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    When Gregor Samsa awoke one morning from troubled dreams, he found himself transformed in his bed into a monstrous vermin. He lay on his armor-hard back and, if he lifted his head a little, saw his domed brown belly, divided into arched, rigid segments, atop which the quilt, ready to slide off completely, could barely maintain its hold. His many legs, pitifully thin in comparison to the rest of his bulk, flickered helplessly before his eyes.

“What has happened to me?” he thought. It was no dream. His room, a proper, albeit somewhat overly small human room, lay peacefully between its four familiar walls. Above the table, upon which an unpacked sample collection of fabric goods was spread out—Samsa was a traveling salesman—hung the picture he had recently cut from an illustrated magazine and fitted into a handsome gilded frame. It depicted a lady, equipped with a fur hat and a fur boa, sitting upright and raising a heavy fur muff, into which her entire forearm had vanished, toward the viewer.

Gregor’s gaze then directed itself toward the window, and the dreary weather—raindrops could be heard striking the metal window ledge—made him quite melancholy. “What if I slept a little longer and forgot all this foolishness,” he thought, but this was entirely impracticable, since he was accustomed to sleeping on his right side and, in his present state, could not maneuver himself into that position. No matter how forcefully he threw himself onto his right side, he kept rocking right back onto his back. He must have tried it a hundred times, shutting his eyes to avoid seeing his floundering legs, and only gave up when he began to feel a mild, dull pain in his side that he had never experienced before.

“Good God,” he thought, “what a grueling profession I have chosen! Day in, day out on the road. The stresses of business are much greater than in the home office itself, and on top of that I am burdened with this plague of traveling, the anxieties about train connections, the irregular, bad food, an ever-changing human interaction that never endures and never grows warm. To the devil with it all!” He felt a slight itch up on his belly; slowly shoved himself on his back closer to the bedpost so he could lift his head better; located the itching spot, which was studded with all sorts of little white dots he did not know how to interpret; and wanted to probe the place with one leg, but immediately drew it back, for the contact sent a cold shiver through him.

And he looked over at the alarm clock, which was ticking on the chest of drawers. "Heavenly Father!" he thought. It was half past six, and the hands were moving quietly forward; it was even past the half-hour, already approaching a quarter to seven. Had the alarm clock not rung? One could see from the bed that it had been properly set for four o'clock; it certainly must have rung. Yes, but was it possible to quietly sleep through that furniture-shaking racket? Well, he had not slept quietly, but probably all the more deeply. But what should he do now? The next train left at seven o'clock; to catch it, he would have had to rush madly, and the sample collection was not yet packed up, and he himself by no means felt particularly fresh and mobile. And even if he caught the train, an explosive reprimand from the boss was unavoidable, because the office boy had been waiting by the five o'clock train and had long since reported his failure to appear. He was a creature of the boss, lacking backbone and intellect. What if he called in sick? But that would be extremely embarrassing and suspicious, since Gregor had not been ill a single time during his five years of service. Surely the boss would come along with the health insurance doctor, would reproach his parents for their lazy son, and would cut short all objections by referring to the insurance doctor, for whom there existed only completely healthy but work-shy individuals. And besides, would he be so entirely wrong in this case? Gregor actually felt quite well, aside from a drowsiness that was truly superfluous after such a long sleep, and even had a particularly hearty appetite.
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