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Franz Kafka, Metamorphosis [Die Verwandlung] (Simplified Edition, Adapted and Simplified from the German by ChatGPT)
 
Part 1
 
  Gregor Samsa woke one morning from uneasy sleep and found that something was very wrong. He lay on his back in bed, but his body felt strange and heavy. When he lifted his head a little, he saw that his body had changed into the body of a large bug. His back was hard and round like a shell. His many small legs moved weakly in the air. They shook in front of his eyes and he could not control them well. Gregor blinked slowly and tried to understand what had happened.
  The room around him looked the same as always. It was a small and simple room, but it was clean and comfortable. Gregor saw the table where he kept the cloth samples for his work. He was a traveling salesman, and these samples were very important for his job. On the wall above the table hung a picture that he had once cut from a magazine. The picture showed a woman sitting upright. She wore a thick fur hat and a fur coat. Her arm rested calmly on a fur muff. Gregor liked this picture very much and had carefully placed it in a nice frame.
  Gregor looked at the window beside his bed. Outside he saw the gray sky of a rainy morning. The drops of rain struck the window quietly, making a soft sound that filled the room. Gregor felt tired when he listened to it. “Perhaps I should sleep a little longer,” he thought. “Then everything will become normal again.” But this was not easy. Gregor usually slept on his right side, and in his new condition he could not turn his body in that direction.
  Again and again he tried to roll onto his side. Each time he pushed with his many small legs and moved his body with great effort. But each attempt ended the same way. He rolled back onto his hard back. Gregor closed his eyes so that he would not have to see the movement of his many legs. They moved constantly, even when he tried to keep them still. After many attempts he finally stopped trying. He felt a dull pain in his side and grew tired from the effort.
  “Oh God,” Gregor thought, “what a difficult life I have chosen.” Every day he had to travel for his work. The troubles of business were much greater than those of workers who stayed in one place. Gregor had to catch early trains, worry about missed connections, and eat poor food in strange cities. He had no chance to make close friends. Even when he returned home he stayed only a short time before leaving again for another trip. “All this travel,” he thought, “it makes a person nervous.”
  Gregor looked toward the alarm clock on the table. The clock was already ringing softly, but he had not heard it before. He stared at the hands of the clock in surprise. “Good heavens,” he thought. It was half past six. The train he needed had already left. The next train would depart at seven, and there was no way he could prepare himself in time.
  Usually Gregor woke before the alarm clock rang. His body had become used to rising early for work. Now he lay helplessly in bed. The thought of missing work filled him with anxiety. His employer was a strict man who did not trust his workers. If Gregor arrived late even once, the chief clerk from the office might come to investigate. Gregor knew this well, and the idea made him uneasy.
  Gregor thought about his family. His father had once owned a business, but the business had failed some years earlier. Since then Gregor had worked hard to support the family. His mother was weak and often sick. His sister was young and still enjoyed a quiet life at home. Gregor had accepted his difficult job for their sake. He hoped that after a few more years he could pay off the family’s debts and free himself from the work he hated.
  But now everything had become strange and confusing. Gregor tried to move again. He slowly pushed himself toward the edge of the bed. His body was wide and heavy, and he could not lift it easily. His legs waved helplessly in the air, searching for something to hold. Finally he managed to slide a little closer to the edge.
  Just then he heard a knock on the door. It was a gentle knock.
  “Gregor,” called his mother’s voice from the other side of the door. “It is almost seven. Do you not need to catch a train?”
  Gregor tried to answer. He wanted to say, “Yes, Mother, thank you. I am getting up now.” But when he spoke, the sound that came from his mouth was strange. His words were not clear. His voice sounded thin and rough, like the voice of an animal.
  Gregor stopped speaking in surprise. He coughed lightly and tried again, speaking slowly and carefully.
  “Yes, Mother,” he said. “Thank you. I am getting up now.”
  The words sounded a little clearer this time, but Gregor himself could hear the strange tone of his voice. Still, his mother seemed satisfied.
  “Good,” she said from outside the door, and her footsteps moved away.
  Gregor breathed slowly. “That was close,” he thought. “If my voice sounded strange, perhaps they will think I simply have a cold.” It would not be unusual. Traveling salesmen often became sick after long journeys.
  But then another knock sounded at the door, this time from the other side of the room.
  “Gregor,” called his father’s deep voice. “What is the matter? Why have you not left yet?”
  Gregor answered again, trying to speak as normally as possible.
  “I am getting ready,” he said slowly. “I will come out soon.”
  The father remained silent for a moment. Then he said quietly, “Very well.”
  Soon Gregor heard another voice. It was his sister.
  “Gregor,” she said softly, “are you ill? Do you need anything?”
  Gregor felt grateful for her concern. He wanted to comfort her.
  “No, Grete,” he answered. “Everything is fine.”
  But once again his voice sounded strange, even to his own ears.
  Gregor lay quietly after this conversation. The room became silent again. Only the rain continued tapping gently on the window.
  Gregor knew that he could not remain in bed forever. If he did not open the door soon, his family would become worried. Worse still, the chief clerk from the office might come to the apartment. The clerk often visited workers who were late or absent without explanation.
  Gregor gathered his strength. He pushed his body forward again, slowly sliding toward the edge of the bed. His many legs struggled against the blanket. At last he reached the edge and began carefully lowering himself toward the floor.
  The movement was awkward and slow. Gregor feared that he might fall heavily and injure himself. But he had no other choice. With one final push he allowed his body to slide down.
  A moment later he landed on the floor with a soft thud. His body felt slightly hurt, but nothing was broken.
  Gregor lay still for a moment. Then he began moving his legs again, trying to stand.
  It was the beginning of a long and difficult morning.
 
Part 2
 
  At first Gregor felt uncertain about how to move his new body. His many legs touched the floor and slipped slightly on the smooth surface. For a moment he remained still, trying to understand how they worked. Slowly he began to notice that some legs responded when he tried to move them. He pushed gently with one side of his body and then the other. After several awkward attempts he managed to raise himself a little from the floor. The movement felt strange, but he was pleased that he could at least stand.
  Now he looked around the room more carefully. Everything was familiar, yet his position on the floor made the furniture appear larger and heavier than before. The chair beside the bed rose above him like a tall object. The table seemed far away. Gregor realized that crossing the room would take more effort than he expected. Still, he knew that he had to reach the door if he wanted to explain himself to his family.
  Before he could move farther, he heard another sound from outside the apartment. It was the bell at the front door. Gregor froze immediately. The bell rang again, sharp and clear through the quiet hallway. Gregor knew what this meant. The chief clerk from the office had arrived.
  “So early,” Gregor thought with alarm. The clerk was known for his strict manner. If Gregor did not appear at once, the situation might become serious. Gregor began moving quickly toward the door, though his legs still worked poorly together. His body slid slowly across the floor, and several times he nearly lost his balance. At last he reached the door and rested there for a moment.
  In the hallway he heard the voice of the servant woman opening the apartment door. Soon after, the chief clerk spoke in a polite but firm tone. “Good morning,” he said. “I hope I am not disturbing the household. I have come to ask about Mr. Gregor Samsa.”
  Gregor’s father answered quickly, his voice tense. “He is still in his room. He is not feeling well this morning.”
  “Indeed?” said the clerk. “But he missed the early train. The office was surprised. I thought it best to come personally.”
  Gregor listened with growing worry. The conversation moved closer to his door. Soon he heard his mother speaking anxiously. “He truly is not well,” she said. “Please believe us. My son never misses work without a reason.”
  Gregor wanted to call out and reassure them. He tried speaking again through the door. “I will open the door soon,” he said. “Please wait a moment.”
  His voice again sounded strange, but now everyone in the hallway heard it clearly. A short silence followed.
  Then the chief clerk spoke sharply. “Did you understand that voice?” he asked. “That does not sound like a healthy man.”
  Gregor’s father knocked loudly on the door. “Gregor,” he said impatiently, “open the door immediately.”
  Gregor wished he could explain everything calmly. But the door was locked, and he had never practiced opening it with his new body. He turned slowly and looked toward the key in the lock. If he could somehow reach it and turn it, the door would open.
  Gregor began climbing onto the chair near the door. The task was difficult because the surface was smooth. His legs slipped several times before he managed to pull himself upward. When he reached the seat of the chair he rested for a moment, breathing slowly. From there he could reach the key.
  The voices outside the door grew more anxious. The chief clerk spoke again, this time with suspicion in his voice. “Mr. Samsa,” he said loudly, “your silence is very troubling. You have shown yourself to be a dependable worker, but recently your performance has caused concern.”
  Gregor listened with growing fear. The clerk continued speaking about Gregor’s responsibilities and the importance of his position. The words seemed endless, and each sentence made Gregor feel more desperate. He knew he must open the door quickly.
  Gregor leaned forward and pressed his mouth carefully against the key. He had no teeth as before, but his jaws were strong enough to hold it. Slowly he began to turn the key in the lock. The metal moved little by little under the pressure of his mouth.
  Outside, the chief clerk suddenly stopped speaking. “Listen,” he said quietly. “He is turning the key.”
  Gregor heard the surprise in his voice and felt a small sense of hope. If he could open the door, perhaps everything would be explained. He continued turning the key with great effort. His body twisted as he pushed harder, and a dark liquid from his mouth dripped onto the floor. Gregor did not notice the pain. His thoughts were fixed only on the lock.
  At last the key turned completely with a clear clicking sound.
  Gregor felt a deep breath of relief pass through his body. “Now the door will open,” he thought. Carefully he pressed the handle and began pushing the door outward. Because of the way he stood, the door opened wider before his body could be seen from the hallway.
  Slowly Gregor moved forward. He turned his body sideways and tried to pass through the opening. The movement required great care, and for a moment he worried that he might fall onto his back. Finally his head appeared in the doorway.
  The first person he saw was the chief clerk. The man stood directly in front of the door. When he saw Gregor, he suddenly covered his mouth with his hand and stepped backward. His face had become pale with shock.
  Gregor’s mother stood nearby. She looked at Gregor for a moment with wide eyes, unable to speak. Then she took two steps toward him before collapsing to the floor, her skirts spreading around her.
  The father stood behind her with clenched fists. His expression showed both anger and confusion. For a moment he looked around the room as if searching for something. Then he covered his face with his hands and began breathing heavily.
  Gregor remained partly inside the doorway, unsure how to move. Only half of his body could be seen. He tilted his head slightly as he looked at the others.
  The room had grown brighter during these moments. Through the window across the street Gregor could see a long gray building. It was the hospital. The rain continued falling, and the drops struck the ground one by one.
  On the breakfast table lay several newspapers and dishes. The father usually spent a long time reading during breakfast. On the wall hung a photograph of Gregor from his days as a soldier. In the picture he stood proudly in uniform, smiling confidently.
  Gregor tried to speak calmly to the chief clerk. “I will get ready immediately,” he said. “Please do not worry. I will catch the next train and go to work.”
  The clerk, however, continued stepping backward toward the hallway. His eyes remained fixed on Gregor.
  Gregor tried again. “You must understand,” he said nervously. “Traveling work is difficult. Sometimes a man cannot rise at once in the morning. But I will go to the office today and explain everything.”
  The clerk did not answer. Instead he moved slowly toward the door that led to the staircase.
  Gregor realized that if the clerk left now, his job would be in great danger. Desperately he began crawling forward to stop him.
  But his body was still awkward, and his movement frightened everyone even more.
  The clerk suddenly turned and rushed toward the stairs. His cry echoed through the hallway as he disappeared.
  Gregor understood at once that the situation had become very serious.
 
Part 3
 
  The chief clerk’s hurried steps quickly faded down the stairway, but the sound left a heavy silence behind it. Gregor remained near the doorway for a moment, unsure what he should do next. He knew that the clerk would soon return to the office and report everything he had seen. That thought filled Gregor with fear. If the office believed that Gregor could no longer work, he would lose his job at once. Without his income, his family would fall into serious trouble.
  Gregor tried to speak again in order to calm everyone. “Please do not worry,” he said as gently as possible. His strange voice still made the words sound unclear, but he hoped that the meaning could be understood. “I will go to the office soon. I will explain everything.”
  No one answered him. His father stood near the table, looking uncertain and deeply troubled. The mother had not yet risen from the floor. She leaned weakly against a chair and breathed quickly, as if the air in the room had suddenly become too heavy.
  Gregor slowly moved farther into the living room. He did not want to frighten them, so he moved carefully and kept his body low to the ground. Yet every small movement seemed to make the situation worse. His legs slid across the floor with soft scratching sounds that made the mother shiver.
  Suddenly the mother cried out again. She raised her arms as if to protect herself. “Help!” she shouted weakly. “For God’s sake, help!”
  Her voice filled the room with panic. She tried to step backward but soon lost her balance and sank into a chair near the table. In her confusion she pushed against the breakfast dishes. A large coffee pot tipped over, and dark coffee spread slowly across the carpet.
  Gregor watched the coffee flow across the floor. For a moment he forgot everything else. The smell reached him clearly, and he moved his head slightly toward it. The movement caused the mother to scream once more.
  At that moment the father suddenly seemed to understand what he must do. His face hardened, and he looked at Gregor with a determined expression. He grabbed the chief clerk’s walking stick from a chair near the door. With his other hand he picked up a large newspaper from the table.
  Then he began moving toward Gregor.
  The father stamped his feet loudly as he advanced. The stick and the newspaper moved in the air as if they were weapons. “Back!” he shouted angrily. “Back into your room!”
  Gregor tried to answer, but his voice came out as a thin and strange sound. The father did not seem to hear any words in it. He only saw the creature before him and moved forward with greater force.
  Gregor understood that he must retreat. Slowly he began moving backward across the living room floor. But walking backward with his new body was extremely difficult. His legs became confused, and several times he nearly fell onto his back.
  The father continued pushing him with sharp movements of the stick. The newspaper also waved through the air, making a soft rushing sound. Each time Gregor tried to turn around, the father stamped his foot loudly, forcing him to continue moving backward.
  Meanwhile the mother had opened the window wide, even though the air outside was cold and wet. She leaned forward and pressed her face into her hands. The wind rushed into the room, making the curtains fly and the newspapers on the table rustle loudly.
  Gregor felt confused by the noise and the sudden movement of air. His legs trembled as he tried to move more quickly toward his room. But the doorway seemed very far away.
  At last Gregor decided that he must turn around. If he could face the door, he might reach it more easily. Slowly he began twisting his body while keeping one eye on his father’s movements.
  The turning was slow and awkward, but the father seemed to understand what Gregor was trying to do. For a moment he stopped stamping his feet and watched the movement carefully. He even guided Gregor slightly with the tip of the stick.
  After several difficult seconds Gregor finally faced the doorway of his room. Relief filled him when he saw it directly ahead.
  But another problem appeared immediately. His body was wider than the doorway.
  Gregor tried pushing forward carefully, but his sides touched the frame on both sides. He struggled to squeeze through the opening, yet the movement only made him more firmly stuck.
  The father did not stop pushing. He seemed to believe that Gregor should pass through at once. Instead of opening the second door panel to make the space wider, he continued forcing Gregor forward.
  Gregor felt pain as his body pressed hard against the wood of the doorframe. One side of his body lifted slightly into the air while the other scraped painfully along the edge. White marks appeared on the wood where his shell rubbed against it.
  For a moment Gregor remained trapped halfway through the doorway. Some of his legs moved helplessly in the air while others pressed weakly against the floor.
  Then the father gave him a strong push from behind with the stick.
  The force pushed Gregor forward suddenly. His body slipped through the doorway at last, though the movement caused a sharp pain along his side. He slid across the floor of his room and landed heavily inside.
  Immediately the father slammed the door shut with the stick.
  The loud sound echoed through the room.
  After that everything became quiet.
  Gregor lay still on the floor for a long time. His body felt exhausted from the struggle. Slowly the pain in his side spread through his entire body.
  Outside the door the apartment remained silent. No voices could be heard.
  Gregor realized that the morning had passed in confusion and fear. The life he had known only a few hours earlier had already disappeared.
 
Part 4
 
  Gregor remained where he had fallen for a long time. His body felt weak, and the pain along his side slowly spread through him. At first he could not move at all. Only after some time did he begin to notice that the room had grown darker. The gray light of morning had slowly changed into the dim light of evening. Gregor had slept for several hours without realizing it.
  When he finally opened his eyes fully, he felt a little stronger. His body was still heavy, but the sharp pain had faded into a dull pressure along his side. Gregor began moving his legs carefully. This time the movement felt more natural. The legs seemed to understand his wishes better than before. Slowly he pushed himself across the floor.
  The room around him was quiet. Through the window he could see the faint light of a street lamp outside. The soft glow touched the ceiling and the upper parts of the furniture. The floor itself remained mostly dark. Gregor moved toward the door, curious about what was happening in the rest of the apartment.
  As he approached the door he noticed something unusual. A pleasant smell filled the air. Gregor stopped and moved his feelers slowly forward. The smell of food reached him clearly. Just outside the door stood a bowl filled with milk. Small pieces of white bread floated in it.
  Gregor felt a sudden wave of hunger. He had eaten nothing since the day before. The sight of the milk made him eager. Milk had always been his favorite drink, and he believed that his sister must have brought it because she knew this. Gregor pushed his head forward and placed his mouth into the bowl.
  At once he pulled back in disappointment.
  The milk did not taste pleasant to him. In fact it made him feel uneasy. Gregor tried again, taking only a small amount this time. But the taste still seemed wrong. His body did not want the milk anymore.
  Gregor slowly turned away from the bowl. The hunger remained, yet the food before him no longer satisfied him. He crawled slowly back toward the center of the room and lay there quietly.
  Through the small opening of the door he could see into the living room. The gas lamp there was lit, and its light spread across the table. Usually at this hour Gregor’s father sat reading the evening newspaper aloud to the family. His voice often filled the apartment. But tonight the living room was silent.
  Gregor listened carefully. He heard no voices and no movement. The apartment seemed strangely calm.
  “What a quiet life they have now,” Gregor thought. For several years he had worked hard to support the family and give them comfort. The apartment had always been a place of peace when he returned from his long journeys. Now he wondered if that peaceful life had ended because of his condition.
  Gregor did not want to continue such thoughts. Instead he began slowly crawling around the room. During the long evening one of the doors to the hallway opened slightly and then closed again. Later the other door opened a little and also closed quickly.
  It seemed that someone wished to enter but felt too afraid.
  Gregor waited quietly near the door to the living room. He wanted to make the visitor feel safe. If someone came inside, he would remain calm and still. But the door did not open again.
  The hours passed slowly.
  Late in the night the gas lamp in the living room was finally turned off. Gregor heard quiet footsteps moving away. His parents and sister walked carefully across the floor so that they would not make noise.
  Gregor realized that no one would come into his room until morning.
  Now he had many hours to think about his new life.
  Yet the large empty space of the room made him uneasy. It had been his room for five years, but now the high ceiling and wide floor felt strange. He no longer felt like the person who had lived here before.
  Almost without thinking, Gregor crawled under the sofa.
  The space beneath it felt dark and safe. His back pressed lightly against the bottom of the sofa, and his head could not lift fully. Still, the narrow place comforted him.
  Gregor remained there through the entire night. Sometimes he slept lightly. At other times hunger woke him again. During the quiet hours he thought about his family and the trouble he had caused them.
  In the end he decided that he must remain calm and patient. His strange condition had forced great difficulty upon the family. If he moved carefully and caused no fear, perhaps life could slowly become easier again.
  Very early the next morning Gregor heard a soft sound at the door.
  The door opened quietly.
  His sister entered the room.
  She was already dressed and looked around carefully. At first she did not see him. But when she noticed his shape under the sofa she stepped back suddenly and closed the door again.
  It was as if she had touched something dangerous.
  After a short moment the door opened once more. This time she entered slowly, walking on her toes like someone visiting a sick person.
  Gregor watched her from beneath the sofa.
  She immediately noticed the bowl of milk.
  The bowl was still full, though a little milk had spilled onto the floor. The sister picked it up quickly. She did not touch it with her bare hands but used a cloth instead.
  Then she carried it out of the room.
  Gregor wondered what she would bring next. His hunger had not disappeared. Yet he felt certain that the milk would not return.
  Soon the sister came back again.
  This time she carried many different foods.
  She placed them on an old piece of paper spread across the floor. There were pieces of vegetable food that had grown old and soft. There were bones from the previous evening’s meal with dried white sauce still on them. She also brought a few raisins and some cheese that Gregor himself had refused only two days earlier.
  In addition there were pieces of dry bread and bread with butter. Beside these foods she placed a bowl of water.
  After arranging everything carefully, the sister quickly left the room. Before closing the door she turned the key in the lock so that Gregor would know he could eat safely without being watched.
  Gregor immediately began moving toward the food.
  His legs carried him forward quickly now. He felt surprised at how easily they moved. It seemed that his wound had almost healed overnight.
  The smell of the cheese attracted him strongly. He began eating it with great hunger. The taste pleased him, and he ate quickly until nothing remained.
  After that he tried the vegetables and the sauce. These also tasted good.
  But the fresh bread did not interest him at all. Even the smell of it seemed unpleasant.
  When he had finished eating everything he liked, Gregor lay still and rested.
  Soon he heard the key turning again.
  The sister had returned.
  Gregor hurried back under the sofa.
  Because he had eaten so much, his body had grown rounder. In the narrow space beneath the sofa he could hardly breathe.
  He watched quietly as the sister cleaned the room.
  With a broom she swept away the remains of the food, even the pieces he had not touched. She pushed everything into a bucket and closed it with a lid.
  Then she carried the bucket away and shut the door behind her.
  When she left, Gregor slowly crawled out from beneath the sofa.
  He stretched his body wide and breathed deeply in the quiet room.
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  From that day forward Gregor received food twice each day. The first time came early in the morning, before the parents and the servant girl woke up. The second time came after the family had eaten their midday meal. At that hour the parents usually rested for a while, and the sister often sent the servant girl out of the apartment for some small errand. In this way Gregor could eat without anyone watching him.
  Gregor understood why they did this. The family did not want him to starve, yet they also did not wish to see him eating in his new form. It was easier for them if the sister cared for everything alone. Perhaps she wished to protect the parents from even more sadness, because they already suffered greatly from the situation.
  Gregor himself could learn little directly from the family. When the sister entered the room she usually spoke very little. Sometimes he heard her sigh softly. At other times she whispered short prayers under her breath. Only later, after several days had passed, did she begin saying a few words aloud.
  When Gregor ate well she sometimes said quietly, “Today he liked the food.” But when he left much of it untouched, which began to happen more often, she would say with sadness, “Again he has left everything.”
  Gregor could not answer her. Even if he tried, his voice would only frighten her again.
  Instead he began listening carefully at the doors that connected his room with the rest of the apartment. Whenever he heard voices he crawled quickly to the door and pressed his body against it. In this way he could understand at least a little about what the family discussed.
  During the first days almost every conversation concerned Gregor. At every meal the parents and the sister spoke about what they should do next. Even between meals they returned again and again to the same subject.
  For two full days no one wanted to leave the apartment alone. At least two members of the family always remained at home. At the same time they did not want to leave the apartment completely empty.
  On the first day the servant girl had begged the mother on her knees to allow her to leave the job immediately. It was not clear how much she understood about what had happened. Still, she was deeply frightened. A short time later she left the apartment, thanking the family with tears and promising strongly that she would tell no one about the strange event.
  From that moment the sister and the mother had to prepare the meals together. But cooking was not difficult, because the family hardly ate anything. Gregor often heard one person ask another to eat a little more, and usually the answer was the same.
  “No, thank you,” someone would say quietly. “I have had enough.”
  Sometimes they said something similar.
  They even drank very little.
  Several times the sister asked the father whether he wanted beer. She offered kindly to bring it for him. When he did not answer, she tried to make the decision easier for him.
  “I could ask the caretaker to bring it,” she said.
  But the father always replied firmly, “No.” After that the subject ended.
  On the first evening the father began explaining the family’s financial situation to the mother and sister. From time to time he rose from the table and went to a small chest where he kept money and papers. Gregor heard the lock opening and closing as the father removed documents and looked through them carefully.
  What Gregor heard from these conversations surprised him greatly.
  He had always believed that nothing remained from the father’s failed business. At least his father had never spoken about any savings. Gregor himself had never asked questions. His only concern had been earning money as quickly as possible.
  When the father’s business had collapsed five years earlier, the entire family had fallen into despair. Gregor had begun working with great determination. Very soon he became a traveling salesman. The position brought better opportunities than his earlier work in a shop.
  The commissions he earned soon turned into steady income. Each month Gregor placed the money on the table at home. The family had accepted it with gratitude and relief. Those early months had been filled with warm feelings.
  Later Gregor earned even more money. In fact he earned enough to support the entire family comfortably.
  Yet as the years passed, the earlier warmth slowly faded. The family had become accustomed to the money. They accepted it gladly, and Gregor was happy to provide it. Still, the deep closeness between them gradually disappeared.
  Only the sister remained especially dear to him.
  Gregor loved her very much. She was young and full of life. Most of all she loved music. She played the violin beautifully.
  Gregor had secretly made an important plan for her future. Next year he intended to send her to the music school in the city. The cost would be high, but Gregor believed he could earn enough money to pay for it.
  Often during his short visits home he spoke with her about this dream. They treated the idea like a wonderful secret. The parents did not like to hear about it. They believed the plan was too expensive and unrealistic.
  But Gregor had already decided. On Christmas evening he intended to announce the plan formally to the whole family.
  Now, lying quietly in his room, Gregor realized that such dreams had become impossible.
  Still the thoughts returned again and again as he listened at the door.
  Sometimes he became so tired that he could not listen any longer. His head slipped and touched the door lightly. The small sound always stopped the conversation in the other room.
  “What is he doing now?” the father would ask after a moment.
  His voice was directed toward the door.
  Only after that did the conversation slowly begin again.
  From these repeated discussions Gregor learned everything clearly. A small amount of money had remained from the old business after all. The family had not spent it during the past years. In fact the money had grown a little because of interest.
  In addition, the money Gregor brought home each month had never been fully spent. Gregor had kept only a few coins for himself, and the rest had slowly formed a small savings fund.
  When Gregor heard this, he felt a sudden sense of pride. He had not realized how carefully the family had managed the money.
  Still, the amount would not support them for very long. Perhaps it could last one year. At most two.
  After that the money would be gone.
  Someone would have to earn money again.
  Gregor listened as the family spoke about this difficult question.
  The father was still healthy, but he had not worked for five years and had grown somewhat slow. The mother suffered from breathing trouble and became tired even after small tasks around the apartment. The sister was only seventeen and had lived a comfortable life until now.
  Each time the family spoke about these worries Gregor could not bear to listen any longer. He moved away from the door and lay down on the cool leather sofa.
  His whole body burned with shame and sadness.
  Often he remained there through the entire night, unable to sleep.
  Sometimes he pushed a chair toward the window and climbed up with great effort. From the chair he could look outside at the street below. In the past he had loved looking out of the window. It made him feel free after his long journeys.
  But now the view became less clear each day.
  The hospital building across the street slowly disappeared from his sight. The world beyond the window seemed to turn into a gray and empty space where sky and earth blended together.
  Only twice did the careful sister notice that the chair stood near the window.
  Each time she quietly pushed it back to its place after cleaning the room. Later she even began leaving the inner window open slightly for him.
  Gregor wished deeply that he could thank her for these small kindnesses.
  But he could only remain silent and watch her from the shadows.
 
Part 6
 
  One morning, about a month after Gregor’s transformation, an event occurred that showed clearly how difficult his appearance still was for his sister. She entered the room somewhat earlier than usual, carrying the food as she always did. Gregor had not yet hidden himself under the sofa. Instead he stood near the window, completely still, looking outside at the pale morning light. In the gray air his dark body must have appeared especially strange and frightening.
  When the sister opened the door and saw him there, she stopped immediately. For a moment she remained in the doorway, unable to move. Gregor could see the fear on her face. It seemed possible that she might turn around and leave the room at once. In fact Gregor would not have been surprised if she had done so, because his position near the window made it impossible for her to approach the window as she usually did.
  But the sister did not simply run away. Instead she stepped backward and closed the door quietly. The movement was quick, almost like the action of someone who had touched something hot. Gregor immediately understood that he had frightened her deeply.
  He hurried at once under the sofa. The movement was slow and awkward, but he managed to hide himself completely. After that he waited quietly in the darkness beneath the furniture.
  Nearly half the day passed before the sister returned. When she finally opened the door again, her movements were careful and uncertain. Gregor realized that she must force herself to enter the room each time. Even the small sight of his body beneath the sofa probably filled her with discomfort.
  Because of this, Gregor began thinking about a way to make things easier for her. He wished to hide himself completely so that she would not have to see him at all.
  Later that day he found a sheet on the bed and slowly began pulling it toward the sofa. The work was extremely difficult. He had to push the cloth with his back and drag it across the floor. Many times the sheet slipped away from him, and he had to begin again.
  After nearly four hours of effort he finally managed to place the sheet over the sofa. The cloth hung down on all sides and covered the space beneath it entirely.
  Gregor crawled under the sofa again and examined the result carefully. Now, even if the sister bent down, she would not be able to see him clearly.
  Gregor felt satisfied with this solution. If the sister believed the sheet unnecessary, she could easily remove it. But at least Gregor had tried to make the situation easier for her.
  The sister did not remove the sheet. In fact she left it exactly where Gregor had placed it. Once Gregor even thought he noticed a small sign of gratitude in her eyes when she saw how carefully the sheet covered the space beneath the sofa.
  During the first two weeks after Gregor’s transformation the parents could not bring themselves to enter the room. Gregor often heard them praising the sister’s courage and patience. Before this they had sometimes complained about her, calling her somewhat lazy or careless. Now they spoke about her with admiration.
  Often they stood outside the door while she cleaned the room. When she came out again they asked many questions. They wanted to know how the room looked, what Gregor had eaten, and whether his behavior had changed.
  The mother especially wished to see Gregor herself. At first the father and sister prevented her with reasonable arguments. Gregor listened carefully to these discussions and agreed with them. He understood that the sight of him might frighten her too much.
  But the mother continued asking again and again.
  “Let me go to Gregor,” she said. “He is my unfortunate son. I must see him.”
  Sometimes she even cried loudly outside the door.
  At such moments Gregor wondered whether it might be good if the mother visited him after all. Perhaps once each week would not be too much. The mother understood life better than the sister, who despite her bravery was still young and inexperienced.
  Eventually the opportunity came.
  Gregor had begun crawling not only across the floor but also along the walls and ceiling of the room. He discovered that he enjoyed climbing upward. When he hung from the ceiling his body could swing freely in the air. The feeling was almost pleasant, and it made him forget his troubles for a short time.
  The sister soon noticed the marks his climbing left on the walls. She immediately understood that Gregor needed more space to move.
  For this reason she decided to remove some of the furniture from the room. The large chest and the writing desk stood directly in his way. But these pieces of furniture were heavy, and she could not move them alone.
  The father refused to help her. Since the servant girl had left the apartment, there was no one else available.
  Finally the sister asked the mother to help.
  The mother agreed gladly. “Yes,” she said, “we will move the furniture together. Perhaps Gregor will feel better if he has more space.”
  Soon the two women entered the room.
  Gregor had already hidden himself under the sheet beneath the sofa. The cloth rose slightly where his body pressed against it, but otherwise it appeared to be nothing more than a pile of fabric.
  The mother seemed relieved when she saw this.
  “Come,” she said quietly. “Let us begin with the chest.”
  The sister and the mother began pushing the heavy piece of furniture across the floor. The work was slow and difficult. Gregor listened carefully from beneath the sofa.
  The chest contained small tools that Gregor had once used during his free time. If the furniture disappeared completely, the room would become empty and strange.
  Suddenly Gregor felt that he must save at least one object.
  Slowly he crawled out from beneath the sheet. The two women had their backs turned and did not see him.
  Gregor climbed up the wall carefully. On the wall hung the picture of the woman in fur that he had once cut from the magazine.
  Gregor pressed his body tightly against the frame. The cool glass touched his belly.
  “At least this picture will remain mine,” he thought.
  At that moment the sister turned around.
  She saw the empty sofa.
  Her eyes moved across the room.
  Then she saw Gregor on the wall.
  Her face turned pale with shock.
  “Mother!” she cried. “Look out!”
  The mother turned slowly.
  She saw Gregor.
  For a moment she stood still with wide eyes.
  Then her body collapsed onto the sofa.
  Her arms spread weakly across the cushions.
  “Oh God,” she whispered.
  Gregor quickly climbed down from the wall. He wished to help somehow, but the sister rushed toward him with sudden anger.
  “Gregor!” she shouted.
  She grabbed a chair and held it toward him as if it were a weapon.
  Gregor immediately moved backward into the darker part of the room. He did not wish to frighten them further.
  Meanwhile the sister hurried into the living room to bring medicine for the mother.
  Gregor remained in the corner, waiting quietly.
 
Part 7
 
  After a short time the sister returned with a small bottle in her hand. She hurried toward the sofa where the mother still lay weak and motionless. Carefully she lifted the mother’s head and held the bottle near her lips. The mother drank a few drops of the medicine and slowly began to breathe more steadily. Gregor remained in the dark corner of the room and did not move, because he knew that his presence would only make the situation worse.
  The sister glanced at him once more. Her face showed both anger and fear. “Gregor,” she said sharply, pointing toward the door of his room, “you must go back inside.”
  Gregor obeyed immediately. Slowly he turned his body and began crawling across the floor toward the doorway. Every movement felt difficult because he had grown tired from climbing the wall and from the excitement of the moment. Behind him he heard the sister speaking softly to the mother.
  “Do not be afraid, Mother,” she said gently. “Gregor is going back to his room now.”
  Gregor reached the doorway and paused there for a moment. He did not want to frighten them again by moving too suddenly. But the sister noticed that he had stopped.
  “Go,” she said impatiently.
  Gregor moved forward again and pushed his body through the doorway. Once he had entered the room completely, the sister followed quickly and closed the door behind him. The key turned firmly in the lock.
  Gregor heard the sound clearly and understood that he was once again alone.
  For a long time he lay quietly on the floor without moving. The events had exhausted him completely. His body felt heavy, and the wound along his side began to ache again.
  Outside the door he could hear the voices of the sister and the mother speaking in low tones. Soon their conversation faded as they moved into another room.
  A short time later another sound reached Gregor’s ears.
  The front door of the apartment opened.
  Heavy footsteps entered the hallway.
  Gregor recognized the sound immediately.
  The father had returned home.
  The sister ran to meet him.
  “Father!” she called.
  The father’s voice answered quickly. “What has happened?”
  The sister began explaining the situation. Her words came quickly and were difficult to follow through the closed door. Gregor could hear only parts of the story.
  “…Mother fainted… we tried to move the furniture… Gregor came out…”
  The father’s voice suddenly became louder.
  “Gregor came out?” he repeated sharply.
  Gregor felt a wave of fear pass through his body.
  The father’s steps moved quickly toward Gregor’s room.
  The sister tried to stop him.
  “Father, please,” she said anxiously. “Gregor is quiet now.”
  But the father had already reached the door.
  The key turned violently in the lock.
  The door flew open.
  Gregor saw his father standing in the doorway.
  The father looked very different from the man Gregor remembered. During the past years he had grown slow and heavy and spent much of his time resting in a chair. Now, however, he stood upright and strong.
  He wore a dark blue uniform with bright gold buttons. His hair was carefully combed, and his face appeared serious and determined.
  Gregor did not yet know that his father had found work as a messenger at a bank.
  When the father saw Gregor in the room he stopped suddenly.
  His eyes grew hard.
  “Ah!” he shouted with anger.
  Gregor immediately began crawling backward across the floor. He wished to show that he meant no harm.
  But the father did not wait.
  On the table near the door stood a bowl filled with apples.
  The father seized several apples at once.
  Without hesitation he threw the first one.
  The apple flew across the room and struck the wall beside Gregor. It fell to the floor with a dull sound.
  A second apple followed quickly.
  Gregor tried to escape, but his movement was slow.
  Then a third apple struck him directly on the back.
  The pain was sharp and sudden.
  Gregor stopped moving at once.
  The apple had become stuck in the hard surface of his body.
  Gregor tried to crawl forward again, but the fruit remained fixed in place. Each movement caused new pain.
  The father raised another apple in his hand.
  At that moment the mother rushed into the room.
  She had recovered enough to follow him.
  “Stop!” she cried desperately.
  She ran toward the father and threw her arms around his neck.
  “Please spare him!” she begged. “He is our son!”
  The father slowly lowered his arm.
  The apple fell from his hand to the floor.
  For several seconds no one spoke.
  Gregor could barely breathe. The apple remained buried in his back like a painful weight.
  The sister stood in the doorway watching silently.
  Finally the father turned away and walked out of the room without another word.
  The mother followed him slowly.
  The sister remained behind for a moment. She looked at Gregor with deep sadness but said nothing.
  Then she quietly closed the door.
  Gregor remained alone in the dark room.
  The apple stayed lodged in his back.
  No one removed it.
  The wound soon became serious, and Gregor’s strength began to fade.
  From that day his movements became weaker and slower.
  Yet even greater than the physical pain was the sadness that filled his thoughts.
  Gregor understood that life for his family had changed forever.
 
Part 8
 
  The apple remained in Gregor’s back for many weeks. No one dared to remove it, and slowly the wound around it became worse. The pain did not remain sharp all the time. Instead it stayed in his body like a heavy pressure that never completely disappeared. Because of this injury Gregor’s movements grew slower each day. Crawling across the room required great effort, and sometimes he remained in the same place for hours without moving at all.
  Yet the family did not forget him completely. Each evening the door between Gregor’s room and the living room was opened for a short time. Gregor could lie in the darkness and look into the bright room where the family sat together at the table. Often they ate their evening meal quietly, speaking only a few words.
  Gregor watched them carefully. The father usually returned home from work wearing a blue uniform with bright gold buttons. Even after supper he often remained in the uniform because he was too tired to change his clothes. Many evenings he sat in his chair and fell asleep there. When the mother or sister tried to wake him, he would suddenly open his eyes and say in confusion, “What is it? Is it already time for work again?”
  Then he would realize where he was and slowly lean back into the chair.
  The mother worked quietly during these hours. She had found small sewing jobs from a clothing shop, and every evening she bent over her work under the lamp. Her hands moved slowly but carefully as she repaired the garments.
  The sister also had new responsibilities. She had found work as a salesgirl in a shop. During the evenings she studied French and writing in order to improve her chances for better work in the future. Sometimes Gregor saw her sitting at the table with a book open before her, repeating words softly to herself.
  Gregor understood that life had become difficult for them all.
  At the same time his own room slowly changed. The sister had less time to care for it. She entered quickly in the morning and again in the evening, cleaning only what was necessary. Dust began gathering in the corners, and sometimes the remains of food lay on the floor longer than before.
  Gregor did not complain. In fact he felt grateful for every small effort she still made.
  After some time another change occurred.
  One day the sister entered the room carrying a large bucket and several old objects. She placed them near the wall and then returned with more items. Soon the room began filling with things that the family no longer needed.
  Broken chairs, empty containers, and other useless objects were pushed into the room. The apartment had become too small to hold everything, especially now that the family wished to keep the rest of the home clean.
  Gregor’s room slowly turned into a place where old things were stored.
  At first Gregor felt annoyed. The objects stood in his way and made moving across the floor difficult. But later he no longer cared. In fact he often hid among the boxes and furniture because the narrow spaces made him feel safer.
  The family had found another way to improve their financial situation.
  They had taken in three boarders who rented a room in the apartment.
  These men were serious and quiet. Each of them had a large beard, and they always wore dark clothes. They demanded that the apartment remain very clean and orderly.
  Because of them the family worked harder than ever.
  The sister and mother prepared meals carefully for the boarders. Even the father helped from time to time. Gregor rarely saw the men closely, but he heard their heavy steps and deep voices moving through the apartment.
  Every evening the boarders sat at the dining table in the living room and ate their supper slowly and carefully. The father served them with great attention, and the mother brought dishes from the kitchen.
  One evening the door to Gregor’s room had again been left slightly open. Gregor lay quietly in the darkness and watched the scene in the living room.
  The boarders were finishing their meal. They ate with serious expressions and spoke very little. The father stood nearby with his hands behind his back.
  After supper the sister entered the room holding her violin.
  One of the boarders had noticed the instrument earlier that day. Now he asked politely if she would play something for them.
  The sister looked surprised but pleased by the request. She stood near the window and began playing softly.
  Gregor listened with deep emotion.
  The sound of the violin filled the room with gentle music. The notes seemed warm and full of feeling. Gregor had always loved hearing his sister play.
  Slowly he began crawling forward across the floor of his room. The door stood open, and the music drew him closer.
  The boarders listened quietly, but they did not appear deeply interested. One man leaned back in his chair while another looked up at the ceiling.
  Gregor felt something like anger rising inside him. How could they listen so carelessly? The music was beautiful.
  His sister played with true feeling.
  Gregor moved closer to the doorway.
  In his thoughts he imagined telling her that she should play only for him. He would protect her from the world and never allow her to leave his room again. She would remain beside him and fill the quiet evenings with music.
  Without thinking about the danger, Gregor crawled slowly into the living room.
  The sister noticed him first.
  The sound of the violin stopped suddenly.
  She stared at him with wide eyes.
  The boarders followed her gaze.
  For several seconds no one spoke.
  Then one of the boarders rose from his chair with anger.
  “What is this?” he cried loudly.
  He pointed toward Gregor.
  “You allow such a creature to live in your apartment?”
  The other two boarders also stood up. Their faces showed disgust and anger.
  “We will not remain here another day,” one of them said sharply.
  “We will leave immediately.”
  The father tried to calm them.
  “Please, gentlemen,” he said anxiously. “There has been a misunderstanding.”
  But the boarders refused to listen.
  They walked quickly into their room and began packing their belongings.
  The sister stood in the center of the living room, holding the violin loosely in her hand. Her face looked tired and hopeless.
  Gregor realized at once that his presence had destroyed everything again.
  Slowly he turned his body and began crawling back toward his room.
  No one tried to stop him.
  The music had ended.
  A deep silence filled the apartment.
 
Part 9
 
  Gregor had hardly entered his room when the door behind him was closed quickly and locked. The sound of the key turning echoed through the quiet apartment. Gregor stopped moving at once. His body felt extremely tired, and he remained lying on the floor near the doorway. For a moment he simply listened.
  Soon he heard the voices of his family in the living room. They spoke quietly at first, but the sister’s voice soon became clear.
  “Mother, Father,” she said firmly, “we cannot continue living like this.”
  Gregor listened carefully. The words seemed to move slowly through the silence.
  The father answered after a moment. His voice sounded tired.
  “What do you mean?”
  The sister spoke again, this time with even greater determination. “You must understand,” she said. “I will no longer call that creature Gregor. If it were truly Gregor, he would have understood long ago that people cannot live together with such a being.”
  Gregor felt a strange stillness in his thoughts as he heard these words.
  “If it were really Gregor,” the sister continued, “he would have left us of his own will. Then we could remember him kindly and continue our lives.”
  The mother began crying softly.
  “But this creature frightens us,” the sister said. “Because of it the boarders are leaving. Because of it Father and Mother must suffer every day.”
  The father spoke again, slowly and heavily.
  “She is right,” he said. “We must try to get rid of it.”
  The mother raised her weak hands slightly.
  “Perhaps we could still help him,” she whispered.
  But the sister shook her head.
  “No,” she said firmly. “We must stop believing that. That is the mistake we have made until now. How could it still be Gregor? If it were Gregor, he would not harm us in this way.”
  Gregor heard every word clearly. Yet he felt no anger toward them.
  Instead he felt a quiet understanding.
  The father rose slowly from his chair.
  “Tomorrow we will find a way,” he said.
  After that the voices became quiet again. Soon the light in the living room was turned off.
  Silence filled the apartment.
  Gregor remained alone in the darkness of his room.
  His breathing had become weak. The apple in his back still caused pain, but the pain now seemed distant. His body felt lighter and strangely calm.
  Gregor turned his head slowly toward the door.
  He began thinking about his earlier life. He remembered the long train journeys and the many hotel rooms where he had spent the night during his work. He remembered the effort he had made each day to earn money for his family.
  Most of all he thought about his parents and his sister.
  He remembered the evenings when they had all sat together peacefully. He remembered the sound of his sister’s violin filling the room with music.
  These memories warmed his thoughts.
  Gregor remained in the same place for a long time. Outside the window the night slowly passed.
  The air in the room became cooler.
  From the church tower nearby the clock struck three.
  Gregor could hardly move now. But he did not wish to move.
  He felt that his body was slowly growing lighter and weaker.
  Once more he thought about his sister.
  “She must have a good life,” he thought quietly. “She is young and strong.”
  Gregor believed that the family would live more peacefully once he was gone. This thought filled him with calm.
  As the first light of morning entered the room, Gregor’s head slowly sank down to the floor.
  His last breath left his body quietly.
  Gregor Samsa was dead.
  Several hours later the cleaning woman arrived at the apartment. She was a strong older woman who worked for the family. As usual she knocked loudly on the doors while entering the apartment.
  When no one answered immediately, she opened Gregor’s door without hesitation. She had often looked into the room with curiosity before.
  This time she stepped inside and looked around.
  At first she did not notice anything unusual. But soon she saw Gregor lying motionless on the floor.
  She pushed his body gently with her broom.
  Gregor did not move.
  She pushed him again, this time a little harder.
  Still nothing happened.
  “Well,” she said calmly, “look at that. It is completely dead.”
  She opened the door and called into the living room.
  “Come here for a moment. It is dead now.”
  The father, mother, and sister came quickly into the room.
  They stood around Gregor’s body silently.
  The father crossed himself slowly.
  “Now we can thank God,” he said quietly.
  The mother also crossed herself.
  The sister looked at the floor for a long time.
  Gregor’s body had become very thin. During the last weeks he had eaten almost nothing.
  Finally the father turned toward the cleaning woman.
  “You may take care of it,” he said.
  The woman nodded.
  She pushed the body carefully onto a piece of newspaper with her broom and carried it away.
  The door closed behind her.
  The family remained standing together in the quiet room.
  After a moment the father spoke.
  “Today we will rest,” he said. “We will write letters to our employers and take the day off.”
  The mother and sister agreed.
  Later that morning the three of them left the apartment together. They rode a tram out of the city. The day was warm and bright.
  The father sat upright and looked stronger than before. The mother leaned comfortably beside him. The sister looked out the window at the wide open fields.
  They began speaking quietly about their future. They would find a smaller apartment and continue working. Life would move forward again.
  As the tram traveled through the sunlight, the parents noticed something new.
  Their daughter had grown into a young woman.
  She stretched her body lightly in the warm air.
  The parents looked at each other and understood the same thought.
  The time had come to find a good husband for her.
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