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The Kalevala is the national epic of Karelia and Finland and one of the most significant works of Finnish literature. Today's modern version was compiled in the 19th century by Elias Lönnrot from Karelian and Finnish oral folklore and mythology. The epic tells the story about the Creation of Earth, describing the controversies and retaliatory voyages between the peoples of the land of Kalevala called Väinölä and the land of Pohjola and their various protagonists and antagonists, as well as the construction and robbery of the mythical wealth-making machine Sampo.
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The writer wrote this novel when he was just 17 and still a student. It opens with a young boy standing at the grave of a jew who has committed suicide The book is the second in a series called 'The Ghetto' which looks at the history of Judaism. Auerbach was himself, a Jew and his faith influenced his thinking and philosophy. Spinoza is the name of a Dutch philosopher whose work was a major part of these influences.
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In a Glass Darkly is a collection of five different tales, presented as selections from the posthumous papers of the occult detective Dr. Martin Hesselius. The title is taken from 1 Corinthians 13:12, a deliberate misquotation of the passage which describes humanity as perceiving the world "through a glass darkly". "Green Tea" - An English clergyman named Jennings confides to Hesselius that he is being followed by a demon in the form of an ethereal monkey, invisible to everyone else, which is trying to invade his mind and destroy his life. Hesselius writes letters to a Dutch colleague about the victim's condition, which gets steadily worse with time as the creature steps up its methods, all of which are purely psychological. T "The Familiar"- A sea captain, living in Dublin, is stalked by "The Watcher", a strange dwarf who resembles a person from his past. "Mr. Justice Harbottle" - A cruel judge in the Court of Common Pleas, Elijah Harbottle, finds himself under attack by vengeful spirits, and in a disturbing dream he is condemned to death by a monstrous doppelgänger. The story is set between 1746 and 1748 "The Room in the Dragon Volan" - notable mystery story, in 26 chapters, which includes the theme of premature burial. "Carmilla"- A tale of a lesbian vampire, set in Styria, Austria. This story was to greatly influence Bram Stoker in writing Dracula. Joseph Thomas Sheridan Le Fanu (1814 – 1873) was an Irish writer of Gothic tales and mystery novels. He was a leading ghost-story writer of the nineteenth century and was central to the development of the genre in the Victorian era. M. R. James described Le Fanu as "absolutely in the first rank as a writer of ghost stories".

Buy now and read (Advertising)


[image: The cover of the recommended book]


America



Kafka, Franz

4066339603127

210

Buy now and read (Advertising)

Franz Kafka's novel "America," originally published posthumously in 1927 as "Der Verschollene," is a poignant exploration of the immigrant experience and the search for belonging in a foreign land. Characterized by Kafka's signature blend of absurdity and existential inquiry, the narrative follows the young protagonist, Karl Rossmann, who is sent to America after a scandal involving a seduction. The book delves into themes of alienation, identity, and the often elusive promise of the American Dream, utilizing a satirical style that critiques both American culture and European values during the early 20th century. Kafka, a Prague-born Jewish writer, often grappled with feelings of dislocation and the complexities of societal expectations. His own experiences navigating bureaucratic systems and existential crises are reflected in the idiosyncratic characters and surreal settings that populate "America." This work is indicative of Kafka's broader literary ambitions, representing a departure from traditional narratives and a deep engagement with modernist themes of isolation and absurdity. "America" is a compelling read for those intrigued by the intricacies of identity and the undercurrents of societal critique in literature. Kafka's unique narrative style invites readers to reflect on their own experiences in a world shaped by displacement and the search for meaning, making it an essential text for understanding both the author's oeuvre and the human condition.
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Hans Fallada's "Every Man Dies Alone" is a poignant exploration of individual resistance in the face of immense totalitarian oppression, set against the backdrop of Nazi Germany. Through a compelling narrative style that combines stark realism and psychological depth, Fallada chronicles the story of Otto and Elise Hampel, a couple who undertake a quiet yet courageous act of defiance by distributing anti-Nazi postcards. The novel's fragmented structure and nuanced character development reflect the psychological turmoil of ordinary people trapped in extraordinary circumstances, aligning with the broader literary movements of the early 20th century, particularly the German expressionist desire to portray raw human emotions amid societal chaos. Hans Fallada, born Rudolf Wilhelm Friedrich Ditzen, experienced firsthand the anxieties of Weimar Germany and the subsequent rise of the Third Reich. His troubled life, marked by personal struggles with addiction and political disillusionment, deeply influenced his writings. Fallada's unique perspective as a socially conscious writer enabled him to illustrate the moral complexities faced by individuals when confronting authoritarianism, as he sought to capture the essence of humanity amid despair. "Every Man Dies Alone" is not merely a historical account but a timeless reflection on the courage it takes to assert one's beliefs in dire circumstances. This novel is a must-read for anyone interested in the human capacity for resilience and the moral dilemmas encountered in repressive regimes. Fallada's masterful prose will engage, educate, and provoke thoughtful discussion, making it an essential addition to the canon of anti-fascist literature.
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  Chapter 1.

  Arrest – Conversation with Mrs. Grubach – Then with Fraeulein Buerstner


  
    Table of contents

  


  Someone must have slandered Josef K., for without having done anything wrong, he was arrested one morning. Mrs. Grubach's cook, who brought him breakfast every morning around eight o'clock, did not come this time. That had never happened before. K. waited a little longer, saw from his pillow the old woman who lived opposite and who was watching him with an unusual curiosity, but then, feeling both strange and hungry, he rang the bell. Immediately there was a knock at the door and a man whom he had never seen in the apartment before entered. He was slim but strongly built, wearing a close-fitting black suit, similar to a traveling suit, with various folds, pockets, buckles, buttons, and a belt, which made it appear particularly practical without it being clear what it was supposed to be used for. "Who are you?" K. asked, and sat up halfway in the bed. The man, however, ignored the question, as if one had to accept his appearance, and merely said in turn, "You rang?" "Anna shall bring me breakfast," K. said, and tried, at first silently, to determine by attention and consideration who the man actually was. But the stranger did not expose himself to K.'s gaze for too long. Instead, he turned to the door, which he opened a crack, and said to someone who was apparently standing just inside the door, "He wants Anna to bring him breakfast." There was a little laughter in the next room, and from the sound K. couldn't be sure whether it was several people who were laughing. Although the strange man couldn't have learned anything from this that he hadn't already known, he now said to K. in the tone of a report: "It's impossible." "That would be new," said K., jumping out of bed and quickly pulling on his trousers. "I'll see what kind of people are in the next room and how Mrs. Grubach will answer to me for this disturbance." It occurred to him right away that he didn't have to say that out loud and that by doing so he was effectively recognizing the stranger's right to supervise him, but it didn't seem important to him now. After all, the stranger took it that way, because he said, "Wouldn't you rather stay here?" "I don't want to stay here, nor do I want to be addressed by you, as long as you don't introduce yourself to me." "It was well meant," said the stranger and now voluntarily opened the door. In the next room, which K. entered more slowly than he wanted to, it looked almost exactly the same at first glance as it had the night before. It was Mrs. Grubach's living room, and perhaps today there was a little more space in this room, which was already overcrowded with furniture, blankets, porcelain and photographs. You couldn't tell at first glance, especially since the main change was the presence of a man sitting by the open window with a book, from which he now looked up. "You should have stayed in your room! Didn't Franz tell you?" "Yes, what do you want?" said K., and looked from the new acquaintance to the man named Franz, who had stopped in the doorway, and then back again. Through the open window, the old woman could be seen again, who had approached the now opposite window with truly senile curiosity in order to continue to see everything. "I want to see Mrs. Grubach," K. said, and made a movement as if to break free of the two men, who were standing far away from him, and wanted to continue on his way. "No," said the man at the window, throwing the book onto a small table and standing up. "You can't leave, you're under arrest." "It seems that way," K. said. "And why is that?" he then asked. "We are not authorized to tell you that. Go to your room and wait. The proceedings have now been initiated, and you will learn everything at the right time. I am going beyond my instructions by speaking to you so kindly. But I hope no one but Franz hears it, and he is kind to you even against all regulations. If you continue to have as much luck as you did in assigning your guards, then you can be confident." K. wanted to sit down, but now he saw that there was no place to sit in the whole room, except for the chair by the window. "You will yet see how true all this is," said Franz, and at the same time he and the other man walked towards him. The latter in particular towered over K. and often patted him on the shoulder. Both examined K.'s nightshirt and said that he would now have to put on a much worse one, but that they would keep this nightshirt and the rest of his clothes and return them to him if his case turned out favorably. "It is better to give us the things than to the depot," they said, "because in the depot, thefts often occur and, besides, they sell all the things there after a certain time, regardless of whether the relevant proceedings have been completed or not. And how long such lawsuits take, especially recently! They would eventually receive the proceeds from the depository, but these proceeds are, first of all, small in the first place, because it is not the amount of the offer that decides the sale, but the amount of the bribe. Furthermore, experience shows that such proceeds are further reduced when they are passed from hand to hand and from year to year." K. paid little attention to these conversations, he did not value the right of disposal over his things, which he perhaps still possessed, it was much more important for him to get clarity about his situation; but in the presence of these people he could not even think, the belly of the second guard kept bumping - they could only be guards - kept bumping into him in a friendly manner, but when he looked up, he saw a dry, bony face with a strong, sideways turned nose, which did not match the fat body at all, and which communicated with the other guard above him. What kind of people were they? What were they talking about? Which authority did they belong to? K. lived in a constitutional state, peace reigned everywhere, all laws were upheld, who dared to assault him in his apartment? He always tended to take everything as lightly as possible, to believe the worst only when the worst happened, not to make any provisions for the future, even when everything was threatened. But this time it didn't seem right to him. He could see the whole thing as a joke, a crude joke, that his colleagues at the bank had played on him for some unknown reason, perhaps because today was his thirtieth birthday. Of course it was possible, maybe he just needed to laugh in the faces of the guardsand they would laugh with him, perhaps they were workmen from the street corner, they looked not unlike them - nevertheless, this time, formally since the first sight of the guard Franz, he was determined not to give up the slightest advantage he might have over these people. K. saw only a slight danger in the fact that one would later say that he didn't know how to have fun. But he did remember - without it otherwise having been his habit to learn from experience - some, in themselves insignificant cases in which, unlike his friends, he had consciously behaved carelessly without the slightest sense of the possible consequences and had been punished by the result. It shouldn't happen again, at least not this time; if it was a comedy, he wanted to play along.


  He was still free. "Allow me," he said, and hurried between the guards to his room. "He seems reasonable," he heard said behind him. In his room, he immediately opened the drawers of his desk. Everything was in great order there, but in his excitement he could not immediately find the identification papers he was looking for. Finally he found his bicycle license and was about to go to the guards with it, but then the paper seemed too insignificant to him and he searched further until he found the birth certificate. When he returned to the next room, the door opposite opened and Mrs. Grubach was about to enter. She was only seen for a moment, because as soon as she recognized K., she seemed embarrassed, apologized, and disappeared, closing the door very carefully. "Come in," K. had just managed to say. But now he stood with his papers in the middle of the room, still looking at the door, which did not open again, and was only startled by a call from the guards, who were sitting at the table by the open window and, as K. now recognized, were eating his breakfast. "Why didn't she come in?" he asked. "She's not allowed to," said the tall guard. "You're under arrest." "How can I be arrested? And in this way?" "Now you're starting again," said the guard, dipping a sandwich into the honey jug. "We don't answer such questions." "You'll have to answer them," said K. "Here are my credentials. Now show me yours, and especially the warrant." "Good heavens!" said the guard. "That you can't accept your situation and that you seem to be deliberately trying to annoy us, who are probably the people closest to you now of all your fellow human beings?" "It's true, believe it," said Franz, not lifting the coffee cup he was holding to his mouth, but looking at K. with a long, probably meaningful, but incomprehensible look. Without meaning to, K. engaged in a dialogue of glances with Franz, but then he slammed down his papers and said, "Here are my credentials." "What do we care about them?" shouted the tall guard. "You're acting more like a child than a grown man. What do you want? Do you want to bring your great, cursed trial to a swift end by discussing legitimization and arrest warrants with us, the guards? We are low-level employees who are hardly familiar with legitimization papers and who have nothing to do with your cause other than keeping watch over you for ten hours a day and getting paid for it. That is all we are, but despite that we are able to recognize that the high authorities in whose service we stand, before they order such an arrest, inform themselves very precisely about the reasons for the arrest and the person of the arrested. There is no mistake in this. Our authority, as far as I know it, and I only know the lowest degrees, does not seek blame in the population, but is attracted by guilt, as it is written in the law, and must send us guards. That is the law. Where would there be a mistake?" "I don't know that law," said K. "Too bad for you," said the guard. "It probably only exists in your heads," said K., trying to somehow worm his way into the guards' thoughts, to turn them in his favor or to become established there. But the guard only said dismissively, "You'll get it." Franz intervened and said, "Look, Willem, he admits he doesn't know the law, and at the same time claims to be innocent." "You're quite right, but you can't make him understand anything," said the other. K. said nothing more; "Must I," he thought, "let myself be further confused by the chatter of these lowest organs - they themselves admit that they are such?" They talk, in any case, about things they don't understand at all. Their certainty is only possible because of their stupidity. A few words that I will speak with a person of my own caliber will make everything incomparably clearer than the longest speeches with these. He walked up and down a few times in the open space of the room. Over there he saw the old woman, who had dragged an even older man to the window, whom she held in her arms. K. had to put an end to this display: "Take me to your superior," he said. "If he so wishes; not before," said the guard, who had been called Willem. "And now I advise you," he added, "to go to your room, remain calm and wait for what will be decided about you. We advise you not to waste your time with useless thoughts, but to gather your thoughts, as great demands will be made on you. You have not treated us as our courtesy deserved, you have forgotten that we may be whatever we are, but at least now we are free men in your presence, and that is no small advantage. Nevertheless, if you have money, we are willing to bring you a small breakfast from the coffee house over there."


  Without answering this offer, K. stood still for a while. Perhaps if he opened the door of the next room or even the door of the anteroom, the two would not dare to prevent him, perhaps it would be the simplest solution of all for him to push it to the limit. But perhaps they would seize him after all, and once he was overthrown, all the ascendancy which he still maintained over them in some respects would be lost. Therefore, he preferred the certainty of the solution that the natural course of events would bring, and went back to his room without either him or the guards saying another word.


  He threw himself on his bed and took from the washstand a nice apple that he had prepared for breakfast the night before. Now it was his only breakfast and, in any case, as he assured himself with the first big bite, much better than the breakfast from the dirty night café that he could have gotten through the mercy of the guards. He felt well and confident. He skipped work at the bank this morning, but that was easily excused given the relatively high position he held there. Should he give the real excuse? He thought he would. If they didn't believe him, which was understandable in this case, he could call Mrs. Grubach as a witness or even the two old men from across the way, who were probably on their way to the opposite window. It surprised K., or at least it surprised him from the point of view of the guards, that they had driven him into the room and left him alone here, when he had tenfold opportunities to kill himself. At the same time, however, he asked himself, this time from his point of view, what reason he could have to do it. Perhaps because the two were sitting next door and had intercepted his breakfast? It would have been such a senseless thing to do that even if he had wanted to kill himself, the futility of it would have prevented him from doing it. If the mental limitations of the guards had not been so obvious, one could have assumed that they too, in the same conviction, would have seen no danger in leaving him alone. They might now, if they chose, watch him go to a small cupboard where he kept a good brandy, empty a glass to replace breakfast, and designate a second glass to give him courage, the latter only out of caution for the unlikely event that it should be necessary.


  Then a shout from the next room startled him so much that he clicked his teeth on the glass. "The warden is calling you!" it meant. It was only the shouting that frightened him, this short, choppy, military shouting, which he would not have trusted the guard Franz with. The command itself was very welcome to him. "Finally!" he called back, locked the closet and immediately rushed to the next room. There the two guards were standing and chased him back to his room as if that were a matter of course. "What are you thinking?" they shouted. "You want to go to the supervisor half-dressed? He'll have you flogged and us along with you!" "Let me go, damn you!" shouted K., who had already been pushed back to his wardrobe. "If you attack me in bed, you can't expect to find me in my festive attire." "It doesn't help," said the guards, who always became quite calm, almost sad, when K. shouted, and thus confused him or, in a sense, brought him to his senses. "Ridiculous ceremonies!" he grumbled, but he was already lifting a coat off the chair and holding it for a while with both hands, as if he were submitting it to the judgment of the guards. They shook their heads. "It must be a black coat," they said. K. then threw the coat on the floor and said - he himself did not know in what sense he said it -: "But it's not the main trial yet." The guards smiled, but stuck to their: "It must be a black coat." "If I can speed things up by doing this, it's fine by me," said K., opening the wardrobe himself, searching among the many clothes for a long time, choosing his best black dress, a jacket dress that had caused quite a stir among acquaintances due to his waistline, and now also pulling out a different shirt and starting to dress carefully. Secretly he believed he had speeded up the whole process by the fact that the guards had forgotten to order him to the bath. He watched them to see if they might remember it, but of course it didn't occur to them. Willem, however, didn't forget to send Franz to the overseer with the message that K. was dressing.


  When he was fully dressed, he had to walk just in front of Willem through the empty adjoining room into the next room, the door of which was already open with both wings. K. knew that this room had been occupied for a short time by a Miss Burstner, a typist who usually went to work very early and came home late and with whom K. had exchanged little more than greetings. Now the bedside table had been moved from her bed to the middle of the room as a negotiating table, and the supervisor was sitting behind it. He had his legs crossed and one arm on the back of the chair.


  In a corner of the room stood three young people, looking at photographs of Miss Burstner stuck in a mat hung on the wall. On the handle of the open window hung a white blouse. In the opposite window the two old men were lying down again, but their company had increased, for behind them, towering over them, stood a man with an open shirt at the chest, pressing and twisting his reddish goatee with his fingers. "Josef K?", the overseer asked, perhaps only to draw K.'s distracted gaze. K. nodded. "You must be very surprised by the events of this morning?" the guard asked, moving the few objects that were lying on the bedside table with both hands - a candle with a match, a book and a needle cushion - as if they were objects that he needed for the proceedings. "Certainly," said K., and a feeling of well-being took hold of him at last to be standing opposite a reasonable man and to be able to speak with him about his matter. "Certainly, I am surprised, but I am not very surprised at all." "Not very surprised?" asked the overseer, and now he put the candle in the middle of the little table, while he grouped the other things around it. "You perhaps misunderstand me," K. hastened to remark. "I mean" - here K. interrupted himself and looked around for a chair. "I can sit down, can't I?" he asked. "It's not usual," the overseer replied. "I mean," K. said without further pause, "I am very surprised, but when you've been in the world for thirty years and had to fend for yourself, as I have, you become hardened to surprises and don't take them too hard. Especially not today's." "Why especially not today?" "I don't want to say that I see the whole thing as a joke, for that the events that have been organized seem too extensive. All the members of the pension would have to be involved, and all of you too, that would go beyond the bounds of a joke. So I don't want to say that it's a joke." "Quite right," said the overseer, checking how many matches were in the matchbox. "On the other hand," K. continued, turning to everyone and would have liked to have turned even to the three by the photographs, "on the other hand, the matter can't be very important either. I conclude that from the fact that I am being accused, but I cannot find the slightest fault on which I could be accused. But that is also unimportant. The main question is, by whom am I accused? Which authority is conducting the proceedings? Are you officials? None of you are wearing a uniform, unless you want to call your clothes a uniform," he said, turning to Franz, "but it's more of a traveling suit. I demand clarity on this matter, and I am convinced that after this clarification we can part on the warmest of terms." The guard slammed the matchbox down on the table. "You are under a great misapprehension," he said. "These gentlemen and I are quite extraneous to your business, and we know almost nothing about it. We might be in the most regular of uniforms, and your case would be no worse for it. I can't tell you that you are accused, or rather, I don't know if you are. You are arrested, that is all, and no more than that. Maybe the guards have blabbed, but then it was just idle gossip. If I don't answer your questions either, I can still advise you to think less about us and what will happen to you, and more about yourself. And don't make such a fuss about your innocence; it disturbs the not exactly bad impression you otherwise make. You should also be more reserved in your speech. Almost everything you said earlier could have been inferred from your behavior if you had said only a few words. Besides, it was not particularly favorable for you."


  K. stared at the warden. Was he being taught school lessons here by a possibly younger person? Was he being punished for his candor? And was he not to be told the reason for his arrest or who had ordered it? He became somewhat agitated, pacing back and forth, which no one stopped him from doing, pushing back his cuffs, feeling his chest, straightening his hair, passing the three gentlemen, saying, "It's useless," whereupon they turned to him and looked at him sympathetically but seriously, and finally he stopped again in front of the supervisor's desk. "The district attorney Hasterer is my good friend," he said. "Can I use the telephone?" "Certainly," said the overseer, "but I don't see what sense there could be in it, unless it's that you have some private business to discuss with him." "What sense?" cried K., more taken aback than annoyed. "Who are you, then? You want some sense and you're performing the most senseless thing there is? Isn't it enough to crush me? The gentlemen attacked me first, and now they are sitting or standing here and making me go through the high school in front of you. What sense would it have to call a public prosecutor if I am supposedly arrested? All right, I won't call." "But yes," said the guard, stretching out his hand to the anteroom where the telephone was, "please, call." "No, I don't want to anymore," said K. and went to the window. The party was still standing by the window on the other side and only now seemed a little disturbed by K.'s approach to the window in the calm of their watching. The old men wanted to get up, but the man behind them calmed them. "There are also such spectators there," K. called out to the guard quite loudly and pointed with his index finger. "Get away from there," he shouted. The three of them immediately took a few steps back, the two old men even further behind the man, who covered them with his broad body and, judging by the movements of his mouth, said something incomprehensible at that distance. But they did not disappear completely, but seemed to be waiting for the moment when they could approach the window again unnoticed. "Intrusive, inconsiderate people!" K. said when he turned back into the room. The overseer possibly agreed with him, as K. thought he recognized from a sidelong glance. But it was just as possible that he hadn't listened at all, because he had one hand firmly pressed on the table and seemed to be comparing fingers lengthwise. The two guards sat on a suitcase covered with a decorative blanket and rubbed their knees. The three young people had put their hands on their hips and looked around aimlessly. It was as quiet as in some forgotten office. "Well, gentlemen," shouted K., "it seemed to him for a moment as if he was carrying everyone on his shoulders. "From the way you look, my business should be finished. I think it best not to think about the justification or non-justification of your actions and to give the matter a conciliatory conclusion with a mutual handshake. If you agree with me, then please -" and he went to the overseer's table and extended his hand. The overseer raised his eyes, bit his lip, and looked at K.'s outstretched hand; K. still thought the overseer would shake hands. But the overseer stood up, took a hard, round hat that was lying on Fräulein Bürstner's bed, and carefully put it on with both hands, as one does when trying on new hats. "How simple everything seems to you!" he said to K. "We should give the matter a conciliatory conclusion, you mean?" "No, no, that really won't do. On the other hand, I don't want to say that you should despair. No, why should you? You're only arrested, nothing more. That's what I had to tell you, I've done it and I've also seen how you've taken it. That's enough for today and we can say goodbye, but only for the time being. You probably want to go to the bank now?" "To the bank?" asked K., "I thought I was arrested." K. asked with a certain defiance, because although his handshake had not been accepted, he felt, especially since the overseer had stood up, increasingly independent of all these people. He was toying with them. He intended to follow them to the bank's gate and offer to arrest them, should they leave. That's why he repeated, "How can I go into the bank when I'm under arrest?" "Oh," said the inspector, who was already at the door, "you misunderstood me. You are arrested, certainly, but that should not prevent you from fulfilling your profession. You should also not be prevented from leading your usual way of life." "Then being arrested is not very bad," said K. and walked close to the inspector. "But then it doesn't even seem to have been necessary to notify me of the arrest," said K., moving even closer. The others had also approached. Everyone was now gathered in a small space near the door. "It was my duty," said the overseer. "A stupid duty," said K. unyieldingly. "Maybe so," replied the overseer, "but we don't want to waste our time with such talk. I had assumed that you wanted to go to the bank. Since you are watching every word, I'll add: I'm not forcing you to go to the bank, I just assumed that you wanted to. And to make it easier for you and to make your arrival at the bank as inconspicuous as possible, I have put these three gentlemen, your colleagues, at your disposal." "How?" cried K., gazing in wonder at the three. These uncharacteristic, anemic young men, whom he still only remembered from the photographs as a group, were in fact officials from his bank, not colleagues, which was too much to say, and proved a gap in the omniscience of the overseer, but they were indeed junior officials from the bank. How could K. have overlooked this? How could he have accepted the overseer and the guards so much that he didn't recognize these three! Stiff-backed Rabensteiner, swinging his hands, blond Kullich with deep-set eyes, and Kaminer with an obnoxious smile caused by a chronic muscle strain. "Good morning," said K. after a while and shook hands with the gentlemen, who bowed correctly. "I didn't recognize you. So now we'll get to work, right?" The gentlemen nodded, laughing and eager, as if they had been waiting for this the whole time. Only when K. missed his hat, which had been left in his room, did they all run one after the other to get it, which at least suggested a certain embarrassment. K. stood still and watched them through the two open doors, the last one, of course, being the indifferent Rabensteiner, who merely trotted along in an elegant manner. Kaminer handed over the hat, and K. had to remind himself expressly, as was often necessary in the bank, that Kaminer's smile was unintentional, and that he was generally unable to smile on purpose. In the hallway Mrs. Grubach, who didn't look particularly guilty, opened the door to the apartment to the entire party. K. looked down, as he often did, at her apron string, which cut so unnecessarily deeply into her ample body. Downstairs, K., the watch in his hand, decided to take an automobile so as not to increase his already half-hour delay unnecessarily. Kaminer ran to the corner to get the car, the other two were obviously trying to distract K. when suddenly Kullich pointed to the opposite house door, where the tall man with the blond goatee had just appeared. At first he seemed a little embarrassed that he was now showing himself in all his glory, so he stepped back to the wall and leaned against it. The old people were still on the stairs. K. was annoyed with Kullich for drawing attention to the man he had seen before, and whom he had even been expecting. "Don't look!" he exclaimed, not realizing how conspicuous such a way of speaking was to independent men. But no explanation was necessary, because the automobile was just coming, they sat down and drove off. Then K. remembered that he hadn't noticed the departure of the overseer and the guards; the overseer had hidden the three officials from him, and now the officials had hidden the overseer. This was not a very quick-witted thing to do, and K. resolved to observe himself more closely in this regard. But he still turned around involuntarily and leaned over the back deck of the automobile to see the guard and the guardsmen. But he immediately turned back and leaned comfortably into the corner of the car without even trying to look for anyone. Although it didn't appear so, he would have needed encouragement right now, but now the gentlemen seemed tired. Rabensteiner looked out of the carriage on the right, Kullich on the left, and only Kaminer was available with his grin, which unfortunately humanity forbade making fun of.


  In the spring, K. used to spend his evenings in the following way: after work, if it was still possible – he usually sat in the office until nine – he would take a short walk alone or with officials and then go to a beer hall, where he would usually sit at a table with older gentlemen until eleven o'clock. There were exceptions to this routine, however, for example when the bank director, who held K.'s work and trustworthiness in high regard, invited him for a drive or dinner at his villa. In addition, K. went once a week to a girl named Elsa, who worked as a waitress in a wine bar during the night until late in the morning and only received visitors from her bed during the day.


  But this evening – the day had passed quickly with hard work and many honorable and friendly birthday wishes – K. wanted to go home immediately. During all the short breaks in his daily work he had thought about it; without knowing exactly what he meant, it seemed to him that a great disorder had been caused in the whole apartment of Mrs. Grubach by the incidents of the morning and that he was needed to restore order. But once this order was restored, every trace of those incidents was erased and everything resumed its old course. In particular, there was nothing to fear from the three officials; they had been reabsorbed into the large body of officials at the bank, and no change could be seen in them. K. had often summoned them individually and together to his office for no other purpose than to observe them; he had always been able to release them satisfied.


  When he arrived at the house where he lived at half past nine at night, he met a young fellow in the front door, standing with his legs apart and smoking a pipe. "Who are you?" K. asked immediately, bringing his face close to the lad's, you couldn't see much in the semi-darkness of the hallway. "I'm the caretaker's son, sir," the lad replied, taking the pipe out of his mouth and stepping aside. "The caretaker's son?" K. asked, impatiently tapping the floor with his cane. "Does the kind sir require something? Shall I call the father?" "No, no," said K., his voice taking on a forgiving tone, as if the lad had done something bad, but he would forgive him. "It's all right," he said, and then went on, but before he climbed the stairs, he turned around once more.


  He could have gone straight to his room, but since he wanted to speak to Mrs. Grubach, he knocked on her door. She was sitting at the table with a knitting project and a pile of old stockings. K. absentmindedly apologized for being so late, but Mrs. Grubach was very friendly and didn't want to hear any excuse. She was always available for him, he knew very well that he was her best and dearest tenant. K. looked around the room, it was completely back to its old state, the breakfast dishes that had been on the table by the window early in the morning had already been put away. "Women's hands can do a lot of work in secret," he thought. He would have been able to smash the dishes on the spot, but certainly not carry them out. He looked at Mrs. Grubach with a certain gratitude. "Why are you still working so late?" he asked. They were now both sitting at the table, and K. buried his hand in his stockings from time to time. "There's a lot of work to be done," she said, "during the day I belong to the tenants; if I want to get my things in order, the evenings are the only time left for me." "I suppose I gave you some unusual work to do today?" "What do you mean?" she asked, becoming a little more eager, the work resting in her lap. "I mean the men who were here this morning." "Oh," she said, returning to her calm, "that didn't cause me any special work." K. watched silently as she picked up the knitting again. She seems surprised that I'm talking about it, he thought, she doesn't seem to think it's right that I'm talking about it. It's all the more important that I do. I can only talk about it with an old woman. "But it certainly made it work," he said, "but it won't happen again." "No, it can't happen again," she said, affirming, and smiled at K. almost wistfully. "Do you really mean that?" asked K. "Yes," she said more softly, "but above all, you mustn't take it too hard. There are so many things going on in the world! Since you are speaking so intimately with me, Mr. K., I can indeed admit to you that I listened a little behind the door and that the two guards also told me a few things. It is, after all, about your happiness, and that is really close to my heart, more than perhaps I should be, since I am only the landlady. Well, I have heard a few things, but I can't say that anything was particularly bad. No. They are arrested, but not arrested like a thief. If you are arrested like a thief, it is bad, but this arrest – It seems to me like something learned, excuse me if I say something stupid, it seems to me like something learned that I don't understand, but you don't have to understand it either."


  "There's nothing foolish about what you've said, Mrs. Grubach, at least I agree with you to some extent, only I judge the whole thing even more harshly than you do and I don't even consider it to be something learned, but nothing at all. I was taken by surprise, that's what it was. If I had got up right after waking up, without being put off by Anna's absence, and gone to you regardless of anyone who might have crossed my path, I would havehad breakfast in the kitchen, had you bring me the clothes from my room, in short, had I acted sensibly, nothing would have happened, everything would have been nipped in the bud. But one is so rarely prepared. In the bank, for example, I am prepared; something like that could never happen to me there. I have my own servant there, the general telephone and the office telephone are right in front of me on the table, people, parties and officials are always coming, but above all, I am always in the context of work there, so I am alert. It would be a real pleasure for me to be confronted with such a thing there. Well, it's over and I didn't really want to talk about it anymore, I just wanted to hear your opinion, the opinion of a reasonable woman, and I'm very glad that we agree. Now you have to shake my hand, such an agreement must be confirmed with a handshake."


  Would she shake hands with me? The overseer didn't shake hands with me, he thought, and looked at the woman differently than before, scrutinizingly. She stood up because he had stood up too. She was a little embarrassed because she hadn't understood everything K. had said. As a result of this embarrassment, however, she said something she hadn't wanted to say and which was also out of place: "Don't take it so hard, Mr. K.," she said, with tears in her voice, and of course she also forgot the handshake. "I don't know that I'm taking it hard," said K., suddenly tired and realizing the worthlessness of all the woman's approval.


  At the door he asked, "Is Miss Burstner at home?" "No," said Mrs. Grubach, smiling at this dry piece of information with a belated, reasonable interest. "She's at the theater. Did you want something from her? Should I give her a message?" "Oh, I just wanted to talk to her for a few words." "Unfortunately I don't know when she'll be back; when she is at the theater she usually comes late." "That's all the same," said K., and with his head bowed he turned to face the door and was about to leave, "I just wanted to apologize to her for taking her room today." "That's not necessary, Mr. K. You're too considerate. The young lady doesn't know anything about it. She hasn't been home since early morning. Everything's been taken care of. See for yourself." And she opened the door to Miss Burstner's room. "Thank you, I believe it," said K., but then went to the open door anyway. The moon shone quietly into the dark room. As far as one could see, everything really was in its place, not even the blouse was hanging on the window handle anymore. The cushions in the bed seemed strikingly high, they were partly in the moonlight. "The young lady often comes home late," said K., looking at Mrs. Grubach as if she were responsible for it. "That's how young people are!" said Mrs. Grubach apologetically. "Certainly, certainly," said K., "but it can go too far." "It can," said Mrs. Grubach, "how right you are, Mr. K. Perhaps even in this case. I certainly don't want to slander Miss Burstner, she's a good, dear girl, friendly, tidy, punctual, hardworking, I appreciate all that very much, but one thing is true, she should be more proud, more reserved. I have seen her twice this month in remote streets and always with a different gentleman. I am very embarrassed to tell you, Mr. K., but it cannot be avoided that I also speak to the young lady herself about it. Besides, it is not the only thing that makes me suspicious of her." "You are on the completely wrong path," said K. angrily and almost unable to hide it, "besides, you have obviously misunderstood my remark about the young lady, I didn't mean it that way. I even sincerely warn you not to say a word to the young lady, you are quite mistaken, I know the young lady very well, there is nothing of what you said that is true. Besides, perhaps I'm going too far, I won't stop you from telling her what you want. Good night." "Mr. K.," said Mrs. Grubach imploringly, hurrying after K. to his door, which he had already opened, "I don't want to talk to the young lady yet, of course I want to observe her more before that, but I've told you what I knew. After all, it must be in the interest of every tenant if the pension is kept clean, and that is my only concern." "Cleanliness!" K. shouted through the crack of the door, "if you want to keep the pension clean, you have to give me notice first." Then he slammed the door, ignoring a soft knock.


  On the other hand, since he had no desire to sleep, he decided to stay awake and take this opportunity to find out when Miss Burstner would be coming. Perhaps then, however inappropriate it might be, it would be possible to exchange a few words with her. As he lay in the window and closed his tired eyes, he even thought for a moment of punishing Mrs. Grubach and persuading Miss Burstner to give notice with him. But at once he felt that this would be an extreme measure, and he even suspected himself of harboring the idea of changing his lodgings on account of the morning's experiences. Nothing could have been more absurd and, above all, more futile and contemptible.


  When he had grown tired of gazing out at the empty street, he lay down on the sofa, after opening the door to the anteroom a little, so that he could see anyone who entered the apartment right away from the sofa. He lay quietly on the sofa, smoking a cigar, until about eleven o'clock. From then on, however, he couldn't stand it there any longer, but went a little way into the hall, as if he could hasten the arrival of Miss Burstner by doing so. He had no particular desire for her, he couldn't even remember exactly what she looked like, but now he wanted to talk to her and it excited him that she, by coming so late, would bring disorder and unrest to the end of this day. She was also to blame for the fact that he had not eaten dinner today and that he had refrained from visiting Elsa, as he had intended to do today. However, he could still make up for both by going to the wine bar where Elsa worked. He also wanted to do it later, after his conversation with Miss Bürstner.


  It was half past eleven when someone could be heard in the stairwell. K., who, lost in thought, was pacing back and forth in the anteroom as if it were his own room, quickly retreated behind his door. It was Miss Bürstner who had arrived. Shivering, she pulled a silk scarf tightly around her slender shoulders as she locked the door. In the next moment, she would have to go into her room, into which K. certainly could not intrude at midnight; he had to speak to her now, but unfortunately, he had neglected to turn on the electric light in his room, so stepping out of the dark room gave the impression of an ambush and was bound to startle her. In his helplessness, and as there was no time to lose, he whispered through the crack of the door: "Miss Bürstner." It sounded like a plea, not a call. "Is someone here?" asked Miss Bürstner, looking around with wide eyes. "It’s me," said K., stepping forward. "Oh, Mr. K.!" said Miss Bürstner, smiling. "Good evening," and she extended her hand to him. "I wanted to have a few words with you; will you allow me to do so now?" "Now?" asked Miss Bürstner, "does it have to be now? It’s a bit unusual, isn’t it?" "I’ve been waiting for you since nine o’clock." "Well, I was at the theater; I didn’t know anything about you." "The reason for what I want to tell you only came up today." "I see. Well, I have no fundamental objection, except that I’m so tired I could collapse. So come into my room for a few minutes. We couldn’t possibly talk here; we’d wake everyone, and that would be more unpleasant for me than for the others. Wait here until I’ve turned on the light in my room, and then turn off the light here." K. did as she said but waited until Miss Bürstner softly called him into her room again. "Sit down," she said, pointing to the ottoman. She herself remained standing by the bedpost despite the fatigue she had mentioned; she didn’t even take off her small hat, which was adorned with an abundance of flowers. "So, what did you want? I’m really curious." She crossed her legs lightly. "You might say," K. began, "that the matter wasn’t urgent enough to discuss now, but—" "I always skip introductions," said Miss Bürstner. "That makes my task easier," said K. "Your room was put into a bit of disarray this morning, somewhat through my fault. It happened through strangers, against my will, and yet, as I said, through my fault; for that, I wanted to apologize." "My room?" asked Miss Bürstner, looking at K. scrutinizingly instead of at the room. "That’s how it is," said K., and now, for the first time, they looked each other in the eyes. "The manner in which it happened isn’t worth a word in itself." "But it’s the most interesting part," said Miss Bürstner. "No," said K. "Well," said Miss Bürstner, "I won’t intrude on secrets. If you insist it’s uninteresting, I won’t argue. I gladly accept your apology, especially since I can’t find a trace of disorder." She placed her flat hands on her hips and made a round of the room. She stopped at the mat with the photographs. "Look at this!" she exclaimed. "My photographs are really all jumbled up. That’s awful. So someone unauthorized has been in my room." K. nodded and silently cursed the clerk Kaminer, who could never restrain his dull, senseless liveliness. "It’s strange," said Miss Bürstner, "that I’m forced to forbid you something you should forbid yourself, namely entering my room in my absence." "But I explained to you, Miss," said K., also walking over to the photographs, "that it wasn’t me who tampered with your photographs. But since you don’t believe me, I must admit that the investigation commission brought three bank clerks with them, one of whom, whom I’ll dismiss from the bank at the next opportunity, probably handled the photographs. Yes, there was an investigation commission here," K. added, as the young lady looked at him questioningly. "Because of you?" she asked. "Yes," K. replied. "No!" exclaimed the young lady, laughing. "Yes," said K., "do you think I’m innocent?" "Well, innocent..." said the young lady, "I don’t want to pass a potentially consequential judgment right away, and I don’t really know you. It must be a serious criminal to have an investigation commission sent after them. But since you’re free—I assume from your composure that you haven’t escaped from prison—you can’t have committed such a crime." "Yes," said K., "but the investigation commission might have realized that I’m innocent or at least not as guilty as they initially thought." "Of course, that’s possible," said Miss Bürstner, very attentively. "You see," said K., "you don’t have much experience with legal matters." "No, I don’t," said Miss Bürstner, "and I’ve often regretted it because I want to know everything, and legal matters interest me immensely. The law has a peculiar allure, doesn’t it? But I’ll certainly expand my knowledge in this area, as I’m starting work as a clerk in a law office next month." "That’s very good," said K., "then you can help me a little with my case." "That could be," said Miss Bürstner, "why not? I like to use my knowledge." "I mean it seriously," said K., "or at least as seriously as you do. The matter is too trivial to involve a lawyer, but I could use an advisor." "Yes, but if I’m to be an advisor, I’d need to know what it’s about," said Miss Bürstner. "That’s the catch," said K., "I don’t know myself." "So you’ve been making fun of me," said Miss Bürstner, overly disappointed, "and it was completely unnecessary to choose this late hour for it." And she moved away from the photographs, where they had been standing together for so long. "But no, Miss," said K., "I’m not joking. Why won’t you believe me? What I know, I’ve already told you. Even more than I know, because it wasn’t even an investigation commission; I call it that because I don’t know any other name for it. Nothing was investigated; I was merely arrested, but by a commission." Miss Bürstner sat on the ottoman and laughed again. "How did it happen?" she asked. "Terribly," said K., but he wasn’t thinking about it at all now; he was entirely captivated by the sight of Miss Bürstner, who rested her face on one hand—the elbow propped on the ottoman’s cushion—while the other hand slowly stroked her hip. "That’s too vague," said Miss Bürstner. "What’s too vague?" asked K. Then he remembered and asked, "Shall I show you how it happened?" He wanted to move but not leave. "I’m already tired," said Miss Bürstner. "You came so late," said K. "Now it ends with me being reproached, and it’s justified because I shouldn’t have let you in anymore. It wasn’t necessary, as it turned out." "It was necessary; you’ll see that now," said K. "May I move the nightstand from your bed?" "What are you thinking?" said Miss Bürstner, "of course you may not!" "Then I can’t show you," said K., agitated, as if this caused him immense harm. "Well, if you need it for the demonstration, then go ahead and move the table," said Miss Bürstner, and after a moment added in a weaker voice, "I’m so tired that I’m allowing more than I should." K. placed the table in the middle of the room and sat behind it. "You have to imagine the arrangement of the people correctly; it’s very interesting. I’m the supervisor; over there on the trunk sit two guards; by the photographs stand three young men. Hanging from the window latch, which I mention only in passing, is a white blouse. And now it begins. Oh, I’m forgetting myself. The most important person, that is, me, stands here in front of the table. The supervisor sits extremely comfortably, legs crossed, arm hanging over the backrest, a complete lout. And now it really begins. The supervisor calls out as if he has to wake me up; he practically shouts. Unfortunately, if I want to make it clear to you, I also have to shout; it’s only my name he shouts, by the way." Miss Bürstner, who was listening with laughter, put her finger to her lips to stop K. from shouting, but it was too late. K. was too much in character; he called out slowly, "Josef K.!" not as loudly as he had threatened, but still loud enough that the call, once suddenly uttered, seemed to spread gradually through the room.


  Then there was a knock at the door of the next room, several times, strong, short and regular. Miss Burstner turned pale and put her hand on her heart. K. was particularly frightened because for a while he had been unable to think of anything other than the events of the morning and the girl to whom he was relating them. He had hardly composed himself before he jumped up to Miss Bürstner and took her hand. "Don't be afraid," he whispered, "I'll fix everything. But who could it be? There's only the living room next to it, and no one sleeps there." "Yes, there is," Miss Bürstner whispered in K.'s ear, "since yesterday a nephew of Mrs. Grubach's, a captain, has been sleeping here. There's no other room available. I forgot too. You didn't have to scream!" "I'm sorry." "There's no reason for that," said K., and kissed her forehead as she sank back onto the pillow. "Go away, go away," she said, and hurriedly sat up again. "Why don't you go, why are you here, he's listening at the door, he hears everything. How you torture me!" "I won't leave," said K., "until you're a little calmer. Come over to the other side of the room, where he can't hear us." She allowed herself to be led there. "You're not thinking," he said, "that while this is an inconvenience for you, it is by no means a danger. You know how Mrs. Grubach, who is the one who decides in this matter, especially since the Captain is her nephew, really admires me and believes everything I say unquestioningly. She also depends on me for other things, because she has borrowed a large sum of money from me. I will accept any suggestion you may have for an explanation for our gathering, if it is even a little appropriate, and I promise to get Mrs. Grubach to believe the explanation not only in front of the public, but truly and sincerely. You don't have to go easy on me at all. If you want it spread that I attacked you, then Mrs. Grubach will be informed of this and she will believe it, without losing her trust in me, she depends on me so much." Miss Bürstner sat quietly, a little huddled, looking at the floor. "Why shouldn't Mrs. Grubach believe that I attacked you?" K. added. He saw her hair, parted in the middle, low on her head, and held firmly in place. He thought she would look up at him, but she said, "Excuse me, I was so frightened by the sudden knocking, not so much by the consequences for the Captain's visit. It was so quiet after your scream, and then there was a knock, so I was startled. I was also sitting near the door, it was almost next to me. I thank you for your suggestions, but I will not accept them. I can take responsibility for everything that happens in my room, and to everyone. I am surprised that you do not realize what an insult your suggestions are to me, apart from the good intentions, of course, which I certainly recognize. But now go, leave me alone, I need it more now than before. The few minutes you asked for have now become half an hour and more." K. took her by the hand and then by the wrist: "You are not angry with me?" he said. She brushed his hand away and replied, "No, no, I am never angry with anyone." He took hold of her wrist again, she tolerated it this time and led him to the door. He was determined to leave. But at the door, as though he hadn't expected to find a door there, he hesitated. Miss Burstner used this moment to free herself, open the door, slip into the hall, and from there say softly to K.: "Now come, please. Look," she said, pointing to the captain's door, where a light was coming on, "he's lit a lamp and is entertaining himself with us." "I'm coming," said K., and ran forward, seized her, kissed her on the mouth and then all over her face, like a thirsty animal lapping at last found spring water with its tongue. Finally he kissed her on the neck, where the throat is, and there he let his lips remain for a long time. A noise from the captain's room made him look up. "I'll be going now," he said, wanting to call upon Miss Burstner by her Christian name, but not knowing what it was. She nodded wearily, half turned away, and left him her hand to kiss, as though she didn't know what was happening. Shortly afterwards, K. was lying in his bed. He fell asleep very quickly. Before he fell asleep, he thought for a while about his behavior. He was satisfied with it, but wondered why he wasn't even more satisfied. He was seriously worried about Miss Burstner because of the Captain.


  Chapter 2.

  First Examination
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  K. had been informed by telephone that a small investigation into his matter would take place the following Sunday. It was pointed out to him that these examinations would follow each other regularly, perhaps not every week, but often enough. On the one hand, it is in the general interest to bring the process to a rapid conclusion, but on the other hand, the examinations must be thorough in every respect and should never take too long because of the associated effort. Therefore, the solution of these rapidly successive but short examinations was chosen. Sunday was chosen as the day of the examination in order not to disturb K. in his professional work. It was assumed that he agreed with this, but if he wished for a different appointment, they would accommodate him as best they could. The examinations would also be possible at night, for example, but K. was probably not fresh enough then. In any case, as long as K. did not object, they would leave it at Sunday. It goes without saying that he must appear punctually; there was no need to point that out to him. He was given the number of the house where he was to go; it was a house on a remote suburban street where K. had never been before.


  K. hung up the receiver without answering the message; he had decided right away to go there on Sunday, it was certainly necessary, the process was getting underway and he had to face it, this first examination should also be the last. He was still standing thoughtfully by the apparatus when he heard behind him the voice of the deputy director, who wanted to telephone but whom K. was blocking. "Bad news?" the deputy director asked casually, not to find out anything but to get K. away from the apparatus. "No, no," said K., stepping aside, but not leaving. The deputy director took the receiver and said, while he waited for the telephone connection, over the ear trumpet: "A question, Mr. K.: Would you like to join me Sunday morning for a party on my sailboat? There will be a larger party, certainly including your acquaintances. Among others, Prosecutor Hasterer. Will you come? Come on!" K. tried to pay attention to what the deputy director was saying. It was not unimportant for him, because this invitation from the deputy director, with whom he had never got along very well, meant an attempt at reconciliation on his part and showed how important K. had become in the bank and how valuable his friendship or at least his impartiality seemed to the bank's second-highest official. This invitation was a slight to the deputy director, even if it was only said over the speaking tube while waiting for the telephone connection. But K. had to follow up with a second humiliation: "Thank you very much," he said, "but unfortunately I don't have time on Sunday, I already have an engagement." "What a shame," said the deputy director and turned to the telephone conversation that had just been established. It was not a short conversation, but K. remained standing next to the apparatus the whole time in his absent-mindedness. Only when the deputy director rang did he start and say, just to excuse his useless presence there a little, "I've been called on the telephone. I'd like to go somewhere, but they forgot to tell me what time." "Why don't you ask again?" said the deputy director. "It's not so important," said K., although this made his earlier, already inadequate excuse even more inadequate. The deputy director spoke about other things as he was leaving. K. also forced himself to answer, but mainly thought that it would be best to come at nine o'clock on Sunday morning, since all the courts start working at that hour on weekdays.


  On Sunday, the weather was cloudy. K. was very tired because he had stayed up late at the inn because of a celebration at the regulars' table. He almost overslept. Hurriedly, without having time to think and put together the various plans he had come up with during the week, he dressed and ran to the suburb he had been assigned without having breakfast. Strangely enough, although he had little time to look around, he met the three officials involved in his case, Rabensteiner, Kullich and Kaminer. The first two were driving in an electric car right across K.'s path, but Kaminer was sitting on the terrace of a coffee house, curiously leaning over the balustrade just as K. passed by. Everyone probably watched him and wondered how their superior was walking; it was some kind of defiance that had prevented K. from driving, he had an aversion to any, even the slightest, outside help in this, his cause, and he didn't want to burden anyone, not even to the slightest degree; but in the end he didn't have the slightest desire to humiliate himself by being overly punctual before the commission of inquiry. He did run now, though, in order to arrive at nine o'clock if possible, even though he wasn't even expected at a specific hour.


  He had thought he would recognize the house from afar by some sign that he had not clearly imagined, or by a particular movement in front of the entrance. But Julius Street, where it was supposed to be and at the beginning of which K. stopped for a moment, contained almost uniformly shaped houses on both sides, tall, gray apartment buildings inhabited by poor people. Now, on Sunday morning, most of the windows were occupied, men in shirt sleeves leaned there smoking or held small children carefully and tenderly at the edge of the window. Other windows were filled high with bedding, above which the ruffled head of a woman appeared briefly. People called out to each other across the street; one such call caused great laughter just above K. Regularly distributed along the long street were small shops selling various foods, located below street level and accessible by a few stairs. Women stood there chatting on and off or stood on the steps. A fruit seller, who was recommending his wares by holding them up to the windows, almost knocked over his cart with his inattentiveness, just as K. had done. A gramophone that had been turned off in the better neighborhoods began to play at a furious pace.


  K. went deeper into the alley, slowly, as if he now had time or as if the examining magistrate saw him from some window and thus knew that K. had arrived. It was just after nine. The house was quite a distance away, it was almost unusually extensive, especially the gateway was high and wide. It was obviously intended for trucks belonging to the various warehouses that now surrounded the large courtyard, locked, and bore the names of companies, some of which K. knew from the banking business. Contrary to his usual habit of taking a closer look at all these external appearances, he also stopped for a moment at the entrance to the courtyard. A barefoot man was sitting on a box near him reading a newspaper. Two boys were rocking on a handcart. In front of a pump stood a frail young girl in a nightgown, looking at K. as the water flowed into her jug. In a corner of the courtyard, between two windows, a rope was stretched on which the laundry to be dried was already hanging. A man stood below and directed the work with a few shouts.


  K. turned to the staircase to go to the examination room, but then stood still again, because in addition to this staircase, he saw three more staircases in the courtyard and, moreover, a small passageway at the end of the courtyard seemed to lead to a second courtyard. He was annoyed that the location of the room had not been explained to him in more detail. It was a strange carelessness or indifference with which he was being treated, and he intended to make that very clear. Finally he climbed the stairs after all, and in his thoughts toyed with a recollection of the guard Willem's saying that the court was attracted by guilt, from which it actually followed that the examination room must be on the staircase that K. happened to choose.


  On his way up, he disturbed many children who were playing on the stairs and looked at him angrily as he walked through their ranks. "If I go up there again," he said to himself, "I'll either have to take sweets with me to win them over, or the cane to beat them with." Just before he reached the first floor, he even had to wait a little while for a marble to finish its journey. Two little boys with the sly faces of grown-up rascals were holding him by the legs. If he had tried to shake them off, he would have had to hurt them, and he was afraid of their shouting.


  The real search began on the second floor. Since he couldn't ask for the investigating commission, he invented a carpenter named Lanz (the name came to him because the captain, the nephew of Mrs. Grubach, was named Lanz) and now wanted to ask in all the apartments if a carpenter named Lanz lived there, in order to get the opportunity to look into the rooms. It turned out that this was possible without further ado, because almost all the doors were open and the children were running in and out. These were usually small, single-window rooms, where people also cooked. Some women held babies in their arms and worked on the stove with their free hand. Adolescent girls, apparently only wearing aprons, ran back and forth the most diligently. In all the rooms, the beds were still in use, with sick or sleeping people in them, or people who stretched out in their clothes. K. knocked on the doors of the apartments whose doors were closed and asked if a carpenter named Lanz lived there. Usually a woman opened the door, heard the question and turned to someone who got out of bed. "The gentleman asks if a carpenter named Lanz lives here." "Carpenter Lanz?" asked the man out of bed. "Yes," said K., although the commission was undoubtedly not here and therefore his task was finished. Many believed that K. was very keen to find the carpenter Lanz, thought for a long time, named a carpenter who was not called Lanz, or a name that had a very distant similarity to Lanz, or they asked neighbors or accompanied K. to a far-away door where, in their opinion, a man of that description might possibly live in a sublet, or where someone could be found who could provide better information than they themselves. In the end, K. hardly had to ask anything himself, but was dragged through the floors in this way. He regretted his plan, which had seemed so practical to him at first. Before the fifth floor, he decided to give up the search, said goodbye to a friendly young worker who wanted to guide him further up, and went downstairs. But then the futility of the whole undertaking annoyed him again, so he went back and knocked on the first door on the fifth floor. The first thing he saw in the small room was a large wall clock that already showed ten o'clock. "Does a carpenter Lanz live here?" he asked. "Please," said a young woman with black, bright eyes, who was washing children's clothes in a bucket, and pointed with her wet hand to the open door of the next room.


  K. felt as if he were entering a gathering. A crowd of the most diverse people - no one paid any attention to the newcomer - filled a medium-sized room with two windows, surrounded by a balcony that was just below the ceiling. The balcony was also completely full, and the people there could only stand hunched over, with their heads and backs touching the ceiling. K., who was feeling stifled, went back outside and said to the young woman, who had probably misunderstood him, "I was asking about a carpenter, a certain Lanz?" "Yes," said the woman, "go inside, please." K. might not have followed her if the woman had not approached him, taken the door handle and said, "I have to close after you, no one else is allowed in." "Very sensible," said K., "but it's already too full now." But then he went back inside.


  Between two men who were talking right by the door - one of them was making the gesture of counting money with both hands held out in front of him, while the other was looking him sharply in the eye - a hand reached out to K. It was a small, red-cheeked boy. "Come, come," he said. K. let himself be led by him. It turned out that a narrow path was still open in the crowded, swarming crowd, possibly dividing two parties; this was also supported by the fact that K. saw hardly any faces turned towards him in the first rows on his right and left, but only the backs of people who addressed their speeches and movements only to people of their party. Most of them were dressed in black, in old, long and loosely hanging holiday skirts. Only this clothing disconcerted K., otherwise he would have considered the whole thing a political district assembly.


  At the other end of the hall to which K. was led, there was a small table on a very low, equally overcrowded podium, set up crosswise, and behind it, close to the edge of the podium, sat a small, fat, puffing man who was talking with great laughter to someone standing behind him – the latter had his elbow propped on the back of a chair and his legs crossed. Sometimes he threw his arm in the air, as if caricaturing someone. The boy leading K. had trouble getting his message across. Twice he had already tried to pass on a message, standing on tiptoe, without being noticed by the man upstairs. Only when one of the people up on the podium pointed out the boy did the man turn to him and listen to his quiet report, leaning down. Then he took out his watch and quickly looked at K. "You should have appeared an hour and five minutes ago," he said. K. wanted to answer, but he had no time, because no sooner had the man spoken than a general grumbling arose in the right half of the hall. "You should have appeared an hour and five minutes ago," the man repeated in a raised voice and now also looked quickly down into the hall. Immediately the grumbling grew louder and then gradually died away, since the man said nothing more. It was now much quieter in the hall than when K. entered. Only the people in the gallery did not stop making their comments. As far as one could tell up there in the semi-darkness, haze and dust, they seemed to be less well dressed than those below. Some had brought cushions, which they had placed between their heads and the ceiling so as not to be pressed into a sore spot.


  K. had decided to observe more than to talk, as a result he renounced the defense of his alleged lateness and simply said, "I may have arrived late, but here I am now." A round of applause followed, again from the right side of the hall. Easy people to win over, thought K., and was disturbed only by the silence in the left half of the hall, which was just behind him and from which only isolated clapping of hands had risen. He thought about what he could say to win over everyone at once, or, if that shouldn't be possible, at least temporarily, the others as well.


  "Yes," said the man, "but I am no longer obliged to interrogate you now." Again there was grumbling, but this time it was misunderstood, because the man, waving his hand at the people, continued, "However, I will do it today as an exception. But such tardiness must not be repeated. Now step forward!" Someone jumped down from the podium, leaving a space for K., onto which he climbed. He stood pressed close to the table, the crowd behind him so dense that he had to resist it if he didn't want to push the examining magistrate's table and perhaps even the magistrate himself off the podium.


  The examining magistrate, however, paid no attention to this, but sat quite comfortably in his armchair and, after saying a final word to the man behind him, reached for a small notebook, the only item on his table. It was a school notebook, old, and completely out of shape from all the pages that had been turned in it. "So," said the examining magistrate, leafing through the notebook and turning to K. with a tone of inquiry, "you are a carpenter?" "No," said K., "I am the senior attorney of a large bank." This answer was followed by laughter from the right-wing party, which was so hearty that K. had to laugh along with them. The people leaned on their knees with their hands and shook as if they were having severe coughing fits. Even a few people in the gallery laughed. The examining magistrate, who was quite angry and probably powerless against the people below, sought to take his revenge on the gallery, jumped up, threatened the gallery, and his otherwise unremarkable eyebrows became thick, black and tall above his eyes.


  But the left half of the hall was still quiet. The people there stood in rows, their faces turned towards the podium, listening just as calmly to the words that were being exchanged up there as they did to the noise of the other party. They even tolerated individual members of their ranks making common cause with the other party here and there. The people of the left-wing party, who were fewer in number, might be as insignificant as those of the right-wing party, but the calmness of their behavior made them appear more significant. When K. began to speak, he was convinced that he was speaking in their interest.


  "Your question, Mr. Examining Magistrate, whether I am a carpenter - rather, you didn't ask, you simply asserted it - is indicative of the entire nature of the proceedings being conducted against me. You may object that there are no proceedings at all; you are quite right, because there are only proceedings if I recognize them as such. But I recognize it now, for the moment, out of compassion, so to speak. One cannot approach it in any other way than with compassion, if one wants to pay attention to it at all. I am not saying that it is a licentious procedure, but I would like to offer you this designation for self-knowledge."


  K. interrupted himself and looked down into the hall. What he had said was sharp, sharper than he had intended, but still correct. It would have deserved applause here or there, but everything was silent, people were obviously waiting tensely for what would follow. Perhaps a breakout was preparing itself in the silence that would put an end to everything. It was disturbing that the door at the far end of the room opened, the young washerwoman, who had probably finished her work, entered and, despite all the caution she exercised, attracted some attention. Only the examining magistrate gave K. immediate joy, because he seemed to be immediately struck by the words. He had been standing while listening, for he had been taken by surprise by K.'s address, having raised himself up for the occasion from the gallery. Now, during the pause, he sat down slowly, as though he didn't want it to be noticed. Probably to calm his expression, he took up the notebook again.


  "It's no use," K. continued, "even your notebook, Mr. Investigator, confirms what I say." Satisfied with just hearing his calm words in the strange assembly, K. even dared to take the notebook away from the examining magistrate without further ado and to lift it up with his fingertips, as if he were afraid of lifting it up at a middle page, so that the closely written, stained, and ring-bound pages hung down on both sides. "These are the examining magistrate's files," he said, letting the booklet fall onto the table. "You can continue reading it, Mr. Examining Magistrate, I am truly not afraid of this ledger of guilt, although it is inaccessible to me, because I can only grasp it with two fingers and would not take it in my hand." It could only be a sign of deep humiliation, or at least it had to be understood that way, when the examining magistrate reached for the booklet, as it had fallen on the table, tried to straighten it a little, and picked it up again to read it.


  The faces of the people in the first row were so intently directed towards K. that he looked down at them for a while. They were all older men, some with white beards. Were they perhaps the decisive ones, who could influence the whole assembly, which could not even be shaken by the humiliation of the examining magistrate, into which it had sunk since K.'s speech?


  "What happened to me," K. continued, a little quieter than before, and kept looking up at the faces in the first row, which gave his speech a somewhat agitated expression, "what happened to me is only a single case and as such not very important, since I don't take it very seriously, but it is a sign of a procedure that is used against many. I am standing here for them, not for myself."


  He had raised his voice involuntarily. Somewhere someone clapped his hands and shouted: "Bravo! Why not? Bravo! And again Bravo!" Those in the front row reached into their beards here and there, and no one turned around because of the outcry. K. also did not attach any importance to it, but was cheered up anyway; he now no longer thought it necessary for everyone to applaud; it was enough if the general public began to think about the matter and only sometimes one person was won over by persuasion.


  "I don't want to be a successful speaker," K. said, based on this consideration, "and it shouldn't be within my reach. The examining magistrate probably speaks much better, since it is part of his job. What I want is just a public discussion of a public grievance. Listen: I was arrested about ten days ago, I laugh at the fact of the arrest itself, but that doesn't belong here. I was arrested early in bed, perhaps they had - it is not ruled out according to what the examining magistrate said - the order to arrest some carpenter who is as innocent as I am, but they chose me. The next room was occupied by two rough guards. If I had been a dangerous robber, they could not have taken better precautions. These guards were, moreover, demoralized rabble; they chattered away at me, they wanted to be bribed, they wanted to wheedle clothes and linen out of me, they wanted money to supposedly bring me breakfast after they had shamelessly eaten my own breakfast in front of me. Not enough with that. I was led to a third room in front of the supervisor. It was the room of a lady whom I hold in high esteem, and I had to watch as this room was, through no fault of my own, so to speak, defiled by the presence of the guards and the supervisor. It was not easy to remain calm. But I managed to remain calm and I asked the supervisor, completely calmly, why I had been arrested. What did this supervisor, whom I can still see now sitting on the chair of the lady in question as if in a display of the most callous arrogance, answer? Well, gentlemen, he did not answer, perhaps because he did not know anything. He had arrested me and was satisfied with that. He even went further and sent three low-level employees of my bank into the lady's room, who busied themselves with touching and messing up photographs belonging to the lady. The presence of these employees had, of course, another purpose: they were supposed to spread the news of my arrest, just like my landlady and her maid, and to damage my public reputation and, in particular, my position at the bank. Now none of this has happened, not even in the slightest, and even my landlady, a very simple person - I will mention her name here in an honorable way, her name is Mrs. Grubach - even Mrs. Grubach was sensible enough to realize that such an arrest means no more than an attack carried out by a boy in the street who has not been sufficiently supervised. I repeat, the whole thing caused me only inconvenience and temporary trouble, but could it not have had more serious consequences?"


  When K. interrupted himself and looked at the silent examining magistrate, he thought he saw that the magistrate was giving a sign to someone in the crowd with a glance. K. smiled and said: "The examining magistrate is just giving someone of you a secret sign. So there are people among you who are directed from up here. I don't know whether the sign should cause hissing or applause, and by revealing the matter prematurely, I deliberately refrain from learning the meaning of the sign. I couldn't care less, and I publicly authorize the examining magistrate to command his paid employees down there with words instead of secret signs, by saying, 'Now hiss!' and the next time, 'Now clap!'"


  The examining magistrate shifted uneasily in his seat. The man behind him, with whom he had already had a conversation earlier, leaned back to him, either to encourage him in general or to give him specific advice. Below, people were talking quietly but animatedly. The two parties, which earlier seemed to have had such opposing opinions, mingled, with some people pointing at K. and others at the examining magistrate. The foggy haze in the room was extremely annoying; it even prevented a closer observation of those standing further away. It must have been particularly disturbing for the gallery visitors, who were forced to quietly ask the assembly members questions in order to inform themselves more closely, albeit with shy sideways glances at the examining magistrate. The answers were given just as quietly, under the protection of raised hands.


  "I'll be finished in a moment," said K., and since there was no bell, he banged his fist on the table; in the shock of this, the heads of the examining magistrate and his advisor immediately parted: "The whole matter is far from me, I therefore judge it calmly, and you can, provided that you care about this alleged court, benefit greatly from listening to me. I request that you postpone your mutual discussions of what I am saying until later, because I don't have much time and will be leaving soon."


  Immediately, there was silence, so much did K. already command the assembly. They no longer shouted in confusion as they had at the beginning, they no longer applauded, but they seemed already convinced or on the way to being convinced.


  "There is no doubt," said K. very quietly, for he was pleased by the tense listening of the entire assembly; in this silence arose a hum that was more provocative than the most rapturous applause. "There is no doubt that behind all the statements of this court, and in my case behind my arrest and today's investigation, there is a large organization. An organization that not only employs corrupt guards, trivial supervisors and examining magistrates who, in the best case, are modest, but which also maintains a judiciary of the highest degree, with the countless, inevitable entourage of servants, clerks, gendarmes and other auxiliary staff, perhaps even executioners, I do not shy away from the word. And the purpose of this huge organization, gentlemen? It is to arrest innocent people and subject them to a senseless and mostly, as in my case, inconclusive procedure. Given the senselessness of it all, how can the worst corruption of the civil service be avoided? That is impossible, not even the highest judge could manage that, not even for himself. That is why the guards steal the clothes off the arrested, that is why supervisors break into other people's homes, that is why innocent people should rather be humiliated in front of whole meetings than interrogated. The guards only told me about the depots where the property of the arrested is taken. I wanted to see these depot sites where the laboriously acquired assets of the arrested rot, insofar as they have not been stolen by thieving depot officials."


  K. was interrupted by a scream from the end of the room. He shaded his eyes to see what was happening, because the dull daylight made the haze whitish and blinding. It was the washerwoman, whom K. had recognized as a major disturbance as soon as she entered. Whether she was guilty or not, it was impossible to tell. K. only saw that a man had pulled her into a corner by the door and was pressing her against him. But it wasn't she who was shrieking, but the man; he had his mouth wide open and was looking up at the ceiling. A small circle had formed around them, and the nearby gallery visitors seemed pleased that the seriousness that K. had introduced into the meeting was being interrupted in this way. K. wanted to go there at once, and he also thought that everyone would want to restore order and at least expel the couple from the hall, but the first rows in front of him remained completely still, no one moved, and no one let K. through. On the contrary, they prevented him, old men held out their arms, and some hand - he didn't have time to turn around - grabbed him by the collar from behind. K. no longer thought of the couple, but felt that his freedom was being restricted, that they were getting serious about the arrest, and he leaped down from the podium without further ado. Now he faced the crowd, eye to eye. Had he judged the people correctly? Had he given his speech too much impact? Had they feigned composure while he spoke, and now that he was coming to the conclusions, had they grown tired of the pretense? What faces were around him! Small, black eyes darted back and forth, cheeks hung down like those of drunkards, the long beards were stiff and thin, and if you reached into them, it was as if you were only forming claws, not as if you were reaching into beards. But under the beards - and that was the real discovery K. made - badges of various sizes and colors shimmered on the collar of the jacket. Everyone had these badges, as far as one could see. All of them belonged together, the apparent parties on the right and left, and when he suddenly turned around, he saw the same badges on the collar of the examining magistrate, who, with his hands in his lap, looked down calmly. "So," shouted K. and threw his arms in the air, the sudden realization wanted space, "you're all officials, I see, you're the corrupt gang I I spoke against, you have crowded in here as listeners and snoopers, formed apparent parties, and one applauded to test me, you wanted to learn how to seduce the innocent! Well, I hope you haven't come here for nothing. Either you have discussed the fact that someone was defending the innocence of you, or else - let me, or I'll strike," K. shouted at a trembling old man who had pushed himself particularly close to him, "or else you have really learned something. And with that I wish you luck in your profession." He quickly picked up his hat, which was lying on the edge of the table, and pushed his way to the exit, amid general silence, or at least the silence of complete surprise. But the examining magistrate seemed to have been even faster than K., because he was waiting for him at the door. "Just a moment," he said. K. stopped, but he did not look at the examining magistrate, but at the door, whose handle he had already grasped. "I just wanted to point out to you," said the examining magistrate, "that today - it may not yet have occurred to you - you have deprived yourself of the advantage that an interrogation always means for the arrested." K. laughed at the door. "You scoundrels," he shouted, "I give you all the interrogations," opened the door and hurried down the stairs. Behind him rose the noise of the revived assembly, which probably began to discuss the incident in a student-like manner.


  Chapter 3.

  In the empty courtroom – The student – The law firms
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  K. waited from day to day for a new message during the next week; he couldn't believe that his renunciation of interrogations had been taken literally, and when the expected message didn't come by Saturday evening, he assumed that he had been tacitly summoned to the same house for the same period of time. He therefore went there again on Sunday, this time going straight up the stairs and down the hall; several people who remembered him greeted him at their doors, but he did not have to ask anyone for directions and soon came to the right door. When he knocked, the door was opened for him immediately, and without looking around for the familiar woman, who remained standing at the door, he wanted to go straight to the next room. "There is no meeting today," said the woman. "Why shouldn't there be a meeting?" he asked, not wanting to believe it. But the woman convinced him by opening the door to the next room. It was really empty and looked even more miserable in its emptiness than it had the previous Sunday. On the table, which was still on the podium, were some books. "Can I take a look at the books?" asked K., not out of particular curiosity, but just so as not to have been here completely uselessly. "No," said the woman, closing the door again, "that's not allowed. The books belong to the examining magistrate." "I see," said K. and nodded, "the books are probably law books and it is part of the nature of this court system that one is not only condemned innocent, but also ignorant." "It will be so," said the woman, who had not understood him exactly. "Well, then I'll go again," said K. "Should I report something to the examining magistrate?" asked the woman. "You know him?" K asked. "Of course," the woman said, "my husband is a court usher." Only now did K notice that the room, which had only contained a tub until now, was now a fully furnished living room. The woman saw his amazement and said, "Yes, we have a free apartment here, but we have to clear out the room on court days. My husband's position has many disadvantages." "I am not so much surprised by the room," said K., glancing at her angrily, "as by the fact that you are married." "Are you perhaps alluding to the incident at the last meeting, when I interrupted your speech?" asked the woman. "Of course," said K., "today it's already passed and almost forgotten, but at the time it made me downright angry. And now you yourself are saying that you are a married woman." "It was not to your disadvantage that your speech was interrupted. Afterwards it was judged very unfavorably." "Maybe so," said K., deflecting, "but that doesn't excuse you." "I am excused from everyone who knows me," said the woman, "the one who hugged me back then has been pursuing me for a long time. I may not be tempting in general, but for him I am. There is no protection for this, and my husband has already resigned himself to it; if he wants to keep his position, he must tolerate it, because that man is a student and will probably come to greater power. He is always after me; just before you came he left." "It fits in with everything else," said K., "it doesn't surprise me." "You want to improve some things here?" the woman asked slowly and cautiously, as if she were saying something dangerous for both her and K. " "I already concluded that from your speech, which I personally liked very much. I only heard part of it though, I missed the beginning and during the end I was lying on the floor with the student. It's so disgusting here," she said after a pause and took K.'s hand. "Do you think you'll be able to bring about an improvement?" K. smiled and turned his hand a little in her soft hands. "Actually," he said, "I'm not here to bring about improvements, as you put it, and if you told the examining magistrate, for example, you would be laughed at or punished. In fact, I would never have interfered with these matters of my own free will, and the need for improvement in this court system would never have disturbed my sleep. But I have been forced to intervene here for my own sake, by the fact that I was supposedly arrested – in fact, I was arrested. But if I can be of any use to you in the process, I will of course be very happy to do so. Not just out of charity, but also because you can help me too." "How could I do that?" asked the woman. "By showing me the books on the table, for example." "Of course," cried the woman, pulling him hastily behind her. They were old, well-thumbed books, one cover almost broken in the middle, the pieces held together only by fibers. "How dirty everything is here," said K., shaking his head, and the woman wiped the dust off with her apron before K. could reach for the books, at least superficially. K. opened the top book, and an indecent picture appeared. A man and a woman were sitting naked on a sofa, the artist's base intention was clearly visible, but he had been so clumsy that in the end only a man and a woman could be seen, protruding all too physically from the picture, sitting up too straight and turning to each other with difficulty due to the wrong perspective. K. did not turn over, but only opened the title page of the second book, which was a novel entitled: "The Plagues that Grete had to Suffer from her Husband Hans." "These are the law books that are being studied here," said K., "I am to be judged by such people." "I will help you," said the woman. "Do you want me to?" "Could you really do that without putting yourself in danger?" "You said before that your husband is very dependent on his superiors." "Nevertheless, I want to help you," said the woman. "Come, we must discuss it." "You won't talk about my danger anymore. I only fear danger where I want to fear it. Come." She pointed to the podium and asked him to sit down with her on the step. "You have beautiful dark eyes," she said after they had sat down, looking up at K.'s face, "I'm told I have beautiful eyes too, but yours are much more beautiful. Incidentally, I noticed them right back then when you first came in. They were also the reason why I later came here to the assembly room, which I otherwise never do and which is even forbidden to me to some extent." So that's all, thought K. She is offering herself to me, she is corrupt like everyone around here, she is fed up with the court officials, which is understandable, and therefore greets any stranger with a compliment about his eyes. And K. stood silently, as if he had said his thoughts aloud and thereby explained his behavior to the woman. "I don't think you can help me," he said. "To really help me, you would have to have connections with high-ranking officials. But you probably only know the low-level employees, who are here in droves. You certainly know them very well and could get some things through with them, I have no doubt, but the biggest thing you could get through with them would be completely inconsequential for the final outcome of the trial. But you would have lost some friends as a result. I don't want that. Continue your current relationship with these people, because it seems to me that it is indispensable to you. I say this not without regret, because, to somehow return your compliment, I like you very much too, especially when you look at me so sadly, as you are doing now, although you have no reason to do so. You belong to the society I have to fight, but you are very much in it, you even love the student, and if you don't love him, you at least prefer him to your husband. That was easy to see from your words." "No!" she cried, remaining seated, and reaching for K.'s hand, which he withdrew from her not quickly enough. Would you really go away now? Am I really so worthless that you don't even want to do me the favor of staying here for a little while?" "You misunderstand me," said K., sitting down. "If you really want me to stay here, I'll be happy to. I have time. I came here expecting that there would be a trial today. With what I said earlier, I just wanted to ask you not to do anything for me in my trial. But that shouldn't offend you either, considering that I don't care about the outcome of the trial and that I would only laugh at a conviction. Provided that there is even a real conclusion to the trial, which I doubt very much. I rather believe that the proceedings have already been abandoned or will be abandoned in the near future due to the laziness or forgetfulness or perhaps even the fear of the officials. However, it is also possible that they will apparently continue the proceedings in the hope of some major bribe, completely in vain, as I can already say today, because I am not bribing anyone. It would, however, be a favor that you could do me if you told the examining magistrate or anyone else who likes to spread important news that I will never be persuaded to take a bribe, no matter what tricks the gentlemen are rich on. It would be quite hopeless, you can tell them that openly. Besides, they may have noticed it themselves, and even if they haven't, it's not that important to me that they find out now. It would only save the gentlemen work, and also cause me some inconvenience, but I'm happy to take that on if I know that each one is a blow for the others. And I will make sure it happens that way. Do you actually know the examining magistrate?" "Of course," said the woman, "he was actually the first person I thought of when I offered you help. I didn't know that he was only a low-level official, but since you say so, it's probably right. Nevertheless, I believe that the report he delivers to the top still has some influence. And he writes so many reports. They say that officials are lazy, but that is certainly not true of everyone, especially not of this examining magistrate. Last Sunday, for example, the meeting lasted until evening. Everyone left, but the examining magistrate stayed in the room. I had to bring him a lamp, and I only had a small kitchen lamp, but he was satisfied with it and started writing right away. In the meantime, my husband had also arrived, as he happened to be on leave that Sunday. We fetched our furniture and set up our room again. Some neighbors came over, we talked by candlelight, and in short, we forgot all about the examining magistrate and went to bed. Suddenly in the night, it must have been deep in the night, I wake up, the examining magistrate is standing next to the bed and is shielding the lamp with his hand so that no light falls on my husband. It was unnecessary caution; my husband sleeps so deeply that even the light would not have woken him. I was so frightened that I almost screamed, but the examining magistrate was very friendly, admonished me to be careful, whispered to me that he had written so far, that he was now returning the lamp to me and that he would never forget the sight of me sleeping. With all this I just wanted to tell you that the examining magistrate does indeed write many reports, especially about you, because your examination was certainly one of the main subjects of the Sunday session. But such long reports cannot be completely meaningless. Besides, you can see from the incident that the examining magistrate is courting me and that I can have a great influence on him, especially now in the beginning, he must have noticed me only now. I now have other evidence that he cares about me. Yesterday, through a student who is a trusted colleague of his, he sent me a gift of silk stockings, supposedly for me to tidy up the meeting room, but that's just an excuse, because that work is only my duty and my husband is paid for it. They are nice stockings, you see" - she stretched her legs, pulled up her skirts to her knees and looked at the stockings herself - "they are nice stockings, but actually too fine and not suitable for me."


  Suddenly she interrupted herself, put her hand on K.'s hand as if to calm him, and whispered, "Quiet, Berthold is watching us." K. slowly raised his eyes. In the door of the meeting room stood a young man, he was small, had slightly bowed legs and tried to give himself dignity by running his fingers through his short, thinning, reddish full beard. K. looked at him curiously. He was, after all, the first student of the unknown field of law that he encountered on a human level, so to speak, a man who would probably also one day attain higher civil service positions. The student, on the other hand, apparently paid no attention to K. He just waved a finger, which he had pulled out of his beard for a moment, at the woman and went to the window. The woman leaned over to K. and whispered: "Don't be angry with me, I beg you, and please don't think badly of me either. I have to go to him now, to that awful man. Just look at his crooked legs. But I'll be right back, and then I'll go with you, if you take me with you, I'll go wherever you want, you can do whatever you want with me, I'll be happy if I'm away from here for as long as possible, but preferably forever." She still stroked K.'s hand, jumped up and ran to the window. Involuntarily, K. still grasped at her hand into the void. The woman really tempted him; despite all his thinking, he found no solid reason not to give in to the temptation. He easily dismissed the passing objection that the woman was capturing him for the court. How could she trap him? Didn't he always remain so free that he could immediately smash the whole court, at least as far as he was concerned? Couldn't he have this little trust in himself? And her offer of help sounded sincere and was perhaps not worthless. And there was perhaps no better revenge on the examining magistrate and his entourage than to deprive them of this woman and take her for himself. It could happen that the examining magistrate, after laboriously working on reports of lies about K., would find the woman's bed empty late at night. And empty because it belonged to K., because this woman at the window, this voluptuous, agile, warm body in a dark dress made of coarse, heavy fabric, belonged only to K.


  Once he had dispelled his doubts about the woman, the quiet conversation at the window became too long for him, and he tapped his knuckles on the podium and then with his fist. The student glanced over the woman's shoulder at K., but did not let himself be disturbed, and even pressed himself close to the woman and embraced her. She bowed her head deeply as if she was listening to him attentively, he kissed her, as she bent down, loudly on the neck, without interrupting himself significantly in speaking. K. saw this as confirmation of the tyranny that the student exercised over the woman, according to the woman's complaints, got up and walked around the room. He considered, with sidelong glances at the student, how he could get rid of him as quickly as possible, and so it was not unwelcome when the student, apparently disturbed by K.'s pacing, which had already degenerated into a stomping at times, remarked, "If you're impatient, you can leave. You could have left earlier, no one would have missed you. Yes, you should have left immediately when I entered, and quickly at that." There may have been all sorts of anger in this remark, but in any case there was also the arrogance of the future court official speaking to an unpopular defendant. K. remained close to him and said with a smile: "I am impatient, that's right, but the easiest way to eliminate this impatience is for you to leave. But if perhaps you came here to study - I heard that you are a student - I will gladly give you space and leave with the woman. You still have a lot to study before you become a judge. I don't know your court system very well yet, but I assume that it's not done with rough talk alone, which you, however, already know how to conduct outrageously well." "He shouldn't have been allowed to walk around so freely," said the student, as if he wanted to give the woman an explanation for K.'s insulting speech. I told the examining magistrate so. He should have been kept in his room at least between interrogations. The examining magistrate is sometimes incomprehensible." "Useless speeches," said K. and held out his hand to the woman, "come." "Oh," said the student, "no, no, you won't get her," and with a strength one would not have believed him capable of, he lifted her up in one arm and walked with bent back, looking up at her tenderly, to the door. There was no mistaking a certain fear of K. in this, yet he dared to provoke K. even more by caressing and squeezing the woman's arm with his free hand. K. walked a few steps beside him, ready to grab him and, if necessary, strangle him, when the woman said, "It's no use, the examining magistrate sent for me, I can't go with you, you little monster," and she ran her hand over the student's face, "this little monster won't let me go." "And you don't want to be freed!" shouted K. and put his hand on the student's shoulder, who snapped at her with his teeth. "No!" cried the woman, fending K. off with both hands, "No, no, not that, what are you thinking of! That would be my ruin. Leave him alone, please, leave him alone. He is only carrying out the examining magistrate's order and taking me to him." "Then let him run, and I never want to see you again," said K., furious with disappointment. He gave the student such a push in the back that he stumbled briefly, only to jump all the higher a moment later, pleased that he hadn't fallen. K. followed them slowly, realizing that this was the first undoubted defeat he had suffered at the hands of these people. Of course, there was no reason to be afraid of it; he only received the defeat because he sought the fight. If he had stayed at home and led his usual life, he was a thousand times superior to each of these people and could clear each of them out of his way with a single kick. And he imagined the most ridiculous scene that could possibly occur, for example, when this pathetic student, this puffed-up child, this crooked bearded man would kneel before Elsa's bed and ask for mercy with folded hands. K. liked this idea so much that he decided that if only some opportunity arose, he would take the student to Elsa's house.


  Out of curiosity, K. hurried to the door to see where the woman was being carried. He didn't want to think that the student would carry her across the streets in his arms. It turned out that the route was much shorter. Opposite the apartment was a narrow wooden staircase, probably leading to the attic, which turned in such a way that its end could not be seen. The student carried the woman up these stairs, already very slowly and groaning, because he was weakened by the previous walking. The woman waved to K. and tried to show with her shoulders that she was not guilty of the kidnapping, but there was not much regret in this movement. K. looked at her expressionlessly like a stranger; he didn't want to betray that he was disappointed, nor that he could easily overcome the disappointment.


  The two had already disappeared, but K. was still standing in the doorway. He had to assume that the woman had not only betrayed him but also lied to him by saying that she was going to the examining magistrate. The examining magistrate would not be sitting and waiting in the attic. The wooden staircase explained nothing, no matter how long you looked at it. Then K. noticed a small piece of paper next to the staircase, went over and read in a childish, untrained handwriting: "Staircase to the court offices." So the court offices were here in the attic of this apartment building? It was not an institution that inspired much respect, and it was reassuring for a defendant to imagine how little money this court had at its disposal when it placed its offices where the tenants, who were already among the poorest, threw their useless belongings. Of course it was not impossible that there was enough money, but that the officials threw it away before it was used for court purposes. From K.'s previous experience, this was even very likely, but then such a deterioration of the court was degrading for a defendant, but basically even more reassuring than the poverty of the court would have been. Now it was also understandable to K. that during the first interrogation, they were ashamed to summon the defendant to the attic and preferred to harass him in his apartment. After all, K. was in a different position from the judge, who was sitting in the attic, while K. himself had a large room with an anteroom in the bank and could look out through a huge window onto the lively town square below! However, he had no additional income from bribes or embezzlement and could not have his servant carry a woman into his office. But K. wanted to do without that, at least in this life.


  K. was still standing in front of the notice when a man came up the stairs, looked through the open door into the living room, from which one could also see the meeting room, and finally asked K. if he hadn't seen a woman here recently. "You're the court usher, aren't you?" asked K. "Yes," said the man, "I see, you're the defendant K., now I recognize you too, welcome." And he shook hands with K., who hadn't expected it at all. "But today no session is announced," said the court usher, when K. remained silent. "I know," said K., and looked at the court usher's civilian coat, which had two gilded buttons, in addition to some ordinary buttons, that seemed to have been taken from an old officer's coat. "I spoke to your wife a little while ago. She's no longer here. The student took her to the examining magistrate." "You see," said the bailiff, "they're always being taken away from me. Today is Sunday, and I'm not obliged to do any work, but just to get me out of here, I'm sent on an errand that's useless anyway. And they don't send me far away, so I have hope that if I hurry very much, I might still come back in time. So I run as fast as I can, shout my message through the crack in the door to the office I was sent to, so breathlessly that it is unlikely they understood it, run back again, but the student hurried even more than I did, although he had a shorter route, he only had to run down the attic stairs. If I weren't so dependent, I would have crushed the student against this wall long ago. Here, next to the notice. I always dream about that. Here, a little above the floor, he is pressed down, arms stretched, fingers spread, crooked legs turned into a circle, and blood splattered all around. But so far it was only a dream." "There is no other help?" asked K., smiling. "I don't know of any," said the court usher. "And now it's getting even worse. Until now he only took her to his place, but now, as I expected long ago, he's taking her to the examining magistrate as well." "Is your wife not at fault at all?" asked K. He had to force himself to ask this question, so strongly did he feel jealousy now too. "But certainly," said the court usher. "She is most to blame. She has attached herself to him. As for him, he runs after all women. In this house alone, he has already been thrown out of five apartments that he has crept into. My wife is certainly the most beautiful in the whole house, and I am the one who must not defend himself." "If that is the case, then there is indeed no help," said K. "Why not?" asked the court usher. "The student, who is a coward, should be beaten so badly if he ever tries to touch my wife that he would never dare to do so again. But I am not allowed to do it, and others won't do me the favor, because they all fear his power. Only a man like you could do it." "Why me?" asked K., amazed. "You are the one who has been accused," said the court usher. "Yes," said K., "but I would be even more afraid that he might have some influence, if not on the outcome of the case, then at least on the preliminary investigation." "Yes, of course," the court usher said, as if K.'s opinion was just as correct as his own. "But as a rule we don't conduct hopeless cases." "I don't agree with her," said K., "but that shouldn't prevent me from taking the student on occasion." "I would be very grateful to you," said the court usher somewhat formally; he didn't really seem to believe that his dearest wish could be fulfilled. "Perhaps," K. continued, "other officials of yours, and perhaps even all of them, deserve the same." "Yes, yes," said the court usher, as if it were something self-evident. Then he looked at K. with a trusting look, as he had not done before despite all his friendliness, and added, "People always rebel." But the conversation seemed to have become a little uncomfortable for him, because he broke it off by saying, "Now I have to report to the office. Do you want to come with me?" "I have nothing to do there," said K. "You can look around the offices. No one will bother with you." "Is it worth seeing?" K. asked hesitantly, but he really wanted to go. "Well," said the court usher, "I thought it would interest you." "All right," K. said finally, "I'll go." And he ran up the stairs faster than the court usher.


  He almost fell at the entrance because there was a step behind the door. "You don't have to pay much attention to the audience," he said. "You don't have to pay any attention at all," said the court usher, "just look at the waiting room." It was a long corridor with roughly hewn doors leading to the individual departments of the attic. Although there was no direct access to light, it was not completely dark, because some of the departments had bare wooden grilles instead of uniform board walls, although these reached up to the ceiling. Some light penetrated through these and one could also see individual officials through them, writing at tables or standing right at the grating and watching the people in the corridor through the gaps. There were probably only a few people in the hallway because it was Sunday. They made a very modest impression. They sat at almost regular distances from each other on the two rows of long wooden benches that were placed on both sides of the hallway. All were dressed in a neglected manner, although most of them belonged to the higher classes, judging by their facial expressions, posture, beards and many other small details that could hardly be determined. Since there were no coat hooks, they had placed their hats under the bench, probably following each other's example. When those sitting near the door saw K. and the court usher, they stood up in greeting, and when those behind them saw them, they also thought they had to greet, so that all stood up as the two passed by. They never stood completely upright, their backs were bent, their knees bent, they stood like street beggars. K. waited for the court usher, who was walking a little behind him, and said, "How humiliated they must be." "Yes," said the usher, "they are all defendants, all those you see here are defendants." "Really!" said K. "Then they are my colleagues." And he turned to the next one, a tall, slender, almost gray-haired man. "What are you waiting for here?" K. asked politely. The unexpected address, however, confused the man, which looked all the more embarrassing because he was obviously a man of the world who would certainly have known how to control himself elsewhere and would not easily have given up the superiority he had acquired over many people. But here he did not know how to answer such a simple question and looked at the others as if they were obliged to help him, and as if no one could demand an answer from him if this help were withheld. Then the court usher stepped forward and said, to calm and encourage the man: "The gentleman here is just asking what you are waiting for. Why don't you answer?" The court usher's voice, which was probably familiar to him, had a better effect: "I am waiting," he began and faltered. He had apparently chosen this beginning in order to answer the question precisely, but now he could not find the continuation. Some of the people waiting had approached and were standing around the group, and the court usher said to them, "Move away, move away, clear the aisle." They backed away a little, but not to their previous seats. Meanwhile, the respondent had collected himself and even answered with a slight smile, "A month ago, I made some requests for evidence in my case and I am waiting for them to be dealt with." "You seem to be making a great effort," said K. "Yes," said the man, "it is my business." "Not everyone thinks like you," said K., "I, for example, have also been accused, but, as much as I want to be saved, I have neither submitted a motion to prove anything nor done anything else of the sort. Do you think that's necessary?" "I don't know exactly," said the man again, completely at a loss. He obviously thought K. was making a joke with him, so out of fear of making some new mistake he would probably have liked to have repeated his earlier answer in full, but in front of K.'s impatient gaze he just said, "As for me, I have submitted motions to introduce evidence." "You don't believe that I'm accused?" asked K. "Oh, please, certainly," said the man, and stepped a little to the side, but there was no belief in his answer, only fear. "You don't believe me, then?" asked K., and, unconsciously prompted by the man's humble manner, seized him by the arm as if to force him to believe. But he didn't want to hurt him, and only touched him lightly, yet the man cried out as if K. had seized him not with two fingers but with a red-hot tongs. This ridiculous screaming finally made K. tired of him; if they didn't believe him, that he was accused, so much the better; maybe he even thought he was a judge. And now he really held him tighter as they parted, pushed him back onto the bench and walked on. "Most defendants are so sensitive," said the court usher. Behind them, almost all those waiting had now gathered around the man, who had already stopped screaming, and seemed to be asking him detailed questions about the incident. A guard, recognizable mainly by his saber, the sheath of which was made of aluminum, at least judging by its color, was now approaching K. K. was amazed and even reached out to touch it. The guard, who had come because of the shouting, asked what had happened. The court usher tried to calm him with a few words, but the guard declared that he still had to see for himself, saluted and continued with very hurried but very short steps, probably measured by gout.


  K. did not pay much attention to him and the company in the corridor, especially since he saw the possibility of turning right through an opening without a door about halfway down the corridor. He agreed with the court usher as to whether this was the right way, the court usher nodded, and K. now really turned in there. It was annoying for him that he always had to walk one or two steps ahead of the court usher; at least in this place it could appear as if he were being led to be arrested. So he often waited for the court usher, but the usher always stayed behind. Finally, to make an end to his uneasiness, K. said, "Now that I've seen what it looks like here, I want to leave." "You haven't seen everything yet," the court usher said quite innocently. "I don't want to see everything," said K., who incidentally really felt tired. "I want to leave. How does one get to the exit?" "You're not lost already?" asked the court usher in astonishment. "You go to the corner here and then turn right and go down the corridor straight ahead to the door." "Come with me," said K., "show me the way, I'll miss it, there are so many paths here." "It is the only way," said the court usher, now reproachfully, "I can't go back with you again, I have to make my report after all, and I've already lost a lot of time because of you." "Come along!" repeated K. now more sharply, as if he had finally caught the court usher telling an untruth. "Don't shout like that," whispered the court usher, "there are offices everywhere. If you don't want to go back alone, walk with me for a bit or wait here until I've made my report, then I'll be happy to go back with you." "No, no," said K., "I won't wait, and you have to go with me now." K. had not yet looked around the room in which he was, only when one of the many wooden doors that were around opened, did he look. A girl, who had probably been summoned by K.'s loud speaking, entered and asked, "What does the gentleman want?" Behind her, in the distance, a man could be seen approaching in the semi-darkness. K. looked at the court usher. He had said that no one would take care of K., and now two were coming. It would take little for the officials to take notice of him and want an explanation of his presence. The only one that was comprehensible and acceptable was that he was a defendant and wanted to know the date of his next interrogation. But he did not want to give that explanation, especially since it was not true, because he had only come out of curiosity or, which was even more impossible as an explanation, out of a desire to see that the inside of this court was as repulsive as its outside. And it seemed that he was right in this assumption; he didn't want to go in any further, he was cramped enough from what he had seen so far, he was not in the mood right now to face a higher official, as he might appear behind any door; he wanted to leave, and with the court usher or alone, if need be.


  But his silent standing there must have been conspicuous, and indeed the girl and the court usher looked at him as if some great transformation were going to happen to him in the next minute that they didn't want to miss. And in the doorway stood the man whom K. had noticed earlier in the distance, holding on to the lintel of the low door and rocking a little on his tiptoes, like an impatient spectator. But the girl was the first to realize that K.'s behavior, which had caused him slight unease, had a reason. She brought an armchair and asked, "Won't you sit down?" K. sat down immediately and, to get a better hold, leaned his elbows on the armrests. "You feel a little dizzy, don't you?" she asked him. He now had her face close to his, it had the stern expression that some women have, especially in their most beautiful youth. "Don't worry about it," she said, "it's not unusual here, almost everyone has a fit like this when they come here for the first time." You're here for the first time? Well, that's nothing out of the ordinary. The sun beats down on the roof here, and the hot wood makes the air so stuffy and heavy. The place is therefore not very suitable for office space, despite the other advantages it offers. But as for the air, on days when there is a lot of traffic, and that's almost every day, it's almost impossible to breathe. If you then consider that laundry is often hung out to dry here too – you can't completely forbid tenants to do so – you won't be surprised that you felt a little queasy. But you eventually get used to the air very well. When you come here for the second or third time, you will hardly feel the oppressive here anymore. Do you feel better already?" K. did not answer, it was too embarrassing for him to be at the mercy of these people here because of his sudden weakness. Moreover, since he had now learned the causes of his nausea, he was not better, but a little worse. The maid noticed this immediately. She took a hook that was leaning against the wall to prepare a refreshment for K. and used it to push open a small hatch that was located directly above K. and led outside. But so much soot fell in that the girl had to close the hatch again immediately and clean K.'s hands with her handkerchief because K. was too tired to do it himself. He would have liked to have remained sitting here quietly until he had regained enough strength to leave, but this had to happen the sooner, the less one would take care of him. Now, however, the girl also said: "You can't stay here, we'll disturb the traffic." K. asked with his eyes what traffic he was disturbing here. "I'll take you to the infirmary if you want. Please help me," she said to the man at the door, who immediately came closer. But K. didn't want to go to the sickroom; that was precisely what he wanted to avoid, to be led further, the further he got, the worse it had to be. "I can walk," he said, and stood up, trembling, spoiled by sitting comfortably. But then he couldn't keep himself upright. "It's no use," he said, shaking his head, and sat down again with a sigh. He remembered the court usher, who could easily lead him out despite everything, but he seemed to have been gone for a long time. K. looked between the girl and the man standing in front of him, but couldn't find the court usher.


  "I believe," said the man, who was, by the way, elegantly dressed and particularly noticeable for his gray waistcoat, which ended in two long, sharply cut points, "that the gentleman's indisposition is due to the atmosphere here, so it will be best for him and also most pleasant if we take him not first to the sickroom, but out of the offices altogether." "That's it," K. called out, and in his joy he almost interrupted the man's speech. "I'll certainly feel better immediately. I'm not that weak, I just need a little support under my arms. I won't not be much trouble, and it's not a long way, just take me to the door, I'll sit on the steps for a moment and then I'll be fine, I don't usually suffer from these kinds of attacks, it even comes as a surprise to me. I am a civil servant and used to office air, but here it seems too bad, you say so yourself. So would you be so kind as to guide me a little, because I feel dizzy and I will be sick if I get up alone." And he lifted his shoulders to make it easier for the two of them to help him under the arms.


  But the man didn't follow the suggestion, but kept his hands still in his pockets and laughed out loud. "You see," he said to the girl, "I was right after all. It's just that the gentleman isn't comfortable here, not in general." The girl smiled too, but lightly tapped the man on the arm with her fingertips, as if he had allowed himself too much fun with K. "But what do you think," said the man, still laughing, "I really want to show the gentleman out." "Then it's good," said the girl, bowing her delicate head for a moment. "Don't attach too much importance to the laughter," said the girl to K., who, saddened again, stared ahead and seemed to need no explanation, "this gentleman - may I introduce you?" (the gentleman gave permission with a wave of his hand) - "this gentleman is the information provider. He provides the waiting parties with all the information they need, and since our court system is not very well known to the general public, a lot of information is requested. He has an answer to every question, and you can test him on this if you feel like it. But that is not his only virtue; his second virtue is his elegant attire. We, that is to say the officials, once thought that the person providing information, who is always the first to deal with parties, should also be dressed elegantly for the sake of a dignified first impression. The rest of us, as you can see from my attire, are unfortunately very poorly and old-fashionedly dressed; there is not much point in having an allowance for clothes, since we are in the offices almost constantly, and we also sleep here. But, as I said, we thought it necessary for the informant to wear nice clothes. However, since our administration, which is a bit strange in this regard, did not provide them, we made a collection – parties also contributed – and we bought him this nice dress and others. Everything would now be ready to make a good impression, but his laughter ruins it again and frightens people." "That's right," the gentleman said mockingly, "but I don't understand, miss, why you are telling the gentleman all our intimacies, or rather, imposing them on him, because he doesn't want to know them at all. Just look how he's sitting there, obviously preoccupied with his own affairs." K. didn't even feel like objecting; the girl's intention might have been a good one, perhaps she was trying to distract him or give him a chance to collect himself, but she had chosen the wrong approach. "I had to explain her laughter to him," the girl said. "It was insulting, after all." "I think he would forgive even more serious insults if I were to lead him out eventually." K. said nothing, didn't even look up, he tolerated the fact that the two of them were discussing him as if he were a thing. But suddenly he felt the hand of the information clerk on one arm and the hand of the girl on the other. "Come on, you weak man," said the information provider. "Thank you both very much," said K., joyfully surprised, rose slowly and guided the strangers' hands to the places where he needed the support most. "It seems," the girl said quietly into K.'s ear as they approached the corridor, "as if I'm particularly keen to put the information provider in a good light, but believe it or not, I want to tell the truth. He has a kind heart. He is not obliged to take sick parties out, and yet he does, as you can see. Perhaps none of us are hard-hearted, we all want to help, but as court officers we easily give the impression of being hard-hearted and unwilling to help anyone. I'm really suffering from it." "Would you like to sit down here for a moment?" asked the usher, and they were already in the corridor and standing in front of the defendant whom K. had approached earlier. K. was almost ashamed in front of him. He used to stand so erect in front of him, but now two had to support him, the information officer balanced his hat on his spread fingers, his hairdo was destroyed, his hair hung down on his sweat-covered forehead. But the defendant seemed to notice none of this; he stood humbly before the information officer, who looked down on him, and only sought to excuse his presence. "I know," he said, "that my requests cannot be dealt with today. But I came anyway, I thought I could wait here, it's Sunday, I have time and I'm not disturbing anyone." "You don't have to apologize for it," said the clerk. "Your conscientiousness is commendable. You're taking up space here unnecessarily, but I don't want to prevent you from pursuing your business as long as it doesn't bother me. When you see people shamefully neglecting their duty, you learn to be patient with people like you. Sit down." "He certainly knows how to talk to the parties," whispered the girl. K. nodded, but sat up straight when the clerk asked him again, "Won't you sit down here?" "No," said K., "I don't want to rest." He had said that as firmly as possible, but in reality it would have done him a great deal of good to sit down. He felt as if he were on a ship in heavy seas. It seemed to him as if the water were crashing against the wooden walls, as if a roar were coming from the depths of the corridor, as if from overturning water, as if the corridor were rocking from side to side and as if the waiting parties on either side were being lowered and raised. The more incomprehensible was the calmness of the girl and the man who were leading him. He was at their mercy; if they let go of him, he would have to fall like a board. Sharp glances went back and forth from their small eyes, and K. felt their steady steps without following them, as he was almost carried from step to step. Finally he realized that they were speaking to him, but he didn't understand them; he only heard the noise that filled everything and through which a constant high-pitched sound seemed to be ringing, like a siren. "Louder," he whispered with his head bowed, feeling ashamed, because he knew that they had spoken loudly enough, even if he couldn't understand them. Then, as if the wall in front of him had been torn down, a fresh gust of air came towards him, and he heard someone say next to him: "At first he wants to leave, but then you can tell him a hundred times that this is the exit, and he doesn't budge." K. realized that he was standing in front of the exit door that the girl had opened. He felt as if all his strength had suddenly returned, so that he could get a taste of freedom. He stepped onto the first step and said goodbye to his companions, who leaned down to him. "Thank you," he repeated, repeatedly shaking the hands of both, and only letting go when he thought he saw that they, accustomed to the stuffy atmosphere of the office, could not stand the relatively fresh air coming up from the stairs. They could hardly answer, and the girl might have fallen if K. had not closed the door extremely quickly. K. then stood still for a moment, straightened his hair with the help of a pocket mirror, picked up his hat, which was lying on the next landing - the man who had given him the information had probably thrown it there - and then ran down the stairs, so briskly and in such long strides that he was almost frightened by this change. His otherwise stable health had never before presented him with such surprises. Did his body want to revolutionize and start a new process because it was bearing the old one so effortlessly? He did not completely reject the idea of seeing a doctor at the next opportunity, but in any case, he wanted to use all future Sunday mornings better than this one – he could advise himself on that.


  Chapter 4.

  The friend of Miss Bürstner
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  For some time it was impossible for K. to speak even a few words with Miss Burstner. He tried in many different ways to get to her, but she always managed to avoid him. He came home right after work, stayed in his room without turning on the light, sitting on the couch and occupied himself with nothing but watching the hallway. If the maid passed by and closed the door of the seemingly empty room, he would get up after a while and open it again. In the morning he got up an hour earlier than usual, so that he might be able to meet Miss Burstner alone when she went to the office. But none of these attempts were successful. Then he wrote her a letter addressed to her office as well as her apartment, in which he tried to justify his behavior, offered any kind of satisfaction, promised never to cross the boundaries she would set for him, and only asked to be given the opportunity to speak to her, especially since he could not do anything with Mrs. Grubachcould do anything for Mrs. Grubach until he had first consulted with her. Finally he told her that the next Sunday he would spend the whole day in his room waiting for a sign from her, which would promise him the fulfillment of his request or at least explain to him why she could not fulfill it, even though he had promised to submit to her in everything. The letters were not returned, but there was no reply either. On Sunday, however, there was a sign that was sufficiently clear. Early in the morning K. noticed a peculiar movement in the anteroom through the keyhole, which soon cleared up. A teacher of French, who was also a German by the name of Montag, a weak, pale, slightly limping girl who had previously had her own room, moved into Miss Bürstner's room. For hours on end she could be seen shuffling through the hall, always with some forgotten piece of linen or doily or book that had to be fetched and carried over to the new apartment.


  When Mrs. Grubach brought K. breakfast - since she had so angered K., she left even the most menial tasks to the maid - K. couldn't help but address her for the first time in five days. "Why is there such a noise in the hall today?" he asked, while he poured himself some coffee. "Couldn't it be stopped? Must there be cleaning up on Sundays?" Although K. did not look up at Mrs. Grubach, he noticed that she, as if relieved, let out a sigh. She took even K.'s harsh questions as an apology or the beginning of an apology. "There'll be no cleaning up today, Mr. K.," she said. "Miss Montag is moving in with Miss Burstner and taking her things with her." She said no more, but waited to see how K. took it and whether he would allow her to speak further. But K. put her to the test, stirred the coffee thoughtfully with a spoon and remained silent. Then he looked up at her and said: "Have you already given up your earlier suspicions about Miss Burstner?" "Mr. K.," cried Mrs. Grubach, who had only been waiting for this question, and held out her clasped hands to K. "You took an occasional remark the other day so badly. I didn't even remotely think of offending you or anyone. You've known me long enough, Mr. K., to be convinced of that. You don't know how I've suffered these last few days! You wanted me to slander my tenants! And you, Mr. K., believed it! And said I should give them notice! Give them notice!" The last exclamation was already choked back in tears, she lifted her apron to her face and sobbed loudly.


  "Don't cry, Mrs. Grubach," said K., looking out the window, thinking only of Miss Burstner and the fact that she had taken a strange girl into her room. "Don't cry," he said again when he turned back into the room and Mrs. Grubach was still crying. "It wasn't meant so badly by me at the time. We just misunderstood each other. That can happen even to old friends." Mrs. Grubach pushed her apron under her eyes to see if K. was really reconciled. "Well, it's like this," said K., and now dared to add, since, judging by Mrs. Grubach's behavior, the captain had not revealed anything: "Do you really think that I could become enemies with you because of a strange girl?" "That's just it, Mr. K.," said Mrs. Grubach. It was her misfortune that as soon as she felt freer she would say something awkward. "I kept asking myself why Mr. K. takes such a great interest in Miss Burstner. Why does he quarrel with me about her, even though he knows that every angry word from him keeps me from sleeping? I have said nothing about the lady except what I have seen with my own eyes." K. said nothing in reply, he should have chased her out of the room with the first word, and he didn't want to do that. He contented himself with drinking his coffee and letting Mrs. Grubach feel her superfluousness. Outside, the dragging step of Miss Montag could be heard again, crossing the entire anteroom. "Do you hear it?" K. asked, pointing to the door. "Yes," said Mrs. Grubach, sighing, "I wanted to help her and have the maid help her too, but she's stubborn, she wants to move everything herself. I'm surprised at Miss Burstner. It's often a nuisance for me to have Miss Montag as a tenant, but Miss Burstner even takes her into her room." "You needn't worry about that," said K., crushing the sugar in the cup. "Does it bother you?" "No," said Mrs. Grubach, "in and of itself it's quite welcome to me, as it frees up a room for me and I can put my nephew, the captain, up there. I've been afraid for some time that he might have disturbed you during the last few days, while I had to let him live in the living room next door. He doesn't show much consideration." "What an idea!" said K., standing up, "there's no question of that. You seem to think I'm being overly sensitive because I can't stand these wanderings of Miss Montag - now she's going back again." Mrs. Grubach felt quite powerless. "Should I say, Mr. K., that she should postpone the rest of the move? If you want, I'll do it immediately." "But she's supposed to move to Miss Bürstner!" said K. "Yes," said Mrs. Grubach, she didn't quite understand what K. meant. "Well then," said K., "she must take her things over there." Mrs. Grubach just nodded. This mute helplessness, which outwardly looked no different than defiance, irritated K. even more. He began to pace up and down in the room from the window to the door and thus took away Mrs. Grubach's opportunity to leave, which she otherwise probably would have done.


  K. had just reached the door when there was a knock at it. It was the maid who reported that Miss Montag would like to speak to Mr. K. and that she therefore asked him to come to the dining room where she was waiting for him. K. listened thoughtfully to the maid, then he turned with an almost mocking look to the frightened Mrs. Grubach. This look seemed to say that K. had long since foreseen this invitation from Miss Montag and that it also went very well with the torment he had to endure from Mrs. Grubach's tenants that Sunday morning. He sent the servant back with the reply that he would be right there, then went to the wardrobe to change his coat and had only the request for Mrs. Grubach, who was quietly complaining about the annoying person, that she should take away the breakfast dishes. "They've hardly touched anything," said Mrs. Grubach. "Oh, just take it away!" cried K. It seemed to him as though Fraülein Montag were somehow mixed up in it all and making it repulsive.


  As he passed through the anteroom, he glanced at the closed door of Mrs. Bürstner's room. But he was not invited to that room, only to the dining room, the door of which he threw open without knocking.


  It was a very long, narrow room with only one window. There was only enough space to put two cupboards in the corners on the door side, while the rest of the room was completely taken up by the long dining table, which started near the door and reached almost to the large window, which had become almost inaccessible as a result. The table was already set, and for many people, since almost all the tenants ate lunch here on Sundays.


  When K. entered, Miss Montag was coming from the window, along one side of the table, towards him. They greeted each other silently. Then Miss Montag said, as always with her head held unusually high: "I don't know if you know me." K. looked at her with narrowed eyes. "Of course," he said, "you've been living with Mrs. Grubach for quite some time." "But you don't pay much attention to the pension, I believe," said Miss Monday. "No," said K. "Won't you sit down?" said Miss Monday. They both silently pulled out two chairs at the far end of the table and sat down opposite each other. But Miss Monday got up again immediately, because she had left her handbag on the windowsill and went to get it; she dragged it through the whole room. When she returned, swinging her handbag slightly, she said: "I just want to say a few words on behalf of my friend. She wanted to come herself, but she is feeling a little unwell today. She would like you to excuse her and to listen to me instead. She couldn't have told you anything different than I will tell you. On the contrary, I think I can tell you even more, since I am relatively uninvolved. Don't you think so?"


  "What would there be to say?" replied K., who was tired of seeing the eyes of Miss Montag fixed on his lip. She was already assuming a dominance over what he wanted to say. "Miss Burstner obviously does not want to grant me the personal interview I asked for." "That's it," said Miss Montag, "or rather, it's not quite like that. In general, discussions are neither granted nor denied. But it can happen that discussions are deemed unnecessary, and that's the case here. Now, after your comment, I can speak openly. You have asked my friend, in writing or verbally, for a meeting. Now, however, my friend, or at least I assume, knows what this meeting is supposed to be about, and is therefore convinced, for reasons I don't know, that it wouldn't be beneficial for anyone if the meeting actually took place. Incidentally, she only told me about it very briefly yesterday, saying that the conversation was not of much interest to you either, because you only came up with such an idea by chance and would recognize the senselessness of it all without any further explanation, if not now, then very soon. I replied that this might be correct, but that I thought it would be advantageous to give you an explicit answer in order to clarify the situation completely. I offered to take on this task, and after some hesitation my friend agreed. I hope that I have now also acted in your interest; because even the slightest uncertainty about the most trivial thing is always distressing, and if it can be easily removed, as in this case, it is better to do it immediately." "Thank you," K. said at once, stood up slowly, looked at Miss Monday, then across the table, then out the window - the house across the street was bathed in sunlight - and walked to the door. Miss Monday followed him a few steps, as if she didn't quite trust him. But in front of the door, they both had to back away, because the door opened and Captain Lanz entered. K. saw him for the first time close up. He was a tall man, about forty years old, with a brown, muscular face. He made a slight bow, which was also meant for K., then went to Miss Montag and kissed her hand respectfully. He was very nimble in his movements. His politeness towards Miss Monday was in stark contrast to the treatment she had received from K. Nevertheless, Miss Monday did not seem to be angry with K., because K. thought he even wanted to introduce him to the captain. But K. did not want to be introduced. He would not have been able to be friendly to the captain or to Miss Montag. She had joined them together for the hand-kiss, a group that wanted to keep him away from Fräulein Bürstner under the appearance of the utmost harmlessness and unselfishness. K. thought he saw not only that, but also that Miss Montag had chosen a good, albeit double-edged, method. She exaggerated the importance of the relationship between Miss Bürstner and K., she exaggerated the importance of the requested discussion, and tried to make it appear as if it were K. who was exaggerating. She was mistaken, K. didn't want to overdo anything, he knew that Miss Burstner was a little typist who wouldn't be able to resist him for long. He didn't even take into account what he had learned from Mrs. Grubach about Miss Burstner. He thought about all this while he left the room, barely greeting anyone. He wanted to go straight to his room, but a little chuckle from Fraülein Montag, which he heard from the dining room behind him, gave him the idea that he might be able to spring a surprise on both the Captain and Fraülein Montag. He looked around and listened to see if any of the neighboring rooms would offer any interference. It was quiet everywhere. Only the sounds of the conversation could be heard from the dining room and from the hallway leading to the kitchen, the voice of Mrs. Grubach. The opportunity seemed favorable, K. went to the door of Miss Burstner's room and knocked softly. Since nothing stirred, he knocked again, but there was still no answer. Was she sleeping? Or was she really unwell? Or did she deny herself only because she sensed that it could only be K. knocking so softly? K. assumed that she was denying herself, and knocked harder. Since the knocking had no success, he finally opened the door carefully and not without the feeling of doing something wrong and useless. There was no one in the room. It hardly resembled the room K. had known. Two beds were now lined up against the wall, three chairs near the door were piled high with clothes and linen, and a closet stood open. Miss Burstner had probably left, while Miss Montag had been talking to K. in the dining room. K. was not very upset by this, he had hardly expected to meet Miss Burstner so easily, he had made this attempt almost entirely out of spite towards Miss Montag. But he was all the more embarrassed when, while he was closing the door again, he saw Miss Montag and the Captain talking in the open door of the dining room. They had been standing there perhaps since K. had opened the door, avoiding any appearance of observing K. They were talking quietly and following K.'s movements with their eyes, just as one glances around distractedly during a conversation. But these glances weighed heavily on K., and he hurried along the wall to get to his room.
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