true, and his parents were not 
happy to hear e\·en these innocent allusions; but G regor had \'e[}· con­
crete ideas on the subject and he intended solemnly to announce his 
plan on Christmas Eve. 

Thoughts like these, completely useless in his present state, went 
through his head as he stood gl ued to the door, listening. Sometimes 
out of general exhaustion he could not listen any more and let his head 
bump carelessly against the door, but immediately pulled it back again, 
for e\·en the slight noise he made by doing this had been heard in the 
next room and made them all lapse into silence. "What's he car[}·ing 
on about in there now?" said his father after a while, obviously turning 
to"·ard the door, and only then would the interrupted com·ersation 
gradually be resumed. 

Gregor no\\· learned in a thorough way-for his father was in the 
habit of often repeating himself in his explanations, partly because he 
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h imself had not dealt with these matters for a long t ime,  partly, too, 
because his mother d id not understand c1·crything the first t ime 
around-that in  spite of all their  misfortunes a bit of capital, a I "CTY li ttle 
bit, certa inly, was st ill intact from the old days , wh ich in the meantime 
had increased a litt le th rough the untouched interest. But besides that, 
the money Gregor h ad brought home c1·cry month-he had kept only 
a few dollars for h i mself-had nc\'cr been completely used up and had 
accumulated into a tidy princ ipal . Beh ind h is door Gregor nodded 
emphatically, delighted at th is  unexpected fores ight and thrift .  Of 
course he actually could hm·c paid off more of h is father's debt to the 
boss with this extra money, and the day on 11·h ich he could hm·c gotten 
rid of his job would hm·c been much closer, but now thi ngs were 
u ndoubtedly better the way his father had arranged them. 

Now th i s  money was hy no  means enough to let  the fam ily l i 1 ·c off 
th e in terest ; the princ ipal was perhaps enough to support the  fam i l y  for 
one year, or at the most two, but  that 11·as all there was. So it was just 
a sum that really should not he touched ami that had to  he put ;m·ay 
for a ra iny day; but the money to l i 1 ·c on would ha1·c to he earned . 
Now h is father was still hcaltln·, ccrta inh-, hut  he was an old mal l who 
had not worked for the past fi; ·c years a ;1d 11·ho in any case could not  
be expected to undertake too much;  during t hese fi1 ·c  years , 11·h ich 11 ·crc 
the first 1 ·acation of h is hard-1mrking � "Cl u nsuccessful l ife, he had 
ga ined a lot of 11·cigh t ami as a result had become fairly sluggish . And 
was h is old mother no\\ ·  supposed to go out and earn money, when she 
suffered from asthma,  when a walk through the apartment was alrcad�· 
an ordeal for her, and 11·hcn she spent c1 ·cry other day l�· ing on the sofa 
u nder the open window, gasping for breath ? :\nd was h i s  sister now 
supposed to work-who for all her sc1 ·cn tccn years was still a ch ild and 
whom it  would he such a pit y  to dcpri1·c of the l ife she had led unt i l  
now, which h ad consisted of wearing pretty clothes, sleeping la te , help­
ing in the house,  enjoying a fc11· modest amusements, and abm·c all 
playing the 1 · iol in? At first, whcnc1 ·cr the com-crsation turn ed to the 
necessi ty of earning money, Gregor would let go of the door and th row 
himself dmm on the cool leather sofa which stood beside i t ,  for he felt 
hot with shame and grief. 

Often he lay there the 11·holc long night thro u gh ,  not sleeping a wink 
and only scrabbl ing on the leather for hours on end . Or, not balk ing 
at the huge effort of pushing an armchair  to the windm1·, he would 
crawl up to the wi ndow sill and ,  propped up in the chair ,  lean against 
the window, C\'idcntly in some sort of remembrance of the feeling of 
freedom he used to ha1·e from looking out the window. For, in  fac t ,  
from day to day he saw th i ngs c1·cn a short d istance away less and less 
d i stinctly; the hospi tal opposite,  which he used to curse because he saw 
so m uch of i t, W<lS now completely beyond his range of \' is ion , and if 
he had not been posit i 1 ·c that he was lil · ing in  Charlotte Street-a quiet 
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but still ,·cry much a city street-he might ha,·e belie,·ed that he was 
looking out of his window into a desert where the gray sky and the gray 
earth were indistinguishably fused. It took his obserYant sister only twice 
to notice that his armchair "·as standing by the window, for her to push 
the chair back to the same place by the window each time she had 
finished cleaning the room, and from then on she e·en left the inside 
casement of the window open. 

If Gregor had on!� ·  been abl e to speak to his sister and thank her for 
e\ ·erything she had to do for him, he could ha,·e accepted her sen·ices 
more easih-; as it was, they caused him pain. Of course his sister tried 
to ease the embarrassment of the whole situation as much as possible, 
and as time went on, she naturally managed it better and better, but 
in time Gregor, too, sa\\· things much more clearly. E,·en the way she 
came in was terrible for him . Hardh- had she entered the room than 
she would run straight to the windm�· without taking time to close the 
door-though she \\·as usually so careful to spare e,·eryone the sight of 
Gregor's room-then tear open the casements with eager hands, almost 
as if she were suffocating, and remain for a little "·hile at the window 
e\·en in the coldest weather, breathing deeply. \\'ith this racing and 
crashing she frightened Gregor twice a day; the "·hole time he cowered 
under the couch, and ,·et he kne"· ,·en· well that she would certainh· 
ha,·e spared him this if only she had f�und it possible to stand being 
in a room with him "·ith the window closed. 

One time-it must ha,·e been a month since Gregor's metamorpho­
sis, and there was certainly no particular reason any more for his sister 
to be astonished at Gregor's appearance-she came a little earlier than 
usual and caught Gregor still looking out the "·indow, immobile and 
so in an excellent position to be terrifying. It would not ha,·e surprised 
Gregor if she had not come in, because his position pre,·ented her from 
immediately opening the window, but not only did she not come in, 
she e,·en sprang back and locked the door; a stranger might easily have 
thought that Gregor had been lying in wait for her, wanting to bite her. 
Of course Gregor immediately hid under the couch, but he had to wait 
until noon before his sister came again, and she seemed much more 
uneas�· than usual. He realized from this that the sight of him was still 
repulsi,·e to her and was bound to remain repulsi,·e to her in the future, 
and that she probably had to o\·ercome a lot of resistance not to run 
a\\·ay at the sight of en:n the small part of his body that jutted out from 
under the couch. So, to spare her e\·en this sight, one day he carried 
the sheet on his back to the couch-the job took four hours-and ar­
ranged it in such a way that he "·as now completely cm·ered up and 
his sister could not see him e\·en when she stooped. If she had consid­
ered this sheet unnecessan·, then of course she could ha,·e remm·ed it, 
for it was clear enough th

.
at it could not be for his own pleasure that 
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Gregor shut h imself off altogether, but she left the sheet the way i t  was, 
and Gregor thought that he had even ca ught a gra teful look when one 
time he cautiouslv l ifted the sheet a l i ttle wi th his head in order to see 
how h is s ister wa� taking the new arrangement.  

During the fi rst  two weeks, h is parents could not bring themseh-es 
to come in  to h im ,  and often he  heard them say hm\· much they ap­
preciated his sister's work, whereas until now they had frequently been 
annoyed with her because she had struck them as being a l i ttle useless. 
But now both of them,  his fath er and his mother, often \\·a ited outside 
Gregor's room while his si ster stra ightened i t  up, and as soon as she 
came out she had to tell them in  great detail how th e room looked, 
what Gregor had eaten, how he  had beha\·ed th is t ime, and whether 
he had perhaps shmm a l i ttle impro\·ement. I l is mother, incidentally , 
began relati\ 'ely soon to want to \ · i s i t  Gregor, but  h i s  fa ther and h is 
s is ter at first held her  back with reasonable arguments to \\ ·h ich Gregor 
l istened \·ery attenti\ 'ely and of wh ich he  \\·hole-heartedly appro\ ·cd . But 
later she had to be restrained I>\ '  force, and then \\ ·hen she cried out, 
" Let me go to Gregor, he is  my ;mfortunate hoy! Don't  you understand 
that I have to go to h i m ? "  Gregor thought that it might he a good idea 
after all if  his mother  did come in, not e\·ery day of course , but perhaps 
once a week; she could still do e\·el!·th ing much better than his  si ster, 
who, for all her courage, was still only a ch ild and in the final analys is 
had perhaps taken on such a d ifficult assignment only out of ch ild ish 
fl ightiness. 

Gregor's des i re to sec his  mother was soon fulfilled . D ur ing the day 
Gregor did not want to shm\· h i mself at  the window, if on)�· out of 
cons iderat ion for his  parents , bu t  he couldn't crawl \ ·ery fa r 0 1 1 his few 
square yards of floor space, e i ther; he could ha rdly put up with j ust 
lying still e\'en at night;  ea ting soon stopped gi\ · ing him the slightest 
pleasure ,  so, as a distraction, he adopted the habit of crawling crisscross 
over the walls and the ceiling.  I le especially liked hanging from the 
ce iling; i t  was completely d i fferent from lying on the floor; one could 
breathe more freely; a fa int swinging sensation went through the body; 
and in the almost happy absent-m indedness wh ich Gregor felt u p  there, 
i t  could happen to his own surprise that he let go and plopped onto 
the floor. But  nm\·, of course, he had much better control of h is  bod\· 
than before and did not h nr t  h i mself e\·en from such a big drop.  H {s 
s ister immediately noticed the n ew enterta i nment Gregor had d iscm·­
ered for h i mself-after all ,  he left beh ind traces of h is st ich substance 
wherever he  crawled -and so she got it i n to her head to mak� it possible 
for Gregor to crawl on an a l together wider scale by taking out the 
furn i ture which stood in  his wav-mainlv the chest of drawers and the 
desk. But she was not able to <Jo this In; herself; she did not dare ask 
her father for help; the maid would  certainly  not ha\·e helped her, for 
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although this girl, who was about sixteen, was bra\"ely sticking it out 
after the pre\"ious cook1 had left, she had asked for the fa\"or of locking 
herself in the kitchen at all times and of only opening the door on 
special request. So there was nothing left for his sister to do except to 
get her mother one day when her father was out. And his mother did 
come, with exclamations of excited joy, but she grew silent at the door 
of Gregor's room. First his sister looked to sec, of course, that e\'erything 
in the room was in order; onlv then did she let her mother come in. 
Hurrying as fast as he could, Gregor had pulled the sheet down lower 
still and pleated it more tightly-it really looked just like a sheet acci­
dently thrown o\'er the couch. This time Gregor also refrained from 
spying from under the sheet; he renounced seeing his mother for the 
time being and was simply happy that she had come after all. "Come 
on, you can't see him," his sister said, e\'idently ·leading her mother in 
by the hand. Now Gregor could hear the two frail women mo\'ing the 
old chest of drawers-hea\'}' for anyone-from its place and his sister 
insisting on doing the harder part of the job herself, ignoring the warn­
ings of her mother, who was afraid that she would o\·erexert herself. It 
went on for a long time. After struggling for a good quarter of an hour, 
his mother said that they had better lea\"e the chest where it was, be­
cause, in the first place, 

.
it was too hea\'y, they would not finish before 

his father came, and with the chest in the middle of the room, Gregor 
would be completely barricaded; and, in the second place, it was not 
at all certain that they were doing Gregor a fa\'or by remm·ing his 
furniture. To her the opposite seemed to be the case; the sight of the 
bare wall was heartbreaking; and why shouldn't Gregor also ha\"e the 
same feel ing, since he had been used to his furniture for so long and 
would feel abandoned in the empty room. "And doesn't it look," his 
mother concluded Yery softly-in fact she had been almost whispering 
the whole time, as if she wanted to a\'oid letting Gregor, whose exact 
whereabouts she did not know, hear e\'en the sound of her mice, for 
she was con\'inced that he did not understand the words-"and doesn't 
it look as if by remo\"ing his furniture we were showing him that we 
ha\'e gi\"en up all hope of his getting better and are leaving him to his 
own de\'ices without any consideration? I think the best thing would 
be to try to keep the room exactly the way it was before, so that when 
Gregor comes back to us again, he'll find e\'el)thing unchanged and 
can forget all the more easily what's happened in the meantime." 

When he heard his mother's words, Gregor realized that the mo­
noton\" of famih- life, combined with the fact that not a soul had ad­
dresse

-
d a word d irectly to him, must ha\·e addled his brain in the course 

of the past two months, for he could not explain to himself in any other 
way how in all seriousness he could ha\·e been anxious to ha\'e his 

;, Presumably the new maid, who replaced Anna, the maid of all work who also did the 
cooking-here called "the pre•·ious cook." 
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room cleared out. Had h e  really wanted to have h is warm room, com­
fortably fitted with furniture that had always been in the fami ly, 
changed into a cave, in which ,  of course, he would be able to crawl 
around unhampered in all d i rections but at the cost of s imul tancousl�·. 
rapidly, and total ly forgetting his human past? E\·cn now he had been 
on the verge of forgetting, and only his mother's vo ice,  \\·h ich he had 
not heard for so long, had shaken him up.  i\'oth ing should be removed ; 
everyth ing had to stay; he could not do without the benefic ial influence 
of the furniture on h is state of mind; and if  the furni ture prc\·cntcd 
h im from carrying on this sense less cra\ding around, then that \\·as no 
loss but rather a great advantage . 

But his  s ister unfortunately had a d ifferent opin ion;  she had become 
accustomed, certa inly not entirely \\· i thout j ust ification, to adopt \\· i th 
her parents the role of the particularly well-qual i fied expert \\ ·hcnc\·cr 
Gregor's affa i rs were be ing discussed; and so her mother's ad, · icc \\·as 
now suffic ient reason for her to ins ist, not onh- on the rcmm·al of the 
chest of dra\\·crs and the desk, which was a l l  sf1c had been plann ing at 
first, but also on the removal of a l l  the furniture \\· i th the exception of 
the ind ispensable couch.  Of course it \\·as not only ch i ld ish defiance 
and the self-confidence she had recently acqu ired so unexpec ted ly and 
at such a cost that led her to make this demand; she had in fact  noti ced 
that Gregor needed plenty of room to c rawl a round in ;  and on the 
other hand, as best she could tel l ,  he nc\ ·cr used the furni ture  at  all . 
Perhaps, hmvc\·cr, the romantic enthusiasm of gi rls her age, which seeks 
to indu lge i tself at every opportunity ,  played a part, hy tempting her to 
make Gregor's s i tuation c\·cn more terrify ing in order that she m ight 
do c\·cn more for h im .  Into a room in \\·h ich Gregor ruled the hare 
walls al l  alone, no human being bes ide Grete was c\·cr l ikely to set foot. 

And so �he did not let herself be s\\·cn·cd from her decis ion b,· her 
mother, who, besides, from the sheer anxiety of being i n  Gregor's ;oom, 
seemed unsure of herself, soon grew s i lent, and helped her daughter 
as best she could to get the chest of drawers out of the room . \\'e l l ,  in 
a pinch Gregor could do without the chest, but the desk had to stay. 
And hardly had the women left the room \\· ith the chest, squeezing 
against i t  and groani ng, than Gregor stuck h i s  head out from under the 
couch to sec how he could feel h i s  way in to the s i tuation as consider­
ately as poss ib le .  But unfortunatel�· it had to be h i s  mother who came 
back fi rst, whi le  in  the next room Grete was clasping the chest and 
rocki ng i t  hack and forth by herself, \\· ithout of course budging i t  from 
the spot. I l i s  mother, hm\"C\'Cr, was not used to the s ight of Gregor, he 
could have made her i l l ,  and so Gregor, frightened, scuttled in reverse 
to the far end of the couch but could not stop the sheet from shifting 
a l i ttle at the front .  That was enough to put h is mother on the alert. 
She stopped , stood sti l l  for a moment, and then went back to Grete. 

Although Gregor told h imself over and over aga in that noth ing spc-
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cia! was happening, only a few pieces of furniture were being mo\·ed, 
he soon had to admit that this coming and going of the \\·omen, their 
little calls to each other, the scraping of the furniture along the floor 
had the effect on him of a great turmoil swelling on all sides, and as 
much as he tucked in his head and his legs and shrank until his belly 
touched the floor, he was forced to admit that he would not be able to 
stand it much longer. They \\·ere clearing out his room; depri\·ing him 
of everything that he 10\ ·ed; they had already carried away the chest of 
dra\\·ers, in which he kept the fretsaw and other tools; were now budg­
ing the desk firmly embedded in the floor, the desk he had done his 
homework on when he was a student at business college, in high 
school, yes, e\·en in public school-now he really had no more time to 
examine the good intentions of the two women, whose existence, be­
sides, he had almost forgotten, for they \\·ere so exhausted that they 
were working in silence, and one could hear only the heavy shuffling 
of their feet. 

And so he broke out-the \\·omen \\·ere just leaning against the desk 
in the next room to catch their breath for a minute-changed his course 
four times, he really didn't knm\· \\·hat to sah-age first, then he saw 
hanging conspicuously on the wall, which \\·as otherwise bare already, 
the picture of the lady all dressed in furs, hurriedly crawled up on it 
and pressed himself against the glass, which gm·e a good surface to stick 
to and soothed his hot bellY. At least no one would take awav this 
picture while Gregor compietcly cm·ered it up. He turned his

' 
head 

toward the li\·ing-room door to watch the women when they returned. 
They had not gi\·en themseh-es much of a rest and \\·ere already 

coming back; Grete had put her ann around her mother and was 
practicallv carrying her. "So what should we take now?" said Grete 
and looked around. At that her eyes met Gregor's as he clung to the 
wall. Probably only because of her mother's presence she kept her self­
control, bent her head dmm to her mother to keep her from looking 
around, and said, though in a qua\·ering and thoughtless voice: "Come, 
we'd better go back into the li\·ing room for a minute." Grete's intent 
was clear to Gregor, she wanted to bring his mother into safety and 
then chase him cl..h\·n from the wall. \Veil, just let her try! He squatted 
on his picture and \\·ould not gi\·e it up. He would rather fly in Grete's 
face. 

But Grete's words had nm,· made her mother reallv anxious; she 
stepped to one side, caught sight of the gigantic brO\m

' 
blotch on the 

flowered wallpaper, and before it really dmmed on her that \\·hat she 
saw was Gregor, cried in a hoarse, bawling mice: "Oh, God, Oh, 
God!"; and as if gi\·ing up completely, she fell with outstretched arms 
across the couch and did not stir. "You, Gregor!" cried his sister \\·ith 
raised fist and piercing eyes. These were the first words she had ad­
dressed directly to him since his metamorphosis. She ran into the next 
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room to get some kind of spirits to revi\ ·e her mother; Gregor \\·anted 
to help too-there was time to rescue the picture-but he \\·as stuck to 
the glass and had to tear himself loose by force; then he too ran into 
the next room, as if he could give h i s  s ister some sort of ach-ice, as 
in the old days ; but then had to stand behind her doing noth ing while 
she rummaged among various little bottles; morem·er, \\·hen she turned 
around she was startled, a bottle fel l on the floor and broke, a spl in tcr 
of glass wounded Gregor in the face, some kind of corrosi\ ·e medicine 
flowed around him; no\\. \\ ·ithout waiting any longer, Grete grabbed as 
many little bottles as she could carry and ran with them inside to her 
mother; she s lammed the door beh ind her with her foot . {\m\· Gregor 
was cut off from his mother, who \\ ·as perhaps ncar death through his 
fault; he could not dare open the door if he did not want to chase a\\ ·ay 
his sister, who had to stay with his mother; nmr there was noth ing for 
him to do except wait; and tormented by self-reproaches and worry, he 
began to crawl, crawled o\·cr c\·crything, wal l s ,  furni ture ,  and cei l ing, 
and finally in desperation, as the whole room \\·as beginn ing to sp in ,  
fel l dmm onto the middle of the big table. 

:\ short time passed ; Gregor Ia� there pros trate ;  all a round , th ings 
were quiet, perhaps that was a good sign. Then the doorbel l  rang. The 
maid, of course, was locked up in her kitchen, and so Grete had to 
answer the door. His father had come home. "\\ 'hat's happened?" \\ ·ere 
his first words ; Grete's appearance must hm·c told him c\·c�thing . G rete 
answered in a muffled \ ·oice, her face was ob\ ·iously pressed agains t her 
father's chest: "1\ !other fa in ted, but  she's better now. Gregor's broken 
out." "I knew it," his father sa i d .  "I kept telling you, but you \Hl l l lcn 
don't want to listen." It was clear to Gregor that h is father had put the 
worst interpretation on Grete's al l -too-brief announcement and assumed 
that Gregor was guilty of some outrage. Therefore Gregor now had to 
trv to calm his father down, since he had neither the time nor the 
al;ility to enlighten him. And so he fled to the door of his room and 
pressed himself against it for his father to see, as soon as he came into 
the foyer, that Gregor had the best intentions of returning to hi s  room 
immed iateh- and that i t  was not necessarv to dri\·e him back; if onh­
the door w�re opened for him, he \\·ould d isappear at once .  

. 

But his father was in no mood to notice such subtleties; "Ah !" he 
cried as he entered, in a tone that sounded as if he were at once furious 
and glad. Gregor turned his head awa�· from the door and lifted it 
toward hi s  father. He had not really imagined his father looking like 
this, as he stood in front of him now; admittedly Gregor had been too 
absorbed recently in his  nc\\-fangled crawling to bother as much as 
before about events in the rest of the house and should reallv hm·c been 
prepared to find some changes . And yet, and yet-was this  sti l l  h is  
father? \Vas this the same man who in the old days used to l ie weari ly 
buried in bed when Gregor left on a business trip ;  who greeted h im 
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on his return in the ewning, sitting in his bathrobe in the armchair, 
who actually had difficulty getting to his feet but as a sign of joy only 
lifted up his arms; and who, on the rare occasions when the whole 
family went out for a walk, on a few Sundays in June and on the ma jor 
holidays, used to shuffle along with great effort between Gregor and 
his mother, who were slow walkers themselves, always a little more 
slowly than they, wrapped in his old overcoat, always carefully planting 
clown his crutch-handled cane, and , \\ "hen he wanted to say something, 
nearly always stood still and assembled his escort around him? Now, 
howe\·er, he was holding himself \'ery erect, dressed in a tight-fitting 
blue uniform with gold buttons, the kind worn by messengers at bank­
ing concerns; above the high stiff collar of the jacket his heavy chin 
protruded ; under his bushy eyebrows his black eyes darted bright, 
piercing glances; his usually rumpled white hair was combed flat, with 
a scrupulously exact, gleaming part. He thre,\· his cap-which was 
adorned with a gold monogram, probably that of a bank-in an arc 
across the entire room onto the couch , and with the tails of his long 
uniform jacket slapped back, his hands in his pants pockets, went for 
Gregor with a sullen look on his face. He probably did not know him­
self what he had in mind; still he lifted his feet unusually h igh off the 
floor, and Gregor staggered at the gigantic size of the soles of his boots. 
But he did not linger m·er this, he had knmm right from the first day 
of his new life that his father considered only the strictest treatment 
called for in dealing with him. And so he ran ahead of his father, 
stopped when his father stood still, and scooted ahead again when his 
father made e\·en the slightest movement. In this way they made more 
than one tour of the room, \\·ithout anything decisive happening; in 
fact the whole mm·ement did not e\·en ha,·e the appearance of a chase 
because of its slow tempo. So Gregor kept to the floor for the time 
being, especially since he \\·as afraid that his father might interpret a 
flight onto the walls or the ceiling as a piece of particular nastiness. Of 
course Gregor had to admit that he would not be able to keep up even 
this running for long, for whenever his father took one step, Gregor 
had to execute countless mm·ements . He was already beginning to feel 
winded, just as in the old clays he had not had \'cry reliable lungs. As 
he no\\· staggered around, hardly keeping his eyes open in order to 
gather all his strength for the running; in his obtuseness not thinking 
of any escape other than by running; and ha,·ing almost forgotten that 
the walls were at his disposal, though here of course they were blocked 
up with elaborately carved furniture full of notches and points-at that 
moment a lightly flung object hit the floor right near him and rolled 
in front of him. It was an apple; a second one came flying right after 
it; Gregor stopped dead with fear; further running was useless, for his 
father was determined to bombard him. He had filled his pockets from 
the fru it bowl on the buffet and was now pitching one apple after 
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another, for the t ime being without taking good aim. These l i ttle red 
apples rol led around on the floor as if electrified, c l ick ing into each 
another . One apple, th rmm weakly, grazed Gregor's back and slid off 
harmlessly. But the ,·cry next one that came flying after i t li tera lly forced 
i ts way into Gregor's back;6 Gregor tried to drag h imself ;m·ay, as if  the 
startl ing, unbelic,·able pain  might d isappear wi th a change of place; but 
he fel t  nai led to the spot and stretched ou t  his body in a complete 
confusion of a l l  h i s  senses . \\'i th his l ast glance he saw the door of h is 
room burst open as h i s  mother rushed ou t ahead of h is screaming s i s ter, 
in her chemise ,  for h i s  s ister had partly undressed her while she was 
unconscious in order to let her brea the more freely; saw his mother 
nm up to h i s  father and on the way her unfastened pe t t icoa ts s l ide to 
the floor one by one; and saw as, stumbli ng m·cr the ski r ts ,  she forced 
herself onto his father , and embrac ing h im ,  in complete u n ion wi th 
h im -but now Gregor 's sight went dim-her hands c lasping h i s  fathe r 's 
neck, begged for Gregor's l i fe .  

I I I  

Gregor's serious wound,  from \\ ·h ich h e  suffered for m ·e r a mon th­
the apple remained imbedded in  h i s  flesh as a , · i s ih lc  smn·en i r  s i nce 
no one dared to rcmm·c i t -seemed to ha\'C remi nded cYen his father 
that Gregor was a member of the fami ly . in  spi te of h i s  present  pathe tic 
and rcpulsi,·c shape , \\·ho could not he t reated as an enemy; that .  on 
the contrary, i t  \\ ·as the commandment of family dut y to swa llow the i r  
d isgust and endure h im ,  endure h i m  and noth ing more.  

And now, al though Gregor had los t some of h is mobi l i ty probab ly 
for good because of h i s  wound,  and although for the t ime  be ing he 
needed long, long minutes to get across his room,  l ike an old war 
\ 'ctcran-cnnd ing ahm·c ground was out of the quest ion -fo r this dc­
tcriorMion of his s i tuation he \\·as gran ted compensat ion which in h i s  
,·icw ,,·as en ti rely sa ti sfac tory: c\·cry day  a round dusk the l id ng-room 
door-which he \\ ·as in the habi t of watch i ng c lose ly for an hour or 
two beforchand-\\·as opened, so that ,  ly ing i n  the darkness of h is room , 
im· is ible from the ) i, · ing room, he could sec the whole family s i tt ing at 
the table under the lamp and could l i sten to the i r  com·crsa t ion,  as i t  
were wi th  general perm iss ion ;  and so i t  \\ ·as completely d i fferent from 
before. 

Of cou rse these were no longer the an i mated com·ersations of the 
old days , which G regor used to remember with a certa in  nosta lgia in 
small hotel rooms when he'd had to thro\\· h imself wcarih- i n to the 
damp bedding . Now th ings were mos tly ,·cry quiet .  Soon after supper 
his father would fal l  asleep in  his armchair; h i s  mother and sister would 
caution each other to be quiet; h i s  mother,  bent lo\\· under the l ight, 

6. Sec "Kafka's i\lannscript Revisions ." below, pp.  -!6 - -l� .  
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sc11·cd del icate l ingeri e for a c loth ing store; his  s i ster, who had taken a 
job as a salesgi rl , 11·as learning shorthand and French in the c1·en ings 
in order to atta in  a better posit ion some time in the futur e .  Sometimes 
h i s  father woke up,  and as i f  he had absolutely no idea that he had 
been asleep, sa id to his  mother, " Look ho11· long you're sewing again 
today ! "  a nd went  right back to  s leep,  whi le  mother and sister smi led 
11·earih- at  each other.  

With a kind of perYerse obsti nacy h i s  father refused to take off his  
official  uniform e1·en i n  the house;- and wh i le h is  robe hung uselessly 
on the clothes hook, h is father dozed , compl etely dressed, in h i s  chair ,  
as i f  he 11·ere ahrays ready for duty and 11·ere wa it ing e1·en here for the 
mice of his superior.  As a result  his un iform , 11·h ich had not been new 
to start with,  began to get d i rty in  spite of all the mother's and sister's 
care, and Gregor would often stare all e1·ening long at th is  garment, 
cm·ered with sta ins and glea m i ng 11· i th its cmistantly polished gold 
buttons, i n  which the old man slept most uncomfortably and yet 
peaceful ly. 

As soon as the clock struck ten, his mother  tried to awaken his  father 
with soft encouraging words and then persuade h i m  to go to bed, for 
th is was no place to sleep properly, and h i s  father badly needed h i s  
sleep, si nce he h a d  to b e  at  work at s ix  o'clock. But  wi th t h e  obstinacy 
that had possessed him e1·er since he had become a messenger, he 
ah1·ays i ns isted on stayi ng at  the table a l i ttle longer, al though he in­
,·ariably fel l  asleep and then could be persuaded only with the greatest 
effort to exchange his armchair  for bed. Hmn�1-cr much mother and 
sister might pounce on h i m  w i th l i ttle admonit ions,  he would slowly 
shake his head for a quarter of an hour at  a time, keeping his eyes 
closed, and would not get up. G regor's mother plucked h i m  by the 
slee1·es, 11·h ispered blandishments i nto his ear, his s i ster dropped her 
homework i n  order to help her mother,  but  a l l  this  was of no use. He 
only  sank deeper i nto his  armchair. Not unt i l  the women l i fted h i m  
up under h i s  arms d id  he open his  eyes, look alternately at mother and 

- I n  the  ,·crsion of The .\/etamorplwsi> whid1  Kalka m·crsaw and publ i shed in  his  l ifetime, he  
so  punduatcd the  sentence that  i t  would ha,·c to  be transh1ted d ifferentlv- indecd. in two 
different wa\'S. One wav of r<·adiug sa)·s, "\\'ith a kind of pen·erse obsti nan·: his father refused 
also to 1<1ke off his official un iform in the house ."  This would make the point that among the 
\·arious forms of obst inate beha,·ior the father d isplays at home. refusing to take off his uniform 
is one of them. Rut the sentence can also be translated as follows: "\\'ith a kind of perverse 
obstinacv. his father refused to take off h is official un iform in the house as wel l . "  .-\bout th is 
i nkrprciation of the sentence. critic Eric S;mtner comments: "111C ambigu i�· of Kalka's d ic­
tion m<1kes possible the re;1ding that the E1ther has refused to rcmo,·c h is uniform not just at 
home but in publ ic  as wel l . "  s,mtner then dc,·elops this point b) ·  speculating that i\lr .  Samsa's 
"recent ' in\'Cstiturc' with <1 kind of official status and authority, low though it might be. m ight, 
in other words, be <1 sham . '' 'l11 is obsen·ation contributes importantly to Santncr's read ing of 
The .\letamorphosis as the representation of a crisis i n  the constitution of authori�·. See below. 
pp. ] 9 ;-2 1 0, csp. 20 1 .  

Interest ingly enough, despite the daim t o  authentic ih· made b y  the so-called Manuscript 
Version of Kalka's complete "·orks, ret·ently publi shed in Germam·. the crucial  sentence is 
printed in the normal ized wa)·: the ed itors place the comma in a position to produce the 
more "sensible" read ing that the translation, abo,·e, reflects. 
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s ister, and usually say, "What a l i fe .  S o  th is i s  the peace of my old age . "  
And leaning on the  two women, he IHJUld get up laboriously, as i f  he 
were the greatest weight on h imself, and let the women lead h im to 
the door, 11·hcrc, shrugging them off, he would proceed independent]�·, 
whi le  Gregor's mother threw down her sewing, and h is si ster her pen , 
as quickly as poss ible so as to run after h i s  father and be of further 
assistance. 

\Vho in this o\"crworkcd and exhausted fami ly had t ime to worry 
about Gregor any more than was absol ute]� · necessary? The household 
was stinted more and more; now the maid was let  go after a l l ;' a gigan t ic 
bony cleaning woman with 11·h i tc hair  fluttering about her head came 
mornings and c\·cnings to do the hcm·icst work; h is  mother took care 
of c\'crything else, along with a l l  her SC11· ing. I t  c1·cn happened that 
various pieces of family jewelry, which in the old days his mother and 
s ister had been overjoyed to 11·ea r at  parties and celebrat ions,  11 ·e re sold. 
as Gregor found out one c1·en ing from the general d iscussion of the 
prices they had fetched. But the biggest compla int was always that  they 
could not gi 1·c up the apartment, which 11·as much too big for the i r  
present needs, s ince no one could figure out how Gregor was  supposed 
to he mm·ed. But Gregor understood easily that i t  11·as not only cons id­
eration for h im wh ich (He,·ented their mm·ing, for he could easi ly ha1·e 
been transported in a su i table cra te  with a fc11· a i r  holes; 11·h a t  ma inly 
prevented the fami ly from mm·ing was the i r  complete hopelessness and 
the thought that they had been stmck by a misfortune as  none of the ir  
relati1·cs and acquaintances had e1 ·cr  been h i t . \\ 'hat the world demands 
of poor people they did to the utmost of their  abi l ity ;  his fa ther brough t 
breakfast for the m inor officia l s  at the hank, h i s  mother sacrificed hersel f  
to  the  underwear of  strangers, h i s  sister ran hack and  forth behind the 
counter at the request of the customers; hut for an�thing more than 
th is they did not hm·c the strength . .  \nd the wound in Gregor's hack 
began to hurt anew 11·hcn mother and s i ster, after gett ing his father to 
bed, now came back, dropped their work, pnl lcd their chairs c lose to 
each other and sat check to check; when his  mother, pointing to Gre­
gor's room, said ,  "Close that door, Grete" ;  and when Gregor was hack 
in darkness, while in the other room the women mingled their tears or 
stared dry-eyed at the table .  

Gregor spent the days and nights a lmost enti rely without sleep. 
Sometimes he thought that the next t ime the door opened he  1muld' 
take charge of the fami ly's affa i rs aga in ,  j ust as he  had done in the old 
days ; after this long while there aga in appeared in h i s  thoughts the boss 
and the manager, the salesmen and the tra inees, the handyman who 
was so dense ,  two or three friends from other firms, a chambermaid in 
a prm·incial  hotel -a happy fleeting memo�·�a cash ier  in  a mi l l inery 

8.  Presumably the new maid,  the girl of sixteen. 
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store, whom he had courted eamestly but too slowly- they al l  appeared ,  
intermingled with strangers or people he had already forgotten ; but 
instead of helping him and his  fam ily, they were a l l  inaccessible,  and 
he was glad when they faded away. At other times he was in no mood 
to worry about his family, he was completely fil led with rage at h is 
miserable treatment, and although he could not imagine anyth ing that 
"·ould pique his appetite, he still made plans for getting into the pantry 
to take "·hat was coming to h im,  e\·en if  he wasn't h ungry. No longer 
cons idering "·hat she could do to gi,·e Gregor a special treat, his s ister, 
before running to business e\·eiJ' morning and afternoon, hurriedly 
shm·ed any old food i nto Gregor's room with her foot; and in the e\·e­
ning, regardless of whether the food had only been toyed with or-the 
most usual case -had been left completely untouched, she swept it  out 
with a swish of the broom.  The cleaning up of yregor's room, which 
she now always did in the e\·enings, could not be done more hastily. 
Streaks of dirt ran along the walls ,  fluffs of dust and fil th lay here and 
there on the floor. At first, "·hene,·er his s ister came in ,  Gregor \\·ould 
place himself in  those corners which were particularly offending, mean­
ing by h is position in a sense to reproach her. But he could probably 
ha,·e stayed there for weeks without his s ister's showing any improve­
ment; she must ha,·e seen the dirt as clearlv as he d id ,  but she had just 
decided to lea,·e i t. At the same time she n�ade sure-with an irritable­
ness that was completely new to her and which had in fact infected the 
whole family-that the cleaning of Gregor's room remain her province.  
One t ime his  mother had submitted Gregor's room to a major house­
cleaning, which she managed only after employing a couple of pails of 
\rater-all  this dampness, of course,  i rritated Gregor too and he lay 
prostrate, sour and immobile,  on the couch-but his mother's punish­
ment was not long in com ing. For hardly had his sister noticed the 
d ifference in Gregor's room that e\·ening than, deeply insulted, she ran 
into the l i\"ing room and, in spite of her mother's imploringly upl ifted 
hands,  burst out in a fit of CIJ'ing, which his parents-his father had 
natural ly been startled out of his  armchair-at fi rst watched in helpless 
amazement; until they too got go ing; turning to the right, h is father 
blamed his mother for not letting his  s i ster clean Gregor's room; but 
turn ing to the left, he screamed at  his  sister that she would ne,·er again 
be al lowed to clean Gregor's room;  while h is mother tried to drag his  
father, " ·ho was out of h is mind with exc itement, into the bedroom; 
his s ister, shaken "·ith sobs, hammered the table with her small fists; 
and Gregor hissed loudly "·ith rage because i t  did not occur to any of 
them to close the door and spare him such a scene and a row. 

But even if  his s ister, exhausted from her work at the store, had gotten 
fed up with taking care of Gregor as she used to, it  was not ne(;essary 
at all for h is mother to take her place and still Gregor did not have to 
be neglected. For now the clean ing woman was there. This old widow, 
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who thanks to her strong bony frame had probably s mTi\·cd the worst 
in  a long l i fe, was not real ly repel led by Gregor. Without being in the 
l east inquis i tive, she had once accidentally opened the door of Gregor's 
room, and at the sight of Gregor-who, completely taken by surprise, 
began to race hack and forth al though no one was chasing h im-she 
had remained stand ing, with her hands folded on her stomach ,  mar­
vel ing. From that time on she never fa i led to open the door a crack 
every morning and every even ing and peek in hurriedly at Gregor. In 
the beginning she also used to cal l h im o\·er to her with words she 
probably considered friendly, l ike, "Come m·er here for a m inute , you 
old dung beetl e ! "  or "Look at that old dung hecti c ! "  To forms of address 
l ike these Gregor would not respond hut rema in ed immobi le  where he 
was, as if the door had not been opened. If only they had gi,·cn th is 
cleaning woman orders to clean up h is room c\·c ry day, i nstead of 
letting her d isturb h im uselessly whcne\·cr the mood took her. Once,  
early in  the morning-hemy rain ,  perhaps a l ready a s ign of approac hing 
spring, was beating on the windm\· pancs - G rcgor was  so exasperated 
when the cleaning woman started in aga i n  with her ph rases that he 
turned on her, of course s lmdy and decrepitly.  as i f  to attack.  But the 
clean ing woman,  instead of getting frightened , s i m ply  l i fted u p  h igh a 
chair ncar the door, and as she stood there with her mouth wide open,  
her intention was c learly to shut her  mouth onh- when the chair  i n  her 
hand came crash ing do�m on G regor's hack. "So, i s  that a l l  there is?" 
she asked when Gregor turned aro u nd aga i n ,  and she qu ietly put the 
chair back in the corner. 

Gregor now hardly ate anyth ing anymore . On!� ·  \\ ·hen he accidenta l ly 
passed the food la id out for h im would he take a bite into h i s  mouth 
j ust for fun ,  hold it in for hours, and then mostly spit it out  aga i n .  :\t 
fi rst he thought that his  grief at the state of h is room kept h i m  off food, 
but it was the very changes in h i s  room to which he qu ickly became 
adjusted . H is family had gotten i nto the habit of putting i n  this  room 
things for which they could not find any other place, and nm\· there 
were plenty of these, since one of the rooms in  the apartment had been 
rented to three boarders. These serious gentlemen-al l  three had long 
beards, as Gregor was able to register once th rough a crack in  the 
door-were obsessed with neatness. not onlv in their  room, but s ince 
they had, after a l l ,  moved in here, throughot;t the entire household and 
especial ly in the kitchen. They could not stand useless, let alone d i rty 
j unk. Besides,  they had brought along most of their own household 
goods For th is reason many things had become superfluous, and 
though they certainly weren't salable, on the other hand they could not 
just be th rown out. Al l these things m igrated into Gregor's room.  Like­
wise the ash can and the garbage can from the k i tchen .  \\'hate\·cr was 
not being used at the moment was just flung into Gregor's room by 
the cleaning woman, who was always in a big hurry; fortunately Gregor 
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generally saw only the object inn>h-cd and the hand that held it .  �laybe 
the cleaning \mman intended to recla im the things as soon as she had 
a chance or else to throw out e\·c ryth ing together in one fell  swoop, 
but in fact they would hm·e remained lying whcrc\·er they had been 
th rown in the first place if Gregor had not squeezed through the junk 
and set it in motion, at first from necessih·, because otherwise there 
\\·ould hm·c been no room to crawl in, but I

'
ater with growing pleasure, 

although after such excursions, t ired to death and sad, he did not budge 
again for hours. 

S ince the roomers sometimes also had their supper at home in the 
common ] i,·ing room, the l iving-room door remained closed on certain 
eYenings, but Gregor found it ,·cry easy to gi,·e up the open door, for 
on many evenings "·hen it was opened he had not taken ad,·antage of 
it, but instead, without the family's noticing, h�d la in in the darkest 
corner of his room. But once the cleaning "·oman had left the l iving­
room door s l ightly open, and it a l so remained opened a li ttle when the 
roomers came in in the e\·cning and the lamp was l it . They sat down 
at the head of the table "·here in the old dm·s h is father, his mother, 
and Gregor had eaten, unfolded their napkins, and picked up their 
kn i,·es and forks . At once his  mother appeared in the doorway with a 
platter of meat, and just behind her came his sister with a platter piled 
high "·ith potatoes . A th ick ,·apor steamed up from the food. The room­
ers bent o\·e r the platters set in front of them as if to examine them 
before eating, and in fact the one \\·ho sat in the middle ,  and who 
seemed to be regarded by the other h\·o as an authority, cut into a piece 
of meat "·h ile i t  was still on the platter, e\·idently to find out whether 
it was tender enough or "·hether it should perhaps be sent back to the 
kitchen. He \\·as satisfied, and mother and sister, who had been watch­
ing anxiously, sighed with rel ief and began to smile .  

The family itself ate in the kitchen. :\'e,·ertheless, before going into 
the kitchen, his father came into this room and, bowing once, cap in 
hand, made a turn around the table .  The roomers rose as one man and 
mumbled someth ing into the ir  beards. \\'hen they were alone again, 
they ate in  a lmost complete s ilence. I t  seemed strange to Gregor that 
among all the different noises of eating he kept picking up the sound 
of their chewing teeth, as if this "·ere a s ign to Gregor that you needed 
teeth to eat with and that e\·en with the best make of toothless jaws you 
couldn't do a th ing. ' ' I 'm hungry enough," Gregor said to h imself, ful l  
of grief, "but not for these things. Look how these roomers are gorging 
themsekes, and I 'm dying! "  

O n  th is same e\·ening-Cregor could not remember hm·ing heard 
the ,·iolin during the "·hole time-the sound of ,·iol in playing came 
from the kitchen. The roomers had already finished their e\·ening meal, 
the one in the middle had taken out a newspaper, gi,·en each of the 
h\·o others a page, and now, l eaning back, they read and smoked . \\'hen 
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the violin began to play, they became attenti\·e, got up, and went on 
tiptoe to the door leading to the foyer, where they stood in a huddle. 
Thev must ha,·e been heard in the kitchen, for his father called, ' ' Per­
hap� the playing bothers you, gentlemen? It can be stopped right away."  
"On the contrary," said the middle roomer. "\\'ouldn't the young lady 
like to come in to us and play in here where it's much roomier and 
more comfortable?" "Oh, certainly," called Gregor's father, as if he 
were the violinist . The boarders \\ ·cnt back into the room and \Va ited. 
Soon Gregor's father came in with the music stand, his mother with 
the sheet music, and his s ister \vith the \·iolin. Calmly his sister got 
c\·erything ready for plm·ing; his parents -who had never rented out 
rooms before and therefore bcha\·cd toward the roomers with c:xccssivc 
politeness-did not e\ ·en dare sit dO\m on their 0\\" 1 1 chairs ; his father 
leaned against the door, his right hand iuscrtcd between two buttons 
of his uniform coat, which he kept closed; but his mother was offered 
a chair ])\· one of the roomers , aud since she left the chair \\·here the 
roomer j;1st happened to put it, she sat in a corner to one side. 

His sister began to play. Father and mother, from either side . attcn­
ti\ ·ely foi iO\\·ed the mO\·cmcnts of her hands . Attracted by the playing, 
Gregor had dared to come out a little further and alrcath· had his head 
in the li,·ing room . It hartll � · surprised him that latcl�· he \\·as shO\\ · ing 
so little consideration for the others; once such consideration had been 
his greatest pride. And yet he \\"Ould nc\·cr ha,·c had better reason to 
keep hidden; for now. because of the dust which lay a l l  o\·cr his room 
and blew around at the s lightest mm·cmcnt. he too was completely 
cO\ ·crcd with dust; he dragged around with him on his back and along 
his sides fluff and hairs and scraps of food; his indifference to C\·crything 
was much too deep for him to h<l\"C gotten on his back and scrubbed 
himself clean against the rug, as once he had done several times a day. 
And in spite of his state, he was not ashamed to inch out a little farther 
on the immaculate li,·ing-room floor. 

Admittedly no one paid any attention to him . The family \\·as com­
pletely absorbed by the violin-playing; the roomers, on the other hand. 
who at first had stationed themseh-es , hands in pockets, much too close 
behind his sister's music stand, so that the\· could all hm·c followed the 
score, which certainly must hm·c upset hi� sister, soon withdrew to the 
windO\\" , talking to each other in an undertone, their heads lowered, 
where the\· remained, anxiouslv watched bv his father. It now seemed 
only too �b,·ious that they ,,·e�e disappoi1;ted in their expectation of 
hearing beautiful or entertaining ,·iolin-playing, had had enough of the 
whole performance, and continued to let their peace be disturbed only 
out of politeness .  Especially the \vay they all blew the cigar smoke out 
of their nose and mouth toward the ceiling suggested great nen·ousness .  
And yet his sister was playing so beautifully. Her face was inclined to 
one side, sadly and probingly her eyes followed the lines of music. 
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Gregor crawled forward a l i ttle farther, holding his  head close to the 
floor. so that i t  m ight be possible to catch her eye . \\'as he an an imal, 
that music could mm·c him so? He felt as if  the wa\· to the unknown 
nourishment he longed for were coming to l ight. I le was determined 
to force h imself on unti l he reached his  s ister, to pluck at her skirt, and 
to let her know in this way that she should bring her ,·io l in into his 
room, for no one here appreciated her playing the way he would ap­
preciate it. He would nc\·er again let her out of his room-at least not 
for as long as he ) i,·cd; for once, his n ightmarish looks would be of use 
to h im;  he would be at a l l  the doors of his  room at the same time and 
hiss and spit at the aggressors; h i s  s ister, ho\\·ever, should not be forced 
to sta,· with h im,  but would do so of her own free wil l ;  she should s i t  
next to h im on the couch, bending her ear down to him, and then he 
wou ld confide to her that he had had the firm intention of sending her 
to the ConserYatory, and that, i f  the catastroph.e had not interYened, 
he would have announced this to e,·eryonc last Christmas-certa inly 
Christmas had come and gone?-without taking notice of any objec­
tions . After this declaration his sister would burst into tears of emotion , 
and Gregor would ra ise himself up to her shou lder and kiss her on the 
neck which, e\·er s ince she started going out to work, she kept bare, 
without a ribbon or collar. 

":\ lr .  Samsa ! "  the m iddle roomer called to Gregor's father and "·ith­
out wast ing another \\·ord pointed his index finger at Gregor, who was 
slowly moYing forward . The ,·io l in stopped, the middle roomer smiled 
fi rst at his friends, shaking his head, and then looked at Gregor again .  
Rather than dri,·ing Gregor out, h i s  father seemed t o  consider it more 
urgent to start by sooth ing the roomers al though they were not at 
al l  upset, and Gregor seemed to be enterta in ing them more than the 
,·io l in-playing. He rushed m-er to them and tried with outstretched arms 
to dri,·e them into the i r  room and at the same time with h is body to 
block their , · icw of Gregor. :\'ow they actually did get a l ittle angry-it 
"·as not clear whether because of his father's beha,·ior or because of 
their  dawning real ization of ha,· ing had without kno\\· ing it such a next­
door neighbor as Gregor. They demanded explanations from his father; 
in the i r  tum they ra ised the i r  arms, plucked excitedly at their beards, 
and, dragging their feet, backed off toward their room. In the meantime 
his  sister had m-ercome the abstracted mood into which she had fallen 
after her playing had been so sudden!�· interrupted; and all at once, 
after holding ,·io l in and bow for a while in her slackly hanging hands 
and continuing to fol io"· the score as i f  she were st i l l  playing, she pulled 
hersel f together, la id the instrument on the lap of her mother-who 
was still s i tting in her chair, fighting for breath, her lungs ,·iolently 
heaving-and ran into the next room, which the roomers ,  under pres­
sure from her father, "·ere nearing more quickly than before .  One could 
sec the cm-ers and bolsters on the beds, obeying his s ister's practiced 
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hands, fly up and arrange themsel\'es. Before the boarders had reached 
the room, she had finished turning down the beds and had s l ipped out. 
Her father seemed once again to be gripped by his per\'erse obstinacy 
to such a degree that he completely forgot any respect sti l l due h is  
tenants .  He  dro1·e them on and kept on dri1· ing unti l ,  al ready at the 
bedroom door, the middle boarder stamped h is foot thunderingly and 
thus brought him to a standsti l l .  "I herewith declare ,"  he said, ra ising 
his hand and casting h is eyes around for Gregor's mother and s i ster 
too, "that in view of the disgusting cond itions prc\'a i l ing in this apart­
ment and family" -here he spat curtly and dccisi1 ·cly on the floor-" I  
give notice a s  of  now. Of course I won 't pay a cent for the days I hm·c 
been l i\'ing here, either; on the contrary, I shall consider taking some 
sort of action against you with claims that-bcl ic\'e me-will be easy to 
substantiate . "  He stopped and looked straight in front of h im ,  as if he 
were expecting someth ing . .\nd in fact h i s  two friends a t  once chimed 
in with the 1nmls, "\\ ' c too gi\ 'c notice as of now. " Thereupon he 
grabbed the doorknob and slammed the door with a bang. 

Gregor's father, h is hands groping, staggered to h is armchair and 
collapsed into it ; i t  looked as if he were stretching himself out for his 
usual e1·ening nap, but the hca1·y drooping of his head, as if i t had lost 
all support, shmYcd that he was certa inly not asleep. Al l th i s  t ime Gre­
gor had lain qu ietly at the spot where the roomers had s urpri sed h i m .  
His disappointment a t  the fa i lure o f  h i s  plan-but perhaps also the 
weakness caused by so much fasti ng- made i t  imposs ib le for h im  to 
mo1·c . He was afra id with some certa in tY that in the 1 ·er\' next moment 
a general debacle would burst m·cr h i 1·n . and he wa it�d .  I l c  was not 
e1·cn startled by the 1·iol in as it s l ipped from under h is mother's trem­
bl ing fingers and fel l  off her lap 11· ith a rc1·crbcrat ing clang. 

"1\ly dear parents ,"  said h is s ister and by way of an introduction 
pounded her hand 01 1 the table. ' ' things can't go on like this .  \ laybc 
you don't real ize it , but I do. I 1mn't pronounce the name of my brother 
in front of this monster, and so al l  I say is :  we ha1·c to try to get rid of 
it. \\'e\·c done e1·cryth ing humanly poss ible to take care of it and to 
put up with it ; I don't think anyone can blame us in the least ." 

"She's absolutely right," said his father to h imself. H is mother, who 
still could not catch her breath, began to cough dully behind her hand, 
a wild look in her eyes . 

His  sister rushed oyer to his  mother and held her forehead. H is father 
seemed to ha1·e been led by Crete's words to more defin ite though ts, 
had sat up, m1s playing 11· ith the cap of his uniform among the plates 
which were sti l l lying on the table from the roomers' supper, and from 
time to t ime looked at Gregor's motion less form. 

"\Ve must try to get rid of i t ," his s ister nm1· said exclus i1·ely to her 
father, s ince her mother was coughing too hard to hear anyth ing. "It 
wil l  be the death of you two, I can see i t  coming. People who al ready 
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ha,·c to \\'ork as hard as \\·e do can't put up with th is constant torture 
at  home, too . I can't stand i t  anymore either." And she broke out crying 
so bitterly that her tears poured do\\'n onto her mother's face, which 
she \\'iped off \\' i th mechanical mo\·emcnts of her hand. 

"Chi ld ," said her father kindly and \\'i th unusual understanding, "but 
"·hat can we do?" 

Gregor's s ister only shrugged her shoulders as a s ign of the bewil­
dered mood that had no\\· gripped her as she cried, in contrast with 
her earlier confidence. 

" If  he could understand us," said her father, half questioning; in the 
midst of her crying Gregor's sister \\·avec! her hand ,·iolcntly as a sign 
that that "·as out of the question . 

" I f  he could understand us," h is father repeated and by closing h is 
eyes, absorbed his daughter's con\'iction of the imposs ibi l ity of the idea, 
"then maybe \\'e could come to an agreement \\'i th him. But the way 
things arc---" 

" I t  has to go ," cried his s ister. 'That's the only answer, Father. You 
just hm·e to try to get rid of the idea that it's Gregor. Bel ie,·ing it for so 
long, that is our real misfortune .  But hm\· can it be Gregor? If it were 
Gregor, he \\'ould ha,·e realized long ago that it isn't possible for human 
beings to ] i,·c with such a creature, and he \\'otild ha,·e gone away of 
his own free wil l .  Then \\'C \\'ouldn't ha,·e a brother, but we'd be able 
to go on ] i,·ing and honor his memory. But as th ings are, this an imal 
persecutes us, dri\'cs the roomers away, ob\'iously wants to occupy the 
whole apartment and for us to sleep in the gutter. Look, Father," she 
suddenly shrieked, "he's starting in again ! "  .\nd in a fit  of terror that 
\\·as completely incomprehensible to Gregor, his sister abandoned e\·en 
her mother, l i tcralh· shm·ed herself off from her chair, as if she \\'ould 
rather sacrifice her . mother than stay ncar Gregor, and rushed beh ind 
her father, who, upset only by her bchm·ior, also stood up and half­
l i fted his arms in front of her as if to protect her. 

But Gregor had absolutely no intention of frightening anyone, let 
alone h is sister. He had only begun to turn around in order to trek 
back to h i s  room;  certainly his mm·ements did look peculiar, since his 
a i l ing condit ion made him help the complicated turning manem·er 
along with his head, \\·hich he l ifted up many times and knocked 
against the floor. He stopped and looked around.  H is good intention 
seemed to hm·c been recognized; i t  had only been a momentary scare. 
Now they all watched him, silent and sad . His mother lay in her arm­
chair, her legs stretched out and pressed together, her eyes a lmost clos­
ing from exhaustion; h is father and h is sister sat side by side, h is sister 
had put her arm around her father's neck. 

Now maybe they' l l  let me turn around, Gregor thought and began 
his l abors aga in .  l ie could not repress his panting from the exertion, 
and from time to time he had to rest. Otherwise no one harassed him; 
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he was left completely on his own . When he had completed the turn, 
he immediately began to crawl back in a stra ight l ine. He  was aston­
ished at the great distance separating him from his room and could not 
understand at all how, gi,·en his weakness, he had covered the same 
distance a l i ttle while ago almost without real iz ing it. Constantly i ntent 
only on rapid crawl ing, he hardly noticed that not a word , not an ex­
clamation from his family interrupted h im.  Only when he was al read�· 
in the doorway did he turn his head -not compl etely, for he fel t  h is 
neck stiffening; ne\·ertheless he sti l l  saw that behind h im noth ing had 
changed except that h is  sister had gotten up. I I  is last glance ranged 
over his mother, who \\·as no\\· fast asleep. 

He was hardly inside his room when the door was hurried�\ - s lammed 
shut, firmly bol ted , and locked . Gregor \\·as so frightened at the sudden 
noise behind him that his l i ttle legs ga,·e wa)· under h im .  I t  was his 
sister who had been in such a hurry. She had been standing up stra igh t , 

ready and waiting, then she had leaped fomard n imbly, Gregor had 
not even heard her coming, and she cried "Final ly ! "  to her parents as 
she turned the keY in  the lock. 

"And now?" G�egor asked h imself, looking around in  the darkness. 
He soon made the cl iscm·ery that he coul d  no longer mm ·e at a l l .  It 
did not surprise h im;  rather, i t seemed unnatural that unt i l  now he had 
actual ly been able to propel h imself on these thin l i ttle legs. Otherwise 
he felt relati\·ely comfortable .  l i e had pains ,  of course, throughout h is  
whole body, but it seemed to h im that they \\"Cre gradually gett ing 
fainter and fa inter and would final ly go away al together . The rotten 
appl e in his hack and the inflamed area around it, \\·h ich  \\·ere com­
pletely cm·erecl \\· i th fluffy d ust,  al ready hard ly bothered h im .  He 
thought back on his fami ly  with deep emotion and lm·e. His com·ictiou 
that he would ha\·e to d isappear \\·as ,  i f  possible, c\ ·en firmer than his 
sister's. H e  remained in  th is state of empty and peaceful reflect ion unti l 
the tower clock struck three in the morning. l i e sti l l  saw that outside 
the window everyth ing was beginning to grow l ight .  Then, without his 
consent, his  head sank clown to the floor, and from his  nostri ls streamed 
his last weak breath . 

\Vhen early in the morning the cleaning \\·oman came-in sheer 
energy and impatience she \\"Ould slam all the doors so hard although 
she had often been asked not to , that once she had arri, ·ecl , quiet sleep 
was no longer possible anywhere in the apartment-she did not at first 
find anything out of the ordinary on paying Gregor her usual short , · isit . 
She thought that he was del iberately lying motionless, pretending that 
his feel ings were hurt; she credi ted h im with unl imited intell igence. 
Because she happened to be holding the long broom, she tried from 
the doorway to tickle Gregor with it .  When this too produced no results, 
she became annoyed and jabbed Gregor a l i ttle, and only when she 
had shoved him without any resistance to another spot did she begin 
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to take notice. \Vhen she qu ickly became aware of the true state of 
th ings, she opened her eyes wide, whistled softly, but did not dawdle; 
instead,  she tore open the door of the bedroom and shouted at the top 
of her \'Oice i nto the darkness: "Come and have a look, i t's croaked; 
it 's lying there, dead as a doornai l ! "  

The couple :\ lr. and Mrs .  Samsa sa t  up in the i r  marriage bed and 
had a struggle overcoming their shock at the cleaning woman before 
they could finally grasp her message. But then Mr.  and Mrs. Samsa 
hastik scrambled out of bed, each on his side, 1\h. Samsa threw the 
blanket around his shoulders, Mrs .  Samsa came out in noth ing but her 
nightgown; dressed this way, they entered Gregor's room. In the mean­
time the door of the l i\'ing room had also opened, ,,·here Crete had 
been sleeping since the roomers had moved in; she was ful ly dressed , 
as if she had not been asleep at a l l ;  and her pale face seemed to confirm 
th is . "Dead?" said l\ l rs . Samsa and looked inquiringly at the cleaning 
woman, a l though she could scru tinize everything for herself and could 
recognize the truth even without scrut iny. 'Til say," said the cleaning 
woman, and to prm·e i t  she pushed Gregor's corpse with her broom a 
good distance sideways . l\ l rs . Samsa made a mo\·ement as if to hold 
the broom back but d id not do it .  "\Vei l , "  said !\I r. Samsa, "now we 
can thank Cod ! "  He  crossed h imself,0 and the three women fol lowed 
h is example. Crete, \\·ho never took her eyes off the corpse, said, "Just 
look how th in he was . Of course he didn't eat anyth ing for such a long 
time. The food came out aga in j ust the way it went in . "  As a matter of 
fact, Gregor's body was completely flat and dry; this was obvious now 
for the first t ime, real ly, s ince the body was no longer ra ised up by h is 
l i ttle legs and nothing else d istracted the eye . 

"Come in with us for a l i ttle wh i le ,  Crete," said \ I rs .  Samsa with a 
melancholy smi le ,  and Crete , not without looking back at the corpse, 
followed her parents into the i r  bedroom. The cleaning \\·oman shut the 
door and opened the window wide. Although it was early in the morn­
ing, there was a lready some mi ldness m ixed in with the fresh air. After 
a l l ,  i t was al read\· the end of March .  

The three bo,; rders came out of the i r  room and looked around in 
astonishment for their breakfast; they had been forgotten .  "\\11ere's 
breakfast?" the middle roomer grumpi ly asked the cleaning woman .  
But  she put  her  finger to  her  l ips and then hastily and s i lently beckoned 
the boarders to fol lm\· her in to Gregor's room. They came wi l l ingly and 
then stood, their hands in the pockets of the ir  somewhat shabby jackets, 
in the now al rcad�· , ·cry  bright room, surrounding Gregor's corpse. 

At that point the bedroom door opened, and Mr. Samsa appeared in 
his uniform ,  his wife on one ann, his daughter on the other. They a l l  

9. Final e,·idence o f  t h e  Samsas' probable Cathol icism. 
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looked a s  i f  they had been crying; from time to time Crete pressed her 
face aga inst her father's slee,·e . 

"Leave my house immediately," said Mr. Samsa and pointed to the 
door, without letting go of the women.  "\\'hat do you mean by that?" 
said the middle roomer, somewhat nonplussed , and smiled with a sug­
arv smile .  The two others held their  hands behind their back and in­
c�ssantly rubbed them together, as if in jo�ful anticipation of a big 
argument, which could only turn out in their fa\'Or. " I  mean just what 
I say," answered 1\l r. Samsa and \\'ith his two companions marched in 
a straight line toward the roomer. At first the roomer stood sti l l  and 
looked at the floor, as if the thoughts inside his head were fitting them­
selves together in a new order. "So, we' l l  go , then," he said and looked 
up at Mr. Samsa as if, suddenly o\·ereome by a fit of humil ity, he were 
asking for further permission e\'en for th is decis ion .  \ lr. Samsa merely 
nodded briefly several times, his eyes wide open .  Thereupon the roomer 
actua l ly went immed iately into the foyer, taking long strides; his two 
friends had a l ready been l i sten ing for a wh i le ,  their hands completely 
sti l l ,  and now they went hopping right after h im ,  as if afra id that i\ l r. 
Samsa might get into the foyer ahead of them and interrupt the contact 
with the i r  leader. In  the fO\u all three took their hats from the coatrack, 
pulled the i r  canes from th� umbrella stand, bowed s i lently, and left the 
apartment. In a suspicious mood which J>rm·cd completely unfounded, 
Mr. Samsa led the two \\·omen out onto the landi ng; leaning m·er the 
banister, they \\·atched the three roomers slmdy but steadi l � ·  go ing dmm 
the long fl ight of sta i rs ,  disappearing on each landing at a particular 
turn of the sta i rway and a few moments later emerging aga in ;  the farther 
down they got, the more the Samsa fami ly's interest in them wore off, 
and when a butcher's bo�· with a carrier on his  head came cl imbing 
up the sta i rs with a proud bearing, toward them and then up on past 
them, 1\lr. Samsa and the women qu ickly left the banister and all went 
back, as if rel ie\·ed, into their apartment. 

They decided to spend this day resting and going for a walk; they 
not onl\' desen·ed a break in their work, the\· absolute�\- needed one. 
And so 

'
they sat down at the table and \\Tote tl; ree letters 

.
of excuse, l\ l r . 

Samsa to the management of the bank, l\ l rs .  Samsa to her employer, 
and Crete to the store owner. \\11 i le they were writing, the cleaning 
woman came in to say that she was going, s ince her moming's work 
was done. The three letter writers at fi rst s imply nodded without looking 
up, but as the cleaning woman sti l l  kept l ingeri ng, they looked up, 
annoyed. "\Veil?" asked Mr. Samsa . The cleaning woman stood smi l ing 
in the doom·ay, as if she had some great good ne\\·s to announce to the 
family but would do so only if  she "·ere thoroughly questioned. The 
l i ttle ostrich feather which stood a lmost upright on her hat and wh ich 
had i rritated l\k Samsa the whole t ime she had been "·ith them swayed 
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l ightly in al l  d i rections. "\\11at do you want?" asked \ I rs .  Samsa , who 
inspired the most respect in the cleaning woman . "\\'e l l ,"  the cleaning 
woman <l l1S\\·ered, and for good-natured laughter could not immediately 
go on . "look, you don't ha\·e to worry about getting rid of the stuff next 
door. I t's al read\· been taken care of. "  :\ I rs .  Samsa and Grete bent down 
o\·er the i r  lette�s, as if to continue writing; :\ lr. Samsa ,  who noticed 
that the cleaning woman was now about to start describing e\·el)thing 
in deta i l ,  stopped her with a firmly outstretched hand. But s ince she 
\\·as not going to be permi tted to tell her stol)', she remembered that 
she was in a great hurl)·, cried, obviously insulted , "So long, everyone," 
\\·h ided around wildly, and left the apartment with a terrible slamming 
of doors .  

"\\'e ' l l  fire her tonight," sa id \ l r . Samsa, but did not  get  an answer 
from e i ther his wife or his daughter, for the cleaning woman seemed 
to ha\·e mined their barely regained peace of mind .  They got up, went 
to the window, and sta�·ed there, holding each other tight. l\1 r. Samsa 
turned around in  his chair toward them and watched them quietly for 
a whi le .  Then he called, "Come on now, come m·er here. Stop brood­
ing o\·cr the past. And have a l i ttle consideration for me, too ."  The 
women obeved h im at once, hurried o\·er to h im,  fondled h im ,  and 
qu ickly fini;hed their letters. 

Then all three of them left the apartment together, someth ing they 
had not done in months. and took the trolley into the open country on 
the ou tski rts of the city. The car, in which they were the only passen­
gers, \\·as completely fil led with warm sunsh ine .  Leaning back com­
fortably in their seats ,  they discussed their  prospects for the time to 
come, and it seemed on closer examination that these weren't bad at 
al l ,  for all three pos it ions-about which they had ne\·er real ly asked one 
another in  any deta i l-were exceedingly ad\·antageous and espec ial ly 
promising for the future. The greatest immediate impro\·ement in their  
situation would come easily, of course, from a change in apartments; 
they would now take a smaller and cheaper apartment, but one better 
situated and in  e\·ery way simpler to manage than the old one, which 
Gregor had picked for them. \\11 i le they were talking in th i s  \·e in ,  i t  
occurred almost s imultaneously to l\ l r. and \ Irs . Samsa, as they 
watched their  daughter getting l i\-el ier and l i\·el ier, that lately, in spi te 
of all the troubles wh ich had turned her cheeks pale ,  she had blossomed 
into a good-looking, shapely girl .  Growing quieter and communicating 
almost unconsciously through glances, they thought that it would soon 
be t ime, too, to find her a good husband. And i t  was l ike a confirmation 
of their new dreams and good intentions when a t  the end of the ride 
their daughter got up first and stretched her young body. 
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