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PUBLISHER’S NOTE

“FRANZ KAFKA’s name, so far as I can discover,

| 18 almost unknown to English readers. As he is con-

| sidered by several of the best German critics to have

been perhaps the most interesting writer of his gen-
eration, and as he is in some ways a strange and
disconcerting genius, it has been suggested that a
short introductory note should be provided for this
book, the first of his to be translated into English.”

This is the first paragraph of Edwin Muwir's In-
troductory Note published in 1930 with the first
American edition of The Castle (in his and Willa
Muir’s translation) and reprinted in all later edi-
tions. Hardly ever has the work of translators been
so amply rewarded—and indeed on so large a scale
of literary fame for the translated work that the
quoted paragraph now reads like a historical curi-
osity. In the time between the first publication of
The Castle and the present definitive edition, Franz
Kafka, though still a “strange and disconcerting
genius,” has risen to the stature of a classic of
modern literature. Merely to list the critical litera-
ture his work has evoked would probably mean com-~
piling a book. In this situation, which in itself is the
greatest tribute to the work of Franz Kafka's de-
voted friend and editor, Max Brod, and to his first
English translators, the publisher has felt that the
reader mo longer requires the help offered to him by
the Introductory Note and Editor’s Additional Note
of the previous editions—the less so as, quite apart
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PUBLISHER’S NOTE

from much other literature on the subject, Max
Brod’s biography of Franz Kafka has in the mean-
time become available in English translation.

As The Castle remains unfinished, however, the
following paragraph from the Editor’s Note to the
first American edition should be preserved: “Kafka
never wrote his concluding chapter. But he told me
about it once when I asked him how the movel was
to end. The ostensible Land-Surveyor was to find
partial satisfaction at least. He was not to relax in
his struggle, but was to die worn out by it. Round
his deathbed the willagers were to assemble, and
from the Castle itself the word was to come that
though K.’s legal claim to live in the village was not
valid, yet, taking certain auxiliary circumstances
into account, he was to be permitted to live and
work there.” It is also nmot unimportant to know
“that The Castle seems to have been begun as a
story in the first person, the earlier chapters being
altered by the author, ‘K. being inserted every-
where in the place of ‘I and the later chapters
written straight out in the third person.”

In his postscript to the third German edition Max
Brod gratefully acknowledges the editorial assist-
ance of Heinz Pollitzer.

The present English edition is based on the defini-
tive German edition of Das Schloss (New York:
Schocken Books; 1951). Thus it is considerably
larger than the previous editions, which followed
the text of the first German publication of the novel.
The additions—results of Max Brod’s later editing
of Franz Kafka’s posthumous writings—are: the
concluding section of Chapter xzviii, the whole of
Chapters zix and zz, and the Appendix, consisting
of vartiations, fragments, and, above all, of many
passages struck through and thus deleted by the
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PUBLISHER’S NOTE

author, but deemed sufficiently interesting by the
editor to be made accessible after all.

The publisher is deeply grateful to Professor
Erich Heller for editorial advice concerning this
new edition in English.

As the ortginal translators of the novel were un~
able to undertake the translation of the mew ma-
terial, Eithne Wilkins and Ernst Kaiser kindly
agreed to complete the work begun by Willa and
Edwin Muir. In line with certain emendations sug-
gested by the new translators—and for the purpose
of making the English text uniform throughout—a
few small changes have been made in the previously
existing English text. Examples are the use of “Vil-
lage Council” to replace “Town Council,” of
“Mayor” to replace “Superintendent,” and of “ap-
plicants” to replace “clients.”
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HOMAGE

FRANZ KAFKA, author of this very remarkable

~and brilliant novel, The Castle, and of its equally

extraordinary companion-piece, The Trial, was born
in 1883 in Prague, son of a German-Jewish-Bohem-
ian family, and died of consumption in 1924, at the
early age of forty-one. His last portrait, done
shortly before his death, looks more like a man of
twenty-five than of forty-one. It shows a shy, sensi-
tive, contemplative face, with black curly hair grow-
ing low on the forehead, large dark eyes, at once
dreamy and penetrating, a straight, drooping nose,
cheeks shadowed by illness, and a mouth with un-
usually fine lines and a half-smile playing in one
corner. The expression, at once childlike and wise,
recalls not a little the best-known portrait of Fried-
rich von Hardenberg, called Novalis, the seraphic
mystic and seeker after the ‘“blue flower.” Novalis
too died of consumption.

But though his gaze makes us conceive of him as

a Novalis from the east of Europe, yet I should not .

care to dub Kafka either a romantic, an ecstatic, or
a mystic. For a romantic he is too clear-cut, too
realistic, too well attached to life and to a simple,
native effectiveness in living. His sense of humor—
of an involved kind peculiar to himself—is too pro-
nounced for an ecstatic. And as for mysticism: he
did indeed once say, in a conversation with Rudolf
Steiner, that his own work had given him under-
standing of certain “clairvoyant states” described
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HOMAGE

by the latter. And he compared his own work with
“a new secret doctrine, a cabbala.” But there is
" lacking to it the hot and heavy atmosphere of tran-
scendentalism; the sensual does not pass over into
the super-sensual, there is no “voluptuous hell,” no
“bridal bed of the tomb,” nor the rest of the stock-
in-trade of the genuine mystic. None of that was in
his line; neither Wagner’s Tristan nor Novalis’s
Hymns to the Night nor his love for his dead Sophie
would have appealed to Kafka. He was a dreamer,
and his compositions are often dreamlike in concep-
tion and form; they are as oppressive, illogical, and
absurd as dreams, those strange shadow-pictures of
actual life. But they are full of a reasoned morality,
an ironic, satiric, desperately reasoned morality,
struggling with all its might toward justice, good-
ness, and the will of God. All that mirrors itself in
his style: a conscientious, curiously explicit, objec-
tive, clear, and correct style, which in its precise,
almost official conservatism is reminiscent of Adal-
bert Stifter’s. Yes, he was a dreamer; but in his
dreaming he did not yearn after a “blue flower”
blossoming somewhere in a mystical sphere; he
yearned after the “blisses of the commonplace.”

The phrase comes froni a youthful story by the
writer of these lines, Tonio Krioger. That story, as
I learn from his friend, compatriot, and best critic,
Max Brod, was a favorite with Kafka. His was a
different world, but he, the Jew of eastern Europe,
had a very precise idea of the art and feeling of
bourgeois Europe. One might put it that the “aspir-
ing effort” which brought to birth a book like The
Castle corresponded in the religious sphere to Tonio
Kroger’s artist isolation, his longing for simple hu-
man feeling, his bad conscience in respect of the
bourgeois, and his love of the blond and good and
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HOMAGE

ordinary. Perhaps I shall best characterize Kafka
as a writer by calling him a religious humorist.

The combination sounds offensive; and both parts
of it stand in need of explanation. Brod relates that
Kafka had always been deeply impressed by an
anecdote from Gustave Flaubert’s later years. The
famous zsthete, who in an ascetic paroxysm sacri-
ficed all life to his nihilistic idol, “littérature,” once
-paid a visit with his niece, Mme Commanville, to a
family of her acquaintance, a sturdy and happy
wedded pair surrounded by a flock of charming
children. On the way home the author of the Tenta-
tions de Saint Antoine was very thoughtful. Walking
with Mme Commanville along the Seine, he kept
coming back to the natural, healthy, jolly, upright
life he had just had a glimpse of. “Ils sont dans le
vrai!” he kept repeating. This phrase, this complete
abandonment of his whole position, from the lips of
the master whose creed had been the denial of life
for the sake of art—this phrase had been Kafka's
favorite quotation.

D’étre dans le vrai—to live in the true and the
right—meant to Kafka to be near to God, to live in
God, to live aright and after God’s will—and he felt
very remote from this security in God and the will
of God. That “literary work was my one desire, my
single calling”—that he knew very soon, and that
might pass, as being itself probably the will of God.

“But,” he writes in 1914, a man of thirty-one, “the '

wish to portray my own inner life, has shoved
everything else into the background; everything
else is stunted, and continues to be stunted.”
“Often,” he adds at another time, “I am seized by
a melancholy though quite tranquil amazement at
my own lack of feeling . . . that simply by conse-
quence of my fixation upon letters I am everywhere
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HOMAGE

else uninterested and in consequence heartless.”

This calm and melancholy perception is actually,
however, a source of much disquiet, and the disquiet
is religious in its nature. This being dehumanized,
being “stunted’” by the passion for art, is certainly
remote from God; it is the opposite of “living in the
true and the right.” It is possible, of course, to take
in a symbolic sense this passion which makes every-
thing else a matter of indifference. It may be
thought of as an ethical symbol. Art is not inevit-
ably what it was to Flaubert, the product, the pur-
pose, and the significance of a frantically ascetic
denial of life. It may be an ethical expression of life
itself ; wherein not the work but the life itself is the
main thing. Then life is not “heartless,” not a mere
means of achieving by struggle a goal of asthetic
perfection; instead the product, the work, is an
ethical symbol; and the goal is not some sort of ob-
jective perfection, but the subjective consciousness
that one has done one’s best to give meaning to life
and to fill it with achievement worthy to stand be-
gide any other kind of human accomplishment.

“For a few days,” Kafka says, “I have been writ-
ing. May it go on! My life has some justification.
Once more I am able to converse with myself, and
not gaze into utter vacancy. Only in this way can I
hope to find improvement.” He might almost have
gaid “salvation” instead of improvement. It would
have made still clearer the religious nature of the
tranquillity he felt when he worked. Art as the
functioning of faculties bestowed by God, as work
faithfully done—that is an interpretation not only
in an intellectual but in a moral sense: as it height-
ens the actual into the true, it lends meaning and
justification to life, not only subjectively but also
humanly ; thus the work becomes humanly conserva-
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HOMAGE

tive, as a means of living “in the right”’—or at least
of coming closer to it—and art thus becomes adapt-
able to life. Franz Kafka, late and doubting and al-
most desperately complicated representative of Ger-
man letters, certainly felt the purest respect and
reverence for Goethe; and from Goethe we have the
great saying: “Man can find no better retreat from
the world than art, and man can find no stronger
link with the world than art.” A wonderful saying.
Solitude and companionship—the two are here rec-
onciled in a way that Kafka may well have ad-
mired, without being quite willing or able to admit
it, because his productivity depended on the strife
within him, and on his feeling of being “remote
from God,” his insecurity. His joy and gratitude
when he was able to write might have taught him
that art “links” us not only with the world, but also
with the moral sphere, with the right and the divine.
And this in a double sense, by the profound sym-
bolism inherent in the idea of the “good.” What the
artist calls good, the object of all his playful pains,
his life-and-death jesting, is nothing less than a
parable of the right and the good, a representation
of all human striving after perfection. In this sense
Kafka’s work, born of his dreams, is very good in-
deed. It is composed with a fidelity and patience, a
native exactitude, a conscientiousness—ironic, even
parodistic in kind, yet charming to laughter—with
a painstaking love, all proof that he was no unbe-
liever, but in some involved fashion of his own had
faith in the good and the right. And the discrepancy
between God and man, the incapacity of man to
recognize the good, to unite himself with it and
“live in the right,” Kafka took this for the theme of
his works, works that in every sentence bear wit-
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HOMAGE

ness to a humorously, fantastically despairing good
will.

They express the solitude, the aloneness, of the
artist—and of the Jew, on top of that—among the
genuine native-born of life, the villagers who settle
at the foot of the “Castle.” They express the inborn,
self-distrustful solitariness that fights for order and
regularity, civic rights, an established calling, mar-
riage—in short, for all the “blisses of the common-
place.” They express an unbounded will, forever
suffering shipwreck, to live aright. The Castle is
through and through an autobiographical novel.
The hero, who should originally speak in the first
person, is called K.; he is the author, who has only
too literally suffered all these pains and these gro-
tesque disappointments. In the story of his life there
is a betrothal that is simply the essence of all mel-
ancholy miscarriages. And in The Castle a promi-
nent part is played by similar spasmodic efforts to
found a family and arrive closer to God through
leading a normal life.

For it is plain that regular life in a community,
the ceaseless struggle to become a “native,” is
simply the technique for improving K.’s relations
with the “Castle,” or rather to set up relations with
it: to attain nearer, in other words, to God and to
a state of grace. In the sardonic dream-symbolism
of the novel the village represents life, the soil, the
community, healthy normal existence, and the bless-
ings of human and bourgeois society. The Castle, on
the other hand, represents the divine dispensation,
the state of grace-——puzzling, remote, incomprehen-
sible. And never has the divine, the superhuman,
been observed, experienced, characterized with
stranger, more daring, more comic expedients, with
more inexhaustible psychological riches, both sacri-
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HOMAGE

!
legious and devout, than in this story of an incor- )
rigible believer, so needing grace, so wrestling for

it, so passionately and recklessly yearning after it {
that he even tries to encompass it by stratagems

and wiles.

The question is really an important one, in its ‘
own touching, funny, involved religious way: ‘
whether K. has actually been summoned by the
estates authorities to act as surveyor, or whether ‘
he only imagines or pretends to others that such is '
the case, in order to get into the community and at-
tain to the state of grace. It remains throughout the
narrative an open question. In the first chapter
there is a telephone conversation with “up above’;
the idea that he has been summoned is summarily
denied, so that he is exposed as a vagabond and
swindler ; then comes a correction, whereby his sur-
veyorship is vaguely recognized up above—though
he himself has the feeling that the confirmation is
only the result of “lofty superiority’’ and of the in-
tention of “taking up the challenge with a smile.”

More impressive still is the second telephone con-
versation in the second chapter; K. himself holds it
with the Castle, and with him are his two aides,
who possess all the fantastic absurdity of characters
in dreams: whom the Castle sent to him, and in
whom he sees his “old assistants.” And when you
have read this, and listened with K. to “the hum of
countless children’s voices” from the receiver, the
rebuff given by the official up above, with the “small
defect” in his speech, to the suppliant down below
at the inn telephone, with his persistent appeals and
tergiversations, you will not lay down this long, cir-
cumstantial, incredible book until you have run
through and lived through the whole of it; until
amid laughter and the discomfort of its dream-at-
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HOMAGE

mosphere you have got to the bottom of those ex-
istences up there, the heavenly authorities, and
their overbearing, arbitrary, puzzling, anomalous,
and entirely incomprehensible activities.

You get the best objective idea of them in the
fifth chapter, from the mouth of the “Mayor’’ ; like-
wise some explanation of the odd things that hap- ‘
pen when one tries to telephone the Castle and finds [
out that the connection is entirely unreliable and
illusory; that there is no central exchange to con-
nect the call; that one can get a branch connection,
only to discover either that the receivers have been
left off or that such answers as one gets are entirely ]
nonsensical and frivolous. I refer particularly to the i
amazing conversation between K. and the Mayor;
but indeed the book is inexhaustible in its devices to
explain and illustrate its central theme: the gro-
tesque unconnection between the human being and
the transcendental; the incommensurability of the
divine, the strange, uncanny, demonic illogicality,
the ‘“ungetatable” remoteness, cruelty, yes, wicked-
ness, by any human standards, of the ‘“Castle”; in
other words, of the powers above. In every shade
and tone, with employment of every possible device,
the theme is played upon. It is the most- patient,
obstinate, desperate “wrestling with the angel” that
ever happened; and the strangest, boldest, most
novel thing about it is that it is done with humor, in
a spirit of reverent satire which leaves utterly un-
challenged the fact of the divine Absolute. This is
what makes Kafka a religious humorist: that he
does not, as literature is prone to do, treat of the
incomprehensible, the incommensurable, the hu-
manly unassessable transcendent world in a style
either grandiose, ecstatic, or hyper-emotional. No,
he sees and depicts it as Austrian “department”; as |,

i '
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HOMAGE

a magnification of a petty, obstinate, inaccessible,
unaccountable bureaucracy; a mammoth establish-
ment of documents and procedures, headed by some
darkly responsible official hierarchy. Sees it, then,
as I have said, with the eye of a satirist; yet at the
same time with utter sincerity, faith, and submis-
siveness, wrestling unintermittedly to win inside
the incomprehensible kingdom of grace, while em-
ploying satire instead of pathos as his technique.

The biography tells us that Kafka once read aloud
to some friends the beginning of his novel The
Trial, which deals explicitly with the problem of
divine justice. His listeners laughed through their
tears, and Kafka too had to laugh so hard that his
reading was interrupted. Mirth of that kind is very
deep-seated and involved; no doubt the same thing ‘a
happened when he read The Castle aloud. But when
you consider that laughter of such a sort, with such
deep and lofty sources, is probably the best thing
that remains to us, then you will be inclined, with
me, to place Kafka’s warm-hearted fantasies among
the best worth reading in the world’s treasury of
literature.

The Castle is not quite complete ; but probably not
more than one chapter is missing. The author gave
his friends a version of the ending by word of
mouth. K. dies—dies out of sheer exhaustion after
his desperate efforts to get in touch with the Castle
and be confirmed in his appointment. The villagers
stand about the stranger’s deathbed—when, at the
very. last moment, an order comes down from the
Castle: to the effect that while K. has no legal claim
to live in the community, yet the permission is
nevertheless granted; not in consideration of his
honest efforts, but owing to “certain auxiliary cir-
cumstances,” it is permitted to him to settle in the

xvit
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HOMAGE |
village and work there. So, at the last, grace is l\

vouchsafed. Franz Kafka too, certainly, without
bitterness, laid it to his heart when he died.

THOMAS MANN
Princeton, June 1940 1
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NOTE: For another version of the opening para-
graphs, see Appendix, pages 410-413. Asterisks
(*) in the text show where Franz Kafka de-
leted passages; these passages will be found in
Appendix 1V, pages 421-471, with identifying
text page numbers.




The First Chapter

#® 1T WAS late in the evening when K. arrived.
The village was deep in snow. The Castle hill was
hidden, veiled in mist and darkness, nor was there
even a glimmer of light to show that a castle was
there. On the wooden bridge leading from the main
road to the village, K. stood for a long time gazing
into the illusory emptiness above him.

Then he went on to find quarters for the night.
The inn was still awake, and though the landlord
could not provide a room and was upset by such
a late and unexpected arrival, he was willing to let
K. sleep on a bag of straw in the parlor. K. ac-
cepted the offer. Some peasants were still sitting
over their beer, but he did not want to talk, and
after himself fetching the bag of straw from the
attic, he lay down beside the stove. It was a warm
corner, the peasants were quiet, and, letting his
weary eyes stray over them, he soon fell asleep.

But very shortly he was awakened. A young
man dressed like a townsman, with the face of an
actor, his eyes narrow and his eyebrows strongly
marked, was standing beside him along with the
landlord. The peasants were still in the room, and
a few had turned their chairs round so as to see

3
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THE CASTLE

and hear better. The young man apologized very
courteously for having awakened K., introduced
himself as the son of the Castellan, and then said:
“This village belongs to the Castle, and whoever
lives here or passes the night here does so, in a
manner of speaking, in the Castle itself. Nobody
may do that without the Count’s permission. But
you have no such permit, or at least you have pro-
duced none.”

K. had half raised himself, and now, smoothing
down his hair and looking up at the two men, he
said: “What village is this I have wandered into?
Is there a castle here?”’

“Most certainly,” replied the young man slowly,
while here and there a head was shaken over K.’s
remark, “the castle of my lord the Count West-
west.”

“And must one have a permit to sleep here?”
asked K., ag if he wished to assure himself that
what he had heard was not a dream.

“One must have a permit,” was the reply, and
there was an ironical contempt for K. in the young
man’s gesture as he stretched out his arm and ap-
pealed to the others, “Or must one not have a
permit?” :

“Well, then, I’ll have to go and get one,” said K.,
yawning and pushing his blanket away as if to
get up.

“And from whom, pray?’ asked the young man.

“From the Count,” said K., “that’s the only thing
to be done.”

“A permit from the Count in the middle of the
night!” cried the young man, stepping back a pace.

“Is that impossible?”’ inquired K. coolly. “Then
why did you waken me?”

At this the young man flew into a passion. “None

4
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The First Chapter

of your guttersnipe manners!” he cried. “I insist
on respect for the Count’s authority! I woke you
up to inform you that you must quit the Count’s
territory at once.”

“Enough of this fooling,” said K. in a markedly
quiet voice, laying himself down again and pulling |
up the blanket. “You’re going a little too far, my
good fellow, and I'll have something to say to-
morrow about your conduct. The landlord here and
those other gentlemen will bear me out if neces-
sary. Let me tell you that I am the Land-Surveyor
whom the Count is expecting. My assistants are
coming on tomorrow in a carriage with the ap-
paratus. I did not want to miss the chance of a walk
through the snow, but unfortunately lost my way
several times and so arrived very late. That it was
too late to present myself at the Castle I knew
very well before you saw fit to inform me. That
is why I have made shift with this bed for the
night, where, to put it mildly, you have had the
discourtesy to disturb me. That is all I have to say.

Good night, gentlemen.” And K. turned over on |
his side toward the stove.

“Land-Surveyor ?”” he heard the hesitating ques-
tion behind his back, and then there was a general
gilence. But the young man soon recovered his as-
surance and, lowering his voice sufficiently to ap-
pear considerate of K.’s sleep while yet speaking
loud enough to be clearly heard, said to the land-
lord: “I’ll ring up and inquire.” So there was a
telephone in this village inn? They had everything
up to the mark. The particular instance surprised
K., but on the whole he had really expected it. It
appeared that the telephone was placed almost
over his head, and in his drowsy condition he had
overlooked it. If the young man must telephone, he

5
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THE CASTLE

could not, even with the best intentions, avoid dis-
turbing K. The only question was whether K. would
let him do so; he decided to allow it. In that case,
however, there was no sense in pretending to sleep,
and so he turned on his back again. He could see
the peasants putting their heads together; the ar-
rival of a land-surveyor was no small event. The
door into the kitchen had been opened, and block-
ing the whole doorway stood the imposing figure of
the landlady, to whom the landlord was advancing
on tiptoe in order to tell her what was happening.
And now the conversation began on the telephone.
The Castellan was asleep, but an under-castellan,
one of the under-castellans, a certain Herr Fritz,
was available. The young man, announcing himself
as Schwarzer, reported that he had found K., a dis-
reputable-looking man in his thirties, sleeping
calmly on a bag of straw with a minute rucksack
for pillow and a knotty stick within reach. He had
naturally suspected the fellow, and as the landlord
had obviously neglected his duty, he, Schwarzer,
had felt bound to investigate the matter. He had
roused the man, questioned him, and duly warned
him off the Count’s territory, all of which K. had
taken with an ill grace, perhaps with some justifi-
cation, as it eventually turned out, for he claimed
to be a land-surveyor engaged by the Count. Of
course, -to say the least of it, that was a statement
which required official confirmation, and so
Schwarzer begged Herr Fritz to inquire in the
Central Bureau if a land-surveyor was really ex-
pected, and to telephone the answer at once.
Then there was silence while Fritz was making
inquiries up there and the young man was waiting
for the answer. K. did not change his position, did
not even once turn round, seemed quite indifferent,
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The First Chapter

and stared into space. Schwarzer’s report, in its |
combination of malice and prudence, gave him an
idea of the measure of diplomacy in which even
underlings in the Castle, like Schwarzer, were
versed. Nor were they remiss in industry : the Cen- |
tral Office had a night service. And apparently an-
swered questions quickly, too, for Fritz was already
ringing. His reply seemed brief enough, for
Schwarzer hung up the receiver immediately, cry-
ing angrily: “Just what I said! Not a trace of a
land-surveyor. A common, lying tramp, and prob-
ably worse.” For a moment K. thought that all
of them—Schwarzer, the peasants, the landlord,
and the landlady—were going to fall upon him in
a body, and to escape at least the first shock of their
assault he crawled right underneath the blanket.
But the telephone rang again, and with a special
insistence, it seemed to K. Slowly he put out his
head. Although it was improbable that this mes-
sage also concerned K., they all stopped short and
Schwarzer took up the receiver once more. He lis-
tened to a fairly long statement, and then said in
a low voice: “A mistake, is it? I’'m sorry to hear
that. The head of the department himself said so?
Very queer, very queer. How am I to explain it
all to the Land-Surveyor ?”’

K. pricked up his ears. So the Castle had recog-
nized him as the Land-Surveyor. That was unpro-
pitious for him, on the one hand, for it meant that
the Castle was well informed about him, had esti-
mated all the probable chances, and was taking up
the challenge with a smile. On the other hand,
however, it was quite propitious, for if his inter-
pretation was right they had underestimated his
strength, and he would have more freedom of ac-
tion than he had dared to hope. And if they ex-
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pected to cow him by their lofty superiority in rec-
ognizing him as Land-Surveyor, they were mis-
taken; it made his skin prickle a little, that was all.

He waved off Schwarzer, who was timidly ap-
proaching him, and refused an urgent invitation
to transfer himself into the landlord’s own room;
he only accepted a warm drink from the landlord,
and from the landlady a basin to wash in, a piece
of soap, and a towel. He did not even have to ask
that the room should be cleared, for all the men
flocked out with averted faces lest he should recog-
nize them again next day. The lamp was blown out,
and he was left in peace at last. He slept deeply
until morning, scarcely disturbed by rats scuttling
past once or twice.

After breakfast, which, according to his host,
was to be paid for by the Castle, together with
all the other expenses of his board and lodging,
he prepared to go out immediately into the vil-
lage. But as the landlord, to whom he had been
very curt because of his behavior the preceding
night, kept circling around him in dumb entreaty,
he took pity on the man and asked him to sit down
for a while.

“I haven’t met the Count yet,” said K., “but he
pays well for good work, doesn’t he? When a man
like me travels so far from home, he wants to go
back with something in his pockets.”

“There’s no need for the gentleman to worry
about that kind of thing; nobody complains of be-
ing badly paid.”

“Well,” said K., “I’'m not one of your timid peo-
ple, and can give a piece of my mind even to a
count, but of course it’s much better to have every-
thing settled without any trouble.”

The landlord sat opposite K. on the rim of the
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window seat, not daring to take a more comfortable
place, and kept on gazing at K. with an anxious
look in his large brown eyes. He had thrust his
company on K. at first, but now it seemed that he
was eager to escape. Was he afraid of being cross-
questioned about the Count? Was he afraid of some
indiscretion on the part of the ‘“gentleman” whom
he took K. to be? K. must divert his attention. He
looked at the clock and said: “My assistants should
be arriving soon. Will you be able to put them up
here ?”

“Certainly, sir,” he said, “but won’t they be.
staying with you up at the Castle?”

Was the landlord so willing, then, to give up
prospective customers, and K. in particular, whom
he so unconditionally transferred to the Castle?

“That’s not at all certain yet,” said K.; “I must
first find out what work I am expected to do. If
I have to work down here, for instance, it would
be more sensible to lodge down here. I'm afraid,

" too, that the life in the Castle wouldn’t suit me.
" I like to be my own master.”

“You don’t know the Castle,” said the landlord
quietly.

“Of course,” replied K., “one shouldn’t judge
prematurely. All that I know at present about the
Castle is that the people there know how to choose
a good land-surveyor. Perhaps it has other attrac-
tions as well.” And he stood up in order to rid the
landlord of his presence, for the man was biting
hig lip uneasily. His confidence was not to be lightly
won.

As K. was going out, he noticed a dark portrait
in a dim frame on the wall. He had already ob-
served it from his couch by the stove, but from that
distance he had not been able to distinguish any

9

44—




THE CASTLE

details and had thought that it was only a plain
back to the frame. But it was a picture after all,
as now appeared, the bust portrait of a man about
fifty. His head was sunk so low upon his breast
that his eyes were scarcely visible, and the weight !
of the high, heavy forehead and the strong hooked “
nose seemed to have borne the head down. Because
of this pose the man’s full beard was pressed in at
the chin and spread out farther down. His left
hand was buried in his luxuriant hair, but seemed
incapable of supporting the head. “Who is that?”
asked K.; “the Count?’ He was standing before
the portrait and did not look round at the land-
lord. “No,” said the latter, “the Castellan.” “A
handsome castellan, indeed,” said K.; “a pity that
he has such an ill-bred son.” “No, no,” said the
landlord, drawing K. a little toward him and whis-
pering in his ear: “Schwarzer exaggerated yester-
day; his father is only an under-castellan, and one
of the lowest, t0o.” At that moment the landlord
struck K. as a very child. “The villain!” said K.
with a laugh. But the landlord instead of laugh-
ing said: “Even his father is powerful.” “Get along
with you,” said K., “you think everyone powerful.
Me too, perhaps?”’ “No,” he replied, timidly yet
seriously, “I don’t think you powerful.” “You're
a keen observer,” said K., “for between you and
me I'm not really powerful. And consequently I
suppose I have no less respect for the powerful
than you have, only I’'m not so honest as you and
am not always willing to acknowledge it.” And
K. gave the landlord a tap on the cheek to hearten
him and awaken his friendliness. It made the man
smile a little. He was actually young, with that
soft and almost beardless face of his; how had he
come to have that massive, elderly wife, who could
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be seen through a small window bustling about the
kitchen with her elbows sticking out? K. did not
want to force his confidence any farther, however,
nor to scare away the smile he had at last evoked.
So he only signed to him to open the door, and went
out into the brilliant winter morning.

Now he could see the Castle above him, clearly |
~defined in the glittering air, its outline made still ‘

more definite by the thin layer of "snow covering
everything. There seemed to be much less snow
up there on the hill than down in the village, where
K. found progress as laborious as on the main road
the previous day. Here the heavy snowdrifts
reached right up to the cottage windows and began
again on the low roofs, but up on the hill every-
thing soared light and free into the air, or at least
80 it appeared from below.

On the whole this distant prospect of the Castle
satisfied K.’s expectations. It was neither an old
stronghold nor a new mansion, but a rambling pile
consisting of innumerable small buildings closely
packed together and of one or two stories; if K.
had not known that it was a castle he might have
taken it for a little town. There was only one
tower as far as he could see; whether it belonged
to a dwelling-house or a church he could not deter-
mine. Swarms of crows were circling round it.

With his eyes fixed on the Castle, K. went on
farther, thinking of nothing else at all. But on
approaching it he was disappointed in the Castle;
it was after all only a wretched-looking town, a
huddle of village houses, whose sole merit, if any,
lay in being built of stone; but the plaster had long
since flaked off and the stone seemed to be crum-
bling away. K. had a fleeting recollection of his
native town. It was hardly inferior to this so-called
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Castle, and if it was merely a question of enjoying
the view, it was a pity to have come so far; K.

“ would have done better to revisit his native town,
which he had not seen for such a long time. And
in his mind he compared the church tower at home
with the tower above him. The church tower, firm
in line, soaring unfalteringly to its tapering point,
topped with red tiles and broad in the roof, an
earthly building—what else can men build ?—but
with a loftier goal than the humble dwelling-
houses, and a clearer meaning than the muddle of
everyday life. The tower above him here—the only
one visible—the tower of a house, as was now evi-
dent, perhaps of the main building, was uniformly
round, part of it graciously mantled with ivy,
pierced by small windows that glittered in the sun
—with a somewhat maniacal glitter—and topped
by what looked like an attic, with battlements that
were irregular, broken, fumbling, as if designed
by the trembling or careless hand of a child, clearly
outlined against the blue. It was as if a melan-
choly-mad tenant who ought to have been kept
locked in the topmost chamber of his house had
burst through the roof and lifted himself up to
the gaze of the world.

Again K. came to a stop, as if in standing still |
he had more power of judgment. But he was dis-
turbed. Behind the village church where he had
stopped—it was really only a chapel widened with
barnlike additions so as to accommodate the pa-
rishioners—was the school. A long, low building,
combining remarkably a look of great age with a
provisional appearance, it lay behind a fenced-in
garden, which was now a field of snow. The chil-
dren were just coming out with their teacher. They |
thronged around him, all gazing up at him and |
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chattering without a break so rapidly that K. could
not follow what they said. The teacher, a small
young man with narrow shoulders and a very up-
right carriage, which yet did not make him ridic-
ulous, had already fixed K. with his eyes from the
distance, naturally enough, for apart from the
schoolchildren there was not another human being
in sight. Being the stranger, K. made the first ad-
vance, especially as the other was such an authori-
tative-looking little man, and said: ‘“Good morn-
ing, sir.” As if by one accord the children fell si-
lent; perhaps the master liked to have a sudden
stillness as a preparation for his words. “You are
looking at the Castle?”’ he asked more gently than
K. had expected, but with an inflection that denoted
disapproval of K.’s occupation. “Yes,” said K. “I
am a stranger here, I came to the village only last

' . night.” “You don’t like the Castle?’ asked the

teacher quickly. “What?”’ countered K. a little
taken aback, and repeated the question in a modi-
fied form. “Do I like the Castle? Why do you as-
sume that I don’t like it?” “Strangers never do,”
said the teacher. To avoid saying the wrong thing,
K. changed the subject and asked: “I suppose you
know the Count?” “No,” said the teacher, turning
away. But K. would not be put off and asked again:
“What, you don’t know the Count?’ “Why should
I1?” replied the teacher in a low tone, and added
aloud in French: “Please remember that there are
innocent children present.” K. took this as a justifi-
cation for asking: “Might I come to pay you a visit
some day, sir? I am to be staying here for some
time and already feel a little lonely. I don’t fit in
with the peasants, nor, I imagine, with the Castle.”
“There is no difference between the peasantry and
the Castle,” said the teacher. “Maybe,” said K.,
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“that doesn’t alter my position. Can I pay you a
visit some day?’ “I live in Swan Street at the
“butcher’s.” That was assuredly more of a statement
than an invitation, but K. said: “Right, I'll come.”
The teacher nodded and moved on with his batch
of children, who immediately began to scream
again. They soon vanished in a steeply descending
bystreet.

But K. was disconcerted, irritated by the con-
versation. For the first time since his arrival he
felt really tired. The long journey he had made
seemed at first to have imposed no strain upon
him—how quietly he had sauntered through the
days, step by step!—but now the consequences of
his exertion were making themselves felt, and at
the wrong time, too. He felt irresistibly drawn to
seek out new acquaintances, but each new acquaint-
ance only seemed to increase his weariness.* If
he forced himself in his present condition to go on
at least as far as the Castle entrance, he would
have done more than enough.

So he resumed his walk, but the way proved
long. For the street he was in, the main street of
the village, did not lead up to the Castle hill; it
only made toward it and then, as if deliberately,
turned aside, and though it did not lead away from
the Castle, it led no nearer to it either. At every
turn K. expected the road to double back to the
Castle, and only because of this expectation did he
go on; he was flatly unwilling, tired as he was, to
leave the street, and he was also amazed at the
length of the village, which seemed to have no end
—again and again the same little houses and frost-
bound windowpanes and snow and the entire ab-
sence of human beings—but at last he tore him-
gelf away from the obsession of the street and es-

1}

R .




The First Chapter

caped into a small side-lane, where the snow was J
still deeper and the exertion of lifting one’s feet
clear was fatiguing; he broke into a sweat, sud- w
denly came to a stop, and could not go on. |
Well, he was not on a desert island; there were
cottages to right and left of him. He made a snow- '
ball and threw it at a - window. The door opened
immediately—the first door that had opened dur-
-ing the whole length of the village—and there ap-
peared an old peasant in a brown fur jacket, with
his head cocked to one side, a frail and kindly
figure. “May I come into your house for a little?”’
asked K.; “I'm very tired.” He did not hear the
old man’s reply, but thankfully observed that a
plank was pushed out toward him to rescue him
from the snow, and in a few steps he was in the
kitchen. :
A large kitchen, dimly lit. Anyone coming in
from outside could make out nothing at first. K.
stumbled over a washtub; a woman’s hand steadied
him. The crying of children came loudly from one
corner. From another, steam was welling out and
turning the dim light into darkness. K. stood as
if in the clouds. “He must be drunk,” said some-
body. “Who are you?”’ cried a hectoring voice, and
then obviously to the old man: “Why did you let
him in? Are we to let in everybody who wanders
about in the street?’ “I am the Count’s Land-
Surveyor,” said K., trying to justify himself before
this still invisible personage. “Oh, it’s the Land-
Surveyor,” said a woman’s voice, and then came a
complete silence. “You know me, then?”’ asked K.
“Of course,” said the same voice curtly. The fact
that he was known did not seem to be a recom-
mendation.
At last the steam thinned a little, and K. was
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able gradually to make things out. It seemed to be
a general washday. Near the door clothes were be-
~ ing washed. But the steam was coming from an-
other corner, where in a wooden tub larger than
any K. had ever seen, as wide as two beds, two men
were bathing in steaming water. But still more
astonishing, though one could not say what was
so astonishing about it, was the scene in the right-
hand corner. From a large opening, the only one
in the back wall, a pale snowy light came in, ap-
parently from the courtyard, and gave a gleam as
of silk to the dress of a woman who was almost
reclining in a high armchair. She was suckling an
infant at her breast. Several children were playing
around her, peasant children, as was obvious, but
she seemed to be of another class, though of course
illness and weariness give even peasants a look of
refinement.

“Sit down!” said one of the men, who had a full
beard and breathed heavily through his mouth,
which always hung open, pointing—it was a funny
sight—with his wet hand over the edge of the tub
toward a settle, and showering drops of warm water
all over K.’s face as he did so. On the settle the old
man who had admitted K. was already sitting,
sunk in vacancy. K. was thankful to find a seat at
last. Nobody paid any further attention to him.
The woman at the washtub, young, plump, and
fair, sang in a low voice as she worked; the men
stamped and rolled about in the bath; the children
tried to get closer to them, but were constantly
driven back by mighty splashes -of water, which
fell on K., too; and the woman in the armchair lay
as if lifeless, staring at the roof without even a
glance toward the child at her bosom.

She made a beautiful, sad, fixed picture, and K.
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looked at her for what must have been a long time;
then he must have fallen asleep, for when a loud
voice roused him, he found that his head was lying
on the old man’s shoulder. The men had finished
with the tub—in which the children were now
wallowing in charge of the fair-haired woman—
and were standing fully dressed before K. It ap-
peared that the hectoring one with the full beard
was the less important of the two. The other, a
quiet, slow-thinking man who kept his head bent,
was not taller than his companion and had a much
smaller beard, but he was broader in the shoulders
and had a broad face as well, and he it was who
said: “You can’t stay here, sir. Excuse the dis-
courtesy.” “I don’t want to stay,” said K.; “I only
wanted to rest a little. I have rested, and now I
shall go.” “You’re probably surprised at our lack
of hospitality,” said the man, “but hospitality is
not our custom here; we have no use for visitors.”
Somewhat refreshed by his sleep, his perceptions
‘somewhat quickened, K. was pleased by the man’s
frankness. He felt less constrained, poked with
his stick here and there, approached the woman
in the armchair, and noted that he himself was
physically the biggest man in the room.

“To be sure,” said K.; “what use would you have
for visitors ? But still you need one now and then—
me, for example, the Land-Surveyor.” “I don’t
know about that,” replied the man slowly. “If
you’ve been asked to come, you’re probably needed;
that’s an exceptional case; but we small people
stick to our tradition, and you can’t blame us for
that.” “No, no,” said K., “I am only grateful to
you and everybody here.” And taking them all by
surprise, he made an adroit turn and stood before
the reclining woman. Out of weary blue eyes she
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looked at him. A transparent silk kerchief hung
down to the middle of her forehead. The infant was
" asleep on her bosom. “Who are you?” asked K.;
and disdainfully—whether contemptuous of K. or
of her own answer was not clear—she replied: “A
girl from the Castle.”

It had only taken a second or so, but already
the two men were at either side of K. and were
pushing him toward the door, as if there were no
other means of persuasion, silently, but with all
their strength. Something in this procedure de-
lighted the old man, and he clapped his hands. The
woman at the bathtub laughed too, and the chil-
dren suddenly shouted like mad.

K. was soon out in the street, and from the
threshold the two men surveyed him. Snow was
again falling, yet the sky seemed a little brighter.
The bearded man cried impatiently: “Where do
you want to go? This is the way to the Castle, and
that to the village.” K. made no reply to him, but
turned to the other, who in spite of his shyness - |
seemed to him the more amiable of the two, and
said: “Who are you? Whom have I to thank for
sheltering me?” “I am the tanner Lasemann,” was
the answer, “but you owe thanks to nobody.” “All
right,” said K., “perhaps we’ll meet again.” “I
don’t suppose so,” said the man. At that moment
the other cried, with raised hand: “Good morning,
Arthur; good morning, Jeremiah!” K turned
round; so there were really people to be seen in
the village streets! From the direction of the Castle
came two young men of medium height, both very
slim, in tight-fitting clothes, and like each other in
their features. Although t' ir skin was a dusky
brown, the blackness of their little pointed beards
was actually striking by contrast. Considering the
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state of the road, they were walking at a g'reat
pace, their slim legs keeping step. “Where are you -
off to?” shouted the bearded man. One had to shout
to them, they were going so fast, and they did not
stop. “On business,” they shouted back, laughing.
“Where?’ “At the inn.” “I'm going there too,”
yelled K. suddenly, louder than all the rest; he
felt a strong desire to accompany them, not that he
expected much from their acquaintance, but be-
cause they were obviously good and jolly compan-
ions. They heard him, but only nodded and then
were out of sight.

K. was still standing in the snow, and was little
inclined to extricate his feet only for the sake of
plunging them in again. The tanner and his com-
rade, satisfied with having finally got rid of him,
edged slowly into the house through the door,
which was now barely ajar, casting - backward
glances at K., and he was left alone in the falling
snow. “A fine setting for a fit of despair,” it oc-
curred to him, “if I were only standing here by
accident instead of design.”

Just then in the hut on his left hand a tiny win-
dow was opened, which had seemed quite blue
when shut, perhaps from the reflection of the snow,
and was so tiny that, when opened, it did not per-
mit the whole face of the person behind it to be
seen, but only the eyes, old brown eyes. “There he
is,” K. heard a woman’s trembling voice say. “It’s
the Land-Surveyor,” answered a man’s voice. Then
the man came to the window and asked, not un-
amiably, but still as if he were anxious to have no
complications in front of his house: “Are you
waiting for somebody ?”’ “For a sledge, to pick me
up,” said K. “No sledges will pass here,” said the
man, “there’s no traffic here.” “But it’s the road
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leading to the Castle,” objected K. “All the same,
all the same,” said the man with a certain finality,
“there’s no traffic here.” Then they were both
silent. But the man was obviously thinking of some-
thing, for he kept the window open. “It’s a bad
road,” said K., to help him out. The only answer .
he got, however, was: “Oh, yes.” But after a little
the man volunteered: “If you like, I'll take you in
my sledge.” “Please do,” said K., delighted; “what
is your charge?” “Nothing,” said the man. K. was
much surprised. “Well, you’re the Land-Surveyor,”
explained the man, “and you belong to the Castle.
Where do you want to be taken?”’ “To the Castle,”
answered K. quickly. “I won’t take you there,” said
the man without hesitation. “But I belong to the
Castle,” said K., repeating the other’s very words.
“Maybe,” said the man shortly. “Oh, well, take me
to the inn,” said K. “All right,” said the man,
“T’ll be out with the sledge in a moment.” His
whole behavior had the appearance of springing
not from any special desire to be friendly but rather
from a kind of selfish, worried, and almost pedantic
insistence on shifting K. away from the front of
the house.

The gate of the courtyard opened, and a small,
light sledge appeared, quite flat, without a seat of
any kind, drawn by a feeble little horse, and be-
hind it limped the man, a weak, stooping figure
with a gaunt red snuffling face that looked pecu-
liarly small beneath a tightly wrapped woolen
scarf. He was obviously ailing, and yet only to
transport K. he had dragged himself out. K. ven-
tured to mention it, but the man waved him aside.
All that K. elicited was that he was a coachman
called Gersticker, and that he had taken this un-
comfortable sledge because it was standing ready,
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and to get out one of the others would have wasted
too much time. “Sit down,” he said, pointing to the
sledge. “I’ll sit beside you,” said K. “I’'m going to
walk,” said Gerstdcker. “But why ?” asked K. “I'm
going to walk,” repeated Gersticker, and was seized
with a fit of coughing which shook him so severely
that he had to brace his legs in the snow and hold
on to the rim of the sledge. K. said no more, but
sat down on the sledge, the man’s cough slowly
abated, and they drove off.

The Castle above them, which K had hoped to
reach that very day, was already beginning to grow
“dark and retreated again into the distance. But
as if to give him a parting sign till their next en-
counter, a bell began to ring merrily up there, a l
bell that for at least a second made his heart pal-
pitate, for its tone was menacing, too, as if it
threatened him with the fulfillment of his vague
desire. This great bell soon died away, however,
and its place was taken by a feeble, monotonous
little tinkle, which might have come from the
Castle, but might have been somewhere in the vil-
lage. It certainly harmonized better with the slow
journey and with the wretched-looking yet inex-
orable driver.

“I say,” cried K. suddenly—they were already
near the church, the inn was not far off, and K.
felt he could risk something—‘I’m surprised that
you have the nerve to drive me round on your own
responsibility. Are you allowed to do that?” Ger-
sticker paid no attention, but went on walking
quietly beside the little horse. “Hi!” cried K., scrap-
ing some snow from the sledge and flinging a snow-
ball, which hit Gersticker full in the ear. That
made him stop and turn round; but when K. saw
him at such close quarters—the sledge had slid
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forward a little—this stooping and somehow ill-
used figure with the thin, red, tired face and cheeks
that were different—one being flat and the other
fallen in—standing listening with his mouth open,
displaying only a few isolated teeth, he found that
what he had just said out of malice had to be re-
peated out of pity, that is, whether Gersticker was
dlikely to be penalized for driving him. “What do
you mean?”’ asked Gersticker uncomprehendingly;
but without waiting for an answer he spoke to the
horse and they moved on again. "
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2® WHEN BY a turn in the road K. recognized that
they were near the inn, he was greatly surprised
to see that darkness had already set in. Had he
been gone for such a long time? Surely not for
more than an hour or two, by his reckoning. And
it had been morning when he left. And he had not
felt any need of food. And just a short time ago
it had been uniform daylight, and now the dark-
ness of night was upon them. “Short days, short
days,” he said to himself, slipped off the sledge,
and went toward the inn.

At the top of the little flight of steps leading
into the house stood the landlord, a welcome figure,
holding up a lighted lantern. Remembering his con-
ductor for a fleeting moment, K. stood still; there
was a cough in the darkness behind him; that was
he. Well, he would see him again soon. Not until
he was up with the landlord, who greeted him
humbly, did he notice two men, one on either side
of the doorway. He took the lantern from his host’s
hand and turned the light on them; it was the men
he had already met, who were called Arthur and
Jeremiah. They now saluted him. That reminded
him of his soldiering days, happy days for him,
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and he laughed. “Who are you?” he asked, looking
from one to the other. “Your assistants,” they an-
swered. “It’s your assistants,” corroborated the \
landlord in a low voice. “What ?” said K.; “are you
my old assistants, whom I told to follow me and
whom I am expecting ?”’ They answered in the affirm-
ative. “That’s good,” observed K. after a short
pause; “I’'m glad you’ve come. Well,” he said after
another pause, “you’ve come very late; you’re very
slack.” “It was a long way to come,” said one of
them. “A long way?”’ repeated K.; “but I met you
just now coming from the Castle.” “Yes,” said they
without further explanation. “Where is the appa- |
ratus?’ asked K. “We haven’t any,” said they.
“The apparatus I gave you?”’ said K. “We haven’t
any,” they reiterated. “Oh, you are fine fellows!” |
said K.; “do you know anything about surveying?’ |
“No,” said they. “But if you are my old assistants |
you must know something about it,” said K. They
made no reply. “Well, come in,” said K., pushing
them before him into the house.

They sat down then, all three together, over their
beer at a small table, saying little, K. in the middle,
with an assistant on each side. As on the other
evening, there was only one other table, occupied
by a few peasants. “You're a difficult problem,”
said K., comparing them, as he had already done
several times; “how am I to know one of you from
the other? The only difference between you is your
names; otherwise you’re as like as—"’ He stopped,
and then went on involuntarily: “You're as like
as two snakes.” They smiled. “People usually man-
age to distinguish us quite well,” they said in self-
justification. “I am sure they do,” said K., “I was
a witness of that myself; but I can only see with
my own eyes, and with them I can’t distinguish
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you. So I shall treat you as if you were one man
and call you both Arthur; that’s the name of one
of you—yours, isn’t it?” he asked one of them.
“No,” said the man, “I’'m Jeremiah.” “It doesn’t
matter,” said K. “I’ll call you both Arthur. If I
tell Arthur to go anywhere, you must both go; if
I give Arthur something to do, you must both do
it. That has the great disadvantage for me of pre-
venting me from employing you on separate jobs,
but the advantage that you will both be equally re-
sponsible for anything I tell you to do. How you
divide the work between you doesn’t matter to me, -
only you’re not to excuse yourselves by blaming
each other; for me you’re only one man.” They

. considered this, and said: “We shouldn’t like that -
at all.” “I don’t suppose so0,” said K.; “of course
you won’t like it, but that’s how it has to be.”

For some little time one of the peasants had been
sneaking round the table, and K. had noticed him;
now the fellow took courage and went up to one
of the assistants to whisper something. “Excuse
me,” said K., bringing his hand down on the table
and rising to his feet, “these are my assistants and
we’re discussing private business. Nobody is en-
titled to disturb us.” “Sorry, sir, sorry,” muttered
- the peasant anxiously, retreating backward toward
his friends. “And this is my most important charge
to you,” said K., sitting down again. “You’re not
to speak to anyone without my permission. I am
a stranger here, and if you are my old assistants,
you are strangers too. We three strangers must
stand by each other, therefore; give me your hands
on that.” All too eagerly they stretched out their
hands to K. “Never mind the trimming,” said he,
“but remember that my command holds good. I
shall go to bed now, and I recommend that you

25

—4‘




THE CASTLE

do the same. Today we have missed a day’s work,
and tomorrow we must begin very early. You must
get hold of a sleigh for taking me to the Castle
and have it ready outside the house at six o’clock.”
“Very well,” said one. But the other interrupted
him: “You say ‘very well,” and yet you know it
can’t be done.” “Silence,” said K. “You’re trying
already to dissociate yourselves from each other.”
But then the first man broke in: “He’s right, it
can’t be done; no stranger can get into the Castle
without a permit.” “Where does one apply for a
permit?’ “I don’t know, perhaps to the Castellan.”
“Then we’ll apply by telephone; go and telephone :
to the Castellan at once, both of you.” They rushed i‘
to the instrument, asked for the connection—how
eager they were about it! in externals they were
‘absurdly docile—and inquired if K. could come
with them next morning into the Castle. The “No”
of the answer was audible even to K. at his table.
But the answer went on and was still more ex-
plicit; it ran as follows: “Neither tomorrow nor at
any other time.” “I shall telephone myself,” said
K., and got up. While K. and his assistants hitherto
had passed nearly unnoticed except for the incident
with the one peasant, his last statement aroused
general attention. They all got up when K. did,
and though the landlord tried to drive them away,
they crowded round him in a close semicircle at
the telephone. The general opinion among them
was that K. would get no answer at all. K. had to
beg them to be quiet, saying he did not want to
hear their opinion.

The receiver gave out a buzz of a kind that K.
had never before heard on a telephone. It was like
the hum of countless children’s voices—but yet not
a hum, the echo rather of voices singing at an in-
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finite distance—blended by sheer impossibility into
one high but resonant sound that vibrated on the
ear as if it were trying to penetrate beyond mere
hearing. K. listened without attempting to tele- 1
phone, leaning his left arm on the telephone shelf. |
He did not know how long he stood there, but
he stood until the landlord pulled at his coat, say-
ing that a messenger had come to speak with him.
“Go away!” yelled K. in an access of rage, perhaps
into the mouthpiece, for someone immediately an-
swered from the other end. The following conver-
sation ensued: “Oswald speaking; who’s there?”
cried a severe, arrogant voice ‘with a small defect
in its speech, it seemed to K., which its owner tried
to cover by an exaggerated severity. K. hesitated
to announce himself, for he was at the mercy of
the telephone; the other could shout him down
or hang up the receiver, and that might mean the
blocking of a not unimportant way of access. K.’s
hesitation made the man impatient. “Who’s there?”
he repeated, adding: “I should be obliged if there
was less telephoning from down there; only a min-
ute ago somebody rang up.” K. ignored this remark
and announced with sudden decision: “The Land-
Surveyor’s assistant speaking.” “What Land-Sur-
veyor ? What assistant?”’ K. recollected yesterday’s
telephone conversation and said briefly: “Ask
Fritz.” This succeeded, to his own astonishment.
But even more than at his success he was aston-
ished at the organization of the Castle service. The
answer came: “Oh, yes. That everlasting Land-
Surveyor. Quite so. What about it? What assist-
ant?” “Joseph,” said K. He was a little put out
by the murmuring of the peasants behind his back;
obviously they disapproved of his ruse. He had no
time to bother about them, however, for the con-
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versation absorbed all his attention. “Joseph?”
came the question. “But the assistants are called—"
~ there was a short pause, evidently to inquire the
names from somebody else—‘‘Arthur and Jere-
miah.” “These are the new assistants,” said K.
“No, they are the old ones.” “They are the new
ones; I am the old assistant. I came today after
the Land-Surveyor.” ‘“No,” was shouted back.
“Then who am I?” asked K. as blandly as before.

And after a pause the same voice with the same
defect answered him, yet with a deeper and more
authoritative tone: ‘“You are the old assistant.” *

K. was listening to the new note and almost
missed the question: “What is it you want?’ He
felt like laying down the receiver. He had ceased
to expect anything from this conversation. But be-
ing pressed, he replied quickly: “When can my
master come to the Castle?”’ “Never,” was the an-
swer. ‘“Very well,” said K., and hung up the re-
ceiver.

Behind him the peasants had crowded quite close.
His assistants, with many side-glances in his direc-
tion, were trying to keep them back. But they
seemed not to take the matter very seriously, and
in any case the peasants, satisfied with the result
of the conversation, were beginning to give ground.
A man came cleaving his way with rapid steps
through the group, bowed before K., and handed
him a letter. K. took it, but looked at the man, who
for the moment seemed to him the more important.
There was a great resemblance between this new-
comer and the assistants; he was slim like them
and clad in the same tight-fitting garments, had the
same suppleness and agility, and yet he was quite
different. How much K. would have preferred him
as an assistant! He reminded K. a little of the girl
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with the infant whom he had seen at the tanner’s.

He was clothed nearly all in white; not in silk, of

course—he was in winter clothes like all the others
—but the material he was wearing had the softness 1
and dignity of silk. His face was clear and frank,
his eyes larger than ordinary. His smile was un-
usually joyous; he drew his hand over his face as
if to conceal the smile, but in vain. ‘“Who are
~you?”’ asked K. “My name is Barnabas,” said he;
“I am a messenger.” His lips were strong and yet
gentle as he spoke. “Do you approve of this kind
of thing?’ asked K., pointing to the peasants, for
whom he was still an object of curiosity and who
stood gaping at him with their open mouths,
| coarse lips, and literally tortured faces—their
| heads looked as if they had been beaten flat on top,
i and their features as if the pain of the beating had
| twisted them to the present shape—and yet they
were not exactly gaping at him, for their eyes often
flitted away and studied some indifferent object in
the room before fixing on him again. And then K.
pointed also to his assistants, who stood linked
together, cheek against cheek, and smiling, but
whether submissively or mockingly could not be
determined ; all these he pointed out as if presenting
a train of followers forced upon him by circum-
stances, and as if he expected Barnabas—that in-
dicated intimacy, it occurred to K.—always to dis-
| criminate between him and them. But Barnabas—
quite innocently, it was clear—ignored the ques-
tion, letting it pass as a well-bred servant ignores
some remark of his master only apparently ad-
dressed to him, and merely surveyed the room in
obedience to the question, greeting by a pressure of
the hand various acquaintances among the peasants
and exchanging a few words with the assistants, all
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with a free independence that set him apart from
the others. Rebuffed but not mortified, K. returned
“to the letter in his hand and opened it. o
Its contents were as follows: “My dear Sir, As '
you know, you have been engaged for the Count’s
service. Your immediate superior is the Mayor of
the village, who will give you all particulars about
your work and the terms of your employment, and
to whom you are responsible. I myself, however,
will try not to lose sight of you. Barnabas, the
bearer of this letter, will report to you from time to
time to learn your wishes and communicate them
to me. You will find me always ready to oblige you,
insofar as that is possible. I desire my workers to
be contented.” The signature was illegible, but
stamped beside it was ‘“Chief of Department X.”
“Wait a little!” said K. to Barnabas, who bowed
before him; then he commanded the landlord to
show him to his room, for he wanted to be alone
with the letter for a while. At the same time he
reflected that Barnabas, though so attractive, was
still only a messenger, and ordered a mug of beer
for him. He looked to see how Barnabas would
take it, but Barnabas was obviously quite pleased
and began to drink the beer at once. Then K. went
off with the landlord. The house was so small that
nothing was available for K. but a little attic room,
and even that had caused some difficulty, for two |
maids who had hitherto slept in it had had to be |
quartered elsewhere. Nothing indeed had been done '
but to clear the maids out; the room was otherwise
quite unprepared—no sheets on the single bed, only
some pillows and a horse-blanket, still in the same
rumpled state as in the morning. A few sacred
pictures and photographs of soldiers were on the
walls. The room had not even been aired; obviously

30

e EEEEE———




The Second Chapter

they hoped that the new guest would not stay long
and were doing nothing to encdurage him. K. felt
no resentment, however; he wrapped himself in
the blanket, sat down at the table, and began to
read the letter again by the light of a candle.

It was not a consistent letter. In part it dealt
with him as with a free man whose independence
was recognized—the mode of address, for example,
and the reference to his wishes—but there were
other places in which he was directly or indirectly
treated as a minor employee, hardly visible to the
heads of departments; the writer would try to make
an effort “not to lose sight” of him; his superior
was only the Mayor, to whom he was actually
responsible; probably his sole colleague would be
the village policeman. These were inconsistencies,
' no doubt about it. They were so obivous that they
had to be faced. It hardly occurred to K.«that they
might be due to indecision; that seemed a mad idea
in connection with such an organization. He was
much more inclined to read into them a frankly
offered choice, which left it to him to make what
he liked out of the letter, whether he preferred to
become a village worker with a distinctive but
merely apparent connection with the Castle, or an
ostensible village worker whose real occupation was
determined through the medium of Barnabas. K.
did not hesitate in his choice, and would not have
hesitated even had he lacked the experience that
had befallen him since his arrival. Only as a worker
in the village, removed as far as possible from the
sphere of the Castle, could he hope to achieve any-
thing in the Castle itself; the village folk, who
were now so suspicious of him, would begin to talk
to him once he was their fellow citizen, if not ex-
actly their friend; and if he were to become indis-
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tinguishable from Gersticker or Lasemann—and
that must happen as soon as possible, everything
" depended on that—then all kinds of paths would be
thrown open to him, which would remain not only
forever closed to him but quite invisible were he
to depend merely on the favor of the gentlemen in
the Castle. There was of course a danger, and that
was-sufficiently emphasized in the letter, even elab-
orated with a certain satisfaction, as if it were un-
avoidable. That was sinking to the workman’s level
—*“service,” “superior,” *
ployment,” “responsible,” “workers”’—the letter
fairly reeked of it; and even though more personal
messages were included, they were written from
the standpoint of an employer. If K. was willing to
become a workman he could do so, but he would

have to do it in grim earnest, without any other -

prospect. K. knew that he had no real compulsory
discipline to fear, he was not afraid of that, and in
this case least of all; but the pressure of a dis-

couraging environment, of a growing resignation to |
disappointment, the pressure of the imperceptible .
influences of every moment, these things he did .
fear, but that was a danger he would have to guard :
against. Nor did the letter pass over the fact that .

if it should come to a struggle, K. had had the hardi-
hood to make the first advances; it was very subtly

indicated and only to be sensed by an uneasy con- .
science—an uneasy conscience, not a bad one. It
lay in the three words “as you know,” referring to -
his engagement in the Count’s service. K. had re- |
ported his arrival, and only after that, as the letter |

pointed out, had he known that he was engaged.

K. took down a picture from the wall and stuck |

the letter on the nail. This was the room he was to
live in, and the letter should hang there.
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Then he went down to the inn parlor. Barnabas
was gitting at a table with the assistants. “Oh,
there you are,” said K. without any reason, only
because he was glad to see Barnabas, who jumped
to his feet at once. Hardly had K. shown his face
when the peasants got up and gathered round
him; it had become a habit of theirs to follow him
round. “What are you always following me about
for?”’ cried K. They were not offended, and slowly
drifted back to their seats again. One of them in
passing said casually in apology, with an enigmatic
smile, which was reflected on the faces of several
of the others: “There’s always something new to
listen to,” and he licked his lips as if news were
' meat and drink to him. K. said nothing concilia-
- tory; it was good for them to have a little respect
for him ; but hardly had he reached Barnabas when
he felt a peasant breathing down the back of his
neck. He had only come, he said, for the saltcellar,
but K. stamped his foot with rage and the peasant
scuttled away without the saltcellar. It was really
easy to get at K.; all one had to do was to egg on
the peasants against him. Their persistent inter-
ference seemed much more objectionable to him
than the reserve of the others, nor were they free
from reserve either, for if he had sat down at their
table they would not have stayed. Only the pres-
ence of Barnabas restrained him from making a
scene. But he turned round to scowl at them, and
found that they too were all looking at him. When
he saw them sitting like that, however, each man
| in his own place, not speaking to one another and

without any apparent mutual understanding,
| united only by the fact that they were all gazing
at him, he concluded that it was not out of malice
that they pursued him; perhaps they really wanted
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something from him and were only incapable of

~ expressing it. If not that, it might be pure childish-
ness, which seemed to be in fashion at the inn;
was not the landlord himself childish, standing
there stock-still gazing at K., with a glass of beer
in his hand which he should have been carrying to
a customer, and oblivious of his wife, who was |
leaning out of the divided door to the kitchen, call-
ing to him?

With a quieter mind K. turned to Barnabas; he
would have liked to dismiss his assistants, but
could not think of an excuse. Besides, they were
brooding peacefully over their beer. “The letter,” |
began K., “I have read it. Do you know the con- |
tents 7’ “No,” said Barnabas, whose look seemed
to imply more than his words. Perhaps K. was as
mistaken in Barnabas’s goodness as in the malice
of the peasants, but his presence remained a com-
fort. “You are mentioned in the letter, too; you
are supposed to carry messages now and then from
me to the Chief, that’s why I thought you might
know the contents.” “I was only told,” said Barna-
bas, “to give you the letter, to wait until you had
read it, and then to bring back an oral or written
answer if you thought it needful.” ‘“Very well,” |
said K., “there’s no need to write anything; con-
vey to the Chief—by the way, what’s his name? I
couldn’t read his signature.” “Klamm,” said Barna-
bas. “Well, convey to Herr Klamm my thanks for
his recognition and for his great kindness, which ‘
I appreciate, as one who has not yet proved his |
worth here. I shall follow his instructions faith- |
fully. I have no particular requests to make for to- |
day.” Barnabas, who had listened with close at-
tention, asked to be allowed to recapitulate the
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message. K. assented; Barnabas repeated it word
for word. Then he rose to take his leave.

K. had been studying his face the whole time,
and now he gave it a last survey. Barnabas was ,
about the same height as K., but his eyes seemed
to look down on K. Yet that was almost in a kind
of humility; it was impossible to think that this
man could put anyone to shame. Of course, he was
only a messenger and did not know the contents
of the letters he carried, but the expression in his
eyes, his smile, his bearing, seemed also to convey
a message, however little he might know about it.
And K. shook him by the hand, which seemed ob-
viously to surprise him, for he had been going to
content himself with a bow.

As soon as he had gone—before opening the door
he had leaned his shoulder against it for a mo-
ment and embraced the room generally in a final
glance—K. said to the assistants: “I’ll bring down
the plans from my room, and then we’ll discuss
what work is to be done first.” They wanted to ac-
company him. “Stay here,” said K. Still they tried
to accompany him. K. had to repeat his command
more authoritatively. Barhabas was no longer in
the hall. But he had only just gone out. Yet in
front of the house—fresh snow was falling—K.
could not see him either. He called out: “Barna-
bas!” No answer. Could he still be in the house?
Nothing else seemed possible. Nonetheless K.

“yelled the name with the full force of his lungs. It
thundered through the night. And from the dis-
tance came a faint response, so far away was Bar-
nabas already. K. called him back and at the same
time went to meet him; the spot where they en-
countered each other was no longer visible from
the inn. ‘
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“Barnabas,” said K., and could not keep his voice
from trembling, “I have something else to say to
you. And that reminds me that it’s a bad arrange-
ment to leave me dependent on your chance com-
ings for sending a message to the Castle. If I hadn’t
happened to catch you just now—how you fly
along! I thought you were still in the house—who
knows how long I might have had to wait for your
next appearance.” “You can ask the Chief,” said
Barnabas, “te send me at definite times appointed
by yourself.” “Even that would not suffice,” said
K.; “I might have nothing to say for a year at a
time, but something of urgent importance might
occur to me a quarter of an hour after you had
gone.”

“Well,” said Barnabas, “shall I report to the
Chief that between him and you some other means
of communication should be established instead of
me?”’ “No, no,” said K., “not at all, I only mention
the matter in passing, for this time I have been
lucky enough to catch you.” “Shall we go back to
the inn,” said Barnabas, “so that you can give me
the new message there?’ He had already taken
a step in the direction of the inn. “Barnabas,” said
K., “it isn’t necessary, I'll go a part of the way
with you.” “Why don’t you want to go to the inn?”
-asked Barnabas. “The people there annoy me,” said
K., “you saw for yourself how persistent the peas-
ants are.” “We could go into your room,” said
Barnabas. “It’s the maids’ room,” said K., “dirty
and stuffy—it’s to avoid staying there that I want
to accompany you for a little way, only,” he added,
in order finally to overcome Barnabas’s reluctance,
“you must let me take your arm, for you are surer
of foot than I am.” And K. took his arm. It was
quite dark, K. could not see Barnabas’s face, his
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grope for his arm a moment.*

Barnabas yielded and they moved away from the
inn. K. realized, indeed, that his utmost efforts
could not enable him to keep pace with Barnabas,
that he was a drag on him, and that even in ordi-
nary circumstances this trivial accident might be
enough to ruin everything, not to speak of side
streets like the one in which he had got stuck that
morning, out of which he could never struggle un-
less Barnabas were to carry him. But he banished
all such anxieties, and was comforted by Barna-
bas’s silence; for if they went on in silence, then
Barnabas, too, must feel that their excursion to-
gether was the sole reason for their association.

They went on, but K. did not know whither, he
could discern nothing, not even whether they had
already passed the church or not. The effort that
it cost him merely to keep going made him lose
control of his thoughts. Instead of remaining fixed
* on their goal, they strayed. Memories of his home
kept recurring and filled his mind. There, too, a
church stood in the marketplace, partly sur-
rounded by an old graveyard, which was again
surrounded by a high wall. Very few boys had man-
aged to climb that wall, and for some time K., too,
had failed. It was not curiosity that had urged
them on; the graveyard had been no mystery to
them. They had often entered it through a small
wicket-gate, it was only the smooth high wall that
they had wanted to conquer. But one morning—
the empty, quiet marketplace had been flooded
with sunshine—when had K. ever seen it like that
either before or since ?—he had succeeded in climb-
ing it with astonishing ease; at a place where he
had already slipped down many a time, he had
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clambered with a small flag between his teeth right
to the top at the first attempt. Stones were still
‘rattling down under his feet, but he was at the
top. He stuck the flag in, it flew in the wind, he
looked down and round about him, over his shoul-
der, too, at the crosses moldering in the ground;
nobody was greater than he at that place and that
moment. By chance the teacher had come past and
with a stern face had made K. descend. In jump-
ing down he had hurt his knee and he had found
some difficulty in getting home, but still he had
been on the top of the wall. The sense of that tri-
umph had seemed to him then a victory for life,
which was not altogether foolish, for now so many
years later on the arm of Barnabas in the snowy
night the memory of it came to succor him.

He took a firmer hold, Barnabas was almost
dragging him along, the silence was unbroken. Of
the road they were following, all that K. knew was
that to judge from its surface they had not yet
turned aside into a bystreet. He vowed to himself
that however difficult the way and however doubt-
ful even the prospect of his being able to get back,
he would not cease from going on. He would surely
have strength enough to let himself be dragged.
And the road must come to an end some time. By
day the Castle had looked within easy reach, and,
of course, the messenger would take the shortest
cut. :

At that moment Barnabas stopped. Where were
they? Was this the end? Would Barnabas try to
leave him? He wouldn’t succeed. K. clutched his
arm so firmly that it almost made his hand ache.
Or had the incredible happened, and were they
already in the Castle or at its gates? But they had
not done any climbing so far as K. could tell. Or
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had Barnabas taken him up by an imperceptibly
mounting road? “Where are we?”’ asked K. in a
low voice, more to himself than to Barnabas. “At
home,” said Barnabas in the same tone. “At
home?” “Be careful now, sir, or you’ll slip. We go
down here.” “Down?” “Only a step or two,” added
Barnabas, and was already knocking at a door.

A girl opened it, and they were on the threshold
of a large room almost in darkness, for there was
no light save for a tiny oil lamp hanging over a
table in the background. “Who is with you, Bar-
nabas?’ asked the girl. “The Land-Surveyor,” said
he. “The Land-Surveyor,” repeated the girl in a
louder voice, turning toward the table. Two old
people there rose to their feet, a man and a woman,
as well as another girl. They greeted K. Barnabas
introduced the whole family, his parents and his
sisters, Olga and Amalia. K. scarcely glanced at
them and let them take his wet coat off to dry at
the stove.

So it was only Barnabas who was at home, not
he himself. But why had they come here? K. drew
Barnabas aside and asked: “Why have you come
here? Or do you live in the Castle precincts ?”” “The
Castle precincts ?”” repeated Barnabas, as if he did
not understand. “Barnabas,” said K., “you left the
inn to go to the Castle.” “No,” said Barnabas,
“I left it to come home; I don’t go to the Castle
till the early morning, I never sleep there.” “Oh,”
said K., “so you weren’t going to the Castle, but
only here.” The man’s smile seemed less brilliant,
and his person more insignificant. “Why didn’t you
say 80?” “You didn’t ask me, sir,” said Barnabas,
‘“you only said you had a message to give me, but
you wouldn’t give it in the inn parlor, or in your
room, so I thought you could speak to me quietly
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here in my parents’ house. The others will all leave
us if you wish—and, if you prefer, you could spend
~ the night here. Haven’t I done the right thing?”
K. could not reply. It had been simply a misunder-
standing, a common, vulgar misunderstanding, and
K. had been completely taken in by it. He had been |
bewitched by Barnabas’s close-fitting, silken-gleam-
ing jacket, which, now that it was unbuttoned, dis- .|
played a coarse, dirty gray shirt patched all over,
and beneath that the huge muscular chest of a
laborer. His surroundings not only corroborated
all this, but even emphasized it, the old, gouty fa-
ther who progressed more by the help of his grop-
ing hands than by the slow movements of his stiff
legs, and the mother with her hands folded on her
bosom, who was equally incapable of any but the
smallest steps because of her stoutness. Both of
them, father and mother, had been advancing from
their corner toward K. ever since he had come in,
and were still a long way off. The yellow-haired
sisters, very like each other and very like Barnabas,
but with harder features than their brother, great |
strapping wenches, hovered round their parents
and waited for some word of greeting from K. But
he could not utter it. He had been persuaded that
in this village everybody meant something to him,
and indeed he was not mistaken; it was only for
these people here that he could feel not the slight-
est interest.* If he had been fit to struggle back to
the inn alone, he would have left at once. The
possibility of accompanying Barnabas to the Castle
early in the morning did not attract him. He had
hoped to penetrate into the Castle unnoticed in
the night on the arm of Barnabas, but on the arm
of the Barnabas he had imagined, a man who was |
more to him than anyone else, the Barnabas he ;‘.
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had conceived to be far above his apparent rank
and in the intimate confidence of the Castle. With
the son of such a family, however, a son who in-
tegrally belonged to it, and who was already sitting
at the table with the others, a man who was not
even allowed to sleep in the Castle, he could not
possibly go to the Castle in the broad light of day;
it would be a ridiculous and hopeless undertaking.

K. sat down on a window seat, where he deter-
mined to pass the night without accepting any
other favor. The other people in the village, who
turned him away or were afraid of him, seemed
much less dangerous, for all that they did was to
throw him back on his own resources, helping him
to concentrate his powers, but such ostensible help-
ers as these, who on the strength of a petty mas-
querade brought him into their homes instead of
into the Castle, deflected him from his goal,
whether intentionally or not, and only helped to
destroy him. An invitation to join the family at
table he ignored completely, stubbornly sitting with
bent head on his bench.

Then Olga, the gentler of the sisters, got up, not
without a trace of maidenly embarrassment, came
over to K. and asked him to join the family in their
meal of bread and bacon, saying that she was going
to get some beer. “Where from?”’ asked K. “From
the inn,” she said. That was welcome news to K.
He begged her instead of fetching beer to accom-
pany him back to the inn, where he had important
work waiting to be done. But the fact now emerged
that she was not going so far as his inn; she was
going to one much nearer, called the Herrenhof.
Nonetheless K. begged to be allowed to accom-
pany her, thinking that there perhaps he might
find a lodging for the night; however wretched it
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might be, he would prefer it to the best bed these
_ people could offer him. Olga did not reply at once,
but glanced toward the table. Her brother stood
up, nodded obligingly, and said: “If the gentleman
wishes.” This assent was almost enough to make
K. withdraw his request; nothing could be of much
value if Barnabas assented to it. But since they
were already wondering whether K. would be ad-
mitted into that inn and doubting its possibility,
he insisted emphatically on going, without taking
the trouble to give a colorable excuse for his eager-
ness; this family would have to accept him as he
was, he had no feeling of shame where they were
concerned. Yet he was somewhat disturbed by
Amalia’s direct and serious gaze, which was un-
flinching and perhaps a little stupid.

On their short walk to the inn—K. had taken
Olga’s arm and was leaning his whole weight on
her as earlier on Barnabas, he could not get along
otherwise—he learned that it was an inn exclu-
sively reserved for gentlemen from the Castle, who
took their meals there and sometimes slept there
when they had business in the village. Olga spoke
to K. in a low and confidential tone; to walk with
her was pleasant, almost as pleasant as walking
with her brother. K. struggled against the feeling
of comfort she gave him, but it persisted.

From outside, the new inn looked very like the
inn where K. was staying. All the houses in the
village resembled one another more or less, but still

a few small differences were immediately apparent -

here; the front steps had a balustrade, and a fine
lantern was fixed over the doorway. Something
fluttered over their heads as they entered, it was a
flag with the Count’s colors. In the hall they were
at once met by the landlord, who was obviously on
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a tour of inspection; he glanced at K. in passing,
with small eyes that were either screwed up criti-
cally or half-asleep, and said: “The Land-Surveyor
mustn’t go anywhere but into the bar.” “Cer-
tainly,” said Olga, who took K.’s part at once, “he’s
only escorting me.” But K. ungratefully let go
her arm and drew the landlord aside. Olga mean-
while waited patiently at the end of the hall. “I
should like to spend the night here,” said K. “I’'m
afraid that’s impossible,” said the landlord. “You
don’t seem to be aware that this house is reserved
exclusively for gentlemen from the Castle.” “Well,
that may be the rule,” said K., “but it’s surely
possible to let me sleep in a corner somewhere.”
“I should be only too glad to oblige you,” said the
landlord, “but besides the strictness with which
the rule is enforced—and you speak about it as only
a stranger could—it’s quite out of the question for
another reason; the Castle gentlemen are so sensi-
tive that I’m convinced they couldn’t bear the sight
of a stranger, at least unless they were prepared
for it; and if I were to let you sleep here, and by
some chance or other—and chances are always on
the side of the gentlemen—you were discovered,
not only would it mean my ruin, but yours too. That
sounds ridiculous, but it’s true.” This tall and
closely buttoned man who stood with his legs
crossed, one hand braced against the wall and the
other on his hip, bending down a little toward K.
and speaking confidentially to him, seemed to have
hardly anything in common with the village, even
though his dark clothes looked like a peasant’s
finery. “I believe you absolutely,” said K., “and I
didn’t mean to belittle the rule, though I expressed
myself badly. Only there’s something I'd like to
point out; I have some influence in the Castle and
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shall have still more, and that secures you against
any danger arising out of my stay here overnight,
and is a guarantee that I am able fully to recom-
pense any small favor you may do me.” “Oh, I
know,” said the landlord, and repeated: “I know
all that.” Now was the time for K. to state his

wishes more clearly, but this reply ‘of the land-

lord’s disconcerted him, and so he merely asked:

“Are there many of the Castle gentlemen staying ‘|
in the house tonight?’ “As far as that goes, to- |
night is favorable,” returned the landlord, as if in |
encouragement; “there’s only one gentleman.” Still |
K. felt incapable of urging the matter, but being |
in hopes that he was as good as accepted, he only |

asked the name of the gentleman. “Klamm,” said
the landlord casually, turning meanwhile to his

wife, who came rustling toward them in a remark- |

ably shabby, old-fashioned gown overloaded with
pleats and frills, but of a fine city cut. She came
to summon the landlord, for the Chief wanted
something or other. Before the landlord complied,
however, he turned once more to K., as if it lay
with K. to make the decision about staying all
night. But K. could not utter a word, overwhelmed
as he was by the discovery that it was his patron
who was in the house. Without being able to ex-

plain it completely to himself, he did not feel the |

same freedom of action in relation to Klamm as he
did to the rest of the Castle, and the idea of being
caught in the inn by Klamm, though it did not
terrify him as it did the landlord, gave him a
twinge of uneasiness, much as if he were thought-
lessly to hurt the feelings of someone to whom he
was bound by gratitude; at the same time, how-

ever, it vexed him to recognize already in these |

qualms the obvious effects of that degradation to
b4 '
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an inferior status which he had feared, and to
realize that though they were so obvious, he was
not even in a position to counteract them. So he
stood there biting his lips and said nothing. Once
more the landlord looked back at him before dis-
appearing through a doorway, and K. returned the
look without moving from the spot, until Olga
came up and drew him away. “What did you want
with the landlord?’ she asked. “I wanted a bed
for the night,” said K. “But you’re staying with
us!” said Olga in surprise. “Of course,” said K.,
leaving her to make what she liked of it.
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#® IN THE bar, which was a large room with a |
vacant space in the middle, there were several |
peasants sitting by the wall on the tops of some
casks, but they looked different from those in K.’s
inn. They were more neatly and uniformly dressed
in coarse yellowish-gray cloth, with loose jackets
and tightly fitting trousers. They were smallish

men with at first sight a strong mutual resem- |

blance, having flat, bony faces, but rounded cheeks.
They were all quiet and sat with hardly a move-
ment, except that they followed the newcomers
with their eyes, but they did even that slowly and
indifferently. Yet because of their numbers and |
their quietness they had a certain effect on K. He |
took Olga’s arm again -as if to explain his presence
there. In one corner a man rose, an acquaintance
of Olga’s, and made toward her, but K. wheeled her
round by the arm in another direction. His action |
was perceptible to nobody but Olga, and she toler- |
ated it with a smiling side-glance.

The beer was drawn by a young girl called
Frieda. An unobtrusive little girl with fair hair,
sad eyes, and hollow cheeks, but with a striking
look of conscious superiority. As soon as her eye
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met K.’s, it seemed to him that her look decided
something concerning himself, something which he
had not known to exist, but which her look assured
him did exist. He kept on studying her from the
side, even while she was speaking to Olga. Olga
and Frieda were apparently not intimate, they ex-
changed only a few cold words. K. wanted to hear
more, and so interposed with a question on his own
account: “Do you know Herr Klamm?” Olga
laughed out loud. “What are you laughing at?”’
asked K. irritably. “I’m not laughing,” she pro-
tested, but went on laughing. “Olga is a childish
creature,” said K., bending far over the counter
in order to attract Frieda’s gaze again. But she
kept her eyes lowered and laughed shyly. ‘“Would
you like to see Herr Klamm?’ K. begged for a
sight of him. She pointed to a door just on her
left. “There’s a little peephole there, you can look
through.” “What about the others?” asked K. She
curled her underlip and pulled K. to the door with
a hand that was unusually soft. The little hole had
obviously been bored for spying through, and com-
manded almost the whole of the neighboring room.
At a desk in the middle of the room in a comfort-
able armchair sat Herr Klamm, his face brilliantly
lit up by an incandescent lamp that hung low be-
fore him. A middle-sized, plump, and ponderous
man. His face was still smooth, but his cheeks were
already somewhat flabby with age. His black mus-
tache had long points, his eyes were hidden behind
glittering pince-nez that sat awry. If he had been
planted squarely before his desk, K. would have
seen only his profile, but since he was turned di-
rectly toward K., his whole face was visible. His
left elbow lay on the desk; his right hand, in which
was a Virginia cigar, rested on his knee. A beer-
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glass was standing on the desk, but there was a rim
round the desk which prevented K. from seeing
- whether any papers were lying on it; he had the
idea, however, that there were none. To make it
certain, he asked Frieda to look through the hole
and tell him if there were any. But as she had been
in that very room a short time ago, she was able to
inform him without further ado that the desk was
empty. K. asked Frieda if his time was up, but
she told him to go on looking as long as he liked.
K. was now alone with Frieda. Olga, as a hasty
glance assured him, had found her way to her ac-
quaintance and was sitting high on a cask, swing-
ing her legs. “Frieda,” said K. in a whisper, “do
you know Herr Klamm well?” “Oh, yes,” she said,
“very well.” She leaned over to K. and he became
aware that she was coquettishly fingering the low-
cut cream-colored blouse, which sat oddly on her
poor thin body. Then she said: “Didn’t you notice
how Olga laughed?” “Yes, the rude creature,” said
K. “Well,” she said extenuatingly, ‘“there was a
reason for laughing. You asked if I knew Klamm,
and you see I”’—here she involuntarily lifted her
chin a little, and again her triumphant glance,
which had no connection whatever with what she
was saying, swept over K.—“I am his mistress.”
“Klamm’s mistress,” said K. She nodded. “Then,”
said K. smiling, to prevent the atmosphere from
being too charged with seriousness, ‘“you are for
me a highly respectable person.” “Not only for
you,” said Frieda amiably, but without returning
his smile. K. had a weapon for bringing down her |
pride, and he tried it: “Have you ever been in the |
Castle?” But it missed the mark, for she answered:
“No, but isn’t it enough for me to be here in the |
bar?”’ Her vanity was obviously boundless, and
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she was trying, it seemed, to get K. in particular
to minister to it. “Of course,” said K., ‘“here in the
bar you’re taking the landlord’s place.” “That’s
80,” she assented, “and I began as a stable-girl at
the inn by the bridge.” “With those delicate hands,”
said K. half-questioningly, without knowing him-
self whether he was only flattering her or was
compelled by something in her. Her hands were
certainly small and delicate, but they could quite
as well have been called weak and characterless.
“Nobody bothered about them then,” she said, “and
even now—" K. looked at her inquiringly. She
shook her head and would say no more. “You have
your secrets, naturally,” said K., “and you’re not
‘likely to give them away to somebody you’ve known
for only half an hour, who hasn’t had the chance
yet to tell you anything about himself.” This re-
mark proved to be ill-chosen, for it seemed to
arouse Frieda as from a trance that was favorable
to him. Out of the leather bag hanging at her
girdle she took a small piece of wood, stopped up
the peephole with it, and said to K. with an obvious
attempt to conceal the change in her attitude: “Oh,
I know all about you, you’re the Land-Surveyor”;
and then adding: “But now I must go back to my
work,” she returned to her place behind the bar,
while a man here and there came up to get his
empty glass refilled. K. wanted to speak to her
again, so he took an empty glass from a stand
and went up to her, saying: “One thing more,
Friulein Frieda; it’s an extraordinary feat and
a sign of great strength of mind to have worked
your way up from stable-girl to this position in
the bar, but can it be the end of all ambition for a
person like you? An absurd idea. Your eyes—don’t
laugh at me, Friulein Frieda—speak to me far
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more of conquests still to come than of conquests
past. But the opposition one meets in the world is
- great, and becomes greater the higher one aims,
and it’s no disgrace to accept the help of a man
who’s fighting his way up too, even though he’s
a small and uninfluential man. Perhaps we could
have a quiet talk together some time, without so
many onlookers?’ “I don’t know what you’re
after,” she said, and in her tone this time there
seemed to be, against her will, an echo rather of
countless disappointments than of past triumphs.
“Do you want to take me away from Klamm, per-
haps? Oh heavens!” and she clapped her hands. |
“You’ve seen through me,” said K., as if wearied |
by so much mistrust, “that’s exactly my real se-
cret intention. You ought to leave Klamm and be-
come my sweetheart. And now I can go. Olga!”
he cried, “we’re going home.” Obediently Olga slid
down from her cask, but did not succeed immedi-
ately in breaking through her ring of friends. Then
Frieda said in a low voice, with a hectoring look
at K.: “When can I talk to you?”’ “Can I spend the
night here?’ asked K. “Yes,” said Frieda. “Can
I stay now?”’ “Go out first with Olga, so that I
can clear out all the others. Then you can come
back in a little while.” “Right,” said K., and he
waited impatiently for Olga. But the peasants
would not let her go; they had made up a dance
in which she was the central figure, they circled
round her yelling all together, and every now
and then one of them left the ring, seized Olga
firmly round the waist, and whirled her round and
round; the pace grew faster and faster, the yells
more hungry, more raucous, until they were in-
sensibly blended into one continuous howl. Olga,
who had begun laughingly by trying to break out
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of the ring, was now merely reeling with flying
hair from one man to another. “That’s the kind
of people I’'m saddled with,” said Frieda, biting her
thin lips in scorn. “Who are they?”’ asked K.
“Klamm’s servants,” said Frieda; ‘“he keeps on
bringing those people with him, and they upset
me. I can hardly tell what I’'ve been saying to you,
but please forgive me if I’ve offended you, it’s these
people who are to blame, they’re the most con-
temptible and objectionable creatures I know, and
I have to fill their glasses with beer for them. How
often I've implored Klamm to leave them behind
him, for though I have to put up with the other
gentlemen’s servants, he could surely have some
* consideration for me; but it’s all of no use, an hour
before his arrival they always come bursting in
like cattle into their stall. But now they’ve really
got to get into the stall, where they belong. If you
weren’t here, I'd fling open this door and Klamm
would be forced to drive them out himself.” “Can’t
he hear them, then?” asked K. “No,” said Frieda,
“he’s asleep.” ‘“Asleep?’ cried K. “But when I
peeped in he was awake and sitting at the desk.”
“He always sits like that,” said Frieda; ‘“he was
sleeping when you saw him. Would I have let you
look in if he hadn’t been asleep? That’s how he
sleeps, the gentlemen do sleep a great deal, it’s hard
to understand. Anyhow, if he didn’t sleep so much,
he wouldn’t be able to put up with his servants.
But now I’ll have to turn them out myself.” She
took a whip from a corner and sprang among the
dancers with a single bound, a little uncertainly, as
a young lamb might spring. At first they faced her
as if she were merely a new partner, and actually
for a moment Frieda seemed inclined to let the
whip fall, but she soon raised it again, crying: “In
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the name of Klamm, into the stall with you' Into
the stall, all of you!” When they saw that she was
~ in earmnest, they began to press toward the back
wall in a kind of panic incomprehensible to K., and
under the impact of the first few a door shot open,
letting in a current of night air, through which
they all vanished, with Frieda behind them openly
driving them across the .courtyard into the stalls.
In the sudden silence that ensued, K. heard steps
in the hall. With some idea of securing his position,
he dodged behind the bar counter, which afforded
the only possible cover in the room. He had an
admitted right to be in the bar, but since he meant
to spend the night there, he had to avoid being seen.
So when the door was a<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>