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BY PHILIP RAHV

THOUGH THE WORK of Franz Kafka has but lately 'beeade available to readers,
his name is today firmly linked in the literary rdito such names as Joyce and Proust
and Yeats and Rilke and Eliot -- the "sacred urttabtes," as they have been rightly
called, of the modern creative line. Among themshexceptional in that he enjoyed no
public recognition of consequence during his lifegj for he withheld his longer
narratives from publication and was scarcely kndaeyond a narrow circle of German
writers. His posthumous world-fame came to him anlthe past two decades.

The first translation of one of his books appeaneithis country in 1930, six years after
his death. That book wa%e Castle, a novel that ranks high in the Kafka canon. Few
readers were then able to gauge its true wortheaed as late as 1937, whime Trial
was brought out here, it was chiefly Kafka's apptaneystifications rather than his
pattern of meaning and basic motives that aroustedeist. Readers were astonished by
him but hardly convinced of his importance. Sirteent his idiosyncratic but powerful
sensibility has en-

tered into the bloodstream of twentieth-centumgréiture. He has been made the subject
of numerous critical studies in many languages;earywhere the more sensitive
younger writers, conscious of the static conditibthe prevailing fictional techniques
and seeking a creative renewal through mythic gntbslic conceptions, have taken his
example to heart. There can be little doubt angéorof his stature as an artist in the
metaphysical mode, whose concern is with the utens&ructure of human existence, or
of his surpassing originality as an innovator ieative method. Like Rilke in tH2uino
Elegies he asked the supreme questidfas war wirklich im All? ("What was real in the
world?").

A master of narrative tone, of a subtle, judiciansl ironically conservative style, Kafka
combines within one framework the recognizable raydterious, extreme subjectivity of
content with forms rigorously objective, a lovingdyact portrayal of the factual world
with a dreamlike and magical dissolution of it. 8yifying those contrary elements he
was able to achieve no less than a new mutatitimeiart of prose fiction. This much can
be said, | think, without attempting to give aremgrtated critical estimate of his work,
which at this time may well be premature. The asialgnd description of some of its
qualities will suffice. Thus it is clear that if K& so compellingly arouses in us a sense
of immediate relatedness, of strong even if unédeytification, it is because of the
profound quality of his feeling for the experierafehuman loss, estrangement,

guilt and anxiety -- an experience increasingly dwnt in the modern age.



That Kafka is among the most neurotic of literamysés goes without saying. It accounts,
mainly, for the felt menace of his fantastic syni&iol and for his drastic departure from
the well-defined norms of the literary imaginatiéior all its obviousness, however, the
fact of Kafka's neuroticism presents a dangerpifenvulgar temptation, to the unliterary
mind, which tends to confuse a fact so patent wiitiical judgment and appraisal. No
greater error is possible in our approach to Iiteeat. To avoid that common error it is
above all necessary to perceive that Kafka is doimgimore than a neurotic artist; he is
also an artist of neurosis, that is to say, heesets in objectifying through imaginative
means the states of mind typical of neurosis amdde incorporating his private world
into the public world we all live in. Once thatascomplished, the creative writer has
performed the essential operation which is theetexfrhis triumph as an artist, if not as a
man; he has exorcised his demon, freed himselisgbérsonal burden, converting us into
his accomplices. And we, as good readers, as gidotomplices, have no real reason to
complain. Neurosis may be the occasion, but liteeaits the consequence. Moreover, the
creative writer is the last person we may look t@ur concern is with drawing a line
between the normal and the abnormal. For whatéeepitacticing psychologist may
make of that crude though useful distinction, ttiestacannot attend to it without
inhibiting his sense of life in its full concretesseand complexity.

The novelist Graham Greene has remarked that "&veative writer worth our
consideration, every writer who can be called mhde use of the term a poet, is a
victim: a man given over to an obsession." Kafké#session was an inordinate sense of
inadequacy, failure and sinfulness -- a sinfulressesponding to nothing he had
actually done or left undone, but lodged in theemmmost recesses of his being. "The
state, in which we find ourselves is sinful, quitdependently of guilt,” he wrote in his
notebook. The clue tdhe Trial is in the reflection that "only our concept of @makes

it possible for us to speak of the Day of Judgnigrihat name; in reality it is a summary
court in perpetual session.” And in the same sempiehreflection we find the perfectly
typical sentence: "The hunting dogs are playingpencourtyard, but the hare will not
escape them, no matter how fast it may be flyingaaly through the woods." The
identification here is plainly with the hare; andwthe hunting dogs, too, insofar as they
represent the hare's longing for self-punishmaatinmer wish to be cornered, to be hurt,
to be torn to pieces so as to atone for the dualt fills him from top to bottom. In this
one short sentence about the hare and the hurdggyybu have the gist of the typical
Kafkan narrative, the obsessive theme, the nufddde concerning the victim of an
unappeasable power to which he returns again aaid,agarying and complicating its
structure with astonishing resourcefulness, andtieigeon so slender a foundation such
marvelous superstructures as that of the mytheodd Commander im the Penal

Colony, the myth of the Law in

The Trial and of the celestial bureaucracyTime Castle.



The simplicity of the nuclear fable in Kafka showlot lead us, however, to disregard the
gualities that make him one of the most enigmadjareés in world literature. It does no
good to speak of him as an author of religiousgaltees. Unlike such religious allegorists
as Dante or Bunyan he does not depend on the tilifogic of a generally known
system of theology; his creative mode presupposdmdy of knowledge external to
itself; he is not allegorical in any accepted sdmgerather an innovator so deeply
individualistic as to fit none of the familiar cgtaries. Also, the difficulty of
understanding him is on a different plane from #ratountered in reading a novelist like
James Joyce, for example. Whereas the obscuritibg tatter are inherent in the
elaborate stylization of his material and in hisnpdex structural designs, in Kafka's case
it is the meaning alone that baffles us. Both mglaage and construction he is elementary
compared to Joyce, yet many readers have beenfieygty his fictions. But the
mystification is gradually cleared up once we lef@artisten attentively to his tone and
become accustomed to the complete freedom withhwlécsuspends certain conventions
of storytelling when it suits his symbolic purpo3éus when we read in the first
sentence ofhe Metamor phosis that the clerk Gregor Samsa awoke one morningb f
himself changed into a gigantic insect, it is ataks to think that by means of this bold
stroke Kafka intends to call into question the lafsature. What he calls into question,
rather, is

the convention that the laws of nature are airakk$ to be observed in fiction; and

having suspended that convention in the very fissagraph of the story, from that point
on he develops it in a logical and realistic maniii@e clerk's metamorphosis is a

multiple symbol of his alienation from the humaatst of his "awakening" to the full
horror of his dull, spiritless existence, and a ttesperate self-disgust of his unconscious
fantasy-life, in which the wish to displace thehfat and take over his authority in the
family is annulled by the guilt-need to suffer aoking punishment for his presumption.

Another type of symbolism, far less psychologicaliarged, is found in stories likde
Great Wall of China. What is the Great Wall? It is likewise a multighgmbol -- of

human solidarity, of earthly fulfilment and of mand's effort to obtain supernatural
guidance. But why was the wall built in a piecenfaahion, thus permitting the nomads
of the North to slip through the gaps? The replhé it is in the nature of man to
achieve only limited ends. He cannot comprehend\thele; his vision is discontinuous,
his security always incomplete; his aims he cahzeanly in fragmentary fashion. No
doubt the "high command" is ultimately responsiblethe apparently inexpedient
method of the wall's construction, yet it would eedo to question its decrees. Not that
such questioning is blasphemous in itself, buteaiathat in the long run it is useless.
Logic can bring us up only to a certain point. Beyaohat an answer of a sort is given by
the beautiful parable of the river in spring. Arglthe story



continues the theme of the wall is dialecticallyeerted into a series of poetic
speculations concerning the relationship betweerCthinese and the imperial court at
Pekin, that is between God and man. Whilenirestigations of a Dog the remoteness of
God is represented as a remoteness in time, istitng the imagery is chiefly spatial.
Pekin is so far away from the villagers of the ®aiat they can hardly imagine its
existence. They worship dynasties long since deaas arriving from the imperial court
is obsolete by the time it reaches them. This inglaf the "Chinese" to possess their
Emperor in his vital contemporaneity appears ta beflection on the idea of God as
known to modern man -- an idea ill-defined, nebaland, above all, archaic. Man is
now unaware of the real powers that govern his ilifgofar as he has any knowledge of
divinity it is as of something purely historical.

The quarrel between the religious and the psycHgamanterpreters of Kafka is of no
great moment, as his work is sufficiently meanih¢dusupport some of the "truths" of
both schools. Thus the father who condemns hissdeath by drowning (ifthe
Judgment) can be understood as the tyrannical father aidias lore and at the same
time as the God of Judgment rising in His wratkdéstroy man's illusion of self-
sufficiency in the world. At bottom there is no éliat between the two interpretations.
For one thing, they are not really mutually exchasifor another, the reading we give the
story depends as much on our own outlook -- witigrtain limits, of course -- as on that
of the author. There was in Kafka's character ameht

of radical humility not permitting him to set oat't{prove" any given attitude toward life
or idea about it. This he plainly tells us in soofi¢he aphorisms that he wrote about
himself in the third person: "He proves nothing bimself, his sole proof is himself, all
his opponents overcome him at once, not by refuting(he is irrefutable) but by
proving themselves."

That Kafka was a man of religious temper | haveloobt. Though the creator of a
surpassing imagery of human failure and frustratioclined to feel imprisoned on this
earth, afflicted with "the melancholy, the impotenthe sicknesses, the feverish fancies
of the captive,” he never abandons his trust irsghituality of existence, in the
"indestructible,” and is disheartened by his litgreffort because he wants his writing to
attain the power of lifting the world into the remabf "the pure, the true, the immutable.”
Yet there is nothing either in his private papargais fiction to warrant the claim that
he was a believer in a personal God who gave Benaso any of the dogmatic systems
associated with institutional religion. Even origliigin, the dogma closest to the thematic
center of his work, he interprets speculativelya@msisting of the complaint, which man
makes and never ceases making, that a wrong haddoee to him, that the original sin
was committed upon him." From the standpoint ofttiemlogian that is sheer heresy,
gentle, self-incriminating heresy, to be sure,limresy nevertheless. The German critic
Franz Blei, who was personally acquainted with Kafpeaks of him as "the servant of a
God not believed in." A piety so paradoxical, sonune to cate-



gorical definition, so removed from the fixed analditional, refusing the consolation of
revealed religion yet intent on winning througH'acfaith like a guillotine, as heavy, as
light," could never have found expression. in gaheleas or logical thought but only in
the language of art, the one language capabldearimg everything while claiming
nothing, asserting nothing, proving nothing.

Born in Prague in 1883 of middle-class Jewish pardfafka appears to have lost his
self-confidence early in life, exchanging for i$, lae himself put it, "a boundless sense of
guilt.” Moods of loss and failure, and the idedlsd insolubility even of the most
ordinary human problems, depressed his youth daditespired his art. Because of this
unceasing distrust in himself he tended to regati astonishment and inordinate
admiration all examples of constructive will, oéthbility of men to discover their true
calling and achieve that integration in the comryuto which he attached the highest
value but which he believed to be beyond his ovachieHis constant plaint was the
same as that of that character in Hawthorne sidny|ntelligence Office, who never
ceases to cry out: "l want my place, my own plaeg proper sphere, my thing to do,
which nature intended me to perform when she fasgdane thus awry, and which | have
vainly sought all my lifetime!"

In the center of Kafka's life stands the fathéfrgare fully corresponding to that
Freudian terror, the Primal Sire. Energetic, ovarlg, capricious, successful,
respectable, the father, not so much by maliciotent

tion as by being simply what he was, exposed touid his son's impractical inclinations
and spiritual wanderings. The mother, though dolus for her son, was far too much
absorbed in her husband to play an independentanteyoung Franz was thus driven to
extremes of loneliness and introspection that coally negated themselves in the idea
of integration through marriage, children and thecpice of an honorable profession ("a
true calling. . . the right vocation"). The effeet him of his father was such that though
he usually talked exceedingly well, in the presenicthe formidable parent he took to
stuttering. "For me," he wrote to his father irelatife, "you began to have that
mysterious quality which all tyrants have, whoseifage is based on their personality,
not on reason." It is clear that the source ofpitveciple of authority so characteristic of
his art is to be traced to his ambivalent attittalbis father, an attitude of strong
repulsion as well as identification. Constructed aftelements of his own personality,
the protagonist of his major fictions is coercedelsyranatural powers who are
continually justified and exalted even as theyraegle to manifest themselves in the
guise of a menacing and arbitrary bureaucracy. Braxl, Kafka's lifelong friend,
biographer and editor of his posthumous writingigtes that in many talks he attempted
to demonstrate to him the foolishness of his sefftempt and chronic overestimation of
his father. These talks were useless, for Kafkagred a "torrent of arguments” that



shattered and repelled his friend, who soon redlirat only from the standpoint of an
outsider could it be

asked: "What difference could his father's approwvake to Kafka?" His need for that
approval was obviously "an innate, irrefutable ifegl that lasted to the end of his life.

In 1906 he took his degree in law at the Germarvérsity in Prague and soon
afterwards obtained a post in an accident-insuraffae. But his real interest was in
writing, which he approached with the utmost meainestness, regarding it as a sacred
expenditure of energy, an effort at communion wrtle's fellowmen, the reflected
splendor of religious perception. However, it con&Ver serve as his means of
livelihood; aside from his objection in principke turning literary talent into a source of
material benefits, there were other obstacles. Hxeenat a pace altogether his own, filled
with a raging discontent; at the same time there tlva drastic need to stand on his own
feet, to win immediate independence from the fam¥igt the work at the insurance

office disintegrated him; the two occupations wiesompatible.

In his letters he writes of literature as his onbpe for happiness and fulfillment; and
telling of trancelike states when he felt himselfree boundary of the human, he adds
that they lacked the serenity of inspiration andeaeot conducive to the best writing. He
speaks of himself as having been on the way tdet@anew secret doctrine, a Kabala,"
but his replies as to the meaning of that doctaireeas diverse as they are contradictory.
(His precision, Brod rightly says, was moral, naellectual.) "l represent,” we read in
his diary, "the negative elements of my age. .likén

Kierkegaard, | was not guided in life by the novawigy sinking hand of Christianity, nor
have | caught hold, like the Zionists, of one a& #nds of the flying prayershawl of the
Jews." The one break in his relationship with Bsedms to have been caused by his
coolness to Zionism. "What have | in common wite flews," he wrote, "when | have
scarcely anything in common with myself?" In lagears, however, he developed a
lively interest in the aspirations of the Zionigtdied Jewish folk-literature, the Hebrew
language and read the Talmud (to which his styléhb way, in its reasoning,
argumentative quality, in its movement through g&seand contradiction, statement
and refutation, bears some resemblance).

It was in 1912 -- a fateful year in his life -- thae met Felice B., the young woman from
Berlin whom he wanted to marry but was forced twrence, suffering terrible anguish in
twice breaking his engagement to her. He felt iblag man in his uprooted condition,
lacking independent status and a secure orientatitife, marriage was an impossible
task. But that was the year, too, in which higéitg intentions and continual probing of
his own predicament came together in a way enabiimgto forge decisively ahead in
his work. Compared to what he wrote in the falthadt year everything he had written



previously seems sketchy and unfinished. On thietrmfjSeptember 22nd of that seminal
fall he wroteThe Judgment in one sitting, remarking afterwards that durihgttiong
stretch between ten o'clock in the evening anad'siock the

next morning he more than once carried his weightie own backThe Judgment is the
first Kafkan story which is all of a piece and first in which the characteristic theme of
the struggle between father and son is sounddtetdepths. That same month and the
next he wrote the long opening chapteAoterika, his first novel, and in November he
completedThe Metamor phosis, certainly his greatest story, in which he achseae
overpowering effect through his consummate handiinpe factual detail that supports
and actualizes the somber fantasy of the plot. Stoig/ is the very embodiment of that
guality of the exigent and the extreme, that sefisehuman being hemmed in by his
own existence and absolutely committed to it, whatkiches us so deeply in Kafka
because it is at once method and content, entasatyesponse, the goal and the way. It
is mainly through this "existential" quality thatiasubstantiates his world for us,
imparting the unmistakable appeal of reality tosthelements in it that might otherwise
appear to be little more than the products of arbézor erratic imagination. Fhe
Metamor phosis, | would say, Kafka for the first time fully reaéd his own innermost
conception of writing -- a conception of inexprédsiurgency and inwardness. Long
before the composition of the story, he attempoeeixplain what writing meant to him
when he said in a letter to his friend Oskar Polledt "the books we need are of the kind
that act upon us like a misfortune, that make d@ieslike the death of someone we love
more than ourselves, that make us

feel as though we were on the verge of suicidéysirin a forest remote from all human
habitation -- a book should serve as the ax fofrbeen sea within us."

In October of that same year Max Brod notes irdiasy: " Kafka in ecstasy. Writes alll
night long. . . ." And again: "Kafka in incredibdestasy." There is something more to
this ecstatic state than elation and the senseefldém a writer normally experiences
when making visible progress in his work. The ptyecompulsive nature ofhe
Judgment andThe Metamorphosis, no less than Kafka's own comment upon them in his
diaries, suggest that these stories served asXthar the frozen sea" within him -- in
other words, that the process of their creationlved a breakthrough to layers of
repressed material which had heretofore provercessible. It is as if in these
psychodynamic fictions the neurotic sufferer in kaénd the artist in him locked hands
and held on for dear life. Precisely of works sasththese one can say with Yeats that
"the more unconscious the creation the more powérfu

The movement of Kafka's narrative art is from p®joby to experimental mythology,
from the immediate appropriation of personal stadebeir projection into the world at
large. Thus the principle of authority in which kisrk is centered is at the outset, as in



The Judgment andThe Metamorphosis, represented in the figure of a "real" father, a
father whom it is not very difficult to identify iterms of the Freudian "family romance,"
while in the later and longer works the fatheradonger recognizable as a figure in the
world we know. He has been removed from the fawiiigle

and generalized into an institutional power -- &iehic, remote, mysterious -- such as the
Law, the Court and the order of officials that desi in the Castle.

In respect to this line of developmentthe Penal Colony can be regarded as a
transitional story. It was written in November, 29%hen Kafka had already begun
working onThe Trial. Perhaps because it shows the influence of Kiexkety upon

whom Kafka first came in 1913, the religious analkegjof this story are clearer than in
the earlier tales. The Old Commander, whose dreadary is invoked inn the Penal
Colony, retains some of the individual traits of the Ttdather, at the same time as he is
mythicized in the manner of the images of authgsiyjected in the later novels.

But in the long run the early breakthrough in hitiwg to the deeper layers of his
psychic life failed to free Kafka of his nerve-desing fears and sense of unworthiness.
He continued to quarrel with himself, plotting splfnishment, thinking even of suicide.
"Balzac carried a cane on which was carved thenldggesmash every obstacle; my
legend reads: Every obstacle smashes me." Thearrsgtesaw between writing and his
job affected his health. He suffered from headaemesinsomnia, finally tuberculosis set
in and he was compelled to spend years in saniatitdis illness he considered to be
psychically determined -- "My head conspired with long behind my back.” It was not
until 1923, when he met Dora Dymant, a girl brougihtin an orthodox Jewish family in
Poland, and he found himself well enough to mowvié Wer to Berlin, that he at long last
realized his longing for independ-

ence. But, as it turned out, it was already toe fatobtain the restitution he sought for
the lost years of ickness and misery. In June, 18Pthe age of fortyone, he died in a
hospital near Vienna of laryngeal tuberculosis.

During his lifetime he published only some of Hi®mder works, and never quite finished
any of his three novels. Before his death he wi@tdax Brod requesting him to burn all
the manuscripts he was leaving behind. Fortunatédyfriend took upon himself the
honorable responsibility of disregarding that deapeelast instruction.

The stories in this volume are printed in the agpnate order of their compositioAll
but The Hunter Gracchus, A Common Confusion, The Great Wall of China, The Burrow
andInvestigations of a Dog, appeared during their author's lifetime; andheffive
posthumous pieces ordyCommon Confusion is complete; the last pages of the other
stories are either missing or were never written.



New York June, 1952

SELECTED SHORT STORIES OF FRANZ KAFKA

The Judgment

IT WAS a Sunday morning in the very height of sgri@eorg Bendemann, a young
merchant, was sitting in his own room on the filebdr of one of a long row of small,
ramshackle houses stretching beside the river wihiesle scarcely distinguishable from
each other except in height and coloring. He hatlfjnished a letter to an old friend of
his who was now living abroad, had put it intoats/elope in a slow and dreamy fashion,
and with his elbows propped on the writing tables\gazing out of the window at the
river, the bridge and the hills on the farther barith their tender green.

He was thinking about his friend, who had actually away to Russia some years
before, being dissatisfied with his prospects an&oNow he was carrying on a business
in St. Petersburg, which had flourished to begithwiut had long been going downhill,
as he always complained on his increasingly rasigsviSo he was wearing himself out to
no purpose in a foreign country; the unfamiliat hdard he wore did not quite conceal
the face Georg had known so well since childhoad, tas skin was growing so yellow
as to indicate some latent

disease. By his own account he had no regular @ionewith the colony of his fellow
countrymen out there and almost no social intesmwith Russian families, so that he
was resigning himself to becoming a permanent Bache

What could one write to such a man, who had obWouws off the rails, a man one

could be sorry for but could not help? Should omése him to come home, to transplant
himself and take up his old friendships again er¢hwas nothing to hinder him -- and in
general to rely on the help of his friends? But thas as good as telling him, and the
more kindly the more offensively, that all his etfohitherto had miscarried, that he
should finally give up, come back home, and be datdoy everyone as a returned
prodigal, that only his friends knew what was wéiadl that he himself was just a big
child who should do what his successful and honegpie friends prescribed. And was

it certain, besides, that all the pain one wouldeh® inflict on him would achieve its
object? Perhaps it would not even be possible thigeto come home at all -- he said



himself that he was now out of touch with commenckis native country -- and then he
would still be left an alien in a foreign land erttdied by his friends' advice and more
than ever estranged from them. But if he did follbwir advice and then didn't fit in at
home -- not out of malice, of course, but througité of circumstances -- couldn't get on
with his friends or without them, felt humiliatechuldn't be said to have either friends or
a country of his own any longer, wouldn't it haweeb

better for him to stay abroad just as he was? ailthis into account, how could one
be sure that he would make a success of life aefom

For such reasons, supposing one wanted to keeprrgspondence with him, one could
not send him any real news such as could frankltyloeto the most distant
acquaintance. It was more than three years sisckasti visit, and for this he offered the
lame excuse that the political situation in Rusgss too uncertain, which apparently
would not permit even the briefest absence of dldiaainess man while it allowed
hundreds of thousands of Russians to travel pelicafroad. But during these three
years Georg's own position in life had changed.allwo years ago his mother had died,
since when he and his father had shared the holdstelgether, and his friend had of
course been informed of that and had expressesiyhipathy in a letter phrased so dryly
that the grief caused by such an event, one hadrtdude, could not be realized in a
distant country. Since that time, however, Geord &yaplied himself with greater
determination to the business as well as to evienythise.

Perhaps during his mother's lifetime his fathersstence on having everything his own
way in the business had hindered him from devetppmmy real activity of his own,
perhaps since her death his father had becomadgssssive, although he was still
active in the business, perhaps it was mostly d@ntaccidental run of good fortune --
which was very probable indeed -- but at any raténg those two years the business

had developed in a most unexpected way, the stafhlad to be doubled, the turnover
was five times as great, no doubt about it, furfiregress lay just ahead.

But Georg's friend had no inkling of this improvarhdn earlier years, perhaps for the
last time in that letter of condolence, he haditteepersuade Georg to emigrate to Russia
and had enlarged upon the prospects of succepsdaisely Georg's branch of trade. The
figures quoted were microscopic by comparison withrange of Georg's present
operations. Yet he shrank from letting his friemibW about his business success, and if
he were to do it now retrospectively that certawnbuld look peculiar.

So Georg confined himself to giving his friend upiontant items of gossip such as rise at
random in the memory when one is idly thinking gsrover on a quiet Sunday. All he
desired was to leave undisturbed the idea of tineehimwn which his friend must have



built up to his own content during the long intdrnand so it happened to Georg that
three times in three fairly widely separated |sttee had told his friend about the
engagement of an unimportant man to an equally poitant girl, until indeed, quite
contrary to his intentions, his friend began tovglsmme interest in this notable event.

Yet Georg preferred to write about things like thesther than to confess that he himself
had got engaged a month ago to a Fraulein Friedad@nfeld, a girl from a well-to-do
family. He often discussed this friend of his wiitis fiancée and the peculiar relationship
that had developed between them in their correspoe

"So he won't be coming to our wedding," said shed"yet | have a right to get to know
all your friends."1 don't want to trouble him," aamered Georg. "Don't misunderstand
me, he would probably come, at least | think sa,Heuwould feel that his hand had been
forced and he would be hurt, perhaps he would emeyand certainly he'd be
discontented and without being able to do anythingut his discontent he'd have to go
away again alone. Alone -- do you know what thaans®"'Yes, but may he not hear
about our wedding in some other fashion?"'l carévent that, of course, but it's
unlikely, considering the way he lives."'Since ydiends are like that, Georg, you
shouldn't ever have got engaged at all.""Well, gvbwth to blame for that; but | wouldn't
have it any other way now." And when, breathingcilyi under his kisses, she still
brought out: "All the same, | do feel upset,” heught it could not really involve him in
trouble were he to send the news to his friendat'Slthe kind of man | am and he'll just
have to take me as | am," he said to himself, Altaaut myself to another pattern that
might make a more suitable friend for him."

And in fact he did inform his friend, in the lorgtter he had been writing that Sunday
morning, about his engagement, with these wordsalk saved my best news to the end.
| have got engaged to a Fraulein Frieda Brandenéedyirl from a well-to-do family, who
only came to live here a long time after you wemaw, so that you're hardly likely to
know her. There will be time to tell you more abbet later, for today let me just say

that | am very happy and as between you

and me the only difference in our relationshighsttinstead of a quite ordinary kind of
friend you will now have in me a happy friend. Bk that, you will acquire in my
fiancée, who sends her warm greetings and will sade you herself, a genuine friend
of the opposite sex, which is not without impor&mha a bachelor. | know that there are
many reasons why you can't come to see us, butdwmilmy wedding be precisely the
right occasion for giving all obstacles the go-I3fi¥, however that may be, do just as
seems good to you without regarding any interestyaur own."



With this letter in his hand Georg had been sitarigng time at the writing table, his
face turned towards the window. He had barely askedged, with an absent smile, a
greeting waved to him from the street by a pasaogpaintance.

At last he put the letter in his pocket and werttafthis room across a small lobby into
his father's room, which he had not entered fortimanThere was in fact no need for him
to enter it, since he saw his father daily at bessnand they took their midday meal
together at an eating house; in the evening, ittwees each did as he pleased, yet even
then, unless Georg -- as mostly happened -- wenwithi friends or, more recently,
visited his fiancée, they always sat for a whikglewith his newspaper, in their common
sitting room.

It surprised Georg how dark his father's room washeon this sunny morning. So it was

overshadowed as much as that by the high wall ewtiher side of the narrow courtyard.
His father was sitting by the window in a cornenfwvith various mementoes of Georg's

dead mother, reading a newspaper which he helddesinole before his eyes in an attempt
to overcome a defect of vision. On the table sthedemains of his break fast, not much
of which seemed to have been eaten.

"Ah, Georg," said his father, rising at once to tiae. His heavy dressing gown swung
open as he walked and the skirts of it flutterachbhim. -- "My father is still a giant of

a man," said Georg to himself.

"It's unbearably dark here," he said aloud.

"Yes, it's dark enough," answered his father.

"And you've shut the window, too?"

"l prefer it like that."

"Well, it's quite warm outside," said Georg, asohtinuing his previous remark, and sat
down.

His father cleared away the breakfast dishes anithem on a chest.
"I really only wanted to tell you,” went on Geokgho had been vacantly following the
old man's movements, "that | am now sending thesr@wny engagement to St.

Petersburg.” He drew the letter a little way froi® ocket and let it drop back again.

"To St. Petersburg?" asked his father.



"To my friend there," said Georg, trying to meet father's eye. -- In business hours he's
quite different, he was thinking. How solidly héssnere with his arms crossed.

"Oh, yes. To your friend," said his father, witrcpkar emphasis.

"Well, you know, Father, that | wanted not to taln about my engagement at first. Out
of consideration for him, that was the only reastou know yourself

he's a difficult man. | said to myself that someefse might tell him about my
engagement, although he's such a solitary cretitatehat was hardly likely -- | couldn't
prevent that -- but | wasn't ever going to tell himgself."

"And now you've changed your mind?" asked his fatlaging his enormous newspaper
on the window sill and on top of it his spectaclgkich he covered with one hand.

"Yes, I've been thinking it over. If he's a goo@md of mine, | said to myself, my being
happily engaged should make him happy too. Andwouldn't put off telling him any
longer. But before | posted the letter | wantetetojou know."

"Georg," said his father, lengthening his toothlessith, "listen to me! You've come to
me about this business, to talk it over with me.ddabt that does you honor. But it's
nothing, it's worse than nothing, if you don't tek the whole truth. | don't want to stir
up matters that shouldn't be mentioned here. Shrcdeath of our dear mother certain
things have been done that aren't right. Maybeithe will come for mentioning them,
and maybe sooner than we think. There's many g thithe business I'm not aware of,
maybe it's not done behind my back -- I'm not gdmgay that it's done behind my back
-- I'm not equal to things any longer, my memofgling, | haven't an eye for so many
things any longer. That's the course of naturéefirst place, and in the second place
the death of our dear mother hit me harder thdidiyyou. -- But since we're talking
about it, about this letter, | beg you, Georg,

don't deceive me. It's a trivial affair, it's haravorth mentioning, so don't deceive me.
Do you really have this friend in St. Petersburg?"

Georg rose in embarrassment. "Never mind my frieAdbousand friends wouldn't
make up to me for my father. Do you know what hk1 You're not taking enough care
of yourself. But old age must be taken care oarl'ttdo without you in the business, you
know that very well, but if the business is goingihdermine your health, I'm ready to
close it down tomorrow forever. And that won't &ée'll have to make a change in your
way of living. But a radical change. You sit hemehe dark, and in the sitting room you
would have plenty of light. You just take a biteboéakfast instead of properly keeping
up your strength. You sit by a closed window, ameldir would be so good for you. No,



Father! I'll get the doctor to come, and we'll é¥ his orders. We'll change your room,
you can move into the front room and I'll move aréa You won't notice the change, all
your things will be moved with you. But there's éifor all that later. I'll put you to bed
now for a little; I'm sure you need to rest. Coifiehelp you to take off your things,
you'll see | can do it. Or if you would rather gua the front room at once, you can lie
down in my bed for the present. That would be tlstsensible thing.”

Georg stood close beside his father, who had $ehéad with its unkempt white hair sink
on his chest.

"Georg," said his father in a low voice, without virg.

Georg knelt down at once beside his father. In the

old man's weary face he saw the pupils, over-ldingedly looking at him from the
corners of the eyes.

"You have a friend in St. Petersburg. You've alwagsn a leg-puller and you haven't
even shrunk from pulling my leg. How could you havigiend out there! | can't believe
it."

"Just think back a bit, Father," said Georg, ldtims father from the chair and slipping
off his dressing gown as he stood feebly enoudgHt,s@on be three years since my friend
came to see us last. | remember that you usedniethim very much. At least twice |
kept you from seeing him, although he was actusattjng with me in my room. | could
quite well understand your dislike of him, my freehas his peculiarities. But then, later,
you got on with him very well. | was proud becayea listened to him and nodded and
asked him questions. If you think back you're botcncemember. He used to tell us the
most incredible stories of the Russian Revolutior.instance, when he was on a
business trip to Kiev and ran into a riot, and sagriest on a balcony who cut a broad
cross in blood on the palm of his hand and heldh#imed up and appealed to the mob.
You've told that story yourself once or twice sirice

Meanwhile Georg had succeeded in lowering his fadlbg/n again and carefully taking
off the woollen drawers he wore over his linen updats and his socks. The not
particularly clean appearance of this underwearetach reproach himself for having
been neglectful. It should have certainly beerdhity to see

that his father had clean changes of underweahddenot yet explicitly discussed with
his bride-to-be what arrangements should be madeiddather in the future, for they
had both of them silently taken i for granted tiet old man would go on living alone in
the old house. But now he made a quick, firm deni$o take him into his own future



establishment. It almost looked, on closer insp@ctas if the care he meant to lavish
there on his father might come too late.

He carried his father to bed in his arms. It gawe & dreadful feeling to notice that while
hie took the few steps towards the bed the old amahis breast was playing with his
watch chain. He could not lay him down on the adaf moment, so firmly did he hang
on to the watch chain.

But as soon as he was laid in bed, all seemed keltovered himself up and even drew
the blankets farther than usual over his shouldéedooked up at Georg with a not
unfriendly eye.

"You begin to remember my friend, don't you?" assbrg, giving him an encouraging
nod.

"Am | well covered up now?" asked his father, asafwere not able to see whether his
feet were properly tucked in or not.

"So you find it snug in bed already," said Geory) &ucked the blankets more closely
round him.

"Am | well covered up?" asked the father once msegming to be strangely intent upon
the answer.

"Don't worry, you're well covered up."”

"No!" cried his father, cutting short the answérgtv

the blankets off with a strength that sent thenflygg in a moment and sprang erect in
bed. Only one hand lightly touched the ceilingteagy him.

"You wanted to cover me up, | know, my young sphigt I'm far from being covered up
yet. And even if this is the last strength | hate,enough for you, too much for you. Of
course | know your friend. He would have been aafter my own heart. That's why
you've been playing him false all these years. \&leg? Do you think | haven't been
sorry for him? And that's why you had to lock yalfsip in your office -- the Chief is
busy, mustn't be disturbed -- just so that you@ewite your lying little letters to Russia.
But thank goodness a father doesn't need to bétéogy to see through his son. And
now that you thought you'd got him down, so far ddhat you could set your bottom on
him and sit on him and he wouldn't move, then mg §on makes up his mind to get
married!"

Georg stared at the bogey conjured up by his fattisrfriend in St. Petersburg, whom
his father suddenly knew too well, touched his imation as never before. Lost in the



vastness of Russia he saw him. At the door of gotgmplundered warehouse he saw
him. Among the wreckage of his showcases, the sthetmnants of his wares, the
falling gas brackets, he was just standing up. \idyhe have to go so far away!

"But attend to me!" cried his father, and Georg@st distracted, ran towards the bed to
take everything in, yet came to a stop halfway.

"Because she lifted up her skirts," his father Ipetgeflute, "because she lifted her skirts
like this, the nasty

creature,” and mimicking her he lifted his shirtrégh that one could see the scar on his
thigh from his war wound, "because she lifted ents like this and this you made up to
her, and in order to make free with her undistunpaa have disgraced your mother's
memory, betrayed your friend and stuck your fath&r bed so that he can't move. But
he can move, or can't he?"

And he stood up quite unsupported and kicked Igis ¢eit. His insight made him radiant.

Georg shrank into a corner, as far away from hisefaas possible. A long time ago he
had firmly made up his mind to watch closely evieast movement so that he should not
be surprised by any indirect attack, a pounce foeimnd or above. At this moment he
recalled this long-forgotten resolve and forgagain, like a man drawing a short thread
through the eye of a needle.

"But your friend hasn't been betrayed after altied his father, emphasizing the point
with stabs of his forefinger. "I've been represemtiim here on the spot.”

"You comedian!" Georg could not resist the retmgglized at once the harm done and,
his eyes starting in his head, bit his tongue banlky too late, till the pain made his
knees give.

"Yes, of course I've been playing a comedy! A cophddhat's a good expression! What
other comfort was left to a poor old widower? Tal -- and while you're answering me
be you still my living son -- what else was left@, in my back room, plagued by a
disloyal staff, old to the marrow of my bones? Anyg son strutting through the world,
finishing off deals that | had

prepared for him, bursting with triumphant glee atalking away from his father with
the closed face of a respectable business manbDahynk | didn't love you, |, from
whom you are sprung?”



Now he'll lean forward, thought Georg. What if bpples and smashes himself! These
words went hissing through his mind.

His father leaned forward but did not topple. SiG@org did not come any nearer, as he
had expected, he straightened himself again.

"Stay where you are, |1 don't need you! You think yave strength enough to come over
here and that you're only hanging back of your eatord. Don't be too sure! | am still
much the stronger of us two. All by myself | midgtave had to give way, but your
mother has given me so much of her strength thaektablished a fine connection with
your friend and | have your customers here in mgkpd"

"He has pockets even in his shirt!" said Georginaself, and believed that with this
remark he could make him an impossible figure fothe@ world. Only for a moment did
he think so, since he kept on forgetting everything

"Just take your bride on your arm and try gettimgny way! I'll sweep her from your
very side, you don't know how!"

Georg made a grimace of disbelief. His father erdgded, confirming the truth of his
words, towards Georg's corner.

"How you amused me today, coming to ask me if ywautd tell your friend about your
engagement. He

knows it already, you stupid boy, he knows it Bl& been writing to him, for you forgot
to take my writing things away from me. That's wigyhasn't been here for years, he
knows everything a hundred times better than yoyalwself, in his left hand he
crumples your letters unopened while in his rigintdh he holds up my letters to read
through!"

In his enthusiasm he waved his arm over his hdéel khows everything a thousand
times better!" he cried.

"Ten thousand times!" said Georg, to make fun sffather, but in his very mouth the
words turned into deadly earnest.

"For years I've been waiting for you to come witime such question! Do you think |
concern myself with anything else? Do you thinkda my newspapers? Look!" and he
threw Georg a newspaper sheet which he had somigtkew to bed with him. An old
newspaper, with a name entirely unknown to Georg.

"How long a time you've taken to grow up! Your matihad to die, she couldn't see the
happy day, your friend is going to pieces in Russien three years ago he was yellow



enough to be thrown away, and as for me, you see gdndition I'm in. You have eyes
in your head for that!"

"So you've been lying in wait for me!" cried Georg.

His father said pityingly, in an offhand mannerstlippose you wanted to say that sooner.
But now it doesn't matter.” And in a louder voit8o now you know what else there was
in the world besides yourself, till now you've knoanly about yourself! An innocent

child, yes, that you were, truly, but still moralyr have you been a devilish human
being! -- And therefore take note: | sentence yow to death by drowning!"

Georg felt himself urged from the room. The crastiwhich his father fell on the bed
behind him was still in his ears as he fled. Ondfaércase, which he rushed down as if
its steps were an inclined plane, he ran into haswoman on her way up to do the
morning cleaning of the room. " Jesus!" she créd] covered her face with her apron,
but he was already gone. Out of the front doorusded, across the roadway, driven
towards the water. Already he was grasping atdimgs as a starving man clutches
food. He swung himself over, like the distinguisiggthnast he had once been in his
youth, to his parents' pride. With weakening gepwas still holding on when he spied
between the railings a motor-bus coming which waadily cover the noise of his fall,
called in a low voice: "Dear parents, | have alwiy®d you, all the same,” and let
himself drop.

At this moment an unending stream of traffic wast going over the bridge.

The M etamorphosis
I

AS GREGOR SAMSA awoke one morning from uneasy deeaenfound himself
transformed in his bed into a gigantic insect. Hes\lying on his hard, as it were armor-
plated, back and when he lifted his head a litdleduld see his dome-like brown belly
divided into stiff arched segments on top of which bed quilt could hardly keep in
position and was about to slide off completely. rlisnerous legs, which were pitifully
thin compared to the rest of his bulk, waved helgliebefore his eyes.

What has happened to me? he thought. It was nondids room, a regular human
bedroom, only rather too small, lay quiet betwdenfour familiar walls. Above the table
on which a collection of cloth samples was unpacked spread out -- Samsa was a
commercial traveler -- hung the picture which hd hecently cut out of an illustrated
magazine and put into a pretty gilt frame. It shdwdady, with a fur cap on and a fur



stole, sitting upright and holding out to the spémt a huge fur muff into which the
whole of her forearm had vanished!

Gregor's eyes turned next to the window, and tlegaast sky -- one could hear rain
drops beating on the window gutter -- made himegmitelancholy. What about sleeping a
little longer and forgetting all this nonsenseiheught, but it could not be done, for he
was accustomed to sleep on his right side andsipigisent condition he could not turn
himself over. However violently he forced himseivards his right side he always rolled
on to his back again. He tried it at least a hudidirees, shutting his eyes to keep from
seeing his struggling legs, and only desisted wieehegan to feel in his side a faint dull
ache he had never experienced before.

Oh God, he thought, what an exhausting job I'vegdoon! Traveling about day in, day
out. It's much more irritating work than doing #etual business in the office, and on top
of that there's the trouble of constant travelwofgyorrying about train connections, the
bed and irregular meals, casual acquaintanceatealways new and never become
intimate friends. The devil take it all' He felshght itching up on his belly; slowly
pushed himself on his back nearer to the top ob#teso that he could lift his head more
easily; identified the itching place which was sumded by many small white spots the
nature of which he could not understand and madeuich it with a leg, but drew the leg
back immediately, for the contact made a cold strwe through him.

He slid down again into his former position. Thettaqng up early, he thought, makes one
quite stupid. A man needs his sleep. Other commalerkive like

harem women. For instance, when | come back thabel of a morning to write up the
orders I've got, these others are only sitting dtovioreakfast. Let me just try that with
my chief; I'd be sacked on the spot. Anyhow, thaghihbe quite a good thing for me,
who can tell? If | didn't have to hold my hand hesmof my parents I'd have given notice
long ago, I'd have gone to the chief and told hxacdly what | think of him. That would
knock him endways from his desk! It's a queer wiagaing, too, this sitting on high at a
desk and talking down to employees, especially wheg have to come quite near
because the chief is hard of hearing. Well, thestdlshope; once I've saved enough
money to pay back my parents' debts to him --ghatild take another five or six years --
I'll do it without fail. I'll cut myself completelyoose then. For the moment, though, I'd
better get up, since my train goes at five.

He looked at the alarm clock ticking on the chelgavenly Father! he thought. It was
half-past six o'clock and the hands were quietlyimgon, it was even past the half-
hour, it was getting on toward a quarter to setad the alarm clock not gone off? From
the bed one could see that it had been properfpséiur o'clock; of course it must have
gone off. Yes, but was it possible to sleep quithpugh that ear-splitting noise? Well,



he had not slept quietly, yet apparently all theerspundly for that. But what was he to
do now? The next train went at seven o'clock; tofcehat he would need to hurry like
mad and his samples weren't even packed up, ahonself wasn't feeling particularly
fresh and active. And even if he did catch

the train he wouldn't avoid a row with the chiefce the firm's porter would have been
waiting for the five o'clock train and would hawang since reported his failure to turn

up. The porter was a creature of the chief's, $paiseand stupid. Well, supposing he were
to say he was sick? But that would be most unpigasad would look suspicious, since
during his five years' employment he had not béemce. The chief himself would be
sure to come with the sick-insurance doctor, woafttoach his parents with their son's
laziness and would cut all excuses short by refgro the insurance doctor, who of
course regarded all mankind as perfectly healthyngerers. And would he be so far
wrong on this occasion? Gregor really felt quitdlwapart from a drowsiness that was
utterly superfluous after such a long sleep, andi&® even unusually hungry.

As all this was running through his mind at topespeiithout his being able to decide to
leave his bed -- the alarm clock had just strugkiarter to seven -there came a cautious
tap at the door behind the head of his bed. "Grégard a voice -- it was his mother's --
"it's a quarter to seven. Hadn't you a train teltat That gentle voice! Gregor had a
shock as he heard his own voice answering hersistakably his own voice, it was true,
but with a persistent horrible twittering squeakibé it like an undertone, that left the
words in their clear shape only for the first motn@md then rose up reverberating round
them to destroy their sense, so that one coultb@sure one had heard them rightly.
Gregor wanted to answer at length and explain

everything, but in the circumstances he confineaskeif to saying: "Yes, yes, thank you,
Mother, I'm getting up now." The wooden door betwdem must have kept the change
in his voice from being noticeable outside, for imsther contented herself with this
statement and shuffled away. Yet this brief excleasigvords had made the other
members of the family aware that Gregor was stithe house, as they had not expected,
and at one of the side doors his father was alrkadgking, gently, yet with his fist.
"Gregor, Gregor," he called, "what's the mattehwibu?" And after a little while he
called again in a deeper voice: "Gregor! Gregotl'thfe other side door his sister was
saying in a low, plaintive tone: "Gregor? Aren'uywell? Are you needing anything?"
He answered them both at once: "I'm just readyd'did his best to make his voice
sound as normal as possible by enunciating thesweedy clearly and leaving long
pauses between them. So his father went back toréakfast, but his sister whispered:
"Gregor, open the door, do." However, he was niakthg of opening the door, and felt
thankful for the prudent habit he had acquiredaweling of locking all doors during the
night, even at home.



His immediate intention was to get up quietly withbeing disturbed, to put on his
clothes and above all eat his breakfast, and ¢y to consider what else was to be
done, since in bed, he was well aware, his meditatwould come to no sensible
conclusion. He remembered that often enough inhlegaad felt small aches and pains,
probably caused by awkward postures,

which had proved purely imaginary once he got apl, lze looked forward eagerly to
seeing this morning's delusions gradually fall awiyat the change in his voice was
nothing but the precursor of a severe chill, aditammailment of commercial travelers, he
had not the least possible doubt.

To get rid of the quilt was quite easy; he had dalinflate himself a little and it fell off
by itself. But the next move was difficult, espdigidnecause he was so uncommonly
broad. He would have needed arms and hands tothaiself up; instead he had only the
numerous little legs which never stopped wavinglimirections and which he could not
control in the least. When he tried to bend ontheim it was the first to stretch itself
straight; and did he succeed at last in making #vtiat he wanted, all the other legs
meanwhile waved the more wildly in a high degreemfleasant agitation. "But what's
the use of lying idle in bed," said Gregor to hithse

He thought that he might get out of bed with thedopart of his body first, but this

lower part, which he had not yet seen and of whigltould form no clear conception,
proved too difficult to move; it shifted so slowlgnd when finally, almost wild with
annoyance, he gathered his forces together anst thuti recklessly, he had miscalculated
the direction and bumped heavily against the loevier of the bed, and the stinging pain
he felt informed him that precisely this lower pafhis body was at the moment
probably the most sensitive.

So he tried to get the top part of himself outtfiesxd cautiously moved his head towards
the edge of the bed.

That proved easy enough, and despite its breadtimass the bulk of his body at last
slowly followed the movement of his head. Still,evhhe finally got his head free over
the edge of the bed he felt too scared to go oarazng, for after all if he let himself fall
in this way it would take a miracle to keep hisdch&@m being injured. And at all costs
he must not lose consciousness now, precisely hewyould rather stay in bed.

But when after a repetition of the same effortsdyan his former position again,

sighing, and watched his little legs strugglingiagieach other more wildly than ever, if
that were possible, and saw no way of bringing@maer into this arbitrary confusion, he
told himself again that it was impossible to stayped and that the most sensible course
was to risk everything for the smallest hope ofiggtaway from it. At the same time he



did not forget meanwhile to remind himself that loadlection, the coolest possible, was
much better than desperate resolves. In such maerherfocused his eyes as sharply as
possible on the window, but, unfortunately, thespeect of the morning fog, which
muffled even the other side of the narrow streetught him little encouragement and
comfort. "Seven o'clock already,” he said to hirhadlen the alarm clock chimed again,
"seven o'clock already and still such a thick fodyitl for a little while he lay quiet,
breathing lightly, as if perhaps expecting such plate repose to restore all things to
their real and normal condition.

But then he said to himself: "Before it strikesuaer past seven | must be quite out of
this bed, with-

out fail. Anyhow, by that time someone will haver@from the office to ask for me,
since it opens before seven." And he set himsealb¢king his whole body at once in a
regular rhythm, with the idea of swinging it outtbé bed. If he tipped himself out in that
way he could keep his head from injury by liftingi an acute angle when he fell. His
back seemed to be hard and was not likely to sirfben a fall on the carpet. His biggest
worry was the loud crash he would not be able tp hmaking, which would probably
cause anxiety, if not terror, behind all the do&tdll, he must take the risk.

When he was already half out of the bed -- the m®thod was more a game than an
effort, for he needed only to hitch himself acrbggocking to and fro -- it struck him
how simple it would be if he could get help. Twoosg people -- he thought of his father
and the servant girl -- would be amply sufficighiey would only have to thrust their
arms under his convex back, lever him out of thet bend down with their burden and
then be patient enough to let him turn himselftrigber on to the floor, where it was to
be hoped his legs would then find their proper fiomc Well, ignoring the fact that the
doors were all locked, ought he really to calltieip? In spite of his misery he could not
suppress a smile at the very idea of it.

He had got so far that he could barely keep hidiegum when he rocked himself
strongly, and he would have to nerve himself veryrsfor the final decision since in five
minutes' time it would be a quarter past sevenhemthe front doorbell rang. "That's
someone from the office," he said to himself, arehgalmost

rigid, while his little legs only jigged about alle faster. For a moment everything stayed
quiet. "They're not going to open the door," saréd@ar to himself, catching at some kind
of irrational hope. But then of course the sengiritwent as usual to the door with her
heavy tread and opened it. Gregor needed onlydothe first good morning of the

visitor to know immediately who it was -- the ch@érk himself. What a fate, to be
condemned to work for a firm where the smallestssion at once gave rise to the
gravest suspicion! Were all employees in a bodhingtbut scoundrels, was there not



among them one single loyal devoted man who, hagdsted only an hour or so of the
firm's time in a morning, was so tormented by carste as to be driven out of his mind
and actually incapable of leaving his bed? Wouldn&ally have been sufficient to send
an apprentice to inquire -- if any inquiry were egsary at all -- did the chief clerk
himself have to come and thus indicate to the efdimily, an innocent family, that this
suspicious circumstance could be investigated bgnwoless versed in affairs than
himself? And more through the agitation causedhegé reflections than through any act
of will Gregor swung himself out of bed with allshstrength. There was a loud thump,
but it was not really a crash. His fall was brokersome extent by the carpet, his back,
too, was less stiff than he thought, and so there merely a dull thud, not so very
startling. Only he had not lifted his head cargf@hough and had hit it; he turned it and
rubbed it on the carpet in pain and irritation.

"That was something falling down in there," said th

chief clerk in the next room to the left. Gregoedrto suppose to himself that something
like what had happened to him today might somehdgopen to the chief clerk; one
really could not deny that it was possible. Buifas brusque reply to this supposition
the chief clerk took a couple of firm steps in ttext-door room and his patent-leather
boots creaked. From the right-hand room his sistex whispering to inform him of the
situation: "Gregor, the chief clerk's here." "l kmb muttered Gregor to himself; but he
didn't dare to make his voice loud enough for legesto hear it.

"Gregor," said his father now from the left-handmg "the chief clerk has come and
wants to know why you didn't catch the early tr&lfe don't know what to say to him.
Besides, he wants to talk to you in person. So dipemloor, please. He will be good
enough to excuse the untidiness of your room."'Goodning, Mr. Samsa," the chief
clerk was calling amiably meanwhile. "He's not wesdhid his mother to the visitor,
while his father was still speaking through the ldbe's not well, sir, believe me. What
else would make him miss a train! The boy thinkswmothing but his work. It makes
me almost cross the way he never goes out in theiegys; he's been here the last eight
days and has stayed at home every single evenmgudtisits there quietly at the table
reading a newspaper or looking through railway tabkes. The only amusement he gets
is doing fretwork. For instance, he spent two oe¢hevenings cutting out a little picture
frame; you would be surprised to see how pretiy iit's hang-

ing in his room; you'll see it in a minute when Goeopens the door. | must say I'm glad
you've come, sir; we should never have got hinroak the door by ourselves; he's so
obstinate; and I'm sure he's unwell, though he drduhave it to be so this morning."”
"I'm just coming," said Gregor slowly and carefuliypt moving an inch for fear of losing
one word of the conversation. "l can't think of atlger explanation, madam," said the
chief clerk. "l hope it's nothing serious. Although the other hand | must say that we



men of business -- fortunately or unfortunatelyery often simply have to ignore any
slight indisposition, since business niust be afeinto.""Well, can the chief clerk come
in now?" asked Gregor's father impatiently, agaiadking on the door. "No," said
Gregor. In the left-hand room a painful silencédwied this refusal; in the right-hand
room his sister began to sob.

Why didn't his sister join the others? She was @bbonewly out of bed and hadn't even
begun to put on her clothes yet. Well, why wasalggng? Because he wouldn't get up
and let the chief clerk in, because he was in daog@sing his job, and because the
chief would begin dunning his parents again fordltedebts? Surely these were things
one didn't need to worry about for the presentg@revas still at home and not in the
least thinking of deserting the family. At the marherue, he was lying on the carpet and
no one who knew the condition he was in could sstioexpect him to admit the chief
clerk. But for such a small discourtesy, which coplausibly be explained away
somehow later on, Gregor could hardly be dismissed

the spot. And it seemed to Gregor that it wouldribeh more sensible to leave him in
peace for the present than to trouble him withstead entreaties. Still, of course, their
uncertainty bewildered them all and excused thelralvior.

"Mr. Samsa," the chief clerk called now in a louderce, "what's the matter with you?
Here you are, barricading yourself in your roonvjrgg only 'yes' and 'no’ for answers,
causing your parents a lot of unnecessary trouidenaglecting -- | mention this only in
passing -- neglecting your business duties in aretible fashion. | am speaking here in
the name of your parents and of your chief, anelgl you quite seriously to give me an
immediate and precise explanation. You amaze meagtaze me. | thought you were a
quiet, dependable person, and now all at once gem$ent on making a disgraceful
exhibition of yourself. The chief did hint to merlgathis morning a possible explanation
for your disappearance -- with reference to thé gag/ments that were entrusted to you
recently -- but | almost pledged my solemn wordhomor that this could not be so. But
now that | see how incredibly obstinate you ame longer have the slightest desire to
take your part at all. And your position in tharfits not so unassailable. | came with the
intention of telling you all this in private, buhse you are wasting my time so needlessly
| don't see why your parents shouldn't hear it Fay.some time past your work has been
most unsatisfactory; this is not the season of/&e for a business boom, of course, we
admit that, but a season of the

year for doing no business at all, that does nist,eMr. Samsa, must not exist."”

"But, sir," cried Gregor, beside himself and in &ggtation forgetting everything else,
"I'm just going to open the door this very minueslight iliness, an attack of giddiness,
has kept me from getting up. I'm still lying in bé&ut | feel all right again. I'm getting



out of bed now. Just give me a moment or two longarnot quite so well as | thought.
But I'm all right, really. How a thing like that eauddenly strike one down! Only last
night | was quite well, my parents can tell yourather | did have a slight presentiment.

| must have showed some sign of it. Why didn'tplorg it at the office! But one always
thinks that an indisposition can be got over withgtaying in the house. Oh, sir, do spare
my parents! All that you're reproaching me with nle&s no foundation; no one has ever
said a word to me about it. Perhaps you haverkidoat the last orders | sent in.
Anyhow, | can still catch the eight-o'clock traiim much the better for my few hours'
rest. Don't let me detain you here, sir; I'll beeatling to business very soon, and do be
good enough to tell the chief so and to make myigas to him!"

And while all this was tumbling out pell-mell andegor hardly knew what he was
saying, he had reached the chest quite easilyaperiecause of the practice he had had
in bed, and was now trying to lever himself uprigfstmeans of it. He meant actually to
open the door, actually to show himself and spedke chief clerk; he was eager to find
out what the others, after all

their insistence, would say at the sight of hinth#y were horrified then the
responsibility was no longer his and he could sgaigt. But if they took it calmly, then
he had no reason either to be upset, and coully gelto the station for the eight-
o'clock train if he hurried. At first he slippedwlo a few times from the polished surface
of the chest, but at length with a last heave bedstipright; he paid no more attention to
the pains in the lower part of his body, howeveytemarted. Then he let himself fall
against the back of a near-by chair, and clung higHittle legs to the edges of it. That
brought him into control of himself again and hepgted speaking, for now he could
listen to what the chief clerk was saying.

"Did you understand a word of it?" the chief cleras asking; "surely he can't be trying
to make fools of us?"'Oh dear," cried his mothertears, "perhaps he's terribly ill and
we're tormenting him. Grete! Grete!" she calledthen. "Yes, Mother?" called his sister
from the other side. They were calling to each o#woeoss Gregor's room. "You must go
this minute for the doctor. Gregor is ill. Go ftwetdoctor, quick. Did you hear how he
was speaking?"That was no human voice," said liref clerk in a voice noticeably low
beside the shrillness of the mother's. "Anna! Ahiad father was calling through the
hall to the kitchen, clapping his hands, "get &#woith at once!" And the two girls were
already running through the hall with a swish dftsk-- how could his sister have got
dressed so quickly? -- and were tearing the froot @pen. There was no sound of its
closing again; they had evidently left

it open, as one does in houses where some grefarmie has happened.



But Gregor was now much calmer. The words he wtesere no longer understandable,
apparently, although they seemed clear enougmtoéiren clearer than before, perhaps
because his ear had grown accustomed to the sduiheno. Yet at any rate people now
believed that something was wrong with him, andexeady to help him. The positive
certainty with which these first measures had lhaken comforted him. He felt himself
drawn once more into the human circle and hopedreat and remarkable results from
both the doctor and the locksmith, without reallstidguishing precisely between them.
To make his voice as clear as possible for thesdecconversation that was now
imminent he coughed a little, as quietly as he @pof course, since this noise too might
not sound like a human cough for all he was abjadge. In the next room meanwhile
there was complete silence. Perhaps his parentssiténg at the table with the chief
clerk, whispering, perhaps they were all leaningiast the door and listening.

Slowly Gregor pushed the chair towards the do@m flet go of it, caught hold of the
door for support -the soles at the end of hizliglgs were somewhat sticky -- and rested
against it for a moment after his efforts. Thersbehimself to turning the key in the lock
with his mouth. It seemed, unhappily, that he haeally any teeth -- what could he grip
the key with? -- but on the other hand his jawsengartainly very strong; with their help
he did manage to set the key in motion,

heedless of the fact that he was undoubtedly dargabem somewhere, since a brown
fluid issued from his mouth, flowed over the keylainipped on the floor. "Just listen to
that,” said the chief clerk next door; "he's tugnihe key." That was a great
encouragement to Gregor; but they should all hheeited encouragement to him, his
father and mother too: "Go on, Gregor," they shdnaide called out, "keep going, hold
on to that key!" And in the belief that they wetkfallowing his efforts intently, he
clenched his jaws recklessly on the key with alfitrce at his command. As the turning
of the key progressed he circled round the lockjihg on now only with his mouth,
pushing on the key, as required, or pulling it dagain with all the weight of his body.
The louder click of the finally yielding lock litally quickened Gregor. With a deep
breath of relief he said to himself: "So | didrétedl the locksmith,” and laid his head on
the handle to open the door wide.

Since he had to pull the door towards him, he widsresisible when it was really wide
open. He had to edge himself slowly round the ha#rof the double door, and to do it
very carefully if he was not to fall plump upon hiack just on the threshold. He was still
carrying out this difficult manoeuvre, with no tinreeobserve anything else, when he
heard the chief clerk utter a loud "Oh!" -- it sdex like a gust of wind -- and now he
could see the man, standing as he was neared thotr, clapping one hand before his
open mouth and slowly backing away as if driversbme invisible steady pressure. His
mother -- in spite of the chief clerk's being



there her hair was still undone and sticking uplirirections -- first clasped her hands
and looked at his father, then took two steps tde/&@regor and fell on the floor among
her outspread skirts, her face quite hidden orbheast. His father knotted his fist with a
fierce expression on his face as if he meant teki@regor back into his room, then
looked uncertainly round the living room, coveresl ¢éyes with his hands and wept till
his great chest heaved.

Gregor did not go now into the living room, butried against the inside of the firmly
shut wing of the door, so that only half his bodgswisible and his head above it
bending sideways to look at the others. The ligltt meanwhile strengthened; on the
other side of the street one could see clearlcaoseof the endlessly long, dark-gray
building opposite -- it was a hospital -abruptlynptuated by its row of regular windows;
the rain was still falling, but only in large siggliscernible and literally singly splashing
drops. The breakfast dishes were set out on the kalishly, for breakfast was the most
important meal of the day to Gregor's father, whgdred it out for hours over various
newspapers. Right opposite Gregor on the wall feupgotograph of himself on military
service, as a lieutenant, hand on sword, a carsfngle on his face, inviting one to
respect his uniform and military bearing. The dieading to the hall was open, and one
could see that the front door stood open too, shgwie landing beyond and the
beginning of the stairs going down.

"Well," said Gregor, knowing perfectly that he whe only one who had retained any
composure, "I'll put

my clothes on at once, pack up my samples anddffaiVill you only let me go? You
see, sir, I'm not obstinate, and I'm willing to Woatraveling is a hard life, but | couldn't
live without it. Where are you going, sir? To thféee? Yes? Will you give a true
account of all this? One can be temporarily incépted, but that's just the moment for
remembering former services and bearing in mintl#tar on, when the incapacity has
been got over, one will certainly work with all theore industry and concentration. I'm
loyally bound to serve the chief, you know thatyeell. Besides, | have to provide for
my parents and my sister. I'm in great difficultibat I'll get out of them again. Don't
make things any worse for me than they are. Starfdrume in the firm. Travelers are
not popular there, | know. People think they eaks of money and just have a good
time. A prejudice there's no particular reasorréwising. But you, sir, have a more
comprehensive view of affairs than the rest ofdtadf, yes, let me tell you in confidence,
a more comprehensive view than the chief himsdip vbeing the owner, lets his
judgment easily be swayed against one of his eneg®yAnd you know very well that
the traveler, who is never seen in the office alntios whole year round, can so easily
fall a victim to gossip and ill luck and unfoundeaimplaints, which he mostly knows
nothing about, except when he comes back exhatrstechis rounds, and only then
suffers in person from their evil consequencesgctvhie can no longer trace back to the
original causes. Sir, sir, don't go away withoutad to me to show that you think me in
the right at least to some extent!"



But at Gregor's very first words the chief clerkiteready backed away and only stared
at him with parted lips over one twitching should&nd while Gregor was speaking he
did not stand still one moment but stole away talsahe door, without taking his eyes
off Gregor, yet only an inch at a time, as if olmgysome secret injunction to leave the
room. He was already at the hall, and the suddenmils which he took his last step out
of the living room would have made one believe aé burned the sole of his foot. Once
in the hall he stretched his right arm before homards the staircase, as if some
supernatural power were waiting there to deliven.hi

Gregor perceived that the chief clerk must on ramant be allowed to go away in this
frame of mind if his position in the firm were notbe endangered to the utmost. His
parents did not understand this so well; they lad/inced themselves in the course of
years that Gregor was settled for life in this filmnd besides they were so preoccupied
with their immediate troubles that all foresightifarsaken them. Yet Gregor had this
foresight. The chief clerk must be detained, sabtpersuaded and finally won over; the
whole future of Gregor and his family dependedtobff only his sister had been there!
She was intelligent; she had begun to cry whileg@ravas still lying quietly on his back.
And no doubt the chief clerk, so partial to ladesuld have been guided by her; she
would have shut the door of the flat and in thé tadked him out of his horror. But she
was not there, and Gregor would have to handlsithation himself. And without
remembering that he

was still unaware what powers of movement he psssesvithout even remembering
that his words in all possibility, indeed in akelihood, would again be unintelligible, he
let go the wing of the door, pushed himself throtlghopening, started to walk towards
the chief clerk, who was already ridiculously clmgywith both hands to the railing on
the landing; but immediately, as he was feelingafaupport, he fell down with a little
cry upon all his numerous legs. Hardly was he dasien he experienced for the first
time this morning a sense of physical comfort;lags had firm ground under them; they
were completely obedient, as he noted with joyy tten strove to carry him forward in
whatever direction he chose; and he was inclindzbtieve that a final relief from all his
sufferings was at hand. But in the same momenedsund himself on the floor, rocking
with suppressed eagerness to move, not far froormbtker, indeed just in front of her,
she, who had seemed so completely crushed, spliaaigace to her feet, her arms and
fingers outspread, cried: "Help, for God's saképhéent her head down as if to see
Gregor better, yet on the contrary kept backingslkassly away; had quite forgotten that
the laden table stood behind her; sat upon itlgaas if in absence of mind, when she
bumped into it; and seemed altogether unawarehkatig coffee pot beside her was
upset and pouring coffee in a flood over the carpet



"Mother, Mother," said Gregor in a low voice, andked up at her. The chief clerk, for
the moment, had quite slipped from his mind; indid¢e could not resist snapping his
jaws together at the sight of the streaming

coffee. That made his mother scream again. Shdrfhed the table and fell into the arms
of his father, who hastened to catch her. But Grégd now no time to spare for his
parents; the chief clerk was already on the stuaiité his chin on the banister he was
taking one last backward look. Gregor made a sptnge as sure as possible of
overtaking him; the chief clerk must have divinesl intention, for he leaped down
several steps and vanished; he was still yellingh!Uand it echoed through the whole
staircase.

Unfortunately, the flight of the chief clerk seenmampletely to upset Gregor's father,
who had remained relatively calm until now, forteed of running after the man himself,
or at least not hindering Gregor in his pursuitshzed in his right hand the walking
stick which the chief clerk had left behind on aichtogether with a hat and greatcoat,
snatched in his left hand a large newspaper franahle and began stamping his feet
and flourishing the stick and the newspaper toed@vegor back into his room. No
entreaty of Gregor's availed, indeed no entreatyevan understood; however humbly
he bent his head his father only stamped on tlee flee more loudly. Behind his father
his mother had torn open a window, despite the wadther, and was leaning far out of
it with her face in her hands. A strong draughtisétom the street to the staircase, the
window curtains blew in, the newspapers on thestélbttered, stray pages whisked over
the floor. Pitilessly Gregor's father drove him kdussing and crying "Shoo!" like a
savage. But Gregor was quite unpracticed in walkiackwards, it really was a slow
busi-

ness. If he only had a chance to turn round hedoget back to his room at once, but he
was afraid of exasperating his father by the sl@sr# such a rotation and at any
moment the stick in his father's hand might hit lairfiatal blow on the back or on the
head. In the end, however, nothing else was lefbifm to do since to his horror he
observed that in moving backwards he could not eeertrol the direction he took; and
so, keeping an anxious eye on his father all the tbver his shoulder, he began to turn
round as quickly as he could, which was in realéyy slowly. Perhaps his father noted
his good intentions, for he did not interfere exaagery now and then to help him in the
manoeuvre from a distance with the point of thekstif only he would have stopped
making that unbearable hissing noise! It made Grqgue lose his head. He had turned
almost completely round when the hissing noiseiswatted him that he even turned a
little the wrong way again. But when at last hiadhevas fortunately right in front of the
doorway, it appeared that his body was too broablyi to get through the opening. His
father, of course, in his present mood was far ftieimking of such a thing as opening
the other half of the door, to let Gregor have gtospace. He had merely the fixed idea



of driving Gregor back into his room as quicklypssible. He would never have
suffered Gregor to make the circumstantial prep@ratfor standing up on end and
perhaps slipping his way through the door. Mayb&as now making more noise than
ever to urge Gregor forward, as if no obstacle idegehim; to Gregor, anyhow, the noise
in his rear sounded no longer like the voice of single

father; this was really no joke, and Gregor thhistself -- come what might -- into the
doorway. One side of his body rose up, he wagltdtean angle in the doorway, his flank
was quite bruised, horrid blotches stained theewvthtor, soon he was stuck fast and, left
to himself, could not have moved at all, his legoae side fluttered trembling in the air,
those on the other were crushed painfully to tberft- when from behind his father gave
him a strong push which was literally a deliveraand he flew far into the room,
bleeding freely. The door was slammed behind hith ttie stick, and then at last there
was silence.

NOT UNTIL it was twilight did Gregor awake out ofdeep sleep, more like a swoon
than a sleep. He would certainly have waked upsbtvn accord not much later, for he
felt himself sufficiently rested and well-slept,thuseemed to him as if a fleeting step

and a cautious shutting of the door leading in®ftall had aroused him. The electric
lights in the street cast a pale sheen here ame tmethe ceiling and the upper surfaces of
the furniture, but down below, where he lay, it wask. Slowly, awkwardly trying out

his feelers, which he now first learned to appreciae pushed his way to the door to see
what had been happening there. His left sideif@dtdne single long, unpleasantly tense
scar, and he had actually to limp on his two roWegs. One little leg, moreover, had
been severely damaged in the course

of that morning's events -- it was almost a miralstg only one had been damaged -- and
trailed uselessly behind him.

He had reached the door before he discovered véaatdally drawn him to it: the smell
of food. For there stood a basin filled with freslik in which floated little sops of white
bread. He could almost have laughed with joy, shregvas now still hungrier than in the
morning, and he dipped his head almost over the siyaight into the milk. But soon in
disappointment he withdrew it again; not only delfimd it difficult to feed because of
his tender left side -- and he could only feed it palpitating collaboration of his
whole body -he did not like the milk either, altlybumilk had been his favorite drink and
that was certainly why his sister had set it tHerdhim; indeed it was almost with
repulsion that he turned away from the basin aad/led back to the middle of the room.



He could see through the crack of the door thagdsewas turned on in the living room,
but while usually at this time his father made hihaf reading the afternoon newspaper
in a loud voice to his mother and occasionallyitodister as well, not a sound was now
to be heard. Well, perhaps his father had receinign up this habit of reading aloud,
which his sister had mentioned so often in contemsand in her letters. But there was
the same silence all around, although the flat eestainly not empty of occupants.
"What a quiet life our family has been leading,itisaregor to himself, and as he sat
there motionless staring into the darkness hegfelt pride in the fact that he had been
able to

provide such a life for his parents and sistewichsa fine flat. But what if all the quiet,
the comfort, the contentment were now to end imdv@rTo keep himself from being lost
in such thoughts Gregor took refuge in movementaadled up and down the room.

Once during the long evening one of the side de@s opened a little and quickly shut
again, later the other side door too; someone ppdrantly wanted to come in and then
thought better of it. Gregor now stationed himgaiinediately before the living-room
door, determined to persuade any hesitating visit@ome in or at least to discover who
it might be; but the door was not opened againtenaaited in vain. In the early
morning, when the doors were locked, they had aftted to come in; now that he had
opened one door and the other had apparently ljgsred during the day, no one came
in and even the keys were on the other side ofitioes.

It was late at night before the gas went out inlitheg room, and Gregor could easily

tell that his parents and his sister had all staeake until then, for he could clearly hear
the three of them stealing away on tiptoe. No oase likely to visit him, not until the
morning, that was certain; so he had plenty of timmeditate at his leisure on how he
was to arrange his life afresh. But the lofty, epmatom in which he had to lie flat on the
floor filled him with an apprehension he could actount for, since it had been his very
own room for the past five years -- and with awd€onscious action, not without a
slight feeling of shame, he scuttled under the,ssfere he felt comfortable at once, al-

though his back was a little cramped and he coatdift his head up, and his only regret
was that his body was too broad to get the wholewifder the sofa.

He stayed there all night, spending the time panmtky light slumber, from which his
hunger kept waking him up with a start, and partlyworrying and sketching vague
hopes, which all led to the same conclusion, tkeanhst lie low for the present and, by
exercising patience and the utmost consideratielp, the family to bear the
inconvenience he was bound to cause them in hsgpteondition.



Very early in the morning, it was still almost nigleregor had the chance to test the
strength of his new resolutions, for his sistegrhefully dressed, opened the door from
the hall and peered in. She did not see him at,gmtevhen she caught sight of him
under the sofa -- well, he had to be somewherephkin't have flown away, could he? --
she was so startled that without being able to helpe slammed the door shut again. But
as if regretting her behavior she opened the dgainammediately and came in on
tiptoe, as if she were visiting an invalid or exaestranger. Gregor had pushed his head
forward to the very edge of the sofa and watchedWeuld she notice that he had left
the milk standing, and not for lack of hunger, amalld she bring in some other kind of
food more to his taste? If she did not do it of énen accord, he would rather starve than
draw her attention to the fact, although he felild impulse to dart out from under the
sofa, throw himself at her feet and beg her forettang to eat. But his sister at once
noticed, with surprise, that the

basin was still full, except for a little milk thead been spilt all around it, she lifted it
immediately, not with her bare hands, true, buhwitcloth and carried it away. Gregor
was wildly curious to know what she would bringteed, and made various speculations
about it. Yet what she actually did next, in thedwess of her heart, he could never have
guessed at. To find out what he liked she broughtehwhole selection of food, all set
out on an old newspaper. There were old, half-detaggetables, bones from last
night's supper covered with a white sauce thatthiadened; some raisins and almonds;
a piece of cheese that Gregor would have calledtahk two days ago; a dry roll of
bread, a buttered roll, and a roll both butteredl saited. Besides all that, she set down
again the same basin, into which she had pouree saater, and which was apparently
to be reserved for his exclusive use. And with texet, knowing that Gregor would not
eat in her presence, she withdrew quickly and éwared the key, to let him understand
that he could take his ease as much as he likejoBs legs all whizzed towards the
food. His wounds must have healed completely, mamedor he felt no disability, which
amazed him and made him reflect how more than ameagyo he had cut one finger a
little with a knife and had still suffered pain fnathe wound only the day before
yesterday. Am | less sensitive now? he thought,sareted greedily at the cheese, which
above all the other edibles attracted him at omckesérongly. One after another and with
tears of satisfaction in his eyes he quickly deeduhe cheese, the vegetables and the
sauce; the fresh food, on the other hand, had no

charms for him, he could not even stand the snfdéllamd actually dragged away to
some little distance the things he could eat. Helbag finished his meal and was only
lying lazily on the same spot when his sister tdrtiee key slowly as a sign for him to
retreat. That roused him at once, although he wadyasleep, and he hurried under the
sofa again. But it took considerable self-contooltiim to stay under the sofa, even for
the short time his sister was in the room, sineddhge meal had swollen his body
somewhat and he was so cramped he could hardlthiereslight attacks of



breathlessness afflicted him and his eyes wergrsia little out of his head as he
watched his unsuspecting sister sweeping togethieradoroom not only the remains of
what he had eaten but even the things he had nched, as if these were now of no use
to anyone, and hastily shoveling it all into a beickvhich she covered with a wooden lid
and carried away. Hardly had she turned her badnv@regor came from under the sofa
and stretched and puffed himself out.

In this manner Gregor was fed, once in the earlyning while his parents and the
servant girl were still asleep, and a second tiftex ¢hey had all had their midday dinner,
for then his parents took a short nap and the segid could be sent out on some errand
or other by his sister. Not that they would havented him to starve, of course, but
perhaps they could not have borne to know moretdtiedeeding than from hearsay,
perhaps too his sister wanted to spare them stilehdnxieties wherever possible, since
they had quite enough to bear as it was.

Under what pretext the doctor and the locksmith Ii@eh got rid of on that first morning
Gregor could not discover, for since what he saad wot understood by the others, it
never struck any of them, not even his sister, ltkeatould understand what they said, and
so whenever his sister came into his room he hadrtent himself with hearing her utter
only a sigh now and then and an occasional appehktsaints. Later on, when she had
got a little used to the situation -- of course sbeld never get completely used to it --
she sometimes threw out a remark which was kinddgmhor could be so interpreted.
"Well, he liked his dinner today," she would sayentGregor had made a good clearance
of his food; and when he had not eaten, which gibylhappened more and more often,
she would say almost sadly: "Everything's beendigfhding again.”

But although Gregor could get no news directlyptaerheard a lot from the neighboring
rooms, and as soon as voices were audible, he woultb the door of the room
concerned and press his whole body against ihdritst few days especially there was
no conversation that did not refer to him somehewen if only indirectly. For two whole
days there were family consultations at every nmaalibbout what should be done; but
also between meals the same subject was discuesditgere were always at least two
members of the family at home, since no one watttded alone in the flat and to leave it
quite empty was unthinkable. And on the very fofthese days the household cook -- it
was not quite clear what and how much she knewesituation -went down on her
knees to his mother and begged leave

to go, and when she departed, a quarter of anlatary gave thanks for her dismissal
with tears in her eyes as if for the greatest betledt could have been conferred on her,
and without any prompting swore a solemn oathghatwould never say a single word
to anyone about what had happened.



Now Gregor's sister had to cook too, helping hethaig true, the cooking did not
amount to much, for they ate scarcely anythingg@revas always hearing one of the
family vainly urging another to eat and gettingarswer but: "Thanks, I've had all |
want,"” or something similar. Perhaps they drankimgt either. Time and again his sister
kept asking his father if he wouldn't like somereed offered kindly to go and fetch it
herself, and when he made no answer suggesteshibabpuld ask the concierge to fetch
it, so that he need feel no sense of obligatiohfl®n a round "No" came from his father
and no more was said about it.

In the course of that very first day Gregor's fateplained the family's financial
position and prospects to both his mother andikisrs Now and then he rose from the
table to get some voucher or memorandum out ofninel safe he had rescued from the
collapse of his business five years earlier. Onddcbear him opening the complicated
lock and rustling papers out and shutting it agaims statement made by his father was
the first cheerful information Gregor had heardtsihis imprisonment. He had been of
the opinion that nothing at all was left over frbims father's business; at least his father
had never said anything to the contrary, and ofsmbe had not asked him directly. At
that

time Gregor's sole desire was to do his utmostlp tihe family to forget as soon as
possible the catastrophe which had overwhelmetukaess and thrown them all into a
state of complete despair. And so he had set t& with unusual ardor and almost
overnight had become a commercial traveler instéadlittle clerk, with of course much
greater chances of earning money, and his sucasgnwmediately translated into good
round coin which he could lay on the table fordmsazed and happy family. These had
been fine times, and they had never recurredaat leot with the same sense of glory,
although later on Gregor had earned so much mdrahe was able to meet the
expenses of the whole household and did so. Theginaply got used to it, both the
family and Gregor; the money was gratefully acceted gladly given, but there was no
special uprush of warm feeling. With his sistema&dad he remained intimate, and it
was a secret plan of his that she, who loved muside himself, and could play
movingly on the violin, should be sent next yeastiady at the Conservatorium, despite
the great expense that would entail, which mushbde up in some other way. During
his brief visits home the Conservatorium was ofteentioned in the talks he had with his
sister, but always merely as a beautiful dream whauld never come true, and his
parents discouraged even these innocent referémaeyet Gregor had made up his
mind firmly about it and meant to announce the ¥eith due solemnity on Christmas
Day.

Such were the thoughts, completely futile in hissgnt condition, that went through his
head as he stood



clinging upright to the door and listening. Somedgwut of sheer weariness he had to
give up listening and let his head fall negligeratainst the door, but he always had to
pull himself together again at once, for even fighssound his head made was audible
next door and brought all conversation to a st@ghdt can he be doing now?" his father
would say after a while, obviously turning towatts door, and only then would the
interrupted conversation gradually be set goingraga

Gregor was now informed as amply as he could wigbr-is father tended to repeat
himself in his explanations, partly because it wésng time since he had handled such
matters and partly because his mother could naysdwrasp things at once -- that a
certain amount of investments, a very small amdumés true, had survived the wreck
of their fortunes and had even increased a littleabse the dividends had not been
touched meanwhile. And besides that, the moneyd@iegught home every month -- he
had kept only a few dollars for himself -- had nelveen quite used up and now
amounted to a small capital sum. Behind the doeg@rnodded his head eagerly,
rejoiced at this evidence of unexpected thrift tordsight. True, he could really have
paid off some more of his father's debts to thefakith this extra money, and so brought
much nearer the day on which he could quit his lppib doubtless it was better the way
his father had arranged it.

Yet this capital was by no means sufficient talhet family live on the interest of it; for
one year, perhaps, or at the most two, they coudddn the principal, that was all. It was
simply a sum that ought not to be touched

and should be kept for a rainy day; money for ivexpenses would have to be earned.
Now his father was still hale enough but an old nzerd he had done no work for the
past five years and could not be expected to ddpduring these five years, the first
years of leisure in his laborious though unsucceg$igé, he had grown rather fat and
become sluggish. And Gregor's old mother, how vkaste earn a living with her asthma,
which troubled her even when she walked throughl#ttend kept her lying on a sofa
every other day panting for breath beside an opadaw? And was his sister to earn her
bread, she who was still a child of seventeen amalse life hitherto had been so pleasant,
consisting as it did in dressing herself nicelgeging long, helping in the housekeeping,
going out to a few modest entertainments and ahthy#aying the violin? At first
whenever the need for earning money was mentiomedds let go his hold on the door
and threw himself down on the cool leather sofadaes, he felt so hot with shame and
grief.

Often he just lay there the long nights throughwitt sleeping at all, scrabbling for
hours on the leather. Or he nerved himself to tikatgeffort of pushing an armchair to
the window, then crawled up over the window sillabraced against the chair, leaned
against the windowpanes, obviously in some rectitlie®f the sense of freedom that
looking out of a window always used to give himr Foreality day by day things that



were even a little way off were growing dimmer te sight; the hospital across the
street, which he used to execrate for being albfiten before his eyes, was now

guite beyond his range of vision, and if he hadkmmtwn that he lived in Charlotte

Street, a quiet street but still a city streetphight have believed that his window gave on
a desert waste where gray sky and gray land bleindétinguishably into each other.

His quick-witted sister only needed to observe éntttat the armchair stood by the
window; after that whenever she had tidied the rebmm always pushed the chair back to
the same place at the window and even left thericagements open.

If he could have spoken to her and thanked healf@he had to do for him, he could
have borne her ministrations better; as it wag; tppressed him. She certainly tried to
make as light as possible of whatever was disaglte@aher task, and as time went on
she succeeded, of course, more and more, but tiouglt more enlightenment to Gregor
too. The very way she came in distressed him. iavdls she in the room when she
rushed to the window, without even taking timehatshe door, careful as she was
usually to shield the sight of Gregor's room frdra bthers, and as if she were almost
suffocating tore the casements open with hastyefsigstanding then in the open draught
for a while even in the bitterest cold and drawdlegp breaths. This noisy scurry of hers
upset Gregor twice a day; he would crouch tremblinder the sofa all the time, knowing
quite well that she would certainly have spared surch a disturbance had she found it at
all possible to stay in his presence without opgitine window.

On one occasion, about a month after Gregor's meta-

morphosis, when there was surely no reason fotohiee still startled at his appearance,
she came a little earlier than usual and founddaming out of the window, quite
motionless, and thus well placed to look like adyodsregor would not have been
surprised had she not come in at all, for she coatdmmediately open the window
while he was there, but not only did she retrda,jamped back as if in alarm and
banged the door shut; a stranger might well hasaght that he had been lying in wait
for her there meaning to bite her. Of course hehimuself under the sofa at once, but he
had to wait until midday before she came again,slh@dseemed more ill at ease than
usual. This made him realize how repulsive thetsifimim still was to her, and that it
was bound to go on being repulsive, and what amtaffmust cost her not to run away
even from the sight of the small portion of his Ypaldat stuck out from under the sofa. In
order to spare her that, therefore, one day hedaarsheet on his back to the sofa -- it
cost him four hours' labor -- and arranged it therguch a way as to hide him
completely, so that even if she were to bend ddvenceuld not see him. Had she
considered the sheet unnecessary, she would dgrtawve stripped it off the sofa again,
for it was clear enough that this curtaining andfeong of himself was not likely to
conduce to Gregor's comfort, but she left it whewveas, and Gregor even fancied that he



caught a thankful glance from her eye when hedittee sheet carefully a very little with
his head to see how she was taking the new arramgem

For the first fortnight his parents could not bring

themselves to the point of entering his room, amaften heard them expressing their
appreciation of his sister's activities, whereamfly they had frequently scolded her
for being as they thought a somewhat useless daudht now, both of them often
waited outside the door, his father and his mothéile his sister tidied his room, and as
soon as she came out she had to tell them examthtlings were in the room, what
Gregor had eaten, how he had conducted himselfithesand whether there was not
perhaps some slight improvement in his conditios.rHother, moreover, began
relatively soon to want to visit him, but his fattzd sister dissuaded her at first with
arguments which Gregor listened to very attentialgl altogether approved. Later,
however, she had to be held back by main forcewdreh she cried out: "Do let me in to
Gregor, he is my unfortunate son! Can't you undecsthat | must go to him?" Gregor
thought that it might be well to have her comeniot, every day, of course, but perhaps
once a week; she understood things, after all, natier than his sister, who was only a
child despite the efforts she was making and hadaps taken on so difficult a task
merely out of childish thoughtlessness.

Gregor's desire to see his mother was soon fufilluring the daytime he did not want
to show himself at the window, out of considerationhis parents, but he could not
crawl very far around the few square yards of flggace he had, nor could he bear lying
quietly at rest all during the night, while he wast losing any interest he had ever taken
in food, so that for mere recreation he had forthechabit of crawling criss-

cross over the walls and ceiling. He especiallpgejl hanging suspended from the
ceiling; it was much better than lying on the flpone could breathe more freely; one's
body swung and rocked lightly; and in the almogdilil absorption induced by this
suspension it could happen to his own surpriseitbdet go and fell plump on the floor.
Yet he now had his body much better under conltrah formerly, and even such a big
fall did him no harm. His sister at once remark&snew distraction Gregor had found
for himself -- he left traces behind him of theckyi stuff on his soles wherever he
crawled -- and she got the idea in her head ohgitim as wide a field as possible to
crawl in and of removing the pieces of furnituratthindered him, above all the chest of
drawers and the writing desk. But that was more 8te could manage all by herself;
she did not dare ask her father to help her; aridrabe servant girl, a young creature of
sixteen who had had the courage to stay on aftecdbk's departure, she could not be
asked to help, for she had begged as an espeamltfaat she might keep the kitchen
door locked and open it only on a definite summaonsthere was nothing left but to
apply to her mother at an hour when her fatheravdisAnd the old lady did come, with



exclamations of joyful eagerness, which, howeviad dway at the door of Gregor's
room. Gregor's sister, of course, went in firstsée that everything was in order before
letting his mother enter. In great haste Gregolephe sheet lower and rucked it more
in folds so that it really looked as if it had babrown accidentally over the sofa. And
this time he did not peer out from under it; he

renounced the pleasure of seeing his mother orteasion and was only glad that she
had come at all. "Come in, he's out of sight,"” $asdsister, obviously leading her mother
in by the hand. Gregor could now hear the two wostaimggling to shift the heavy old
chest from its place, and his sister claiming tresater part of the labor for herself,
without listening to the admonitions of her mothdro feared she might overstrain
herself. It took a long time. After at least a daaof an hour's tugging his mother
objected that the chest had better be left whesag, for in the first place it was too
heavy and could never be got out before his fataere home; standing in the middle of
the room like that it would only hamper Gregor'sverments, while in the second place it
was not at all certain that removing the furnitwa@uld be doing a service to Gregor. She
was inclined to think to the contrary; the sightlué naked walls made her own heart
heavy, and why shouldn't Gregor have the samenfgatonsidering that he had been
used to his furniture for so long and might feeldm without it. "And doesn't it look,"
she concluded in a low voice -- in fact she hachmmost whispering all the time as if
to avoid letting Gregor, whose exact whereabouesdéth not know, hear even the tones
of her voice, for she was convinced that he cooldumderstand her words -- "doesn't it
look as if we were showing him, by taking away foishiture, that we have given up
hope of his ever getting better and are just leahim coldly to himself? | think it would
be best to keep his room exactly as it has alwags bso that when he comes back to us
he will find everything unchanged and

be able all the more easily to forget what has bapg in between."

On hearing these words from his mother Gregorzedlthat the lack of all direct human
speech for the past two months together with theatamy of family life must have
confused his mind, otherwise he could not acconinttfe fact that he had quite earnestly
looked forward to having his room emptied of fuhnigy. Did he really want his warm
room, so comfortably fitted with old family furnite, to be turned into a naked den in
which he would certainly be able to crawl unhamgeneall directions but at the price of
shedding simultaneously all recollection of his fambackground? He had indeed been
so near the brink of forgetfulness that only theeef his mother, which he had not
heard for so long, had drawn him back from it. Niloghshould be taken out of his room;
everything must stay as it was; he could not dispemth the good influence of the
furniture on his state of mind; and even if thenfture did hamper him in his senseless
crawling round and round, that was no drawbackabgiteat advantage.



Unfortunately his sister was of the contrary opmishe had grown accustomed, and not
without reason, to consider herself an expert iegB8r's affairs as against her parents,
and so her mother's advice was now enough to makeédtermined on the removal not
only of the chest and the writing desk which hadrbker first intention, but of all the
furniture except the indispensable sofa. This deitgation was not, of course, merely the
outcome of childish recalcitrance and of the self-

confidence she had recently developed so unexgg@ed at such cost; she had in fact
perceived that Gregor needed a lot of space tol@beut in, while on the other hand he
never used the furniture at all, so far as coulddsn. Another factor might have been
also the enthusiastic temperament of an adoleg@gnivhich seeks to indulge itself on
every opportunity and which now tempted Grete taggerate the horror of her brother's
circumstances in order that she might do all theenfar him. In a room where Gregor
lorded it all alone over empty walls no one saveséléwas likely ever to set foot.

And so she was not to be moved from her resolviedoynother, who seemed moreover
to be ill at ease in Gregor's room and therefosutaof herself, was soon reduced to
silence and helped her daughter as best she applash the chest outside. Now, Gregor
could do without the chest, if need be, but theimgidesk he must retain. As soon as the
two women had got the chest out of his room, groguas they pushed it, Gregor stuck
his head out from under the sofa to see how hetmmggrvene as kindly and cautiously
as possible. But as bad luck would have it, hishmotvas the first to return, leaving
Grete clasping the chest in the room next door ebbe was trying to shift it all by
herself, without of course moving it from the sgdis mother however was not
accustomed to the sight of him; it might sicken &ed so in alarm Gregor backed
quickly to the other end of the sofa, yet could pr@vent the sheet from swaying a little
in front. That was enough to put her on the alert.

She paused, stood still for a moment and then ack to Grete.

Although Gregor kept reassuring himself that nagtont of the way was happening, but
only a few bits of furniture were being changednwuhe soon had to admit that all this
trotting to and fro of the two women, their litBgaculations and the scraping of furniture
along the floor affected him like a vast disturbagoming from all sides at once, and
however much he tucked in his head and legs anéreairto the very floor he was bound
to confess that he would not be able to stand iloiog. They were clearing his room out;
taking away everything he loved; the chest in whielkept his fret saw and other tools
was already dragged off; they were now looseniegathiting desk which had almost
sunk into the floor, the desk at which he had dalhkis homework when he was at the
commercial academy, at the grammar school befarte dind, yes, even at the primary
school -- he had no more time to waste in weiglirgggood intentions of the two
women, whose existence he had by now almost fangotbr they were so exhausted that



they were laboring in silence and nothing couldhbard but the heavy scuffling of their
feet.

And so he rushed out -- the women were just leaagagnst the writing desk in the next
room to give themselves a breather -- and fourgiot@nged his direction, since he
really did not know what to rescue first; then ba tvall opposite, which was already
otherwise cleared, he was struck by the pictutbeiady muffled

in so much fur and quickly crawled up to it andgsed himself to the glass, which was a
good surface to hold on to and comforted his htlyb€his picture at least, which was
entirely hidden beneath him, was going to be remddenobody. He turned his head
towards the door of the living room so as to obseéhe women when they came back.

They had not allowed themselves much of a restaerd already coming; Grete had
twined her arm round her mother and was almostatipg her. "Well, what shall we
take now?" said Grete, looking round. Her eyes@regor's from the wall. She kept her
composure, presumably because of her mother, leettdad down to her mother, to
keep her from looking up, and said, although ifuttdring, unpremeditated voice:
"Come, hadn't we better go back to the living rdoma moment?" Her intentions were
clear enough to Gregor; she wanted to bestow héneano safety and then chase him
down from the wall. Well, just let her try it! Héung to his picture and would not give it
up. He would rather fly in Grete's face.

But Grete's words had succeeded in disquietingrteeher, who took a step to one side,
caught sight of the huge brown mass on the flowera@tpaper, and before she was
really conscious that what she saw was Gregor s@éan a loud, hoarse voice: "Oh
God, oh God!" fell with outspread arms over theasas if giving up and did not move. "
Gregor!" cried his sister, shaking her fist andriglgat him. This was the first time she
had directly addressed him since his metamorph8kis.ran into the next room for some
aromatic essence with which to rouse

her mother from her fainting fit. Gregor wantech&p too -- there was still time to
rescue the picture -- but he was stuck fast tgthgss and had to tear himself loose; he
then ran after his sister into the next room &itould advise her, as he used to do; but
then had to stand helplessly behind her; she masdarched among various small
bottles and when she turned round started in agautime sight of him; one bottle fell on
the floor and broke; a splinter of glass cut Grégfaice and some kind of corrosive
medicine splashed him; without pausing a momergdoiGrete gathered up all the
bottles she could carry and ran to her mother thigm; she banged the door shut with
her foot. Gregor was now cut off from his mothehowvas perhaps nearly dying because
of him; he dared not open the door for fear oftfteming away his sister, who had to stay
with her mother; there was nothing he could doviit; and harassed by self-reproach



and worry he began now to crawl to and fro, ovarghing, walls, furniture and ceiling,
and finally in his despair, when the whole roomnseeé to be reeling round him, fell
down on to the middle of the big table.

A little while elapsed. Gregor was still lying tleefeebly and all around was quiet;
perhaps that was a good omen. Then the doorbgl dre servant girl was of course
locked in her kitchen, and Grete would have to aperdoor. It was his father. "What's
been happening?" were his first words; Grete's fagst have told him everything. Grete
answered in a muffled voice, apparently hidingead on his breast: "Mother has been
fainting, but she's better now. Gregor's broken

loose."Just what | expected,” said his fatherst'hat I've been telling you, but you
women would never listen.” It was clear to Greduat this father had taken the worst
interpretation of Grete's all too brief statemamd avas assuming that Gregor had been
guilty of some violent act. Therefore Gregor musivriry to propitiate his father, since

he had neither time nor means for an explanatiowl €0 he fled to the door of his own
room and crouched against it, to let his fatherasegoon as he came in from the hall that
his son had the good intention of getting back msroom immediately and that it was
not necessary to drive him there, but that if dhly door were opened he would
disappear at once.

Yet his father was not in the mood to perceive duwhdistinctions. "Ah!" he cried as
soon as he appeared, in a tone which sounded atamgry and exultant. Gregor drew
his head back from the door and lifted it to lookia father. Truly, this was not the
father he had imagined to himself; admittedly he been too absorbed of late in his new
recreation of crawling over the ceiling to take ffaene interest as before in what was
happening elsewhere in the flat, and he oughtyéalbe prepared for some changes.
And yet, and yet, could that be his father? The mha used to lie wearily sunk in bed
whenever Gregor set out on a business journey;wdicomed him back of an evening
lying in a long chair in a dressing gown; who contd really rise to his feet but only
lifted his arms in greeting, and on the rare o@rasiwhen he did go out with his family,
on one or two Sundays a year and on high holidays,

walked between Gregor and his mother, who were glalkers anyhow, even more
slowly than they did, muffled in his old greatcostiuffling laboriously forward with the
help of his crook-handled stick which he set dowostrtautiously at every step and,
whenever he wanted to say anything, nearly alwaysecto a full stop and gathered his
escort around him? Now he was standing there endirape; dressed in a smart blue
uniform with gold buttons, such as bank messengees; his strong double chin bulged
over the stiff high collar of his jacket; from undas bushy eyebrows his black eyes
darted fresh and penetrating glances; his oneamgled white hair had been combed flat
on either side of a shining and carefully exactipgr He pitched his cap, which bore a



gold monogram, probably the badge of some bankwide sweep across the whole
room on to a sofa and with the tail-ends of hikgachrown back, his hands in his trouser
pockets, advanced with a grim visage towards Grdgkely enough he did not himself
know what he meant to do; at any rate he lifteddaes uncommonly high, and Gregor
was dumbfounded at the enormous size of his sHes.$8ut Gregor could not risk
standing up to him, aware as he had been fromehefirst day of his new life that his
father believed only the severest measures suitabtiealing with him. And so he ran
before his father, stopping when he stopped antilisguforward again when his father
made any kind of move. In this way they circled them several times without anything
decisive happening; indeed the whole operatiomdideven look like a pursuit because it
was carried out so slowly. And

so Gregor did not leave the floor, for he feareat this father might take as a piece of
peculiar wickedness any excursion of his over ta#isior the ceiling. All the same, he
could not stay this course much longer, for whikefhther took one step he had to carry
out a whole series of movements. He was alreadybieg to feel breathless, just as in
his former life his lungs had not been very depételads he was staggering along,
trying to concentrate his energy on running, hakdlgping his eyes open; in his dazed
state never even thinking of any other escapeshaply going forward; and having
almost forgotten that the walls were free to hirhjch in this room were well provided
with finely carved pieces of furniture full of knsland crevices -- suddenly something
lightly flung landed close behind him and rolleddye him. It was an apple; a second
apple followed immediately; Gregor came to a stoplarm; there was no point in
running on, for his father was determined to bordlbam. He had filled his pockets with
fruit from the dish on the sideboard and was noyrghapple after apple, without taking
particularly good aim for the moment. The small apgles rolled about the floor as if
magnetized and cannoned into each other. An appdevh without much force grazed
Gregor's back and glanced off harmlessly. But ardibllowing immediately landed
right on his back and sank in; Gregor wanted tg dhienself forward, as if this startling,
incredible pain could be left behind him; but hi & if nailed to the spot and flattened
himself out in a complete derangement of all hisses. With his last conscious look he
saw the door of his room being torn

open and his mother rushing out ahead of his seéngpsister, in her underbodice, for her
daughter had loosened her clothing to let her hesatore freely and recover from her
swoon, he saw his mother rushing towards his fatbaving one after another behind her
on the floor her loosened petticoats, stumbling dw petticoats straight to his father
and embracing him, in complete union with him -t bere Gregor's sight began to fail -
with her hands clasped round his father's neckadegged for her son's life.



THE SERIOUS INJURY done to Gregor, which disabled for more than a month --
the apple went on sticking in his body as a visiBlainder, since no one ventured to
remove it -- seemed to have made even his fatleetleet that Gregor was a member of
the family, despite his present unfortunate andlsepe shape, and ought not to be
treated as an enemy, that, on the contrary, fagty required the suppression of disgust
and the exercise of patience, nothing but patience.

And although his injury had impaired, probably feeg his powers of movement, and for
the time being it took him long, long minutes te&p across his room like an old invalid
-- there was no question now of crawling up thel wafet in his own opinion he was
sufficiently compensated for this worsening of ¢asdition by the fact that towards
evening the living-room door, which he used to \watdtently for an hour or two be-

forehand, was always thrown open, so that lyintpendarkness of his room, invisible to
the family, he could see them all at the lampalitlé and listen to their talk, by general
consent as it were, very different from his eaiavesdropping.

True, their intercourse lacked the lively characteiormer times, which he had always
called to mind with a certain wistfulness in theadirhotel bedrooms where he had been
wont to throw himself down, tired out, on damp bedd They were now mostly very
silent. Soon after supper his father would faleagplin his armchair; his mother and sister
would admonish each other to be silent; his mothending low over the lamp, stitched
at fine sewing for an underwear firm; his sistehowad taken a job as a salesgirl, was
learning shorthand and French in the evenings erchiance of bettering herself.
Sometimes his father woke up, and as if quite unaweat he had been sleeping said to
his mother: "What a lot of sewing you're doing tgidand at once fell asleep again,
while the two women exchanged a tired smile.

With a kind of mulishness his father persistedeeing his uniform on even in the
house; his dressing gown hung uselessly on itsapdde slept fully dressed where he
sat, as if he were ready for service at any moraedteven here only at the beck and call
of his superior. As a result, his uniform, whichsweot brandnew to start with, began to
look dirty, despite all the loving care of the matland sister to keep it clean, and Gregor
often spent whole evenings gazing at the many grgasts on the garment, gleaming
with gold but-

tons always in a high state of polish, in which ¢t man sat sleeping in extreme
discomfort and yet quite peacefully.

As soon as the clock struck ten his mother triesbtse his father with gentle words and
to persuade him after that to get into bed, fdingjtthere he could not have a proper
sleep and that was what he needed most, sincedh® lga on duty at six. But with the



mulishness that had obsessed him since he becharkanessenger he always insisted
on staying longer at the table, although he retufal asleep again and in the end only
with the greatest trouble could be got out of hm&hair and into his bed. However
insistently Gregor's mother and sister kept urdiimy with gentle reminders, he would go
on slowly shaking his head for a quarter of an hkeeping his eyes shut, and refuse to
get to his feet. The mother plucked at his sleedgspering endearments in his ear, the
sister left her lessons to come to her motheris, it Gregor's father was not to be
caught. He would only sink down deeper in his chHdot until the two women hoisted
him up by the armpits did he open his eyes and &adkem both, one after the other,
usually with the remark: "This is a life. This Isetpeace and quiet of my old age.” And
leaning on the two of them he would heave himselfwith difficulty, as if he were a
great burden to him. self, suffer them to lead hs1ar as the door and then wave them
off and go on alone, while the mother abandonedbedlework and the sister her pen in
order to run after him and help him farther.

Who could find time, in this overworked and tired

out family, to bother about Gregor more than wasolliely needful? The household was
reduced more and more; the servant girl was tuofie@ gigantic bony charwoman with
white hair flying round her head came in morning amening to do the rough work;
everything else was done by Gregor's mother, asaseajreat piles of sewing. Even
various family ornaments, which his mother andesigsed to wear with pride at parties
and celebrations, had to be sold, as Gregor disedw# an evening from hearing them
all discuss the prices obtained. But what they latiex most was the fact that they could
not leave the flat which was much too big for thgrisent clircumstances, because they
could not think of any way to shift Gregor. Yet Goe saw well enough that
consideration for him was not the main difficullyepenting the removal, for they could
have easily shifted him in some suitable box wifewva air holes in it; what really kept
them from moving into another flat was rather tteun complete hopelessness and the
belief that they had been singled out for a misioetsuch as had never happened to any
of their relations or acquaintances. They fulfiltedhe uttermost all that the world
demands of poor people: the father fetched bretfdaghe small clerks in the bank, the
mother devoted her energy to making underweartfangers, the sister trotted to and fro
behind the counter at the behest of customeranbu than this they had not the strength
to do. And the wound in Gregor's back began toatdgm afresh when his mother and
sister, after getting his father into bed, cameklzagain, left their work lying, drew close
to

each other and sat cheek by cheek; when his mgbtjng towards his room, said:
"Shut that door now, Grete," and he was left agagtarkness, while next door the
women mingled their tears or perhaps sat dryeyarthgtat the table.



Gregor hardly slept at all by night or by day. Haswften haunted by the idea that next
time the door opened he would take the family'aieffin hand again just as he used to
do; once more, after this long interval, there @peeé in his thoughts the figures of the
chief and the chief clerk, the commercial traveberd the apprentices, the porter who
was so dull-witted, two or three friends in othiemfs, a chambermaid in one of the rural
hotels, a sweet and fleeting memory, a cashiemmillaer's shop, whom he had wooed
earnestly but too slowly -- they all appeared, tbgewith strangers or people he had
quite forgotten, but instead of helping him andfhisily they were one and all
unapproachable and he was glad when they vanigttedther times he would not be in
the mood to bother about his family, he was orlgdiwith rage at the way they were
neglecting him, and although he had no clear ideghat he might care to eat he would
make plans for getting into the larder to takeftha that was after all his due, even if he
were not hungry. His sister no longer took thoughtring him what might especially
please him, but in the morning and at noon befbeavgent to business hurriedly pushed
into his room with her foot any food that was a&hlé, and in the evening cleared it out
again with one sweep of the broom, heedless oftvenét had been merely tasted,

or -- as most frequently happened -- left untouchiée cleaning of his room, which she
now did always in the evenings, could not have breere hastily done. Streaks of dirt
stretched along the walls, here and there lay bélikist and filth. At first Gregor used to
station himself in some particularly filthy cornghen his sister arrived, in order to
reproach her with it, so to speak. But he couldersat there for weeks without getting
her to make any improvement; she could see thaslvtell as he did, but she had simply
made up her mind to leave it alone. And yet, witbwechiness that was new to her, which
seemed anyhow to have infected the whole familg,jehlously guarded her claim to be
the sole caretaker of Gregor's room. His mothee@ubjected his room to a thorough
cleaning, which was achieved only by means of sg\mrckets of water -- all this
dampness of course upset Gregor too and he layspreiad, sulky and motionless on the
sofa -- but she was well punished for it. Hardld Inés sister noticed the changed aspect
of his room that evening than she rushed in higigdon into the living room and,
despite the imploringly raised hands of her motharst into a storm of weeping, while
her parents -- her father had of course beenedantht of his chair -- looked on at first in
helpless amazement; then they too began to gaation; the father reproached the
mother on his right for not having left the cleapof Gregor's room to his sister;
shrieked at the sister on his left that never agaig she to be allowed to clean Gregor's
room; while the mother tried to pull the fatherartis bedroom, since he was beyond
himself

with agitation; the sister, shaken with sobs, theat upon the table with her small fists;
and Gregor hissed loudly with rage because nobbtleem thought of shutting the door
to spare him such a spectacle and so much noise.



Still, even if the sister, exhausted by her daibrky had grown tired of looking after
Gregor as she did formerly, there was no needifomiother's intervention or for
Gregor's being neglected at all. The charwomanthere. This old widow, whose strong
bony frame had enabled her to survive the worshg life could offer, by no means
recoiled from Gregor. Without being in the leasticus she had once by chance opened
the door of his room and at the sight of Gregorpwhken by surprise, began to rush to
and fro although no one was chasing him, merelgdstbere with her arms folded. From
that time she never failed to open his door &liitk a moment, morning and evening, to
have a look at him. At first she even used to lo@fi to her, with words which apparently
she took to be friendly, such as: "Come along, tigen old dung beetle!" or "Look at the
old dung beetle, then!" To such allocutions Gragade no answer, but stayed
motionless where he was, as if the door had nexen bpened. Instead of being allowed
to disturb him so senselessly whenever the whirk bew, she should rather have been
ordered to clean out his room daily, that charwon@mce, early in the morning -- heavy
rain was lashing on the windowpanes, perhaps atsgrspring was on the way --
Gregor was so exasperated when she began addrbssiagain that he ran at her, as if
to

attack her, although slowly and feebly enough. tBatcharwoman instead of showing
fright merely lifted high a chair that happened#beside the door, and as she stood
there with her mouth wide open it was clear thatsieant to shut it only when she
brought the chair down on Gregor's back. "So yauitecoming any nearer?" she asked,
as Gregor turned away again, and quietly put tlaér cdack into the corner.

Gregor was now eating hardly anything. Only whetmégepened to pass the food laid out
for him did he take a bit of something in his moasha pastime, kept it there for an hour
at a time and usually spat it out again. At firstthought it was chagrin over the state of
his room that prevented him from eating, yet hensgat used to the various changes in
his room. It had become a habit in the family tglpinto his room things there was no
room for elsewhere, and there were plenty of timese, since one of the rooms had been
let to three lodgers. These serious gentlemen thrale of them with full beards, as
Gregor once observed through a crack in the ddoad-a passion for order, not only in
their own room but, since they were now membets®household, in all its
arrangements, especially in the kitchen. Superfuaat to say dirty, objects they could
not bear. Besides, they had brought with them mbtte furnishings they needed. For
this reason many things could be dispensed withitlaaas no use trying to sell but that
should not be thrown away either. All of them fouhdir way into Gregor's room. The
ash can likewise and the kitchen garbage can. Amytihat was not needed for the
moment was simply

flung into Gregor's room by the charwoman, whoelidrything in a hurry; fortunately
Gregor usually saw only the object, whatever it veaml the hand that field it. Perhaps



she intended to take the things away again asdimdeopportunity offered, or to collect
them until she could throw them all out in a hday, in fact they just lay wherever she
happened to throw them, except when Gregor pusisesldy through the junk heap and
shifted it somewhat, at first out of necessity,dese he had not room enough to crawl,
but later with increasing enjoyment, although a$tech excursions, being sad and weary
to death, he would lie motionless for hours. Amiteithe lodgers often ate their supper at
home in the common living room, the livingroom dstayed shut many an evening, yet
Gregor reconciled himself quite easily to the shgtbf the door, for often enough on
evenings when it was opened he had disregardediriély and lain in the darkest corner
of his room, quite unnoticed by the family. But@me occasion the charwoman left the
door open a little and it stayed ajar even wheriddgers came in for supper and the
lamp was lit. They set themselves at the top ertietable where formerly Gregor and
his father and mother had eaten their meals, uafbtbeir napkins and took knife and
fork in hand. At once his mother appeared in theotdoorway with a dish of meat and
close behind her his sister with a dish of potapkesi high. The food steamed with a
thick vapor. The lodgers bent over the food sebteethem as if to scrutinize it before
eating, in fact the man in the middle, who seenogaiiss for an authority with the

other two, cut a piece of meat as it lay on thé,diviously to discover if it were tender
or should be sent back to the kitchen. He showssfaetion, and Gregor's mother and
sister, who had been watching anxiously, breatheslyf and began to smile.

The family itself took its meals in the kitchen. Mothe less, Gregor's father came into
the living room before going into the kitchen andwvone prolonged bow, cap in hand,
made a round of the table. The lodgers all stoodngomurmured something in their
beards. When they were alone again they ate thed i almost complete silence. It
seemed remarkable to Gregor that among the vanioises coming from the table he
could always distinguish the sound of their masigpteeth, as if this were a sign to
Gregor that one needed teeth in order to eat,latdnith toothless jaws even of the
finest make one could do nothing. "I'm hungry erilgigaid Gregor sadly to himself,
"but not for that kind of food. How these lodgers atuffing themselves, and here am |
dying of starvation!"

On that very evening -- during the whole of hisdithere Gregor could not remember
ever having heard the violin -- the sound of vigliaying came from the kitchen. The
lodgers had already finished their supper, theiorlee middle had brought out a
newspaper and given the other two a page apieden@m they were leaning back at ease
reading and smoking. When the violin began to ity pricked up their ears, got to
their feet, and went on tiptoe to the hall door vehthey stood huddled together. Their
movements must have been heard in the kitcheiGfegor's father



called out: "Is the violin-playing disturbing yogentlemen? It can be stopped at
once."'On the contrary,” said the middle lodgenuld not Fraulein Samsa come and
play in this room, beside us, where it is much namevenient and comfortable?"™'Oh,
certainly,” cried Gregor's fattier, as if he wehne violin-player. The lodaers came back
into the living room and waited. Presently Gregtatker arrived with the music stand,
his mother carrying the music and his sister wiitiolin. His sister quietly made
everything ready to start playing; his parents, \Wwhd never let rooms before and so had
an exaggerated idea of the courtesy due to loddeFsiot venture to sit down on their
own chairs; his father leaned against the doorrighd hand thrust between two buttons
of his livery coat, which was formally buttoned;tiput his mother was offered a chair by
one of the lodgers and, since she left the chatnjnere he had happened to put it, sat
down in a corner to one side.

Gregor's sister began to play; the father and mpttwn either side, intently watched the
movements of her hands. Gregor, attracted by @ngm, ventured to move forward a
little until his head was actually inside the liginroom. He felt hardly any surprise at his
growing lack of consideration for the others; thieael been a time when he prided
himself on being considerate. And yet just on tlusasion he had more reason than ever
to hide himself, since owing to the amount of duich lay thick in his room and rose
into the air at the slightest movement, he too em®red with dust; fluff and hair and
remnants of food trailed with him,

caught on his back and along his sides; his iniffee to everything was much too great
for him to turn on his back and scrape himselfitlea the carpet, as once he had done
several times a day. And in spite of his conditiom shame deterred him from advancing
a little over the spotless floor of the living room

To be sure, no one was aware of him. The family evasely absorbed in the violin-
playing; the lodgers, however, who first of all retdtioned themselves, hands in pockets,
much too close behind the music stand so thatdbeld all have read the music, which
must have bothered his sister, had soon retreatiéet twindow, half-whispering with
downbent heads, and stayed there while his fatineetl an anxious eye on them. Indeed,
they were making it more than obvious that they Ieeh disappointed in their
expectation of hearing good or enjoyable violinyptg, that they had had more than
enough of the performance and only out of coursediered a continued disturbance of
their peace. From the way they all kept blowingshwke of their cigars high in the air
through nose and mouth one could divine theiration. And yet Gregor's sister was
playing so beautifully. Her face leaned sidewantently and sadly her eyes followed the
notes of music. Gregor crawled a little farthemfard and lowered his head to the ground
so that it might be possible for his eyes to mees hWas he an animal, that music had
such an effect upon him? He felt as if the way vwgyening before him to the unknown
nourishment he craved. He was determined to pus¥afd till he reached his sister, to
pull at her skirt and so let her know that she



was to come into his room with her violin, for nmechere appreciated her playing as he
would appreciate it. He would never let her ouhisfroom, at least, not so long as he
lived; his frightful appearance would become, fue first time, useful to him; he would
watch all the doors of his room at once and spittatiders; but his sister should need no
constraint, she should stay with him of her owr fingll; she should sit beside him on the
sofa, bend down her ear to him and hear him confidehe had had the firm intention of
sending her to the Conservatorium, and that, butiomishap, last Christmas -- surely
Christmas was long past? -- he would have annouibhte@verybody without allowing a
single objection. After this confession his sisteuld be so touched that she would burst
into tears, and Gregor would then raise himselfdoshoulder and kiss her on the neck,
which, now that she went to business, she keptdreay ribbon or collar.

"Mr. Samsa!" cried the middle lodger, to Gregoathér, and pointed, without wasting
any more words, at Gregor, now working himself $iof@rwards. The violin fell silent,
the middle lodger first smiled to his friends witshake of the head and then looked at
Gregor again. Instead of driving Gregor out, hikéa seemed to think it more needful to
begin by soothing down the lodgers, although theyawot at all agitated and apparently
found Gregor more entertaining than the violin-ptgy He hurried towards them and,
spreading out his arms, tried to urge them baaktimtir own room and at the same time
to block their view of Gregor. They now began toréally a little

angry, one could not tell whether because of tdentin's behavior or because it had just
dawned on them that all unwittingly they had suctemhbor as Gregor next door. They
demanded explanations of his father, they waveid dinens like him, tugged uneasily at
their beards, and only with reluctance backed tdw#neir room. Meanwhile Gregor's
sister, who stood there as if lost when her playwag so abruptly broken off, came to
life again, pulled herself together all at oncerfitanding for a while holding violin and
bow in nervelessly hanging hands and staring atrhesic, pushed her violin into the lap
of her mother, who was still sitting in her chaghiting asthmatically for breath, and ran
into the lodgers' room to which they were now beshgpherded by her father rather
more quickly than before. One could see the pillawd blankets on the beds flying
under her accustomed fingers and being laid inrokfore the lodgers had actually
reached their room she had finished making the bedsslipped out.

The old man seemed once more to be so possess$esitylish self-assertiveness that
he was forgetting all the respect he should shogdodgers. He kept driving them on
and driving them on until in the very door of thedboom the middle lodger stamped his
foot loudly on the floor and so brought him to dthd beg to announce,” said the lodger,
lifting one hand and looking also at Gregor's mot&l sister, "that because of the
disgusting conditions prevailing in this househatdl family” -- here he spat on the floor
with emphatic brevity -- "I give you notice on tepot. Naturally | won't pay you a penny
for the days | have lived



here; on the contrary | shall consider bringingaation for damages against you, based
on claims -- believe me -that will be easily suditée of proof.” He ceased and stared
straight in front of him, as if he expected someghiln fact his two friends at once
rushed into the breach with these words: "And veegiwe notice on the spot.” On that he
seized the door-handle and shut the door withra.sla

Gregor's father, groping with his hands, staggéeslard and fell into his chair; it
looked. as if he were stretching himself therehisrordinary evening nap, but the
marked jerkings of his head, which was as if unaalaible, showed that he was far from
asleep. Gregor had simply stayed quietly all threeton the spot where the lodgers had
espied him. Disappointment at the failure of henplperhaps also the weakness arising
from extreme hunger, made it impossible for hirmve. He feared, with a fair degree
of certainty, that at any moment the general tengiould discharge itself in a combined
attack upon him, and he lay waiting. He did nottesven to the noise made by the violin
as it fell off his mother's lap from under her tt#ing fingers and gave out a resonant
note.

"My dear parents,"” said his sister, slapping herdhaen the table by way of introduction,
"things can't go on like this. Perhaps you dordtize that, but | do. | won't utter my
brother's name in the presence of this creatucesarall | say is: we must try to get rid of
it. We've tried to look after it and to put up wittas far as is humanly possible, and |
don't think anyone could reproach us in the sligfite

"She is more than right,” said Gregor's fatheritodelf. His mother, who was still
choking for lack of breath, began to cough hollowlyp her hand with a wild look in her
eyes.

His sister rushed over to her and held her forehdedfather's thoughts seemed to have
lost their vagueness at Grete's words; he sat nyoight, fingering his service cap that
lay among the plates still lying on the table frtma lodgers' supper, and from time to
time looked at the still form of Gregor.

"We must try to get rid of it," his sister now sa&gplicitly to her father, since her mother
was coughing too much to hear a word. "It will he tleath of both of you, | can see that
coming. When one has to work as hard as we dof al, one can't stand this continual
torment at home on top of it. At least | can't st&many longer." And she burst into such
a passion of sobbing that her tears dropped ombérer's face, where she wiped them
off mechanically.

"My dear," said the old man sympathetically, anthveivident understanding, "but what
can we do?"



Gregor's sister merely shrugged her shoulderddioate the feeling of helplessness that
had now overmastered her during her weeping fitpimrast to her former confidence.

"If he could understand us," said her father, balstioningly; Grete, still sobbing,
vehemently waved a hand to show how unthinkableviaa.

"If he could understand us," repeated the old rehutting his eyes to consider his
daughter's conviction that understanding was imptess'then perhaps we

might come to some agreement with. him. But as 4t'"i

"He must go," cried Gregor's sister, "that's thiy @olution, Father. You must just try to
get rid of the idea that this is Gregor. The faett twe've believed it for so long is the root
of all our trouble. But how can it be Gregor? lstiwvere Gregor, he would have realized
long ago that human beings can't live with sucheatcre, and he'd have gone away on
his own accord. Then we wouldn't have any brotheirwe'd be able to go on living and
keep his memory in honor. As it is, this creatugespcutes us, drives away our lodgers,
obviously wants the whole apartment to himself aodld have us all sleep in the gutter.
Just look, Father," she shrieked all at once, "&eitsagain!” And in an access of panic
that was quite incomprehensible to Gregor she guéted her mother, literally thrusting
the chair from her as if she would rather sacrifiee mother than stay so near to Gregor,
and rushed behind her father, who also rose upgtsmply upset by her agitation, and
half-spread his arms out as if to protect her.

Yet Gregor had not the slightest intention of ftegking anyone, far less his sister. He
had only begun to turn round in order to crawl backis room, but it was certainly a
startling operation to watch, since because oflisiabled condition he could not execute
the difficult turning movements except by liftingsthead and then bracing it against the
floor over and over again. He paused and lookeddoHis good intentions seemed to
have been recognized; the alarm had only been manyetNow they were all watching
him in melancholy silence. His mother lay in heaichher

legs stiffly outstretched and pressed togethergfies almost closing for sheer weariness;
his father and his sister were sitting beside exdlobr, his sister's arm around the old
man's neck.

Perhaps | can go on turning round now, thought @reand began his labors again. He
could not stop himself from panting with the effahd had to pause now and then to
take breath. Nor did anyone harass him; he wagihittely to himself. When he had
completed the turn-round he began at once to gtaight back. He was amazed at the
distance separating him from his room and couldunoierstand how in his weak state he
had managed to accomplish the same journey sothgcaimost without remarking it.



Intent on crawling as fast as possible, he bareticed that not a single word, not an
ejaculation from his family, interfered with hisggress. Only when he was already in the
doorway did he turn his head round, not completelyhis neck muscles were getting
stiff, but enough to see that nothing had changniol him except that his sister had
risen to her feet. His last glance fell on his neotlivho was not quite overcome by sleep.

Hardly was he well inside his room when the doos wastily pushed shut, bolted and
locked. The sudden noise in his rear startled limnsch that his little legs gave beneath
him. It was his sister who had shown such haste.lald been standing ready waiting
and had made a light spring forward. Gregor hacemenh heard her coming, and she
cried "At last!" to her parents as she turned tagik the lock.

"And what now?" said Gregor to himself, looking

round in the darkness. Soon he made the discokatyhe was now unable to stir a limb.
This did not surprise him, rather it seemed unrtinat he should ever actually have
been able to move on these feeble little legs. @iise he felt relatively comfortable.
True, his whole body was aching, but it seemedttie@pain was gradually growing less
and would finally pass away. The rotting apple imiiack and the inflamed area around
it, all covered with soft dust, already hardly toted him. He thought of his family with
tenderness and love. The decision that he mugbgksa was one that he held to even
more strongly than his sister, if that were possibi this state of vacant and peaceful
meditation he remained until the tower clock strthalee in the morning. The first
broadening of light in the world outside the windentered his consciousness once
more. Then his head sank to the floor of its owepett and from his nostrils came the
last faint flicker of his breath.

When the charwoman arrived early in the morninghat between her strength and her
impatience she slammed all the doors so loudlyensnd how often she had been
begged not to do so, that no one in the whole ay@nt could enjoy any quiet sleep after
her arrival -- she noticed nothing unusual as ebk her customary peep into Gregor's
room. She thought he was lying motionless on pwppretending to be in the sulks; she
credited him with every kind of intelligence. Sirgtee happened to have the long-
handled broom in her hand she tried to tickle hpwith it from the doorway. When that
too produced no reaction she felt provoked and g@ktdrim a little harder, and only

when she had pushed him along the floor withouttimgeny resistance was her
attention aroused. It did not take her long toldsth the truth of the matter, and her eyes
widened, she let out a whistle, yet did not wastemmtime over it but tore open the door



of the Samsas' bedroom and yelled into the darkatetbe top of her voice: "Just look at
this, it's dead; it's lying here dead and doné'for!

Mr. and Mrs. Samsa started up in their double betefore they realized the nature of
the charwoman's announcement had some difficulow@rcoming the shock of it. But
then they got out of bed quickly, one on eitheesir. Samsa throwing a blanket over
his shoulders, Mrs. Samsa in nothing but her nighty in this array they entered
Gregor's room. Meanwhile the door of the livingmoopened, too, where Grete had been
sleeping since the advent of the lodgers; she wampletely dressed as if she had not
been to bed, which seemed to be confirmed alsbdypaleness of her face. "Dead?" said
Mrs. Samsa, looking questioningly at the charwonadthpugh she could have
investigated for herself, and the fact was obviensugh without investigation. "I should
say so," said the charwoman, proving her wordsushimg Gregor's corpse a long way
to one side with her broomstick. Mrs. Samsa maa®w@ement as if to stop her, but
checked it. "Well," said Mr. Samsa, "now thankd®&od." He crossed himself, and the
three women followed his example. Grete, whose agesr left the corpse, said: "Just
see how thin he was. It's such a long time sintedaten anything. The food came out
again just as it went

in." Indeed, Gregor's body was completely flat dng as could only now be seen when
it was no longer supported by the legs and nothmegented one from looking closely at
it.

"Come in beside us, Grete, for a little while,"csMrs. Samsa with a tremulous smile,
and Grete, not without looking back at the corfepwed her parents into their
bedroom. The charwoman shut the door and openedsititww wide. Although it was so
early in the morning a certain softness was peitglepin the fresh air. After all, it was
already the end of March.

The three lodgers emerged from their room and wergrised to see no breakfast; they
had been forgotten. "Where's our breakfast?" sedrtiddle lodger peevishly to the
charwoman. But she put her finger to her lips aastity, without a word, indicated by
gestures that they should go into Gregor's rooreyThd so and stood, their hands in the
pockets of their somewhat shabby coats, arounddésegprpse in the room where it was
now fully light.

At that the door of the Samsas' bedroom openedvain8amsa appeared in his uniform,
his wife on one arm, his daughter on the otheryTdiglooked a little as if they had been
crying; from time to time Grete hid her face on faher's arm.

"Leave my house at once!" said Mr. Samsa, and eoitd the door without disengaging
himself from the women. "What do you mean by thatdtl the middle lodger, taken
somewhat aback, with a feeble smile. The two otpatgheir hands behind them and
kept rubbing them together, as if in gleeful expgon of a



fine set-to in which they were bound to come off inners. "I mean just what | say,"
answered Mr. Samsa, and advanced in a straighwvithehis two companions towards
the lodger. He stood his ground at first quiethgKing at the floor as if his thoughts were
taking a new pattern in his head. "Then let usbgall means," he said. and looked up at
Mr. Samsa as if in a sudden access of humility Beevexpecting some renewed sanction
for this decision Mr. Samsa merely nodded briefig@or twice with meaningful eyes.
Upon that the lodger really did go with long stsdeto the hall, his two friends had been
listening and had quite stopped rubbing their hdadsome moments and now went
scuttling after him as if afraid that Mr. Samsa htiget into the hall before them and cut
them off from their leader In the hall they allékrtook their hats from the rack, their
sticks from the umbrella stand, bowed in silencé @uitted the apartment. With a
suspiciousness which proved quite unfounded Mr.sBaamd the two women followed
them out to the landing; leaning over the banigtey watched the three figures slowly
but surely going down the long stairs, vanishirapfrsight at a certain turn of the
staircase on every floor and coming into view agdiar a moment or so; the more they
dwindled, the more the Samsa family's interesh@mt dwindled, and when a butcher's
boy met them and passed them on the stairs compipgaudly with a tray on his head,
Mr. Samsa and the two women soon left the landinthas if a burden had been lifted
from them went back into their apartment.

They decided to spend this day in resting and going

for a stroll; they had not only deserved such gitesrom work, but absolutely needed it.
And so they sat down at the table and wrote thotesnof excuse, Mr. Samsa to his board
of management, Mrs. Samsa to her employer and &r¢ite head of her firm. While

they were writing, the charwoman came in to say $ha was going now, since her
morning's work was finished. At first they only rasal without looking up, but as she
kept hovering there they eyed her irritably. "WebBaid Mr. Samsa. The charwoman
stood grinning in the doorway as if she had gooslsnt® impart to the family but meant
not to say a word unless properly questioned. Timalsostrich feather standing upright
on her hat, which had annoyed Mr. Samsa ever sineevas engaged, was waving gaily
in all directions. "Well, what is it then?" askeddMSamsa, who obtained more respect
from the charwoman than the others. "Oh," saicctiwoman, giggling so amiably that
she could not at once continue, "just this, you'tdoeed to bother about how to get rid of
the thing next door. It's been seen to alreadys.amsa and Grete bent over their
letters again, as if preoccupied; Mr. Samsa, whiogreed that she was eager to begin
describing it all in detail, stopped her with aide® hand. But since she was not allowed
to tell her story, she remembered the great humeywgas in, being obviously deeply
huffed: "Bye, everybody," she said, whirling ofblently, and departed with a frightful
slamming of doors.



"She'll be given notice tonight,” said Mr. Samsat, teither from his wife nor his
daughter did he get any answer, for the charworaamed to have shattered

again the composure they had barely achieved. fidssy went to the window and stayed
there, clasping each other tight. Mr. Samsa tumdiis chair to look at them and quietly
observed them for a little. Then he called out:r@calong, now, do. Let bygones be
bygones. And you might have some consideratiomi@s’ The two of them complied at
once, hastened to him, caressed him and quickishia their letters.

Then they all three left the apartment togetheictvivas more than they had done for
months, and went by tram into the open countryidetthe town. The tram, in which

they were the only passengers, was filled with waamshine. Leaning comfortably back
in their seats they canvassed their prospecthéofuture, and it appeared on closer
inspection that these were not at all bad, fojdbs they had got, which so far they had
never really discussed with each other, were afielmdmirable and likely to lead to

better things later on. The greatest immediate avgment in their condition would of
course arise from moving to another house; theytedhio take a smaller and cheaper but
also better situated and more easily run apartthamntthe one they had, which Gregor
had selected. While they were thus conversinggutk both Mr. and Mrs. Samsa, almost
at the same moment, as they became aware of gngghter's increasing vivacity, that in
spite of all the sorrow of recent times, which Inaalde her cheeks pale, she had bloomed
into a pretty girl with a good figure. They grewiefer and half unconsciously exchanged
glances of complete agreement, having come todhelgsion that it would soon

be time to find a good husband for her. And it e a confirmation of their new
dreams and excellent intentions that at the ertdeaf journey their daughter sprang to
her feet first and stretched her young body.

In the Penal Colony

"IT'S A REMARKABLE piece of apparatus,” said thdioér to the explorer and
surveyed with a certain air of admiration the appas which was after all quite familiar
to him. The explorer seemed to have accepted meulgf politeness the Commandant's
invitation to witness the execution of a soldiendemned to death for disobedience and
insulting behavior to a superior. Nor did the colatself betray much interest in this
execution. At least, in the small sandy valleyeamghollow surrounded on all sides by
naked crags, there was no one present save terptfie explorer, the condemned man,
who was a stupid-looking wide-mouthed creature Wetvildered hair and face, and the
soldier who held the heavy chain controlling thearohains locked on the prisoner's
ankles, wrists and neck, chains which were thenesedttached to each other by



communicating links. In any case, the condemned loaired so like a submissive dog
that one might have thought he could be left tofraa on the surrounding hills and
would only need to be whistled for when the exenutvas due to begin.

The explorer did not much care about the apparatus

and walked up and down behind the prisoner withoatrwisible indifference while the
officer made the last adjustments, now creepingatimthe structure, which was bedded
deep in the earth, now climbing a ladder to insggsaipper parts. These were tasks that
might well have been left to a mechanic, but tHeef performed them with great zeal,
whether because he was a devoted admirer of tregatpp or because of other reasons
the work could be entrusted to no one else. "Reasy" he called at last and climbed
down from the ladder. He looked uncommonly limpedihed with his mouth wide open
and had tucked two fine ladies' handkerchiefs utiteecollar of his uniform. "These
uniforms are too heavy for the tropics, surelyjtishe explorer, instead of making some
inquiry about the apparatus, as the officer hacketqu. "Of course,"” said the officer,
washing his oily and greasy hands in a bucket démthat stood ready, "but they mean
home to us; we don't want to forget about home. N®wvhave a look at this machine,”
he added at once, simultaneously drying his handstowel and indicating the appara
tus. "Up till now a few things still had to be $sthand, but from this moment it works
all by itself.” The explorer nodded and followednhiThe officer, anxious to secure
himself against all contingencies, said: "Thingsietmes go wrong, of course; | hope
that nothing goes wrong today, but we have to aflavihe possibility. The machinery
should go on working continuously for twelve houBsit if anything does go wrong it

will only be some small matter that can be settraglonce.

"Won't you take a seat?" he asked finally, dravang

cane chair out from among a heap of them and affetito the explorer, who could not
refuse it. He was now sitting at the edge of aipig which he glanced for a fleeting
moment. It was not very deep. On one side of théhpiexcavated soil had been piled up
in a rampart, on the other side of it stood theaagus. "I don't know," said the officer,

"if the Commandant has already explained this aiparo you." The explorer waved
one hand vaguely; the officer asked for nothingdsesince now he could explain the
apparatus himself. "This apparatus,” he said, tpkivid of a crank handle and leaning
against it, "was invented by our former Commandbassisted at the very earliest
experiments and had a share in all the work usttempletion. But the credit of
inventing it belongs to him alone. Have you everldeof our former Commandant? No?
Well, it isn't saying too much if | tell you thdte organization of the whole penal colony
is his work. We who were his friends knew even beefte died that the organization of
the colony was so perfect that his successor, e¥bna thousand new schemes in his
head, would find it impossible to alter anythingleast for many years to come. And our



prophecy has come true; the new Commandant hatoleatknowledge its truth. A pity
you never met the old Commandant! -- But," thecaffiinterrupted himself, "I am
rambling on, and here stands his apparatus befor consists, as you see, of three
parts. In the course of time each of these pagsabquired a kind of popular nickname.
The lower one is called the 'Bed,' the upper oreéesigner,’ and this one here in the
middle that moves up and down is called

the 'Harrow.™ "The Harrow?" asked the explorer.itdaé not been listening very
attentively, the glare of the sun in the shadeledley was altogether too strong, it was
difficult to collect one's thoughts. All the moreldhe admire the officer, who in spite of
his tight-fitting fulldress uniform coat, amply be§ged and weighed down by epaulettes,
was pursuing his subject with such enthusiasm laesides talking, was still tightening a
screw here and there with a spanner. As for thdieplhe seemed to be in much the same
condition as the explorer. He had wound the prissmhain round both his wrists,
propped himself on his rifle, let his head hang aad paying no attention to anything.
That did not surprise the explorer, for the offiaers speaking French, and certainly
neither the soldier nor the prisoner understoosedwf French. It was all the more
remarkable, therefore, that the prisoner was nbadetss making an effort to follow the
officer's explanations. With a kind of drowsy psetence he directed his gaze wherever
the officer pointed a finger, and at the interraptof the explorer's question he, too, as
well as the officer, looked round.

"Yes, the Harrow," said the officer, "a good nameif. The needles are set in like the
teeth of a harrow and the whole thing works sonmetlike a harrow, although its action
is limited to one place and contrived with much enartistic skill. Anyhow, you'll soon
understand it. On the Bed here the condemned maidis I'm going to describe the
apparatus first before | set it in motion. Then'ijdae able to follow the proceedings
better. Besides, one of the cogwheels in the Desiign

badly worn; it creaks a lot when it's working; yoan hardly hear yourself speak; spare
parts, unfortunately, are difficult to get hereWell, here is the Bed, as | told you. It is
completely covered with a layer of cotton wool; Yidind out why later. On this cotton
wool the condemned man is laid, face down, quiteedaof course; here are straps for
the hands, here for the feet, and here for the,rtedkind him fast. Here at the head of the
bed, where the man, as | said, first lays dowrfdus, is this little gag of felt, which can
be easily regulated to go straight into his molitls meant to keep him from screaming
and biting his tongue. Of course the man is fotcedhke the felt into his mouth, for
otherwise his neck would be broken by the strals.that cotton wool?" asked the
explorer, bending forward. "Yes, certainly,” sdie officer, with a smile. "Feel it for
yourself." He took the explorer's hand and guidexver the bed. "It's specially prepared
cotton wool; that's why it looks so different; téll you presently what it's for." The
explorer already felt a dawning interest in theapfus; he sheltered his eyes from the



sun with one hand and gazed up at the structunweadta huge affair. The Bed and the
Designer were of the same size and looked likedar&k wooden chests. The Designer
hung about two meters above the Bed; each of thastbeound at the corners with four
rods of brass that almost flashed out rays in timight. Between the chests shuttled the
Harrow on a ribbon of steel.

The officer had scarcely noticed the explorer'viones indifference, but he was now well
aware of his dawning interest; so he stopped exipigiin order to

leave a space of time for quiet observation. Thelemned man imitated the explorer;
since he could not use a hand to shelter his eygsmbed upwards without shade.

"Well, the man lies down," said the explorer, lemnback in his chair and crossing his
legs.

"Yes," said the officer, pushing his cap backeliand passing one hand over his heated
face, "now listen! Both the Bed and the Designeselan electric battery each; the Bed
needs one for itself, the Designer for the HarrAs/soon as the man is strapped down,
the Bed is set in motion. It quivers in minute,weapid vibrations, both from side to side
and up and down. You will have seen similar apparat hospitals; but in our Bed the
movements are all precisely calculated; you sesy, bilave to correspond very exactly to
the movements of the Harrow. And the Harrow isitis¢rument for the actual execution
of the sentence."

"And how does the sentence run?" asked the explorer

"You don't know that either?" said the officer mazement, and bit his lips. "Forgive me
if my explanations seem rather incoherent. | doymg pardon. You see, the
Commandant always used to do the explaining; luhéw Commandant shirks this
duty; yet that such an important visitor" -- theolexer tried to deprecate the honor with
both hands; the officer, however, insisted -- "thath an important visitor should not
even be told about the kind of sentence we passiesv development, which --" He was
just on the point of using strong language but kbddimself and said only: "l was not
informed, it is not my fault. In any case, | amtaerly

the best person to explain our procedure, sineeé¢ ihere" -- he patted his breast pocket
-- "the relevant drawings made by our former Comdiaaub."

"The Commandant's own drawings?" asked the expldded he combine everything in
himself, then? Was he soldier, judge, mechanianesteand draughtsman?"



"Indeed he was," said the officer, nodding asseith, a remote, glassy look. Then he
inspected his hands critically; they did not seémarc enough to him for touching the
drawings; so he went over to the bucket and wated again. Then he drew out a
small leather wallet and said: "Our sentence doe¢saound severe. Whatever
commandment the prisoner has disobeyed is wrifp@m tis body by the Harrow. This
prisoner, for instance” -- the officer indicatee timan -- "will have written on his body:
HONOR THY SUPERIORS!"

The explorer glanced at the man; he stood, asftieeopointed him out, with bent head,
apparently listening with all his ears in an effiorcatch what was being said. Yet the
movement of his blubber lips, closely pressed togietshowed clearly that he could not
understand a word. Many questions were troubliregettplorer, but at the sight of the
prisoner he asked only: "Does he know his sentéiide?' said the officer, eager to go
on with his exposition, but the explorer interruptem: "He doesn't know the sentence
that has been passed on him?""No," said the offigain, pausing a moment as if to let
the explorer elaborate his question, and then $akere would be no point in telling
him. He'll learn it on his body." The explorer intked

to make no answer, but he felt the prisoner's gazned on him; it seemed to ask if he
approved such goings on. So he bent forward abaiing already leaned back in his
chair, and put another question: "But surely hewsithat he has been sentenced?""'Nor
that either," said the officer, smiling at the etk as if expecting him to make further
surprising remarks. "No," said the explorer, wiphmg forehead, "then he can't know
either whether his defense was effective?""He laakrio chance of putting up a
defense," said the officer, turning his eyes awsaif apeaking to himself and so sparing
the explorer the shame of hearing self-evidentemnatxplained. "But he must have had
some chance of defending himself,” said the explamed rose from his seat.

The officer realized that he was in danger of hg\iis exposition of the apparatus held
up for a long time; so he went up to the expla@k him by the arm, waved a hand
towards the condemned man, who was standing vexglst now that he had so
obviously become the center of attention -- theisolhad also given the chain a jerk --
and said: "This is how the matter stands. | hawen@opointed judge in this penal
colony. Despite my youth. For | was the former Caamnhant's assistant in all penal
matters and know more about the apparatus thamaniy guiding principle is this:
Guilt is never to be doubted. Other courts canalbdv that principle, for they consist of
several opinions and have higher courts to scagithem. That is not the case here, or at
least, it was not the case in the former Commarsltinte. The new man has certainly
shown

to make no answer, but he felt the prisoner's ganed on him; it seemed to ask if he
approved such goings on. So he bent forward agaiwing already leaned back in his



chair, and put another question: "But surely hewsithat he has been sentenced?"'Nor
that either,” said the officer, smiling at the etk as if expecting him to make further
surprising remarks. "No," said the explorer, wipmg forehead, "then he can't know
either whether his defense was effective?""He faakrio chance of putting up a
defense," said the officer, turning his eyes awsayf apeaking to himself and so sparing
the explorer the shame of hearing self-evidentematxplained. "But he must have had
some chance of defending himself," said the explared rose from his seat.

The officer realized that he was in danger of hgWiis exposition of the apparatus held
up for a long time; so he went up to the expla@k him by the arm, waved a hand
towards the condemned man, who was standing vexglst now that he had so
obviously become the center of attention -- theisolhad also given the chain a jerk --
and said: "This is how the matter stands. | hawn@pointed judge in this penal
colony. Despite my youth. For | was the former Caamnhant's assistant in all penal
matters and know more about the apparatus thamaniy guiding principle is this:
Guilt is never to be doubted. Other courts canalbdv that principle, for they consist of
several opinions and have higher courts to scagithem. That is not the case here, or at
least, it was not the case in the former Commarsltinte. The new man has certainly
shown

to make no answer, but he felt the prisoner's gazned on him; it seemed to ask if he
approved such goings on. So he bent forward abaiing already leaned back in his
chair, and put another question: "But surely hewsithat he has been sentenced?""'Nor
that either," said the officer, smiling at the etk as if expecting him to make further
surprising remarks. "No," said the explorer, wiphmg forehead, "then he can't know
either whether his defense was effective?""He laakrio chance of putting up a
defense," said the officer, turning his eyes awsaif apeaking to himself and so sparing
the explorer the shame of hearing self-evidentenatxplained. "But he must have had
some chance of defending himself,” said the explamed rose from his seat.

The officer realized that he was in danger of hgWiis exposition of the apparatus held
up for a long time; so he went up to the expla@k him by the arm, waved a hand
towards the condemned man, who was standing vexglst now that he had so
obviously become the center of attention -- théisolhad also given the chain a jerk --
and said: "This is how the matter stands. | hawen@opointed judge in this penal
colony. Despite my youth. For | was the former Caamnhant's assistant in all penal
matters and know more about the apparatus thamaniy guiding principle is this:
Guilt is never to be doubted. Other courts canalbdv that principle, for they consist of
several opinions and have higher courts to scadithem. That is not the case here, or at
least, it was not the case in the former Commarsltinte. The new man has certainly
shown



some inclination to interfere with my judgmentst ba far | have succeeded in fending
him off and will go on succeeding. You wanted tod¢he case explained; it is quite
simple, like all of them. A captain reported to thes morning that this man, who had
been assigned to him as a servant and sleeps tef$ateor, had been asleep on duty. It
is his duty, you see, to get up every time the Istikes and salute the captain's door.
Not an exacting duty, and very necessary, sindeakdo be a sentry as well as a servant,
and must be alert in both functions. Last nightdaptain wanted to see if the man was
doing his duty. He opened the door as the cloalckttwo and there was his man curled
up asleep. He took his riding whip and lashed htnoss the face. Instead of getting up
and begging pardon, the man caught hold of hiseriasgegs, shook him and cried:
‘Throw that whip away or I'll eat you alive.' -- 8tfs the evidence. The captain came to
me an hour ago, | wrote down his statement andrajgakthe sentence to it. Then | had
the man put in chains. That was all quite simgléhhd first called the man before me
and interrogated him, things would have got intmafused tangle. He would have told
lies, and had | exposed these lies he would haglecdethem up with more lies, and so
on and so forth. As it is, I've got him and | wdatthim go. -- Is that quite clear now?
But we're wasting time, the execution should barbegg and | haven't finished
explaining the apparatus yet." He pressed the exphack into his chair, went up again
to the apparatus and began: "As you see, the sifdpe Harrow corresponds to the
human form; here is the harrow for

the torso, here are the harrows for the legs. lii®@head there is only this one small spike.
Is that quite clear?" He bent amiably forward tosgathe explorer, eager to provide the
most comprehensive explanations.

The explorer considered the Harrow with a frowne Elxplanation of the judicial
procedure had not satisfied him. He had to remingsélf that this was in any case a
penal colony where extraordinary measures wereateadd that military discipline must
be enforced to the last. He also felt that someshoght be set on the new Commandant,
who was apparently of a mind to bring in, althoggadually, a new kind of procedure
which the officer's narrow mind was incapable oflerstanding. This train of thought
prompted his next question: "Will the Commandatgrat the execution?™It is not
certain,” said the officer, wincing at the direaiegtion, and his friendly expression
darkened. "That is just why we have to lose no tikhaech as | dislike it, | shall have to
cut my explanations short. But of course tomorratven the apparatus has been cleaned
-- its one drawback is that it gets so messy anl iecapitulate all the details. For the
present, then, only the essentials. -- When thelreamlown on the Bed and it begins to
vibrate, the Harrow is lowered onto his body. Hukates itself automatically so that the
needles barely touch his skin; once contact is niaglsteel ribbon stiffens immediately
into a rigid band. And then the performance beghmsignorant onlooker would see no
difference between one punishment and anotherHHEn®w appears to do its work with
uniform regularity. As it quivers, its points pierthe skin of the body



which is itself quivering from the vibration of tlided. So that the actual progress of the
sentence can be watched, the Harrow is made of.dkedting the needles fixed in the
glass was a technical problem, but after many éxygerits we overcame the difficulty.
No trouble was too great for us to take, you sew Aow anyone can look through the
glass and watch the inscription taking form onlibdy. Wouldn't you care to come a
little nearer and have a look at the needles?"

The explorer got up slowly, walked across and et the Harrow. "You see," said the
officer, "there are two kinds of needles arrangenhultiple patterns. Each long needle
has a short one beside it. The long needle doesriting, and the short needle sprays a
jet of water to wash away the blood and keep tkeription clear. Blood and water
together are then conducted here through smalletannto this main runnel and down a
waste pipe into the pit." With his finger the offictraced the exact course taken by the
blood and water. To make the picture as vivid asiixbe he held both hands below the
outlet of the waste pipe as if to catch the outflamd when he did this the explorer drew
back his head and feeling behind him with one hamdjht to return to his chair. To his
horror he found that the condemned man too hadeabthe officer's invitation to
examine the Harrow at close quarters and had feliblwm. He had pulled forward the
sleepy soldier with the chain and was bending tveiglass. One could see that his
uncertain eyes were trying to perceive what thegentlemen had been looking at, but
since he had not understood the explanation he

could not make head or tail of it. He was peerhig tvay and that way. He kept running
his eyes along the glass. The explorer wantedite tim away, since what he was doing
was probably culpable. But the officer firmly restred the explorer with one hand and
with the other took a clod of earth from the ramiad threw it at the soldier. He opened
his eyes with a jerk, saw what the condemned mdrdheed to do, let his rifle fall, dug
his heels into the ground, dragged his prisonek badhat he stumbled and fell
immediately, and then stood looking down at himtoleng him struggling and rattling

in his chains. "Set him on his feet!" yelled th&a#r, for he noticed that the explorer's
attention was being too much distracted by theopes. In fact he was even leaning right
across the Harrow, without taking any notice oinitent only on finding out what was
happening to the prisoner. "Be careful with hinied the officer again. He ran round
the apparatus, himself caught the condemned maer timel shoulders and with the
soldier's help got him up on his feet, which kejhering from under him.

"Now | know all about it," said the explorer as tificer came back to him. "All except
the most important thing," he answered, seizingettpdorer's arm and pointing upwards:
"In the Designer are all the cogwheels that coritrelmovements of the Harrow, and this
machinery is regulated according to the inscripiemanded by the sentence. | am still
using the guiding plans drawn by the former ComnaahdHere they are" -- he extracted
some sheets from the leather wallet -- "but I'nmysbcan't let you handle them; they are



my most precious possessions. Just take a seditldrodd them in front of you like this,
then you'll be able to see everything quite welle'spread out the first sheet of paper.
The explorer would have liked to say something epiptive, but all he could see was a
labyrinth of lines crossing and re-crossing eattetwhich covered the paper so thickly
that it was difficult to discern the blank spacesaA®en them. "Read it," said the officer.
"l can't," said the explorer. "Yet it's clear enbygsaid the officer. "It's very ingenious,”
said the explorer evasively, "but | can't makeuit'Yes," said the officer with a laugh,
putting the paper away again, "it's no calligraptryschool children. It needs to be
studied closely. I'm quite sure that in the end wowld understand it too. Of course the
script can't be a simple one; it's not supposéddlita man straight off, but only after an
interval of, on an average, twelve hours; the fugrpoint is reckoned to come at the sixth
hour. So there have to be lots and lots of flowssaround the actual script; the script
itself runs round the body only in a narrow girdlge rest of the body is reserved for the
embellishments. Can you appreciate now the workraptished by the Harrow and the
whole apparatus? -- Just watch it!" He ran up ddelér, turned a wheel, called down:
"Look out, keep to one side!" and everything sthi@rking. If the wheel had not
creaked, it would have been marvelous. The offiagiif surprised by the noise of the
wheel, shook his fist at it, then spread out hissain excuse to the explorer and climbed
down rapidly to peer at the working of the machnoen below. Something perceptible to
no one save himself was

still not in order; he clambered tip again, did gtihing with both hands in the interior of
the Designer, then slid down one of the rods, att# using the ladder, so as to get
down quicker, and with the full force of his lungs,make himself heard at all in the
noise, yelled in the explorer's ear: "Can you folib? The Harrow is beginning to write;
when it finishes the first draft of the inscription the man's back, the layer of cotton
wool begins to roll and slowly turns the body ouergive the Harrow fresh space for
writing. Meanwhile the raw part that has been wnton lies on the cotton wool, which is
specially prepared to staunch the bleeding anda@mall ready for a new deepening of
the script. Then these teeth at the edge of theoWaas the body turns further round,
tear the cotton wool away from the wounds, throimtid the pit, and there is more work
for the Harrow. So it keeps on writing deeper aadper for the whole twelve hours. The
first six hours the condemned man stays alive am®$®efore, he suffers only pain.
After two hours the felt gag is taken away, fornas no longer strength to scream. Here,
into this electrically heated basin at the heathefbed, some warm rice pap is poured,
from which the man, if he feels like it, can talseemauch as his tongue can lap. Not one of
them ever misses the chance. | can remember nodeny experience is extensive. Only
about the sixth hour does the man lose all desieat. | usually kneel down here at that
moment and observe what happens. The man rareliogsais last mouthful, he only
rolls it round his mouth and spits it out into e | have to duck just then or he would
spititin



my face. But how quiet he grows at just about tkitndour! Enlightenment comes to the
most dull-witted. It begins around the eyes. Frberé it radiates. A moment that might
tempt one to get under the Harrow oneself. Nothmage happens than that the man
begins to understand the inscription, he pursembigth as if he were listening. You
have seen how difficult it is to decipher the scwjith one's eyes; but our man deciphers
it with his wounds. To be sure, that is a hard tagkneeds six hours to accomplish it. By
that time the Harrow has pierced him quite throagt casts him into the pit, where he
pitches down upon the blood and water and the mottmol. Then the judgment has been
fulfilled, and we, the soldier and I, bury him."

The explorer had inclined his ear to the officed anth his hands in his jacket pockets
watched the machine at work. The condemned marhestt too, but
uncomprehendingly. He bent forward a little and wdsnt on the moving needles when
the soldier, at a sign from the officer, slashedulgh his shirt and trousers from behind
with a knife, so that they fell off; he tried totch at his falling clothes to cover his
nakedness, but the soldier lifted him into theaaid shook the last remnants from him.
The officer stopped the machine, and in the suddence the condemned man was laid
under the Harrow. The chains were loosened andtthps fastened on instead; in the
first moment that seemed almost a relief to thegorer. And now the Harrow was
adjusted a little lower, since he was a thin mahewthe needle points touched him a
shudder

ran over his skin; while the soldier was busy gtnag his right hand, he flung out his left
hand blindly; but it happened to be in the dirattiowards where the explorer was
standing. The officer kept watching the exploreesiays, as if seeking to read from his
face the impression made on him by the executitigiwhad been at least cursorily
explained to him.

The wrist strap broke; probably the soldier hadwir# too tight. The officer had to
intervene, the soldier held up the broken piec&traip to show him. So the officer went
over to him and said, his face still turned towatdsexplorer: "This is a very complex
machine, it can't be helped that things are brgp&irgiving way here and there; but one
must not thereby allow oneself to be diverted ie'sgeneral judgment. In any case, this
strap is easily made good; | shall simply use arghibe delicacy of the vibrations for the
right arm will of course be a little impaired.” Amchile he fastened the chains, he added:
"The resources for maintaining the machine are wesy much reduced. Under the
former Commandant | had free access to a sum oéynset aside entirely for this
purpose. There was a store, too, in which spars pare kept for repairs of all kinds. |
confess | have been almost prodigal with them, amma the past, not now as the new
Commandant pretends, always looking for an exausdtack our old way of doing
things. Now he has taken charge of the machine ynbmeself, and if | send for a new
strap they ask for the broken old strap as evidesoa the new strap takes ten days to
appear and



then is of shoddy material and not much good. But ham supposed to work the
machine without a strap, that's something nobodlydye about.”

The explorer thought to himself: It's always a ligtk matter to intervene decisively in
other people's affairs. He was neither a membé#teopenal colony nor a citizen of the
state to which it belonged. Were he to denouncegkecution or actually try to stop it,
they could say to him: You are a foreigner, mindryown business. He could make no
answer to that, unless he were to add that he maged at himself in this connection,
for he traveled only as an observer, with no intenat all of altering other people's
methods of administering justice. Yet here he fohimaself strongly tempted. The
injustice of the procedure and the inhumanity efeélxecution were undeniable. No one
could suppose that he had any selfish interestamtatter, for the condemned man was a
complete stranger, not a fellow countryman or eatesll sympathetic to him. The
explorer himself had recommendations from high tpay had been received here with
great courtesy, and the very fact that he had bedted to attend the execution seemed
to suggest that his views would be welcome. Ang Was all the more likely since the
Commandant, as he had heard only too plainly, wagpholder of the procedure and
maintained an attitude almost of hostility to tlifcer.

At that moment the explorer heard the officer auyio rage. He had just, with
considerable difficulty, forced the felt gag inteetcondemned man's mouth when the
man in an irresistible access of nausea shut leis ayd

vomited. Hastily the officer snatched him away frtva gag and tried to hold his head
over the pit; but it was too late, the vomit wasning all over the machine. "It's all the
fault of that Commandant!" cried the officer, sdassly shaking the brass rods in front,
"the machine is befouled like a pigsty."” With trdmf hands he indicated to the explorer
what had happened. "Have | not tried for hourstahe to get the Commandant to
understand that the prisoner must fast for a whHalebefore the execution? But our new,
mild doctrine thinks otherwise. The Commandantiéela stuff the man with sugar candy
before he's led off. He has lived on stinking fé whole life long and now he has to eat
sugar candy! But it could still be possible, | sliblbave nothing to say against it, but
why won't they get me a new felt gag, which | hbeen begging for the last three
months. How should a man not feel sick when hestakielt gag into his mouth which
more than a. hundred men have already slobberedrawled in their dying moments?"

The condemned man had laid his head down and |lgoé&ceful; the soldier was busy
trying to clean the machine with the prisoner'stshihe officer advanced towards the
explorer, who in some vague presentiment fell mplce, but the officer seized him by
the hand, and drew him to one side. "l should tikexchange a few words with you in
confidence," he said, "may 1?""Of course," saidelplorer, and listened with downcast
eyes.



"This procedure and method of execution, which gminow having the opportunity to
admire, has at the

moment no longer any open adherents in our coloamy its sole advocate, and at the
same time the sole advocate of the old Commandaadiion. | can no longer reckon on
any further extension of the method; it takes allanergy to maintain it as it is. During
the old Commandant's lifetime the colony was fiilhis adherents; his strength of
conviction I still have in some measure, but noatom of his power; consequently the
adherents have skulked out of sight, there adensdihy of them but none of them will
admit it. If you were to go into the teahouse tqdayexecution day, and listen to what is
being said, you would perhaps hear only ambiguemsarks. These would all be made
by adherents, but under the present Commandartiiaqiesent doctrines they are of no
use to me. And now | ask you: because of this Condgaat and the women who
influence him, is such a piece of work, the worladifetime" -- he pointed to the
machine -- "to perish? Ought one to let that hadeven if one has only come as a
stranger to our island for a few days? But there'me to lose, an attack of some kind
is impending on my function as judge; conferencesafready being held in the
Commandant's office from which | am excluded; eyear coming here today seems to
me a significant move; they are cowards and useagaascreen, you, a stranger. -- How
different an execution was in the old days! A whaég before the ceremony the valley
was packed with people; they all came only to lonkearly in the morning the
Commandant appeared with his ladies; fanfares tbtiewhole camp; | reported that
everything was in readiness; the assembled company

no high official dared to absent himself -- arrath@self round the machine; this pile of
cane chairs is a miserable survival from that epdble machine was freshly cleaned and
glittering, | got new spare parts for almost evexgcution. Before hundreds of spectators
-- all of them standing on tiptoe as far as th@his there -- the condemned man was laid
under the Harrow by the Commandant himself. Whégftsoday for a common soldier

to do was then my task, the task of the presididg¢, and was an honor for me. And
then the execution began! No discordant noise tspha@lworking of the machine. Many
did not care to watch it but lay with closed eyeshie sand; they all knew: Now Justice is
being done. In the silence one heard nothing luttmdemned man's sighs, half muffled
by the felt gag. Nowadays the machine can no longiexg from anyone a sigh louder
than the felt gag can stifle; but in those dayswhéng needles let drop an acid fluid,
which we're no longer permitted to use. Well, damehtcame the sixth hour! It was
impossible to grant all the requests to be allowedatch it from near by. The
Commandant in his wisdom ordained that the childtesuld have the preference; I, of
course, because of my office had the privilegelwhgs being at hand; often enough |
would be squatting there with a small child in eithrm. How we all absorbed the look

of transfiguration on the face of the sufferer, hoerbathed our cheeks in the radiance of
that justice, achieved at last and fading so quldilhat times these were, my comrade!”



The officer had obviously forgotten whom he wasradding; he had embraced the
explorer and

laid his head on his shoulder. The explorer waplgemmbarrassed, impatiently he stared
over the officer's head. The soldier had finishesdckeaning job and was now pouring
rice pap from a pot into the basin. As soon astmlemned man, who seemed to have
recovered entirely, noticed this action he begarach for the rice with his tongue. The
soldier kept pushing him away, since the rice pap wertainly meant for a later hour, yet
it was just as unfitting that the soldier himsdibald thrust his dirty hands into the basin
and eat out of it before the other's avid face.

The officer quickly pulled himself together. "I aitl want to upset you," he said. "l know
it is impossible to make those days credible nomyhfow, the machine is still working
and it is still effective in itself. It is effectivin itself even though it stands alone in this
valley. And the corpse still falls at the last itib@ pit with an incomprehensibly gentle
wafting motion, even although there are no hundoégeople swarming round like flies
as formerly. In those days we had to put a strengéd round the pit; it has long since
been torn down."

The explorer wanted to withdraw his face from tHecer and looked round him at
random. The officer thought he was surveying tHeys desolation; so he seized him

by the hands, turned him round to meet his eyabaaked: "Do you realize the shame of
it?"

But the explorer said nothing. The officer left hatone for a little; with legs apart, hands
on hips, he stood very still, gazing at the grourtten he smiled encouragingly at the
explorer and said: "l was quite near you yestexdagn the Commandant gave you the
invita-

tion. | heard him giving it. | know the Commandandivined at once what he was after.
Although he is powerful enough to take measuregagme, he doesn't dare to do it yet,
but he certainly means to use your verdict agaimestthe verdict of an illustrious
foreigner. He has calculated it carefully: thiyoar second day on the island, you did not
know the old Commandant and his ways, you are tionéd by European ways of
thought, perhaps you object on principle to cagtalishment in general and to such
mechanical instruments of death in particular, desiyou will see that the execution has
no support from the public, a shabby ceremony rdexh out with a machine already
somewhat old and worn -- now, taking all that iobmsideration, would it not be likely
(so thinks the Commandant) that you might disapp@vmy methods? And if you
disapprove, you wouldn't conceal the fact (I'm spleaking from the Commandant's
point of view), for you are a man to feel confiden your own well-tried conclusions.
True, you have seen and learned to appreciatecthdigrities of many peoples, and so



you would not be likely to take a strong line agaiour proceedings, as you might do in
your own country. But the Commandant has no nedldadf A casual, even an unguarded
remark will be enough. It doesn't even need toasgmt what you really think, so long as
it can be used speciously to serve his purposeavilHay to prompt you with sly
guestions, of that | am certain. And his ladied sitlaround you and prick up their ears;
you might be saying something like this: 'In ouuctry we have a different criminal
procedure,’ or 'In our coun-

try the prisoner is interrogated before he is sered,’ or 'We haven't used torture since
the Middle Ages.' All these statements are asdaihey seem natural to you, harmless
remarks that pass no judgment on my methods. Butvwauld the Commandant react to
them? | can see him, our good Commandant, pushénchair away immediately and
rushing onto the balcony, | can see his ladiesstineg out after him, | can hear his voice
-- the ladies call it a voice of thunder -- welhdethis is what he says: 'A famous Western
investigator, sent out to study criminal procedurall the countries of the world, has just
said that our old tradition of administering justis inhumane. Such a verdict from such
a personality makes it impossible for me to couater these methods any longer.
Therefore from this very day | ordain . . ."andoso You may want to interpose that you
never said any such thing, that you never calledmathods inhumane; on the contrary
your profound experience leads you to believe #reymost humane and most in
consonance with human dignity, and you admire thelmme greatly -- but it will be too
late; you won't even get onto the balcony, crowaed will be with ladies; you may try

to draw attention to yourself; you may want to aoneout; but a lady's hand will close
your lips -- and | and the work of the old Commamtdaill be done for."

The explorer had to suppress a smile; so easy, Westhe task he had felt to be so
difficult. He said evasively: "You overestimate mg§luence; the Commandant has read
my letters of recommendation, he knows that | anexjgert in criminal procedure. If |
were to

give an opinion, it would be as a private indivij@an opinion no more influential than
that of any ordinary person, and in any case mes#$ influential than that of the
Commandant, who, | am given to understand, hasexgnsive powers in this penal
colony. If his attitude to your procedure is asimiédly hostile as you believe, then | fear
the end of your tradition is at hand, even withaoy humble assistance from me."

Had it dawned on the officer at last? No, he dtdl not understand. He shook his head
emphatically, glanced briefly round at the condedhm&n and the soldier, who both
flinched away from the rice, came close up to tk@arer and without looking at his face
but fixing his eye on some spot on his coat sa@ lower voice than before: "You don't
know the Commandant; you feel yourself -- forgilie &€xpression -- a kind of outsider
so far as all of us are concerned; yet, believeymay, influence cannot be rated too



highly. | was simply delighted when | heard thatiyeere to attend the execution all by
yourself. The Commandant arranged it to aim a dbwe, but | shall turn it to my
advantage. Without being distracted by lying whisgend contemptuous glances --
which could not have been avoided had a crowd oplgeattended the exectition -- you
have heard my explanations, seen the machine anubar in course of watching the
execution. You have doubtless already formed your pdgment; if you still have some
small uncertainties the sight of the execution vafiolve them. And now | make this
request to you: help me against the Commandant!"

The explorer would not let him go on. "How could

| do that?" he cried. "It's quite impossible. | ganther help nor hinder you."

"Yes, you can," the officer said. The explorer saih a certain apprehension that the
officer had clenched his fists. "Yes, you can,"e&ed the officer, still more insistently.

"I have a plan that is bound to succeed. You belyur influence is insufficient. | know
that it is sufficient. But even granted that yoa gght, is it not necessary, for the sake of
preserving this tradition, to try even what mightye insufficient? Listen to my plan,
then. The first thing necessary for you to carmuit is to be as reticent as possible today
regarding your verdict on these proceedings. Unjessare asked a direct question you
must say nothing at all; but what you do say medbieef and general; let it be remarked
that you would prefer not to discuss the matteat ylou are out of patience with it, that if
you are to let yourself go you would use stronglaage. | don't ask you to tell any lies;
by no means; you should only give curt answerd) s3c 'Yes, | saw the execution,’ or
'Yes, | had it explained to me.' Just that, notlimage. There are grounds enough for any
impatience you betray, although not such as witbo¢o the Commandant. Of course, he
will mistake your meaning and interpret it to pledsmself. That's what my plan depends
on. Tomorrow in the Commandant's office there ibda large conference of all the high
administrative officials, the Commandant presidi@fcourse the Commandant is the
kind of man to have turned these conferences inbdipspectacles. He has had a gallery
built that is always packed with spectators. | am

compelled to take part in the conferences, but thake me sick with disgust. Now,
whatever happens, you will certainly be invitedhis conference; if you behave today as
| suggest the invitation will become an urgent esjuBut if for some mysterious reason
you're not invited, you'll have to ask for an iation; there's no doubt of your getting it
then. So tomorrow you're sitting in the Commandantx with the ladies. He keeps
looking up to make sure you're there. After varibuigal and ridiculous matters, brought
in merely to impress the audience -- mostly havbarks, nothing but harbor works! --
our judicial procedure comes up for discussion tbthe Commandant doesn't introduce
it, or not soon enough, I'll see that it's mentahri#l stand up and report that today's
execution has taken place. Quite briefly, onlyadeshent. Such a statement is not usual,



but I shall make it. The Commandant thanks me)vaays, with an amiable smile, and
then he can't restrain himself, he seizes the kxtapportunity. ‘It has just been
reported,’ he will say, or words to that effe¢tattan execution has taken place. | should
like merely to add that this execution was witnddsgthe famous explorer who has, as
you all know, honored our colony so greatly by\isst to us. His presence at today's
session of our conference also contributes tortipwitance of this occasion. Should we
not now ask the famous explorer to give us hisieerh our traditional mode of
execution and the procedure that leads up to ftebQrse there is loud applause, general
agreement, | am more insistent than anyone. Then@ordant bows to you and says:
‘Then in the name of the assembled

company, | put the question to you." And now youaamte to the front of the box. Lay
your hands where everyone can see them, or thesladil catch them and press your
fingers. -- And then at last you can speak ouar'idknow how I'm going to endure the
tension of waiting for that moment. Don't put aegtraint on yourself when you make
your speech, publish the truth aloud, lean oveffribre of the box, shout, yes, indeed,
shout your verdict, your unshakable convictiorthat Commandant. Yet perhaps you
wouldn't care to do that, it's not in keeping wyrthur character, in your country perhaps
people do these things differently, well, thatlgight too, that will be quite as effective,
don't even stand up, just say a few words, everwvihisper, so that only the officials
beneath you will hear them, that will quite enougby) don't even need to mention the
lack of public support for the execution, the ciagkvheel, the broken strap, the filthy
gag of felt, no, I'll take all that upon me, andliéve me, if my indictment doesn't drive
him out of the conference hall, it will force him his knees to make the
acknowledgment: Old Commandant, | humble myselbteefou. -- That is my plan; will
you help me to carry it out? But of course youwaileng, what is more, you must." And
the officer seized the explorer by both arms armedabreathing heavily, into his face.
He had shouted the last sentence so loudly that eesoldier and the condemned man
were startled into attending; they had not undeseword but they stopped eating and
looked over at the explorer, chewing their previmauthfuls.

From the very beginning the explorer had no dobbuawhat answer he must give; in
his lifetime he had experienced too much to haweusmtertainty here; he was
fundamentally honorable and unafraid. And yet nfaging the soldier and the
condemned man, he did hesitate, for as long asktto draw one breath. At last,
however, he said, as he had to: "No." The offiderkied several times but did not turn
his eyes away. "Would you like me to explain?" aksttee explorer. The officer nodded
wordlessly. "I do not approve of your procedurejtighe explorer then, "even before
you took me into your confidence -- of course llshaver in any circumstances betray
your confidence -- | was already wondering whetherwould be my duty to intervene and
whether my intervention would have the slightestrade of success. | realized to whom |
ought to turn: to the Commandant, of course. Yotehmade that fact even clearer, but



without having strengthened my resolution; on thetary, your sincere conviction has
touched me, even though it cannot influence my nueigf."

The officer remained mute, turned to the machiaegbt hold of a brass rod, and then,
leaning back a little, gazed at the Designer &s @ssure himself that all was in order.
The soldier and the condemned man seemed to hawe ttosome understanding; the
condemned man was making signs to the soldiercdiffthough his movements were
because of the tight straps; the soldier was bgndivn to him; the condemned man
whispered something and the soldier nodded.

The explorer followed the officer and said: "Youndo

know yet what | mean to do. | shall tell the Comufeamt what | think of the procedure,
certainly, but not at a public conference, onlyiivate; nor shalt stay here long enough
to attend any conference; | am going away earlyotoow morning, or at least
embarking on my ship."

It did not look as if the officer had been listeguifiSo you did not find the procedure
convincing," he said to himself and smiled, as l@nean smiles at childish nonsense and
yet pursues his own meditations behind the smile.

"Then the time has come," he said at last, andesugdooked at the explorer with bright
eyes that held some challenge, some appeal fopemton. "The time for what?" asked
the explorer uneasily, but got no answer.

"You are free," said the officer to the condemnexhnm the native tongue. The man did
not believe it at first. "Yes, you are set frealdsthe officer. For the first time the
condemned man's face woke to real animation. Wasa® Was it only a caprice of the
officer's that might change again? Had the forexplorer begged him off? What was it?
One could read these questions on his face. Bubnéing. Whatever it might be, he
wanted to be really free if he might, and he begastruggle so far as the Harrow
permitted him.

"You'll burst my straps,” cried the officer. "Li&l8 We'll soon loosen them." And
signing the soldier to help him, he set about deimgThe condemned man laughed
wordlessly to himself, now he turned his face

left towards the officer, now right towards thedset, nor did he forget the explorer.

"Draw him out," ordered the officer. Because of Harow this had to be done with
some care. The condemned man had already torn lhenlgéle in the back through his
impatience.



From now on, however, the officer paid hardly attgration to him. He went up to the
explorer, pulled out the small leather wallet ag&inned over the papers in it, found the
one he wanted and showed it to the explorer. "R¢dae said. "l can't,” said the
explorer, "l told you before that | can't make thése scripts.” "Try taking a close look at
it," said the officer and came quite near to thelaer so that they might read it together.
But when even that proved useless, he outlineddhpt with his little finger, holding it
high above the paper as if the surface dared nstlied by touch, in order to help the
explorer to follow the script in that way. The ex@r did make an effort, meaning to
please the officer in this respect at least, buwag quite unable to follow. Now the
officer began to spell it, letter by letter, anérihread out the words. "BE JUST!" is what
is written there," he said. "Surely you can reatbiv.” The explorer bent so close to the
paper that the officer feared he might touch it drelv it farther away; the explorer made
no remark, yet it was clear that he still could detiplier it. "BE JUST!" is what is
written there," said the officer once more. "Maylsaid the explorer, "l am prepared to
believe you." "Well, then," said the officer, aa$ partly satisfied,

and climbed up the ladder with the paper; veryfadlyehe laid it inside the Designer and
seemed to be changing the disposition of all tlipvbeels; it was a troublesome piece of
work and must have involved wheels that were exttgramall, for sometimes the
officer's head vanished altogether from sight iaslte Designer, so precisely did he have
to regulate the machinery.

The explorer, down below, watched the labor unrmaggedly, his neck grew stiff and his
eyes smarted from the glare of sunshine over theTdie soldier and the condemned
man were now busy together. The man's shirt anérs, which were already lying in
the pit, were fished out by the point of the saldibayonet. The shirt was abominably
dirty and its owner washed it in the bucket of wat®hen he put on the shirt and
trousers both he and the soldier could not helpaguhg, for the garments were of
course slit up behind. Perhaps the condemned nitahifeeumbent on him to amuse the
soldier, he turned round and round in his slasleethgnts before the soldier, who
squatted on the ground beating his knees with miiiithe same, they presently
controlled their mirth out of respect for the genten.

When the officer had at length finished his tasktahe surveyed the machinery in all its
details once more, with a smile, but this time ghatlid of the Designer, which had
stayed open till now, climbed down, looked into ffieand then at the condemned man,
noting with satisfaction that the clothing had bésten out, then went over to wash his
hands in the water bucket,

perceived too late that it was disgustingly divtsas unhappy because he could not wash
his hands, in the end thrust them into the sattas-alternative did not please him, but he
had to put up with it -- then stood upright anddetp unbutton his uniform jacket. As



he did this, the two ladies' handkerchiefs he liallegd under his collar fell into his
hands. "Here are your handkerchiefs,” he said tlaredv them to the condemned man.
And to the explorer he said in explanaion: "A @ifétm the ladies".

In spite of the obvious haste with which he wasaliding first his uniform jacket and

then all his clothing, he handled each garment leiting care, he even ran his fingers
caressingly over the silver lace on the jacketslmubk a tassel into place. This loving
care was certainly out of keeping with the fact timsoon as he had a garment off he
flung it at once with a kind of unwilling jerk intihhe pit. The last thing left to him was his
short sword with the sword belt. He drew it outlté scabbard, broke it, then gathered all
together, the bits of the sword, the scabbard badelt, and flung them so violently

down that they clattered into the pit.

Now he stood naked there. The explorer bit hisdipd said nothing. He knew very well
what was going to happen, but he had no right strabt the officer in anything. If the
judicial procedure which the officer cherished wezally so near its end -- possibly as a
result of his own intervention, as to which he fethself pledged -- then the officer was
doing the right thing; in his place the explorerulgbnot have acted otherwise.

The soldier and the condemned man did not undefstafirst what was happening; at
first they were not even looking on. The condemmeaah was gleeful at having got the
handkerchiefs back, but he was not allowed to ettjeyn for long, since the soldier
snatched them with a sudden, unexpected grab. Newdndemned man in turn was
trying to twitch them from under the belt where stiddier had tucked them, but the
soldier was on his guard. So they were wrestliadf,ih jest. Only when the officer stood
guite naked was their attention caught. The con@ehnman especially seemed struck
with the notion that some great change was impgndWhat had happened to him was
now going to happen to the officer. Perhaps evahdwery end. Apparently the foreign
explorer had given the order for it. So this wagerge. Although he himself had not
suffered to the end, he was to be revenged torttiefe broad, silent grin now appeared
on his face and stayed there all the rest of the.ti

The officer, however, had turned to the machinbatt been clear enough previously that
he understood the machine well, but now it was atrstaggering to see how he managed
it and how it obeyed him. His hand had only to apph the Harrow for it to rise and

sink several times till it was adjusted to the tigbsition for receiving him; he touched
only the edge of the Bed and already it was vibgatihe felt gag came to meet his
mouth, one could see that the officer was reallyctant to take it but he shrank from it
only a moment, soon he submitted and received/égryghing was ready, only the straps
hung down at the sides, yet



they were obviously unnecessary, the officer didme®d to be fastened down. Then the
condemned man noticed the loose straps, in hisapthe execution was incomplete
unless the straps were buckled, he gestured edgetig soldier and they ran together to
strap the officer down. The latter had alreadytskred out one foot to push the lever that
started the Desianer; he saw the two men comingaipg drew his foot back and let
himself be buckled in. But now he could not redshlever; neither the soldier nor the
condemned man would be able to find it, and théaggpwas determined not to lift a
finger. It was not necessary; as soon as the sivapes fastened the machine began to
work; the Bed vibrated, the needles flickered alitneeskin, the Harrow rose and fell.
The explorer had been staring at it quite a whitlole he remembered that a wheel in the
Designer should have been creaking; but everytiagquiet, not even the slightest hum
could be heard.

Because it was working so silently the machine §mepcaped one's attention. The
explorer observed the soldier and the condemned henlatter was the more animated
of the two, everything in the machine interested,mow he was bending down and now
stretching up on tiptoe, his forefinger was extehdk the time pointing out details to the
soldier. This annoyed the explorer. He was resotwesiay till the end, but he could not
bear the sight of these two. "Go back home," he. Sdie soldier would have been

willing enough, but the condemned man took the madea punishment. With clasped
hands he implored to be allowed to stay, and wherekplorer shook his head

and would not relent, he even went down on his &n€be explorer saw that it was no
use merely giving orders; he was on the point aigjover and driving them away. At
that moment he heard a noise above him in the Desi¢le looked up. Was that
cogwheel going to make trouble after all? But isvsamething quite different. Slowly
the lid of the Designer rose up and then clickedenopen. The teeth of a coowheel
showed themselves and rose higher, soon the whHaelwas visible; it was as if some
enormous force were squeezing the Designer saitead was no longer room for the
wheel; the wheel moved up till it came to the vedge of the Designer, fell down, rolled
along the sand a little on its rim and then lay. flBut a second wheel was already rising
after it, followed by many others, large and smaalil indistinguishably minute, the same
thing happened to all of them, at every momentioragined the Designer must now
really be empty, but another complex of numerouseildiwas already rising into sight,
falling down, trundling along the sand and lyingtflIThis phenomenon made the
condemned man completely forget the explorer's canunthe cogwheels fascinated
him, he was always trying to catch one and at éimestime urging the soldier to help,
but always drew back his hand in alarm, for anottieeel always came hopping along
which, at least on its first advance, scared him of

The explorer, on the other hand, felt greatly ttedbthe machine was obviously going to
pieces; its silent working was a delusion; he héeking that he must now stand by the
officer, since the officer was



no longer able to look after himself. But while tinenbling cogwheels absorbed his
whole attention he had forgotten to keep an eyiemest of the machine; now that the
last cogwheel had left the Designer, however, m¢ beer the Harrow and had a new and
still more unpleasant surprise. The Harrow waswritng, it was only jabbing, and the
bed was not turning the body over but only bringingp quivering against the needles.
The explorer wanted to do something, if possilddgring the whole machine to a
standstill, for this was no exquisite torture sastthe officer desired, this was plain
murder. He stretched out his hands. But at that embrtne Harrow rose with the body
spitted on it and moved to the side, as it usidittyonly when the twelfth hour had come.
Blood was flowing in a hundred streams, not mingigith water, the water jets too had
failed to function. And now the last action failedfulfil itself, the body did not drop off
the long needles, streaming with blood it went anding over the pit without falling into
it. The Harrow tried to move back to its old pasiti but as if it had itself noticed that it
had not yet got rid of its burden it stuck aftdrvehere it was, over the pit. "Come and
help!" cried the explorer to the other two, and $athseized the officer's feet. He wanted
to push against the feet while the others seizedhéad from the opposite side and so the
officer might be slowly eased off the needles. et other two could not make up their
minds to come; the condemned man actually turnexd/atlie explorer had to go over to
them and force them into position at the officeéad. And here, almost against

his will, he had to look at the face of the corgs®as as it had been in life; no sign was
visible of the promised redemption; what the othed found in the machine the officer
had not found; the lips were firmly pressed togettiee eyes were open, with the same
expression as in life, the look was calm and caceah through the forehead went the
point of the great iron spike.

As the explorer, with the soldier and the condenmed behind him, reached the first
houses of the colony, the soldier pointed to oninefn and said: "There is the teahouse."

In the ground floor of the house was a deep, l@vemous space, its walls and ceiling
blackened with smoke. It was open to the roadlaligits length. Although this teahouse
was very little different from the other housegtw# colony, which were all very
dilapidated, even up to the Commandant's palagiatiuarters, it made on the explorer
the impression of a historic tradition of some kiadd he felt the power of past days. He
went near to it, followed by his companions, rightbetween the empty tables which
stood in the street before it, and breathed thé beavy air that came from the interior.
"The old man's buried here," said the soldier. "phest wouldn't let him lie in the
churchyard. Nobody knew where to bury him for alejbut in the end they buried him
here. The officer never told you about that, faresbbecause of course that's what he was
most ashamed of. He even tried several times ttheigld man up by night, but he was
always chased away.""Where is the grave?" asked the



explorer, who found it impossible to believe th&dssy. At once both of them, the soldier
and the condemned man, ran before him pointing autistretched hands in the direction
where the grave should be. They led the exploght ip to the back wall, where guests
were sitting at a few tables. They were apparailk laborers, strong men with short,
glistening, full black beards. None had a jackejrtshirts were torn, they were poor,
humble creatures. As the explorer drew near, sdrtteemn got up, pressed close to the
wall, and stared at him. "It's a foreigner," raa thhisper around him. "He wants to see
the grave." They pushed one of the tables asidkuader it there was really a
gravestone. It was a simple stone, low enough twobered by a table. There was an
inscription on it in very small letters, the exmohad to kneel down to read it. This was
what it said: "Here rests the old Commandant. ldiseaents, who now must be nameless,
have dug this grave and set up this stone. Thexg@isphecy that after a certain number
of years the Commandant will rise again and leacadherents from this house to
recover the colony. Have faith and wait!" When ¢éxplorer had read this and risen to his
feet he saw all the bystanders around him smilsgf they too had read the inscription,
had found it ridiculous and were expecting himgoea with them. The explorer ignored
this, distributed a few coins among them, waitiligtie table was pushed over the grave
again, quitted the teahouse and made for the harbor

The soldier and the condemned man had found soquaextances in the teahouse, who
detained them. But

they must have soon shaken them off, for the egplas only halfway down the long
flight of steps leading to the boats when they cams@ing after him. Probably they
wanted to force him at the last minute to take thgth him. While he was bargaining
below with a ferryman to row him to the steamee, tivo of them came headlong down
the steps, in silence, for they did not dare taushBut by the time they reached the foot
of the steps the explorer was already in the lzoat,the ferryman was just casting off
from the shore. They could have jumped into the,dma the explorer lifted a heavy
knotted rope from the floor boards, threatened thgtim it and so kept them from
attempting the leap.

The Great Wall of China

THE GREAT WALL of China was finished off at its ribernmost corner. From the
south-east and the south-west it came up in twiiosescthat finally converged there.
This principle of piecemeal construction was algpli@d on a smaller scale by both of
the two great armies of labor, the eastern anavestern. It was done in this way: gangs
of some twenty workers were formed who had to agdisim a length, say, of five
hundred yards of wall, while a similar gang burb¢her stretch of the same length to



meet the first. But after the junction had been enid@ construction of the wall was not
carried on from the point, let us say, where th@isand yards ended; instead the two
groups of workers were transferred to begin bugdigain in quite different
neighborhoods. Naturally in this way many greatspapre left, which were only filled in
gradually and bit by bit, some, indeed, not titeafthe official announcement that the
wall was finished. In fact it is said that there gaps which have never been filled in at
all, an assertion, however, which is probably meogle of the many legends to which
the building of the wall. gave rise, and which catnipe verified, at least by any

single man with his own eyes and judgment, on auicofithe extent of the structure.

Now on first thoughts one might conceive that itwebhave been more advantageous in
every way to build the wall continuously, or atdeaontinuously within the two main
divisions. After all the wall was intended, as wasversally proclaimed and known, to
be a protection against the peoples of the nonihhBw can a wall protect if it is not a
continuous structure? Not only cannot such a wallget, but what there is of it is in
perpetual danger. These blocks of wall left stagdiindeserted regions could be easily
pulled down again and again by the nomads, esheamthese tribes, rendered
apprehensive by the building operations, kept cimgnipeir encampments with
incredible rapidity, like locusts, and so perhapd h better general view of the progress
of the wall than we, the builders. Neverthelesstés& of construction probably could not
have been carried out in any other way. To undedstiais we must take into account the
following: The wall was to be a protection for camés: accordingly the most scrupulous
care in the building, the application of the arebitiral wisdom of all known ages and
peoples, an unremitting sense of personal respibitysib the builders, were
indispensable prerequisites for the work. Truettermore purely manual tasks ignorant
day laborers from the populace, men, women andremilwho offered their services for
good money, could be employed; but for the supenvisven of every four day laborers
an expert versed in the art of building was reglji;eman who was capable of enUOOAD

tering into and feeling with all his heart what wagolved. And the higher the task, the
greater the responsibility. And such men were digttabe had, if not indeed so
abundantly as the work of construction could hawvsoéed, yet in great numbers.

For the work had not been undertaken without thaugfty years before the first stone
was laid the art of architecture, and especially tf masonry, had been proclaimed as
the most important branch of knowledge throughbetwhole area of a China that was to
be walled round, and all other arts gained recagnidnly in so far as they had reference
to it. I can still remember quite well us standasgsmall children, scarcely sure on our
feet, in our teacher's garden, and being orderéditd a sort of wall out of pebbles; and
then the teacher, girding up his robe, ran fullagainst the wall, of course knocking it



down, and scolded us so terribly for the shoddiéssair work that we ran weeping in
all directions to our parents. A trivial incidebit significant of the spirit of the time.

| was lucky inasmuch as the building of the walbwiast beginning when, at twenty, |

had passed the last examination of the lowest geldeol. | say lucky, for many who
before my time had achieved the highest degreeltire available to them could find
nothing year after year to do with their knowledged drifted uselessly about with the
most splendid architectural plans in their headd,sank by thousands into hopelessness.
But those who finally came to be employed in theknas supervisors, even though it
might be of the lowest rank, were truly worthy béir task. They were

masons who had reflected much, and did not ceaséléat, on the building of the wall,
men who with the first stone which they sank ingheund felt themselves a part of the
wall. Masons of that kind, of course, had not amlyesire to perform their work in the
most thorough manner, but were also impatient éatise wall finished in its complete
perfection. Day laborers have not this impatiefaethey look only to their wages, and
the higher supervisors, indeed even the supervigarsddle rank, could see enough of
the manifold growth of the construction to keeprtpirits confident and high. But to
encourage the subordinate supervisors, intelldgtaalvastly superior to their apparently
petty tasks, other measures must be taken. Ond oot for instance, expect them to lay
one stone on another for months or even years enirean uninhabited mountainous
region, hundreds of miles from their homes; thediegsness of such hard toil, which yet
could not reach completion even in the longestifife, would have cast them into
despair and above all made them less capabledardink. It was for this reason that the
system of piecemeal building was decided on. Fivedhed yards could be accomplished
in about five years; by that time, however, theesujigors were as a rule quite exhausted
and had lost all faith in themselves, in the wiallthe world. Accordingly, while they
were still exalted by the jubilant celebrations kiag the completion of the thousand
yards of wall, they were sent far, far away, savitair journey finished sections of the
wall rising here and there, came past the quaotettse high command and

were presented with badges of honor, heard thehegs of new armies of labor
streaming past from the depths of the land, saestsrbeing cut down to become
supports for the wall, saw mountains being hewa stones for the wall, heard at the
holy shrines hymns rising in which the pious praj@dhe completion of the wall. All
this assuaged their impatience. The quiet lifhefrthomes, where they rested some
time, strengthened them; the humble credulity wittich their reports were listened to,
the confidence with which the simple and peacefgber believed in the eventual
completion of the wall, all this tightened up agthe cords of the soul. Like eternally
hopeful children they then said farewell to thedntes; the desire once more to labor on
the wall of the nation became irresistible. Thetyadkearlier than they needed; half the
village accompanied them for long distances. Grafgseople with banners and scarfs



waving were on all the roads; never before had ss&n how great and rich and beautiful
and worthy of love their country was. Every fell@auntryman was a brother for whom
one was building a wall of protection, and who wbrdturn lifelong thanks for it with all
he had and did. Unity! Unity! Shoulder to shouldering of brothers, a current of blood
no longer confined within the narrow circulationasfe body, but sweetly rolling and yet
ever returning throughout the endless leagues ofeCh

Thus, then, the system of piecemeal constructiaornes comprehensible; but there
were still other reasons for it as well. Nor isrthanything odd in my pausing over this
guestion for so long; it is one of the

crucial problems in the whole building of the walhimportant as it may appear at first
glance. If | am to convey and make understand&lglédeas and feelings of that time |
cannot go deeply enough into this very question.

First, then, it must be said that in those daysghiwere achieved scarcely inferior to the
construction of the Tower of Babel, although asardg divine approval, at least
according to human reckoning, strongly at variantth that work. | say this because
during the early days of building a scholar wrotgoak in which he drew the comparison
in the most exhaustive way. In it he tried to prtvat the Tower of Babel failed to reach
its goal, not because of the reasons universallgrazkd, or at least that among those
recognized reasons the most important of all wasabe found. His proofs were drawn
not merely from written documents and reports;lee alaimed to have made enquiries
on the spot, and to have discovered that the téailed and was bound to fail because of
the weakness of the foundation. In this respeanhgtrate our age was vastly superior to
that ancient one. Almost every educated man ofioe was a mason by profession and
infallible in the matter of laying foundations. Thhowever, was not what our scholar
was concerned to prove; for he maintained thaGieat Wall alone would provide for
the first time in the history of mankind a secuarfdation for a new Tower of Babel.
First the wall, therefore, and then the tower. Ibbsk was in everybody's hands at that
time, but | admit that even today | cannot quit&kenaut how he conceived

this tower. How could the wall, which did not foewen a circle, but only a sort of

quarter or half-circle, provide the foundation &tower? That could obviously be meant
only in a spiritual sense. But in that case whydthe actual wall, which after all was
something concrete, the results of the lifelongtadf multitudes of people? And why
were there in the book plans, somewhat nebulousspiamust be admitted, of the tower,
and proposals worked out in detail for mobilizihg ppeople's energies for the stupendous
new work?

There were many wild ideas in people's heads atitha -- this scholar's book is only
one example -- perhaps simply because so manytwyang to join forces as far as they



could for the achievement of a single aim. Humanneg essentially changeable,
unstable as the dust, can endure no restraimtbimds itself it soon begins to tear madly
at its bonds, until it rends everything asundez,whall, the bonds and its very self.

It is possible that these very considerations, winnditated against the building of the
wall at all, were not left out of account by thglhicommand when the system of
piecemeal construction was decided on. We -andllsgeak in the name of many
people -- did not really know ourselves until wel learefully scrutinized the decrees of
the high command, when we discovered that withieeitiigh command neither our book
learning nor our human understanding would havicsaf for the humble tasks which
we performed in the great whole. In the officele# tommand -- where it was and who
sat there no one whom | have asked knew then an&mow -- in that office one may be
certain that all

human thoughts and desires were revolved, and eotmthem all human aims and
fulfilments. And through the window the reflectguendors of divine worlds fell on the
hands of the leaders as they traced their plans.

And for that reason the incorruptible observer ninoddl that the command, if it had
seriously desired it, could also have overcomedliculties which prevented a
system of continuous construction. There remalresgefore, nothing but the conclusion
that the command deliberately chose the systeneoémeal construction. But the
piecemeal construction was only a makeshift ancethee inexpedient. Remains the
conclusion that the command willed something ineligr&. -- Strange conclusion! --
True, and yet in one respect it has much to befeaitl One can perhaps safely discuss
it now. In those days many people, and among tihenbést, had a secret maxim which
ran: Try with all your might to comprehend the aes of the high command, but only up
to a certain point; then avoid further meditatirvery wise maxim, which moreover
was elaborated in a parable that was later oftetegu Avoid further meditation, but not
because it might be harmful; it is not at all certhat it would be harmful. What is
harmful or not harmful has nothing to do with thesgtion. Consider rather the river in
spring. It rises until it grows mightier and noinés more richly the soil on the long
stretch of its banks, still maintaining its own cegiuntil it reaches the sea, where it is all
the more welcome because it is a worthier allfthds far may you urge your
meditations on the decrees of the high commarButafter that the river overflows its

banks, loses outline and shape, slows down thelsyats current, tries to ignore its
destiny by forming little seas in the interior betland, damages the fields, and yet
cannot maintain itself for long in its new exparisat must run back between its banks
again, must even dry up wretchedly in the hot se#isat presently follows. -- Thus far
may you not urge your meditations on the decred¢seohigh command.



Now though this parable may have had extraordiparmgt and force during the building
of the wall, it has at most only a restricted relese for my present essay. My enquiry is
purely historical; no lightning flashes any lonfi@m the long since vanished
thunderclouds, and so | may venture to seek faxatanation of the system of
piecemeal construction which goes farther tharotieethat contented people then. The
limits which my capacity for thought imposes upoe ame narrow enough, but the
province to be traversed here is infinite. Againkbm was the Great Wall to serve as a
protection? Against the people of the north. Nowagrhe from the south-east of China.
No northern people can menace us there. We retietof in the books of the ancients;
the cruelties which they commit in accordance \ligir nature make us sigh beneath our
peaceful trees. The faithful representations ofatiist show us these faces of the
damned, their gaping mouths, their jaws furnishétl great pointed teeth, their half-shut
eyes that already seem to be seeking out the vigtiroh their jaws will rend and

devour. When our children are unruly we show thiees¢ pictures, and at once they fly
weeping into our arms. But nothing more than that

do we know about these northerners. We have natteeen, and if we remain in our
villages we shall never see them, even if on tvdd horses they should ride as hard as
they can straight towards us -- the land is tod &ad would not let them reach us, they
would end their course in the empty air.

Why, then, since that is so, did we leave our hoitiesstream with its bridges, our
mothers and fathers, our weeping wives, our childvbo needed our care, and depart for
the distant city to be trained there, while ourutlats journeyed still farther away to the
wall in the north? Why? A question for the high ecoand. Our leaders know us. They,
absorbed in gigantic anxieties, know of us, knowetty pursuits, see us sitting
together in our humble huts, and approve or disagpthe evening prayer which the
father of the house recites in the midst of hisifamand if | may be allowed to express
such ideas about the high command, then | musisdyn my opinion the high

command has existed from old time, and was nonalsieel, say, like a gathering of
mandarins summoned hastily to discuss somebodgglfieam in a conference as hastily
terminated, so that that very evening the peogedanmmed out of their beds to carry
out what has been decided, even if it should bkingtout an illumination in honor of a
god who may have shown great favor to their masherslay before, only to drive them
into some dark corner with cudgel blows tomorrolmast before the illuminations have
died down. Far rather do | believe that the higmew@and has existed from all

eternity, and the decision to build the wall likeei Unwitting peoples of the north, who
imagined they were the cause of it! Honest, unmgteemperor, who imagined he decreed
it! We builders of the wall know that it was notaad hold our tongues.

* % %



During the building of the wall and ever sincehistvery day | have occupied myself
almost exclusively with the comparative historyades -- there are certain questions
which one can probe to the marrow, as it were, bglthis method -- and | have
discovered that we Chinese possess certain follpalitical institutions that are unique

in their clarity, others again unique in their alasty. The desire to trace the causes of
these phenomena, especially the latter, has alteaged me and teases me still, and the
building of the wall is itself essentially involvedth these problems.

Now one of the most obscure of our institutionthat of the empire itself. In Pekin,
naturally, at the imperial court, there is someitido be found on this subject, though
even that is more illusive than real. Also the ks of political law and history in the
high schools claim to be exactly informed on thesdters, and to be capable of passing
on their knowledge to their students. The furthee descends among the lower schools
the more, naturally enough, does one find teachadspupils' doubts of their own
knowledge vanishing, and superficial culture mougpsky-high round a few precepts
that have been drilled into people's

minds for centuries, precepts which, though theyeHast nothing of their eternal truth,
remain eternally invisible in this fog of confusion

But it is precisely this question of the empire g¥hin my opinion the common people
should be asked to answer, since after all theyrerempire's final support. Here, | must
confess, | can only speak once more for my natizeep Except for the nature gods and
their ritual, which fills the whole year in suchaugiful and rich alternation, we think
only about the Emperor. But not about the preseat or rather we would think about
the present one if we knew who he was or knew amyttiefinite about him. True -- and
it is the sole curiosity that fills us -- we argvalys trying to get information on this
subject, but, strange as it may sound, it is alrmopbssible to discover anything, either
from pilgrims, though they have wandered througimyriands, or from near or distant
villages, or from sailors, though they have nawdatot only our little stream, but also
the sacred rivers. One hears a great many things,dut can gather nothing definite.

So vast is our land that no fable could do justicis vastness, the heavens can scarcely
span it -- and Pekin is only a dot in it, and timpérial palace less than a dot. The
Emperor as such, on the other hand, is mighty tiirout all the hierarchies of the world:
admitted. But the existent Emperor, a man likdias,much like us on a couch which is
of generous proportions, perhaps, and yet veryilplgsnay be quite narrow and short.
Like us he sometimes stretches himself and whes wery tired yawns with his

delicately cut mouth. But

how should we know anything about that -- thousasidsiles away in the South --
almost on the borders of the Tibetan Highlands? Begldes, any tidings, even if they



did reach us, would arrive far too late, would haeeome obsolete long before they
reached us. The Emperor is always surrounded biliarit and yet ambiguous throng of
nobles and courtiers -- malice and enmity in thsgof servants and friends -- who form
a counter-weight to the Imperial power and pergdbtiabor to unseat the ruler from his
place with poisoned arrows. The Empire is immohkat, the Emperor himself totters and
falls from his throne, yes, whole dynasties sinkhi@ end and breathe their in one death-
rattle. Of these struggles and sufferings the peogll never know; like tardy arrivals,

like strangers in a city, they stand at the ensloofie densely thronged side street
peacefully munching the food they have brought whém, while far away in front, in

the market square at the heart of the city, thewti@n of their ruler is proceeding.

There is a parable that describes this situatiop well: The Emperor, so it runs, has sent
a message to you, the humble subject, the insogmfishadow cowering in the remotest
distance before the imperial sun; the Emperor fnismdeath-bed has sent a message to
you alone. He has commanded the messenger to dkowel by the bed, and has
whispered the message to him; so much store diayhen it that he ordered the
messenger to whisper it back into his ear agaienTdy a nod of the head he has
confirmed that it is right. Yes, before the assexdldpectators of his death -- all the

obstructing walls have been broken down, and orsplaeious and loftily mounting open
staircases stand in a ring the great princes dEthpire -- before all these he has
delivered his message. The messenger immediatslygeon his journey; a powerful,

an indefatigable man, now pushing with his rigmhanow with his left, he cleaves a way
for himself through the throng; if he encountersisg&ance he points to his breast, where
the symbol of the sun glitters; the way, too, igdmaasier for him than it would be for
any other man. But the multitudes are so vastr thanbers have no end. If he could
reach the open fields, how fast he would fly, anonsdoubtless you would hear the
welcome hammering of his fists on your door. Bstéad how vainly does he wear out
his strength; still he is only making his way thgbuthe chambers of the innermost
palace; never will he get to the end of them; dretisucceeded in that nothing would be
gained; he must fight his way next down the st if he succeeded in that nothing
would be gained; the courts would still have tachessed; and after the courts the second
outer palace; and once more stairs and courtspaocel more another palace; and so on
for thousands of years; and if at last he shouldtiitrough the outermost gate -- but
never, never can that happen -- the imperial clapald lie before him, the center of the
world, crammed to bursting with its own refuse. Ny could fight his way through here
even with a message from a dead man. -- But yaat givur window when evening falls
and dream it to yourself.

Just so, as hopelessly and as hopefully, do owpleeo



regard the Emperor. They do not know what empearogigning, and there exist doubts
regarding even the name of the dynasty. In schgotat deal is taught about the
dynasties with the dates of succession, but thesusal uncertainty in this matter is so
great that even the best scholars are drawn intomg-dead emperors are set on the
throne in our villages, and one that only livesamg recently had a proclamation of his
read out by the priest before the altar. Battlas #ine old history are new to us, and one's
neighbor rushes in with a jubilant face to tell treavs. The wives of the emperors,
pampered and overweening, seduced from noble cusyomily courtiers, swelling with
ambition, vehement in their greed, uncontrollablé¢hieir lust, practise their abominations
ever anew. The more deeply they are buried in threanore glaring are the colors in
which their deeds are painted, and with a loudonyoe our village eventually hears
how an Empress drank her husband's blood in loaggiits thousands of years ago.

Thus, then, do our people deal with departed empgbat the living ruler they confuse
among the dead. If once, only once in a man'srietan imperial official on his tour of
the provinces should arrive by chance at our \éJagake certain announcements in the
name of the government, scrutinize the tax listaj@ne the school children, enquire of
the priest regarding our doings and affairs, aed thefore he steps into his litter, should
sum up his impressions in verbose admonitionsé@tsembled commune -- then a
smile flits over every face, each man throws aestol

glance at his neighbor, and bends over his childceas not to be observed by the
official. Why, they think to themselves, he's speglof a dead man as if he were alive,
this Emperor of his died long ago, the dynastylasteéd out, the good official is having
his joke with us, but we will behave as if we dit notice it, so as not to offend him. But
we shall obey in earnest no one but our preseet,ridr not to do so would be a crime.
And behind the departing litter of the official teerises in might as ruler of the village
some figure fortuitously exalted from an urn alnpacumbled to dust.

Similarly our people are but little affected by o&wtions in the state or contemporary
wars. | recall an incident in my youth. A revoltthiaroken out in a neighboring, but yet
quite distant, province. What caused it | can mg&y remember, nor is it of any
importance now; occasions for revolt can be foureitd any day; the people are an
excitable people. Well, one day a leaflet publishgdhe rebels was brought to my
father's house by a beggar who had crossed thanpeo It happened to be a feast day,
our rooms were filled with guests, the priest sahie chief place and studied the sheet.
Suddenly everybody started to laugh; in the coofusihe sheet was torn; the beggar,
who however had already received abundant almsgdvirssn out of the room with
blows, the guests dispersed to enjoy the beaut#yl Why? The dialect of this
neighboring province differs in some essential eespfrom ours, and this difference
occurs also in certain turns of the written spe&dftich for us have an archaic character.
Hardly had the priest read out two lines before



we had already come to our decision. Ancient hystold long ago, old sorrows long
since healed. And though -- so it seems to medallection -- the gruesomeness of the
living present was irrefutably conveyed by the mtgywords, we laughed and shook our
heads and refused to listen any longer. So eageayuarpeople to obliterate the present.

If from such appearances any one should draw thelasion that in reality we have no
Emperor, he would not be far from the truth. Ovad aver again it must be repeated:
There is perhaps no people more faithful to the &mpthan ours in the south, but the
Emperor derives no advantage from our fidelity.€[rine sacred dragon stands on the
little column at the end of our village, and eviexce the beginning of human memory it
has breathed out its fiery breath in the directbRekin in token of homage -- but Pekin
itself is far stranger to the people in our villagan the next world. Can there really be a
village where the houses stand side by side, aogeti the fields for a greater distance
than one can see from our hills, and can thereshsalcrowds of people packed between
these houses day and night? We find it more ditficupicture such a city than to believe
that Pekin and its Emperor are one, a cloud, ssgcefully voyaging beneath the sun in
the course of the ages.

Now the result of holding such opinions is a lifethe whole free and unconstrained. By
no means immoral, however; hardly ever have | fanndy travels such pure morals as
in my native village. But yet a life that is sulljéc no contemporary law, and attends

only to the exhortations and warnings which comasdéom olden times.

| guard against large generalizations, and do segrathat in all the countless villages in
my province it is so, far less in all the five hued provinces of China. Yet perhaps |
may venture to assert on the basis of the manyngsiton this subject which | have read,
as well as from my own observation -- the buildoighe wall in particular, with its
abundance of human material, provided a man ofilsiétyswith the opportunity of
traversing the souls of almost all the provincesnthe basis of all this, then, perhaps |
may venture to assert that the prevailing attitiodine Emperor shows persistently and
universally something fundamentally in common wiitat of our village. Now | have no
wish whatever to represent this attitude as aejrtun the contrary. True, the essential
responsibility for it lies with the government, whiin the most ancient empire in the
world has not yet succeeded in developing, or legtected to develop, the institution of
the empire to such precision that its workings eettdirectly and unceasingly to the
farthest frontiers of the land. On the other hdrwlyevef, there is also involved a certain
feebleness of faith and imaginative power on the gfethe people that prevents them
from raising the empire out of its stagnation ikkiRend clasping it in all its palpable
living reality to their own breasts, which yet desnothing better than but once to feel
that touch and then to die.

This attitude then is certainly no virtue. All theore remarkable is it that this very
weakness should seem



to be one of the greatest unifying influences ammngpeople; indeed, if one may dare
to use the expression, the very ground on whicliwee To set about establishing a
fundamental defect here would mean underminingnbt our consciences, but, what is
far worse, our feet. And for that reason | shatlprmceed any further at this stage with
my enquiry into these questions.

A Country Doctor

| WAS in great perplexity; | had to start on anemgjourney; a seriously ill patient was
waiting for me in a village ten miles off; a thibkzzard of snow filled all the wide
spaces between him and me; | had a gig, a lighivdlgbig wheels, exactly right for our
country roads; muffled in furs, my bag of instrurteeim my hand, | was in the courtyard
all ready for the journey; but there was no hoeoskd had, no horse. My own horse had
died in the night, worn out by the fatigues of tie{g winter; my servant girl was now
running round the village trying to borrow a horbat it was hopeless, | knew it, and |
stood there forlornly, with the snow gathering manel more thickly upon me, more and
more unable to move. In the gateway the girl apgmbaalone, and waved the lantern; of
course, who would lend a horse at this time fohsugurney? | strode through the
courtyard once more; | could see no way out; incaryfused distress | kicked at the
dilapidated door of the year-long uninhabited pig#tflew open and flapped to and fro
on its hinges. A steam and smell as of horses canfgom it. A dim stable lantern was
swinging inside from a rope. A man, crouching o hi

hams in that low space, showed an open blue-eyed f8hall | yoke up?" he asked,
crawling out on all fours. | did not know what t@ysand merely stooped down to see
what else was in the sty. The servant girl wasdstenbeside me. "You never know what
you're going to find in your own house," she samtj we both laughed. "Hey there,
Brother, hey there, Sister!" called the groom, amal horses, enormous creatures with
powerful flanks, one after the other, their legsked close to their bodies, each well-
shaped head lowered like a camel's, by sheer strem@uttocking squeezed out through
the door hole which they filled entirely. But ato@they were standing up, their legs long
and their bodies steaming thickly. "Give him a hamdaid, and the willing girl hurried

to help the groom with the harnessing. Yet hardig whe beside him when the groom
clipped hold of her and pushed his face agains. I&te screamed and fled back to me;
on her cheek stood out in red the marks of two rofaseth. "You brute," | yelled in

fury, "do you want a whipping?" but in the same neotrreflected that the man was a
stranger; that I did not know where he came frama, that of his own free will he was
helping me out when everyone else had failed mef As knew my thoughts he took no
offense at my threat but, still busied with thedss; only turned round once towards me.
"Get in," he said then, and indeed everything veasly. A magnificent pair of horses, |



observed, such as | had never sat behind, anchbetl in happily. "But I'll drive, you
don't know the way," | said. "Of course," said Hen not coming with you anyway, I'm
staying

with Rose."'No," shrieked Rose, fleeing into theib® with a justified presentiment that
her fate was inescapable; | heard the door ché#ie &s she put it up; | heard the key turn
in the lock; | could see, moreover, how she puttbetlights in the entrance hall and in
further flight all through the rooms to keep hetr$eim being discovered. "You're

coming with me," | said to the groom, "or | wond,girgent as my journey is. I'm not
thinking of paying for it by handing the girl oveer you.""Gee up!" he said; clapped his
hands; the gig whirled off like a log in a freshietpuld just hear the door of my house
splitting and bursting as the groom charged atdt then | was deafened and blinded by a
storming rush that steadily buffeted all my senBes.this only for a moment, since, as if
my patient's farmyard had opened out just beforeowtyard gate, | was already there;
the horses had come quietly to a standstill; thezétd had stopped; moonlight all
around; my patient's parents hurried out of theskohis sister behind them; | was almost
lifted out of the gig; from their confused ejacidats | gathered not a word; in the
sickroom the air was almost unbreathable; the wégdestove was smoking; | wanted to
push open a window; but first | had to look at nagi@nt. Gaunt, without any fever, not
cold, not warm, with vacant eyes, without a shirg youngster heaved himself up from
under the feather bedding, threw his arms rounchetk, and whispered in my ear:
"Doctor, let me die." | glanced round the room;am@ had heard it; the parents were
leaning forward in silence waiting for my verdittig sister had set a chair for my

handbag; | opened the bag and hunted among mymnents; the boy kept clutching at
me from his bed to remind me of his entreaty; kpdtup a pair of tweezers, examined
them in the candlelight and laid them down agatfes;" | thought blasphemously, "in
cases like this the gods are helpful, send theinggrse, add to it a second because of
the urgency, and to crown everything bestow evgroam --" And only now did |
remember Rose again; what was | to do, how cortgdddue her, how could I pull her
away from under that groom at ten miles' distamctly a team of horses | couldn't
control. These horses, now, they had somehow dlifipgereins loose, pushed the
windows open from outside, | did not know how; eatkthem had stuck a head in at a
window and, quite unmoved by the startled crietheffamily, stood eyeing the patient.
"Better go back at once,"” | thought, as if the ber&vere summoning me to the return
journey, yet | permitted the patient's sister, vidracied that | was dazed by the heat, to
take my fur coat from me. A glass of rum was powetfor me, the old man clapped me
on the shoulder, a familiarity justified by thidef of his treasure. | shook my head; in
the narrow confines of the old man's thoughtstlifielthat was my only reason for
refusing the drink. The mother stood by the bedaitt cajoled me towards it; | yielded,
and, while one of the horses whinnied loudly to¢h#ing, laid my head to the boy's
breast, which shivered under my wet beard. | cordd what | already knew; the boy



was quite sound, something a little wrong withdirsulation, saturated with coffee by
his solicitous mother, but sound

and best turned out of bed with one shove. | aiwaordd reformer and so | let him lie. |
was the district doctor and did my duty to the untiest, to the point where it became
almost too much. | was badly paid and yet geneamdshelpful to the poor. | had still to
see that Rose was all right, and then the boy ninighé his way and | wanted to die too.
What was | doing there in that endless winter! Myde was dead, and not a single
person in the village would lend me another. | ttadet my team out of the pigsty; if
they hadn't chanced to be horses | should haveéohtadvel with swine. That was how it
was. And | nodded to the family. They knew nothatgut it, and, had they known,
would not have believed it. To write prescription®asy, but to come to an
understanding with people is hard. Well, this sdé the end of my visit, | had once
more been called out needlessly, | was used tottheatvhole district made my life a
torment with my night bell, but that | should hawesacrifice Rose this time as well, the
pretty girl who had lived in my house for years aghwithout my noticing her -- that
sacrifice was too much to ask, and | had somehayetdt reasoned out in my head with
the help of what craft | could muster, in order twlet fly at this family, which with the
best will in the world could not restore Rose ta Bet as | shut my bag and put an arm
out for my fur coat, the family meanwhile standtogether, the father sniffing at the
glass of rum in his hand, the mother, apparensiggointed in me -- why, what do
people expect? -biting her lips with tears in hgrs the sister fluttering a blood-soaked
towel, | was somehow ready to admit

conditionally that the boy might be ill after dllent towards him, he welcomed me
smiling as if | were bringing him the most nourisfpiinvalid broth -- ah, now both horses
were whinnying together; the noise, | suppose, eveained by heaven to assist my
examination of the patient -- and this time | disa@d that the boy was indeed ill. In his
right side, near the hip, was an open wound asbitpe palm of my hand. Rose-red, in
many variations of shade, dark in the hollows, tiglat the edges, softly granulated, with
irregular clots of blood, open as a surface miniaéodaylight. That was how it looked
from a distance. But on a closer inspection theae another complication. | could not
help a low whistle of surprise. Worms, as thick asdong as my little finger, themselves
rose-red and bloodspotted as well, were wrigglhognftheir fastness in the interior of the
wound towards the light, with small white heads arahy little legs. Poor boy, you were
past helping. | had discovered your great wound;lilossom in your side was
destroying you. The family was pleased; they sawbosying myself; the sister told the
mother, the mother the father, the father told sshguests who were coming in, through
the moonlight at the open door, walking on tiptaseping their balance with
outstretched arms. "Will you save me?" whisperedadby with a sob, quite blinded by
the life within his wound. That is what people ake in my district. Always expecting

the impossible from the doctor. They have lostrthacient beliefs; the parson sits at



home and unravels his vestments, one after andibethe doctor is supposed to be
omnipotent

with his merciful surgeon's hand. Well, as it psathem; | have not thrust my services
on them; if they misuse me for sacred ends, hiat happen to me too; what better do |
want, old country doctor that | am, bereft of mysat girl! And so they came, the
family and the village elders, and stripped my lodst off me; a school choir with the
teacher at the head of it stood before the houdesang these words to an utterly simple
tune:

Strip his clothes off, then he'll heal us, If heed't, kill him dead! Only a doctor, only a
doctor.

Then my clothes were off and | looked at the pegpietly, my fingers in my beard and
my head cocked to one side. | was altogether coetpasd equal to the situation and
remained so, although it was no help to me, sineg how took me by the head and feet
and carried me to the bed. They laid me down mext to the wall, on the side of the
wound. Then they all left the room; the door waststhe singing stopped; clouds
covered the moon; the bedding was warm aroundmeeharses' heads in the open
windows wavered like shadows. "Do you know," saibee in my ear, "l have very

little confidence in you. Why, you were only blownhere, you didn't come on your own
feet. Instead of helping me, you're cramping mengrdeathbed. What I'd like best is to
scratch your eyes out."'Right," | said, "it is aaste. And yet | am a doctor. What am | to
do? Believe me, it is not

too easy for me either."Am | supposed to be canaeth this apology? Oh, | must be, |
can't help it. I always have to put up with thingsine wound is all | brought into the
world; that was my sole endowment.” "My young fdéhsaid I, "your mistake is: you
have not a wide enough view. | have been in alktbkrooms, far and wide, and | tell
you: your wound is not so bad. Done in a tight eomnith two strokes of the ax. Many a
one proffers his side and can hardly bear the &lxariorest, far less that it is coming
nearer to him."™Is that really so, or are you deigdne in my fever?™t is really so, take
the word of honor of an official doctor." And heotoit and lay still. But now it was time
for me to think of escaping. The horses were st@hding faithfully in their places. My
clothes, my fur coat, my bag were quickly collectiedidn't want to waste time dressing;
if the horses raced home as they had come, | slomlycbe springing, as it were, out of
this bed into my own. Obediently a horse backedydwan the window; | threw my
bundle into the gig; the fur coat missed its maréd was caught on a hook only by the
sleeve. Good enough. | swung myself onto the h&¥st the reins loosely trailing, one
horse barely fastened to the other, the gig swalyetgnd, my fur coat last of all in the
snow. "Gee up!" | said, but there was no gallopsigwly, like old men, we crawled



through the snowy wastes; a long time echoed baksrtie new but faulty song of the
children:

O be joyful, all you patients, The doctor's laicbied beside you!

Never shall | reach home at this rate; my flounghpractice is done for; my successor is
robbing me, but in vain, for he cannot take my ejac my house the disgusting groom is
raging; Rose is his victim; | do not want to thisout it any more. Naked, exposed to
the frost of this most unhappy of ages, with anhdarehicle, unearthly horses, old man
that | am, | wander astray. My fur coat is hangmagn the back of the gig, but | cannot
reach it, and none of my limber pack of patierfts & finger. Betrayed! Betrayed! A

false alarm on the night bell once answered -annot be made good, not ever.

A Common Confusion

A COMMON EXPERIENCE, resulting in a common confusié has to transact
important business with B in H. He goes to H fareliminary interview, accomplishes
the journey there in ten minutes, and the jourragkbn the same time, and on returning
boasts to his family of his expedition. Next daygoes again to H, this time to settle his
business finally. As that by all appearances witjuire several hours, A leaves very early
in the morning. But although all the accessorywmstances, at least in A's estimation,
are exactly the same as the day before, it takeddmn hours this time to reach H. When
he arrives there quite exhausted in the evenirig ildormed that B, annoyed at his
absence, had left half an hour before to go tovlage, and that they must have passed
each other on the road. A is advised to wait. Butis anxiety about his business he sets
off at once and hurries home.

This time he achieves the journey, without paying particular attention to the fact,
exactly in a second. At home he learns that B nadea quite early, immediately after
A's departure, indeed that he had met A on theskimld and reminded him of his
business;

but A had replied that he had no time to sparenhst go at once.

In spite of this incomprehensible behavior of Awewer, B had stayed on to wait for A's
return. It is true, he had asked several times lndreh was not back yet, but he was still
sitting up in A's room. Overjoyed at the opportyrat seeing B at once and explaining
everything to him, A rushes upstairs. He is alnabghe top, when he stumbles, twists a
sinew, and almost fainting with the pain, incapahlen of uttering a cry, only able to



moan faintly in the darkness, he hears B -- imfndego tell whether at a great distance
or quite near him -- stamping down the stairs uioéent rage and vanishing for good.

The New Advocate

WE HAVE a new advocate, Dr. Bucephalus. Therdti® lin his appearance to remind
you that he was once Alexander of Macedon's betttheger. Of course, if you know his
story, you are aware of something. But even a mapher whom | saw the other day on
the front steps of the Law Courts, a man with tfedgssional appraisal of the regular
small punter in a racecourse, was running an adgaye over the advocate as he
mounted the marble steps with a high action thaterieem ring beneath his feet.

In general the Bar approves the admission of BualeghWith astonishing insight
people tell themselves that, modern society beihgtvt is, Buceph, alus is in a difficult
position, and therefore, considering also his irtgooe in the history of the world, he
deserves at least a friendly reception. Nowadait<an not be denied -- there is no
Alexander the Great. There are plenty of men whmakhow to murder people; the skill
needed to reach over a banqueting table and piméral with a lance is not lacking; and
for many Macedonia is too confining, so that thayse Philip, the father -- but no one,
no one at all, can blaze a trail

to India. Even in his day the gates of India wezgdnd reach, yet the King's sword
pointed the way to them. Today the gates have ssttmremoter and loftier places; no
one points the way; many carry swords, but onlgramdish them, and the eye that tries
to follow them is confused.

So perhaps it is really best to do as Bucephalssibae and absorb oneself in law books.
In the quiet lamplight, his flanks unhampered bg/ tiighs of a rider, free and far from
the clamor of battle, he reads and turns the pafgesr ancient tomes.

An Old Manuscript

IT LOOKS as if much had been neglected in our ctmsystem of defense. We have
not concerned ourselves with it until now and hgeee about our daily work; but things
that have been happening recently begin to trousle

| have a cobbler's workshop in the square thatiefere the Emperor's palace. Scarcely
have | taken my shutters down, at the first glimafedawn, when | see armed soldiers
already posted in the mouth of every street opeomthe square. But these soldiers are
not ours, they are obviously nomads from the Ndrtlsome way that is



incomprehensible to me they have pushed rightth#acapital, although it is a long way
from the frontier. At any rate, here they aregés that every morning there are more
of them.

As is their nature, they camp under the open skythey abominate dwelling houses.
They busy themselves sharpening swords, whittlingwes and practicing horsemanship.
This peaceful square, which was always kept sqsibously clean, they have made
literally into a stable. We do try every now andritto run out of our shops and clear
away at least the worst of the

filth, but this happens less and less often, ferl@tor is in vain and brings us besides
into danger of falling under the hoofs of the whlorses or of being crippled with lashes
from the whips.

Speech with the nomads is impossible. They do notkour language, indeed they
hardly have a language of their own. They commueigath each other much as
jackdaws do. A screeching as of jackdaws is alvimgair ears. Our way of living and
our institutions they neither understand nor carertderstand. And so they are unwilling
to make sense even out of our sign language. Yowgesture at them till you dislocate
your jaws and your wrists and still they will nave understood you and will never
understand. They often make grimaces; then theew/loitt their eyes turn up and foam
gathers on their lips, but they do not mean angthinthat, not even a threat; they do it
because it is their nature to do it. Whatever thegd, they take. You cannot call it taking
by force. They grab at something and you simplpdtaside and leave them to it.

From my stock, too, they have taken many goodlastidut | cannot complain when |
see how the butcher, for instance, suffers actasstteet. As soon as he brings in any
meat the nomads snatch it all from him and golthlg. Even their horses devour flesh;
often enough a horseman and his horse are lyirglsigide, both of them gnawing at
the same joint, one at either end. The butcheengaus and does not dare to stop his
deliveries of meat. We understand that,

however, and subscribe money to keep him goinpelihomads got no meat, who knows
what they might think of doing; who knows anyhowawkhey may think of, even though
they get meat every day.

Not long ago the butcher thought he might at lspatre himself the trouble of
slaughtering, and so one morning he brought aldngeax. But he will never dare to do
that again. | lay for a whole hour flat on the fl@ the back of my workshop with my
head muffled in all the clothes and rugs and pildwad, simply to keep from hearing
the bellowing of that ox, which the nomads wergieg on from all sides, tearing
morsels out of its living flesh with their teethhiad been quiet for a long time before |



risked coming out; they were lying overcome roumel temains of the carcass like
drunkards round a wine cask.

This was the occasion when | fancied | actually gaavEmperor himself at a window of
the palace; usually he never enters these outargdut spends all his time in the
innermost garden; yet on this occasion he was stgndr so at least it seemed to me, at
one of the windows, watching with bent head thengsion before his residence.

"What is going to happen?" we all ask ourselvesawHbong can we endure this burden
and torment? The Emperor's palace has drawn thada®here but does not know how to
drive them away again. The gate stays shut; thedguevho used to be always marching
out and in with ceremony, keep close behind baniedows. It is left to us artisans and
tradesmen to save

our country; but we are not equal to such a taskhave we ever claimed to be capable
of it. This is a misunderstanding of some kind; &@nill be the ruin of us.

A Fratricide
THE EVIDENCE shows that this is how the murder wasimitted:

Schmar, the murderer, took up his post about nicleak one night in clear moonlight by
the corner where Wese, his victim, had to turn ftbestreet where his office was into
the street he lived in.

The night air was shivering cold. Yet Schmar wasnvg only a thin blue suit; the
jacket was unbuttoned, too. He felt no cold; besithe was moving about all the time.
His weapon, half a bayonet and half a kitchen kinéekept firmly in his grasp, quite
naked. He looked at the knife against the lighthefmoon; the blade glittered; not
enough for Schmar; he struck it against the brafkbie pavement till the sparks flew;
regretted that, perhaps; and to repair the damaaye itllike a violin bow across his boot
sole while he bent forward, standing on one led, letened both to the whetting of the
knife on his boot and for any sound out of theffdtside street.

Why did Pallas, the private citizen who was watghtrall from his window near by in
the second story, permit it to happen? Unriddlentlysteries of hu-

man nature! With his collar turned up, his dresgjogn girt round his portly body, he
stood looking down, shaking his head.



And five houses farther along, on the opposite sidée street, Mrs. Wese, with a fox-
fur coat over her nightgown, peered out to lookhfer husband who was lingering
unusually late tonight.

At last there rang out the sound of the doorbdibitzeWese's office, too loud for a
doorbell, right over the town and up to heaven, \&fa$e, the industrious nightworker,
issued from the building, still invisible in thdteet, only heralded by the sound of the
bell; at once the pavement registered his quidsteps.

Pallas bent far forward; he dared not miss anythifrg. Wese, reassured by the bell,
shut her window with a clatter. But Schmar knelivdpsince he had no other parts of his
body bare, he pressed only his face and his hagalsst the pavement; where everything
else was freezing, Schmar was glowing hot.

At the very corner dividing the two streets Wesagaal; only his walking stick came
round into the other street to support him. A suddglim. The night sky invited him,
with its dark blue and its gold. Unknowing, he ghpe at it, unknowing he lifted his hat
and stroked his hair; nothing up there drew togetha pattern to interpret the
immediate future for him; everything stayed insénseless, inscrutable place. In itself it
was a highly reasonable action that Wese shoull eralbut he walked on to Schmar's
knife.

"21" shrieked Schmar, standing on tiptoe, his autstetched, the knife sharply lowered,
"Wese!

You will never see Julia again!" And right into tthgoat and left into the throat and a
third time deep into the belly stabbed Schmar'éekiWater rats, slit open, give out such
a sound as came from Wese.

"Done," said Schmar, and pitched the knife, nowesilipous blood-stained ballast,
against the nearest house front. "The bliss of enlifthe relief, the soaring ecstasy from
the shedding of another's blood! Wese, old nigttbiiend, alehouse crony, you are
0o0zing away into the dark earth below the stredty\&fen't you simply a bladder of
blood so that | could stamp on you and make youstanto nothingness? Not all we
want comes true, not all the dreams that blossdmgd borne fruit; your solid remains
lie here, already indifferent to every kick. Whakie good of the dumb question you are
asking?"

Pallas, choking on the poison in his body, stoath@idouble-leafed door of his house as
it flew open. "Schmay! Schmar! | saw it all, | messnothing." Pallas and Schmar
scrutinized each other. The result of the scrusiamysfied Pallas; Schmar came to no
conclusion.



Mrs. Wese, with a crowd of people on either sidane rushing up, her face grown quite
old with the shock. Her fur coat swung open, sHipsed on top of Wese; the
nightgowned body belonged to Wese, the fur coaaspng over the couple like the
smooth turf of a grave belonged to the crowd.

Schmar, fighting down with difficulty the last ofshnausea, pressed his mouth against
the shoulder of the policeman who, stepping ligHég him away.

A Report to an Academy
HONORED MEMBERS of the Academy!

If You have done me the honor of inviting me toegiwour Academy an account of the
life | formerly led as an ape.

| regret that | cannot comply with your requestite extent you desire. It is now nearly
five years since | was an ape, a short space ef fp@rhaps, according to the calendar,
but an infinitely long time to gallop through atlfspeed, as | have done, more or less
accompanied by excellent mentors, good advice aagpland orchestral music, and yet
essentially alone, since all my escorters, to kkepmage, kept well off the course. |
could never have achieved what | have done hadn bribbornly set on clinging to my
origins, to the remembrances of my youth. In faxgive up being stubborn was the
supreme commandment | laid upon myself; free apenvas, | submitted myself to that
yoke. In revenge, however, my memory of the pastdh@sed the door against me more
and more. | could have returned at first, had hub®ings allowed it, through an
archway as wide as the span of heaven over thie, @artas | spurred myself on in my
forced ca-

reer, the opening narrowed and shrank behind riedt; ihore comfortable in the world of
men and fitted it better; the strong wind that blter me out of my past began to
slacken; today it is only a gentle puff of air tiptdys around my heels; and the opening
in the distance, through which it comes and throwgtch | once came myself, has
grown so small that, even if my strength and my polwer sufficed to get me back to it,
| should have to scrape the very skin from my bmdgrawl through. To put it plainly,
much as | like expressing myself in images, toipplainly: your life as apes, gentlemen,
insofar as something of that kind lies behind y@annot be farther removed from you
than mine is from me. Yet everyone on earth fediskdiing at the heels; the small
chimpanzee and the great Achilles alike.

But to a lesser extent | can perhaps meet your dén@and indeed | do so with the
greatest pleasure. The first thing I learned wagve a handshake; a handshake betokens
frankness; well, today, now that | stand at theyyesak of my career, | hope to add



frankness in words to the frankness of that fistdshake. What | have to tell the
Academy will contribute nothing essentially newdamill fall far behind what you have
asked of me and what with the best will in the @Wdrtannot communicate -- none the
less, it should indicate the line an erstwhile has had to follow in entering and
establishing himself in the world of men. Yet | tuot risk putting into words even
such insignificant information as | am going togjiyou if | were not quite sure of myself
and if my position on all the

great variety stages of the civilized world had lbetome quite unassailable.

| belong to the Gold Coast. For the story of mytaegpl must depend on the evidence of
others. A hunting expedition sent out by the firhHagenbeck -- by the way, | have
drunk many a bottle of good red wine since themhe leader of that expedition -- had
taken up its position in the bushes by the shorenatcame down for a drink at evening
among a troop of apes. They shot at us; | wasitheame that was hit; | was hit in two
places.

Once in the cheek; a slight wound; but it left @éa naked, red scar which earned me the
name of Red Peter, a horrible name, utterly ingmpeite, which only some ape could
have thought of, as if the only difference betweenand the performing ape Peter, who
died not so long ago and had some small local etjut were the red mark on my

cheek. This by the way.

The second shot hit me below the hip. It was areeweund; it is the cause of my
limping a little to this day. | read an article etly by one of the ten thousand windbags
who vent themselves concerning me in the newspagaysig: my ape nature is not yet
quite under control; the proof being that whenteis come to see me, | have a
predilection for taking down my trousers to shoerthwhere the shot went in. The hand
which wrote that should have its fingers shot asag by one. As for me, | can take my
trousers down before anyone if | like; you woulddfinothing but a wellgroomed fur and
the scar made -- let me be particular in the chof@word for this particular purpose, to

avoid misunderstanding -- the scar made by a wasttoh Everything is open and
aboveboard; there is nothing to conceal; when ki@ fruth is in question, great minds
discard the niceties of refinement. But if the eribf the article were to take down his
trousers before a visitor that would be quite aap#tory, and | will let it stand to his
credit that he does not do it. In return, let heave me alone with his delicacy!

After these two shots | came to myself -- and ihiwhere my own memories gradually
begin -- between decks in the Hagenbeck steansdgrma cage. It was not a four-sided
barred cage; it was only a three-sided cage ntol@docker; the locker made the fourth
side of it. The whole construction was too low fiee to stand up in and too narrow to sit



down in. So | had to squat with my knees bent agwhbling all the time, and also, since
probably for a time | wished to see no one, anstag in the dark, my face was turned
towards the locker while the bars of the cage miat my flesh behind. Such a method of
confining wild beasts is supposed to have its athges during the first days of captivity,
and out of my own experiences | cannot deny tlahfthe human point of view this is
really the case.

But that did not occur to me then. For the firstdiin my life | could see no way out; at
least no direct way out; directly in front of meswuhe locker, board fitted close to board.
True, there was a gap running right through thedsowhich | greeted with the blissful
howl of ignorance when | first discovered it, bl thole was not even wide enough to
stick one's tail

through and not all the strength of an ape couldrga it.

| am supposed to have made uncommonly little nais¢ was later informed, from

which the conclusion was drawn that | would eitb@on die or if | managed to survive
the first critical period would be very amenabldrtnning. | did survive this period.
Hopelessly sobbing, painfully hunting for fleasatigetically licking a cocoanut, beating
my skull against the locker, sticking out my tong@nyone who came near me -that
was how I filled in time at first in my new life.UB over and above it all only the one
feeling: no way out. Of course what | felt theraasape | can represent now only in
human terms, and therefore | misrepresent it, babagh | cannot reach back to the truth
of the old ape life, there is no doubt that it kesnewhere in the direction | have
indicated.

Until then | had had so many ways out of everythangd now | had none. | was pinned
down. Had | been nailed down, my right to free muoeat would not have been lessened.
Why so? Scratch your flesh raw between your toessytu won't find the answer. Press
yourself against the bar behind you till it neanlis you in two, you won't find the
answer. | had no way out but | had to devise oorewifthout it | could not live. All the

time facing that locker -- | should certainly hgwerished. Yet as far as Hagenbeck was
concerned, the place for apes was in front of kdoe- well, then, | had to stop being an
ape. A fine, clear train of thought, which | muawk constructed somehow with my
belly, since apes think with their bellies.

| fear that perhaps you do not quite understand Wwhmean by "way out.” | use the
expression in its fullest and most popular sendeliberately do not use the word
"freedom.” | do not mean the spacious feeling eéfftom on all sides. As an ape,
perhaps, | knew that, and | have met men who yiarih But for my part | desired such
freedom neither then nor now. In passing: may Iteayall too often men are betrayed
by the word freedom? And as freedom is counted gntloe most sublime feelings, so



the corresponding disillusionment can be also suliin variety theaters | have often
watched, before my turn came on, a couple of atsgirforming on trapezes high in the
roof. They swung themselves, they rocked to andtfi@y sprang into the air, they
floated into each other's arms, one hung by thefiaan the teeth of the other. "And that
too is human freedom," | thought, self-controlleduament.” What a mockery of holy
Mother Naturel Were the apes to see such a spectactheater walls could stand the
shock of their laughter.

No, freedom was not what | wanted. Only a way dght or left, or in any direction; |
made no other demand; even should the way out fgioolve an illusion; the demand was
a small one, the disappointment could be no bigheget out somewhere, to get out!
Only not to stay motionless with raised arms, cegsagainst a wooden wall.

Today | can see it clearly; without the most profdunward calm | could never have
found my way out. And indeed perhaps | owe all tHeve become to the calm that
settled within me after my first few days in

the ship. And again for that calmness it was thg'slkerew | had to thank.

They were good creatures, in spite of everythirfond it still pleasant to remember the
sound of their heavy footfalls which used to edimotigh my halfdreaming head. They
had a habit of doing everything as slowly as pdssibone of them wanted to rub his
eyes, he lifted a hand as if it were a droopinggWeiTheir jests were coarse, but hearty.
Their laughter had always a gruff bark in it thatisded dangerous but meant nothing.
They always had something in their mouths to spitamd did not care where they spat it.
They always grumbled that they got fleas from net;tlgey were not seriously angry
about it; they knew that my fur fostered fleas, #mat fleas jump; it was a simple matter
of fact to them. When they were off duty some @nthoften used to sit down in a
semicircle round me; they hardly spoke but onlynggd to each other; smoked their
pipes, stretched out on lockers; smacked theirkasesoon as | made the slightest
movement; and now and then one of them would tadtecka and tickle me where | liked
being tickled. If | were to be invited today to ¢éalt cruise on that ship | should certainly
refuse the invitation, but just as certainly thenmoeies | could recall between its decks
would not all be hateful.

The calmness | acquired among these people kepbmee all from trying to escape. As
| look back now, it seems to me | must have hddaadt an inkling that | had to find a
way out or die, but that my way out could not bacteed -- through flight. | cannot tell
now

whether escape was possible, but | believe it inage been; for an ape it must always be
possible. With my teeth as they are today | havgetoareful even in simply cracking



nuts, but at that time | could certainly have mge@ by degrees to bite through the lock
of my cage. | did not do it. What good would it badone me? As soon as | had poked
out my head | should have been caught again aneh puivorse cage; or | might have
slipped among the other animals -- without beintjced, among the pythons, say, who
were opposite me, and so breathed out my lifeeir #mbrace; or supposing I had
actually succeeded in sneaking out as far as ttlealed leaping overboard, | should
have rocked for a little on the deep sea and tleem llrowned. Desperate remedies. | did
not think it out in this human way, but under th#uence of my surroundings | acted as
if I had thought it out.

| did not think things out; but | observed everwythiquietly. | watched these men go to
and fro, always the same faces, the same movenuétas, it seemed to me there was
only the same man. So this man or these men wallkedt unimpeded. A lofty goal
faintly dawned before me. No one promised me thiabécame like them the bars of my
cage would be taken away. Such promises for apfpatierpossible contingencies are
not given. But if one achieves the impossible,gr@nises appear later retrospectively
precisely where one had looked in vain for thenokeefNow, these men in themselves
had no great attraction for me. Had | been devtid¢de aforementioned idea of
freedom, | should certainly have preferred the despto the way

out that suggested itself in the heavy faces aféhreen. At any rate, | watched them for a
long time before | even thought of such thingsgiedl it was only the mass weight of my
observations that impelled me in the right directio

It was so easy to imitate these people. | learaegpit in the very first days. We used to
spit in each other's faces; the only difference thias | licked my face clean afterwards
and they did not. | could soon smoke a pipe likeldrhand; and if | also pressed my
thumb into the bowl of the pipe, a roar of appréerawent up between-decks; only it
took me a very long time to understand the diffeecsbetween a full pipe and an empty
one.

My worst trouble came from the schnapps bottle. dinell of it revolted me; | forced
myself to it as best | could; but it took weeks fioe to master my repulsion. This inward
conflict, strangely enough, was taken more senpobglthe crew than anything else about
me. | cannot distinguish the men from each othenyrrecollection, but there was one of
them who came again and again, alone or with feghy day, by night, at all kinds of
hours; he would post himself before me with thelb@nd give me instructions. He
could not understand me, he wanted to solve trgnembf my being. He would slowly
uncork the bottle and then look at me to see &d followed him; | admit that | always
watched him with wildly eager, too eager attentisunch a student of humankind no
human teacher ever found on earth. After the butle uncorked he lifted it to his
mouth; | followed it with my eyes right up to



his jaws; he would nod, pleased with me, and sebtitle to his lips; I, enchanted with
my gradual enlightenment, squealed and scratcheglfirypomprehensively wherever
scratching was called for; he rejoiced, tilted biogtle and took a drink; I, impatient and
desperate to emulate him, befouled myself in mycadpich again gave him great
satisfaction; and then, holding the bottle at atemigith and bringing it up with a swing,
he would empty it at one draught, leaning backnatyaggerated angle for my better
instruction. |, exhausted by too much effort, colaiiow him no fartlier and hung limply
to the bars, while he ended his theoretical exjwosliy rubbing his belly and grinning.

After theory came practice. Was | not already qarkkausted by my theoretical
instruction? Indeed | was; utterly exhausted. Vs part of my destiny. And yet |
would take hold of the proffered bottle as well ags able; uncork it, trembling; this
successful action would gradually inspire me wiglwrenergy; | would lift the bottle,
already following my original model almost exactbyt it to my lips and -- and then
throw it down in disgust, utter disgust, althougtvas empty and filled only with the
smell of the spirit, throw it down on the floordmsgust. To the sorrow of my teacher, to
the greater sorrow of myself; neither of us beieglly comforted by the fact that | did
not forget, even though | had thrown away the bottd rub my belly most admirably and
to grin.

Far too often my lesson ended in that way. Andhéodredit of my teacher, he was not
angry; sometimes indeed he would hold his burnipg pgainst my fur,

until it began to smolder in some place | could easily reach, but then he would
himself' extinguish it with his own kind, enormaduand; he was not angry with me, he
perceived that we were both fighting on the sarde against the nature of apes and that
| had the more difficult task.

What a triumph it was then both for him and for mveen one evening before a large
circle of spectators -perhaps there was a celeorafisome kind, a gramophone was
playing, an officer was circulating among the crewhen on this evening, just as no one
was looking, | took hold of a schnapps bottle tied been carelessly left standing before
my cage, uncorked it in the best style, while tompany began to watch me with
mounting attention, set it to my lips without hasiin, with no grimace, like a
professional drinker, with rolling eyes and fulidht, actually and truly drank it empty;
then threw the bottle away, not this time in despat as an artistic performer; forgot,
indeed, to rub my belly; but instead of that, besgalicould not help it, because my
senses were reeling, called a brief and unmistakadllo!" breaking into human

speech, and with this outburst broke into the huomammunity, and felt its echo:

"Listen, he's talking!" like a caress over the whof my sweat-drenched body.

| repeat: there was no attraction for me in imitgthuman beings; | imitated them
because | needed a way out, and for no other reAswoheven that triumph of mine did



not achieve much. | lost my human voice again aepit did not come back for months;
my aversion for the schnapps bottle returned ag#dmeven

greater force. But the line | was to follow hacaimy case been decided, once for all.

When | was handed over to my first trainer in Hanghusoon realized that there were
two alternatives before me: the Zoological Gardanthe variety stage. | did not hesitate.
| said to myself: do your utmost to get on to theiety stage; the Zoological Gardens
means only a new cage; once there, you are done for

And so | learned things, gentlemen. Ah, one learnsn one has to; one learns when one
needs a way out; one learns at all costs. One staret oneself with a whip; one flays
oneself at the slightest opposition. My ape natieck out of me, head over heels and
away, so that my first teacher was almost himsetfed into an ape by it, had soon to
give up teaching and was taken away to a mentalitabsFortunately he was soon let

out again.

But | used up many teachers, indeed, several temahence. As | became more
confident of my abilities, as the public took aterest in my progress and my future
began to look bright, | engaged teachers for mysstablished them in five
communicating rooms and took lessons from theratadhce by dint of leaping from one
room to the other.

That progress of mine! How the rays of knowledgegbeated from all sides into my
awakening brain! | do not deny it: | found it exdréting. But | must also confess: | did
not overestimate it, not even then, much less Mgith an effort which up till now has
never been repeated | managed to reach the cukkwedlof an average European. In
itself that might be nothing to

speak of, but it is something insofar as it hapéeime out of my cage and opened a
special way out for me, the way of humanity. Thieran excellent idiom: to fight one's
way through the thick of things; that is what | Balone, | have fought through the thick
of things. There was nothing else for me to doyjgked always that freedom was not to
be my choice.

As I look back over my development and survey wWhetve achieved so far, | do not
complain, but I am not complacent either. With napdis in my trousers pockets, my
bottle of wine on the table, | half he and halfisimy rocking chair and gaze out of the
window: if a visitor arrives, | receive him withgpriety. My manager sits in the
anteroom; when | ring, he comes and listens to whate to say. Nearly every evening |
give a performance, and | have a success whichldwrdly be increased. When | come
home late at night from banquets, from scientiéicaptions, from social gatherings, there



sits waiting for me a half-trained little chimpaezand | take comfort from her as apes
do. By day | cannot bear to see her; for she rmgtane look of the bewildered half-
broken animal in her eye; no one else sees it, thoit and | cannot bear it. On the whole,
at any rate, | have achieved what | set out toeaehiBut do not tell me that it was not
worth the trouble. In any case, | am not appedimgny man's verdict, | am only
imparting knowledge, 1 am only making a report.yba also, honored Members of the
Academy, | have only made a report.

TheHunter Gracchus

TWO BOYS were sitting on the harbor wall playinghwilice. A man was reading a
newspaper on the steps of the monument, restitigeishadow of a hero who was
flourishing his sword on high. A girl was fillingeln bucket at the fountain. A fruitseller
was lying beside his scales, staring out to seeoulgh the vacant window and door
openings of a café one could see two men quiteedback drinking their wine. The
proprietor was sitting at a table in front and aogziA bark was silently making for the
little harbor, as if borne by invisible means otlez water. A man in a blue blouse
climbed ashore and drew the rope through a ringirBethe boatman two other men in
dark coats with silver buttons carried a bier, dnioh, beneath a great flower-patterned
tasselled silk cloth, a man was apparently lying.

Nobody on the quay troubled about the newcomees) @hen they lowered the bier to
wait for the boatman, who was still occupied with tope, nobody went nearer, nobody
asked them a question, nobody accorded them arsitigel glance.

The pilot was still further detained by a woman who

a child at her breast, now appeared with loosel@don the deck of the boat. Then he
advanced and indicated a yellowish two-storeyedsadhat rose abruptly on the left
beside the sea; the bearers took up their burdeémarre it to the low but gracefully
pillared door. A little boy opened a window justtime to see the party vanishing into the
house, then hastily shut the window again. The do@mwas now shut; it was of black
oak, and very strongly made. A flock of doves whield been flying round the belfry
alighted in the street before the house. As ifrtfemd were stored within, they assembled
in front of the door. One of them flew up to thesfistorey and pecked at the window-
pane. They were bright-hued, well-tended, beaubifitds. The woman on the boat flung
grain to them in a wide sweep; they ate it up dew Bicross to the woman.

A man in a top hat tied with a band of crépe noscéaded one of the narrow and very
steep lanes that led to the harbor. He glanceddreigilantly, everything seemed to
displease him, his mouth twisted at the sight ofisoffal in a corner. Fruit skins were
lying on the steps of the monument; he swept thiénm passing with his stick. He



rapped at the house door, at the same time taksng hat from his head with his
blackgloved hand. The door was opened at oncesame fifty little boys appeared in
two rows in the long entryhall, and bowed to him.

The boatman descended the stairs, greeted theegemtlin black, conducted him up to
the first storey, led him round the bright and aletgjoggia which en-

circled the courtyard, and both of them enteredlerthe boys pressed after them at a
respectful distance, a cool spacious room lookingatds the back, from whose window
no habitation, but only a bare, blackish grey roala}l was to be seen. The bearers were
busied in setting up and lighting several long ¢tes@t the head of the bier, yet these did
not give light, but only scared away the shadowgkwhad been immobile till then, and
made them flicker over the walls. The cloth covegttine bier had been thrown back.
Lying on it was a man with wildly matted hair, wlimked somewhat like a hunter. He
lay without motion and, it seemed, without breagfinis eyes closed; yet only his
trappings indicated that this man was probably dead

The gentleman stepped up to the bier, laid his loanithe brow of the man lying upon it,
then kneeled down and prayed. The boatman madm dcsthe bearers to leave the
room; they went out, drove away the boys who hdldegad outside, and shut the door.
But even that did not seem to satisfy the gentlerharmglanced at the boatman; the
boatman understood, and vanished through a sideimtocdhe next room. At once the
man on the bier opened his eyes, turned his faoéutlg towards the gentleman, and
said: "Who are you?" Without any mark of surprise ¢entleman rose from his kneeling
posture and answered: "The Burgomaster of Riva."

The man on the bier nodded, indicated a chair aiidgeble movement of his arm, and
said, after the Burgomaster had accepted his tmwita’l knew that, of course,
Burgomaster, but in the first moments of re-

turning consciousness | always forget, everythiogsground before my eyes, and it is
best to ask about anything even if | know. You poabably know that | am the hunter
Gracchus."

"Certainly,” said the Burgomaster. "Your arrivalssannounced to me during the night.
We had been asleep for a good while. Then towardsight my wife cried: 'Salvatore’ -

- that's my name -- 'look at that dove at the wimddt was really a dove, but as big as a
cock. It flew over me and said in my ear: 'Tomorithe dead hunter Gracchus is coming;
receive him in the name of the city."

The hunter nodded and licked his lips with theofifinis tongue: "Yes, the doves flew
here before me. But do you believe, Burgomastat, Itehall remain in Riva?"



"l cannot say that yet," replied the Burgomastare"you dead?"

"Yes," said the hunter, "as you see. Many years yeg it must be a great many years
ago, | fell from a precipice in the Black Foresthat is in Germany -- when | was
hunting a chamois. Since then | have been dead.”

"But you are alive too," said the Burgomaster.

"In a certain sense," said the hunter, "in a ceganse | am alive too. My death ship lost
its way; a wrong turn of the wheel, a moment's abs®f mind on the pilot's part, a
longing to turn aside towards my lovely native cioynl cannot tell what it was; | only
know this, that | remained on earth and that eweresmy ship has sailed earthly waters.
So |, who asked for noth-

ing better than to live among my mountains, trafedr my death through all the lands of
the earth.”

"And you have no part in the other world?" askesl Bnrgomaster, knitting his brow.

"I am forever,"” replied the hunter, "on the grdairghat leads up to it. On that infinitely
wide and spacious stair | clamber about, sometupesometimes down, sometimes on
the right, sometimes on the left, always in motibhe hunter has been turned into a
butterfly. Do not laugh."

"l am not laughing,” said the Burgomaster in sdkdse.

"That is very good of you," said the hunter. "l always in motion. But when | make a
supreme flight and see the gate actually shinirigreene | awaken presently on my old
ship, still stranded forlornly in some earthly sgather. The fundamental error of my
one-time death grins at me as | lie in my cabitiaJthe wife of the pilot, knocks at the
door and brings me on my bier the morning drinkhefland whose coasts we chance to
be passing. | lie on a wooden pallet, | wear eaiinot be a pleasure to look at me -- a
filthy winding sheet, my hair and beard, black gdgvith grey, have grown together
inextricably, my limbs are covered with a greatfé-patterned woman's shawl with
long fringes. A sacramental candle stands at my hed lights me. On the wall opposite
me is a little picture, evidently of a Bushman wh@aiming his spear at me and taking
cover as best he can behind a beautifully pairtteelds On shipboard one is often

a prey to stupid imaginations, but that is the iskegt of them all. Otherwise my wooden
case is quite empty. Through a hole in the sidé ezahe in the warm airs of the southern
night, and | hear the water slapping against tdeboht.



"I have lain here ever since the time when, astheer Gracchus living in the Black
Forest, | followed a chamois and fell from a prémp Everything happened in good
order. | pursued, | fell, bled to death in a rayidied, and this ship should have conveyed
me to the next world. | can still remember how glddstretched myself out on this pallet
for the first time. Never did the mountains listersuch songs from me as these shadowy
walls did then.

"I had been glad to live and | was glad to die.dBefl stepped aboard, | joyfully flung
away my wretched load of ammunition, my knapsackhemting rifle that | had always
been proud to carry, and | slipped into my windshget like a girl into her marriage
dress. | lay and waited. Then came the mishap."

"A terrible fate," said the Burgomaster, raising hand defensively. "And you bear no
blame for it?"

"None," said the hunter. "l was a hunter; was tlaresin in that? | followed my calling
as a hunter in the Black Forest, where there widt@vslves in those days. | lay in
ambush, shot, hit my mark, flayed the skins fromvieyims: was there any sin in that?
My labors were blessed. 'The great hunter of tlaelBForest’ was the name | was given.
Was there any sin in that?"

"l am not called upon to decide that," said the-Bur

gomaster, "but to me also there seems to be nia sunch things. But, then, whose is the
guilt?"

"The boatman's," said the hunter. "Nobody will redtht | say here, no one will come to
help me; even if all the people were commandecktp me, every door and window
would remain shut, everybody would take to bed @naav the bedclothes over his head,
the whole earth would become an inn for the nighd there is sense in that, for nobody
knows of me, and if anyone knew he would not kndvere | could be found, and if he
knew where | could be found, he would not know howleal with me, he would not
know flow to help me. The thought of helping mauisillness that has to be cured by
taking to one's bed.

"I know that, and so | do not shout to summon helgn though at moments -- when |
lose control over myself, as | have done just nfowinstance -- | think seriously of it.
But to drive out such thoughts | need only lookmdune and verify where | am, and -- |
can safely assert -- have been for hundreds okyear

"Extraordinary," said the Burgomaster, "extraordyna- And now do you think of
staying here in Riva. with us?"



"l think not," said the hunter with a smile, and gixcuse himself, he laid his hand on the
Burgomaster's knee. "I am here, more than thatriadd&now, further than that I cannot
go. My ship has no rudder, and it is driven bywlied that blows in the undermost
regions of death."

A Hunger Artist

DURING THESE last decades the interest in profesditasting has markedly
diminished. It used to pay very well to stage sgat performances under one's own
management, but today that is quite impossiblelivéan a different world now. At one
time the whole town took a lively interest in thenlger artist; from day to day of his fast
the excitement mounted; everybody wanted to seeahiemast once a day; there were
people who bought season tickets for the last fays &nd sat from morning till night in
front of his small barred cage; even in the nighttithere were visiting hours, when the
whole effect was heightened by torch flares; oe fiays the cage was set out in the open
air, and then it was the children's special treatete the hunger artist; for their elders he
was often just a joke that happened to be in fasHiat the children stood open-mouthed,
holding each other's hands for greater securityyeliag at him as he sat there pallid in
black tights, with his ribs sticking out so pronmitlg, not even on a seat but down among
straw on the ground, sometimes giving a courteaals answering questions with a
constrained smile, or perhaps stretching an arm

through the bars so that one might feel how thimas, and then again withdrawing deep
into himself, paying no attention to anyone or aing, not even to the allimportant
striking of the clock that was the only piece afrfiture in his cage, but merely staring
into vacancy with half-shut eyes, now and thenrigld sip from a tiny glass of water to
moisten his lips.

Besides casual onlookers there were also relageraianent watchers selected by the
public, usually butchers, strangely enough, amehi their task to watch the hunger artist
day and night, three of them at a time, in casghoelld have some secret recourse to
nourishment. This was nothing but a formality, itnséd to reassure the masses, for the
initiates knew well enough that during his fast énest would never in any
circumstances, not even under forcible compulsamallow the smallest morsel of food;
the honor of his profession forbade it. Not eveataher, of course, was capable of
understanding this, there were often groups oftnigiichers who were very lax in
carrying out their duties and deliberately huddtegether in a retired corner to play cards
with great absorption, obviously intending to gitie hunger artist the chance of a little
refreshment, which they supposed he could draw ome private hoard. Nothing
annoyed the artist more than such watchers; theerman miserable; they made his fast
seem unendurable; sometimes he mastered his fesblsuafficiently to sing during their



watch for as long as he could keep going, to sh@mthow unjust their suspicions were.
But that was of little use; they only wondered iatdieverness in being able

to fill his mouth even while singing. Much morehis taste were the watchers who sat
close up to the bars, who were not content withdihenight lighting of the hall but
focused him in the full glare of the electric potciarch given them by the impresario.
The harsh light did not trouble him at all. In azase he could never sleep properly, and
he could always drowse a little, whatever the ligihtany hour, even when the hall was
thronged with noisy onlookers. He was quite happhe prospect of spending a
sleepless night with such watchers; he was readydbange jokes with them, to tell
them stories out of his nomadic life, anythinglatakeep them awake and demonstrate
to them again that he had no eatables in his cagi¢hat he was fasting as not one of
them could fast. But his happiest moment was whemtorning came and an enormous
breakfast was brought them, at his expense, onhvth&y flung themselves with the
keen appetite of healthy men after a weary nightadfefulness. Of course there were
people who argued that this breakfast was an uafampt to bribe the watchers, but that
was going rather too far, and when they were iavitetake on a night's vigil without a
breakfast, merely for the sake of the cause, thegenthemselves scarce, although they
stuck stubbornly to their suspicions.

Such suspicions, anyhow, were a necessary accomeanio the profession of fasting.
No one could possibly watch the hunger artist eaatusly, day and night, and so no one
could produce first-hand evidence that the fastrieatly been rigorous and continuous;
only the artist himself could know that; he wasrdfere

bound to be the sole completely satisfied spectatbrs own fast. Yet for other reasons
he was never satisfied; it was not perhaps metmgathat had brought him to such
skeleton thinness that many people had regretfalkeep away from his exhibitions,
because the sight of him was too much for thenhayes it was dissatisfaction with
himself that had worn him down. For he alone knehat no other initiate knew, how
easy it was to fast. It was the easiest thingéwtbrld. He made no secret of this, yet
people did not believe him; at the best they setdown as modest, most of them,
however, thought he was out for publicity or elsssvsome kind of cheat who found it
easy to fast because he had discovered a way ohgidlkeasy, and then had the
impudence to admit the fact, more or less. He bauuit up with all that, and in the
course of time had got used to it, but his innesdiisfaction always rankled, and never
yet, after any term of fasting -- this must be ¢edrto his credit -- had he left the cage of
his own free will. The longest period of fastingsifexed by his impresario at forty days,
beyond that term he was not allowed to go, not eév@nmeat cities, and there was good
reason for it, too. Experience had proved thaafwout forty days the interest of the
public could be stimulated by a steadily increagrgssure of advertisement, but after
that the town began to lose interest, sympathappart began notably to fall off; there



were of course local variations as between one tnwehanother or one country and
another, but as a general rule forty days markediitht. So on the fortieth day the
flower-bedecked cage was opened, enthusiastic spec-

tators filled the hall, a military band played, tdoctors entered the cage to measure the
results of the fast, which were announced througtegaphone, and finally two young
ladies appeared, blissful at having been selectethé& honor, to help the hunger artist
down the few steps leading to a small table on lwvkias spread a carefully chosen
invalid repast. And at this very moment the adistays turned stubborn. True, he would
entrust his bony arms to the outstretched helpanglh of the ladies bending over him,
but stand up he would not. Why stop fasting at plaidicular moment, after forty days of
it? He had held out for a long time, an illimitalbdbyg time; why stop now, when he was
in his best fasting form, or rather, not yet quitdis best fasting form? Why should he
be cheated of the fame he would get for fastingdéonfor being not only the record
hunger artist of all time, which presumably he \aheady, but for beating his own
record by a performance beyond human imaginatiangse felt that there were no
limits to his capacity for fasting? His public pgatied to admire him so much, why
should it have so little patience with him; if heutd endure fasting longer, why shouldn't
the public endure it? Besides, he was tired, heomadortable sitting in the straw, and
now he was supposed to lift himself to his fulldigiand go down to a meal the very
thought of which gave him a nausea that only tlesgmce of the ladies kept him from
betraying, and even that with an effort. And hekkup into the eyes of the ladies who
were apparently so friendly and in reality so craeld shook his head, which felt too
heavy

on its strengthless neck. But then there happeeedgain what always happened. The
impresario came forward, without a word -- for tieexd made speech impossible-lifted
his arms in the air above the artist, as if ingtiteaven to look down upon its creature
here in the straw, this suffering martyr, whicheed he was, although in quite another
sense; grasped him round the emaciated waist,exdljgerated caution, so that the frail
condition he was in might be appreciated; and cdtechhim to the care of the blenching
ladies, not without secretly giving him a shakimgtisat his legs and body tottered and
swayed. The artist now submitted completely; hsdhelled on his breast as if it had
landed there by chance; his body was hollowedlostiegs in a spasm of self-
preservation clung close to each other at the kriye¢scraped on the ground as if it were
not really solid ground, as if they were only tryito find solid ground; and the whole
weight of his body, a featherweight after all, psad onto one of the ladies, who, looking
round for help and panting a little -- this postoihor was not at all what she had
expected it to be -- first stretched her neck as$ashe could to keep her face at least free
from contact with the artist, then finding this iogsible, and her more fortunate
companion not coming to her aid but merely holdrtended on her own trembling

hand the little bunch of knucklebones that wasdttist's, to the great delight of the



spectators burst into tears and had to be replagan attendant who had long been
stationed in readiness. Then came the food, a bftlwhich the impresario managed to
get between the artist's lips, while he

sat in a kind of half-fainting trance, to the acgamiment of cheerful patter designed to
distract the public's attention from the artistadition; after that, a toast was drunk to
the public, supposedly prompted by a whisper frbendrtist in the impresario's ear; the
band confirmed it with a mighty flourish, the spors melted away, and no one had any
cause to be dissatisfied with the proceedings,n@except the hunger artist himself, he
only, as always.

So he lived for many years, with small regular iméds of recuperation, in visible glory,
honored by the world, yet in spite of that troublledpirit, and all the more troubled
because no one would take his trouble seriouslyatwbdmfort could he possibly need?
What more could he possibly wish for? And if soroednatured person, feeling sorry
for him, tried to console him by pointing out tlé melancholy was probably caused by
fasting, it could happen, especially when he haahldasting for some time, that he
reacted with an outburst of fury and to the genalam began to shake the bars of his
cage like a wild animal. Yet the impresario hadaywf punishing these outbreaks which
he rather enjoyed putting into operation. He wapdlogize publicly for the artist's
behavior, which was only to be excused, he admitiedause of the irritability caused by
fasting; a condition hardly to be understood bylsed people; then by natural transition
he went on to mention the artist's equally incormprsible boast that he could fast for
much longer than he was doing; he praised the dgition, the good will, the great
self-denial undoubtedly implicit in

such a statement; and then quite simply counteédeyglbringing out photographs, which
were also on sale to the public, showing the astisthe fortieth day of a fast lying in bed
almost dead from exhaustion. This perversion otrinh, familiar to the artist though it
was, always unnerved him afresh and proved too rfardiim. What was a consequence
of the premature ending of his fast was here ptedeas the cause of it! To fight against
this lack of understanding, against a whole wofldan-understanding, was impossible.
Time and again in good faith he stood by the hatsring to the impresario, but as soon
as the photographs appeared he always let go akdistn a groan back on to his straw,
and the reassured public could once more come aludgaze at him.

A few years later when the witnesses of such sceslésd them to mind, they often
failed to understand themselves at all. For mealevthe aforementioned change in
public interest had set in; it seemed to happemstmvernight; there may have been
profound causes for it, but who was going to bo#ieyut that; at any rate the pampered
hunger artist suddenly found himself deserted oveday by the amusement seekers,
who went streaming past him to other more favotaddations. For the last time the



impresario hurried him over half Europe to discowbether the old interest might still
survive here and there; all in vain; everywherdf by secret agreement, a positive
revulsion from professional fasting was in evider@gécourse it could not really have
sprung up so suddenly as all that, and many praomgrsymptoms which had not been

sufficiently remarked or suppressed during the st glitter of success now came
retrospectively to mind, but it was now too latdake any countermeasures. Fasting
would surely come into fashion again at some futlate, yet that was no comfort for
those living in the present. What, then, was thagleu artist to do? He had been
applauded by thousands in his time and could hamlhlye down to showing himself in a
street booth at village fairs, and as for adopéingther profession, he was not only too
old for that but too fanatically devoted to fastigp he took leave of the impresario, his
partner in an unparalleled career, and hired himgel large circus; in order to spare his
own feelings he avoided reading the conditionsi®ttbhntract.

A large circus with its enormous traffic in replagiand recruiting men, animals and
apparatus can always find a use for people atiarg; even for a hunger artist, provided
of course that he does not ask too much, and snpiticular case anyhow it was not
only the artist who was taken on but his famousland-known name as well; indeed
considering the peculiar nature of his performamg¢ech was not impaired by advancing
age, it could not be objected that here was astgudist his prime, no longer at the height
of his professional skill, seeking a refuge in saqaeet corner of a circus; on the
contrary, the hunger artist averred that he coad &s well as ever, which was entirely
credible; he even alleged that if he were alloweetast as he liked, and this was at once
promised him without more ado, he could astoundibed by establishing a record
never yet achieved, a statement which certainlygked a

smile among the other professionals, since itdaftof account the change in public
opinion, which the hun get artist in his zeal caneatly forgot.

He had not, however, actually lost his sense ofé¢hésituation and took it as a matter of
course that he and his cage should be stationéd) tiee middle of the ring as a main
attraction, but outside, near the animal cages, site that was after all easily accessible.
Large and gaily painted placards made a framehfocage and announced what was to
be seen inside it. When the public came throngirtgrothe intervals to see the animals,
they could hardly avoid passing the hunger artisttge and stopping there for a moment,
perhaps they might even have stayed longer hathasé pressing behind them in the
narrow gangway, who did not understand why theyikhbe held up on their way
towards the excitements of the menagerie, madepiossible for anyone to stand gazing
quietly for any length of time. And that was thasen why the hunger artist, who had of
course been looking forward to these visiting hagshe main achievement of his life,
began instead to shrink from them. At first he daudrdly wait for the intervals; it was



exhilarating to watch the crowds come streamingntag, until only too soon -not even
the most obstinate self-deception, clung to almossciously, could hold out against the
fact -- the conviction was borne in upon him thegse people, most of them, to ‘judge
from their actions, again and again, without exiceptwere all on their way to the
menagerie. And the first sight of them from theahse remained the best. For when
they reached his

cage he was at once deafened by the storm of sigoartid abuse that arose from the two
contending factions, which renewed themselves naoatisly, of those who wanted to
stop and stare at him -- he soon began to didti&gmtmore than the others -- not out of
real interest but only out of obstinate self-asgeness, and those who wanted to go
straight on to the animals. When the first greahrwas past, the stragglers came along,
and these, whom nothing could have prevented ftoppig to look at him as long as
they had breath, raced past with long strides,lh@&wen glancing at him, in their haste to
get to the menagerie in time. And all too rarely dlihappen that he had a stroke of luck,
when some father of a family fetched up before Wwith his children, pointed a finger at
the hunger artist and explained at length whaptienomenon meant, telling stories of
earlier years when he himself had watched simi&mtuch more thrilling performances,
and the children, still rather uncomprehendingeeineither inside nor outside school had
they been sufficiently prepared for this lessowhat did they care about fasting? -- yet
showed by the brightness of their intent eyestieat and better times might be coming.
Perhaps, said the hunger artist to himself mamye, things would be a little better if his
cage were set not quite so near the menagerie nfdde it too easy for people to make
their choice, to say nothing of what he sufferexahfithe stench of the menagerie, the
animals' restlessness by night, the carrying gastvo lumps of flesh for the beasts of
prey, the roaring at feeding times, which depres$sedcontinually. But he did not dare
to lodge

a complaint with the management; after all, he th@danimals to thank for the troops of
people who passed his cage, among whom there @ailighys be one here and there to
take an interest in him, and who could tell whéeytmight seclude him if he called
attention to his existence and thereby to thetfeatt strictly speaking, he was only an
impediment on the way to the menagerie.

A small impediment, to be sure, one that grew shkeéess. People grew familiar with the
strange idea that they could be expected, in tiikeghese, to take an interest in a
hunger artist, and with this familiarity the veridwent out against him. He might fast as
much as he could, and he did so; but nothing cealg him now, people passed him by.
Just try to explain to anyone the art of fastingydne who has no feeling for it cannot

be made to understand it. The fine placards grety dnd illegible, they were torn down;
the little notice board telling the number of fdstys achieved, which at first was changed
carefully every day, had long stayed at the samedi, for after the first few weeks even



this small task seemed pointless to the staff;santhe artist simply fasted on and on, as
he had once dreamed of doing, and it was no traolém, just as he had always
foretold, but no one counted the days, no oneemen the artist himself, knew what
records he was already breaking, and his heart geawvy. And when once in a time
some leisurely passer-by stopped, made merry deeolt figure on the board and spoke
of swindling, that was in its way the stupidestdiger invented by indifference and
inborn malice, since it was

not the hunger artist who was cheating; he was wgrkonestly, but the world was
cheating him of his reward.

Many more days went by, however, and that too dana@ end. An overseer's eye fell
on the cage one day and he asked the attendantistperfectly good stage should be
left standing there unused with dirty straw insigl@obody knew, until one man, helped
out by the notice board, remembered about the hargst. They poked into the straw
with sticks and found him in it. "Are you still faasg?" asked the overseer. "When on
earth do you mean to stop?"'Forgive me, everybodij$pered the hunger artist; only
the overseer, who had his ear to the bars, unaerstion. "Of course," said the overseer,
and tapped his forehead with a finger to let thenatants know what state the man was
in, "we forgive you." "l always wanted you to ademnmy fasting," said the hunger artist.
"We do admire it," said the overseer, affably. "Bati shouldn't admire it,” said the
hunger artist. "Well, then we don't admire it,"csthie overseer, "but why shouldn't we
admire it?" "Because | have to fast, | can't helpsiaid the hunger artist. "What a fellow
you are," said the overseer, "and why can't yop hel "Because," said the hunger artist,
lifting his head a little and speaking, with higdipursed, as if for a kiss, right into the
overseer's ear, so that no syllable might be lbstause | couldn't find the food I liked.
If I had found it, believe me, | should have maddumss and stuffed myself like you or
anyone else."” These were his last words, but in

his dimming eyes remained the firm though no lomyeud persuasion that he was still
continuing to fast.

"Well, clear this out now!" said the overseer, #mely buried the hunger artist, straw and
all. Into the cage they put a young panther. Ehemost insensitive felt it refreshing to
see this wild creature leaping around the cagehthdtso long been dreary. The panther
was all right. The food he liked was brought hintheut hesitation by the attendants; he
seemed not even to miss his freedom; his noble,dadyished almost to the bursting
point with all that it needed, seemed to carrydaa around with it too; somewhere in
his jaws it seemed to lurk; and the joy of lifeestmed with such ardent passion from his
throat that for the onlookers it was not easy amdtthe shock of it. But they braced
themselves, crowded round the cage, and did not @wean to move away.



I nvestigations of a Dog

HOW MUCH my life has changed, and yet how unchangkds remained at bottom!
When | think back and recall the time when | wals atmember of the canine
community, sharing in all its preoccupations, a dogpng dogs | find on closer
examination that from the very beginning | sensades discrepancy, some little
maladjustment, causing a slight feeling of discatnfdhich not even the most decorous
public functions could eliminate; more, that some&ts, no, not sometimes, but very
often, the mere look of some fellow-dog of my ovirtle that | was fond of, the mere
look of him, as if | had just caught it for thestitime, would fill me with helpless
embarrassment and fear, even with despair. | taegiiet my apprehensions as best |
could; friends, to whom | divulged them helped meyre peaceful times came -- times, it
is true, in which these sudden surprises wereauwkirhg, but in which they were accepted
with more philosophy, fitted into my life with mophilosophy, inducing a certain
melancholy and lethargy, it may be, but nevertletd®wing me to carry on as a
somewhat cold, reserved, shy and calculating, bthiags considered normal enough
dog. How, indeed,

without these intervals of convalescence, couldvehreached the age that | enjoy at
present; how could | have fought my way througthtserenity with which 1
contemplate the terrors of youth and endure thierepf age; how could | have come to
the point where | am able to draw the consequeoices admittedly unhappy, or, to put
it more moderately, not very happy position, and lkimost entirely in accordance with
them? Solitary and withdrawn, with nothing to ocgupe save my hopeless but, as far as
| am concerned, indispensable little investigatidhat is how | live; yet in my distant
isolation | have not lost sight of my people, neften penetrates to me, and now and
then | even let news of myself reach them. Therstlreat me with respect but do not
understand my way of life; yet they bear me no geyaénd even young dogs whom |
sometimes see passing in the distance, a new gemesdwhose childhood | have only a
vague memory, do not deny me a reverential greeting

For it must not be assumed that, for all my pecitiks, which lie open to the day, | am
in the least exempt from the laws of my speciedeéd when | reflect on it -- and | have
time and disposition and capacity enough for thasee that dogdom is in every way a
marvelous institution. Apart from us dogs therealtesorts of creatures in the world,
wretched, limited, dumb creatures who have no laggwbut mechanical cries; many of
us dogs study them, have given them names, trglfothem, educate them, uplift them,
and so on. For my part | am quite indifferent terthexcept when they try to disturb me,
| confuse them with one another,



| ignore them. But one thing is too obvious to haseaped me; namely how little
inclined they are, compared with us dogs, to dtigjether, how silently and unfamiliarly
and with what a curious hostility they pass eatteoby, how mean are the interests that
suffice to bind them together for a little in osddate union, and how often these very
interests give rise to hatred and conflict. Considgedogs, on the other hand! One can
safely say that we all live together in a literahp, all of us, different as we are from one
another on account of numberless and profound meatlidns which have arisen in the
course of time. All in one heap! We are drawn toheather and nothing can prevent us
from satisfying that communal impulse; all our laavsl institutions, the few that I still
know and the many that | have forgotten, go badkitlonging for the greatest bliss we
are capable of, the warm comfort of being togetBat.now consider the other side of
the picture. No creatures to my knowledge liveuinhswide dispersion as we dogs, none
have so many distinctions of class, of kind, ofugeation, distinctions too numerous to
review at a glance; we, whose one desire is t& shigether -- and again and again we
succeed at transcendent moments in spite of ewegythwe above all others are
compelled to live separated from one another ange vocations that are often
incomprehensible even to our canine neighbors,ingliirmly to laws that are not those
of the dog world, but are actually directed againstiow baffling these questions are,
guestions on which one would prefer not to toudnuderstand that standpoint too,
even better than my own -- and yet questions

to which | have completely capitulated. Why do t do as the others: live in harmony
with my people and accept in silence whatever distthe harmony, ignoring it as a
small error in the great account, always keepingimd the things that bind us happily
together, not those that drive us again and agaithough by sheer force, out of our
social circle?

| can recall an incident in my youth; | was at timee in one of those inexplicable blissful
states of exaltation which every one must have mpeed as a child; | was still quite a
puppy, everything pleased me, everything was mgean | believed that great things
were going on around me of which | was the leadédrta which | must lend my voice,
things which must be wretchedly thrown aside iid dot run for them and wag my tail
for them -- childish fantasies that fled with ripexars. But at the time their power was
very great. | was completely under their spell, presently something actually did
happen, something so extraordinary that it seem@abktify my wild expectations. In
itself it was nothing very extraordinary, for | lmsgeen many such things, and more
remarkable things too, often enough since, buiatitne it struck me with all the force
of a first impression, one of those impressionscitian never be erased and influence
much of one's later conduct. | encountered, intsladittle company of dogs, or rather |
did not encounter them, they appeared before nfer&&at | had been running along in
darkness for some time, filled with a premonitidrgeat things -- a premonition that
may well have been delusive, for | always hadiad run in darkness for a long time,



up and down, blind and deaf to everything, led ymdthing but a vague desire, and now
| suddenly came to a stop with the feeling thatswn the right place, and looking up
saw that it was bright day, only a little hazy, awérywhere a blending and confusion of
the most intoxicating smells; | greeted the morniritl an uncertain barking, when -- as
if I had conjured them up -out of some place okdass, to the accompaniment of
terrible sounds such as | had never heard befevensdogs stepped into the light. Had |
not distinctly seen that they were dogs and they themselves brought the sound of
them -- though | could not recognize how they piatlit -- | would have run away at
once; but as it was | stayed. At that time | &tilew hardly anything of the creative gift
for music with which the canine race alone is engldwt had naturally enough escaped
my but slowly developing powers of observation;tftwsugh music had surrounded me as
a perfectly natural and indispensable element texce ever since | was a suckling, an
element which nothing impelled me to distinguighnirthe rest of existence, my elders
had drawn my attention to it only by such hintsva@se suitable for a childish
understanding; all the more astonishing, then,edd#evastating, were these seven great
musical artists to me. They did not speak, theynaidsing, they remained, all of them,
silent, almost determinedly silent; but from theptyrair they conjured music.

Everything was music, the lifting and setting dosiriheir feet, certain turns of the head,
their running and their standing still, the posiBahey took up in relation to one another,
the symmetrical patterns

which they produced by one dog setting his frontgan the back of another and the rest
following suit until the first bore the weight die other six, or by all lying flat on the
ground and going through complicated concertedutinls; and none made a false
move, not even the last dog, though he was a littkure, did not always establish
contact at once with the others, sometimes heditateit were, on the stroke of the beat,
but yet was unsure only by comparison with the dupareness of the others, and even if
he had been much more unsure, indeed quite ungatdg not have been able to do any
harm, the others, great masters all of them, kegeghi@a rhythm so unshakably. But it is
too much to say that | even saw them, that | alstealen saw them. They appeared from
somewhere, | inwardly greeted them as dogs, ahdwgh | was profoundly confused by
the sounds that accompanied them, yet they were ne¢gertheless, dogs like you and
me; | regarded them by force of habit simply assdidgad happened to meet on my road,
and felt a wish to approach them and exchangeiggsethey were quite near too, dogs
much older than I, certainly, and not of my woolbnghaired kind, but yet not so very
alien in size and shape, indeed quite familiar & for | had already seen many such or
similar dogs; but while | was still involved in tereflections the music gradually got
the upper hand, literally knocked the breath ouhefand swept me far away from those
actual little dogs, and quite against my will, véhilhowled as if some pain were being
inflicted upon me, my mind could attend to nothing this blast of music which seemed
to come from all sides, from



the heights, from the deeps, from everywhere, sgithe listener by the middle,
overwhelming him, crushing him, and over his swogrbody still blowing fanfares so
near that they seemed far away and almost inaudiblé then a respite came, for one
was already too exhausted, too annulled, too feelisten any longer; a respite came
and | beheld again the seven little dogs carrymigtioeir evolutions, making their leaps; |
longed to shout to them in spite of their aloofnésdeg them to enlighten me, to ask
them what they were doing -- | was a child andeaad | could ask anybody about
anything -- but hardly had | begun, hardly didélfen good and familiar doggish terms
with the seven, when the music started again, mipfe of my wits, whirled me round in
its circles as if | myself were one of the musisiamstead of being only their victim, cast
me hither and thither, no matter how much | beggednercy, and rescued me finally
from its own violence by driving me into a labyhnf wooden bars which rose round
that place, though | had not noticed it before,Wwhich now firmly caught me, kept my
head pressed to the ground, and though the mulsresbunded in the open space
behind me, gave me a little time to get my breattkbl must admit that | was less
surprised by the artistry of the seven dogs --as\wcomprehensible to me, and also
quite definitely beyond my capacities -- than bgitltourage in facing so openly the
music of their own making, and their power to emditicalmly without collapsing. But
now from my hiding hole | saw, on looking more @bs that it was not so much
coolness as the most extreme tension that chawstter

their performance; these limbs apparently so sutedir movements quivered at every
step with a perpetual apprehensive twitching; aigiél with despair the dogs kept their
eyes fixed on one another, and their tongues, wiegribe tension weakened for a
moment, hung wearily from their jowls. It could rim fear of failure that agitated them
so deeply; dogs that could dare and achieve sugstihad no need to fear that. Then
why were they afraid? Who then forced them to daithey were doing? And | could

no longer restrain myself, particularly as they rememed in some incomprehensible
way in need of help, and so through all the dithefmusic | shouted out my questions
loudly and challengingly. But they -- incrediblektredible! -- they never replied,
behaved as if | were not there. Dogs who make ply te the greeting of other dogs are
guilty of an offence against good manners whichhilnablest dog would never pardon
any more than the greatest. Perhaps they wereogstat all? But how should they not be
dogs? Could I not actually hear on listening mdosely the subdued cries with which
they encouraged each other, drew each other'diatteéa difficulties, warned each other
against errors; could I not see the last and yostrdyay, to whom most of those cries
were addressed, often stealing a glance at mehaswbuld have dearly wished to reply,
but refrained because it was not allowed? But winukl it not be allowed, why should
the very thing which our laws unconditionally commdanot be allowed in this one case?
| became indignant at the thought and almost fottgeimusic. Those dogs were



violating the law. Great magicians they might bat, the law was valid for them too, |
knew that quite well though | was a child. And lhmyrecognized that | now noticed
something else. They had good grounds for remaisiiegt, that is, assuming that they
remained silent from a sense of shame. For how theseconducting themselves?
Because of all the music | had not noticed it befbut they had flung away all shame,
the wretched creatures were doing the very thinighvis both most ridiculous and
indecent in our eyes; they were walking on thandHegs. Fie on them! They were
uncovering their nakedness, blatantly making a sbibthieir nakedness: they were doing
that as though it were a meritorious act, and wbbaying their better instincts for a
moment, they happened to let their front paws taély were literally appalled as if at an
error, as if Nature were an error, hastily raidesrtlegs again, and their eyes seemed to
be begging for forgiveness for having been forcedease momentarily from their
abomination. Was the world standing on its head2M/bould | be? What could have
happened? If only for my own sake | dared not hésiany longer now, | dislodged
myself from the tangle of bars, took one leap thi®open and made towards the dogs --
l, the younger scholar, must be the teacher novet make them understand what they
were doing, must keep them from committing furtbier "And old dogs too! And old
dogs too!" | kept on saying to myself. But scarogbs | free and only a leap or two
away from the dogs, when the music again had nite power. Perhaps in my ardor |
might even have managed to withstand it, for

| knew it better now, if in the midst of all its peatic amplitude, which was terrifying,

but still not inconquerable, a clear, piercing, ttmmous note which came without
variation literally from the remotest distance erlpaps the real melody in the midst of
the music -had not now rung out, forcing me to mgés. Oh, the music these dogs made
almost drove me out of my senses! | could not nmeoseep farther, | no longer wanted to
instruct them; they could go on raising their fregs, committing sin and seducing
others to the sin of silently regarding them; | wash a young dog -who could demand
such a difficult task from me? | made myself stibre insignificant than | was, |
whimpered, and if the dogs had asked me now wthatught of their performance,
probably | would have had not a word to say againBesides it was not long before the
dogs vanished with all their music and their radeamto the darkness from which they
had emerged.

As | have already said, this whole episode contaotking of much note; in the course of
a long life one encounters all sorts of things Whieken from their context and seen
through the eyes of a child, might well seem farerastonishing. Besides, one may, of
course -- in the pungent popular phrase -- haveitgdl wrong,” as well as everything
connected with it; then it could be demonstrated this was simply a case where seven
musicians had assembled to practise their artamtbrning stillness, that a very young
dog had strayed to the place, a burdensome intwidem they had tried to drive away
by particularly terrifying or lofty music, unfortately with success. He pestered them



with his questions: were they, already disturbeaugh by the mere presence of the
stranger, to be expected to attend to his distrgétiterruptions as well and make them
worse by responding to them? Even if the law contasars to reply to everybody, was
such a tiny stray dog in truth a somebody worththefname? And perhaps they did not
even understand him, for he likely enough barkedjoestions very indistinctly. Or
perhaps they did understand him and with greatcgglfrol answered his questions, but
he, a mere puppy unaccustomed to music, couldistiguish the answer from the
music. And as for walking on their hind legs, pghaunlike other dogs, they actually
used only these for walking; if it was a sin, wielivas a sin. But they were alone, seven
friends together, an intimate gathering within tlewn four walls so to speak, quite
private so to speak; for one's friends, afteraal, not the public, and where the public is
not present an inquisitive little street dog istaely not capable of constituting it; but,
granting this, is it not as if nothing at all haapipened? It's not quite so, but very nearly
so, and parents should not let their children tuwua so freely, and had much better
teach them to hold their tongues and respect thd.ag

If all this is admitted, then it disposes of theokhcase. But many things that are
disposed of in the minds of grown-ups are not gétedd in the minds of the young. |
rushed about, told my story, asked questions, raadasations and investigations, tried
to drag others to the place where all this had éapg, and burned to show everybody
where | had stood and where the

seven had stood, and where and how they had damncechade their music; and if any
one had come with me, instead of shaking me offlanghing at me, | would probably
have sacrificed my innocence and tried myselféandton my hind legs so as to
reconstruct the scene clearly. Now children arenblafor all they do, but also in the last
resort forgiven for all they do. And | have presahmy childish qualities, and in spite of
that have grown to be an old dog. Well, just ahatt time | kept on unceasingly
discussing the foregoing incident -- which todagust confess I lay far less importance
upon -- analyzing it into its constituent partgung it with my listeners without regard
to the company | found myself in, devoting my whtitee to the problem, which | found
as wearisome as everybody else, but which -- thatthe difference -- for that very
reason | was resolved to pursue indefatigably wistlved it, so that | might be left free
again to regard the ordinary, calm, happy life\adrg day: just so have |, though with
less childish means -- yet the difference is notexy great -- labored in the years since
and go on laboring today.

But it began with that concert. | do not blame ¢bacert; it is my innate disposition that
has driven me on, and it would certainly have fosaohe other opportunity of coming
into action had the concert never taken place thefact that it happened so soon used
to make me feel sorry for myself; it robbed me gfeat part of my childhood; the
blissful life of the young dog, which many can spirt for years, in my case lasted for
only a few short months. So be it. There are more i



portant things than childhood. And perhaps | h&aeeprospect of far more childish
happiness, earned by a life of hard work, in myagé than any actual child would have
the strength to bear, but which then | shall passes

| began my enquiries with the simplest things; ¢heas no lack of material; it is the
actual superabundance, unfortunately, that castistmeespair in my darker hours. |
began to enquire into the question: What the car@oe nourished itself upon. Now that
is, if you like, by no means a simple questioncaidirse; it has occupied us since the
dawn of time, it is the chief object of all our nieation, countless observations and
essays and views on this subject have been pudigheas grown into a province of
knowledge which in its prodigious compass is ndy tmeyond the comprehension of any
single scholar, but of all our scholars collectyvel burden which cannot be borne except
by the whole of the dog community, and even theh difficulty and not quite in its
totality; for it ever and again crumbles away l&eeglected ancestral inheritance and
must laboriously be rehabilitated anew -- not teadpat all of the difficulties and almost
unfulfillable conditions of my investigation. No emeed point all this out to me, | know
it all as well as any average sensual dog can kdayé¢ no ambition to meddle with real
scientific matters, | have all the respect for kfexge that it deserves, but to increase
knowledge | lack the equipment, the diligence,ldigure, and -- not least, and
particularly during the past few years -- the desis well. | swallow down my food, but
the slightest pre-
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particularly during the past few years -- the desis well. | swallow down my food, but
the slightest pre-

liminary methodical politico-economical observatioint does not seem to me worth
while. In this connection the essence of all knalgkeis enough for me, the simple rule
with which the mother weans her young ones froméeats and sends them out into the
world: "Water the ground as much as you can." Anthis sentence is not almost
everything contained? What has scientific enquegr since our first fathers inaugurated
it, of decisive importance to add to this? Mereadet mere details, and how uncertain
they are: but this rule will remain as long as wed@ogs. It concerns our main staple of
food: true, we have also other resources, but andypinch, and if the year is not too bad
we could live on this main staple of our food; tlied we find on the earth, but the earth
needs our water to nourish it and only at thateppmvides us with our food, the
emergence of which, however, and this should ndbkgotten, can also be hastened by
certain spells, songs, and ritual movements. Batyropinion that is all; there is nothing
else that is fundamental to be said on the quedtiaiis opinion, moreover, | am at one
with the vast majority of the dog community, andsiiirmly dissociate myself from all
heretical views on this point. Quite honestly | @ano ambition to be peculiar, or to pose
as being in the right against the majority; | anlydoo happy when | can agree with my
comrades, as | do in this case. My own enquirieg,dver, are in another direction. My
personal observation tells me that the earth, vithisrwatered and scratched according to
the rules of science, extrudes nourishment, aneéover in such quality, in such
abundance, in

such ways, in such places, at such hours, aswsedartially or completely established
by science demand. | accept all this; my questiomever, is the following: "Whence
does the earth procure this food?" A question whiebple in general pretend not to
understand, and to which the best answer they ivangy "If you haven't enough to eat,
we'll give you some of ours."” Now consider thisvaes | know that it is not one of the
virtues of dogdom to share with others food tha bas once gained possession of. Life
is hard, the earth stubborn, science rich in kndgdebut poor in practical results: any
one who has food keeps it to himself; that is etfishness, but the opposite, dog law,
the unanimous decision of the people, the outcantieedr victory over egoism, for the
possessors are always in a minority. And for teason this answer: "If you haven't
enough to eat, we'll give you some of ours" is riyemewvay of speaking, a jest, a form of
raillery. | have not forgotten that. But all the rasignificant did it seem to me, when |
was rushing about everywhere with my questionshduttiose days, that they put the jest
aside as far as | was concerned; true, they didctoglly give me anything to eat --
where could they have found it at a moment's n@tie@and even if any one chanced to
have some food, naturally he forgot everything &lgie fury of his hunger; yet they all
seriously meant what they said when they madeffiee and here and there, right
enough, | was presently allowed some slight tifflevas only smart enough to snatch it



quickly. How came it that people treated me sangfedy, pampered me, favored me?
Because | was a lean dog, badly fed and neglectful

of my needs? But there were countless badly fed dagning about, and the others
snatched even the wretchedest scrap from undembsés whenever they could, and not
often from greed, but generally on principle. Nweyt treated me with special favor; |
cannot give much detailed proof of this, but | hav@m conviction that it was so. Was it
my questions, then, that pleased them, and thatrdgarded as so clever? No, my
guestions did not please them and were generalkelbon as stupid. And yet it could
only have been my questions that won me their ttenit was as if they would rather

do the impossible, that is stop my mouth with feethey did not do it, but they would
have liked to do it -- than endure my questiond.iBuhat case they would have done
better to drive me away and refuse to listen togugstions. No, they did not want to do
that; they did not indeed want to listen to my des, but it was because | asked
guestions that they did not want to drive me awdnat was the time -- much as | was
ridiculed and treated as a silly puppy, and pudterd and pushed there -- the time when
| actually enjoyed most public esteem; never agais | to enjoy anything like it; | had
free entry everywhere, no obstacle was put in my, Wevas actually flattered, though the
flattery was disguised as rudeness. And all rdadlgause of my questions, my
impatience, my thirst for knowledge. Did they wémtull me to sleep, to divert me,
without violence, almost lovingly, from a false payet a path whose falseness was not
so completely beyond all doubt that violence wasnesible? -- Also a certain respect
and fear kept them from employing violence. | dadn

even in those days something of this; today | kitayuite well, far better than those who
actually practised it at the time: what they warttedo was really to divert me from my
path. They did not succeed; they achieved the afgpasy vigilance was sharpened.
More, it became clear to me that it was | who wegimg) to seduce the others, and that |
was actually successful up to a certain point. Qwiti the assistance of the whole dog
world could | begin to understand my own questiéi. instance when | asked:
"Whence does the earth procure this food?" wasubled, as appearances might quite
well indicate, about the earth; was | troubled aliba labors of the earth? Not in the
least; that, as | very soon recognized, was fanfnaoy mind; all that | cared for was the
race of dogs, that and nothing else. For whatasethctually except our own species? To
whom but it can one appeal in the wide and emptyd#?cAll knowledge, the totality of
all questions and all answers, is contained irdthge If one could but realize this
knowledge, if one could but bring it into the ligbftday, if we dogs would but own that
we know infinitely more than we admit to ourselvEsen the most loquacious dog is
more secretive of his knowledge than the placegevheod food can be found.
Trembling with desire, whipping yourself with yoonn tail, you steal cautiously upon
your fellow-dog, you ask, you beg, you howl, yoteband achieve -- and achieve what
you could have achieved just as well without arigrefamiable attention, friendly



contiguity, honest acceptance, ardent embraceks lfzait mingle as one: everything is
directed towards achieving an

ecstasy, a forgetting and finding again; but the ting that you long to win above all,
the admission of knowledge, remains denied to Jousuch prayers, whether silent or
loud, the only answer you get, even after you lemaployed your powers of seduction to
the utmost, are vacant stares, averted glancedléa and veiled eyes. It is much the
same as it was when, a mere puppy, | shouted tdafenusicians and they remained
silent.

Now one might say: "You torment yourself becausgair fellow-dogs, because of their
silence on crucial questions; you assert that kmeyv more than they admit, more than
they will allow to be valid, and that this silentlee mysterious reason for which is also,
of course, tacitly concealed, poisons existencenaakks it unendurable for you, so that
you must either alter it or have done with it; thety be; but you are yourself a dog, you
have also the dog knowledge; well, bring it out, merely in the form of a question, but
as an answer. If you utter it, who will think ofgasing you? The great choir of dogdom
will join in as if it had been waiting for you. Theou will have clarity, truth, avowal, as
much of them as you desire. The roof of this wretklife, of which you say so many
hard things, will burst open, and all of us, sheultb shoulder, will ascend into the lofty
realm of freedom. And if we should not achieve fival consummation, if things should
become worse than before, if the whole truth shbeldnore insupportable than the half,
if it should be proved that the silent are in tight as the guardians of existence, if the
faint hope that we still possess should give

way to complete hopelessness, the attempt is\sirth the trial, since you do not desire
to live as you are compelled to live. Well, themywdo you make it a reproach against
the others that they are silent, and remain syleatself?" Easy to answer: Because | am
a dog; in essentials just as locked in silencéda®thers, stubbornly resisting my own
guestions, dour out of fear. To be precise, is the hope that they might answer me that
| have questioned my fellow-dogs, at least sinceanuyit years? Have | any such foolish
hope? Can | contemplate the foundations of outexeg, divine their profundity, watch
the labor of their construction, that dark labargd &xpect all this to be forsaken,
neglected, undone, simply because | ask a quediionthat | truly expect no longer. |
understand my fellow-dogs, am flesh of their flesttheir miserable, ever-renewed,
everdesirous flesh. But it is not merely flesh aiabd that we have in common, but
knowledge also, and not only knowledge, but thetkdyas well. | do not possess that
key except in common with all the others; | cangraisp it without their help. The

hardest bones, containing the richest marrow, eatcobquered only by a united
crunching of all the teeth of all dogs. That of ksmuis only a figure of speech and
exaggerated; if all teeth were but ready they wawltdneed even to bite, the bones would
crack themselves and the marrow would be freelgssgible to the feeblest of dogs. If |



remain faithful to this metaphor, then the goahgf aims, my questions, my enquiries,
appears monstrous, it is true. For | want to comaflelogs thus to assemble together, |
want the bones to crack open under the pressurenf

collective preparedness, and then | want to disthies to the ordinary life that they
love, while all by myself, quite alone, | lap ugetmarrow. That sounds monstrous,
almost as if | wanted to feed on the marrow, notetyeof a bone, but of the whole
canine race itself. But it is only a metaphor. Tin@rrow that | am discussing here is no
food; on the contrary it is a poison.

My guestions only serve as a goad to myself; | oviyt to be stimulated by the silence
which rises up around me as the ultimate answesw'ldng will you be able to endure
the fact that the world of dogs, as your researatese more and more evident, is
pledged to silence and always will be? How lond you be able to endure it?" That is
the real great question of my life, before whidhsataller ones sink into insignificance; it
is put to myself alone and concerns no one elsértwmately | can answer it more easily
than the smaller, specific questions: | shall pbdp&old out till my natural end; the calm
of old age will put up a greater and greater raaist to all disturbing questions. | shall
very likely die in silence and surrounded by silenadeed almost peacefully, and | look
forward to that with composure. An admirably strévagrt, lungs that it is impossible to
use up before their time, have been given to us dsdf in malice; we survive all
guestions, even our own, bulwarks of silence thatave.

Recently | have taken more and more to casting yfifey looking for the decisive, the
fundamental, error that | must surely have madd;laannot find it. And yet | must have
made it, for if | had not made it and yet were Uadly the diligent labor of a long life to

achieve my desire, that would prove that my dasimmpossible, and complete
hopelessness must follow. Behold, then, the work lifetime. First of all my enquiries
into the question: Whence does the earth proceréotbd it gives us? A young dog, at
bottom naturally greedy for life, | renounced alj@/ments, apprehensively avoided all
pleasures, buried my head between my front paws Wiwas confronted by temptation,
and addressed myself to my task. | was no schodgther in the information | acquired,
nor in method, nor in intention. That was probadblyefect, but it could not have been a
decisive one. | had had little schooling, for klefy mother's care at an early age, soon
got used to independence, led a free life; and atera independence is inimical to
systematic learning. But | have seen much, listaaeduch, spoken with dogs of all sorts
and conditions, understood everything, | beliea&)yf intelligently, and correlated my
particular observations fairly intelligently: thHaas compensated somewhat for my lack of
scholarship, not to mention that independencejsfa disadvantage in learning things, is
an actual advantage when one is making one's ogunrézs. In my case it was all the
more necessary as | was not able to employ thenwetidod of science, to avail myself,



that is, of the labors of my predecessors, andkstiacontact with contemporary
investigators. | was entirely cast on my own resesy began at the very beginning, and
with the consciousness, inspiriting to youth, by crushing to age, that the fortuitous
point to which | carried my labors must also befthal one. Was I really so alone in my
enquiries, at

the beginning and up to now? Yes and no. It ismceovable that there must not always
have been and that there are not today individogs$ dh the same case as myself. |
cannot be so accursed as that. | do not deviate thhe dog nature by a hairbreadth.
Every dog has like me the impulse to question,ldral/e like every dog the impulse not
to answer. Every one has the impulse to questiomw btherwise could my questions
have affected my hearers in the slightest -- apg tiere often affected, to my ecstatic
delight, an exaggerated delight, | must confessd how otherwise could | have been
prevented from achieving much more than | have @@k that | have the compulsion
to remain silent needs unfortunately no particplaof. | am at bottom, then, no different
from any other dog; everybody, no matter how he diffgr in opinion from me and
reject my views, will gladly admit that, and | iarb will admit as much of any other dog.
Only the mixture of the elements is different, Hiedence very important for the
individual, insignificant for the race. And now cane credit that the composition of
these available elements has never chanced thallgje past and present to result in a
mixture similar to mine, one, moreover, if minerbgarded as unfortunate, more
unfortunate still? To think so would be contraryatbexperience. We dogs are all
engaged in the strangest occupations, occupationkich one would refuse to believe if
one had not the most reliable information concegiinem. The best example that | can
guote is that of the soaring dog. The first tinleard of one | laughed and simply
refused to believe it. What? One was asked to\lie

that there was a very tiny species of dog, not nhigber than my head even when it was
full grown, and this dog, who must of course beebfe creature, an artificial, weedy,
brushed and curled fop by all accounts, incapabieaking an honest jump, this dog was
supposed, according to people's stories, to refoaimne most part high up in the air,
apparently doing nothing at all but simply restihgre? No, to try to make me swallow
such things was exploiting the simplicity of a ygutog too outrageously, | told myself.
But shortly afterwards | heard from another sowc@ccount of another soaring dog.
Could there be a conspiracy to fool me? But aftat t saw the dog musicians with my
own eyes, and from that day | considered everytpogsible, no prejudices fettered my
powers of apprehension, | investigated the mostedess rumors, following them as far
as they could take me, and the most senseless déeme in this senseless world more
probable than the sensible, and moreover partiguiartile for investigation. So it was
too with the soaring dogs. | discovered a greatymhimgs about them; true, | have
succeeded to this day in seeing none of them, fidbieo existence | have been firmly
convinced for a long time, and they occupy an irtgadrplace in my picture of the world.



As usual it is not, of course, their technique ttfaefly gives me to think. It is wonderful
-- who can gainsay it? -- that these dogs shoulalbe to float in the air: in my amazed
admiration for that | am at one with my fellow-dogait far more strange to my mind is
the senselessness, the dumb senselessness abtlsterces. They have no relation
whatever to the general life of

the community, they hover in the air, and thatlisamd life goes on its usual way;
someone now and then refers to art and artistsheu it ends. But why, my good dogs,
why on earth do these dogs float in the air? Waass is there in their occupation? Why
can one get no word of explanation regarding thé/hy do they hover up there, letting
their legs, the pride of dogs, fall into desuetyzteserving a detachment from the
nourishing earth, reaping without having sowednggarticularly well provided for, as |
hear, and at the cost of the dog community toahlftatter myself that my enquiries into
these matters made some stir. People began tdigstesafter a fashion, to collect data;
they made a beginning, at least, although theyaver likely to go farther. But after all
that is something. And though the truth will notddscovered by such means -- never can
that stage be reached -- yet they throw light anesof the profounder ramifications of
falsehood. For all the senseless phenomena ofxsterce, and the most senseless by
far of all, are susceptible of investigation. Notrpletely, of course -- that is the
diabolical jest -- but sufficiently to spare onerpal questions. Take the soaring dogs
once more as an example; they are not haughtyeasaht imagine at first, but rather
particularly dependent upon their fellow-dog; ifedtnies to put oneself in their place one
will see that. For they must do what they can taimbpardon, and not openly -- that
would be a violation of the obligation to keep sde -- they must do what they can to
obtain pardon for their way of life, or else divattention from it so that it may be
forgotten -- and they do this, |

have been told, by means of an almost unenduralhléiity. They are perpetually
talking, partly of their philosophical reflectionsijth which, seeing that they have
completely renounced bodily exertion, they can icmatusly occupy themselves, partly

of the observations which they have made from thealted stations; and although, as is
very understandable considering their lazy exisgetieey are not much distinguished for
intellectual power, and their philosophy is as \Wi@s$s as their observations, and science
can make hardly any use of their utterances, asdié®is not reduced to draw assistance
from such wretched sources, nevertheless if ong &hlt the soaring dogs are really
doing one will invariably receive the reply thaeyhcontribute a great deal to knowledge.
"That is true," remarks someone, "but their conttitns are worthless and wearisome."
The reply to that is a shrug, or a change of thigest, or annoyance, or laughter, and in a
little while, when you ask again, you learn oncerentat they contribute to knowledge,
and finally when you are asked the question yousatiwill reply -- if you are not

careful -- to the same effect. And perhaps indeedwell not to be too obstinate, but to
yield to public sentiment, to accept the extantisgadogs, and without recognizing their



right to existence, which cannot be done, yet lertte them. But more than this must
not be required; that would be going too far, aatithe demand is made. We are
perpetually being asked to put up with new soadogs who are always appearing. One
does not even know where they come from. Do thege thultiply by propagation?
Have they ac-

tually the strength for that? -- for they are nothmuch more than a beautiful coat of
hair, and what is there in that to propagate? Banef that improbable contingency were
possible, when could it take place? For they arariably seen alone, self-complacently
floating high up in the air, and if for once in &ile they descend to take a run, it lasts
only for a minute or two, a few mincing struts amtte more they are back in strict
solitude, absorbed in what is supposed to be prafdliought, from which, even when
they exert themselves to the utmost, they canaotthemselves free, or at least so they
say. But if they do not propagate their kind, isrgdible that there can be dogs who
voluntarily give up life on the solid ground, volanily become soaring dogs, and merely
for the sake of the comfort and a certain techracabmplishment choose that empty life
on cushions up there? It is unthinkable; neitheppgation nor voluntary transition is
thinkable. The facts, however, show that thereabsays new soaring dogs in evidence,
from which one must conclude that, in spite of ablgs which appear insurmountable to
our understanding, no dog species, however curaues, dies out, once it exists, or, at
least, not without a tough struggle, not withounigecapable of putting up a successful
defense for a long time.

But if that is valid for such an out-of-the-way tesnally odd, inefficient species as the
soaring dog, must | not also accept it as validhiore? Besides, | am not in the least
gueer outwardly; an ordinary middle-class dog sagfs very prevalent, in this
neighborhood, at least, | am neither particulakgeptional in any

way, nor particularly repellent in any way; andy youth and to some extent also in
maturity, so long as | attended to my appearandehad lots of exercise, | was actually
considered a very handsome dog. My front view watiqularly admired, my slim legs,
the fine set of my head; but my silvery white amtlow coat, which curled only at the
hair tips, was very pleasing too; in all that theses nothing strange; the only strange
thing about me is my nature, yet even that, as dlvays careful to remember, has its
foundation in universal dog nature. Now if not evlea soaring dogs live in isolation, but
invariably manage to encounter their fellows somawtor other in the great dog world,
and even to conjure new generations of themselwesfaothingness, then | too can live
in the confidence that | am not quite forlorn. @ertly the fate of types like mine must be
a strange one, and the existence of my colleagques@ver be of visible help to me, if
for no other reason than that | should scarcely beeble to recognize them. We are the
dogs who are crushed by the silence, who longeaalkbthrough it, literally to get a breath
of fresh air; the others seem to thrive on siletrees, that is only so in appearance, as in



the case of the musical dogs, who ostensibly wette galm when they played, but in
reality were in a state of intense excitement; ribedess the illusion is very strong, one
tries to make a breach in it, but it mocks evetgrapt. What help, then, do my
colleagues find? What kind of attempts do they mak®anage to go on living in spite
of everything? These attempts may be of varioudkiMy own bout of questioning
while

| was young was one. So | thought that perhapassbciated with those who asked
many questions | might find my real comrades. Walid so for some time, with great
self-control, a self-control made necessary byat@oyance | felt when | was interrupted
by perpetual questions that | mostly could not arswyself: for the only thing that
concerns me is to obtain answers. Moreover, whasbegiger to ask questions when he is
young, and how, when so many questions are goiogtahre you to pick out the right
guestions? One guestion sounds like anothertlieisntention that counts, but that is
often hidden even from the questioner. And besidesa peculiarity of dogs to be

always asking questions, they ask them confusddiggether; it is as if in doing that

they were trying to obliterate every trace of tieagjne questions. No, my real colleagues
are not to be found among the youthful questiorard,just as little among the old and
silent, to whom | now belong. But what good aretladlse questions, for they have failed
me completely; apparently my colleagues are clexdgs than I, and have recourse to
other excellent methods that enable them to beéstitd, methods which, nevertheless,
as | can tell from my own experience, though theymerhaps help at a pinch, though
they may calm, lull to rest, distract, are yet be whole as impotent as my own, for, no
matter where | look, | can see no sign of theircesgs. | am afraid that the last thing by
which | can hope to recognize my real colleaguékes success. But where, then, are
my real colleagues? Yes, that is the burden of amytaint; that is the kernel of it.

Where are they?

Everywhere and nowhere. Perhaps my next-door neigbbly three jumps away, is one
of them; we often bark across to each other, He oalme sometimes too, though | do
not call on him. Is he my real colleague? | dokmaiw, | certainly see no sign of it in
him, but it is possible. It is possible, but akkttame nothing is more improbable. When
he is away | can amuse myself, drawing on my fahgydiscovering in him many things
that have a suspicious resemblance to myself; cg be stands before me all my
fancies become ridiculous. An old dog, a little #araeven than myself -- and | am
hardly medium size-brown, short-haired, with adireng of the head and a shuffling
gait; on the top of all this he trails his left diteg behind him a little because of some
disease. For a long time now | have been more atgrwith him than with anybody else;
| am glad to say that | can still get on toleraliil with him, and when he goes away |
shout the most friendly greetings after him, thonghout of affection, but in anger at
myself; for if | follow him | find him just as disgsting again, slinking along there with
his trailing leg and his much too low hind-quart&emetimes it seems to me as if | were



trying to humiliate myself by privately calling himy colleague. Nor in our talks does he
betray any trace of similarity of thought; true,ib&lever and cultured enough as these
things go here, and | could learn much from hint;ibut for cleverness and culture that |
am looking? We converse usually about local questiand | am astonished -- my
isolation has made me more clear-sighted in sudtersa- how much intelligence is
needed even by an ordinary dog,

even in average and not unfavorable circumstatides,is to live out his life and defend
himself against the greater of life's customaryggas. True, knowledge provides the
rules one must follow, but even to grasp them ifgaty and in rough outline is by no
means easy, and when one has actually graspedtieeral difficulty still remains,
namely, to apply them to local conditions -- hdraast nobody can help, almost every
hour brings new tasks, and every new patch of ergpecific problems; no one can
maintain that he has settled everything for goatithat henceforth his life will go on, so
to speak, of itself, not even | myself, though negds shrink literally from day to day.
And all this ceaseless labor -- to what end? Metielgntomb oneself deeper and deeper
in silence, it seems, so deep that one can neverdgged out of it again by anybody.

People often cry up the universal progress madédgog community throughout the
ages, and probably mean by that more particulagdyptrogress in knowledge. Certainly
knowledge is progressing, its advance is irredestibactually progresses at an
accelerating speed, always faster, but what igtteepraise in that? It is as if one were to
praise someone because with the years he grows alttein consequence comes nearer
and nearer to death with increasing speed. Thahetural and moreover an ugly
process, in which | find nothing to praise. | carlyosee decline everywhere, in saying
which, however, | do not mean that earlier genenastiwere essentially better than ours,
but only younger; that was their great advantduggr memory

was not so overburdened as ours today, it wasrdagjet them to speak out, and even if
nobody actually succeeded in doing that, the pdggibf it was greater, and it is indeed
this greater sense of possibility that moves udesply when we listen to those old and
strangely simple stories. Here and there we catalriausly significant phrase and we
would almost like to leap to our feet, if we didtifieel the weight of centuries upon us.
No, whatever objection | may have to my age, forg@rerations were not better, indeed
in a sense they were far worse, far weaker. Evéinase days wonders did not openly
walk the streets for any one to seize; but allstli®e dogs -- | cannot put it in any other
way -- had not yet become so doggish as todaydlee of dogdom was still loosely
put together, the true Word could still have ineted, planning or replanning the
structure, changing it at will, transforming itents opposite; and the Word was there,
was very near at least, on the tip of everybodyigtie, any one might have hit upon it.
And what has become of it today? Today one maykpbut one's very heart and not find
it. Our generation is lost, it may be, but it isnebdlameless than those earlier ones. | can



understand the hesitation of my generation, indieischo longer mere hesitation; it is the
thousandth forgetting of a dream dreamt a thousames and forgotten a thousand times;
and who can damn us merely for forgetting for tihmusandth time? But | fancy |
understand the hesitation of our forefathers tamywwwuld probably have acted just as
they did; indeed | could almost say: Well for uatth was not we who had to

take the guilt upon us, that instead we can hastalmost guiltless silence towards death
in a world dark, ened by others. When our firshéas strayed they had doubtless
scarcely any notion that their aberration was tamendless one, they could still literally
see the cross-roads, it seemed an easy mattentbdok whenever they pleased, and if
they hesitated to turn back it was merely becdusg wanted to enjoy a dog's life for a
little while longer; it was not yet a genuine ddgts, and already it seemed

intoxicatingly beautiful to them, so what mustédome in a little while, a very little
while, and so they strayed farther. 'They did maiw what we can now guess at,
contemplating the course of history: that changgnsein the soul before it appears in
ordinary existence, and that, when they beganjtmyendog's life, they must already
have possessed real old dogs' souls, and were tneans so near their starting-point as
they thought, or as their eyes feasting on all ddgppys tried to persuade them. But who
can speak of youth at this time of day? These wWereeally young dogs, but their sole
ambition unfortunately was to become old dogsyteuthing which they could not fail to
achieve, as all succeeding generations show, arsd the last, most clearly of all.

Naturally | do not talk to my neighbor of thesenils, but often | cannot but think of
them when | am sitting opposite him -- that typicll dog -- or bury my nose in his coat,
which already has a whiff of the smell of castiufifes. To talk to him, or even to any of
the others, about such things, would be pointldssow what course the conversation
would take. He would

urge a slight objection now and then, but finakwould agree -- agreement is the best
weapon of defense -- and the matter would be buwag indeed trouble to exhume it at
all? And in spite of this there is a profounder ersianding between my neighbor and
me, going deeper than mere words. | shall neveseceamaintain that, though | have no
proof of it and perhaps am merely suffering fronoadinary delusion, caused by the fact
that for a long time this dog has been the onlywitle whom | have held any
communication, and so | am bound to cling to hiAre'you after all my colleague in
your own fashion? And ashamed because everythimgniecarried with you? Look, the
same fate has been mine. When | am alone | weaptpgeme, it is sweeter to weep in
company.” | often have such thoughts as theselarditgive him a prolonged look. He
does not lower his glance, but neither can one aagthing from it; he gazes at me dully,
wondering why | am silent and why | have brokentb# conversation. But perhaps that
very glance is his way of questioning me, and aplmint him just as he disappoints me.
In my youth, if other problems had not been morpanant to me then, and | had not



been perfectly satisfied with my own company, | Woprobably have asked him straight
out and received an answer flatly agreeing with ame, that would have been worse even
than today's silence. But is not everybody silesicdy in the same way? What is there to
prevent me from believing that everyone is my @aglee, instead of thinking that | have
only one or two fellow-enquirers -- lost and forigot along with their petty

achievements,

so that | can never reach them by any road throlgllarkness of ages or the confused
throng of the present: why not believe that allgifrygm the beginning of time have been
my colleagues, all diligent in their own way, atiawccessful in their own way, all silent
or falsely garrulous in their own way, as hopelesgarch is apt to make one? But in that
case | need not have severed myself from my fellaved|, | could have remained quietly
among the others, | had no need to fight my waylikeata stubborn child through the
closed ranks of the grown-ups, who indeed wantedwsh as | to find a way out, and
who seemed incomprehensible to me simply becaubeewfknowledge, which told

them that nobody could ever escape and that itstvgsd to use force.

Such ideas, however, are definitely due to theierite of my neighbor; he confuses me,
he fills me with dejection; and yet in himself lsehiappy enough, at least when he is in
his own quarters | often hear him shouting andisngt is really unbearable. It would
be a good thing to renounce this last tie alsag#se giving way to the vague dreams
which all contact with dogs unavoidably provokes nmatter how hardened one may
consider oneself, and to employ the short time ghithremains for me exclusively in
prosecuting my researches. The next time he comsiesllislip away, or pretend | am
asleep, and keep up the pretense until he stopsgime.

Also my researches have fallen into desuetuddaxrégrow weary, | trot mechanically
where once | raced enthusiastically. | think of tinee when | be-

gan to enquire into the question: "Whence doegé#nth procure this food?" Then indeed
| really lived among the people, | pushed my wayretthe crowd was thickest, wanted
everybody to know my work and be my audience, agguodience was even more
essential to me than my work; | still expected todace some effect or other, and that
naturally gave me a great impetus, which now tleah Isolitary is gone. But in those
days | was so full of strength that | achieved sttving unprecedented, something at
variance with all our principles, and that everntemporary eyewitness assuredly recalls
now as an uncanny feat. Our scientific knowledd@civgenerally makes for an extreme
specialization, is remarkably simple in one proeincmean where it teaches that the
earth engenders our food, and then, after havidgdiawn this hypothesis, gives the
methods by which the different foods may be achiaueheir best kinds and greatest
abundance. Now it is of course true that the danitigs forth all food, of that there can
be no doubt; but as simple as people generallyimeagto be the matter is not; and their



belief that it is simple prevents further enquifgke an ordinary occurrence that happens
every day. If we were to be quite inactive, as lamost completely now, and after a
perfunctory scratching and watering of the soidevn and wait for what was to come,
then we should find the food on the ground, assgnihmat is, that a result of some kind

is inevitable. Nevertheless that is not what usuadippens. Those who have preserved
even a little freedom of judgment on scientific teeg -- and their numbers are truly
small, for science draws a wider

and wider circle round itself -- will easily seetlout having to make any specific
experiment, that the main part of the food thalissovered on the ground in such cases
comes from above; indeed customarily we snap ug ofasur food, according to our
dexterity and greed, before it has reached thengta all. In saying that, however, | am
saying nothing against science; the earth, of @umsngs forth this kind of food too.
Whether the earth draws one kind of food out @flitand calls down another kind from
the skies perhaps makes no essential differendes@ence, which has established that
in both cases it is necessary to prepare the growgedtl not perhaps concern itself with
such distinctions, for does it not say: "If you Bdwod in your jaws you have solved all
guestions for the time being." But it seems to ha science nevertheless takes a veiled
interest, at least to some extent, in these mattexsmuch as it recognizes two chief
methods of procuring food; namely the actual praf@an of the ground, and secondly the
auxiliary perfecting processes of incantation, @éamnd song. | find here a distinction in
accordance with the one | have myself made; neffiaitive distinction, perhaps, but yet
clear enough. The scratching and watering of tberg, in my opinion, serves to
produce both kinds of food, and remains indispelesatcantation, dance, and song,
however, are concerned less with the ground foddemarrower sense, and serve
principally to attract the food from above. Traglitifortifies me in this interpretation.

The ordinary dogs themselves set science rightwigheut knowing it, and without
science being able to venture a word in

reply. If, as science claims, these ceremoniesst@nonly to the soil, giving it the
potency, let us say, to attract food from thethien logically they should be directed
exclusively to the soil; it is the soil that theamtations must be whispered to, the soill
that must be danced to. And to the best of my kadgé science ordains nothing else
than this. But now comes the remarkable thingpéeple in all their ceremonies gaze
upwards. This is no insult to science, since s@ataes not forbid it, but leaves the
husbandman complete freedom in this respect; iledtshing it takes only the soil into
account, and if the husbandman carries out itsuasbns concerning the preparation of
the ground it is content; yet, in my opinion, ibsid really demand more than this if it is
logical. And, though | have never been deeplyatgtll into science, | simply cannot
conceive how the learned can bear to let our peoplelly and passionate as they are,
chant their incantations with their faces turnedaruls, wail our ancient folk songs into
the air, and spring high in their dances as thotaylgetting the ground, they wished to



take flight from it forever. | took this contradiah as my starting-point, and whenever,
according to the teachings of science, the hatirastwas approaching, | restricted my
attention to the ground, it was the ground thar&thed in the dance, and | almost gave
myself a crick in the neck keeping my head as dogbe ground as | could. Later | dug
a hole for my nose, and sang and declaimed irsio ihat only the ground might hear,
and nobody else beside or above me.

The results of my experiment were meagre. Some-

times the food did not appear, and | was alreadpaming to rejoice at this proof, but

then the food would appear; it was exactly as ifstignge performance had caused some
confusion at first, but had shown itself later tmpess advantages, so that in my case the
usual barking and leaping could be dispensed Wiften, indeed, the food appeared in
greater abundance than formerly, but then agawoutld stay away altogether. With a
diligence hitherto unknown in a young dog | drewex@act reports of all my experiments,
fancied that here and there | was on a scent tigittiead me further, but then it lost

itself again in obscurity. My inadequate groundimgcience also undoubtedly held me
up here. What guarantee had |, for instance, beasaibsence of the food was not caused
by unscientific preparation of the ground rathemtbby my experiments, and if that

should be so, then all my conclusions were invédticdtertain circumstances | might have
been able to achieve an almost scrupulously exgerament; namely, if | had succeeded
only once in bringing, down food by an upward inedion without preparing the ground
at all, and then had failed to extract food byraantation directed exclusively to the
ground. | attempted indeed something of this kind,without any real belief in it and
without the conditions being quite perfect; foisiimy fixed opinion that a certain amount
of ground-preparation is always necessary, and gv¥ka heretics who deny this are

right, their theory can never be proved in any caseing that the watering of the ground
is done under a kind of compulsion, and withinaertimits simply cannot be avoided.
An-

other and somewhat tangential experiment succdaeléel and aroused some public
attention. Arguing from the customary method oftshiag food while still in the air, |
decided to allow the food to fall to the groundt tumake no effort to snatch it.
Accordingly | always made a small jump in the airem the food appeared, but timed it
so that it might always fail of its object; in thegjority of instances the food fell dully
and indifferently to the ground in spite of thiada flung myself furiously upon it, with
the fury both of hunger and of disappointment. BBusolated cases something else
happened, something really strange; the food didatidout followed me through the air;
the food pursued the hungry. That never went otofag, always for only a short stretch,
then the food fell after all, or vanished complgtelr -- the most common case -- my
greed put a premature end to the experiment amdll@ved down the tempting food.
All the same | was happy at that time, a stir ofagity ran through my neighborhood, |



attracted uneasy attention, | found my acquainmnoare accessible to my questions, |
could see in their eyes a gleam that seemed likppeal for help; and even if it was
only the reflection of my own glance | asked fotimog more, | was satisfied. Until at
last | discovered -- and the others discoverentkaneously -- that this experiment of
mine was a commonplace of science, had alreadyeded with others far more
brilliantly than with me, and though it had not hedtempted for a long time on account
of the extreme self-control it required, had alsaeed to be repeated, for scientifically it
had no value at all. It only proved what was algead

known, that the ground not only attracts food waity from above, but also at a slant,
indeed sometimes in spirals. So there | was laft wiy experiment, but | was not
discouraged, | was too young for that; on the @mgirthis disappointment braced me to
attempt perhaps the greatest achievement of my lifiel not believe the scientists’
depreciations of my experiment, yet belief was@fwail here, but only proof, and |
resolved to set about establishing that and thiee ray experiment from its original
irrelevance and set it in the very center of te&dfof research. | wished to prove that
when | retreated before the food it was not theigdothat attracted it at a slant, but | who
drew it after me. This first experiment, it is trueould not carry any farther; to see the
food before one and experiment in a scientificispirthe same time -- one cannot keep
that up indefinitely. But | decided to do sometheige; | resolved to fast completely as
long as | could stand it, and at the same timedaabisight of food, all temptation. If |
were to withdraw myself in this manner, remain gyohay and night with closed eyes,
trouble myself neither to snatch food from therair to lift it from the ground, and if, as

| dared not expect, yet faintly hoped, without tekany of the customary measures, and
merely in response to the unavoidable irrationdkewag of the ground and the quiet
recitation of the incantations and songs (the damdshed to omit, so as not weaken my
powers) the food were to come of itself from abae] without going near the ground
were to knock at my teeth for admittance -- if thvare to happen, then, even if science
was

not confuted, for it has enough elasticity to ademiteptions and isolated cases -- | asked
myself what would the other dogs say, who fortulyade not possess such extreme
elasticity? For this would be no exceptional cése those handed down by history, such
as the incident, let us say, of the dog who refusesause of bodily illness or trouble of
mind, to prepare the ground, to track down andeseiz food, upon which the whole dog
community recite magical formulee and by this meanceed in making the food deviate
from its customary route into the jaws of the imdal, on the contrary, was perfectly
sound and at the height of my powers, my appeatitgptendid that it prevented me all
day from thinking of anything but itself; | subnatt, moreover, whether it be credited or
not, voluntarily to my period of fasting, was mysgliite able to conjure down my own
supply of food and wished also to do so, and |kéd no assistance from the dog
community, and indeed rejected it in the most deiteed manner.



| sought a suitable place for myself in an outlyahgmp of bushes, where | would have
to listen to no talk of food, no sound of munchjags and bones being gnawed; | ate my
fill for the last time and laid me down. As far@sssible | wanted to pass my whole time
with closed eyes; until the food came it would leegetual night for me, even though my
vigil might last for days or weeks. During that @nhowever, | dared not sleep much,
better indeed if | did not sleep at ail -- and timade everything much harder -- for | must
not only conjure the food down from the air, but

also be on my guard lest | should be asleep whamiited; yet on the other hand sleep
would be very welcome to me, for | would managési much longer asleep than
awake. For those reasons | decided to arrangemgygrudently and sleep a great deal,
but always in short snatches. | achieved this twags resting my head while | slept on
some frail twig, which soon snapped and so awokeSudhere I lay, sleeping or
keeping watch, dreaming or singing quietly to miyddl first vigils passed

uneventfully; perhaps in the place whence the fwrde no one had yet noticed that |
was lying there in resistance to the normal coofghings, and so there was no sign. |
was a little disturbed in my concentration by tearfthat the other dogs might miss me,
presently find me, and attempt something or otigairest me. A second fear was that at
the mere wetting of the ground, though it was utfiruground according to the findings
of science, some chance nourishment might appebseduce me by its smell. But for a
time nothing of that kind happened and | could gdasting. Apart from such fears | was
more calm during this first stage than | could rerher ever having been before.
Although in reality | was laboring to annul thedings of science, | felt within me a deep
reassurance, indeed almost the proverbial serehthe scientific worker. In my
thoughts | begged forgiveness of science; therd brisoom in it for my researches too;
consolingly in my ears rang the assurance that attemhow great the effect of my
enquiries might be, and indeed the greater theheétivould not be lost to ordinary dog

life; science regarded my attempts with benevolendself would undertake the
interpretation of my discoveries, and that pronaiseady meant fulfilment; while until
now | had felt outlawed in my innermost heart aad hun my head against the
traditional walls of my species like a savage, lldonow be accepted with great honor,
the long-yearned-for warmth of assembled canineesogould lap me round, | would
ride uplifted high on the shoulders of my fellolkemarkable effects of my first hunger.
My achievement seemed so great to me that | begaeé¢p with emotion and self-pity
there among the quiet bushes, which it must beessefd was not very understandable,
for when | was looking forward to my well-earneaveed why should | weep? Probably
out of pure happiness. It is always when | am happy that is seldom enough, that |
weep. After that, however, these feelings soongehddy beautiful fancies fled one by
one before the increasing urgency of my hungeittla longer and | was, after an abrupt
farewell to all my imaginations and my sublime fieg$, totally alone with the hunger
burning in my entrails. "That is my hunger," | tofd/self countless times during this



stage, as if | wanted to convince myself that mgdar and | were still two things and |
could shake it off like a burdensome lover; buteality we were very painfully one, and
when | explained to myself: "That is my hunger,wds really my hunger that was
speaking and having its joke at my expense. A bad time! I still shudder to think of it,
and not merely, please note this, on account o$tiffering | endured then, but because |
know | was insuf-

ficiently equipped then and consequently shall haveve through that suffering once
more if | am ever to achieve anything; for todasfill hold fasting to be the final and
most potent weapon of research. The way goes thrfagging; the highest, if it is
attainable, is attainable only by the highest ¢ffand the highest effort among us is
voluntary fasting. So when [ think of those timeand | would gladly pass my life in
brooding over them -- | cannot help thinking al$ah@ time that still threatens me. It
seems to me that it takes almost a lifetime topecate from such an attempt; my whole
life as an adult lies between me and that fast,| dvae not recovered yet. When | begin
upon my next fast | shall perhaps have more resoidubhan the first time, because of my
greater experience and deeper insight into the fuedte attempt, but my powers are
still enfeebled by that first essay, and so | shalbably begin to fail at the mere
approach of these familiar horrors. My weaker appeitill not help me; it will reduce

the value of the attempt only by a very little, amdl, indeed, probably force me to fast
longer than was necessary the first time. | thiaknl clear on these and many other
matters, the long interval has not been wantingiah attempts, often enough | have
literally got my teeth into hunger; but | was ntli strong enough for the ultimate effort,
and now the unspoilt ardor of youth is of courseegytorever. It vanished in the great
privations of that first fast. All sorts of thoughibrmented me. Our forefathers appeared
threateningly before me. True, | held them resfdaador everything, even

if | dared not say so openly; it was they who imeaal our dog life in guilt, and so | could
easily have responded to their menaces with cometeaces; but | bow before their
knowledge, it came from sources of which we knowammer, and for that reason, much
as | may feel compelled to oppose them, | shalenactually overstep their laws, but
content myself with wriggling out through the gafms,which | have a particularly good
nose. On the question of fasting | appealed tav#éknown dialogue in the course of
which one of our sages once expressed the inteotiforbidding fasting, but was
dissuaded by a second with the words: "But who diewker think of fasting?"

whereupon the first sage allowed himself to beymted and withdrew the prohibition.
But now arises the question: "Is not fasting retdlpidden after all?" The great majority
of commentators deny this and regard fasting agdyfigermitted, and holding as they
think with the second sage do not worry in thetlehsut the evil consequences that may
result from erroneous interpretations. | had ndlyessured myself on this point before |
began my fast. But now that | was twisted withplaags of hunger, and in my distress of
mind sought relief in my own hind legs, despainniggking and gnawing at them up to



the very buttocks, the universal interpretatiomthid dialogue seemed to me entirely and
completely false, | cursed the commentators' seiehcursed myself for having been led
astray by it; for the dialogue contained, as anldaould see, more than merely one
prohibition of fasting; the first sage wished tolfial fasting; what a

sage wishes is already done, so fasting was foebidakl for the second sage, he not only
agreed with the first, but actually consideredifegstmpossible, piled therefore on the
first prohibition a second, that of dog naturelftdbe first sage saw this and thereupon
withdrew the explicit prohibition, that was to ség imposed upon all dogs, the matter
being now settled, the obligation to know themseglaed to make their own prohibitions
regarding fasting. So here was a threefold prabibiinstead of merely one, and | had
violated it. Now | could at least have obeyed & foint, though tardily, but in the midst
of my pain | felt a longing to go on fasting, anbllowed it as greedily is if it were a
strange dog. | could not stop; perhaps too | wiasadly too weak to get up and seek
safety for myself in familiar scenes. | tossed dlmyuthe fallen forest leaves, | could no
longer sleep, | heard noises on every side; thédwahich had been asleep during my
life hitherto, seemed to have been awakened byastyniy, | was tortured by the fancy
that | would never be able to eat again, and | reasso as to reduce to silence this world
rioting so noisily round me, and | would never Idedo do so; but the greatest noise of
all came from my own belly, I often laid my ear s it with startled eyes, for | could
hardly believe what | heard. And now that thingseMeecoming unendurable my very
nature seemed to be seized by the general frendynade senseless attempts to save
itself; the smell of food began to assail me, delis dainties that | had long since
forgotten, delights of my childhood; yes, | couidddl the very fragrance

of my mother's teats; | forgot my resolution toiseall smells, or rather | did not forget
it; | dragged myself to and fro, never for morertlzafew yards, and sniffed as if that
were in accordance with my resolution, as if | wlexaking for food simply to be on my
guard against it. The fact that | found nothing kad disappoint me; the food must be
there, only it was always a few steps away, my faigsd me before | could reach it. But
simultaneously | knew that nothing was there, dad k made those feeble movements
simply out of fear lest | might collapse in thispé and never be able to leave it. My last
hopes, my last dreams vanished; | would perish meserably; of what use were my
researches? -- childish attempts undertaken inlishiland far happier days; here and
now was the hour of deadly earnest, here my erggusthould have shown their value,
but where had they vanished? Only a dog lay hdmdssly snapping at the empty air, a
dog who, though he still watered the ground withwdsive haste at short intervals and
without being aware of it, could not remember etrenshortest of the countless
incantations stored in his memory, not even tlie lihyme which the newly-born puppy
says when it snuggles under its mother. It seemedktas if | were separated from all
my fellows, not by a quite short stretch, but byir#mite distance, and as if | would die
less of hunger than of neglect. For it was cleat tlobody troubled about me, nobody



beneath the earth, on it, or above it; | was dghtheir indifference; they said
indifferently: "He is dying,"” and it would actualiome to pass. And did | not myself
assent? Did

| not say the same thing? Had | not wanted to bsate@n like this? Yes, brothers, but not
SO as to perish in that place, but to achieve taathescape from this world of falsehood,
where there is no one from whom you can learnrifte,tnot even from me, born as | am
a citizen of falsehood. Perhaps the truth was aeesy far off, and | not so forsaken,
therefore, as | thought; or | may have been fonsaées by my fellows than by myself, in
yielding and consenting to die.

But one does not die so easily as a nervous dogimes | merely fainted, and when |
came to and raised my eyes a strange hound walirgjdrefore me. | did not feel
hungry, but rather filled with strength, and my llisy it seemed to me, were light and
agile, though | made no attempt to prove this kyiggto my feet. My visual faculties in
themselves were no keener than usual, a beautifuidi at all extraordinary hound stood
before me; | could see that, and that was all,yed seemed to me that | saw something
more in him. There was blood under me, at firsioktit for food; but | recognized it
immediately as blood that | had vomited. | turnegawes from it to the strange hound.
He was lean, long-legged, brown with a patch ofte&vhere and there, and had a fine,
strong, piercing glance. "What are you doing here?asked. "You must leave this
place.™l can't leave it just now," | said, withduging to explain, for how could I explain
everything to him; besides, he seemed to be iy hilPlease go away," he said,
impatiently lifting his feet and setting them doagain. "Let me be," | said, "leave me to
myself and don't worry about me; the others don't.”

"l ask you to go for your own sake," he said. "Yeaun ask for any reason you like," |
replied. "I can't go even if | wanted to.""You neleave no fear of that,” he said, smiling.
"You can go all right. It's because you seem téelkble that | ask you to go now, and
you can go slowly if you like; if you linger now yth have to race off later on." " That's

my affair,” | replied. "It's mine too," he said,dskened by my stubbornness, yet obviously
resolved to let me lie for the time being, buthet same time to seize the opportunity of
paying court to me. At any other time | would glatihve submitted to the blandishments
of such a beautiful creature, but at that momehy,wcannot tell, the thought filled me
with terror. "Get out!" | screamed, and all thedeu as | had no other means of
protecting myself. "All right, I'll leave you théme said, slowly retreating. "You're
wonderful. Don't | please you?"You'll please medmyng away and leaving me in
peace," | said, but | was no longer so sure of mhgse tried to make him think. My
senses, sharpened by fasting, suddenly seemed tw kear something about him; it was
just beginning, it was growing, it came nearer, bkdew that this hound had the power
to drive me away, even if | could not imagine tosaly at the moment how | was ever to
get to my feet. And | gazed at him -- he had mesélgken his head sadly at my rough



answer -- with ever-mounting desire. "Who are you&Sked. "I'm a hunter," he replied.
"And why won't you let me lie here?" | asked. "Ydisturb me," he said. "I can't hunt
while you're here.""Try," | said, "perhaps you'd Bble to hunt after all.""No,"

he said, "I'm sorry, but you must go.""Don't humt this one day!" | implored him. "No,"
he said, "I must hunt."™'l must go; you must humhsaid, "nothing but musts. Can you
explain to me why we must?""No," he replied, "there's nothing that needs to be
explained, these are natural, self-evident thiriyat quite so self-evident as all that," |
said, "you're sorry that you must drive me awayl gt you do it." "That's so," he
replied. "That's so," | echoed him crossly, "ttsatt an answer. Which sacrifice would
you rather make; to give up your hunting, or gipeduiving me away?""To give up my
hunting," he said without hesitation. "There!" shitidon't you see that you're
contradicting yourself?""How am | contradicting reif®" he replied. "My dear little dog,
can it be that you really don't understand thaustd Don't you understand the most self-
evident fact?" | made no answer, for | noticednd aew life ran through me, life such as
terror gives -- | noticed from almost invisible indtions, which perhaps nobody but
myself could have noticed, that in the depths sfdhiest the hound was preparing to
upraise a song. "You're going to sing," | said.sYde replied gravely, "I'm going to
sing, soon, but not yet.""You're beginning alreddgaid. "No," he said, "not yet. But be
prepared.™l can hear it already, though you defiy said, trembling. He was silent, and
then | thought | saw something such as no dog befw had ever seen, at least there is
no slightest hint of it in our tradition, and | lilsbowed my head in infinite fear and
shame in the pool of blood lying before me. | thoigsaw that

the hound was already singing without knowing &y,;rmore, that the melody, separated
from him, was floating on the air in accordancehwis own laws, and, as though he had
no part in it, was moving towards me, towards nemel Today, of course, | deny the
validity of all such perceptions and ascribe thermiy overexcitation at that time, but
even if it was an error it had nevertheless aaograndeur, and is the sole, even if
delusive, reality that | have carried over intestivorld from my period of fasting, and
shows at least how far we can go when we are begarsglves. And | was actually quite
beyond myself. In ordinary circumstances | woulgiéhbeen very ill, incapable of
moving; but the melody, which the hound soon seetoedknowledge as his, was quite
irresistible. It grew stronger and stronger; itximg power seemed to have no limits, and
already almost burst my ear-drums. But the worst that it seemed to exist solely for
my sake, this voice before whose sublimity the veofadl silent to exist solely for my
sake; who was |, that | could dare to remain Hgheg brazenly before it in my pool of
blood and filth. | tottered to my feet and lookemlsh at myself; this wretched body can
never run, | still had time to think, but alreadpurred on by the melody, | was careering
from the spot in splendid style. | said nothingrtg friends; probably | could have told
them all when | first arrived, but | was too feelded later it seemed to me that such



things could not be told. Hints which | could nefrain from occasionally dropping were
quite lost in the general conversation. For

the rest | recovered physically in a few hours, dpititually | still suffer from the effects
of that experiment.

Nevertheless, | next carried my researches intaantisue, science had not been idle in
this sphere either; the science of music, if | @mextly informed, is perhaps still more
comprehensive than that of nurture, and in any eatablished on a firmer basis. That
may be explained by the fact that this province iéslof more objective enquiry than the
other, and its knowledge is more a matter of piaseovation and systematization, while
in the province of food the main object is to agkipractical results. That is the reason
why the science of music is accorded greater esteeamthat of nurture, but also why the
former has never penetrated so deeply into thefitbe people. | myself felt less
attracted to the science of music than to any athét | heard that voice in the forest.

My experience with the musical dogs had indeed drawy attention to music, but | was
still too young at that time. Nor is it by any mearasy even to come to grips with that
science; it is regarded as very esoteric and ppkbecludes the crowd. Besides, although
what struck me most deeply at first about theses deas their music, their silence
seemed to me still more significant; as for théfimghting music, probably it was quite
unique, so that | could leave it out of account;thenceforth their silence confronted me
everywhere and in all the dogs | met. So for pexiety into real dog nature research into
food seemed to me the best method, calculatectbriee to my goal by the straightest
path.

Perhaps | was mistaken. A border region betweesettwo sciences, however, had
already attracted my attention. | mean the thebrgaantation, by which food is called
down. Here again it is very much against me thetvie never seriously tackled the
science of music and in this sphere cannot eventaayself among the half-educated,
the class on whom science looks down most of &ik Tact | cannot get away from. |
could not -- | have proof of that, unfortunatelyl eould not pass even the most
elementary scientific examination set by an autiann the subject. Of course, quite
apart from the circumstances already mentionedig&gon for that can be found in my
incapacity for scientific investigation, my limitgubwers of thought, my bad memory,
but above all in my inability to keep my scientiion continuously before my eyes. All
this | frankly admit, even with a certain degregldasure. For the more profound cause
of my scientific incapacity seems to me to be atimtt, and indeed by no means a bad
one. If | wanted to brag | might say that it wais trery instinct that invalidated my
scientific capacities, for it would surely be aywextraordinary thing if one who shows a
tolerable degree of intelligence in dealing witk trdinary daily business of life, which
certainly cannot be called simple, and moreovenmanese findings have been checked
and verified, where that was possible, by individgentists if not by science itself,



shoulda priori be incapable of planting his paw even on the firag of the ladder of
science. It was this instinct that made me -- agrthgps for the sake of science itself, but
a different science

from that of today, an ultimate science -- prizeffom higher than everything else.
Freedom! Certainly such freedom as is possibleytegla wretched business. But
nevertheless freedom, nevertheless a possession.

The Burrow

| HAVE COMPLETED the construction of my burrow ainéeems to be successful. All
that can be seen from outside is a big hole; tiatiever, really leads nowhere; if you
take a few steps you strike against natural firokrdé can make no boast of having
contrived this ruse intentionally; it is simply themains of one of my many abortive
building attempts, but finally it seemed to me adbie to leave this one hole without
filling it in. True, some ruses are so subtle thaly defeat themselves, | know that better
than any one, and it is certainly a risk to drateraion by this hole to the fact that there
may be something in the vicinity worth enquiringpinBut you do not know me if you
think | am afraid, or that | built my burrow simpbut of fear. At a distance of some
thousand paces from this hole lies, covered by aafvle layer of moss, the real entrance
to the burrow; it is secured as safely as anytmrtgis world can be secured; yet some
one could step on the moss or break through ittlaeal my burrow would lie open, and
anybody who liked -- please note, however, thatequncommon abilities would also be
required -- could make his way in and destroy etneng for

good. | know that very well, and even now that | laetter off than ever before | can
scarcely pass an hour in complete tranquillitythat one point in the dark moss | am
vulnerable, and in my dreams | often see a greaalszha sniffing round it persistently. It
will be objected that | could quite well have fdléen the entrance too, with a thin layer of
hard earth on top and with loose soil further dosenthat it would not cost me much
trouble to dig my way out again whenever | likedit Bhat plan is impossible; prudence
itself demands that | should have a way of leadhg moment's notice if necessary,
prudence itself demands, as alas! so often, tmeegleof risk in life. All this involves
very laborious calculation, and the sheer pleastitke mind in its own keenness is often
the sole reason why one keeps it up. | must havayeof leaving at a moment's notice,
for, despite all my vigilance, may | not be attatkem some quite unexpected quarter?
| live in peace in the inmost chamber of my hoase& meanwhile the enemy may be
burrowing his way slowly and stealthily straightvierds me. | do not say that he has a
better scent than I; probably he knows as littleuslme as | of him. But there are
insatiable robbers who burrow blindly through tleund, and to whom the very size of



my house gives the hope of hitting by chance onesohits far-flung passages. |
certainly have the advantage of being in my ownskeand knowing all the passages and
how they run. A robber may very easily become nayivi and a succulent one too. But |
am growing old; | am not as strong as many otteerd,my enemies are countless;

it could well happen that in flying from one eneimyight run into the jaws of another.
Anything might happen! In any case | must havecidident knowledge that
somewhere there is an exit easy to reach and fyeéewhere | have to do nothing
whatever to get out, so that | might never -- Heesfgield us! -- suddenly feel the teeth
of the pursuer in my flank while | am desperatalyrbwing away, even if it is at loose
easy soil. And it is not only by external enemiest t am threatened. There are also
enemies in the bowels of the earth. | have nevan sgem, but legend tells of them and |
firmly believe in them. They are creatures of tinear earth; not even legend can describe
them. Their very victims can scarcely have seemitlieey come, you hear the scratching
of their claws just under you in the ground, whiglheir element, and already you are
lost. Here it is of no avail to console yourselftwihe thought that you are in your own
house; far rather are you in theirs. Not even miauld save me from them; indeed in
all probability it would not save me in any caset tather betray me; yet it is a hope, and
| cannot live without it. Apart from this main exiam also connected with the outer
world by quite narrow, tolerably safe passages Wwpiovide me with good fresh air to
breathe. They are the work of the field mice. Idhavade judicious use of them,
transforming them into an organic part of my burr@hey also give me the possibility

of scenting things from afar, and thus serve a®teption. All sorts of small fry, too,
come running through them, and | devour these;cam Ihave a certain amount of subter-

ranean hunting, sufficient for a modest way of, feéthout leaving my burrow at all; and
that is naturally a great advantage.

But the most beautiful thing about my burrow is stiiness. Of course, that is deceitful.
At any moment it may be shattered and then alllwélbver. For the time being,

however, the silence is still with me. For houcah stroll through my passages and hear
nothing except the rustling of some little creatwvhich | immediately reduce to silence
between my jaws, or the pattering of soil, whichvds my attention to the need for
repair; otherwise all is still. The fragrance oé tivoods floats in; the place feels both
warm and cool. Sometimes | lie down and roll abouhe passage with pure joy. When
autumn sets in to possess a burrow like mine, andfaover your head, is great good
fortune for any one getting on in years. Every heddyards | have widened the passages
into little round cells; there | can curl myself ipcomfort and lie warm. There | sleep
the sweet sleep of tranquillity, of satisfied desof achieved ambition; for | possess a
house. | do not know whether it is a habit thdk gérsists from former days, or whether
the perils even of this house of mine are greatighao awaken me; but invariably every
now and then | start up out of profound sleep &tdn, listen into the stillness which



reigns here unchanged day and night, smile cordnamd then sink with loosened
limbs into still profounder sleep. Poor homelessigkers in the roads and woods,
creeping for warmth into a heap of leaves or a loéttleir comrades, delivered to all the
perils of heaven and earth!

| lie here in a room secured on every side -- tlaeeemore than fifty such rooms in my
burrow -- and pass as much of my time as | choesgden dozing and unconscious
sleep.

Not quite in the center of the burrow, carefullypsbn to serve as a refuge in case of
extreme danger from siege if not from immediatespity lies the chief cell. While all the
rest of the burrow is the outcome rather of intangalectual than of physical labor, this
Castle Keep was fashioned by the most arduous oy whole body. Several times,
in the despair brought on by physical exhaustiamas on the point of giving up the
whole business, flung myself down panting and alitke burrow, dragged myself
outside and left the place lying open to all theldid could afford to do that, for | had
no longer any wish to return to it, until at lasfter four hours or days, back | went
repentantly, and when | saw that the burrow wasitmid | could almost have raised a
hymn of thanksgiving, and in sincere gladness aftsarted on the work anew. My
labors on the Castle Keep were also made hardeémamecessarily so (unnecessarily in
that the burrow derived no real benefit from thiaders) by the fact that just at the place
where, according to my calculations, the Castlegkd®uld be, the soil was very loose
and sandy and had literally to be hammered andgemimto a firm state to serve as a
wall for the beautifully vaulted chamber. But farchk tasks the only tool | possess is my
forehead. So | had to run with my forehead thousamdl thousands of times, for whole
days and nights, against the ground,

and | was glad when the blood came, for that war®af that the walls were beginning to
harden; and in that way, as everybody must admihly paid for my Castle Keep.

In the Castle Keep | assemble my stores; everytbwmeg and above my daily wants that |
capture inside the burrow, and everything | briaglowith me from my hunting
expeditions outside, | pile up here. The placeisacious that food for half a year
scarcely fills it. Consequently | can divide up stgres, walk about among them, play
with them, enjoy their plenty and their various #syeand reckon up exactly how much
they represent. That done, | can always arrangardiogly, and make my calculations
and hunting plans for the future, taking into actahe season of the year. There are
times when | am so well provided for that in myiffetence to food | never even touch
the smaller fry that scuttle about the burrow, whicowever, is probably imprudent of

modification, though within narrow limits, of myaxvs on how the building can best be
organized for that end. Then it sometimes seerkyg tismake the Castle Keep the basis



of defense; the ramifications of the burrow preseatwith manifold possibilities, and it
seems more in accordance with prudence to dividayptores somewhat, and put part
of them in certain of the smaller rooms; thereuporark off every third room, let us say,
as a reserve store-room, or every fourth roomrasaia and every second as an auxiliary
storeroom, and so forth. Or | ignore certain passag

altogether and store no food in them, so as tottamay enemy off the scent, or | choose
guite at random a very few rooms according to thistance from the main exit. Each of
these new plans involves of course heavy workykeha make my calculations and then
carry my stores to their new places. True, | cathab at my leisure and without any
hurry, and it is not at all unpleasant to carrytsgood food in your jaws, to lie down and
rest whenever you like, and, which is an actuahgliee, to have an occasional nibble.
But it is not so pleasant when, as sometimes hapgen suddenly fancy, starting up
from your sleep, that the present distribution @fitystores is completely and totally
wrong, capable of leading to great dangers, and briset right at once, no matter how
tired or sleepy you may be; then I rush, then | tien | have no time for calculation; as |
am burning to execute my perfectly new, perfecilys$actory plan, | seize whatever my
teeth hit upon and drag it or carry it away, sighigroaning, stumbling, and nothing will
content me but some radical alteration of the priestte of things, which seems
imminently dangerous. Until little by little full akefulness sobers me, and | can hardly
understand my panic haste, breathe in deeply dneillity of my house, which | myself
have disturbed, return to my resting-place, fdkes at once in a new-won exhaustion,
and on awakening find hanging from my jaws, sagtaas indubitable proof of night
labors which already seem almost unreal. Then abaie are times when the storing of
all my food in one place seems the best plan ofdlivhat use to me could my stores in

the smaller rooms be, how much could | store tireeny case? And whatever | put there
would block the passage, and be a greater hindthacehelp to me if | were pursued
and had to fly. Besides, it is stupid but true thra's self-conceit suffers if one cannot
see all one's stores together, and so at one gkaoee how much one possesses. And in
dividing up my food in those various ways might aagjreat deal get lost? | can't be
always scouring through all my passages and crassages so as to make sure that
everything is in order. The idea of dividing up stgres is of course a good one, but only
if one had several rooms similar to my Castle K&gueral such rooms! Indeed! And
who is to build them? In any case they could notvbeked into the general plan of my
burrow at this late stage. But | will admit thaatlis a fault in my burrow; it is always a
fault to have only one copy of anything. And | cesd too that during the whole time |
was constructing the burrow a vague divination ttstould have more such cells stirred
in my mind, vaguely, yet clearly enough if | hadyowelcomed it; | did not yield to it, |
felt too feeble for the enormous labor it wouldofwe, more, | felt too feeble even to
admit to myself the necessity for that labor, aothforted myself as best | could with the
vague hope that a building which in any other eageld clearly be inadequate, would in



my own unique, exceptional, favored case sufficespmably, because providence was
interested in the preservation of my forehead, tingque instrument So | have only one
Castle Keep, but my dark premonitions that one dowit suffice have faded. However

that may be | must content myself with the onedbigmber, the smaller ones are simply
no substitute for it, and so, when this convicti@s grown on me, | begin once more to
haul all my stores back from them to the Castleg{&er some time afterwards | find a
certain comfort in having all the passages and sofsae, in seeing my stores growing in
the Castle Keep and emitting their variegated aimgjied smells, each of which delights
me in its own fashion, and every one of which | destinguish even at a distance, as far
as the very remotest passages. Then | usually @eogds of particular tranquillity, in
which | change my sleepingplace by stages, alwayging in towards the center of the
burrow, always steeping myself more profoundlyhie mingled smells, until at last | can
no longer restrain myself and one night rush inee€astle Keep, mightily fling myself
upon my stores, and glut myself with the best tizain seize until | am completely
gorged. Happy, but dangerous hours; any one whe kiosv to exploit them could

destroy me with ease and without any risk. Heretlhecabsence of a second or third large
store-room works to my detriment; for it is theggahuge accumulated mass of food that
seduces me. | try to guard myself in various wayarest this danger; the distribution of
my stores in the smaller rooms is really one o$éhexpedients; but unfortunately, like
other such expedients, it leads through renuncidtcstill greater greed, which,
overruling my intelligence, makes me arbitrariljealmy plans of defense to suit its ends.

To regain my composure after such lapses | make a

practice of reviewing the burrow, and after theassary improvements have been
carried out, frequently leave it, though only fosteort spell. At such moments the
hardship of renouncing it for a long time seemspooitive, even to myself, yet |
recognize clearly the need for my occasional sexctrsions. It is always with a certain
solemnity that | approach the exit again. Duringspglls of home life | avoid it, steer
clear even of the outer windings of the corrid@ttleads to it; besides, it is no easy job
to wander about there, for | have contrived thendhale little maze of passages; it was
there that | began my burrow, at a time when | hadhope of ever completing it
according to my plans; | began, half in play, attborner, and so my first joy in labor
found riotous satisfaction there in a labyrinthmerow which at the time seemed to me
the crown of all burrows, but which | judge todagrhaps with more justice, to be too
much of an idle tour de force, not really worthytlo¢ rest of the burrow, and though
perhaps theoretically brilliant -- here is my mamrance, | said in those days, ironically
addressing my invisible enemies and seeing thealrathdy caught and stifled in the
outer labyrinth -- is in reality a flimsy piece joigglery that would hardly withstand a
serious attack or the struggles of an enemy fighftom his life. Should | reconstruct this
part of my burrow? | keep on postponing the deaisand the labyrinth will probably



remain as it is. Apart from the sheer hard work ttsnould have to face, the task would
also be the most dangerous imaginable. When | bigalnurrow | could work away at it
in comparative peace of mind,

the risk wasn't much greater than any other riskid attempt that today would be to
draw the whole world's attention, and gratuitousdymy burrow; today the whole thing

is impossible. | am almost glad of that, for lIdtéve a certain sentiment about this first
achievement of mine. And if a serious attack wetenapted, what pattern of entrance at
all would be likely to save me? An entrance caredes can lead astray, can give the
attacker no end of worry, and the present one amodo that at a pinch. But a really
serious attack has to be met by an instantaneobginadion of all the resources in the
burrow and all the forces of my body and soul attlof course, is self-evident. So this
entrance can very well remain where it is. The @urhas so many unavoidable defects
imposed by natural causes that it can surely staindne defect for which | am
responsible, and which | recognize as a defect) éwanly after the event. In spite of
that, however, | do not deny that this fault wasmee from time to time, indeed always.

If on my customary rounds | avoid this part of therow, the fundamental reason is
because the sight of it is painful to me, becausanlt want to be perpetually reminded of
a defect in my house, even if that defect is oatydisturbingly present in my mind. Let

it continue to exist ineradicably at the entrariagn at least refuse to look at it as long as
that is possible. If | merely walk in the directiohthe entrance, even though | may be
separated from it by several passages and rodimg, ihyself sensing an atmosphere of
great danger, actually as if my hair were growimg &ind in a moment might fly off and
leave

me bare and shivering, exposed to the howls of meyrees. Yes, the mere thought of the
door itself brings such feelings with it, yet ittige labyrinth leading up to it that torments
me most of all. Sometimes | dream that | have rstanted it, transformed it

completely, quickly, in a night, with a giant'sestgth, nobody having noticed, and now it
is impregnable; the nights in which such dreamsectmme are the sweetest | know,
tears of joy and deliverance still glisten on myataewhen | awaken.

So | must thread the tormenting complications &f labyrinth physically as well as
mentally whenever | go out, and | am both exaspdrahd touched when, as sometimes
happens, | lose myself for a moment in my own mand,the work of my hands seems
to be still doing its best to prove its sufficiertoyme, its maker, whose final judgment
has long since been passed on it. But then | fipsleth beneath the mossy covering,
which has been left untouched for so long -- fetaly for long spells in my house -- that
it has grown fast to the soil round it, and nowyaalittle push with my head is needed
and | am in the upper world. For a long time | @b dare to make that little movement,
and if it were not that | would have to traverse ldbyrinth once more, | would certainly
leave the matter for the time being and turn bayzkra Just think. Your house is



protected and self-sufficient. You live in peaceym, well-nourished, master, sole
master of all your manifold passages and roomsaéinlis you are prepared, it. appears,
not merely to give up, but actually to abandon; gatse the confident hope, certainly,
that you will

regain it; yet is it not a dangerous, a far toog#aious stake that you are playing for? Can
there be any reasonable grounds for such a stepfdiNsuch acts as these there can be
no reasonable grounds. But all the same | thenarealy raise the trap-door and slip
outside, let it softly fall back again, and flyfast as | can from the treacherous spot.

Yet | am not really free. True, | am no longer éoall by narrow passages, but rush
through the open woods, and feel new powers awagenimy body for which there was
no room, as it were, in the burrow, not even in@astle Keep, though it had been ten
times as big. The food too is better up here; thaugnting is more difficult, success
more rare, the results are more valuable from epemt of view; | do not deny all this; |
appreciate it and take advantage of it as fullgnast animals, and probably more fully,
for 1 do not hunt like a vagrant out of mere idles@r desperation, but calmly and
methodically. Also | am not permanently doomedhis free life, for | know that my
term is measured, that | do not have to hunt renevér, and that, whenever | am weary
of this life and wish to leave it, Someone, whosstation | shall not be able to
withstand, will, so to speak, summon me to him. Aod can pass my time here quite
without care and in complete enjoyment, or ratheydld, and yet | cannot. My burrow
takes up too much of my thoughts. | fled from th&@&nce fast enough, but soon | am
back at it again. | seek out a good hiding-plaa® leeep watch on the entrance of my
house -- this time from outside -- for whole dags aights. Call it foolish if you

like; it gives me infinite pleasure and reassures At such times it is as if | were not so
much looking at my house as at myself sleeping,hautithe joy of being in a profound
slumber and simultaneously of keeping vigilant guawer myself. | am privileged, as it
were, not only to dream about the spectres of itjiet im all the helplessness and blind
trust of sleep, but also at the same time to confiftem in actuality with the calm
judgment of the fully awake. And strangely enouglistover that my situation is not so
bad as | had often thought, and will probably thagiain when | return to my house. In
this connection -- it may be in others too, buthis one especially -- these excursions of
mine are truly indispensable. Carefully as | havesen an out-of-the-way place for my
door, the traffic that passes it is nevertheldsme takes a week's observation, very
great; but so it is, no doubt, in all inhabitedio&g, and probably it is actually better to
hazard the risks of dense traffic, whose very impetarries it past, than to be delivered
in complete solitude to the first persistently sbarg intruder. Here enemies are
numerous and their allies and accomplices stillelmmerous, but they fight one
another, and while thus employed rush past my buwihout noticing it. In all my time
| have never seen any one investigating the ad@ of my house, which is fortunate



both for me and for him, for | would certainly ha@enched myself at his throat,
forgetting everything else in my anxiety for thetow. True, intruders come in whose
neighborhood | dare not remain, and from whom lehtavfly as soon as | scent them in
the distance; on their attitude to the

burrow I really can't pronounce with certainty, us at least a reassurance that when |
presently return | never find any of them there] #re entrance is undamaged. There
have been happy periods in which | could almostrassyself that the enmity of the
world towards me had ceased or been assuagedtdhéhstrength of the burrow had
raised me above the destructive struggle of fotmezs. The burrow has probably
protected me in more ways than | thought or danetktwhile | was inside it. This fancy
used to have such a hold over me that sometimagd heen seized by the childish desire
never to return to the burrow again, but to seltleen somewhere close to the entrance,
to pass my life watching the entrance, and glogtgteally upon the reflection -- and in
that find my happiness -- how steadfast a protaatiy burrow would be if | were inside
it. Well, one is soon roughly awakened from chitdiseams. What does this protection
which | am looking at here from the outside amdordfter all? Dare | estimate the
danger which I run inside the burrow from obsexwatiwhich | make when outside? Can
my enemies, to begin with, have any proper awaseoeme if | am not in my burrow? A
certain awareness of me they certainly have, butuicawareness. And is not that full
awareness the real definition of a state of dan§erthe experiments | attempt here are
only half-experiments or even less, calculated igeocereassure my fears and by giving
me false reassurance to lay me open to great pold do not watch over my own
sleep, as | imagined; rather it is | who sleep,|levthe destroyer watches.

Perhaps he is one of those who pass the entrativeulvseeming to notice it, concerned
merely to ascertain, just like myself, that the digcstill untouched and waits for their
attack, and only pass because they know that tiséemaf the house is out, or because
they are quite aware that he is guilelessly lyinglee watch in the bushes close by. And |
leave my post of observation and find | have hamligh of this outside life; | feel that
there is nothing more that | can learn here, eitlosy or at any time. And | long to say a
last good-bye to everything up here, to go dowa my burrow never to return again, let
things take their course, and not try to retardrtiath my profitless vigils. But spoilt by
seeing for such a long time everything that hapgeaend the entrance, | find great
difficulty in summoning the resolution to carry dbe actual descent, which might easily
draw anyone's attention, and without knowing wkdtappening behind my back and
behind the door after it is fastened. | take adsg@tof stormy nights to get over the
necessary preliminaries, and quickly bundle in pyilsthat seems to have come off, but
whether it has really come off will only be knowmen | myself have made the descent;
it will be known, but not by me, or by me, but tate. So | give up the attempt and do
not make the descent. | dig an experimental burratyrally at a good distance from the
real entrance, a burrow just as long as myself,s@adlit also with a covering of moss. |



creep into my hole, close it after me, wait patierkeep vigil for long or short spells,
and at various hours of the day, then fling off thess, issue from my hole, and

summarize my observations. These are extremelydggreous, and both good and bad,;
but | have never been able to discover a univgrsatiple or an infallible method of
descent. In consequence of all this | have nosyetmoned the resolution to make my
actual descent, and am thrown into despair atélsessity of doing it soon. | almost
screw myself to the point of deciding to emigratelistant parts and take up my old
comfortless life again, which had no security whiatebut was one indiscriminate
succession of perils, yet in consequence prevemtedrom perceiving and fearing
particular perils, as | am constantly reminded byparing my secure burrow with
ordinary life. Certainly such a decision would Imeaarant piece of folly, produced
simply by living too long in senseless freedom; bkuerow is still mine, | have only to
take a single step and | am safe. And | tear mysesffrom all my doubts and by broad
daylight rush to the door, quite resolved to raisew; but | cannot, | rush past it and
fling myself into a thorn bush, deliberately, ggumishment, a punishment for some sin |
do not know of. Then, at the last moment, | amddrto admit to myself that | was right
after all, and that it was really impossible todgwn into the burrow without leaving the
thing | love best, for a little while at least,the disposal of all my enemies, on the
ground, in the trees, in the air. And the dangéyiso means a fanciful one, but very
real. It need not be any particular enemy thatasgked to pursue me, it may very well
be some chance innocent little creature, some dlisglittle beast which follows me out
of curiosity, and thus,

without knowing it, becomes the leader of all theriy against me; nor need it be even
that, it may be -- and that would be just as badeéed in some respects worse -- it may
be some one of my own kind, a connoisseur andpoizeurrows, a hermit, a lover of
peace, but all the same a filthy scoundrel who ®sslo be housed where he has not built.
If he were actually to arrive now, if in his obsednst he were to discover the entrance
and set about working at it, lifting the moss; éfWere actually to succeed, if he were
actually to wriggle his way in in my stead, untillp his hindquarters still showed; if all
this were actually to happen, so that at lastjrogstl prudence to the winds, | might in
my blind rage leap on him, maul him, tear the flesim his bones, destroy him, drink his
blood and fling his corpse among the rest of mylspat above all -- that is the main
thing -- were at last back in my burrow once mésmgould have it in my heart to greet
the labyrinth itself with rapture; but first | walildraw the moss covering over me, and |
would want to rest, it seems to me, for all theasrder of my life. But nobody comes
and | am left to my own resources. Perpetually stse by the sheer difficulty of the
attempt, | lose much of my timidity, | no longeteathpt even to appear to avoid the
entrance, but make a hobby of prowling round itnby it is almost as if | were the
enemy spying out a suitable opportunity for sudedigsdoreaking in. If | only had



someone | could trust to keep watch at my posbetovation; then of course | could
descend in perfect peace of mind. | would makegaeeament with this trusty confederate

of mine that he would keep a careful note of tlagesof things during my descent and for
quite a long time afterwards, and if he saw any sigdanger knock on the moss
covering, and if he saw nothing do nothing. Withtta clean sweep would be made of all
my fears, no residue would be left, or at most wryficlant. For would he not demand
some counter-service from me; would he not atiasit to see the burrow? That in itself,
to let any one freely into my burrow, would be esifely painful to me. I built it for
myself, not for visitors, and I think | would refiso admit him; not even though he alone
made it possible for me to get into the burrow widukt him in. But | simply could not
admit him, for either | must let him go in first bymself, which is simply unimaginable,
or we must both descend at the same time, in wdask the advantage | am supposed to
derive from him, that of being kept watch over, Wbbie lost. And what trust can | really
put in him? Can | trust one whom | have had undgeges just as fully when | can't see
him, and the moss covering separates us? It is a@tipely easy to trust anyone if you
are supervising him or at least can supervise parhaps it is possible even to trust some
one at a distance; but completely to trust someoogde the burrow when you are
inside the burrow, that is, in a different worldat, it seems to me, is impossible. But
such considerations are not in the least necestberynere reflection is enough that
during or after my descent one of the countlesglants of existence might prevent my
confidant from fulfilling his duty, and what incailable results might not the small-

est accident of that kind have for me? No, if aalees it by and large, | have no right to
complain that | am alone and have nobody that Itasst. | certainly lose nothing by that
and probably spare myself trouble. | can only tragself and my burrow. | should have
thought of that before and taken measures to rhedlifficulty that worries me so much
now. When | began the burrow it would at least Hasen partly possible. | should have
so constructed the first passage that it had tw@eces at a moderate distance from each
other, so that after descending through the onamcg with that slowness which is
unavoidable, | might rush at once through the pgssathe second entrance, slightly
raise the moss covering, which would be so arraagad make that easy, and from there
keep watch on the position for several days anbtsid hat would have been the only
right way of doing it. True, the two entrances wbdbuble the risk, but that
consideration need not delay me, for one of theaenes, serving merely as a post of
observation, could be quite narrow. And with thettse myself in a maze of technical
speculations, | begin once more to dream my drefaacompletely perfect burrow, and
that somewhat calms me; with closed eyes | behdl delight perfect or almost perfect
structural devices for enabling me to slip out andnobserved. While | lie there

thinking such things | admire these devices veeatly, but only as technical
achievements, not as real advantages, for thiddrado slip out and in at will, what does



it amount to? It is the mark of a restless natoféyner uncertainty, disreputable desires,
evil propensities that

seem still worse when one thinks of the burrow,olvhs there at one's hand and can
flood one with peace if one only remains quite oped receptive to it. For the present,
however, | am outside it seeking some possibilitseturning, and for that the necessary
technical devices would be very desirable. But @esmot so very desirable after all. Is it
not a very grave injustice to the burrow to regard moments of nervous panic as a
mere hole into which one can creep and be safe@i@lgrit is a hole among other things,
and a safe one, or should be, and when | pictuseethin the midst of danger, then |
insist with clenched teeth and all my will that therow should be nothing but a hole set
apart to save me, and that it should fulfil thaacly defined function with the greatest
possible efficiency, and | am ready to absolveabT every other duty. Now the truth of
the matter -- and one has no eye for that in tioi@geat peril, and only by a great effort
even in times when danger is threatening -- isithatality the burrow does provide a
considerable degree of security, but by no meaosgn for is one ever free from
anxieties inside it? These anxieties are diffefieh ordinary ones, prouder, richer in
content, often long repressed, but in their dettre@ffects they are perhaps much the
same as the anxieties that existence in the outddgives rise to. Had | constructed the
burrow exclusively to assure my safety | would hate been disappointed, it is true;
nevertheless the relation between the enormous labolved and the actual security it
would provide, at least in so far as | could féend profit by it, would not

have been in my favor. It is extremely painful tovl to admit such things to oneself, but
one is forced to do it, confronted by that entrameer there which now literally locks
and bars itself against me, the builder and poese¥st the burrow is not a mere hole
for taking refuge in. When | stand in the Castlegsurrounded by my piled-up stores,
surveying the ten passages which begin there draise sunken passages, vertical and
rounded passages, wide and narrow passages, ganthial plan dictates, and all alike
still and empty, ready by their various routesdoduct me to all the other rooms, which
are also still and empty -then all thought of meatety is far from my mind, then | know
that here is my castle, which | have wrested froerefractory soil with tooth and claw,
with pounding and hammering blows, my castle wiuah never belong to anyone else,
and is so essentially mine that | can calmly acoefteven my enemy's mortal stroke at
the final hour, for my blood will ebb away herenty own soil and not be lost. And what
but that is the meaning of the blissful hours wHiplass, now peacefully slumbering,
now happily keeping watch, in these passages, theessages which suit me so well,
where one can stretch oneself out in comfort,abbut in childish delight, lie and dream,
or sink into blissful sleep. And the smaller roomach familiar to me, so familiar that in
spite of their complete similarity | can clearlstinguish one from the other with my
eyes shut by the mere feel of the wall: they ereclos more peacefully and warmly than
a bird is enclosed in its nest. And all, all stitid empty.



But if that is the case, why do | hang back? Why deead the thought of the intruding
enemy more than the possibility of never seeingoonryow again? Well, the latter
alternative is fortunately an impossibility; theseno need for me even to take thought to
know what the burrow means to me; | and the builseleng so indissolubly together
that in spite of all my fears | could make myselitg comfortable out here, and not even
need to overcome my repugnance and open the dooujd be quite content to wait here
passively, for nothing can part us for long, anchebow or other | shall quite certainly
find myself in my burrow again. But on the othentldnow much time may pass before
then, and how many things may happen in that tupéjere no less than down there?
And it lies with me solely to curtail that intervahd to do what is necessary at once.

And then, too exhausted to be any longer capabileocnight, my head hanging, my legs
trembling with fatigue, half-asleep, feeling my wagher than walking, | approach the
entrance, slowly raise the moss covering, slowkcdad, leaving the door open in my
distraction for a needlessly long time, and prdgertmember my omission, and get out
again to make it good -- but what need was thegetmut for that? All that was needed
was to draw to the moss covering; right; so | crieeggain and now at last draw to the
moss covering. Only in this state, and in thisestdbne, can | achieve my descent. -- So
at last | lie down beneath the moss on the topybloodstained spoil and can now enjoy
my longed-for sleep. Nothing disturbs me, no one

has tracked me down, above the moss everythingsseebe quiet thus far at least, but
even if it all were not quiet | question whetheolld stop to keep watch now; | have
changed my place, | have left the upper world andramy burrow, and | feel its effect
at once. It is a new world, endowing me with newprs, and what | felt as fatigue up
there is no longer that here. | have returned fagourney, dog-tired with my
wanderings, but the sight of the old house, theghot of all the things that are waiting to
be done, the necessity at least to cast a glaraiethe rooms, but above all to make my
way immediately to the Castle Keep; all this transfs my fatigue into ardent zeal; it is
as though at the moment when | set foot in thedwairhad wakened from a long and
profound sleep. My first task is a very laborioune@nd requires all my attention; | mean
getting my spoil through the narrow and thin-walpsssages of the labyrinth. | shove
with all my might, and the work gets done too, fauttoo slowly for me; to hasten it |
drag part of my flesh supply back again and pustwany over it and through it; now |
have only a portion of my spoil before me and gasier to make progress; but my road
is so blocked by all this flesh in these narrowspges, through which it is not always
easy for me to make my way when | am alone, tlkeatlld quite easily smother among
my own stores; sometimes | can only rescue mysmtf their pressure by eating and
drinking a clear space for myself. But the workrahsport is successful, | finish it in
quite a reasonable time, the labyrinth is behindImeach an ordinary passage and
breathe



freely, push my spoil through a communication pgesato a main passage expressly
designed for the purpose, a passage sloping daeplgtto the Castle Keep. What is left
to be done is not really work at all; my whole lgatls and flows down the passage
almost of itself. The Castle Keep at last! At lasan dare to rest. Everything is
unchanged, no great mishap seems to have occtireefgw little defects that | note at a
first glance can soon be repaired,; first, howelerust go my long round of all the
passages, but that is no hardship, that is mesedginmune again with friends, as | often
did in the old days or -- | am not so very old yaif my memory of many things is
already quite confused -- as | often did, or aavéhoften imagined | did. | begin with the
second passage, but break off in the middle amditdo the third passage and let it take
me back again to the Castle Keep, and now of cduraee to begin at the second
passage once more, and so | play with my taskemgthen it out and smile to myself
and congratulate myself and become quite dazedaMNithe work in front of me, but
never think of turning aside from it. It is for yosake, ye passages and rooms, and you,
Castle Keep, above all, that | have come back, totgimy own life as nothing in the
balance, after stupidly trembling for it for so tprand postponing my return to you.
What do | care for danger now that | am with yowstiYoelong to me, | to you, we are
united; what can harm us? What if my foes shouldssmbling even now up above
there and their muzzles be preparing to break tiirdlne moss? And with its silence and
emptiness the burrow answers me, con-

firming my words. -- But now a feeling of lassitudeercomes me and in some favorite
room | curl myself up tentatively, | have not yat\weyed everything by a long way,
though still resolved to examine everything tokey end, | have no intention of
sleeping here, | have merely yielded to the tengotaif making myself comfortable and
pretending | want to sleep, | merely wish to find @ this is as good a place for sleeping
in as it used to be. It is, but it is a better pl&ur sleep than for wakening, and | remain
lying where | am in deep slumber.

| must have slept for a long time. | was only wadegmwhen | had reached the last light
sleep which dissolves of itself, and it must hagerbvery light, for it was an almost
inaudible whistling noise that wakened me. | reébggh what it was immediately; the
smaller fry, whom | had allowed far too much ladié,) had burrowed a new channel
somewhere during my absence, this channel mustdtareced to intersect an older one,
the air was caught there, and that produced thsthvtyg noise. What an indefatigably
busy lot these smaller fry are, and what a nuiséimeie diligence can be! First | shall
have to listen at the walls of my passages andddba place of disturbance by
experimental excavations, and only then will | bé&eao get rid of the noise. However,
this new channel may be quite welcome as a furttesns of ventilation, if it can be
fitted into the plan of the burrow. But after thishall keep a much sharper eye on the
small fry than | used to; | shall spare none ofrthe



As | have a good deal of experience in investigatio

of this kind the work probably will not take me tpand | can start upon it at once; there
are other jobs awaiting me, it is true, but thithis most urgent. | must have silence in my
passages. This noise, however, is a comparatimelycent one; | did not hear it at all
when | first arrived, although it must certainlyieabeen there; | must first feel quite at
home before | could hear it; it is, so to speaklilale only to the ear of the householder.
And it is not even constant, as such noises usaadlythere are long pauses, obviously
caused by stoppages of the current of air. | starhy investigations, but | can't find the
right place to begin at, and though | cut a fewd¢rees | do it at random; naturally that
has no effect, and the hard work of digging andstilteharder work of filling the

trenches up again and beating the earth firm rmsch labor lost. | don't seem to be
getting any nearer to the place where the noisegses on always on the same thin note,
with regular pauses, now a sort of whistling, bydia like a kind of piping. Now | could
leave it to itself for the time being; it is veristlirbing, certainly, but there can hardly be
any doubt that its origin is what | took it to befiest; so it can scarcely become louder,
on the contrary such noises may quite well -- thougtil now | have never had to wait

so long for that to happen -may quite well vaniSthemselves in the course of time
through the continued labors of these little buemy and apart from that often chance
itself puts one on the track of the disturbancegnglsystematic investigation has failed
for a long time. In such ways | comfort myself, aedolve simply to continue my tour

of the passages, and visit the rooms, many of whig@ve not even seen yet since my
return, and enjoy myself contemplating the CasteKnow and then between times; but
my anxiety will not let me, and | must go on witly search. These little creatures take
up much, far too much, time that could be bettepleged. In such cases as the present it
is usually the technical problem that attracts foegxample, from the noise, which my
ear can distinguish in all its finest shades, s itthas a perfectly clear outline to me, |
deduce its cause, and now | am on fire to discadther my conclusion is valid. And
with good reason, for as long as that is not estadd | cannot feel safe, even if it were
merely a matter of discovering where a grain ofiséat had fallen from one of the walls
had rolled to. And even a noise such as this isdgneans a trifling matter, regarded
from that angle. But whether trifling or importahtan find nothing, no matter how hard

| search, or it may be that | find too much. Théeslhio happen just in my favorite room, |
think to myself, and | walk a fair good distanceagvirom it, almost half-way along the
passage leading to the next room; but | do thieiyers a joke, pretending to myself that
my favorite room is not alone to blame, but tharéhare disturbances elsewhere as well,
and with a smile on my face I begin to listen; sobn | stop smiling, for, right enough,
the same whistling meets me here too. It is readying to worry about; sometimes |
think that nobody but myself would hear it; it igg, | hear it now more and more
distinctly, for my ear has grown keener througthcpee; though in reality it is



exactly the same noise wherever | may hear ithevé convinced myself by comparing
my impressions. Nor is it growing louder; | recagmthis when 1 listen in the middle of
the passage instead of pressing my ear againstatherhen it is only by straining my
ears, indeed by lowering my head as well, thahlroare guess at than hear the merest
trace of a noise now and then. But it is this wamformity of the noise everywhere that
disturbs me most, for it cannot be made to agrdle mvy original assumption. Had |
rightly divined the cause of the noise, then it trhesve issued with greatest force from
some given place, which it would be my task to avee, and after that have grown
fainter and fainter. But if my hypothesis does matet the case, what can the explanation
be? There still remains the possibility that thee two noises, that up to now | have
been listening at a good distance from the twoerenaind that while its noise increases,
when | draw near to one of them, the total resmitains approximately the same for the
ear in consequence of the lessening volume of sbondthe other center. Already |
have almost fancied sometimes, when | have listeaegfully, that | could distinguish, if
very indistinctly, differences of tone which supptbiis new assumption. In any case |
must extend my sphere of investigation far furtihean | have done. Accordingly |
descend the passage to the Castle Keep and bdgtetothere. Strange, the same noise
there too. Now it is a noise produced by the bumgvwf some species of small fry who
have infamously exploited my absence; in any dasg have no intention of doing me
harm,

they are simply busied with their own work, and@ag as no obstacle comes in their
way they will keep on in the direction they havkea: | know all this, yet that they
should have dared to approach the very Castle Keelpis incomprehensible to me and
fills me with agitation, and confuses the facultidsich | need so urgently for the work
before me. Here | have no wish to discover whetherthe unusual depth at which the
Castle Keep lies, or its great extent and corredipgty powerful air suction, calculated
to scare burrowing creatures away, or the meretliattt is the Castle Keep, that by
some channel or other has penetrated to theinduolis. In any case | have never noticed
any sign of burrowing in the walls of the Castlesigauntil now. Crowds of little beasts
have come here, it is true, attracted by the pawserhells; here | have had a constant
hunting-ground, but my quarry has always burrowedg through in the upper
passages, and come running down here, somewhatlligasut unable to withstand such
a temptation. But now, it seems, they are burrovinngl the passages. If | had only
carried out the best of the grand plans | thoughiromy youth and early manhood, or
rather, if | had only had the strength to carrynth@ut, for there would have been no lack
of will. One of these favorite plans of mine wasdolate the Castle Keep from its
surroundings, that is to say, to restrict the theds of its walls to about my own height,
and leave a free space of about the same widtbwaild the Castle Keep, except for a
narrow foundation, which unfortunately would hawebt left to bear up the whole. | had
always pictured this



free space, and not without reason, as the lovetresyinable haunt. What a joy to lie
pressed against the rounded outer wall, pull ohegelet oneself slide down again, miss
one's footing and find oneself on firm earth, atay@ll those games literally upon the
Castle Keep and not inside it; to avoid the Cas#ep, to rest one's eyes from it
whenever one wanted, to postpone the joy of seeingil later and yet not have to do
without it, but literally hold it safe between omelaws, a thing that is impossible if you
have only an ordinary open entrance to it; but akal/to be able to stand guard over it,
and in that way to be so completely compensateceftmuncing the actual sight of it
that, if one had to choose between staying allsdife'in the Castle Keep or in the free
space outside it, one would choose the latter,ettridb wander up and down there all
one's days and keep guard over the Castle Keep.thkes would be no noises in the
walls, no insolent burrowing up to the very Keeselt; then peace would be assured
there and | would be its guardian; then | would mte to listen with loathing to the
burrowing of the small fry, but with delight to sething that | cannot hear now at all: the
murmurous silence of the Castle Keep.

But that beautiful dream is past and | must setddk, almost glad that now my work has
a direct connection with the Castle Keep, for thiegs it. Certainly, as | can see more
and more clearly, | need all my energies for tagkt which at first seemed quite a
trifling one. I listen now at the walls of the ClasKeep, and wherever | listen, high or
low, at the roof or

the floor, at the entrance or in the corners, evbgre, everywhere, | hear the same
noise. And how much time, how much care must bdegas listening to that noise, with
its regular pauses. One can, if one wishes, fitidyadeceitful comfort in the fact that
here in the Castle Keep, because of its vastnassh@ars nothing at all, as distinguished
from the passages, when one stands back from tthe ®anply as a rest and a means to
regain my composure | often make this experimésten intently and am overjoyed
when | hear nothing. But the question still remauisat can have happened? Confronted
with this phenomenon my original explanation cortgidiefalls to the ground. But | must
also reject other explanations which present thewese¢o me. One could assume, for
instance, that the noise | hear is simply thahefdmall fry themselves at their work. But
all my experience contradicts this; | cannot sudiglbagin to hear now a thing that | have
never heard before though it was always there. &gisiveness to disturbances in the
burrow has perhaps become greater with the yearsny hearing has by no means
grown keener. It is of the very nature of smallrigt to be heard. Would | have tolerated
them otherwise? Even at the risk of starvation lilddhave exterminated them. But
perhaps -- this idea now insinuates itself -- l@ncerned here with some animal
unknown to me. That is possible. True, | have olethe life down here long and
carefully enough, but the world is full of divessand is never wanting in painful
surprises. Yet it cannot be a single animal, ittnmesa whole swarm that has suddenly
fallen upon my do-



main, a huge swarm of little creatures, which &y tre audible, must certainly be bigger
than the small fry, but yet cannot be very muclgergfor the sound of their labors is
itself very faint. It may be, then, a swarm of uatm creatures on their wanderings, who
happen to be passing by my way, who disturb mewillpresently cease to do so. So |
could really wait for them to pass, and need nothpyself to the trouble of work that

will be needless in the end. Yet if these creataresstrangers, why is it that | never see
any of them? | have already dug a host of trendigsing to catch one of them, but | can
find not a single one. Then it occurs to me thaytmay be quite tiny creatures, far tinier
than any | am acquainted with, and that it is dh/noise they make that is greater.
Accordingly I investigate the soil | have dug ugakt the lumps into the air so that they
break into quite small particles, but the noise-aeralare not among them. Slowly | come
to realize that by digging such small fortuitousnithes | achieve nothing; in doing that |
merely disfigure the walls of my burrow, scratchhmagstily here and there without taking
time to fill up the holes again; at many placesadty there are heaps of earth which
block my way and my view. Still, that is only a eadary worry; for now | can neither
wander about my house, nor review it, nor restrotilready | have fallen asleep at my
work in some hole or other, with one paw clutchiing soil above me, from which in a
semi-stupor | have been trying to tear a lumptdnd now to alter my methods. | shall
dig a wide and carefully constructed trench indhrection of the noise and not cease
from

digging until, independent of all theories, | fitlte real cause of the noise. Then I shall
eradicate it, if that is within my power, and iistnot, at least | shall know the truth. That
truth will bring me either peace or despair, buetier the one or the other, it will be
beyond doubt or question. This decision strengtimessAll that | have done till now
seems to me far too hasty; in the excitement ofetyrn, while | had not yet shaken
myself free from the cares of the upper world, aad not yet completely penetrated by
the peace of the burrow, but rather hypersensativeaving had to renounce it for such a
long time, | was thrown into complete confusiomafd by an unfamiliar noise. And
what was it? A faint whistling, audible only at pmtervals, a mere nothing to which |
don't say that one could actually get used, foom® could get used to it, but which one
could, without actually doing anything about itosiice, observe for a while; that is, listen
every two hours, let us say, and patiently regigterresults, instead of, as | had done,
keeping one's ear fixed to the wall and at eveny di noise tearing out a lump of earth,
not really hoping to find anything, but simply seta do something to give expression to
one's inward agitation. All that will be changedwa® hope. And then, with furious shut
eyes, | have to admit to myself that | hope notlahthe kind, for | am still trembling

with agitation just as | was hours ago, and if mgson did not restrain me | would
probably like nothing better than to start stubboemd defiantly digging, simply for the
sake of digging, at some place or other, whetlheard any-



thing there or not; almost like the small fry, wimarrow either without any object at all

or simply because they eat the soil. My new andaeable plan both tempts me and
leaves me cold. There is nothing in it to object @t least know of no objection; it is
bound, so far as | can see, to achieve my aim.y&het bottom | do not believe in it; |
believe in it so little that | do not even fear teerors which its success may well bring, |
do not believe even in a dreadful denouément; ithdteeeems to me that | have been
thinking ever since the first appearance of the@oif such a methodical trench, and have
not begun upon it until now simply because | putmst in it. In spite of that | shall of
course start on the trench; | have no other alteerebut | shall not start at once, but
postpone the task for a little while. If reasomade reinstated on the throne again, it
must be completely reinstated; | shall not rushdiyi into my task. In any case | shall

first repair the damage that | have done to thedwuwith my wild digging; that will take

a good long time, but it is necessary; if the neamch is really to reach its goal it will
probably be long, and if it should lead to nothaigll it will be endless; in any case this
task means a longish absence from the burrow, thangabsence by no means so painful
as an absence in the upper world, for | can inpgénmy work whenever | like and pay a
visit to my house; and even if | should not do tihat air of the Castle Keep will be

wafted to me and surround me while | work; nevdetbeit means leaving the burrow

and surrendering myself to an uncertain fate, amsequently | want to leave the burrow
in good order be-

hind me; it shall not be said that I, who am figlgtfor its peace, have myself destroyed
that peace without reinstating it at once. So lilég shovelling the soil back into the
holes from which it was taken, a kind of work | éamiliar with, that | have done
countless times almost without regarding it as warld at which, particularly as regards
the final pressing and smoothing down -- and thisa empty boast, but the simple truth -
- | am unbeatable. But this time everything seeifi€udlt, | am too distracted, every now
and then, in the middle of my work, | press myteahe wall and listen, and without
taking any notice let the soil that | have jusield trickle back into the passage again. The
final embellishments, which demand a stricter aiteny | can hardly achieve at all.
Hideous protuberances, disturbing cracks remaintangpeak of the fact that the old
buoyancy simply cannot be restored again to a padtthed up in such a way. | try to
comfort myself with the reflection that my pres®mrk is only temporary. When | return
after peace has been restored | shall repair évagyproperly: work will be mere play to
me then. Oh, yes, work is mere play in fairy tabegj this comfort of mine belongs to the
realm of fairy tales too. It would be far betterdio the work thoroughly now, at once, far
more reasonable than perpetually to interruptdt\@ander off through the passages to
discover new sources of noise, which is easy enalbthat is needed being to stop at
any point one likes and listen. And that is notehd of my useless discoveries.
Sometimes | fancy that the noise has stoppedt foekes long pauses; sometimes such a



faint whistling escapes one, one's own blood isydmg all too loudly in one's ears; then
two pauses come one after another, and for a whitethinks that the whistling has
stopped forever. | listen no longer, | jump up,liéd is transfigured; it is as if the
fountains from which flows the silence of the buvraere unsealed. | refrain from
verifying my discovery at once, | want first todilsome one to whom in all good faith |
can confide it, so | rush to the Castle Keep, lgerther, for | and everything in me has
awakened to new life, that | have eaten nothingftang time, | snatch something or
other from among my store of food half buried undieloris and hurriedly begin to
swallow it while | hurry back to the place whemnade my incredible discovery, | only
want to assure myself about it incidentally, pectanily, while | am eating; I listen, but
the most perfunctory listening shows at once thveaid shamefully deceived: away there
in the distance the whistling still remains unshrak&nd | spit out my food, and would
like to trample it underfoot, and go back to myktasot caring which | take up; any place
where it seems to be needed, and there are entaggspike that, | mechanically start on
something or other, just as if the overseer hagaga and | must make a pretense of
working for his benefit. But hardly have | well hagin this fashion when it may happen
that | make a new discovery. The noise seems te haeome louder, not much louder,
of course -- here it is always a matter of the Isgbshades -- but all the same sufficiently
louder for the ear to recognize it clearly. And giiswing-louder is like a coming-nearer;
still

more distinctly than you hear the increasing losdna the noise, you can literally see
the step that brings it closer to you. You leapkidaem the wall, you try to grasp at once
all the possible consequences that this discovéhprng with it. You feel as if you had
never really organized the burrow for defense agaittack; you had intended to do so,
but despite all your experience of life the damgfeain attack, and consequently the need
to organize the place for defense, seemed remoterather not remote (how could it
possibly be!) -- but infinitely less important thére need to put it in a state where one
could live peacefully; and so that consideratiors Weaven priority in everything relating
to the burrow. Many things in this direction migistve been done without affecting the
plan of the whole; most incomprehensibly they hia@en neglected. | have had a great
deal of luck all those years, luck has spoilt meave had anxieties, but anxiety leads to
nothing when you have luck to back you.

The thing to do, really to do now, would be to goefully over the burrow and consider
every possible means of defending it, work outeanf defense and a corresponding
plan of construction, and then start on the wordrate with the vigor of youth. That is
the work that would really be needed, for whicheéd not say, it is now far too late in
the day; yet that is what would really be needed, rzot the digging of a grand
experimental trench, whose only real result woddddeliver me hand and foot to the
search for danger, out of the foolish fear thatiit not arrive quickly enough of itself.
Suddenly | cannot comprehend my



former plan. I can find no slightest trace of reasowhat had seemed so reasonable;
once more | lay aside my work and even my listenifgave no wish to discover any
further signs that the noise is growing louderavé had enough of discoveries; | let
everything slide; 1 would be quite content if | édwnly still the conflict going on within
me. Once more | let my passages lead me wherentitiey come to more and more
remote ones that | have not yet seen since mymednd that are quite unsullied by my
scratching paws, and whose silence rises up to meetnd sinks into me. | do not
surrender to it, | hurry on, | do not know whatant, probably simply to put off the hour.
| stray so far that | find myself at the labyrinthe idea of listening beneath the moss
covering tempts me; such distant things, distantife moment, chain my interest. | push
my way up and listen. Deep stillness; how lovelg ihere, outside there nobody troubles
about my burrow, everybody has his own affairs,olvfhave no connection with me;
how have | managed to achieve this state of thwitisall my calculations? Here under
the moss covering is perhaps the only place in amgolv now where | can listen for
hours and hear nothing. A complete reversal ofgshin the burrow; what was once the
place of danger has become a place of tranquilibjle the Castle Keep has been
plunged into the mélée of the world and all itsilpe6till worse, even here there is no
peace in reality, here nothing has changed; siderbciferous, danger lies in ambush as
before above the moss, but | have grown insenditivie my mind is far too much taken
up with the whistling in my walls. Is my mind

really taken up with it? It grows louder, it conre=arer, but | wriggle my way through

the labyrinth and make a couch for myself up hemen the moss; it is almost as if |

were already leaving the house to the whistlerteranf | can only have a little peace up
here. To the whistler? Have | come, then, to a cemclusion concerning the cause of the
noise? But surely the noise is caused by the chsboesd by the small fry? Is not that
my considered opinion? It seems to me that | hateetreated from it thus far. And if

the noise is not caused directly by these chantiedsindirectly. And even if it should
have no connection with them whatever, one is hbibarty to make a priori

assumptions, but must wait until one finds the eaosit reveals itself. One could play
with hypotheses, of course, even at this stagaeng&tance it is possible that there has
been a water burst at some distance away, anavttetseems a piping or whistling to

me is in reality a gurgling. But apart from thetfttat | have no experience in that sphere
-- the groundwater that | found at the start | dkeai away at once, and in this sandy soil it
has never returned -- apart from this fact theen@undeniably a whistling and simply
not to be translated into a gurgling. But what batiiexhortations to be calm; my
imagination will not rest, and | have actually cotadelieve -- it is useless to deny it to
myself -- that the whistling is made by some beast, moreover not by a great many
small ones, but by a single great one. Many signs$radict this. The noise can be heard
everywhere and always at the same strength, aneaver uniformly, both by day and
night. At first, there-



fore, one cannot but incline to the hypothesis gfesat number of little animals; but as |
must have found some of them during my digging lamalve found nothing, it only
remains for me to assume the existence of a gezet pespecially as the things that seem
to contradict the hypothesis are merely things Wwiniake the beast, not so much
impossible, as merely dangerous beyond all one&goof conception. For that reason
alone have | stuck out against this hypothesisall €ease from this self-deception. For a
long time already | have played with the idea thatbeast can be heard at such a great
distance because it works so furiously; it burrasgast through the ground as another
animal can walk on the open road; the groundtsgithbles at its burrowing when it has
ceased; this reverberation and the noise of thi@dpdself unite into one sound at such a
great distance, and I, as | hear only the lastglgiob of that sound, hear it always at the
same uniform strength. It follows from this alsattthe beast is not making for me,
seeing that the noise never changes; more likélgsta plan in view whose purpose |
cannot decipher; | merely assume that the beastd1 make no claim whatever that it
knows of my existence -- is encircling me; it haslgably made several circles round my
burrow already since | began to observe it. Thaneatf the noise, the piping or
whistling, gives me much food for thought. Wherriadch and scrape in the soil in my
own fashion the sound is quite different. | canlaixpthe whistling only in this way: that
the beast's chief means of burrowing is not itassJavhich it probably employs merely
as a secondary resource, but its

snout or its muzzle, which, of course, apart fresrenormous strength, must also be
fairly sharp at the point. It probably bores it®ghinto the earth with one mighty push
and tears out a great lump; while it is doing tHa¢ar nothing; that is the pause; but then
it draws in the air for a new push. This indrawkit® breath, which must be an earth-
shaking noise, not only because of the beast'sgttrebut of its haste, its furious lust for
work as well: this noise | hear then as a faintsttimg. But quite incomprehensible
remains the beast's capacity to work without stogypperhaps the short pauses provide
also the opportunity of snatching a moment's tastapparently the beast has never yet
allowed itself a really long rest, day and nighgaes on burrowing, always with the same
freshness and vigor, always thinking of its objedtich must be achieved with the
utmost expedition, and which it has the abilityathieve with ease. Now | could not have
foreseen such an opponent. But apart altogether fine beast's peculiar characteristics,
what is happening now is only something which liddaeally have feared all the time,
something against which | should have been corigtprgpared; the fact that someone
would come. By what chance can everything havedtban so quietly and happily for
such a long time? Who can have diverted my enefroastheir path, and forced them to
make a wide detour round my property? Why haveshtspared for so long, only to be
delivered to such terrors now? Compared with thigt are all the petty dangers in
brooding over which | have spent my life! As owiéthe burrow | had hoped to be in a



stronger position than any enemy who might chaa@ppear. But simply by virtue of
being owner of this great vulnerable edifice | aoviously defenseless against any
serious attack. The joy of possessing it has spwltthe vulnerability of the burrow has
made me vulnerable; any wound to it hurts me agdetfi were hit. It is precisely this

that | should have foreseen; instead of thinkinly ohmy own defense -- and how
perfunctorily and vainly | have done even thatshould have thought of the defense of
the burrow. Above all, provision should have beadefor cutting off sections of the
burrow, and as many as possible of them, from tioaegered sections when they are
attacked; this should have been done by meansprbiised land-slides, calculated to
operate at a moment's notice; moreover these slhawrkel been so thick, and have
provided such an effectual barrier, that the agagkould not even guess that the real
burrow only began at the other side. More, thesd-&ides should have been so devised
that they not only concealed the burrow, but al#ombed the attacker. Not the slightest
attempt have | made to carry out such a plan, ngtat all has been done in this
direction, | have been as thoughtless as a childyé passed my manhood's years in
childish games, | have done nothing but play evith tlie thought of danger, | have
shirked really taking thought for actual dangerdAhere has been no lack of warning.

Nothing, of course, approaching the present saundtas happened before; nevertheless
there was an incident not unlike it when the burveas only beginning.

The main difference between that time and thismnply that the burrow was only
beginning then. . . . In those days | was literalbghing more than a humble apprentice in
his first year, the labyrinth was only sketched ioutough outline, | had already dug a
little room, but the proportions and the executidthe walls were sadly bungled; in
short everything was so tentative that it couldydyd regarded as an experiment, as
something which, if one lost patience some day,amgd leave lying as it was without
much regret. Then one day as | lay on a heap ¢ easting from my labors -- | have
rested far too often from my labors all my lifesuddenly | heard a noise in the distance.
Being young at the time, | was less frightened thiamous. | left my work to look after
itself and set myself to listen; | listened andeireed, and had no wish to fly up to my
moss covering and stretch myself out there solttmaght not hear. | did listen, at least. |
could clearly recognize that the noise came fromes&ind of burrowing similar to my
own; it was somewhat fainter, of course, but howimaorf that might be put down to the
distance one could not tell. | was intensely irgesd, but otherwise calm and cool.
Perhaps | am in some. body else's burrow, | thotgghtyself, and now the owner is
boring his way towards me. If that assumption haxed to be correct | would have
gone away, for | have never had any desire for gesigor bloodshed, and begun
building somewhere else. But after all | was stilling and still without a burrow, so |
could remain quite cool. Besides, the further cewfsthe noise brought no real cause for
apprehension, except that it



was not easy to explain. If whoever was boringeaheas really making for me, because
he had heard me boring, then if he changed histibre as now actually happened, it
could not be told whether he did this because nug@dor rest had deprived him of any
definite point to make towards, or because -- wiveals more plausible -- he had himself
changed his plans. But perhaps | had been decaltegkther, and he had never been
actually making in my direction; at any rate théseagyrew louder for a while as if he
were drawing nearer, and being young at that tipr@bably would not have been
displeased to see the burrower suddenly rising tferground; but nothing of that kind
happened, at a certain point the sound of boriggubéo weaken, it grew fainter and
fainter, as if the burrower were gradually diveggfrom his first route, and suddenly it
broke off altogether, as if he had decided novake tthe diametrically opposite direction
and were making straight away from me into theaglisé. For a long time | still went on
listening for him in the silence, before | returrette more to my work. Now that
warning was definite enough, but | soon forgoaitd it scarcely influenced my building
plans.

Between that day and this lie my years of matulity,is it not as if there were no
interval at all between them? | still take longtsefsom my labors and listen at the wall,
and the burrower has changed his intention anewakeurned back, he is returning
from his journey, thinking he has given me ampieetin the interval to prepare for his
reception. But on my side everything is worse pregdor than it was then; the

great burrow stands defenseless, and | am no I@geung apprentice, but an old
architect and the powers | still have fail me wites decisive hour comes; yet old as | am
it seems to me that | would gladly be still oldaw,old that | should never be able to rise
again from my resting-place under the moss. Fbetbonest | cannot endure the place, |
rise up and rush, as if | had filled myself up theiith new anxieties instead of peace,
down into the house again. -- What was the statkiogs the last time | was here? Had
the whistling grown fainter? No, it had grown louddisten at ten places chosen at
random and definitely note my own disappointmem; whistling is just the same as
ever, nothing has altered. Up there under the moshange touches one, there one is at
peace, uplifted above time; but here every indtats and gnaws at the listener. | go
once more the long road to the Castle Keep, alsamgoundings seem filled with
agitation, seem to be looking at me, and then bnely again so as not to annoy me, yet
cannot refrain the very next moment from tryingegad the saving solution from my
expression. | shake my head, | have not yet founydsalution. Nor do | go to the Castle
Keep in pursuance of any plan. | pass the spotevhiead intended to begin the
experimental trench, | look it over once more, @uld have been an admirable place to
begin at, the trench's course would have beereidittection where lay the majority of

the tiny ventilation holes, which would have gredightened my labors; perhaps |

should not have had to dig very far, should nondvave had to dig to the source of the
noise; perhaps if | had listened at the ven-



tilation holes it would have been enough. But nostderation is potent enough to
animate me to this labor of digging. This trencH taiing me certainty, you say? | have
reached the stage where | no longer wish to hantaigty. In the Castle Keep | choose a
lovely piece of flayed red flesh and creep witmib one of the heaps of earth; there |
shall have silence at least, such silence, ataey as still can be said to exist here. |
munch and nibble at the flesh, think of the strapgast going its own road in the
distance, and then again that | should enjoy mestbfood as fully as possible, while |
still have the chance. This last is probably tHe ptan | have left that | can carry out.
For the rest | try to unriddle the beast's plagst bn its wanderings, or is it working on
its own burrow? If it is on its wanderings thenhmgrs an understanding with it might be
possible. If it should really break through to therow | shall give it some of my store
and it will go on its way again. It will go its wagain, a fine story! Lying on my heap of
earth | can naturally dream of all sorts of thinggen of an understanding with the beast,
though | know well enough that no such thing capples, and that at the instant when
we see each other, more, at the moment when wdyngeress at each other's presence,
we shall both blindly bare our claws and teeththsgiof us a second before or after the
other, both of us filled with a new and differeniniger, even if we should already be
gorged to bursting. And with entire justice, forayleven if he were merely on his
wanderings, would not change his itinerary andohass for the future on catching sight
of the

burrow? But perhaps the beast is digging in its bwmow, in which case | cannot even
dream of an understanding. Even if it should bésupeculiar beast as to be able to
tolerate a neighbor near its burrow, it could md¢rtate my burrow, it would not tolerate

in any case a neighbor who could be clearly hddoav actually the beast seems to be a
great distance away; if it would only withdraw #ld farther the noise too would

probably disappear; perhaps in that case everythondd be peaceful again as in the old
days; all this would then become a painful but tseulesson, spurring me on to make
the most diverse improvements on the burrow; dénpeace, and danger does not
immediately threaten me, | am still quite fit fdr sorts of hard work; perhaps,
considering the enormous possibilities which iteveis of work open before it, the beast
has given up the idea of extending its burrow indimgction, and is compensating itself
for that in some other one. That consummation edsmot, of course, be brought about
by negotiation, but only by the beast itself, ordmyne compulsion exercised from my
side. In both cases the decisive factor will betivbethe beast knows about me, and if so
what it knows. The more | reflect upon it the monprobable does it seem to me that the
beast has even heard of me; it is possible, thanghaginable, that it can have received
news of me through some other channel, but it basialy never heard me. So long as |
still knew nothing about it, it simply cannot hawveard me, for at that time | kept very
quiet, nothing could be more quiet than my retorthe burrow; afterwards, when | dug
the ex-



perimental trenches, perhaps it could have heardhmagh my style of digging makes
very little noise; but if it had heard me | mustbanoticed some sign of it, the beast must
at least have stopped its work every now and thdisten. But all remained unchanged.

Josephine the Singer, or the M ouse Folk

OUR SINGER is called Josephine. Anyone who haseatd her does not know the
power of song. There is no one but is carried awalyer singing, a tribute all the greater
as we are not in general a music-loving race. Tudpegace is the music we love best;
our life is hard, we are no longer able, even araemns when we have tried to shake off
the cares of daily life, to rise to anything sohhand remote from our usual routine as
music. But we do not much lament that; we do nbegen so far; a certain practical
cunning, which admittedly we stand greatly in negdve hold to be our greatest
distinction, and with a smile born of such cunnimg are wont to console ourselves for
all shortcomings, even supposing -- only it doesshappen -- that we were to yearn once
in a way for the kind of bliss which music may pide. Josephine is the sole exception;
she has a love for music and knows too how to tnéri§ she is the only one; when she
dies, music -- who knows for how long -- will vahifom our lives.

| have often thought about what this music of meedly means. For we are quite
unmusical; how is it that we understand Josephsie{gng or, since Jose

phine denies that, at least think we can undergt&nthe simplest answer would be that
the beauty of her singing is so great that evemtbst insensitive cannot be deaf to it,
but this answer is not satisfactory. If it werellseao, her singing would have to give one
an immediate and lasting feeling of being sometloinigof the ordinary, a feeling that
from her throat something is sounding which we haereer heard before and which we
are not even capable of hearing, something thaphise alone and no one else can
enable us to hear. But in my opinion that is jusatndoes not happen, | do not feel this
and have never observed that others feel anytHittgedkind. Among intimates we admit
freely to one another that Josephine's singingiragng, is nothing out of the ordinary.

Is it in fact singing at all? Although we are unncaswe have a tradition of singing; in
the old days our people did sing; this is mentioimeddgends and some songs have
actually survived, which, it is true, no one camvrging. Thus we have an inkling of what
singing is, and Josephine's art does not reallespond to it. So is it singing at all? Is it
not perhaps just a piping? And piping is sometiwegall know about, it is the real
artistic accomplishment of our people, or rathenmaye accomplishment but a
characteristic expression of our life. We all pibat of course no one dreams of making
out that our piping is an art, we pipe without #ing of it, indeed without noticing it, and
there are even many among us who are quite undhetrpiping is one of our
characteristics. So if it were true that



Josephine does not sing but only pipes and perlgpsseems to me at least, hardly rises
above the level of our usual piping -- yet, perhlagsstrength is not even quite equal to
our usual piping, whereas an ordinary farmhandkesp it up effortlessly all day long,
besides doing his work -- if that were all trueerthindeed Josephine's alleged vocal skill
might be disproved, but that would merely clearghmund for the real riddle which

needs solving, the enormous influence she has.

After all, it is only a kind of piping that she mhaces. If you post yourself quite far away
from her and listen, or, still better, put your gumdent to the test, whenever she happens to
be singing along with others, by trying to identifgr voice, you will undoubtedly
distinguish nothing but a quite ordinary piping@pmhich at most differs a little from the
others through being delicate or weak. Yet if yduwlewn before her, it is not merely a
piping; to comprehend her art it is necessary nbt to hear but to see her. Even if hers
were only our usual workaday piping, there is fosall this peculiarity to consider, that
here is someone making a ceremonial performancefalding the usual thing. To crack
a nut is truly no feat, so no one would ever dareollect an audience in order to
entertain it with nut-cracking. But if all the samee does do that and succeeds in
entertaining the public, then it cannot be a mattesimple nut-cracking. Or it is a matter
of nut-cracking, but it turns out that we have ¢oeked the art of cracking nuts because
we were too skilled in it and that this newcomeit far'st shows us

its real nature, even finding it useful in makirig &ffects to be rather less expert in nut-
cracking than most of us.

Perhaps it is much the same with Josephine's gingia admire in her what we do not at
all admire in ourselves; in this respect, | may, s is of one mind with us. | was once
present when someone, as of course often happens hér attention to the folk piping
everywhere going on, making only a modest referémde yet for Josephine that was
more than enough. A smile so sarcastic and arraggashe then assumed | have never
seen; she, who in appearance is delicacy itsalmiouously so even among our people
who are prolific in such feminine types, seemethat moment actually vulgar; she was
at once aware of it herself, by the way, with hdreme sensibility, and controlled
herself. At any rate she denies any connectiondxtviner art and ordinary piping. For
those who are of the contrary opinion she has ocohgempt and probably
unacknowledged hatred. This is not simple vandy e opposition, with which | too
am half in sympathy, certainly admires her no tess the crowd does, but Josephine
does not want mere admiration, she wants to beradreiactly in the way she
prescribes, mere admiration leaves her cold. Andnyou take a seat before her, you
understand her; opposition is possible only astadice, when you sit before her, you
know: this piping of hers is no piping.



Since piping is one of our thoughtless habits, minght think that people would pipe up
in Josephine's audience too; her art makes usépgy, and when

we are happy we pipe; but her audience never pipg$s in mouselike stillness; as if we
had become partakers in the peace we long for, Wwbioh our own piping at the very
least holds us back, we make no sound. Is it Ingyirsy that enchants us or is it not rather
the solemn stillness enclosing her frail littles@? Once it happened while Josephine
was singing that some silly little thing in all meence began to pipe up too. Now it was
just the same as what we were hearing from Josepinifiront of us the piping sound
that despite all rehearsal was still tentative lagick in the audience the unself-conscious
piping of a child; it would have been impossiblal&dine the difference; but yet at once
we hissed and whistled the interrupter down, algimoitiwould not really have been
necessary, for in any case she would certainly beaswled away in fear and shame,
whereas Josephine struck up her most triumphabrastd was quite beyond herself,
spreading her arms wide and stretching her thioaigh as it could reach.

That is what she is like always, every trifle, gveasual incident, every nuisance, a
creaking in the par quet, a grinding of teeth,ilufa in the lighting incites her to
heighten the effectiveness of her song; she bedianyhow that she is singing to deaf
ears; there is no lack of enthusiasm and appléugeshe has long learned not to expect
real understanding, as she con ceives it. Sostlidiance is very welcome to her;
whatever intervenes from outside to hinder thetpwf her song, to be overcome with a
slight effort, even with no effort at all, merely bonfronting it, can help

to awaken the masses, to teach them not perhapsstaiding but awed respect.

And if small events do her such service, how muohengo great ones. Our life is very
uneasy, every day brings surprises, apprehendiopgs and terrors, so that it would be
impossible for a single individual to bear it allldve not always have by day and night
the support of his fellows; but even so it ofterdiaes very difficult; frequently as many
as a thousand shoulders are trembling under a ibtindé was really meant only for one
pair. Then Josephine holds that her time has c8mé¢here she stands, the delicate
creature, shaken by vibrations especially belowbtieastbone, so that one feels anxious
for her, it is as if she has concentrated all tr@ngth on her song, as if from everything
in her that does not directly subserve her singlhgtrength has been withdrawn, almost
all power of life, as if she were laid bare, abareth committed merely to the care of
good angels, as if while she is so wholly withdraamal living only in her song a cold
breath blowing upon her might kill her. But justevhshe makes such an appearance, we
who are supposed to be her opponents are in thediaaying: "She can't even pipe; she
has to put such a terrible strain on herself todayut not a song -- we can't call it song --
but some approximation to our usual customary gifio it seems to us, but this
impression although, as | said, inevitable is {e#ting and transient. We too are soon



sunk in the feeling of the mass, that, warmly peddsody to body, listens with indrawn
breath.

And to gather around her this mass of our people

who are almost always on the run and scurryingehiéimd thither for reasons that are
often not very clear, Josephine mostly needs toalbing else than take up her stand,
head thrown back, mouth half open, eyes turned tgsy@ the position that indicates
her intention to sing. She can do this where dtes)iit need not be a place visible a long
way off, any secluded corner pitched on in a morteeatprice will serve as well. The
news that she is going to sing flies round at arw soon whole processions are on the
way there. Now, sometimes, all the same, obstaales/ene, Josephine likes best to sing
just when things are most upset, many worries amgjers force us then to take devious
ways, with the best will in the world we cannotexsble ourselves as quickly as
Josephine wants, and on occasion she stands theegeemonial state for quite a time
without a sufficient audience -- then indeed sliagdurious, then she stamps her feet,
swearing in most unmaidenly fashion; she actuatlsbBut even such behavior does no
harm to her reputation; instead of curbing a littee excessive demands, people exert
themselves to meet them; messengers are sent sutnitmon fresh hearers; she is kept in
ignorance of the fact that this is being done;lmrbads all around sentries can be seen
posted who wave on newcomers and urge them to;htisygoes on until at last a
tolerably large audience is gathered.

What drives the people to make such exertionsdsepghine's sake? This is no easier to
answer than the first question about Josephinggngj, with which it is closely
connected. One could eliminate that and com-

bine them both in the second question, if it werssible to assert that because of her
singing our people are unconditionally devoteddasephine. But this is simply not the
case; unconditional devotion is hardly known amosgours are people who love
slyness beyond everything, without any malice,gsbre, and childish whispering and
chatter, innocent, superficial chatter, to be sh people of such a kind cannot go in for
unconditional devotion, and that Josephine hecsgtainly feels, that is what she is
fighting against with all the force of her feebtedat.

In making such generalized pronouncements, of egwrse should not go too far, our
people are all the same devoted to Josephine hatlynconditionally. For instance, they
would not be capable of laughing at Josephinaritlme admitted: in Josephine there is
much to make one laugh; and laughter for its ovke sanever far away from us; in spite
of all the misery of our lives quiet laughter isvals, so to speak, at our elbows; but we
do not laugh at Josephine. Many a time | have hadnpression that our people
interpret their relationship to Josephine in thaywthat she, this frail creature, needing



protection and in some way remarkable, in her opinion remarkable for her gift of
song, is entrusted to their care and they must &tek her; the reason for this is not clear
to anyone, only the fact seems to be establishetwBat is entrusted to one's care one
does not laugh at; to laugh would be a breach tf; dine utmost malice which the most
malicious of us wreak on Josephine is to say noivthen:

"The sight of Josephine is enough to make onelataghing.”

So the people look after Josephine much as a ftakes into his care a child whose little
hand -- one cannot tell whether in appeal or conthiars stretched out to him. One
might think that our people are not fitted to exsecsuch paternal duties, but in reality
they discharge them, at least in this case, adigirab single individual could do what

in this respect the people as a whole are capdlleing. To be sure, the difference in
strength between the people and the individuad isr@rmous that it is enough for the
nursling to be drawn into the warmth of their nemshand he is sufficiently protected. To
Josephine, certainly, one does not dare mentiom isieas. "Your protection isn't worth
an old song," she says then. Sure, sure, old samthink. And besides her protest is no
real contradiction, it is rather a thoroughly childway of doing, and childish gratitude,
while a father's way of doing is to pay no attemtio it.

Yet there is something else behind it which issmeasy to explain by this relationship
between the people and Josephine. Josephinestwasay, thinks just the opposite, she
believes it is she who protects the people. Wheangen a bad way politically or
economically, her singing is supposed to save athimg less than that, and if it does not
drive away the evil, at least gives us the stretgthear it. She does not put it in these
words or in any other, she says very little anyhshe is silent among the chatterers, but
it flashes from her

eyes, on her closed lips -- few among us can Ke&iplips closed, but she can -- it is
plainly legible. Whenever we get bad news -- ananamy days bad news comes thick
and fast at once, lies and half-truths include@ ses up at once, whereas usually she
sits listlessly on the ground, she rises up aretddies her neck and tries to see over the
heads of her flock like a shepherd before a thugtdem. It is certainly a habit of

children, in their wild, impulsive fashion, to magech claims, but Josephine's are not
quite so unfounded as children's. True, she doesawe us and she gives us no strength;
it is easy to stage oneself as a savior of ourlpeopured as they are to suffering, not
sparing themselves, swift in decision, well acqtedrwith death, timorous only to the
eye in the atmosphere of reckless daring which toegtantly breathe, and as prolific
besides as they are bold -- it is easy, | saytapesoneself after the event as the savior of
our people, who have always somehow managed totsareselves, although at the cost
of sacrifices which make historians -- generallgapng we ignore historical research
entirely -- quite horror-struck. And yet it is trtleat just in emergencies we hearken



better than at other times to Josephine's voice.ménaces that loom over us make us
quieter, more humble, more submissive to Josephitwehination; we like to come
together, we like to huddle close to each othgreesally on an occasion set apart from
the troubles preoccupying us; it is as if we weiaking in all haste -- yes, haste is
necessary, Josephine too often forgets that -- &@up of peace in common before the
battle. It is not so much a performance of

songs as an assembly of the people, and an assesmnéig except for the small piping
voice in front there is complete stillness; the thisumuch too grave for us to waste it in
chatter.

A relationship of this kind, of course, would newentent Josephine. Despite all the
nervous uneasiness that fills Josephine becaugwbk#ion has never been quite defined,
there is still much that she does not see, blinmelder self-conceit, and she can be
brought fairly easily to overlook much more, a swaf flatterers is always busy about
her to this end, thus really doing a public servicand yet to be only an incidental,
unnoticed performer in a corner of an assemblyefeople, for that, although in itself it
would be no small thing, she would certainly nokmas the sacrifice of her singing.

Nor does she need to, for her art does not go wmtbtAlthough we are at bottom
preoccupied with quite other things and it is bynmeans only for the sake of her singing
that stillness prevails and many a listener doé®wen look up but buries his face in his
neighbor's fur, so that Josephine up in front setenb& exerting herself to no purpose,
there is yet something -it cannot be denied -- itinesistibly makes its way into us from
Josephine's piping. This piping, which rises up neleveryone else is pledged to silence,
comes almost like a message from the whole peopach individual; Josephine's thin
piping amidst grave decisions is almost like owgle's precarious existence amidst the
tumult of a hostile world. Josephine exerts heysethere nothing in voice, a mere
nothing in execution,

she asserts herself and gets across to us; itudagsod to think of that. A really trained
singer, if ever such a one should be found amonwge<ould certainly not endure at

such a time and we should unanimously turn away filte senselessness of any such
performance. May Josephine be spared from perggthiet the mere fact of our listening
to her is proof that she is no singer. An intuitaint she must have, else why does she so
passionately deny that we do listen, only she keepsinging and piping her intuition
away.

But there are other things she could take comforhf we do really listen to her in a
sense, probably much as one listens to a traimggisishe gets effects which a trained
singer would try in vain to achieve among us anéctviare only produced precisely



because her means are so inadequate. For thigleksylwur way of life is mainly
responsible.

Among our people there is no age of youth, scartedyoriefest childhood. Regularly, it

is true, demands are put forward that the childteruld be granted a special freedom, a
special protection, that their right to be a littkrefree, to have a little senseless
giddiness, a little play, that this right shouldrbspected and the exercise of it
encouraged; such demands are put forward and reatyone approves them, there is
nothing one could approve more, but there is atdbing, in the reality of our daily life,
that is less likely to be granted, one approvesdliEmands, one makes attempts to meet
them, but soon all the old ways are back again.li@uhappens to be such that a child, as
soon as it can run about a little and a littleidgatish one

thing from another, must look after itself justdiln adult; the areas on which, for
economic reasons, we have to live in dispersion@ravide, our enemies too numerous,
the dangers lying everywhere in wait for us toaloalable -- we cannot shelter our
children from the struggle for existence, if we da it would bring them to an early
grave. These depressing considerations are reeddrg another, which is not
depressing: the fertility of our race. One generati and each is numerous-treads on the
heels of another, the children have no time totblellen. Other races may foster their
children carefully, schools may be erected forrthttie ones, out of these schools the
children may come pouring daily, the future of thee, yet among them it is always the
same children that come out day after day for g lome. We have no schools, but from
our race come pouring at the briefest intervaldrthemerable swarms of our children,
merrily lisping or chirping so long as they canget pipe, rolling or tumbling along by
sheer impetus so long as they cannot yet run, dycerying everything before them

by mass weight so long as they cannot yet see;lolgdren! And not the same children,
as in those schools, no, always new children agraghagain, without end, without a
break, hardly does a child appear than it is ncenacchild, while behind it new childish
faces are already crowding so fast and so thidkthies are indistinguishable, rosy with
happiness. Truly, however delightful this may bd however much others may envy us
for it, and rightly, we simply cannot give a rehildhood to our children. And that has its
consequences. A kind of unexpended,

ineradicable childishness pervades our peopleyatidopposition to what is best in us,
our infallible practical common sense, we oftenadhwith the utmost foolishness, with
exactly the same foolishness as children, sensglessstefully, grandiosely,

irresponsibly, and all that often for the sakearhg trivial amusement. And although our
enjoyment of it cannot of course be so wholeheaated child's enjoyment, something of
this survives in it without a doubt. From this dmshness of our people Josephine too has
profited since the beginning.



Yet our people are not only childish, we are atsa sense prematurely old. Childhood
and old age come upon us not as upon others. Wertayouth, we are all at once
grown-up, and then we stay grown-up too long, aceweariness and hopelessness
spreading from that leaves a broad trail throughpaople's nature, tough and strong in
hope that it is in general. Our lack of musicatgtias surely some connection with this;
we are too old for music, its excitement, its raptdo not suit our heaviness, wearily we
wave it away; we content ourselves with pipingttéel piping here and there, that is
enough for us. Who knows, there may be talentsiiggic among us; but if there were,
the character of our people would suppress thearédfiey could unfold. Josephine on
the other hand can pipe as much as she will, gra@invhatever she likes to call it, that
does not disturb us, that suits us, that we cahpuelup with; any music there may be in
it is reduced to the least possible trace; a gettadition of

music is preserved, yet without making the slightiesnand upon us.

But our people, being what they are, get still mbn this from Josephine. At her
concerts, especially in times of stress, it is dhby/very young who are interested in her
singing as singing, they alone gaze in astonishimgshe purses her lips, expels the air
between her pretty front teeth, swoons in sheerdeonent at the Sounds she herself is
producing and after such a lying away swells hefope@mance to new and more
incredible heights, whereas the real mass of tbhelpe- this is plain to see -- are quite
withdrawn into themselves. Here in the brief intdsvbetween their struggles our people
dream, it is as if the limbs of each were loosemasdf the harried individual once in a
while could relax and stretch himself at ease engreat, warm bed of the community.
And into these dreams Josephine's piping dropsinotete; she calls it pearllike, we
call it staccato; but at any rate here it is irright place, as nowhere else, finding the
moment wait for it as music scarcely ever does. &bmg of our poor brief childhood is
in it, something of lost happiness that can neeeiolind again, but also something of
active daily life, of its small gaieties, unaccaalrie and yet springing up and not to be
obliterated. And indeed this is all expressed ndull round tones but softly, in whispers,
confidentially, sometimes a little hoarsely. Of csmuit is a kind of piping. Why not?
Piping is our people's daily speech, only manyeampes his whole life long and does
not know it, where here piping is set

free from the fetters of daily life and it setsfree too for a little while. We certainly
should not want to do without these performances.

But from that point it is a long, long way to Joke's claim that she gives us new
strength and so on and so forth. For ordinary peatlleast, not for her train of
flatterers. "What other explanation could there behey say with quite shameless
sauciness -- "how else could you explain the gradiences, especially when danger is
most imminent, which have even often enough hirgipreper precautions being taken



in time to avert danger?" Now, this last statemeninfortunately true, but can hardly be
counted as one of Josephine's titles to fame, &dlyeconsidering that when such large
gatherings have been unexpectedly flushed by temgmand many of our people left
lying for dead, Josephine, who was responsibld fal, and indeed perhaps attracted the
enemy by her piping, has always occupied the spfase and was always the first to
whisk away quietly and speedily under cover ofdsaort. Still, everyone really knows
that, and yet people keep running to whatever plasephine decides on next, at
whatever time she rises up to sing. One could afrgune this that Josephine stands
almost beyond the law, that she can do what stesede at the risk of actually
endangering the community, and will be forgivendwgerything. If this were so, even
Josephine's claims would be entirely comprehensyel® in this freedom to be allowed
her, this extraordinary gift granted to her andacone else in direct contravention of the
laws, one could see an admission of the

fact that the people do not understand Josephiseag she alleges, that they marvel
helplessly at her art, feel themselves unworthy, dfy to assuage the pity she rouses in
them by making really desperate sacrifices fordmel, to the same extent that her art is
beyond their comprehension, consider her persgreditl her wishes to lie beyond their
jurisdiction. Well, that is simply not true at gherhaps as individuals the people may
surrender too easily to Josephine, but as a whelegurrender unconditionally to no
one, and not to her either.

For a long time back, perhaps since the very beginof her artistic career, Josephine
has been fighting for exemption from all daily wank account of her singing; she should
be relieved of all responsibility for earning heilg bread and being involved in the
general struggle for existence, which -- apparentshould be transferred on her behalf
to the people as a whole. A facile enthusiast &-taere have been such -- might argue
from the mere unusualness of this demand, fronspir@ual attitude needed to frame
such a demand, that it has an inner justificatBut.our people draw other conclusions
and quietly refuse it. Nor do they trouble muchwthdisproving the assumptions on
which it is based. Josephine argues, for instaheg the strain of working is bad for her
voice, that the strain of working is of course maghto the strain of singing, but it
prevents her from being able to rest sufficienftgrasinging and to recuperate for more
singing, she has to exhaust her strength complatelyyet, in these circumstances, can
never rise to the peak of her abilities.

The people listen to her arguments and pay notaiterOur people, so easily moved,
sometimes cannot be moved at all. Their refussbisetimes so decided that even
Josephine is taken aback, she appears to subreg,lew proper share of work, sings as
best she can, but all only for a time, then withesged strength -- for this purpose her
strength seems inexhaustible -she takes up thedggin.



Now it is clear that what Josephine really wantsaswhat she puts into words. She is
honorable, she is not work-shy, shirking in anyedasquite unknown among us, if her
petition were granted she would certainly live saene life as before, her work would not
at all get in the way of her singing nor would kerging grow any better -- what she
wants is public, unambiguous, permanent recogniidmer art, going far beyond any
precedent so far known. But while almost everytlrete seems within her reach, this
eludes her persistently. Perhaps she should hiaga tadifferent line of attack from the
beginning, perhaps she herself sees that her agipveas wrong, but now she cannot
draw back, retreat would be self-betrayal, nowrslust stand or fall by her petition.

If she really had enemies, as she avers, they gailthuch amusement from watching

this struggle, without having to lift a finger. Bsthe has no enemies, and even though she
is often criticized here and there, no one finds struggle of hers amusing. Just because
of the fact that the people show themselves hetieein cold, judicial aspect, which is
otherwise rarely seen among us. And however oneappsove it in this case,

the very idea that such an aspect might be turped oneself some day prevents
amusement from breaking in. The important thinghbio the people's refusal and in
Josephine's petition, is not the action itself, thetfact that the people are capable of
presenting a stony, impenetrable front to one eifrtbwn, and that it is all the more
impenetrable because in other respects they sh@amxaus paternal care, and more than
paternal care, for this very member of the people.

Suppose that instead of the people one had andodiMo deal with: one might imagine
that this man had been giving in to Josephinehalltime while nursing a wild desire to
put an end to his submissiveness one fine dayhihaiad made superhuman sacrifices
for Josephine in the firm belief that there wastural limit to his capacity for sacrifice;
yes, that he had sacrificed more than was needftélynto hasten the process, merely to
spoil Josephine and encourage her to ask for nmaterere until she did indeed reach
the limit with this last petition of hers; and tha then cut her off with a final refusal
which was curt because long held in reserve. Nbis,i$ certainly not how the matter
stands, the people have no need of such guilejdésdheir respect for Josephine is well
tried and genuine, and Josephine's demands aralfte farreaching that any simple
child could have told her what the outcome woulgyat it may be that such
considerations enter into Josephine's way of tattiegnatter and so add a certain
bitterness to the pain of being refused.

But whatever her ideas on the subject, she does not

let them deter her from pursuing the campaign. Ricshe has even intensified her
attack; hitherto she has used only words as hepevesabut now she is beginning to have



recourse to other means, which she thinks will pnawre efficacious but which we think
will run her into greater dangers.

Many believe that Josephine is becoming so indistecause she feels herself growing
old and her voice falling off, and so she thinkkigh time to wage the last battle for
recognition. | do not believe it. Josephine woubd Ine Josephine if that were true. For
her there is no growing old and no falling off iertvoice. If she makes demands it is not
because of outward circumstances but becauseinhanlogic. She reaches for the
highest garland not because it is momentarily hangilittle lower but because it is the
highest; if she had any say in the matter she wbalek it still higher.

This contempt for external difficulties, to be suwlees not hinder her from using the
most unworthy methods. Her rights seem beyond ouresd her; so what does it matter
how she secures them; especially since in thisdyad she sees it, honest methods are
bound to fail. Perhaps that is why she has traresfehe battle for her rights from the
field of song to another which she cares littlewtbbler supporters have let it be known
that, according to herself, she feels quite capab$enging in such a way that all levels
of the populace, even to the remotest cornerseobfiposition, would find it a real
delight, a real delight not by popular standardsilie people affirm that they have
always delighted in her singing, but a delight ley h

own standards. However, she adds, since she ctatrsifyy the highest standards nor
pander to the lowest, her singing will have to stayt is. But when it comes to her
campaign for exemption from work, we get a différstory; it is of course also a
campaign on behalf of her singing, yet she is ightting directly with the priceless
weapon of her song, so any instrument she uses gnough. Thus, for instance, the
rumor went round that Josephine meant to cut $tergrace notes if her petition were
not granted. | know nothing about grace notes,tawt never noticed any in Josephine's
singing. But Josephine is going to cut short hacgmotes, not, for the present, to cut
them out entirely, only to cut them short. Presumabe has carried out her threat,
although | for one have observed no differenceaingerformance. The people as a
whole listened in the usual way without making @angnouncement on the grace notes,
nor did their response to her petition vary bytalfomust be admitted that Josephine's
way of thinking, like her figure, is often very eh@ing. And so, for instance, after that
performance, just as if her decision about theerastes had been too severe or too
sudden a move against the people, she announdetkttidime she would put in all the
grace notes again. Yet after the next concert saaged her mind once more, there was
to be definitely an end of these great arias withgrace notes, and until her petition was
favorably regarded they would never recur. Wekl, preople let all these announcements,
decisions and counterdecisions go in at one caoahdt the other, like a grown-up
person deep in thought turning a deaf



ear to a child's babble, fundamentally well disploset not accessible.

Josephine, however, does not give in. The otherfdaynstance, she claimed that she
had hurt her foot at work, so that it was difficidt her to stand up to sing; but since she
could not sing except standing up, her songs woowd have to be cut short. Althouoh
she limps and leans on her supporters, no oneveslibat she is really hurt. Granted that
her frail body is extra sensitive, she is yet ohesoand we are a race of workers; if we
were to start limping every time we got a scrathk,whole people would never be done
limping. Yet though she lets herself be led abikat & cripple, though she shows herself
in this pathetic condition oftener than usual, pleeple all the same listen to her singing
thankfully and appreciatively as before, but do Imather much about the shortening of
her songs.

Since she cannot very well go on limping forevae thinks of something else, she
pleads that she is tired, not in the mood for siggfeeling faint. And so we get a
theatrical performance as well as a concert. Welgsephine's supporters in the
background begging and imploring her to sing. Shald/be glad to oblige, but she
cannot. They comfort and caress her with flattetiesy almost carry her to the selected
spot where she is supposed to sing. At last, mgstiexplicably into tears, she gives
way, but when she stands up to sing, obviouslii@end of her resources, weary, her
arms not widespread as usual but hanging lifeleslyn, so that one gets the impression
that they are perhaps a little too short -- justlasis about to strike up, there, she

cannot do it after all, an unwilling shake of theat tells us so and she breaks down
before our eyes. To be sure, she pulls herselthegagain and sings, | fancy, much as
usual; perhaps, if one has an ear for the finedeshaf expression, one can hear that she
is singing with unusual feeling, which is, howeat,to the good. And in the end she is
actually less tired than before, with a firm tredane can use such a term for her
tripping gait, she moves off, refusing all helprfrdner supporters and measuring with
cold eyes the crowd which respectfully makes wayhtr.

That happened a day or two ago; but the latebiisshe has disappeared, just at a time
when she was supposed to sing. It is not only iygparters who are looking for her,
many are devoting themselves to the search, but adin; Josephine has vanished, she
will not sing; she will not even be cajoled intaging, this time she has deserted us
entirely.

Curious, how mistaken she is in her calculatioms,dever creature, so mistaken that one
might fancy she has made no calculations at alisaihly being driven on by her

destiny, which in our world cannot be anything &ad one. Of her own accord she
abandons her singing, of her own accord she desth@ypower she has gained over
people's hearts. How could she ever have gainégdtheer, since she knows so little
about these hearts of ours? She hides herself@aslrbt sing, but our people, quietly,
without visible disappointment, a self-confidentssan perfect equilibrium, so



constituted, even although appearances are mislgatiat they can only bestow gifts
and not receive them,

even from Josephine, our people continue on thay. w

Josephine's road, however, must go downhill. Tine tivill soon come when her last
notes sound and die into silence. She is a smalbée in the eternal history of our
people, and the people will get over the loss of Ret that it will be easy for us; how
can our gatherings take place in utter silencdl? B&re they not silent even when
Josephine was present? Was her actual piping ydtalder and more alive than the
memory of it will be? Was it even in her lifetimeore than a simple memory? Was it not
rather because Josephine's singing was alreadyogag] in this way that our people in
their wisdom prized it so highly?

So perhaps we shall not miss so very much aftewhile Josephine, redeemed from the
earthly sorrows which to her thinking lay in waot fall chosen spirits, will happily lose
herself in the numberless throng of the heroesiopeople, and soon, since we are no
historians, will rise to the heights of redemptand be forgotten like all her brothers.

-END-



