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o s earing. Well, I haven't given up hope
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s ﬁwowJ.ALE going to do it without fail. Then
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B &M chest NM drawers. “God Almighty!” he thou an
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THE METAMORPHOSIS 5
You could see from the bed that it was set correctly for
four o’clock; it certainly had gone off, too. Yes, but was it
possible to sleep quietly through a ringing that made the
furniture shake? Well, he certainly hadn’t slept quietly,
but probably all the more soundly for that. But what
should he do now? The next train left at seven o'clock;
to make it, he would have to hurry like a madman, and
the line of samples wasn’t packed yet, and he himself
didn’t feel especially fresh and ready to march around.
And even if he did make the train, he could not avoid
getting it from the boss, because the messenger boy had
been waiting at the five-o’clock train and would have long
ago reported his not showing up. He was a tool of the
boss, without brains or backbone. What if he were to
say he was sick? But that would be extremely embar-
rassing and suspicious because during his five years with
the firm Gregor had not been sick even once. The boss
would be sure to come with the health-insurance doctor,
blame his parents for their lazy son, and cut off all
excuses by quoting the health-insurance doctor, for whom
the world consisted of people who were completely healthy
but afraid to work. And, besides, in this case would he
be so very wrong? In fact, Gregor felt fine, with the
exception of his drowsiness, which was really unnecessary
after sleeping so late, and he even had a ravenous
appetite.
Just as he was thinking all this over at top speed, with-
out being able to decide to get out of bed—the alarm clock
‘had just struck a quarter to seven—he heard a cautious
- knocking at the door next to the head of his bed. “Gregor,”
someone called—it was his mother—“it's a quarter to
seven. Didn’t you want to catch the train?” What a soft
voicel Gregor was shocked to hear his own voice answer-
ing, unmistakably his own voice, true, but in which, as if
from below, an insistent distressed chirping intruded,
which left the clarity of his words intact only for a
moment really, before so badly garbling them as they
carried that no one could be sure if he had heard right.
nted to answer in detail and to explain

Gregor had wa
everything, but, given the circumstances, confined himself



