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Metamorphosis
- Franz Kafka
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CHAPTER 1

WHEH GREGOR Samsno woke up ons morming from
unsetimg dreams, be found hmself changsd in his
bed irto & monsteous vermin, He was lying on his back os hard
as armor plate, and when he lifted his head o bistle, be saw his
vavielted boown belly, sectioned by arch-shaped ribs, o whoss
dome the cover, about to shide off completely. could barshy
cling. Elis many lega, pietfully thin compared wiil the size of
the rest of him. were waving helplessly before his eves.

“Whint's happened 1o nae™ he thought. It was fo deean. His
room, 4 regular human room., ooby a little on the small side, lay
r|_||'ir.'1 hetween Hee four fameliar wnlls. Over tlie table, onowhoels
an unpacked line of fabric samples was all spread oul—5Samsa
wis a troveling salesman—hmy the picture which he had re=
centhy cut out of a plossy magarine and lodged ina predty gt
frume. 1t showed a Indy done up ina for hat and o fur boa, sit=
ting upright and raisiog up against the viewer a heovy fur muff
in which her whole forearm had disappeared.

Ciregor's eyes then mwoed to the windew, and the avercast
wrather—he could hear raindrops hitting against the metal
windew ledge—eampletely depressed him. " Heow obaout poing,
back to sleep for a few minutes and forgetting all this non-
dejide” lie thovphe, bat that wos completely impeacticable,
sinee ke was uged to sleeping on his right side and in his pres-
end state could pot get iio that postion. Mo maiter how hard
he threw himself onto his right side. he alvays rocked onto his
back zgnin, e must have tred it o hwisdned fimses, closing his
eyes 50 a5 nof to have to see his squirming leps, and stopped
only when be began 1o feel o slight, dull paim inhis sude, whach
he had never (el before.

“Oh God” he thought, “what a grucling job 1've picked!
Doy in, eay ou—an the road. The upser of doing basiness is
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much worse than the actunl business in the heme office, and,
besides, T've got the torture of taveling, wormying about
changing trains, eating miscrable food of all houss, constantly
secing new faces, no relationships that last of get more inb-
mate, T the devil with it all!™ He fele a slight itching up on top
of his belhy; shoved himself slowly on his back closer to the
hedpast, 3o a8 to be oble bo Iift his head better; founsd the atchy
apot, studded with small white dots which be had o jdea what
to make of and wonled to touch 1he apot with one of bis legs
but immediatety pulled it back, for the contaet sent a cold
shiver through him,

He slid back again inte his origmal position. “This getting
up o carky” he thought, "makes anyone a complete idiof.
Hueman beings have to have their slesp. Other traveling sales-
men live like harem women. For instance, when | go back to
the hotel before lunch 1o write up the business 1 've done, thess
pentlemen are jusd having beeakfast. That's all T'd have 1w iry
with nyy bass; 1d be fired on the spot. Amvway, who nows if
that wenldnt be a very good thing for me, 171 dida’t Told bock
for my parents” sake, | would have quit long ago, | would have
marched up to the boss and spoken my picce from the botiom
of my heart. He would have fallen off the desk! Itis funmy, too,
the way he sifs on e desk and talks down fraom the heights to
the emplovess, especaally when they have to come right up
elose on aceount of the bosss being hord of hearing, Well, 1
haven't piven up hops completely; once I've golten the money
together to pay off my parents” debt to him—Uleat will probably
take another five or six years—1'm going to do it without fail.
Then I'm going to make the big break, Bt for the time being
1'd better get up, since my train leaves ag five”

And he looked over at the alarm clock, which was ticking
on the chest of drawers, “Cisd Almighey!™ he thought. It was
six-thirty, the hands were quictly moving forward, it was actu-
ally past the half-hous, it was dlready nearly a quarter to. Could
1§ be tent the alarm hada't gone off7 You could see from the
bed that it was set correctly for Tour o'clock; it certninty had
gene off, toa. Yes, but was it possible to sleep quaetly through a
ringing that made the furnitre shake? Well, he certalnly
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hidn't slept quictly, but probably all the more soundly for that,
But what showld he do now? The next tuin left at seven
o'clock; fo make it, he would have to hurey ke a pindman, and
the line of sansples wain™ pecked vel, and he himszlE didn't
feel especially fresh and ready to marel around, And even if ke
did make the irain, he could not ovoid petting it from the boss,
becauwse the messenger boy hnd been waiting ol the five
oclock train and would have long spo reported his not show-
ing up. He was a waal of the bogs, withos brodns or backbone.
What if he were 10 soy he was sick” But that would be ex-
wemely embarrassing and suwspicious because during his five
years with the fism Gregor had not been sick even once. The
bass would be sure to eome with the health-insurance dector,
blnmme his parents for their lnzy son, and cut off all excuses by
quating the health-insurance doctor, for whom the world con-
sisled of people wha were codtipletely henltly bue afemd 1o
work. And, begides, in this case would be be sovery wronp? In
fact, Greger felt fine, with the exception of his drowsiness,
which was really unnecessary after slesping so late, and he
even had a ravenous appetile,

Jusie s he wirs thinking wll this over of top speed, without be-
ing able to decide o get ol of bed—the alorm clock kad just
struck & quarter to seven—he heord a coutious knacking at the
door mext to the heal of bis bed, "Gregor” someone called—it
was his mother—"it's a quanter to seven. Didn't you want to
eatch the tam® What a soft voice! Gregor was shocked to
henr his own veice nnswenne, unmistobeably s cwn volee,
mribe, but m which, as 1f from belosr, an insistent distressed
chirping intruded, which left the elarity af his words jntact
anly for o moment really, before so badly parbling them as they
carried thuf oo one could be sure if he lad heard right. Gregor
bl wanted to answer m detail and to explain everything, b,
given the circumnstanecs, confined himsclf o saving, “Yes, ves,
thinks, Mother, I'mi just petiog up” The wooden door st
have prevented the change m Gregor's voice from being no-
ticed outside. because his mother was satisfied with thig explas
aatien and shuffied off, But sheir listle exchange had made the
rest of the family aware that, contrary (o expectations, Gregor
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“When Ciregor Samsa woke up one moming from
unsenling dreams, he found himsell changed in his bed into
a monsirous vermin.” With this startling, bizame,

vl surprisingly funny first sentence, Kalka begins his
masterpiece, The Meramorphiosis, 11 s ithe s1ory of 3 young
man who, transformed overnight into o giant beetlelike
insect, becomes an object of disgrace to his family, an
outsider in his own home, o quintessentially alienated man.,

A harrowing—though absurdly comic—meditation on
human feelings of inadequacy, guilt, and isolation,

Thie Metamorphosiy has taken its ploce as one of the most
widely read and influental works of iwentieth-century
fetion. As W, H. Avden wrode, “Kaofka s imporant (o us
because his predicament is the predicament of modern man.”

Tranzlated and edited by Stanley Comgold, with génerous
eritical mpterials ineluding esspvs, nodes, und selections from

Kalka's leters and diames.
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