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THE ARREST

times in the free part of the room; at the other side of the
street he could still see the old woman, who had now
dragged to the window an even older man, whom she was
holding round the waist. K. felt he must put an end to
this farce. “Take me to your superior officer,” he said.
“When he orders me, not before,” retorted the warder
called Willem. “And now I advise you,” he went on, “to
go to your room, stay quietly there, and wait for what |
may be decided about you. Qur advice to you is not to let
yourself be distracted by ‘vain thoughts, but to collect
yourself, for great “demands will be made upon you. You
haven’t treated us as our kind advances to you deserved,
you have forgotten that we, no matter who we may be, are
at least free men compared to you; that is no small ad-
vantage. All the same, we are prepared, if you have any
money, to bring you a little breakfast from the coffee-
house across the street.”

Without replying to this offer K. remained standing
where he was for a moment. If he were to open the door of
the next room or even the door leading to the hall, per-
haps the two of them would not dare to hinder him, per- |
haps that would be the simplest solution of the whole
business, to bring it to a head. But perhaps they might |
seize him after all, and if he were once down, all the
superiority would be lost which in a certain sense he still
retained. Accordingly, instead of a qulck solution he chose
that certainty which the natural course of things would be
bound to bri ing, and went back to his room without another
word havmg been said by him or by the warders.
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THE ARREST

cupboard where he kept a bottle of good brandy, while he
filled a glass and drank it down to make up for his break-
fast, and then drank a second to give him courage, the
last one only as a precaution, for the improbable con-
tingency that it might be needed.

Then a shout came from the next room which made him |
start so violently that his teeth rattled against the glass.
“The Inspector wants you,” was its tenor. It was merely
the tone of it that startled him, a curt, military bark
with which we would never have credited the warder
Franz. The command itself was actually welcome to him.
“At last,” he shouted back, closing the cupboard and
hurrying at once into the next room. There the two
warders were standing, and, as if that were a matter of |
course, immediately drove him back into his room again.
“What are you thinking of ?” they cried. “Do you imagine
you can appear before the Inspector in your shirt? He’ll
have you well thrashed, and us too.” “Let n.e alone, damn
vou,” cried K., who by now had been forced back to his
wardrobe. “If you grab me out of bed, you can’t expect to
find me all dressed up in my best suit.” “That can’t be
helped,” said the warders, who as soon as K. raised his
voice always grew quite calm, indeed almost melancholy,
and thus contrived either to confuse him or to some extent
bring him to his senses. “Silly formalities!” he growled,
but immediately lifted a coat from a chair and held it
up for a little while in both hands, as if displaying it to
the warders for their approval. They shook their heads.
“It must be a black coat,” they said. Thereupon K. flung
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THE TRIAL

the coat on the floor and said—he did not himself know
in what sense he meant the words—“But this isn’t the
capital charge yet.” The warders smiled, but stuck to
their: “It must be a black coat.” “If it’s to dispatch my
case any quicker, I don’t mind,” replied K., opening the
wardrobe, where he searched for a long time among his
many suits, chose his best black one, a lounge suit which
had caused almost a sensation among his acquaintances
because of its elegance, then selected another shirt and
began to dress with great care, In his secret heart he
thought he had managed after all to speed up the pro-
ceedings, for the warders had forgotten to make him take
a bath. He kept an eye on them to see if they would re-
member the ducking, but of course it never occurred to
them, yet on the other hand Willem did not forget to send
Franz to the Inspector with the information that K. was
dressing.

When he was fully dressed he had to walk, with Willem
treading on his heels, through the next room, which was
now empty, into the adjoining one, whose double doors
were flung open. This room, as K. knew quite well, had
recently been taken by a Fréulein Biirstner, a typist,
who went very early to work, came home late, and with
whom he had exchanged little more than a few words in
passing. Now the night table beside her bed had been
pushed into the middle of the floor to serve as a desk, and
the Inspector was sitting behind it. He had crossed his
legs, and one arm was resting on the back of the chair.*

In a corner of the room three young men were standing
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THE ARREST

looking at Friulein Biirstner’s photographs, which were '

stuck into a mat hanging on the wall. A white blouse
dangled from the latch of the open window. In the window

over the way the two old creatures were again stationed, |

but they had enlarged their party, for behind them,
towering head and shoulders above them, stood a man
with a shirt open at the neck and a reddish, pointed beard,
which he kept pinching and twisting with his fingers.
“Joseph K.?” asked the Inspector, perhaps merely to
draw K.’s roving glance upon himself. K. nodded. “You

are presumably very much surprised at the events of this |

morning ?”’ asked the Inspector, with both hands rear- |

ranging the few things that lay on the night table, a |

candle and a matchbox, a book and a pincushion, as if |

they were objects which he required for his interrogation.
“Certainly,”
having encountered a sensible man at last, with whom he

sald K., and he was filled with pleasure at

could discuss the matter. “Certainly, I am surprised, but
I am by no means very much surprised.” “Not very much
surprised P’ asked the Inspector, setting the candle in the
middle of the table and then grouping the other things

round it. “Perhaps you misunderstand me,” K. hastened |

to add. “I mean”—here K. stopped and looked round him

for a chair. “I suppose I may sit down?” he asked. “It’s |
not usual,” answered the Inspector. “I mean,” said K. |
without further parley, “that I am very much surprised, |

of course, but when one has lived for thirty years in this
world and had to fight one’s way through it, as I have had

to do, one becomes hardened to surprises and doesn’t take |

15




THE TRIAL

them too seriously. Particularly the one this morning.”*
“Why particularly the one this morning?” “I won’t say
that I regard the whole thing as a joke, for the prep-
arations that have been made seem too elaborate for that.
The whole staff of the boarding-house would have to be
involved, as well as all you people, and that would be past
a joke. So I don’t say that it’s a joke.” “Quite right,”
said the Inspector, looking to see how many matches there
were in the matchbox. “But on the other hand,” K. went
on, turning to everybody there—he wanted to bring in the
three young men standing beside the photographs as well
—*“on the other hand, it can’t be an affair of any great
importance either. I argue this from the fact that though
[ am accused of something, I cannot recall the slightest
offense that might be charged against me. But that even
is of minor importance, the real question is, who accuses
me? What authority is conducting these proceedings?
Are you officers of the law? None of you has a uniform,
unless your suit”—here he turned to Franz—*“is to be
considered a uniform, but it’s more like a tourist’s outfit.
I demand a clear answer to these questions, and I feel sure
that after an explanation we shall be able to part from
each other on the best of terms.” The Inspector flung the
matchbox down on the table. “You are laboring under a
great delusion,” he said. ‘“These gentlemen here and my-
self have no standing whatever in this affair of yours, in-
deed we know hardly anything about it. We might wear
the most official uniforms and your case would not be a
penny the worse. I can’t even confirm that you are charged

16




THE ARREST

with an offense, or rather I don’t know whether you are.
You are under arrest, certainly, more than that I do not
know. Perhaps the warders have given you a different im-
pression, but they are only irresponsible gossips.* How-
ever, if I can’t answer your questions, I can at least give
you a piece of advice; think less about us and of what is
going to happen to you, think more about yourself in-
“stead. And don’t make such an outcry about your feeling
innocent, it spoils the not unfavorable impression you
make in other respects. Also you should be far more
reticent, nearly everything you have just said could have
been implied in your behavior with the help of a word here
and there, and in any case does not redound particularly
to your credit.”

K. stared at the Inspector. Was he to be taught lessons
in manners by a man probably younger than himself? To
be punished for his frankness by a rebuke? And about
the cause of his arrest and about its instigator was he to
learn nothing?

He was thrown into a certain agitation, and began to
walk up and down—nobody hindered him—pushed back
his cuffs, fingered his shirt-front, ruftled his hair, and as he
passed the three young men said : “This is sheer nonsense !”
Whereupon they turned toward him and regarded him
svmpathetically but gravely; at last he came to a stand
before the Inspector’s table. “Hasterer, the lawyer, is a
personal friend of mine,” he said. “May I telephone to

o

him ?? “Certainly,” replied the Inspector, “but I don’t

see what sense there would be in that, unless you have




THE TRIAL

some private business of your own to consult him about.”
“What sense would there be in that?” cried K., more in
amazement than exasperation. “What kind of man are
you, then? You ask me to be sensible and you carry on in
the most senseless way imaginable yourself! It’s enough
to sicken the dogs. People first fall upon me in my own
house and then lounge about the room and put me through
my paces for your benefit. What sense would there be in
telephoning to a lawyer when I’'m supposed to be under
arrest? All right, T won’t telephone.” “But do telephone

” replied the Inspector, waving an arm

if you want to,
toward the entrance hall, where the telephone was, “please
do telephone.” “No, I don’t want to now,” said K., going
over to the window. Across the street the party of three
was still on the watch, and their enjoyment of the specta-
cle received its first slight check when K. appeared at the
window. The two old people moved as if to get up, but
the man at the back pacified them. “Here’s a fine crowd
of spectators!” cried K. in a loud voice to the Inspector,
pointing at them with his finger. “Go away,” he shouted
across. The three of them immediately retreated a few
steps, the two ancients actually took cover behind the
younger man, who shielded them with his massive bedy
| and to judge from the movements of his lips was saying
something which, owing to the distance, could not be
distinguished. Yet they did not remove themselves alto-
gether, but seemed to be waiting for the chance to return
to the window again unobserved. “Officious, inconsid-
erate wretches!” said K. as he turned back to the room

18




THE ARREST

again. The Inspector was possibly of the same mind, K.
fancied, as far as he could tell from a hasty side-glance.
But it was equally possible that the Inspector had not
even been listening, for he had pressed one hand firmly
on the table and seemed to be comparing the length |
of his fingers. The two warders sat on a chest draped |
with an embroidered cloth, rubbing their knees. The three
young men were looking aimlessly round them with their/
hands on their hips. It was as quiet as in some deserted|
office. “Come, gentlemen,” cried K.—it seemed to him for!
the moment as if he were responsible for all of them—
} “from the look of you this affair of mine seems toc be
; settled. In my opinion the best thing now would be to
bother no more about the justice or injustice of your
, behavior and settle the matter amicably by shaking hands
| on it. If you are of the same opinion, why, then—" and |
he stepped over to the Inspector’s table and held out his |
hand. The Inspector raised his eyes, bit his lips, and |
looked at X.’s hand stretched out to him; K. still believed |
he was going to close with the offer. But instead he got
up, seized a hard round hat lying on Friulein Biirstner’s |
bed, and with both hands put it carefully on his head, as if
he were trying it on for the first time. “How simple it all%
seems to you!” he said to K. as he did so. “You think we|
should settle the matter amicably, do you? No, no, that’
really can’t be done. On the other hand I don’t mean i:o1

< You are only under arrest, “nothing more I was requested
to 1nform you of thlS I have done so, and I have also

12




THE TRIAL

observed your reactions. That’s enough for today, and
we can say good-by, though only for the time being,
naturally. You’ll be going to the Bank now, I suppose?”
“To the Bank?” asked K. “I thought I was under arrest?”
K. asked the question with a certain defiance, for though
~ his offer to shake hands had been ignored, he felt more
| and more independent of all these people, especially now
that the Inspector had risen to his feet. He was playing
with them. He considered the idea of running after them
to the front door as they left and challenging them to take
him prisoner. So he said again: “How can I go to the
Bank, if I am under arrest?” “Ah, I see,” said the In-
spector, who had already reached the door. “You have
misunderstood me. You are under arrest, certainly, but
that need not hinder you from going about your business.
Nor will you be prevented from leading your ordinary
life.” “Then being arrested isn’t so very bad,” said K.,
going up to the Inspector. “I never suggested that it
‘was,” said the Inspector. “But in that case it would seem
there was no particular necessity to tell me about it,”
said K., moving still closer. The others had drawn near
too. They were all gathered now in a little space beside
the door. “It was my duty,” said the Inspector. “A stupid
duty,” said K. i}lﬂexibly. “That may be,” replied the
Inspector, “but we needn’t waste our time with such argu-
ments. I was assuming that you would want to go to the
Bank. As you are such a quibbler over words, let me add
that I am not forcing you to go to the Bank, I was
merely assuming that you would want to go. And to
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THE ARBRREST

facilitate that, and render your arrival at the Bank as
unobtrusive as possible, I have detained these three gentle-
men here, who are colleagues of yours, to be at your
disposal.” “What?” cried K., gaping at the three of them.
These insignificant anemic young men, whom he had ob-
served only as a group standing beside the photographs,
were actually clerks in the Bank, not colleagues of his—
that was putting it too strongly and indicated a gap in
the omniscience of the Inspector—but they were subordi-
nate employees of the Bank all the same. How could he
have failed to notice that? He must have been very much
taken up with the Inspector and the warders not to recog-
nize these three young men. The stiff Rabensteiner swing-
ing his arms, the fair Kullich with the deep-set eyes, and
Kaminer with his insupportable smile, caused by a
chronic muscular twitch. “Good morning!” said K. after
a pause, holding out his hand to the three politely bowing
figures. “I didn’t recognize you. Well, shall we go to
our work now, eh?” The young men nodded, smilingly
and eagerly, as if they had been waiting all the time
merely for this, but when K. turned to get his hat, which
he had left in his room, they all fled one after the other
to fetch it, which seemed to indicate a certain embarrass-
ment. K. stood still and watched them through the two
open doors ; the languid Rabensteiner, naturally, brought
up the rear, for he merely minced along at an elegant trot.
Kaminer handed over the hat and K. had to tell himself
expressly, as indeed he had often to do in the Bank, that
Kaminer’s smile was not intentional, that the man could

21




CONVERSATION WITH FRAU GRUBACH

of the Inspector and the warders. But he immediately
turned away again and leaned back comfortably in the
corner without even having attempted to distinguish one
of them. Unlikely as it might seem, this was just the
moment when he would have welcomed a few words from ;
his companions, but the others seemed to be suddenly
tired: Rabensteiner gazed out to the right, Kullich to
the left, and only Kaminer faced him with his nervous
grin, which, unfortunately, on grounds of humanity could
not be made a subject of conversation.

That spring K. had been accustomed to pass his eve-
nings in this way: after work whenever possible—he wwas
usually in his office until nine—he would take a short
walk, alone or with some of his colleagues, and then go
to a beer hall, where until eleven he sat at a table patron-
ized mostly by elderly men. But there were exceptions to
this routine, when, for instance, the Manager of the Bank,
who highly valued his diligence and reliability, invited
him for a drive or for dinner at his villa. And once a
week K. visited a girl called Elsa, who was on duty all
night till early morning as a waitress in a cabaret and
during the day received her visitors in bed.

But on this evening—the day had passed quickly, filled
with pressing work and many flattering and friendly
birthday wishes—K. resolved to go straight home. During
every brief pause in the day’s work he had kept this
resolve in mind ; without his quite knowing why, it seemed
to him that the whole household of Frau Grubach had
been thrown into great disorder by the events of the
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world! As you’ve spoken so frankly to me, Herr K., T
may as well admit to you that I listened for a little be-
hind the door and that the two warders told me a few
things too. It’s a matter of your happiness, and I really |
have that at heart, more perhaps than I should, for I am
only your landlady. Well, then, I heard a few things,
but I can’t say that they were particularly bad. No.
You are under arrest, certainly, but not as a thief is
under arrest. If one’s arrested as a thief, that’s a bad
business, but as for this arrest— It gives me the feeling
of something very learned, forgive me if what I say is
stupid, it gives me the feeling of something learned which :
I don’t understand, but which there is no need to under- ;
stand.” 1
“What you’ve just said is by no means stupid, Frau 1
Grubach, at least I’m partly of the same opinion, except S
that I judge the whole thing still more severely. There’s v
no’chlnoP learned about it. It’s completely null and void. §
I was taken bV surprise, that was all. If immediately on v
wakening I had got up without troubling my head about i
Anna’s absence and had come to you without regarding t
anyone who tried to bar my way, I could have breakfasted W
in the kitchen for a change and could have got you to |
bring me my clothes from my room; in short, if I had
behaved sensibly, nothing further would have happened I
all ‘this would have been mpped in t in the bud But one is so s
unprepared ‘In the Bank, for mstance, I am always | s
prepared, nOtl_l_lng‘ of that kind could poss1b1y happen | w
to me there, I have my own attendant, the general tele- | w
phone and the office telephone stand before me on my ' u

26




CONVERSATION WITH FRAU GRUBACH

desk, people keep coming in to see me, clients and clerks,
and above all, my mind is always on my work and so kept
on the alert, | it would be an actual pleaaure to me if a
situation hke mPed up in the Bank. Well, it’s
past hTs%oxy now and I didn’t really intend to speak about
it again, only I wanted to hear your judgment, the judg-
ment of a sensible woman, and I am very glad we are in
agreement. But now you must give me your hand on it, an
agreement such as this must be confirmed with a hand-(
shake.”

“Will she take my hand? The Inspector wouldn’t do
it,” he thought, gazing at the woman with a different, a
critical eye. She stood up because he had stood up, she
was a little embarrassed, for she had not understood all
that he had said. And because of her embarrassment she
said something which she had not intended to say and
which was, moreover, rather out of place. “Don’t take it |
so much to heart, Herr K.,” she said with tears in her
voice, forgetting, naturally, to shake his hand. “I had no
idea that I was taking it to heart,” said K., suddenly |
tired and seeing how little it mattered whether she agreed |
with him or not.

At the door he asked: “Is Frédulein Biirstner in?”
“No,” replied Frau Grubach, and in giving this dry
piece of information she smiled with honest if belated
sympathy. “She’s at the theater. Do you want to ask her
something? Shall I give her a message?” “Ch, I just
wanted a word or two with her.” “I’m afraid I don’t know
when she will be back; when she goes to the theater she’s

usually late.” “It’s of no consequence,” said K., turning

on
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to the door, his head sunk on his breast. “I only wanted
to apologize to her for having borrowed her room today.”
“That’s quite unnecessary, Herr K., you are too scrupu-
lous, Fréaulein Biirstner knows nothing about it, she hasn’t
been back since early this morning, everything has been
put back in its place again too, see for yourself.” And

' she opened the door of Friulein Biirstner’s room.

“Thanks, I believe you,” said K., but went in through
the open door all the same. The moon shone softly into the
dark chamber. As far as one could see everything was
really in its proper place, and the blouse was no longer
dangling from the latch of the window. The pillows on

| the bed looked strangely high, they were lying partly in

the moonlight. “She often comes home late,” said K.,
looking at Frau Grubach as if she were to blame for it.
“Young people are Tm@ifm&gi
getically. “Certainly, certainly,” said K., “but it can go
too far.” “That it can,” said Frau Grubach, “how right
you are, Herr K.! In this case especially, perhaps. I have
no wish to speak ill of Friulein Biirstner, she is a dear,
good girl, kind, decent, punctual, industrious, I admire all
these qualities in her, but one thing is undeniable, she
should have more pride, should keep herself more to her-
self. This very month I have met her twice already on out-

lying streets, and each time with a different gentleman.
It worries me, and as sure as I stand here, Herr K., I
haven’t told anybody but you, but I’m afraid there’s no
help for it, I shall have to talk to Frédulein Biirstner
herself about it. Besides, it isn’t the only thing that has
made me suspicious of her.” “You’re quite on the wrong
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trgék,” said K., with a sudden fury which he was scarcely |
able to hide, “and you have obviously misunderstood my
remark about Friulein Biirstner, it wasn’t meant in that
way. In fact I frankly warn you against saying anything

to her; you’re quite mistaken, I know Fréulein Biirstner \
very well, there isn’t a word of truth in what you say.
But perhaps I’'m going too far myself. I don’t want to \
interfere, you can say what you like to her. Good night.” |
“Good night, Herr K.,” said Frau Grubach imploringly,
hurrying after him to his door, which he had already
opened, “I don’t really mean to say anything to her yet,

of course I’ll wait to see what happens before I do any-
thing, you’re the only one I’ve spoken to, in confidence.
After all it must be to the interest of all my boarders
that I try to keep my house respectable, and that is all

I’'m anxious about in this case.” “Respectable!” cried K.,

through the chink of the door; “if you want to keep vour i
house respectable you’ll have to be_:ggl_ by giving me no--
tice.” Then he shut the door and pald no attention to the
faint knocking that ensued.

" On the other hand, as he felt no desire to sleep, he
resolved to stay awake and take the opportunity of noting
at what hour Friulein Biirstner returned. Perhaps when
she did so it might still be possible, unsuitable though

the hour was, to have a few words with her. As he lounged

————— .

by the window and shut his tired eyes, he actually con-
sidered for a moment paying Frau Grubach out by per-
suading Friulein Biirstner to give notice along with
him. Yet he saw at once that this was an excessive reac-
tion, and he began to suspect himself of wishing to change
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have explained to you, Fréulein,” said K., going over
to the photographs, “that it was not I who interfered
with these photographs; still, as you won’t believe me, ]
have to confess that the Court of Inquiry brought three
Bank clerks here, one of whom, and I shall have him
dismissed at the first opportunity, must have meddled
with your photographs.” In answer to the Fréulein’s in-
quiring look he added: “Yes, there was a Court of Inquiry
here today.” “On your account?” asked the Fraulein.
“Yes,” replied K. “No!” cried the girl, laughing. “Yes,
it was,” said K. “Why, do you think I must be innocent?”
“Well, innocent,” said Friaulein Biirstner, “I don’t want
to commit myself, at a moment’s notice, to a verdict with
so many possible implications, besides, I don’t really know
you; all the same, it must be a serious crime that would
bring a Court of Inquiry down on a man. Yet as you are
still at large—at least I gather from the look of you that
you haven’t just escaped from prison—you couldn’t
really have committed a serious crime.” “Yes,” said K.,
“put the Court of Inquiry might have discovered, not
that I was innocent, but that I was not so guilty as they
had assumed.” “Certainly, that is possible,” said Frau-
lein Biirstner, very much on the alert. “You see,” said |
K., “you haven’t much experience in legal matters.” “No, :

I haven’t,” said Frédulein Biirstner, “and I have often |
regretted it, for I would like to know everything there is
to know, and law courts interest me particularly. A court
of law has a curious attraction, hasn’t it? But I’ll soon
remedy my ignorance in that respect, for next month I
am joining the clerical staff of a lawyer’s office.” “That’s
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excellent,” said K. “Then you’ll be able to help me a little
with my case.” “That may well be,” said Fraulein
Biirstner, “why not? I like to make good use of my
knowledge.” “But I mean it seriously,” said K., “or at
least half-seriously, as you yourself mean it. The case is
too trifling to need a lawyer, but I could do very well
with an adviser.” “Yes, but if I am to be an adviser I
must know what it’s all about,” said Friulein Biirstner.
“That’s just the trouble,” said K. “I don’t know that my-
self.” “Then you’ve simply been making fun of me,” said

 Frédulein Biirstner, extravagantly disappointed, “it was

surely unnecessary to choose this late hour for doing so.”
And she walked away from the photographs, where they
had been standing together for a long time. “But, Friu-
lein,” said K., “I’m not making fun of you. Why won’t
you believe me? I have already told you all I know. In
fact more than I know, for it was not a real Court of
Inquiry. I called it that because I didn’t know what else
to call it. There Was no mterrogatlon at all, I was merely
amested but it was done by a Commlssmn Fraulein
Biirstner sat down on the sofa and laughed again.* “What
was it like, then?”’ she asked. “Horrible,” said K., but he
was no longer thinking of what he was saying, for he
was completely taken up in staring at Frdulein Biirstner,
who was leaning her head on one hand—her elbow was
resting on the sofa cushions—while with the other she
slowly caressed her hip. “That’s too general,” she said.
“What’s too general?” asked K. Then he came to himself
and asked: “Shall I let you see how it happened?” He
wanted to move about and yet he did not want to leave.
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FRAULEIN BURSTNER
«I’m tired,” said Friulein Biirstner. “You came home
so late,” said K. “So you’ve gone the length of reproach-
ing me, and I deserve it, too, for I should never have let |
you in. And there was no need for it, either, that’s evi- |
dent.” “There was a need for it. I’ll make you see that in
a minute,” said K. “May I shift this night table from
beside your bed?” “What an idea!” cried Fréulein
Biirstner. “Of course not!” “Then I can’t show you how
it happened,” said K. in agitation, as if some immeasur-
able wrong had been inflicted upon him. “Oh, if you need
it for your performance, shift the table by all means,”
said Frédulein Biirstner, and after a pause added in a

smaller voice: “I’'m so tired that I’m letting you take too
many liberties.” K. stationed the table in the middle of
the room and sat down behind it. “You must picture to
yourself exactly where the various people are, it’s very
interesting. I am the Inspector, over there on the chest
two warders are sitting, beside the photographs three
young men are standing. At the latch of the window—
just to mention it in passing—a white blouse is dangling.
And now we can begin. Oh, I’ve forgotten about myself,
the most important person; well, I’'m standing here in
front of the table. The Inspector is lounging at his ease
with his legs crossed, his arm hanging over the back of the’
chair like this, an absolute boor. And now we can really
begin. The Inspector shouts as if he had to waken me out
of my sleep, he actually bawls; I’'m afraid, if I am to
make you understand, I’ll have to bawl too, but he only
bawls my name.” Fraulein Biirstner, who was listening
with amusement, put her finger to her lips to keep K. from
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, shouting, but it was too late, K. was too absorbed in his

| role, he gave a long-drawn shout: “Joseph K.,” less loud
indeed than he had threatened, but with such explosive
force that it hung in the air a moment before gradually
spreading through the room.

Then there was a knocking at the door of the adjoining
room, a loud, sharp regular tattoo. Fréulein Biirstner
turned pale and put her hand to her heart. K. was
violently startled, it took him a moment or so to withdraw
his thoughts from the events of the morning and the
girl before whom he was acting them. No sooner had he
come to himself than he rushed over to Frédulein Biirstner
and seized her hand. “Don’t be afraid,” he whispered,
“I’ll put everything right. But who can it be? There’s
only the living room next door, nobody sleeps there.”
“No,” Fréaulein Biirstner whispered in his ear, “since
yesterday a nephew of Frau Grubach has been sleeping
there, a Captain. There was no other room he could have.
I forgot all about it. Why did you have to shout like
that? I’m all upset.” “There’s no need for that,” said K.,
and as she sank back on the cushions he kissed her on the
brow. “Away with you, away with you,” she said, hastily
§itting up again, “do go away, do go now, what are you
thinking about, he’s listening at the door, he hears every-
thing. How you torment me!” “I won’t go,” said K.,
“until you are a little calmer. Come to the far corner of
the room, he can’t hear us there.” She let herself be led
there. “You forget,” he said, “that though this may
mean unpleasantness for you, it is not at all serious. You
know how Frau Grubach, who has the decisive voice in
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left in peace. The few minutes you begged for have
stretched to half an hour and more.” K. clasped her hand
and then her wrist. “But you aren’t angry with me?”
he asked. She shook his hand off and answered: “No, no,
I’m never angry with anybody.” He felt for her wrist
again, she let him take it this time and so led him to the
door. He was firmly resolved to leave. But at the door he
stopped as if he had not expected to find a door there;
Fraulein Biirstner seized this moment to free herself,

open the door, and slip into the entrance hall, where she
whispered: “Now, please do come! Look”—she pointed
to the Captain’s door, underneath which showed a strip
of light—*“he has turned on his light and is amusing
himself at our expense.” “I’'m just coming,” K. said,
rushed out, seized her, and kissed her first on the lips, then
all over the face, like some thirsty animal lapping greedily
at a spring of long-sought fresh water. Finally he kissed
her on the neck, right on the throat, and kept his lips
there for a long time. A slight noise from the Captain’s
room made him look up. “I’'m going now,” he said; he
wanted to call Fréiulein Biirstner by her first name, but
he did not know what it was. She nodded wearily, resigned
her hand for him to kiss, half turning away as if she were
. unaware of what she did, and went into her room with
down-bent head. Shortly afterwards K. was in his bed.
| He fell asleep almost at once, but before doing so he
‘ thought for a little about his behavior, he was pleased
| with it, yet surprised that he was not still more pleased;
' he was seriously concerned for Friulein Biirstner be-
cause of the Captain.
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First Interrogation

K. WAS informed by telephone that next Sunday a short
inquiry into his case would take place. His attention was
drawn to the fact that these inquiries would now follow |
each other regularly, perhaps not every week, but at more |
frequent intervals as time went on. It was in the general
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| interest, on the one hand, that the case should be quickly
concluded, but on the other hand the interrogations must
be thorough in every respect, although, because of the
| strain involved, they must never last too long. For this
reason the expedient of these rapidly succeeding but short
interrogations had been chosen. Sunday had been se-
lected as the day of inquiry so that K. might not be
disturbed in his professional work. It was assumed that
he would agree to this arra;g;a;ent, but if he preferred
some other day they would meet his wishes to the best of
their ability. For instance, it would be possible to hold
the inquiries during the night, although then K. would
probably not be fresh enough. At any rate they would
expect him on Sunday, if K. had no objection. It was, of
course, understood that he must appear without fail, he
did not need to be reminded of that. He was given the
number of the house where he had to go, it was a house

in an outlying suburban street where he had never been
before.

[ On receiving this message K. replaced the receiver
without answering; his mind was made up to keep the
appointment on Sunday, it was absolutely essential, the
case was getting under way and he must fight it; this
first_interrogation must also be the last. He was still
standing thoughtfully beside the telephone when he heard
behind him the voice of the Assistant Manager, who
wanted to telephone and found K. barring his way. “Bad
news?”’ asked the Assistant Manager casually, not really

wanting to know but merely eager to get K. away from
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the telephone. “No, no,” said K., stepping aside but With-v{
f out going away. The Assistant Manager lifted the re-|
ceiver and said, speaking round it while he waited to be
connected: “Oh, a word with you, Herr K. Would you |
do me the favor of joining a party on my yacht on Sun-
day morning? There will be quite a large party, doubtless
some of your friends will be among them. Herr Hasterer,
the lawyer, among others. Will you come? Do come!”
K. made an effort to attend to what the Assistant Man-
ager was saying. It was of no slight importance to him, for
this invitation from a man with whom he had never got
on very well was a sort of friendly overture and showed
how important K. had become to the Bank and how valu-
able his friendship or at least his neutrality had become’ |
to its second highest official. The Assistant Manager had
definitely humbled himself in giving this invitation, even
though he had merely dropped it casually while waiting |
at the telephone to get a connection. Yet K. had to humble (
the man a second time, for he said: “Thanks very much.
But I’'m sorry I have no time on Sunday, I have a previous
engagement.” “A pity,” said the Assistant Manager, turn-
ing to speak into the telephone, which had just been con-’
nected. It was not a short conversation, but in his confu-
sion K. remained standing the whole time beside the in-
strument. Not till the Assistant Manager had rung off
did he start out of his reverie in some alarm and say,

FIRST INTERROGATION

to excuse his aimless loitering: “I have just been rung up
and asked to go somewhere, but they forgot to tell me at
what time.” “Well, you can ring up and ask,” said the,
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them so very positively and clearly. Finally, however, he |
climbed the first stairs and his mind played in retrospect §
w1th the saying of the warder Wlllem that an attractlon

Mow that the Court of Inquu‘y must abut on
Mlcwtmrs which K. happenegi J:_q éoose

On his way up he disturbed many children who were
playing on the stairs and looked at him angrily as he
strode through their ranks. “If I ever come here again,”
he told himself, “I must either bring sweets to cajole
them with or else a stick to beat them.” Just before he
reached the first floor he had actually to wait for a
moment until a marble came to rest, two children with
the lined, pinched faces of adult rogues holding him
meanwhile by his trousers; if he had shaken them off he
must have hurt them, and he feared their outcries.

His real search began on the first floor. As he could
not inquire for the Court of Inquiry he invented a joiner

called Lanz—the name came into his mind because Frau
Grubach’s nephew, the Captain, was called Lanz—and
so he began to inquire at all the doors if a joiner called
Lanz lived there, so as to get a chance to look into the
rooms. It turned out, however, that that was quite possible
without further ado, for almost all the doors stood open,
with children running out and in. Most of the flats, too,
consisted of one small single-windowed room in which
cooking was going on. Many of the women were holding
babies in one arm and working over the stove with the
arm that was left free. Half-grown girls who seemed to
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door he came to on the fifth story. The first thing he saw
in the little room was a great pendulum clock which al- |
ready pointed to ten. “Does a joiner called Lanz live |

here?” he asked. “Please go through ” said a young |
woman with sparkling black eyes, who was washing chil-
dren’s clothes in a tub, and she pointed with her damp
hand to the open door of the next room.

K. felt as though he were entering a meeting-hall. A |
crowd of the most variegated people—nobody troubled ‘
about the newcomer—filled a medium-sized two-windowed |
room, which just below the roof was surrounded by a |
gallery, also quite packed, where the people were able |
to stand only in a bent posture with their heads and backs
knocking against the ceiling. K., feeling the air too thlck
for him, stepped out again and said to the young Woman,‘

who seemed to have misunderstood him: “I asked for a |
9

joiner, a man called Lanz.” “I know,’
“just go right in.” K. might not have obeyed if she had
not come up to him, grasped the handle of the door, and
said: “I must shut this door after you, nobody else must
come in.” “Very sensible,” said K., “but the room is
surely too full already.” However, he Went in again.
Between two men who were talking together just in-
side the door—the one was making with both out-
stretched hands a gesture as if paying out money while
the other was lookmg him sharply in the eye—a “hand
reached out and seized K. It belonged to a little red-
cheeked lad. “Come along, come along,” he said. K. let
himself be led off, it seemed that in the confused, swarm-

. | {
said the woman, | |
}

{
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ing crowd a slender path was kept free after all, possibly
. separating two different factions; in favor of this sup- |
position was the fact that immediately to right and left d
of him K. saw scarcely one face looking his way, but only !
the backs of people who were addressing their words and
gestures to the members of their own party. Most of ]
them were dressed in black, in old, long, and loosely ‘
hangmg Sunday coats. These clothes were the only thing |
that baffled K., otherwise he would have taken the gather- |
\\ ing for a local pohtlcal meeting.*

At the other end of the hall, toward which K. was being
led, there stood on a low and somewhat crowded platform
a little table, set at a slant, and behind it, near the very
edge of the platform, sat a fat little wheezing man who

was talking with much merriment to a man sprawling
just behind him with his elbow on the back of the chair
and his legs crossed. The fat little man now and then

L4 - G ekl AR SAESr a5

flung his arms into the air, as if he were caricaturing
[ someone. The lad who was escorting K. found it difficult
' to announce his presence. T'wice he stood on tiptoe and
| tried to say something, without being noticed by the man
up above. Not till one of the people on the platform
pointed out the lad did the man turn to him and bend
down to hear his faltered words. Then he drew out his
. watch and with a quick glance at K., “You should have
- been here an hour and five minutes ago,” he said. K. was
| about to answer, but had no time to do so, for scarcely

had the man spoken when a general growl of disapproval
followed in the right half of the hall. “You should have
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2

repeated the ‘
man in a raised voice, casting another quick glance into
the body of the hall. Immediately the muttering grew
stronger and took some time to subside, even though the
man said nothing more. Then it became much quieter in
the hall than at K.’s entrance. Only the people in the
gallery still kept up their comments. As far as one could
make out in the dimness, dust, and reek, they seemed
to be worse dressed than the people below. Some had\
brought cushions with them, which they put between their
heads and the ceiling, to keep their heads from getting
bruised.

K. made up his mind to observe rather than speak,
consequently he offered no defense of his alleged lateness
in arriving and merely said: “Whether I am late or not,
I am here now.” A burst of applause followed, once more
from the right side of the hall. “These people are easy
to win over,” thought K., disturbed only by the silence
in the left half of the room, which lay just behind him
and from which only one or two isolated handclaps had\‘

|
|

been here an hour and five minutes ago,

come. He considered what he should say to win over the
whole of the audience once and for all, or if that were
not possible, at least to win over most of them for the |
time being.

“Yes,” said the man, “but I am no longer obliged to !\
hear you now”—once more the muttering arose, this time \‘
unmistakable in its import, for, silencing the audience 1
with a wave of the"hand, the man went on: “yet I shall J

mwake an exception for once on this occasion. But such a
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delay must not occur again. And now step forward.”
Someone jumped down from the platform to make room
for K., who climbed on to it. He stood crushed against
the table, the crowd behind him was so great that he had
to brace himself to keep from knocking the Examining
Magistrate’s table and perhaps the Examlnmg Magls-
trate himself off the platform. J

But the Examining Magistrate did not seem to worry,

he sat quite comfortably in his chair and after a few final
words to the man behind him took up a small notebook, 1
the only object lying on the table. It was like an ancient
school exercise-book, grown dog-eared from much
thunibing. “Well, then,” said the Examining Magistrate,
turning over the leaves and addressing K. with an air of
authority,v “you are a house painter?” “No,” said K.,
“I’m the chief clerk of a large Bank.” This answer evoked b
| such a hearty outburst of laughter from the Right party 2
that K. had to laugh too. People doubled up with their ¥
| hands on their knees and shook as if in spasms of ,

coughing. There were even a few guffaws from the gallery.
|| The Examining Magistrate, now indignant, and having
apparently no authority to control the people in the body f
of the hall, proceeded to vent his displeasure on those in
| the gallery, springing up and scowling at them till his
eyebrows, hitherto inconspicuous, contracted in great 3
black bushes above his eyes. p

The Left half of the hall, however, was still as quiet as

| ever, the people there stood in rows facing the platform

1; and listened unmoved to what was going on up there as
|

60




B

FIRST INTERROGATION

versations with the other faction. These people of the Left

reality be just as unimportant, but the composure of
their bearing made thL_ﬂa;ng‘ more_consequence.
As K. began his speech he was convinced that he was
actually representing their point of view.

“This question of yours, Sir, about my being a house

statement—is typical of the whole character of this trial
that is being foisted on me. You may object that it is
not a trial at all; you are quite right, for it is only a trial

nize it, on rounds of compassion, as it were. One can’t

regard it except with compassion, if one is to regard it at

I should like to present that epithet to you for your pri-
vate consumption.” K. stopped and looked down into the
hall. He had spoken sharply, more sharply than he had
intended, but with every justification. His words should
have merited applause of some kind, yet all was still, the

audience were clearly waiting intently for what was to
follow ; perhaps in that silence an outbreak was preparing
which would put an end to the whole thing. K. was an-
noyed when the door at the end of the hall opened at that
moment, admitting the young washerwoman, who seemed
to have finished her work; she distracted some of the
audience in spite of all the caution with which she entered.
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party, who were not so numerous as the others, might in |

painter—or rather, not a question, you simply made a

if I recognize it as such. But for the moment I do recog-

all. T do not say that your procedure is contemptible, but
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. But the Examining Magistrate himself rejoiced K.’s

| heart, for he seemed to be quite dismayed by the speech.

Until now he had been on his feet, for he had been sur-

prised by K.’s speech as he got up to rebuke the gallery.
| In this pause he resumed his seat, very slowly, as if he
| wished his action to escape remark. Presumably to calm
his spirit, he turned over the notebook again."

“That won’t help you much,” K. contlnuea, ‘your veryr

| notebook, Sir, confirms what I say.” Emboldened by the
| mere sound of his own cool words in that strange as-
sembly, K. simply snatched the notebook from the Ex-

' amining Magistrate and held it up with the tips of his

| fingers, as if it might soil his hands, by one of the middle
| pages, so that the closely written, blotted, yellow-edged
| leaves hung down on either side. “These are the Examin-
| ing Magistrate’s records,” he said, letting it fall on the
| table again. “You can continue reading it at your ease,
Herr Examining Magistrate, I really don’t fear this

ledger of yours though it is a closed book to me, for T

. would not touch it except with my finger tips and cannot
even take it in my hand.” It could only be a sign of deep
| humiliation, or must at least be interpreted as such,
| that the Examining Magistrate now took up the notebook
where it had fallen on the table, tried to put it to rights
" again, and once more began to read it.

The eyes of the people in the first row were so tensely
fixed upon K. that for a while he stood silently looking
down at them. They were without exception elderly men,
some of them with white beards. Could they possibly be
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the influential men, the men who would carry the whole
assembly with them, and did they refuse to be shocked out
of the impassivity into which they had sunk ever since he

FIRST INTERROGATION

began his speech, even although he had publicly humil-
jated the Examining Magistrate?

“What has happened to me,” K. went on, rather more
quietly than before, trying at the same time to read the
faces in the first row, which gave his speech a somewhat
disconnected effect, “what has happened to me is only a
single instance and as such of no great importance, espe—“
cially as I do not take it very seriously, but it is rep-
resentative of a misguided policy which is being directed.
Mr people as well. It is for these that I

" He had mvoluntarlly raised his voice. Someone in the
audience clapped his hands high in the air and shouted:
“Bravo! Why not? Bravo! And bravo again!” A few men
in the first row pulled at their beards, but none turned
round at this interruption. K., too, did not attach any im-
portance to it, yet felt cheered nevertheless; he no longer
considered it necessary to get applause from everyone, ||
he would be quite pleased if he could make the audience | (]
start thinking about the question and win a man here and \

there through conviction.

“I have no wish to shine as an orator,” said K.,
having come to this conclusion, “nor could I if I wished.
The Examining Magistrate, no doubt, is much the better
speaker, it is part of his vocation. All T desire is the

public ventlla’mon of a pubhc grlevance nce. Listen to me.
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(¢ Some ten days ago I was arrested, in a manner that seems
ridiculous even to myself, though that is immaterial at
the moment. I was seized in bed before I could get up, -
| perhaps—it is not unlikely, considering the Examining
| Magistrate’s statement—perhaps they had orders to ar-
rest some house painter who is just as innocent as I am,
only they hit on me. The room next to mine was requisi-
tioned by two coarse warders. If I had been a dangerous
bandit they could not have taken more careful precau-
[ tions. These warders, moreover, were degenerate ruffians,
“\‘ they deafened my ears with their gabble, they tried to
| induce me to bribe them, they attempted to get my clothes
| and underclothes from me under dishonest pretexts, they
| asked me to give them money ostensibly to bring me some
| breakfast after they had brazenly eaten my own break-
|fast under my eyes. But that was not all. T was led into
;a third room to confront the Inspector. It was the room
of a lady whom I deeply respect, and I had to look on
| while this room was polluted, yes, polluted, on my ac-
| count but not by any fault of mine, through the presence
. of these warders and this Inspector. It was not easy for
| me to remain calm. I succeeded, however, and I asked the
| Inspector with the utmost calm—if he were here, he would
have to substantiate that—why I had been arrested. And
what was the answer of this Inspector, whom I can see
before me now as he lounged in a chair belonging to the
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lady I have mentioned, like an embodiment of crass
arrogance? Gentlemen, he answered in effect nothing at
all, perhaps he really knew nothing; he had arrested me

2 N




and that was enough. But that is not all, he had brought-‘
three minor employees of my Bank into the lady’s room, |

FIRST INTERROGATION

who amused themselves by fingering and disarranging
certain photographs, the property of the lady. The pres-|
ence of these employees had another object as well, of
course, they were expected, like my landlady and her
maid, to spread the news of my arrest, damage myT
public reputation, and in particular shake my pos1t10n n
the Bank. Well, this expectation has entirely failed of its
success, even my landlady, a quite simple person—I

pronounce her name in all honor, she is called Frau
Grubach—even Frau Grubach has been intelligent
enough to recognize that an arrest such as this is no more ‘

worth taking seriously than some wild prank committed {
by stray urchins at the street corners. I repeat, the whole
matter has caused me nothing but some unpleasantness \

and passing annoyance, but might it not have had worse
consequences P’

When K. stopped at this point and glanced at the silent
Examining Magistrate, he thought he could see him
catching someone’s eye in the audience, as if giving a sign.
K. smiled and said: “The Examining Magistrate sitting }
here be51de me has JllSt given one of you a secret sign.
So there are some among you ‘who take y L ms’EﬁEﬂ(‘n—l‘; i

from up here. I do not know whether the sign was meant
to evoke @use or hissing, and now that I have divulged
the matter prematurely I deliberately give up all hope of
ever learning its real significance. It is a matter of com-
plete indifference to me, and I publicly empower the
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Examining Magistrate to address his hired agents in so
many words, instead of making secret signs to them, to say
at the proper moment: Hiss now, or alternatively: Clap
now.”

The Examining Magistrate kept fidgeting on his chair
with embarrassment or impatience. The man behind him
to whom he had been talking bent over him again, either
to encourage him or to give him some particular counsel.
Down below, the people in the audience were talking in
low voices but with animation. The two factions who had
seemed previously to be irreconcilable, were now drifting
together, some individuals were pointing their fingers at
K., others at the Examining Magistrate. The fuggy at-
mosphere in the room was unbearable, it actually pre-
vented one from seeing the people at the other end. It

[ must have been particularly inconvenient for the specta-
| tors in the gallery, who were forced to question the mem-
| bers of the audience in a low voice, with fearful side-
glances at the Examining Magistrate, to find out what
was happening. The answers were given as furtively, the
| informant generally putting his hand to his mouth to
\ muffle his words.

“I have nearly finished,” said K., striking the table
with his fist, since there was no bell. At the shock of the
impact the heads of the Examining Magistrate and his
adviser started away from each other for a moment. I

_am quite detached from this affair, I can therefore judge
it calmly, and you, 1 that is to say if you take this alleged

court of justice at all seriously, will find it to your great

e —
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advantage to listen to me. But I beg you to postpone
ﬁntﬂ later any comments you may wish to exchange on

FIRST INTERROGATION

@,ve very_v»s_o_o_r\l

At once there was silence, so completely did K. already
dominate the meeting. The audience no longer shouted '
confusedly as at the beginning, they did not even applaud;
they seemed already convinced or on the verge of bein%
convinced.

“There can be no doubt—">

said K., quite softly, for
he was elated by the breathless attention of the meeting;
in that stillness a subdued hum was audible which was
more exciting than the wildest applause—*“there can be |

no doubt that behind all the actions of this court of »

@s mteffogatmn, there is a great organization at ¥ |
“work. An organization which not only employs corrupt ‘
warders, oafish Inspectors, and Examining Magistrates |
of whom the best that can be said is that they recognize |

their own limitations, but also has at its disposal a judicial ‘
hierarchy of high, indeed of the highest rank, with an |
indispensable and numerous retinue of servants, clerks, ) |
police, and other assistants, perhaps even hangmen, T do

not shrink from that word. And the significance of this
great organization, gentlemen? It consists in this, that
innocent persons are accused of guilt, and senseless pro- %
ceedings are put in motion against them, mostly without
‘effect, it is true, as in my own case. But considering the
“senselessness of the whole, how is it possible for the higher
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rows of the audience remained quite impassive, no one
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stirred and no one would let him through. On the con-
trary they actually obstructed him, someone’s hand—he
had no time to turn round—seized him from behind by
the collar, old men stretched out their arms to bar his
way, and by this time K. was no longer thinking about |
the couple, it seemed to him as if his freedom were being
threatened, as if he were being arrested in earnest, and |
he sprang recklessly down from the platform. Now he |
stood eye to eye with the crowd. Had he been mistaken |
in these people? Had he overestimated the effectiveness |
of his speech? Had they been disguising their real opin- |
jons while he spoke, and now that he had come to the con-
clusion of his speech were they weary at last of pretense?
What faces these were around him! Their little black |
eyes darted furtively from side to side, their beards were |
stiff and brittle, and to take hold of them would be like |
clutching bunches of claws rather than beards. But under |
the beards—and this was K.’s real discovery—badges of |
various sizes and colors gleamed on their coat-collars. |
They all wore these badges, so far as he could see. They !
were all colleagues, these ostensible parties of the Right

avld the Left and as. he turned rounH'Wesewv

'Maglstrate, Who was s1tt1ng quletly Watchmg the scene
with his hands on his knees. “So!” cried K., flinging his
arms in the air, his sudden enlightenment had to break
out, “every man jack of you is an official, I see, you are.

yourselves the corrupt agents of whom I have been speak-

59




i
i
i
1
i

—

e e e

THE TRIAL

ing, you’ve all come rushing here to listen and nose out
what you can about me, making a pretense of party divi-
sions, and half of you applauded merely to lead me on,
you wanted some practice in fooling an innocent man.
Well, much good I hope it’s done you, for either you have
merely gathered some amusement from the fact that I
expected you to defend the innocent, or else—keep off
or I'll strike you,” cried K. to a trembling old man who
had pushed quite close to him—*“or else you have really
learned a thing or two. And I wish you joy of your trade.”
He hastily seized his hat, which lay near the edge of the
table, and amid universal silence, the silence of complete

stupefaction, if nothing else, pushed his way to the door.

But the Examining Magistrate seemed to have been still
quicker than K., for he was waiting at the door. “A
moment,” he said. K. paused but kept his eyes on the door,
not on the Examining Magistrate; his hand was already
on the latch. “I merely wanted to point out,” said the
Examining Magistrate, “that today—you may not
yet have become aware of the fact—today you have flung
away with your own hand all the advantages which an
interrogation invariably confers on an accused man.” K.
laughed, still looking at the door. “You scoundrels, I’ll
spare you future interrogations,” he shouted, opened the
door, and hurried down the stairs. Behind him rose the
buzz of animated discussion, the audience had apparently
and were analyzing the situation Iike

come to life again_
expert students.
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same address and at the same time. So he betook himself
there on Sunday morning, and this time went straight
up through the passages and stairways; a few people
who remembered him greeted him from their doors, but

" he no longer needed to inquire of anybody and soon came

to the right door. It opened at once to his knock, and with-
out even turning his head to look at the woman, who re-

' mained standing beside the door, he made straight for the
| adjoining room. “There’s no sitting today,” said the
| woman. “Why is there no sitting?” he asked; he could
| not believe it. But the woman convinced him by herself

opening the door of the next room. It was really empty
and in its emptiness looked even more sordid than on
the previous Sunday. On the table, which still stood on
the platform as before, several books were lying. “May I
glance at the books?”” asked K., not out of any particular
curiosity, but merely that his visit here might not be
quite pointless. “No,” said the woman, shutting the door

| again, “that isn’t allowed. The books belong to the Ex-
| amining Magistrate.” “I see,” said K., nodding, “these

books are probably law books, and it is an essential part

| of the justice dispensed here that you should be con-

demned not only in innocence but also in ignorance.”
“That must be it,” said the woman, who had not quite
understood him. “Well, in that case I had better go again,”
said K. “Shall I give the Examining Magistrate a mes-
sage?” asked the woman. “Do you know him?” asked K.
“Of course,” replied the woman, “my husband is an usher,
you see.” Only then did K. notice that the anteroom,
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which had contained nothing but a washtub last Sunday,

now formed a fully furnished living room. The woman
remarked his surprise and said: “Yes, we have free house-

room here, but we must clear the room on the days when

the Court is sitting. My husband’s post has many dis-
advantages.” “I’m not so much surprised at the room,” |
said K., looking at her severely, “as at the fact that you’re g
married.” “Perhaps you’re hinting at what happened |

|

during the last sitting, when I caused a disturbance while |

you were speaking,”

said the woman. “Of course I am,”|
said K. “It’s an old story by this time, and almost forgot-
ten, but at the moment it made me quite furious. And
now you say yourself that you’re a married woman.” “It
didn’t do you any harm to have your speech interrupted;
what you said made a bad enough impression, to judge
from the discussion afterwards.” “That may be,” said
K., evading that issue, “but it does not excuse you.” “I !
stand excused in the eyes of everyone who knows me,”
said the woman. “The man you saw embracing me has

been persecuting me for a long time. I may not be a

temptation to most men, but I am to him. There’s no way
of keeping him off, even my husband has grown reconciled
to it now ; if he isn’t to lose his job he must put up with it,
for that man you saw is one of the students and will
probably rise to great power yet. He’s always after me,
he was here today, just before you came.” “It is all on a
par,” said K., “it doesn’t surprise me.” “You are anxious
, to improve things here, I think,” said the woman slowly

, §  and watchfully, as if she were saying something which was
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risky both to her and to K., “I guessed that from your
speech, which personally I liked very much. Though, of
course, I only heard part of it, I missed the beginning
and I was down on the floor with the student while you
were finishing. It’s so horrible here,” she said after a
pause, taking K.’s hand. “Do you think you’ll manage to
improve things?” K. smiled and caressed her soft hands,

“Actually,” he said, “it isn’t my place to improve things
here, as you put it, and if you were to tell the Examining
Magistrate so, let us say, he would either laugh at you or

have you punished. As a matter of fact, I should never

have dreamed of interfering of miy own free will, and

|

shouldn’t have lost an hour’s sleep over the need for re-
forming the machinery of justice here. But the fact that I
am supposed to be under arrest forces me to intervene—I

am under arrest, you know—to protect my own interests,
But if I can help you in any way at the same time, I shall
be very glad, of course. And not out of pure altruism,
either, for you in turn might be able to help me.” “How
could I do that?” asked the woman. “By letting me look
at the books on the table there, for instance.” “But of
course!” cried the woman, dragging him hastily after
her. They were old dog-eared volumes, the cover of one
was almost completely split down the middle, the two

| halves were held together by mere threads. “How dirty

i

x everything is here!” said K., shaking his head, and the
| woman had to wipe away the worst of the dust with her
| apron before K. would put out his hand to touch the
| books. He opened the first of them and found an indecent
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picture. A man and a woman were sitting naked on a sofa,
the obscene intention of the draftsman was evident
enough, yet his skill was so small that nothing emerged
from the picture save the all-too-solid figures of a man
and a woman sitting rigidly upright, and because of the
bad perspective, apparently finding the utmost difficulty
even in turning toward each other. K. did not look at any
of the other pages, but merely glanced at the title page
of the second book, it was a novel entitled: How Grete
Was Plagued by Her Husband Hans. “These are the
law books that are studied here,” said K. “These are the
men who are supposed to sit in judgment on me.” “I’ll
help you,” said the woman. “Would you like me to?”
“Could you really do that without getting yourself into
trouble? You told me a moment ago that your husband is
quite at the mercy of the higher officials.” “I want
to help you, all the same,” said the woman. “Come, let us
talk it over. Don’t bother about the danger to me. I only
fear danger when I want to fear it. Come.” She settled
herself on the edge of the platform and made room for
him beside her. “You have lovely dark eyes,” she said,
after they had sat down, looking up into K.’s face, “I’ve
been told that I have lovely eyes too, but yours are far
lovelier. I was greatly struck by you as soon as I saw you,
the first time you came here. And it was because of you
that I slipped later into the courtroom, a thing I never do
otherwise and which, in a manner of speaking, I am actu-
ally forbidden to do.” “So this is all it amounts to,”
thought K., “she’s offering herself to me, she’s corrupt

IN THE EMPTY COURTROOM
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like the rest of them, she’s tired of the officials here, which
is understandable enough, and accosts any stranger who
takes her fancy with compliments about his eyes.” And
K. rose to his feet as if he had uttered his thoughts aloud
and sufficiently explained his position. “I don’t think that
could help me,” he said ; “to help me effectively one would
need connections with the higher officials. But I’'m sure
you know only the petty subordinates that swarm round

| here. You must know them quite well and could get them

to do a lot, I don’t doubt, but the utmost that they could
do would have no effect whatever on the final result of
the case. And you would simply have alienated some of
your friends. I don’t want that. Keep your friendship
with these people, for it seems to me that you need it. I
say this with regret, since to make some return for your
compliment, I must confess that I like you too, especially
when you gaze at me with such sorrowful eyes, as you are
doing now, though I assure you there’s no reason whatever
for it. Your place is among the people I have to fight, but
you’re quite at home there, you love this student, no
doubt, or if you don’t love him at least you prefer him
to your husband. It’s easy to tell that from what you say.”
“No,” she cried without getting up but merely catching
hold of K.’s hand, which he did not withdraw quickly
enough. “You mustn’t go away yet, you mustn’t go with
mistaken ideas about me. Could you really bring yourself
to go away like that? Am I really of so little account in
your eyes that you won’t even do me the kindness of
staying for a little longer?” “You misunderstand me,” said
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K., sitting down, “if you really want me to stay I’ll stay
with pleasure, I have time enough; I came here expecting

IN THE EMPTY COURTROOM

to find the Court in session. All that I meant was merely
to beg you not to do anything for me in this case of
mine. But that needn’t offend you when you consider that
I don’t care at all what the outcome of the case is, and
that I would only laugh at it if I were sentenced. As-
suming, that is, that the case will ever come to a proper
conclusion, which I very much doubt. Indeed, I fancy
that it has probably been dropped already or will soon be
dropped, through the laziness or the forgetfulness or it
may be even through the fears of those who are responsi-
ble for it. Of course it’s possible that they will make a
show of carrying it on, in the hope of getting money out
of me, but they needn’t bother, I can tell you now, for I
shall never bribe anyone. That’s something you could
really do for me, however; you could inform the Exam-
ining Magistrate, or anyone who could be depended on to
spread the news, that nothing will induce me to bribe
these officials, not even any of the artifices in which they
are doubtless so ingenious. The attempt would be quite |
hopeless, you can tell them that frankly. But perhaps
they have come to that conclusion already, and even if
they haven’t, I don’t much mind whether they get the
information or not. It would merely save them some trou-
ble and me, of course, some unpleasantness, but I should
gladly endure any unpleasantness that meant a setback
for them. And I shall take good care to see that it does.
By the way, do you really know the Examining Magis-
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trate?” “Of course,” said the woman. “He was the first
one I thought of when I offered you my help. I didn’t
know that he was only a petty official, but as you say so
it must naturally be true. All the same, I fancy that the
reports he sends up to the higher officials have some in-
fluence. And he writes out so many reports. You say that
the officials are lazy, but that certainly doesn’t apply to
all of them, particularly to the Examining Magistrate,
he’s always writing. Last Sunday, for instance, the ses-
sion lasted till late in the evening. All the others left, but
the Examining Magistrate stayed on in the courtroom, I
had to bring a lamp for him, I only had a small kitchen
lamp, but that was all he needed and he began to write
straight away. In the meantime my husband came hone,
he was off duty on that particular Sunday, we carried
back our furniture, set our room to rights again, then
some neighbors arrived, we talked on by candlelight, to
tell the truth we simply forgot the Examining Magis-
trate and went to bed. Suddenly, in the middle of the
night, it must have been far into the night by then, I
woke up, the Examining Magistrate was standing beside
our bed shielding the lamp with his hand to keep the
light from falling on my husband, a needless precaution,
for my husband sleeps so soundly that not even the light
would have wakened him. I was so startled that I almost
cried out, but the Examining Magistrate was very kind,
warned me to be careful, whispered to me that he had
been writing till then, that he had come to return the
lamp, and that he would never forget the picture I had
made lying asleep in bed. I only tell you this to show that
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THE STUDENT
the Examining Magistrate is kept really busy writing
reports, especially about you, for your interrogation
was certainly one of the main items in the two days’ ses-

sion. Such long reports as that surely can’t be quite un-
important. But besides that you can guess from what

—————— i

happened that the Examining Magistrate is beginning
to take an interest in me, and that at this early stage—
for he must have noticed me then for the first time—I
could have great influence with him. And by this time I
have other proofs that he is anxious to win my favor.
Yesterday he sent me a pair of silk stockings through the
student, who works with him and whom he is very
friendly with, making out that it was a reward for clean-
ing the courtroom, but that was only an excuse, for to do
that is only my duty and my husband is supposed to be
paid for it. They’re beautiful stockings, look”—-she
stretched out her legs, pulled her skirts above her knees,
and herself contemplated the stockings—*“they’re beauti-
ful stockings, but too fine, all the same, and not suitable
for a woman like me.”

Suddenly she broke off, laid her hand on K.’s hand as
if to reassure him, and said: “Hush, Bertold is watching
us.” K. slowly raised his eyes. In the door of the court-
room a young man was standing; he was small, his legs
were slightly bowed, and he strove to add dignity to his
appearance by wearing a short, straggling reddish beard,
which he was always fingering. K. stared at him with
interest, this was the first student of the mysterious
jurisprudence whom he had encountered, as it were, on
human terms, a man, too, who would presumably attain
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snapped at it with his teeth. “No,” cried the woman,
pushing K. away with both hands. “No, no, you mustn’t
do that, what are you thinking of? It would be the ruin
of me. Let him alone, oh, please let him alone! He’s only
obeying the orders of the Examining Magistrate and
carrying me to him.” “Then let him go, and as for you,
I never want to see you again,” said K., furious with
disappointment, and he gave the student a punch in the
back that made him stumble for a moment, only to spring
off more nimbly than ever out of relief that he had not
fallen. K. slowly walked after them, he recognized that
this was the first unequivocal defeat that he had received
from these people. There was no reason, of course, for
him to worry about that, he had received the defeat only
because he had insisted on giving battle. While he stayed

remained superior to all these people and could kick any
of them out of his path. And he pictured to himself the
highly comic situation which would arise if, for instance,

this bandy-legged beaver, had to kneel by Elsa’s bed some

portunity came, to take the student along to visit Elsa. |
Out of curiosity K. hurried to the door, he wanted to
see where the woman was being carried off to, for the stu-
dent could scarcely bear her in his arms across the street.
But the journey was much shorter than that. Immedi-
ately opposite the door a flight of narrow wooden stairs
led, as it seemed, to a garret, it had a turning so that one
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day wringing his hands and begging for favors. This pic- |
ture pleased K. so much that he decided, if ever the op-|
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could not see the other end. The student was now carrying
the woman up this stairway, very slowly, puffing and
groaning, for he was beginning to be exhausted. The
woman waved her hand to K. as he stood below, and
shrugged her shoulders to suggest that she was not to
blame for this abduction, but very little regret could be
read into that dumb show. K. looked at her expression-
lessly, as if she were a stranger, he was resolved not to be-
tray to her either that he was disappointed or even that he
could easily get over any disappointment he felt.

The two had already vanished, yet K. still stood in the
doorway. He was forced to the conclusion that the woman
not only had betrayed him, but also had lied in saying
that she was being carried to the Examining Magistrate.
The Examining Magistrate surely could not be sitting
waiting in a garret. The little wooden stairway did not
reveal anything, no matter how long one regarded it. But
K. noticed a small card pinned up beside it, and crossing
-over he read in childish, unpracticed handwriting: “Law
Court Offices upstairs.” So the Law Court offices were up
in the attics of this tenement? That was not an arrange-
ment likely to inspire much respect, and for an accused
man it was reassuring to reckon how little money this
Court could have at its disposal when it housed its offices
in a part of the building where the tenants, who them-
selves belonged to the poorest of the poor, flung their use-
less lumber. Though, of course, the possibility was not to
be ignored that the money was abundant enough, but that
the officials pocketed it before it could be used for the
purposes of justice. To judge from K.’s experience
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been thrown out of five flats he managed to insinuate him-
self into. And my wife is the best-looking woman in the
whole tenement, and I’m in a position where I can’t de-
fend myself.” “If that’s how things stand, then there’s no
help, it seems,” said K. “And why not?” asked the usher.
“If he only got a good thrashing some time when he was
after my wife—he’s a coward, anyway—he would never
dare to do it again. But I can’t thrash him, and nobody

else will oblige me by doing it, for they’re all afraid of !

him, he’s too influential. Only a man like you could do it.” 1

“But why a man like me?” asked K., in astonishment.
“You’re under arrest, aren’t you?” said the usher. “Yes,”
said K., “and that means I have all the more reason to
fear him, for though he may not be able to influence the
outcome of the case, he can probably influence the pre-
liminary interrogations.” “Yes, that’s so,” said the usher,
as if K.’s view of the matter were as self-evident as his
own. “Yet as a rule all our cases are foregone conclu-
sions.” “I am not of that opinion,” said K., “but that
needn’t prevent me from taking the student in hand.” “I
> said the usher rather
formally; he did not appear really to believe that his
heart’s desire could be fulfilled. “It may be,” K. went on,
“that some more of your officials, probably all of them,
deserve the same treatment.” “Oh, yes,” said the usher, as
if he were assenting to a commonplace. Then he gave K. a
confidential look, such as he had not yet ventured in spite
of all his friendliness, and added : “Everyone is always re-
bellious.” But the conversation seemed to have made him
uneasy, all the same, for he broke it off by saying: “I

should be very grateful to you,’

ves
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must report upstairs now. Would you like to come too?”
“I have no business there,” said K. “You can have a look
at the offices. Nobody will pay any attention to you.”
“Why, are they worth seeing?” asked K. hesitatingly,
but suddenly feeling a great desire to go. “Well,” said
the usher, “I thought it might interest you.” “Good,” said
K. at last, “I’ll come with you.” And he ran up the stairs
even more quickly than the usher.

On entering he almost stumbled, for behind the door
there was an extra step. “They don’t show much consider-
ation for the public,” he said. “They show no considera-
tion of any kind,” replied the usher. “Just look at this
waiting-room.” It was a long passage, a lobby communi-
cating by ill-fitting doors with the different offices on the
floor. Although there was no window to admit light, it
was not entirely dark, for some of the offices were not
properly boarded off from the passage but had an open
frontage of wooden rails, reaching, however, to the roof,
through which a little light penetrated and through which
one could see a few officials as well, some writing at their
desks, and some standing close to the rails peering
through the interstices at the people in the lobby. There
were only a few people in the lobby, probably because it
was Sunday. They made a very modest showing. At al-
most regular intervals they were sitting singly along a
row of wooden benches fixed to either side of the passage.
All of them were carelessly dressed, though to judge from
the expression of their faces, their bearing, the cut of
their beards, and many almost imperceptible little de-
tails, they obviously belonged to the upper classes. As
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there was no hat-rack in the passage, they had placed
their hats under the benches, in this probably following
each other’s example. When those who were sitting near-
est the door caught sight of K. and the usher, they rose
politely, followed in turn by their neighbors, who also
seemed to think it necessary to rise, so that everyone stood
as the two men passed. They did not stand quite erect,
their backs remained bowed, their knees bent, they stood
like street beggars. K. waited for the usher, who kept
slightly behind him, and said: “How humbled they must
be!” “Yes,” said the usher, “these are the accused men,
all of them are defendants.” “Indeed!” said K. “Then |
they’re colleagues of mine.” And he turned to the near- |
est, a tall, slender, almost gray-haired man. “What are |
you waiting here for?” asked K. courteously. But this
unexpected question confused the man, which was the
more deeply embarrassing as he was obviously a man of

the world who would have known how to comport himself
anywhere else and would not lightly have renounced his |
natural superiority. Yet in this place he did not know |
even how to reply to a simple question and gazed at the |

others as if it were their duty to help him, as if no one |
could expect him to answer should help not be forth- |
coming. Then the usher stepped up and said, to reassure L
the man and encourage him: “This gentleman merely |
asked what you are waiting for. Come, give him an an- |
swer.” The familiar voice of the usher had its effect: “I’'m

waiting—"’ the man started to say, but could get out no

more. He had obviously begun by intending to make an |
exact reply to the question, but did not know how to go'
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on. Some of the other clients had drifted up and now clus-
| tered round, and the usher said to them: “Off with you,
keep the passage clear.” They drew back a little, but not
to their former places. Meanwhile the man had collected
himself and actually replied with a faint smile: “A
month ago I handed in several affidavits concerning my
case and I am waiting for the result.” “You seem to put
yourself to a great deal of trouble,” said K. “Yes,” said
the man, “for it is my case.” “Everyone doesn’t think as
you do,” said K. “For example, I am under arrest too,
but as sure as I stand here I have neither put in any affi-
davit nor attempted anything whatever of the kind. Do
you consider such things necessary, then?” “I can’t ex-
> replied the man, once more deprived of ali
assurance; he evidently thought that K. was making fun
of him, and appeared to be on the point of repeating his
first answer all over again for fear of making a new mis-
take, but under K.’s impatient eye he merely said: “Any-
how, I have handed in my affidavits.” “Perhaps you don’t
believe that I am under arrest?” asked K. “Oh, yes, cer-
tainly,” said the man, stepping somewhat aside, but there
was no belief in his answer, merely apprehension. “So
you don’t really believe me?” asked K. and, provoked
without knowing it by the man’s humility, he seized him
by the arm as if to compel him to believe. He had no wish
to hurt him, and besides had grasped him quite loosely,
yet the man cried out as if K. had gripped him with glow-
ing pincers instead of with two fingers. That ridiculous
outery was too much for K.; if the man would not believe
that he was under arrest, so much the better; perhaps he

actly say,’

80




THE OFFICES

actually took him for a Judge. As a parting gesture he!
gripped the man with real force, flung him back on the
pbench, and went on his way. “Most of these accused men
are so sensitive,” said the usher. Behind them almost all
the clients were now gathered round the man, whose cries
had already ceased, and they seemed to be eagerly asking
him about the incident. A guard came up to K., he was
mainly recognizable by his sword, whose sheath, at least
to judge from its color, was of aluminum. K. gaped at it
and actually put out his hand to feel it. The guard, who
had come to inquire into the commotion, asked what had
happened. The usher tried to put him off with a few
words, but the guard declared that he must look into this
matter himself, saluted, and strutted on with hasty but
very short steps, probably resulting from gout.

K. did not trouble his head for long over him and the
people in the lobby, particularly as, when he had walked
halfway down the lobby, he saw a turning leading to the
right through an opening which had no door. He inquired
of the usher if this was the right way, the usher nodded,
and K. then turned into it. It troubled him that he had
always to walk one or two paces ahead of the usher, in a
place like this it might look as if he were a prisoner under
escort. Accordingly he paused several times to wait for
the usher, but the man always dropped behind again. At
last K. said, to put an end to his discomfort: “I’ve seen |
the place now, and I think T’ll go.” “You haven’t seen |
everything yet,” said the usher innocently. “I don’t want
to see everything,” said K., who by now felt really tired.
“I want to get away, how does one reach the outside'
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door?” “You surely haven’t lost your way already?”
asked the usher in surprise. “You just go along here to
the corner and then turn to the right along the lobky
straight to the door.” “You come too,” said K. “Show me
the way, there are so many lobbies here, I’ll never find the
way.” “There’s only the one way,” said the usher re-
proachfully. “I can’t go back with you, I must deliver
my message and I’ve lost a great deal of time through
you already.” “Come with me,” said K. still more sharply,
as if he had at last caught the usher in a falsehood.
“Don’t shout like that,” whispered the usher, “there are
offices everywhere hereabouts. If you don’t want to go
back by yourself, then come a little farther with me, or
wait here until I’ve delivered my message, then I’ll be
glad to take you back.” “No, no,” said K., “I won’t wait
and you must come with me now.” K. had not yet even
glanced round the place where he was, and only when one
of the many wooden doors opened did he turn his head. A
girl whose attention must have been caught by K.’s raised
voice appeared and asked: “What does the gentleman
want?” A good way behind her he could also see a male

figure approaching in the half-light. K. looked at the 'I

usher. The man had said that nobody would pay any at-
tention to him, and now two people were already after

him, it wouldn’t take much to bring all the officials down |

on him, demanding an explanation of his presence. The
only comprehensible and acceptable one was that he was
an accused man and wished to know the date of his next
interrogation, but that explanation he did not wish to
give, especially as it was not even in accordance with the

N I s ke A - 1

e T CERT



THE OFFICES

truth, for he had come only out of curiosity or, what was
still more impossible as an explanation of his presence,
out of a desire to assure himself that the inside of this
Jegal system was just as loathsome as its external aspect.
And it seemed, indeed, that he had been right in that
assumption, he did not want to make any further investi-
gation, he was dejected enough by what he had already
seen, he was not at that moment in a fit state to confront
any higher official such as might appear from behind one
of these doors, he wanted to quit the place with the usher,
or, if need be, alone.

But his dumb immobility must make him conspicuous,
and the girl and the usher were actually gazing at him U
as if they expected some great transformation to happen |
to him the next moment, a transformation which they did ||
not want to miss. And at the end of the passage now stood \
the man whom K. had noticed before in the distance; he ’
was holding on to the lintel of the low doorway and rock- |
ing lightly on his toes, like an eager spectator. But the |
girl was the first to see that K.’s behavior was really
caused by a slight feeling of faintness; she produced a |
chair and asked: “Won’t you sit down?” K. sat down at |
once and leaned his elbows on the arms of the chair so as |
to support himself still more securely. “You feel a little |
dizzy, don’t you?” she asked. Her face was close to him |
now, it had that severe look which the faces of many :
women have in the first flower of their youth. “Don’t |
worry,” she said. “That’s nothing out of the common I
here, almost everybody has an attack of that kind the first |
time they come here. This is your first visit? Well, then, |
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it’s nothing to be surprised at. The sun beats on the roof
here and the hot roof-beams make the air stuffy and
heavy. That makes this place not particularly suitable
for offices, in spite of the other great advantages it has.
But the air, well, on days when there’s a great number of
clients to be attended to, and that’s almost every day, it’s
hardly breathable. When you consider, too, that washing
of all sorts is hung up here to dry—you can’t wholly pro-
hibit the tenants from washing their dirty linen—you
won’t find it surprising that you should feel a little faint.
But in the end one gets quite used to it. By the time
you’ve come back once or twice you’ll hardly notice how
oppressive it is here. Do you really feel better now?”
K. did not answer, he realized too painfully the shame of
being delivered into the hands of these people by his sud-
den weakness ; besides, even now that he knew the cause of
the faintness, it did not get any better but grew some-
what worse instead. The girl noticed this at once, and to
help K. seized a bar with a hook at the end that leaned
against the wall and opened with it a little skylight just
above K. to let in the fresh air. Yet so much soot fell in
that she had to close the skylight again at once and wipe
K.’s hands clean with her handkerchief, since K. was too
far gone to attend to himself. He would have preferred to

sit quietly there until he recovered enough strength to
walk away, yet the less he was bothered by these people
the sooner he would recover. But now the girl said: “You

can’t stay here, we’re causing an obstruction here”—XK.
glanced round inquiringly to see what he could be ob-
structing—*if you like, I’ll take you to the sick-room.




THE OFFICES

Please give me a hand,” she said to the man standing in
the door, who at once came over. But K. had no wish
to go to the sick-room, he particularly wanted to avoid
being taken any farther, the farther he went the worse it
must be for him. “I’'m quite able to go away now,” he
said and got up from his comfortable seat, which had
relaxed him so that he trembled as he stood. But he
could not hold himself upright. “I can’t manage it after
all,” he said, shaking his head, and with a sigh sat down
again. He thought of the usher, who could easily get
him out of the place in spite of his weakness, but he
seemed to have vanished long ago. K. peered between the
girl and the man standing before him, but could see no
sign of the usher.

“I fancy,” said the man, who was stylishly dressed and
was wearing a conspicuously smart gray waistcoat ending |
in two long sharp points, “that the gentleman’s faintness
is due to the atmosphere here, and the best thing to do—
and what he would like best—is not to take him to the
sick-room at all, but out of these offices altogether.”
“That’s it!” cried K., so delighted that he almost broke
into the man’s words, “I should feel better at once, I'm
sure of it, I’m not so terribly weak either, I only need =
little support under my arms, I won’t give you much
trouble, it isn’t very far after all, just take me to the
door, then I’ll sit for a little on the stairs and recover in
no time, for I don’t usually suffer from these attacks, I
was surprised myself by this one. I am an official too and
accustomed to office air, but this is really more than one

W@es Will you have the good-
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ness, then, to let me lean upon you a little, for I feel dizzy
and my head goes round when I try to stand up by my-
self.” And he lifted his shoulders to make it easier for the
two of them to take him under the arms.

Yet the man did not respond to his request but kept his
hands quietly in his pockets and laughed. “You see,” he
said to the girl. “I hit the nail on the head. It’s only here
that this gentleman feels upset, not in other places.” The
m d too, but tapped the man lightly on the arm
with her finger tips, as if he had gone too far in jesting
like that with K. “But dear me,” said the man, still laugh-
ing, “I’ll show the gentleman to the door, of course I
will!” “Then that’s all right,” said the girl, inclining her
elegant head for a moment. “Don’t take his laughter too
much to heart,” she said to K., who had sunk again into
vacant melancholy and apparently expected no explana-

tion. “This gentleman—may I introduce you?” (the gen-
tleman waved his hand to indicate permission) “this gen-
tleman, then, represents our Information Bureau. He
gives clients all the information they need, and as our
procedure is not very well known among the populace, a
great deal of information is asked for. He has an answer
to every question, if you ever feel like it you can try him
; out. But that isn’t his only claim to distinction, he has
| another, the smartness of his clothes. We—that’s to say
'~ the staff—made up our minds that the Clerk of Inquiries,
since he’s always dealing with clients and is the first to see
| them, must be smartly dressed so as to create a good first
! impression. The rest of us, as you must have noticed at
| once from myself, are very badly and old-fashionedly
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dressed, I’'m sorry to say; there isn’t much sense anyhow |
in spending money on clothes, for we’re hardly ever out of |
these offices, we even sleep here. But, as I say, we consid- |
ered that in his case good clothes were needed. And as the
management, which in this respect is somewhat peculiar,
refused to provide these clothes, we opened a subscrip-
tion—some of the clients contributed too—and we bought
him this fine suit and some others as well. Nothing more
would be needed now to produce a good impression, but
he spoils it all again by his laughter which puts people
off.” “That’s how it is,” said the gentleman ironically,
“yet I don’t understand, Fréaulein, why you should tell
this gentleman all our intimate secrets, or rather thrust
them on him, for he doesn’t want to hear them at all. Just
look at him, he’s obviously much too busy with his own
thoughts.” K. felt no inclination even to make a retort,
the girl’s intentions were no doubt good, probably she
merely wanted to distract him or give him a chance to
pull himself together, but she had not gone the right way
about it. “Well, I needed to explain your laughter to
him,” the girl said. “It sounded insulting.” “I fancy he
would overlook much worse insults if I would only take
him out of here.” K. said nothing, he did not even look up,
he suffered the two of them to discuss him as if he were
an inanimate object, indeed he actually preferred that.
Then suddenly he felt the man’s hand under one arm and
the girl’s hand under the other. “Up you get, you feeble
fellow,” said the man. “Many thanks to both of you,”
said K., joyfully surprised, and he got up slowly and
mimself moved these strangers’ hands to the places where
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he felt most in need of support. “It must seem to you,”
said the girl softly in K.’s ear as they neared the passage,
“as if I were greatly concerned to show the Clerk of In-
quiries in a good light, but you can believe me, I only
wanted to speak the truth about him. He isn’t a hard-
hearted man. He isn’t obliged to help sick people out of
here, and yet he does so, as you can see. Perhaps none of
us is hardhearted, we should be glad to help everybody,
yet as Law Court officials we easily take on the appear-
ance of being hardhearted and of not wishing to help.
That really worries me.” “Wouldn’t you like to sit down
here for a little?” asked the Clerk of Inquiries; they were
out in the main lobby now and just opposite the client to
whom K. had first spoken. K. felt almost ashamed before
the man, he had stood so erect before him the first time;
now it took a couple of people to hold him up, the Clerk
of Inquiries was balancing his hat on the tips of his fin-
gers, his hair was in disorder and hung down over his
sweat-drenched forehead. But the client seemed to see
nothing of all this, he stood up humbly before the Clerk
of Inquiries (who stared through him) and merely sought
to excuse his presence. “I know,” he said, “that the de-
ccision on my affidavits cannot be expected today. But I
came all the same, I thought that I might as well wait
here, it is Sunday, I have lots of time and here I disturb
nobody.” “You mneedn’t be so apologetic,” replied the
Clerk of Inquiries. “Your solicitude is entirely to be com-
mended ; you’re taking up extra room, here, I admit, but
so long as you don’t inconvenience me, I shan’t hinder you

at all from following the progress of your case as closely
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as you please. When one sees so many people who scan-
dalously neglect their duty, one learns to have patience
with men like you. You may sit down.” “How well he
knows how to talk to clients!” whispered the girl. K.
nodded, but immediately gave a violent start when the
Clerk of Inquiries asked again: “Wouldn’t you like to sit
down here?” “No,” said K. “I don’t want a rest.” He said
this with the utmost possible decision, though in reality
he would have been very glad to sit down. He felt as if
he were seasick. He felt he was on a ship rolling in heavy
seas. It was as if the waters were dashing against the
wooden walls, as if the roaring of breaking waves came
from the end of the passage, as if the passage itself
pitched and rolled and the waiting clients on either side
rose and fell with it. All the more incomprehensible,
therefore, was the composure of the girl and the man who
were escorting him. He was delivered into their hands, if
they let him go he must fall like a bhlock of wood. They
kept glancing around with their sharp little eyes, K. was
aware of their regular advance without himself taking
part in it, for he was now being almost carried from step
to step. At last he noticed that they were talking to him,
but he could not make out what they were saying, he |
heard nothing but the din that filled the whole place,
through which a shrill unchanging note like that of a |
siren seemed to ring. “Louder,” he whispered with bowed “f‘
head, and he was ashamed, for he knew that they were |
speaking loudly enough, though he could not make out |
what they said. Then, as if the wall in front of him had
been split in two, a current of fresh air was at last wafted |
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toward him, and he heard a voice near him saying: “First
he wants to go, then you tell him a hundred times that

{\ the door is in front of him and he makes no move to go.”

—

K. saw that he was standing before the outside door,
which the girl had opened. It was as if all his energies re-
turned at one bound, to get a foretaste of freedom he set
his feet at once on a step of the staircase and from there
said good-by to his conductors, who bent their heads down

- to hear him. “Many thanks,” he said several times, then

shook hands with them again and again and only left off
when he thought he saw that they, accustomed as they
were to the office air, felt ill in the relatively fresh air
that came up the stairway. They could scarcely answer
him and the girl might have fallen if K. had not shut the
door with the utmost haste. K. stood still for a moment,
put his hair to rights with the help of his pocket mirror,
lifted up his hat, which lay on the step below him—the
Clerk of Inquiries must have thrown it there—and then
leapt down the stairs so buoyantly and with such long
(strides that he became almost afraid of his own reaction,
| His usually sound constitution had never provided him

’with such surprises before. Could his body possibly be

meditating a revolution and preparing a new trial for
him, since he was withstanding the old one with such ease?
He did not entirely reject the idea of going to consult a
doctor at the first opportunity, in any case he had made
up his mind—and there he could advise himself—to
spend all his Sunday mornings in future to better pur-
pose.
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on us. I have a family to feed and Franz here wants to
get married, a man tries to make whatever he can, and
you don’t get rich on hard work, not even if you work
day and night. Your fine shirts were a temptation, of
course that kind of thing is forbidden to warders, it was
wrong, but it’s a tradition that body-linen is the warders’
Perquisite, it has always been the case, believe me; and
it’s understandable too, for what importance can such
things have for a man who is unlucky enough to be ar-
rested? But if he ventilates it openly, punishment is
bound to follow.” “I had no idea of all this, nor did I
ever demand that you should be punished, I was only de-
fending a principle.” “I‘ranz,” Willem turned to the
other warder, “didn’t I tell you that the gentleman never
asked us to be punished? Now you see that he didn’t even
know we should be punished.” “Don’t be taken in by what

they say,” remarked the third man to K., “the punish-

ment is as just as it is inevitable.” “Don’t listen to him,”

said Willem, interrupting himself to clap his hand, over
which he had got a stinging blow with the rod, to his
mouth. “We are only being punished because you accused
us; if you hadn’t, nothing would have happened, not even
if they had discovered what we did. Do you call that jus-
tice? Both of us, and especially myself, have a long rec-
ord of trustworthy service as warders—you must yourself
admit that, officially speaking, we guarded you quite well
—we had every prospect of advancement and would cer-
tainly have been promoted to be Whippers pretty soon,
like this man here, who simply had the luck never to be
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¢omplained of, for a complaint of that kind really hap-
pens very seldom indeed. And all is lost now, sir, our ca-
reers are done for, we’ll be set to do much more menial
work than a warder’s, and, besides that, we’re in for a
whipping, and that’s horribly painful.” “Can that birch-
rod cause such terrible pain?” asked K., examining the
switch, which the man waved to and fro in front of him,
“We’ll have to take off all our clothes first,” said Willem,
“Ah, I see,” said K., and he looked more attentively at
" the Whipper, who was tanned like a sailor and had a bru-
tal, healthy face. “Is there no way of getting these two off
their whipping?” K. asked him. “No,” said the man, smil-

| ingly shaking his head. “Strip,” he ordered the warders,
And he said to K.: “You mustn’t believe all they say,

they’re so terrified of the whipping that they’ve already
lost what wits they had. For instance, all that this one
here”—he pointed to Willem—*“says about his possible
career is simply absurd. See how fat he is—the first cuts
of the birch will be quite lost in fat. Do you know what
made him so fat? He stuffs himself with the breakfasts of
all the people he arrests. Didn’t he eat up your breakfast
too? There, you see, I told you so. But a man with a belly
like that couldn’t ever become a Whipper, it’s quite out
of the question.” “There are Whippers just like me”

maintained Willem, loosening his trouser belt. “No,” said

the Whipper, drawing the switch across his neck so that
he winced, “you aren’t supposed to be listening, you’re to
take off your clothes.” “I’ll reward you well if you’ll let
them go,” said K., and without glancing at the Whipper
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again—such things should be done with averted eyes on
both sides—he drew out his pocketbook. “So you want to
lay a complaint against me too,” said the Whipper, “and

get me a whipping as well? No, no!” “Do be reasonable,”

said K. “If I had wanted these two men to be punished,
I shouldn’t be trying to buy them off now. I could simply
leave, shut this door after me, close my eyes and ears, and
go home; but I don’t want to do that, I really want to see
them set free; if I had known that they would be pun-
ished or even that they could be punished, I should never
have mentioned their names. For in my view they are not
guilty. The guilt lies with the organization. It is the high

> eried the warders

officials who are guilty.” “That’s so,’
and at once got a cut of the switch over their backs, which
were bare now. “If it was one of the high Judges you were
flogging,” said K., and as he spoke he thrust down the
rod which the Whipper was raising again, “I certainly
wouldn’t try to keep you from laying on with a will, on
the contrary I would pay you extra to encourage you
iz the good work.” “What you say sounds reasonable
enough,” said the man, “but I refuse to be bribed. I am
here to whip people, and whip them I shall.” The warder
Franz, who, perhaps hoping that K.’s intervention might
succeed, had thus far kept as much as possible in the
background, now came forward to the door clad only in
his trousers, fell on his knees, and clinging to K.’s arm
whispered: “If you can’t get him to spare both of us, try
to get me off at least. Willem is older than I am, and far
less sensitive too, besides he’s had a small whipping al-
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ready, some years ago, but I’ve never been in disgrace
yet, and I was only following Willem’s lead in what I did,
he’s my teacher, for better or worse. My poor sweetheart
is awaiting the outcome at the door of the Bank. I'm so
ashamed and miserable.” He dried his tear-wet face on
K.s jacket. “I can’t wait any longer,” said the Whipper,
grasping the rod with both hands and making a cut at
Franz, while Willem cowered in a corner and secretly
watched without daring to turn his head. Then the shriek
rose from Franz’s throat, single and irrevocable, it did
not seem to come from a human being but from some mar-
tyred instrument, the whole corridor rang with it. the
whole building must hear it. “Don’t,” cried K. ; he was be-
side himself, he stood staring in the direction from which
the clerks must presently come running, but he gave
Franz a push, not a violent one but violent enough never-
theless to make the half-senseless man fall and convul-
sively claw at the floor with his hands; but even then
Franz did not escape his punishment, the birch-rod found
him where he was lying, its point swished up and down
regularly as he writhed on the floor. And now a clerk was
already visible in the distance and a few paces behind him
another. K. quickly slammed the door, stepped over to a
window close by, which looked out on the courtyard, and
opened it. The shrieks had completely stopped. To keep
the clerks from approaching any nearer, K. cried: “It’s
me.” “Good evening, Sir,” they called back. “Has any-
thing happened?” “No, no,” replied K. “It was only a
dog howling in the courtyard.” As the clerks still did not
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so far as lay in his power, with the real culprits, the high
officials, none of whom had yet dared show his face. As he
descended the outside steps of the Bank he carefully ob-
served all the passers-by, but even in the surrounding
streets he could perceive no sign of a girl waiting for any-
body. So Franz’s tale of a sweetheart waiting for him was
simply a lie, venial enough, designed merely to procure
more sympathy for him.

All the next day K. could not get the warders out of his
head ; he was absent-minded and to catch up on his work
had to stay in his office even later than the day before. As
he passed the lumber-room again on his way out he could
not resist opening the door. And what confronted him, in-
stead of the darkness he had expected, bewildered him
completely. Everything was still the same, exactly as he
had found it on opening the door the previous evening.
The files of old papers and the ink bottles were still tum-
bled behind the threshold, the Whipper with his rod and ||
the warders with all their clothes on were still standing |
there, the candle was burning on the shelf, and the ward- |
ers immediately began to wail and cry out: “Sir!” At |
once K. slammed the door shut and then beat on it with ,
his fists, as if that would shut it more securely. He ran al- |
most weeping to the clerks, who were quietly working at |

|
the copying-presses and looked up at him in surprise. |

“Clear that lumber-room out, can’t you?” he shouted. |
“We’re being smothered in dirt!” The clerks promised
to do so next day. K. nodded, he could hardly insist on

their doing it now, so late in the evening, as he had origi-

e
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nally intended. He sat down for a few moments, for the
sake of their company, shuffled through some duplicates,
hoping to give the impression that he was inspecting
them, and then, seeing that the men would scarcely ven-
ture to leave the building along with him, went home,
tired, his mind quite blank.
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got to write and mention it at the time, and it was only
your asking that reminded me. For I may tell you that
chocolate vanishes on the spot in this boarding-school,
hardly do you realize that you’ve been presented with a
box when it’s gone. But about Joseph, there is something
else that I feel I should tell you. As I said, I was not able
to see him at the Bank because he was engaged with a
gentleman. After I had waited meekly for a while I asked
an attendant if the interview was likely to last much
longer. He said that that might very well be, for it had
probably something to do with the case which was being
~ brought against the Chief Clerk. I asked what case, and
was he not mistaken, but he said he was not mistaken,
there was a case and a very serious one too, but more than
that he did not know. He himself would like to help Herr
K., for he was a good and just man, but he did not know
how he was to do it, and he only wished that some influen-
tial gentleman would take the Chief Clerk’s part. To be
sure, that was certain to happen and everything would be
all right in the end, but for the time being, as he could
see from Herr K.’s state of mind, things looked far from
well. Naturally I did not take all this too seriously, I
tried to reassure the simple fellow and forbade him to
talk about it to anyone else, and I’'m sure it’s just idle
gossip. All the same, it might be as well if you, dearest
Father, were to inquire into it on your next visit to town,
it will be easy for you to find out the real state of things,
and if necessary to get some of your influential friends to
intervene. Even if it shouldn’t be necessary, and that is
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most likely, at least it will give your daughter an early
chance of welcoming you with a kiss, which would please
her.” A good child,” said K.’s uncle when he had finished
reading, wiping a tear from his eye. K. nodded, he had
completely forgotten Erna among the various troubles
he had had lately, and the story about the chocolates she
brd obviously invented simply to save his face before his
uncle and aunt. It was really touching, and the theater
tickets which he now resolved to send her regularly would
be a very inadequate return, but he did not feel equal at
present to calling at her boarding-school and chattering
to an eighteen-year-old flapper. “And what have you got
to say now?” asked his uncle, who had temporarily for-
gotten all his haste and agitation over the letter, which
he seemed to be rereading. “Yes, Uncle,” said K., “it’s
quite true.” “True?” cried his uncle. “What is true?
How on earth can it be true? What case is this? Not a

»” answered K.

criminal case, surely?” “A criminal case,
“And you sit there coolly with a criminal case hanging
round your neck?” cried his uncle, his voice growing
louder and louder. “The cooler I am, the better in the
end,” said K. wearily. “Don’t worry.” “That’s a fine
thing to ask of me,” cried his uncle. “Joseph, my dear
Joseph, think of yourself, think of your relatives, think
of our good name. You have been a credit to us until now,

you can’t become a family disgrace. Your attitude,” he

looked at K. with his head slightly cocked “doesn’t please |
me at all, that isn’t how an innocent man behaves if he’s
still in his senses. Just tell me quickly what it is all about,
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“At last that jackass has gone; now we can go too. At |
last !’ Unluckily K. could find no means to make his uncle |
stop inquiring about the case in the main vestibul~. wlicre |
several clerks and attendants were standing about, while |
the Assistant Manager himself was crossing the ﬁoor.)
“Come now, Joseph,” began his uncle, returning a brief
nod to the bows of the waiting clerks, “tell me frankly
now what kind of a case this is.” K. made a few noncom-
mittal remarks, laughing a little, and only on the stair-
case explained to his uncle that he had not wanted to
speak openly before the clerks. “Right,” said his uncle,
“put get it off your chest now.” He listened with bent |
head, puffing hastily at a cigar. “The first thing to grasp,

Uncle,” said K., “is that this is not a case before an ordi-_

nary court.” “That’s bad,” said his uncle. “What do you

mean?” asked K., looking at his uncle. “I mean that it’s

bad,” repeated his uncle. They were standing on the out-

side steps of the Bank; as the doorkeeper seemed to be
listening, K. dragged his uncle away ; they were swallowed
up in the street traffic. The uncle, who had taken K.’s arm,
now no longer inquired so urgently about the case, and
for a while they actually walked on in silence. “But how
did this happen?” his uncle asked at last, stopping so
suddenly that the people walking behind him shied off .
in alarm. “Things like this don’t occur suddenly, they
pile up gradually, there must have been indications. Why
did you never write to me? You know I would do anything

for you, I’m still your guardian in a sense and till now
I have been proud of it. Of course I’ll do what I can to
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i help you, only it’s very difficult when the case is already
under way. The best thing, at any rate, would be for
you to take a short holiday and come to stay with us in

| the country. You’ve got a bit thinner, I notice that now.

! You’d get back your strength in the country, that would

, be all to the good, for this trial will certainly be a severe |

S\strain on you. But besides that, in a sense you’d be getting
away from the clutches of the Court. Here they have all
sorts of machinery which they will automatically set in
motion against you, depend on that; but if you were
in the country they would have to appoint agents or get
at you by letter or telegram or telephone. That would
naturally weaken the effect, not that you would escape
them altogether, but you’d have a breathing-space.”
“Still, they might forbid me to go away,” said K., who
was beginning to follow his uncle’s line of thought. “I don’t
think they would do that,” said his uncle reflectively,
“after all, they wouldn’t lose so much by your going
away.” “I thought,” said K., taking his uncle’s arm to
keep him from standing still, “that you would attach even
Tess importance to this business than I do, and now you
are taking it so seriously.” “Joseph!” cried his uncle,
trying to get his arm free so as to be able to stand still,
only K. would not let him, “you’re quite changed, you
always used to have such a clear brain, and is it going
to fail you now? Do you want to lose this case? And do
you know what that would mean? It would mean that you
would be absolutely ruined. And that all your relatives

%ﬁd be ruined too or at least dragged in the dust.
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Joseph, pull yourself together. Your indifference drives
me mad. Looking at you, one would almost believe the
old saying: ‘Cases of that kind are always lost.” ** “Dear

Uncle,” said K., “it’s no use getting excited, it’s as useless
on your part as it would be on mine. No case is won by

i . . ———
getting excited, you might let my practical experience

count for something, look how I respect yours, as I have

_always _done, even when you astonish me. Since you tell

’m_e_il_l’a_t__ihg fagpllg would be involved in any scandal

arising from the case—I don’t see myself how that could

be so, but that’s beside the point—I’ll submit willingly

“to your judgment. Only I think going to the country
—— e 1T . .
would be inadvisable even from your point of view, for

1t would look like flight and therefore guilt. Besides,

though I’m more hard-pressed here, I can push the case

on my own more energetically.” “Quite right,” said his
uncle in a tone of relief, as if he saw their minds converg-
ing at last, “I only made the suggestion because I thought
your indifference would endanger the case while you
stayed here, and that it might be better if I took it up

for you instead. But if you intend to push it energetically

yourself, that of course would be far better.” “We're
agreed on that, then,” said K. “And now can you suggest
what my first step should be?” “I’ll have to do a bit of

b

thinking about it, naturally,” said his uncle, “you must
consider that I have lived in the country for twenty years
almost without a break, and my flair for such matters
can’t be so good as it was. Various connections of mine

with influential persons who would probably know better
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than I how to tackle this affair have slackened in the course
of time. I’m a bit isolated in the country, as you know
yourself. Actually it’s only in emergencies like this that
one becommm
‘come on me more or less unexpectedly, though strangely
enough, after Erna’s letter, I guessed at something of
the kind, and as soon as I saw you today I was almost
sure of it. Still that doesn’t matter, the important thing
now is to lose no time.” Before he had finished speaking
he was already on tiptoe waiting for a taxi, and now,
shouting an address to the driver, he dragged K. into the
car after him. “We’ll drive straight to Huld, the lawyer,? *
he said. “He was at school with me. You know his name, of
course? You don’t? That is really extraordinary. He has
quite a considerable reputation as a defending counsel and

a poor man’s lawyer. But it’s as a human being that I’'m

prepared to pin my faith to him.” “I’m willing to try any-

thing you suggest,” said K., though the hasty headlong

_way in which his uncle was dealing with the matter caused

him some perturbation, It was not very ﬂat’ceran‘ to be

driven to a poor man’s lawyer as a petitioner. “I did not
know,” he said, “that in a case like this one could employ
a lawyer.” “But of course,” said his uncle. “That’s
obvious. Why not? And now tell me everything that has

,happened up to now, so that I have some idea where we

|

stand.” K. at once began his story and left out no single
detalil, for absolute frankness was the only protest he could
make against his uncle’s assumption that the case was a
terrible disgrace. Fréaulein Biirstner’s name he mentioned
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only once and in passing, but that did not detract from
his frankness, since Friulein Biirstner had no connection
with the case. As he told his story he gazed out through the
window and noted that they were approaching the very
suburb where the Law Court had its attic offices; he drew
his uncle’s attention to this fact, but his uncle did not
seem to be particularly struck by the coincidence. The
taxi stopped before a dark house. His uncle rang the bell
of the first door on the ground floor; while they were
waiting he bared his great teeth in a smile and whispered:
“Fight o’clock, an unusual time for clients to call. But
Huld won’t take it amiss from me.” Behind a grille in
the door two great dark eyes appeared, gazed at the two
visitors for a moment, and then vanished again; yet the
door did not open. K. and his uncle assured each other
that they had really seen a pair of eyes. “A new maid,
probably afraid of strangers,” said K.’s uncle and knocked
again. Once more the eyes appeared and now they seemed

almost sad, yet that might have been an illusion created
by the naked gas-jet which burned just over their heads
and kept hissing shrilly but gave little light. “Open the
door !’ shouted K.’s uncle, banging upen it with his fists,
“we’re friends of Herr Huld.” “Herr Huld is ill,” came a
whisper from behind them. A door had opened at the
other end of the little passage and a man in a dressing-

gown was standing there imparting this information in
8 hushed voice. K.’s uncle, already furious at having had
wait so long, whirled round shouting: “Ill? You say he’s |
?” and bore down almost threateningly on the man as |
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if he were the alleged illness in person. “The door hag
been opened,” said the man, indicated the lawyer’s door,
caught his dressing-gown about him, and disappeared. The
door really was open, a young girl—K. recognized the
dark, somewhat protuberant eyes—was standing in the
entrance hall in a long white apron, holding a candle in
her hand. “Next time be a little smarter in opening the
door,” K.’s uncle threw at her instead of a greeting, while
she sketched a curtsy. “Come on, Joseph,” he cried to
K., who was slowly insinuating himself past the girl,
“Herr Huld is ill,” said the girl, as K.’s uncle, without
any hesitation, made toward an inner door. K. was stil]
glaring at the girl, who turned her back on him to bolt
the house door; she had a doll-like rounded face; not
only were her pale cheeks and her chin quite round i
their modeling, but her temples and the line of her fore-
head as well. “Joseph!” K.’s uncle shouted again, and he
asked the girl: “Is it his heart?” “I think so,” said the
girl, she had now found time to precede him with the
candle and open the door of a room. In one corner, which
the candlelight had not yet reached, a face with a long
beard was raised from a pillow. “Leni, who is 1t?”* asked
the lawyer, who, blinded by the candlelight, could not
recognize his visitors. “It’s your old friend Albert,” said
K.’s uncle. “Oh, Albert,” said the lawyer, sinking back
on his pillow again, as if there were no need to keep up
appearances before this visitor. “Are you really in a bad
way?” asked K.’s uncle, sitting down on the edge of the
bed. “I can’t believe it. It’s one of your heart attacks
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hand. “You can discuss anything before Leni,” said the
Jawyer in a voice of sheer entreaty. “This does not con-
cern myself,” said K.’s uncle, “it is not my secret.” And
he turned away as if washing his hands of the matter,
although willing to give the lawyer a moment for re-
consideration. “Then whom does it concern?” asked the
lawyer in an exhausted voice, lying down again. “My
nephew,” said K.’s uncle, “I have brought him here with
me.” And he presented his nephew: Joseph K., Chief
Clerk. “Oh,” said the sick man with much more animation,
stretching out his hand to K., “forgive me, I didn’t notice
you. Go now, Leni,” he said to the nurse, clasping her|
by the hand as if saying good-by to her for a long time,
and she went submissively enough. “So you haven’t‘,‘\
come,” he said at last to K.’s uncle, who was now appeased|
and had gone up to the bed again, “to pay me a sick|
visit; you’ve come on business.” It was as if the thought|
of a sick visit had paralyzed him until now, so rejuve-|
pated did he look as he supported himself on his elbow, |
which must itself have been something of a strain; and he
kept combing with his fingers a strand of hair in the
middle of his beard. “You look much better already,”
said K.’s uncle, “since that witch went away.” He broke
off, whispered : “I bet she’s listening,” and sprang to the
door. But there was no one behind the door and he re-
furned agmm not so much disappointed, since her failure
'to listen seemed to lim an act of sheer_ maﬁce, as em-
bittered. “You are unjust to her, said the lawyer, with-
out adding anything more in defense of his nurse; perhaps
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ing. “I'm a lawyer, you see, I move in legal circles
where all the various cases are discussed, and the more
striking ones are bound to stick in my mind, especially
one that concerns the nephew of an old friend of mine.
Surely that’s not so extraordinary.” “What’s bothering :
you?” K.’s uncle repeated. “You’re all nerves.” “So you
move in those legal circles?” asked K. “Yes,” replied the
Jawyer. “You ask questions like a child,” said K.’s uncle.
“«Whom should I associate with if not with men of my
own profession?” added the lawyer. It sounded incon-
trovertible and K. made no answer. “But you’re attached
to the Court in the Palace of Justice, not to the one in
the attics,” he wanted to say, yet could not bring himself
actually to say it. “You must consider,” the lawyer con-
tinued in the tone of one perfunctorily explaining some-
thing that should be self-evident, “you must consider
that this intercourse enables me to benefit my clients in
all sorts of ways, some of which cannot even be divulged.
Of course I’m somewhat handicapped now because of my
illness, but in spite of that, good friends of mine from the
Law Courts visit me now and then and I learn lots of
things from them. Perhaps more than many a man in
the best of health who spends all his days in the Courts.
For example, there’s a dear friend of mine visiting me
attl this very moment ” and he waved a hand toward a dark ||
corner of the room. “Where?” asked K., almost rudely,
i his first shock of astonishment. He looked round un- Q?
certainly ; the light of the small candle did not nearly ||
reach the opposite wall. And then some form or other in | |
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the dark corner actually began to stir. By the light of
the candle, which his uncle now held high above his head,
K. could see an elderly gentleman sitting there at a little
table. He must have been sitting without even drawing
breath, to have remained for so long unnoticed. Now he
got up fussily, obviously displeased to have his presence
made known. With his hands, which he flapped like short
wings, he seemed to be deprecating all introductions or
greetings, trying to show that the last thing he desired was
to disturb the other gentlemen, and that he only wanted
to be transported again to the darkness where his presence
might be forgotten. But that privilege could no longer
. be his. “I may say you took us by surprise,” said the
- lawyer in explanation, and he waved his hand to encourage
the gentleman to approach, which he did very slowly and
glancing around him hesitantly, but with a certain dignity,
“The Chief Clerk of the Court—oh, I beg your pardon,
I have not introduced you—this is my friend Albert K,
this is his nephew Joseph K., and this is the Chief Clerk
of the Court—who, to return to what I was saying, has
been so good as to pay me a visit. The value of such a
visit can really be appreciated only by the initiated whe
know how dreadfully the Clerk of the Court is overwhelmed
with work. Yet he came to see me all the same, we were
talking here peacefully, as far as my ill health permitted,
we didn’t actually forbid Leni to admit visitors, it was
true, for we expected none, but we naturally thought that
we should be left in peace, and then came your furious
tattoo, Albert, and the Clerk of the Court withdrew into
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the corner with his chair and his table, but now it seems
we have the chance, that is, if you care to take it, of
making the discussion general, since this case concerns us
all, and so we can get together.—Please, my dear Sir,”
he said with a bow and an obsequious smile, indicating an
armchair near the bed. “Unfortunately I can only stay
for a few minutes longer,” said the Chief Clerk of the
Court affably, seating himself in the chair and looking at
his watch, “my duties call me. But I don’t want to miss
this opportunity of becoming acquainted with a friend of
my friend here.” He bowed slightly to K.’s uncle, who
appeared very flattered to make this new acquaintance,
yet, being by nature incapable of expressing reverent
feelings, requited the Clerk of the Court’s words with a
burst of embarrassed but raucous laughter. An ugly
sight! K. could observe everything calmly, for nobody
paid any attention to him. The Chief Clerk of the Court,
now that he had been brought into prominence, seized
the lead, as seemed to be his usual habit. The lawyer,
whose first pretense of weakness had probably been in-
tended simply to drive away his visitors, listened atten-
tively, cupping his hand to his ear. K.’s uncle as candle-
bearer— he was balancing the candle on his thigh, the
lawyer often glanced at it in apprehension—had soon
rid himself of his embarrassment and was now delight-
edly absorbed in the Clerk of the Court’s eloquence and
the delicate wavelike gestures of the hand with which he
accompanied it. K., leaning against the bedpost, was
completely ignored by the Clerk of the Court, perhaps
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by deliberate intention, and served merely as an audience
to the old gentleman. Besides, he could hardly follow
the conversation and was thinking first of the nurse
and the rude treatment she had received from his uncle,

~and then wondering if he had not seen the Clerk of the

Court before, perhaps actually among the audience dur-
ing his first interrogation. He might be mistaken, yet the
Clerk of the Court would have fitted excellently into the
first row of the audience, the elderly gentlemen with the

brittle beards.

Then a sound from the entrance hall as of breaking
crockery made them all prick up their ears. “I’ll go and
see what has happened,” said K., and he went out, rather
slowly, to give the others a chance to call him back,
Hardly had he reached the entrance hall and was begin-
ning to grope his way in the darkness, when a hand much
smaller than his own covered the hand with which he was
still holding the door and gently drew the door shut. It
was the nurse, who had been waiting there. “Nothing has
happened,” she whispered. “I simply flung a plate against
the wall to bring you out.” K. said in his embarrassment:
“I was thinking of you too.” “That’s all the better,” said
the nurse. “Come this way.” A step or two brought them
to a door paneled with thick glass, which she opened. “In
here,” she said. It was evidently the lawyer’s office; as
far as one could see in the moonlight, which brilliantly
lit up a small square section of the floor in front of each
of the two large windows, it was fitted out with solid
antique furniture. “Here,” said the nurse, pointing to
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ings. He was particularly struck by a large picture which

[ hung to the right of the door, and bent forward to see

it more clearly. It represented a man in a Judge’s robe;
he was sitting on a high thronelike seat, and the gilding

| of the seat stood out strongly in the picture. The strange

thing was that the Judge did not seem to be sitting in
dignified composure, for his left arm was braced along
the back and the side-arm of his throne, while his right
arm rested on nothing, except for the hand, which clutched
the other arm of the chair; it was as if in a moment he

must_spring up with a violent and probably Wrathful

gesture to make some demswe observation or even to pro-
e e e e

nounce sentence. The accused might be imagined as
standing on the lowest step leading up to the chair of

Jjustice; the top steps, which were covered with a yellow-

'ish carpet, were shown in the picture. “Perhaps that is

my Judge,” said K., pointing with his finger at the picture,
“I know him,” said Leni, and she looked at the picture too.
“He often comes here. That picture was painted when he
was young, but it could never have been in the least like
him, for he’s a small man, almost a dwarf. Yet in spite of
that he had himself drawn out to that length in the por-
trait, for he’s madly vain like everybody else here. But
I’'m a vain person, too, and very much upset that you
don’t like me in the least.” To this last statement K. re-
plied merely by putting his arm round her and drawing
her to him; she leaned her head against his shoulder in
silence. But to the rest of her remarks he answered:
“What’s the man’s rank?” “He is an Examining Magis-
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trate,” she said, seizing the hand with which K. held her
and beginning to play with his fingers. “Only an Exam-
ining Magistrate again,” said K. in disappointment.
“The higher officials keep themselves well hidden. But
he’s sitting in a chair of state.” “That’s all invention,”
said Leni, with her face bent over his hand. “Actually
he is sitting on a kitchen chair, with an old horse-rug
doubled under him. But must you eternally be brooding
over your case?” she queried slowly. “No, not at all,”
said K. “In fact I probably brood far too little over it.”
“That isn’t the mistake you make,” said Leni. “You’re
too unyielding, that’s what I’ve heard.” “Who told you
that?” asked K.; he could feel her body against his
breast and gazed down at her rich, dark, firmly knotted
hair. “I should give away too much if I told you that,”
replied Leni. “Please don’t ask me for names, take my
warning to heart instead, and don’t be so unyielding in
future, you can’t fight against this Court, you must con-
fess to guilt. Make your. confession : at the ﬁrst _chance you
get. Untuou do that, there’s no possibility of getting

“trouble y your head about that, 11 see to it myself.” “You
know a great deal about this Court and the intrigues
that prevail in 1t!” said K., lifting her on to his knee, for
she was leaning too heavily against him. “That’s better,”
she said, making herself at home on his knee by smoothing
her skirt and pulling her blouse straight. Then she clasped
both her hands round his neck, leaned back, and looked
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 at him for a long time. “And if I don’t make a confession
of guilt, then you can’t help me?” K. asked experi-
mentally. “I seem to recruit women helpers,” he thought
7<L/ almost in surprise; “first Fraulem Biirstner, then the
: md now this little nurse who appears to
‘ have some incomprehensible desire for me. She sits there
on my knee as if it were the only right place for her!”
“No,” said Leni, shaking her head slowly, “then I can’
help you. But you don’t in the least want my help, it
doesn’t matter to_you, you’re stiff-necked and never will
be convinced.” After a while she asked: “Have you g(;
a sweetheart?” “No,” said K. “Oh, yes, you have,” she
said. “Well, yes, I have,” said K. “Just imagine it, I have
denied her existence and yet I am actually carrying
her photograph in my pocket.” At her entreaty he showed
her Elsa’s photograph; she studied it, curled up on his
knee. It was a snapshot taken of Elsa as she was finishing
a whirling dance such as she often gave at the cabaret,
her skirt was still flying round her like a fan, her hands
were planted on her firm hips, and with her chin thrown
up she was laughing over her shoulder at someone who
did not appear in the photograph. “She’s very tightly -
laced,” said Leni, indicating the place where in her opinion
the tight-lacing was evident. “I don’t like her, she’s rough
| and clumsy. But perhaps she’s soft and kind to you, one
| might guess that from the photograph. Big strong girls
| like that often can’t help being soft and kind. But would
she be capable of sacrificing herself for you?” “No,” said
K. “She is neither soft nor kind, nor would she be capable
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of sacrificing herself for me. And up till now I have
demanded neither the one thing nor the other from her.
In fact I’ve never even examined this photograph as care-
fully as you have.” “So she doesn’t mean so very much
to you,” said Leni. “She isn’t your sweetheart after all.”
“Oh, yes,” replied K. “I refuse to take back my words.”
“Well, granted that she’s your sweetheart,” said Leni,
“you wouldn’t miss her very much, all the same, if you
were to lose her or exchange her for someone else, me, for
instance?” “Certainly,” said K., smiling, “that’s conceiv-
able, but she has one great advantage over you, she
knows nothing about my case, and even if she knew she

wouldn’t bother her head about it. She wouldn’t try to get |

me to be less unyielding.” “That’s no advantage,” said
Leni. “If that’s all the advantage she has over me I
shan’t give up hope. Has she any physical defect?” “Any
physical defect?” asked K. “Yes,” said Leni. “For I
have a slight one. Look.” She held up her right hand and
stretched out the two middle fingers, between which the
connecting web of skin reached almost to the top joint,
short as the fingers were. In the darkness K. could not
make out at once what she wanted to show him, so she
took his hand and made him feel it. “What a freak of
nature!” said K. and he added, when he had examined the
whole hand: “What a pretty little paw!”” Leni looked on
with a kind of pride while K. in astonishment kept pulling
the two fingers apart and then putting them side by side
~ again, until at last he kissed them lightly and let them
~ go. “Oh!” she cried at once. “You have kissed me!” She
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hastily scrambled up until she was kneeling openmoutheq

on his knees. K. looked up at her almost dumfounded;

now that she was so close to him she gave out a bitter

exciting odor like pepper; she clasped his head to her,

bent over him, and bit and kissed him on the neck, biting

into the very hairs of his head. “You have exchanged hep
or me,” she cried over and over again. “Look, you have
xchanged her for me after all!” Then her knees slipped,
ith a faint cry she almost fell on the carpet, K. put his
rms round her to hold her up and was pulled down to
er. “You belong to me now,” she said.

“Here’s the key of the door, come whenever you like,”
'were her last words, and as he took his leave a final aim-
less kiss landed on his shoulder. When he stepped out
fon to the pavement a light rain was falling; he was
| making for the middle of the street so as perhaps to catch
a last glimpse of Leni at her window, but a car which
| was waiting before the house and which in his distraction
he had not even noticed suddenly emitted his uncle, who
| seized him by the arms and banged him against the
house door as if he wanted to nail him there. “Joseph!?
he cried, “how could you do it! You have damaged your

\l case badly, which was beginning to go quite well. You
| hide yourself away with a filthy little trollop, who is ob-
j‘viously the lawyer’s mistress into the bargain, and stay
away for hours. You don’t even seek any pretext, you
conceal nothing, no, you’re quite open, you simply run off

- to her and stay beside her. And all this time we three sit
J there, your uncle, who is doing his best for you, the
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lawyer, who has to be won over to your side, above all
the Chief Clerk of the Court, a man of importance, who (

! mctually in charge of your c at its present stage.

There we sit, consulting how to help you, I have to handls
the lawyer circumspectly, and the lawyer in turn the Clerk
of the Court, and one might think you had every reason |
| to give me at least some support. Instead of which you
~ absent yourself. You were away so long that there was no
concealing it; of course the two gentlemen, beirg men of
the world, didn’t talk about it, they spared my feelings,
~ put finally even they could no longer ignore it, and as
they couldn’t mention it they said nothing at all. We sat

there for minutes on end in complete silence, listening for
you to come back at last. And all in vain. Finally the
Chief Clerk of the Court, who had stayed much longer
than he intended, got up and said good night, evidently |
very sorry for me without being able to help me, his

kindness was really extraordinary, he stood waiting for a
while longer at the door before he left. And I was glad
when he went, let me tell you; by that time I felt hardly
able to breathe. And the poor sick lawyer felt it even
more, the good man couldn’t utter a word as I took leave
of him. In all probability you have helped to bring about
his complete collapse and so hastened the death of a man
on whose good offices you are dependent. And you leave
me, your uncle, to wait here in the rain for hours and
worry myself sick, just feel, I’'m wet through and
through !”
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was occupied with an important piece of work. But in-
stead of working he twisted in his chair, idly rearranged
the things lying on his writing-table, and then, without
being aware of it, let his outstretched arm rest on the
table and went on sitting motionless with bowed head.
The thought of his case never left him now. He had
often considered whether it would not be better to draw
up a written defense and hand it in to the Court. In
this defense he would give a short account of his life,
and when he came to an event of any importance explain
for what reasons he had acted as he did, intimate whether
he approved or condemned his way of action in retrospect,
and adduce grounds for the condemnation or approval,
The advantages of such a written defense, as compared
with the mere advocacy of a lawyer who himself was
not impeccable, were undoubted. K. had no idea what
the lawyer was doing about the case; at any rate it did
not amount to much, it was more than a month since
Huld had sent for him, and at none of the previous
consultations had K. formed the impression that the man
could do much for him. To begin with, he had hardly
cross-questioned him at all. And there were so many
 questions to put. To ask questions was surely the main
thing. K. felt that he could draw up all the necessary
questions himself. But the lawyer, instead of asking
questions, either did all the talking or sat quite dumb
opposite him, bent slightly forward over his writing-
table, probably because of his hardness of hearing,
stroking a strand of hair in the middle of his beard and
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gazing at the carpet, perhaps at the very spot where
K. had lain with Leni. Now and then he would give K.

some empty admonitions such as people hand out to Chll:

'm as useless as they were wearisome, for
whlch K. did not intend to pay a penny at the final
reckoning. After the lawyer thought he had humbled
him sufficiently, he usually set himself to encourage him
slightly again. He had already, so he would relate, won
many similar cases either outright or partially. Cases
which, though in reality not quite so difficult, perhaps,
as this one, had been outwardly still more hopeless. He

had a list of these cases in a drawer of his desk—at this |

he tapped one of them—but he regretted he couldn’t
show it, as it was a matter of official secrecy. Neverthe-
less the vast experience he had gained through all these
cases would now redound to K.’s benefit. He had started
on K.’s case at once, of course, and the first plea was
almost ready for presentation. That was very important,
for the first impression made by the Defense often deter-
mined the whole course of subsequent proceedings.
Though, unfortunately, it was his duty to warn K., it
sometimes happened that the first pleas were not read

by the Court at all. They simply filed them among the
other papers and pointed out that for the time being
the observation and interrogation of the accused were
more important than any formal petition. If the peti-
tioner pressed them, they generally added that before
the verdict was pronounced all the material accumulated
including, of course, every document relating to the case,
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the first plea as well, would be carefully examined. But

unluckily even that was not quite true in most cases,
the first plea was often mislaid or lost altogether and,
even if it were kept intact till the end, was hardly ever
read; that was of course, the lawyer admitted, merely
a rumor. It was all very regrettable, but not wholly
without justification. K. must remember that the pro-
ceedings were not public; they could certainly, if the
Court considered it necessary, become public, but the
Law did not prescribe that they must be made publie,
Naturally, therefore, the legal records of the case, and
above all the actual charge-sheets, were inaccessible to
the accused and his counsel, consequently one did not

know in general, or at least did not know with any pre-

cision, what charges to meet in the first plea; accord-

ingly it could be only by pure chance that it contained

really relevant matter. One could draw up genuilieiir

effective and convincing pleas only later on, when the
separate charges and the evidence on which they were
based emerged more definitely or could be guessed at
from the interrogations. In such circumstances the
Defense was naturally in a very ticklish and difficult
position. Yet that, too, was intentional. For the Defense
was not actually countenanced by the Law, but only
tolerated, and there were differences of opinion even
on that point, whether the Law could be interpreted to
admit such tolerance at all. Strictly speaking, therefore,
none of the counsels for the Defense was recognized by
the Court, all who appeared before the Court as councils
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peing in reality merely in the position of pettifogging
Jawyers. That naturally had a very humiliating effect
on the whole profession, and the next time K. visited the
Law Court offices he should take a look at the lawyers’
room, just for the sake of having seen it once in his
life. He would probably be horrified by the kind of
people he found assembled there. The very room, itself

small and cramped, showed the contempt in which the
“Court held them. It was lit only by a small skyhght
which was so high up that if you wanted to look out,
you had to get some colleague to hoist you on his back,

and even then the smoke from the chimney close by

choked you and blackened your face. To give only one
more example of the state the place was in—there had
been for more than a year now a hole in the floor, not
so big that you could fall through the floor, but big
enough to let a man’s leg slip through. The lawyers’ room
was in the very top attic, so that if you stumbled
through the hole your leg hung down into the lower
attic, into the very corridor where the clients had to
wait. It wasn’t saying too much if the lawyers called |
these conditions scandalous. Complaints to the authorities |
had not the slightest effect, and it was strictly forbidden |
for the lawyers to make any structural repairs or al-

terations at their own expense. Still, there was some
justification for this attitude on the part of the author-
ities. They wanted to eliminate defending counsel as much
as possible; the whole onus of the Defense must be laid
on the accused himself. A reasonable enough point of
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| view, yet nothing could be more erroneous than to deduce

| from this that accused persons had no need of defending
1\‘counsel when appearing before this Court. On the con-
itrary, in no other Court was legal assistance so necessary,
' For the proceedings were not only kept secret from the
general public, but “from the accused as well. Of course
only so far as this was possible, but it had proved pos-
sible to a very great extent. For even the accused had ng
access to the Court records, and to guess from the course

of an interrogation what documents the Court had up

its sleeve was very difficult, particularly for an accused
person, who was himself implicated and had all sorts of
worries to distract him. Now here was where defending
counsel stepped in. W}(i\ng,x he was not

allowed to be present during the exammatlon, “conse

quently he had to cross-question the : accused 1I$n€dﬁely
after an interrogation, if possible at the very ery door of the

Court of Inquiry, and piece together from the usually
confused reports he got anything that might be of use
for the Defense. But even that was not the most impor-
tant thing, for one could not elicit very much in tha
way, though of course here as elsewhere a capable man
could elicit more than others. The most important thing
was counsel’s personal connection with officials of the
Court; in that lay the chief value of the Defense. Now
K. must have discovered from experience that the very

' lowest grade of the Court organization was by no means

!

E perfect and contained venal and corrupt elements,

whereby to some extent a breach was made in the water-
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tight system of justice. This was where most of the petty {!
Jawyers tried to push their way in, by bribing and |
listening to gossip, in fact there had actually been cases
of purloining documents, at least in former times. It was
not to be gainsaid that these methods could achieve for
the moment surprisingly favorable results for the
accused, on which the petty lawyers prided themselves,
spreading them out as a lure for new clients, but they
had no effect on the further progress of the case, or only
a bad effect. Nothing was of any real value but respect- f
able personal connections with the higher officials, that was |
to say higher officials of subordinate rank, naturally.
Only through these could the course of the proceedmgs
be influenced, imperceptibly at first, perhaps, but more
and more strongly as the case went on. Of course very
few lawyers had such connections, and here K.’s choice
had been a very fortunate one. Perhaps only one or two
other lawyers could boast of the same connections as Dr.
Huld. These did not worry their heads about the mob in
the lawyers’ room and had nothing whatever to do with
them. But their relations with the Court officials were all
the more intimate. It was not even necessary that Dr.
Huld should always attend the Court, wait in the Ante-
room of the Examining Magistrates till they chose to
appear, and be dependent on their moods for earning
perhaps a delusive success or not even that. No, as K.
had himself seen, the officials, and very high ones among |
them, visited Dr. Huld of their own accord, voluntarily i
providing information with great frankness or at least | }
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in broad enough hints, discussing the next turn of the
various cases; more, even sometimes letting themselves -
be persuaded to a new point of view. Certainly one
should not rely too much on their readiness to be per-
suaded, for definitely as they might declare themselves
for a new standpoint favorable to the Defense, they might
y_vﬂ go straight to their offices and issue a statement in the

. . T
directly contrary sense, a verdict far more severe on

the accused than the original intention which they claimed

to have renounced completely. Against that, of course,

there was no remedy, for what they said to you in private
was simply said to you in private and could not be
followed up in public, even if the Defense were not
obliged for other reasons to do its utmost to retain the
favor of these gentlemen. On the other hand it had also
to be considered that these gentlemen were not moved
by mere human benevolence or friendly feeling in paying
visits to defending counsel—only to experienced counsel,
of course; they were in a certain sense actually dependent
on the Defense. They could not help feeling the dis-
advantages of a judiciary system which insisted on
secrecy from the start. Their remoteness kept the officials
from being in touch Wm

case they were excellently equipped, such a case pro-
ceeded almost mechanically and only needed a push now
and then; yet confronted with quite simple cases, or
particularly difficult cases, they were often utterly at a
loss, they did not have any right understanding of human
relatlmmce they were conﬁned _day and night to the
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workings of their Jud1c1al system, whereas in such cases
2 knowledge of “human nature itself was indispensable.
Then it was that they came to the lawyers for advice,
with a servant behind them carrying the papers that
were usually kept so secret. In that window over there
many a gentleman one would never have expected to
encounter had sat gazing out hopelessly into the street,
while the lawyer at his desk examined his papers in
order to give him good advice. And it was on such
occasions as these that one could perceive how seriously
these gentlemen took their vocation and how deeply they |
were plunged into despair when they came upon obstacles
which the nature of things kept them from overcoming.
In other ways, too, their position was not easy, and one
must not do them an injustice by regarding it as easy. |
The ranks of officials in this judiciary system mounted

endlessly, so that not even the initiated could survey the |
hierarchy as a whole. And the proceedings of the Courts |
were generally kept secret from subordinate officials, con-

sequently they could hardly ever quite follow in their

further progress the cases on which they had worked ; any

particular case thus appeared in their circle of juri;(ﬁ-c—

“tion often without their knowing whence it came, and

passed from it they knew not whither. Thus the knowl-
mmarious single stages of
the case, the final verdict and the reasons for that verdict
lay beyond the reach of these officials. They were forced
to restrict themselves to that stage of the case which was
prescribed for them by the Law, and as for what fol-
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lowed, in other words the results of their own work, they
generally knew less about it than the Defense, which ag
a rule remained in touch with the accused almost to the
end of the case. So in that respect, too, they could learn
much that was worth knowing from the Defense. Should
it surprise K., then, keeping all this in mind, to find
that the officials lived in a state of irritability which some-
times expressed itself in offensive ways when they dealt
with their clients? That was the universal experience,
'All the officials were in a constant state of irritation, even
when they appeared calm. Naturally the petty lawyers
were most liable to suffer from it. The following story,
for example, was current, and it had all the appearance
of truth. An old official, a well-meaning, quiet man, had

a difficult case in hand which had been greatly compli-
cated by the lawyer’s petitions, and he had studied it
, continuously for a whole day and night—the officials
| were really more conscientious than anyone else. Well,
| toward morning, after twenty-four hours of work with
| probably very little result, he went to the entrance door,
[ hid himself behind it, and flung down the stairs every
lawyer who tried to enter. The lawyers gathered down
below on the landing and took counsel what they should
do; on the one hand they had no real claim to be admitted
and consequently could hardly take any legal action
against the official, and also, as already mentioned, they
had to guard against antagonizing the body of officials.
But on the other hand every day they spent away from
the Court was a day lost to them, and so a great deal
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depended on their getting in. At last they all agreed,
that the best thing to do was to tire out the old gentleman. |
One lawyer after another was sent rushing upstairs to |
offer the greatest possible show of passive resistance and |
let himself be thrown down again into the arms of his |
colleagues. That lasted for about an hour, then the old\
gentleman—who was exhausted in any case by his work ,?
overnight—really grew tired and went back to his office.
The lawyers down below would not believe it at first and
sent one of their number up to peep behind the door and
assure himself that the place was actually vacant. Only
then were they able to enter, and probably they did not
dare even to grumble. For although the pettiest lawyer
might be to some extent capable of analyzing the state of
things in the Court, it never occurred to the lawyers that
they should suggest or insist on any improvements in the
system, while—and this was very characteristic—almost
every accused man, even quite simple people among them,
discovered from the earliest stages a passion for suggest-
ing reforms which often wasted time and energy that
could have been better employed in other directions. The
only sensible thing was to adapt oneself to existing condi-
tions. Even if it were possible to alter a detail for the
better here or there—but it was simple madness to think
of it—any benefit arising from that would profit clients

et

in the future only, while one’s own interests would be
immeasurably injured by attracting the attention of the
ever-vengeful officials. Anything rather than that! One
must lie low, no matter how much it went against the
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grain, and try to understand that this great organization
remained, so to speak, in a state of delicate balance, and
that if someone took it upon himself to alter the disposi-
tion of things around him, he ran the risk of losing his
footing and falling to destruction, while the organization
would simply right itself by some compensating reaction
in another part of its machinery—since everything inter-
locked—and remain unchanged, unless, indeed, which was
very probable, it became still more rigid, more vigilant,
severer, and more ruthless. One must really leave the
lawyers to do their work, instead of interfering with them.
Reproaches were not of much use, particularly when the
offender was unable to perceive the full scope of the
grounds for them; all the same, he must say that K. had
very greatly damaged his case by his discourtesy to the
Chief Clerk of the Court. That influential man could al-

ready almost be eliminated from the list of those who

might be got to do something for K. He now ignored
clearly on purpose even the slightest reference to the case.
In many ways the functionaries were like children. Often

they could be so deeply offended by the merest trifle—
unfortunately, K.’s behavior could not be classed as a

trifle—that they would stop speaking even to old friends,
give them the cold shoulder, and work against them in
|all imaginable ways. But then, suddenly, in the most
‘i surprising fashion and without any particular reason,
| they would be moved to laughter by some small jest
' which you only dared to make because you felt you had

| nothing to lose, and then they were your friends again.
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In fact it was both easy and difficult to Landle them, you
could hardly lay down any fixed principles for dealing
with them. Sometimes you felt astonished to think that
one single ordinary lifetime sufficed to gather all the
knowledge needed for a fair degree of success in such a
profession. There were dark hours, of course, such as
came to everybody, in which you thought you had achieved
nothing at all, in which it seemed to you that only the
cases predestined from the start to succeed came to a
good end, which they would have reached in any event
without your help, while every one of the others was
doomed to fail in spite of all your maneuvers, all your
exertions, all the illusory little victories on which you
plumed yourself. That was a frame of mind, of course,
in which nothing at all seemed certain, and so you could
not positively deny when questioned that your interven-
tion might have sidetracked some cases which would have
run quite well on the right lines had they been left alone.
A desperate kind of self-assurance, to be sure, yet it was
the only kind available at such times. These moods—for
of course they were only moods, nothing more—afflicted '
Jawyers more especially when a case which they had con-
ducted satisfactorily to the desired point was suddenly
taken out of their hands. That was beyond all doubt the
worst thing that could happen to a lawyer. Not that a
client ever dismissed his lawyer from a case, sm-

was not done, an accused man, once having briefed a
lawyer, must stick to him whatever happened. For how
could he keep going by himself, once he had called in
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someone to help him? So that never happened, but it dig

“Sometimes happen that the case took a turn where the
|| lawyer could no longer follow it. The case and the accuseq
and everything were simply withdrawn from the lawyer;

then even the best connections with officials could ng
longer achieve any result, for even they knew nothing, -
'The case had simply reached the stage where further

assistance was ruled out, it was being conducted in remote,
inaccessible Courts, where even the accused was beyond
the reach of a lawyer. Then you might come home some
day and find on your table all the countless pleas relating
to the case, which you had drawn up with such pains and
such flattering hopes; they had been returned to yoy
because in the new stage of the trial they were not
admitted as relevant; M mere waste paper. It did

not follow that the case was lost, by no means, at least
there was no decisive evidence for such an assumption;
you simply knew nothing more about the case and would
never know anything more about it. Now, very luckily,
such occurrences were exceptional, and even if K.’s case
were a case of that nature, it still had a long way to go
before reaching that stage. For the time being, there were
abundant opportunities for legal labor, and K. might rest
assured that they would be exploited to the uttermost.
The first plea, as before mentioned, was not yet handed
in, but there was no hurry; far more important were the
preliminary consultations with the relevant officials, and
they had already taken place. With varying success, as
must be frankly admitted. It would be better for the time
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| fluence on K. by elating or depressing him unduly, yet
this much could be asserted, that certain officials had
expressed themselves very graciously and had also

LAWYER

shown great readiness to help, while others had expressed
themselves less favorably, but in spite of that had by no
means refused their collaboration. The result on the whole
was therefore very gratifying, though one must not seek
to draw any definite conclusion from that, since all
preliminary negotiations began in the same way and only
in the course of further developments did it appear
whether they had real value or not. At any rate nothing
was yet lost, and if they could manage to win over the
Chief Clerk of the Court in spite of all that had happened |
—various moves had already been initiated toward that |
end—then, to use a surgeon’s expression, this could be
regarded as a clean wound and one could await further
developments with an easy mind.

In such and similar harangues K.s lawyer was inex-
haustible. He reiterated them every time X. called on
him. Progress had always been made, but the nature of
the progress could never be divulged. The lawyer was
always working away at the first plea, but it had never
reached a conclusion, which at the next visit turned out
to be an advantage, since the last few days would have
been very inauspicious for handing it in, a fact which

no one could have foreseen. If K., as sometimes happened,
wearied out by the lawyer’s volubility, remarked that,
even taking into account all the difficulties, the case
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seemed to be getting on very slowly, he was met with the
retort that it was not getting on slowly at all, although
they would have been much further on by now had K,
come to the lawyer in time. Unfortunately he had
neglected to do so and that omission was likely to keep
him at a disadvantage, and not merely a temporal dis-
advantage, either.

The one welcome interruption to these visits was Leni,
who always so arranged things that she brought in the
lawyer’s tea while K. was present. She would stand be-
hind K.’s chair, apparently looking on, while the lawyer
stooped with a kind of miserly greed over his cup and
poured out and sipped his tea, but all the time she wag
letting K. surreptitiously hold her hand. There was total
silence. The lawyer sipped, K. squeezed Leni’s hand, and
sometimes Leni ventured to caress his hair. “Are you still
here?” the lawyer would ask, after he had finished. “I
wanted to take the tea-tray away,” Leni would answer,
there would follow a last handclasp, the lawyer would
wipe his mouth and begin again with new energy to
harangue K.

Was the lawyer seeking to comfort him or to dI‘IVe
hlm to despair? K. could not tell, but he soon held it
for an established fact that his defense was not in Vor'ood
hands It might be all true, of course, what the lawyer :
said, though his attempts to magnify his own importance
were transparent enough and it was likely that he had
never till now conducted such an important case as he
imagined K.’s to be. But his continual bragging of his
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personal connections with the officials was suspicious. Was
it so certain that he was exploiting these connections
entirely for K.s benefit? The lawyer never forgot to
mention that these officials were subordinate officials,
therefore officials in a very dependent position, for whose
advancement certain turns in the various cases might in
all probability be of some importance. Could they possibly
employ the lawyer to bring about such turns in the case,
turns which were bound, of course, to be unfavorable to
the accused? Perhaps they did not always do that, it was
hardly likely, there must be occasions on which they
arranged that the lawyer should score a point or two as
a reward for his services, since it was to their own interest
for him to keep up his professional reputation. But if
that were really the position, into which category were
they likely to put K.’s case, which, as the lawyer main-
tained, was a very difficult, therefore important case, and
had roused great m@t HL the Court from the very
begmnmgP "There could not be very much doubt what
they would do. A clue was already provided by the fact
that the first plea had not yet been handed in, though the |
case had lasted for months, and that according to the 5
lawyer all the proceedings were still in their early stages,
words which were obviously well calculated to lull the
accused and keep him in a helpless state, in order suddenly
to overwhelm him with the verdict or at least with the
announcement that the preliminary examination had been
concluded in his disfavor and the case handed over to
higher authorities.
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It was absolutely necessary for K. to intervene per-

‘ sonally. In states of intense exhaustion, such as he
iexperienced this winter morning, when all these thoughts
kept running at random through his head, he was partic-

\ ularly incapable of resisting this conviction. The con-
tempt which he had once felt for the case no longer
obtained. Had he stood alone in the world he could easily
have ridiculed the whole affair, though it was also certain
that in that event it could never have arisen at all. But
now his uncle had dragged him to this lawyer, family

considerations had come in; his position was no longer
quite independent of the course the case took, he himself,
with a certain inexplicable complacence, had imprudently
mentioned it to some of his acquaintances, others had
come to learn of it in ways unknown to him, his relations
with Fraulein Biirstner seemed to fluctuate with the
case itself—in short, he hardly had the choice now to
accept the trial or reject it, he was in | the middle of it
‘and must fend for himself. To give in to fatigue would
be dangerous

Yet there was no need for exaggerated anxiety at the
moment. In a relatively short time he had managed to

work himself up to his present high position in the Bank
and to maintain himself in that position and win recogni-
tion from everybody; surely if the abilities which had
made this possible were to be applied to the unraveling of
his own case, there was no doubt that it would go well.
Above all, if he were to achieve anything, it was essential
that he should bamsh from hlS mmd once and for all “the
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idea of possible guilt. There was no such guilt. This legal
action was nothing more than a business deal such as he |
had often concluded to the advantage of the Bank, a deal
within which, as always happened, lurked various dangers
which must simply be obviated. The right tactics were
to avoid letting one’s thoughts stray to one’s own possible
shortcomings, and to cling as firmly as one could to the
thought of one’s advantage. From this standpoint the
conclusion was inevitable that the case must be withdrawn
from Dr. Huld as soon as possible, preferably that very
evening. According to him that was something unheard
of, it was true, and very likely an insult, but K. could
not endure that his efforts in the case should be thwarted
by moves possibly originating in the office of his own
representative. Once the lawyer was shaken off, the peti-
tion must be sent in at once and the officials be urged
daily, if possible, to give their attention to it. This would
never be achieved by sitting meekly in the attic lobby
like the others with one’s hat under the seat. K. himself,
or one of the women, or some other messenger must keep
at the officials day after day and force them to sit down
at their desks and study K.’s papers instead of gaping
out into the lobby through the wooden rails. These tactics
must be pursued unremittingly, everything must be or-
ganized and supervised; the Court would encounter for
once an accused man who knew how to stick up for his
rights.

Yet even though K. believed he could manage all this,
the difficulty of drawing up the petition seemed over-
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whelming. At one time, not more than a week ago, he
had regarded the possibility of having to draw up his
own plea with merely a slight feeling of shame; it never
even occurred to him that there might be difficulties in
the way. He could remember that one of those mornings,
when he was up to his ears in work, he had suddenly
pushed everything aside and seized his jotting-pad with
the idea of drafting the plan of such a plea and handing
1 it to Dr. Huld by way of egging him on, but just at
| that moment the door of the Manager’s room opened and
i the Assistant Manager came in laughing uproariously,
| That had been a very painful moment for XK., though, of
| course, the Assistant Manager had not been laughing at
the plea, of which he knew nothing, but at a funny story
from the Stock Exchange which he had just heard, a
story which needed illustrating for the proper apprecia-
tion of the point, so that the Assistant Manager, bending
over the desk, took K.’s pencil from his hand and drew
the required picture on the page of the jotting-pad which
had been intended for the plea.

Today K. was no longer hampered by feelings of
shame; the plea simply had to be drawn up. If he could
find no time for it in his office, which seemed very prob-
able, then he must draft it in his lodgings by night. And
if his nights were not enough, then he must ask for fur-
lough. Anything but stop halfway, that was the most
senseless thing one could do in any affair, not only n
business. No doubt it was a task that meant almost in-

terminable labor. One did not need to have a timid and
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fearful nature to be easily persuaded that the completion
of this plea was a sheer impossibility. Not because of
laziness or obstructive malice, which could only hinder
Dr. Huld, but because to meet an unknown accusation, |
not to mention other possible charges arising out of it, the |
whole of one’s life would have to be recalled to mind, down
to the smallest actions and accidents, clearly formulated
and examined from every angle. And besides how dreary
such a task would be! It would do well enough, perhaps,
as an occupation for one’s second childhood in years of
retirement, when the long days needed filling up. But now,
when K. should be devoting his mind entirely to work,
when every hour was hurried and crowded—for he was
still in full career and rapidly becoming a rival even to
the Assistant Manager

when his evenings and nights
were all too short for the pleasures of a bachelor life,
this was the time when he must sit down to such a task!
Once more his train of thought had led him into self-pity.
Almost involuntarily, simply to make an end of it, he
put his finger on the button which rang the bell in the
waiting-room. While he pressed it he glanced at the clock.
It was eleven o’clock, he had wasted two hours in dream-
ing, a long stretch of precious time, and he was, of course,
still wearier than he had been before. Yet the time had
not been quite lost, he had come to decisions which might
prove valuable. The attendants brought in several letters
and two cards from gentlemen who had been waiting for
a considerable time. They were, in fact, extremely im-
portant clients of the Bank who should on no account
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have been kept waiting at all. Why had they come at
such an unsuitable hour?—and why, they might well be
asking in their turn behind the door, did the assiduous K,
allow his private affairs to usurp the best time of the
day? Weary of what had gone before and wearily await-
ing what was to come, K. got up to receive the first of
his clients.

This was the jovial little man, a manufacturer whom
K. knew well. He regretted having disturbed K. in the
raiddle of important work and K. on his side regretted
that he had kept the manufacturer waiting for so long,
But his very regret he expressed in such a mechanical
way, with such a lack of sincerity in his tone of voice,

| that the manufacturer could not have helped noticing it,
' had he not been so engrossed by the business in hand. As

it was, he tugged papers covered with statistics out of
every pocket, spread them before K., explained various
entries, corrected a trifling error which his eye had caught
even in this hasty survey, reminded XK. of a similar trans-
action which he had concluded with him about a year
before, mentioned casually that this time another bank
was making great sacrifices to secure the deal, and finally
sat in eager silence waiting for K.’s comments. K. had
actually followed the man’s argument quite closely in its
early stages—the thought of such an important piece of
business had its attractions for him too—but unfor-
tunately not for long; he had soon ceased to listen and
merely nodded now and then as the manufacturer’s claims
waxed in enthusiasm, until in the end he forgot to show
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really troubled him, only turning his head from time to
time with an alarmed glance toward the anteroom, where
he fancied, mistakenly, that he heard a noise. But as ne
one came in he recovered his composure, went over to
the washbasin, washed his face in cold water, and returned
to his place at the window with a clearer mind. The de-
cision to take his defense into his own hands seemed now
more grave to him than he had originally fancied. So long
as the lawyer was responsible for the case it had not come
really home to him, he had viewed it with a certain de-
tachment and kept beyond reach of immediate contact
with it, he had been able to supervise it whenever he
liked, but could also withdraw whenever he liked. Now,
on the other hand, if he were to conduct his own defense
he would be putting himself completely in the power of
the Court, at least for the time being, a policy which would
eventually bring about his absolute and definite acquittal,
but would meanwhile, provisionally at least, involve him
in far greater dangers than before. If he had ever doubted
that, his state of mind today in his encounter with the As-
sistant Manager and the manufacturer would have been
more than enough to convince him. What a stupor had
overcome him, merely because he had decided to con-
duct his own defensel And what would develop later on?
What days were 1y1n0' in wait for him? Would he ever
find the right path through all these difficulties? To put
up a thoroughgoing defense—and any other kind would
be a waste of time—to put up a thoroughgoing defense,
did that not involve cutting himself off from every other
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manufacturer, “you’re under the weather today. You look
so depressed.” “Yes,” said K., putting his hand to his
brow, “a headache, family troubles.” “Ah, yes,” said the
manufacturer, who was a hasty man and could never listen
quietly to anybody, “we all have our troubles.” K. had
involuntarily taken a step toward the door, as if to show
the manufacturer out, but the latter said: “Herr K.,
there’s another little matter I should mention to you. I’'m
afraid this isn’t exactly the moment to bother you with it,
but the last two times I’ve been here I forgot to mention
it. And if I put off mentioning it any longer it will prob-
ably lose its point altogether. And that would be a pity,
since my information may have some real value for you.”
Before K. had time to make any reply the man stepped
up close to him, tapped him with one finger on the chest,
and said in a low voice: “You’re involved in a case, aren’t
you?” K. started back, crying out: “The Assistant Man-
ager told you that.” “Not at all,” said the manufacturer.
“How should the Assistant Manager know anything about
it?” “How do you know about it?” asked K., pulling him-
self together. “I pick up scraps of information about the

” said the manufacturer, “and that

Court now and then,
accounts for what I have to mention.” “So many people
seem to be connected with the Court!” said K. with a
bowed head, as he led the manufacturer back to the desk.
They sat down as before and the manufacturer began:
“Unfortunately it isn’t much that I can tell you. But
in these affairs one shouldn’t leave the smallest stone un-

turned. Besides, I feel a strong desire to help you, no
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matter how modest the help. We have always been good

| business friends till now, haven’t we? Well, then.” K,

| wanted to excuse himself for his behavior that morning,

l
g
|

| but the manufacturer would not hear of it, pushed his

attaché case firmly under his arm to show that he was in g

| hurry to go, and continued: “I heard of your case from
| a man called Titorelli. He’s a painter, Titorelli is only

| his professional name, I don’t know at all what his real

name is. For years he has been in the habit of calling at
my office from time to time, bringing little paintings for
which I give him a sort of alms—he’s almost a beggar,
And they’re not bad pictures, moors and heaths and so on,
These deals—we have got into the way of them—pass off
quite smoothly. But there was a time when he turned up
too frequently for my taste, I told him so, we fell into con-
versation, I was curious to know how he could keep him-
self going entirely by his painting, and I discovered to
my astonishment that he really earned his living as a
portrait painter. He worked for the Court, he said. For
what Court, I asked. And then he told me about this Court.
With your experience you can well imagine how amazed
I was at the tales he told me. Since then he brings me the
latest news from the Court every time he arrives, and in
this way I have gradually acquired a considerable insight
into its workings. Of course Titorelli wags his tongue too
freely, and I often have to put a stopper on him, not only
because he’s certainly a liar, but chiefly because a busi-
ness man like myself has so many troubles of his own that
he can’t afford to bother much about other people’s.
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That’s only by the way. Perhaps—I thought to myself—
Titorelli might be of some use to you, he knows many of |

the Judges, and even if he can hardly have much influ-
ence himself, he can at least advise you how to get in touch
with influential men. And even if you can’t take him as an
oracle, still it seems to me that in your hands his infor-
mation might become important. For you are almost as
good as a lawyer yourself. I'm always saying: The Chief
Clerk is almost a lawyer. Oh, I have no anxiety about
your case. Well, would you care to go and see Titorelli?

On my recommendation he will certainly do all he can for|
you; I really think you should go. It needn’t be today, of|
course, some time, any time will do. Let me add that you,
needn’t feel bound to go just because I advise you to, not|
in the least. No, if you think you can dispense with i(

Titorelli, it’s certainly better to leave him entirely out of |
it. Perhaps you’ve a detailed plan of your own already |

drawn up and Titorelli might spoil it. Well, in that case
you’d much better not go to see him. And it would cer-
tainly mean swallowing one’s pride to go to such a fellow
for advice. Anyhow, do just as you like. Here is my letter
of recommendation and here is the address.”

K. took the letter, feeling dashed, and stuck it in his
pocket. Even in the most favorable circumstances the ad-
vantages which this recommendation could procure him
must be outweighed by the damage implied in the fact
that the manufacturer knew about his trial and that the

painter was spreading news of it. He could hardly bring !

himself to utter a few words of thanks to the manufac-
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turer, who was already on his way out. “I’ll go to see the
man,” he said as he shook hands at the door, “or write to
him to call here, since I’'m so busy.” “I knew,” said the
manufacturer, “that you could be depended on to find
the best solution. Though I must say I rather thought
you would prefer to avoid receiving people like this
Titorelli at the Bank, to discuss your case with him. Be-
sides, it’s not always advisable to let such people get their
hands on letters of yours. But I’m sure you’ve thought it
all over and know what you can do.” K. nodded and ac-
companied the manufacturer a stage farther, through
the waiting-room. In spite of his outward composure he
was horrified at his own lack of sense. His suggestion of
writing to Titorelli had been made merely to show the
manufacturer that he appreciated the recommendation
and meant to lose no time in making contact with the
| painter, but, left to himself, he would not have hesitated
| to write to Titorelli had he regarded the man’s assist-
|ance as important. Yet it needed the manufacturer to
zpoint out the dangers lurking in such an action. Had he
|really lost his powers of judgment to that extent already?
\If it were possible for him to think of explicitly inviting
a questionable character to the Bank in order to ask for
tadvice about his case with only a door between him and
lthe Assistant Manager, was it not also possible and even
lextremely probable that he was overlooking other dan-
gers as well, or blindly running into them? There wasn’t
‘always someone at his side to warn him. And this was the
'moment, just when he intended to concentrate all his en-
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ergies on the case, this was the moment for him to start Z
doubting the alertness of his faculties! Must the difficulties ‘-\‘
he was faced with in carrying out his office work begin to |
affect the case as well? At all events he simply could not
understand how he could ever have thought of writing to
Titorelli and inviting him to come to the Bank.

He was still shaking his head over this when the at-
tendant came up to him and indicated three gentlemen
sitting on a bench in the waiting-room. They had already
waited for a long time to see K. Now that the attendant
accosted K. they sprang to their feet, each one of them
eager to seize the first chance of attracting K.’s attention.
If the Bank officials were inconsiderate enough to make
them waste their time in the waiting-room, they felt en-
titled in their turn to behave with the same lack of con-
sideration. “Herr K.,” one of them began. But K. had
sent for his overcoat and said to all three of them while
the attendant helped him into it: “Forgive me, gentlemen,
I’'m sorry to tell you that I have no time to see you at
present. I do apologize, but I have to go out on urgent
business and must leave the building at once. You have
seen for yourselves how long I have been held up by my
last caller. Would you be so good as to come back tomor-
row or at some other time? Or could we talk the matter
over on the telephone, perhaps? Or perhaps you could
inform me now, briefly, what your business is, and I shall
give you a detailed answer in writing? Though it would
certainly be much better if you made an appointment for
some other time.” These suggestions threw the three men,
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How clever the Assistant Manager was at poaching on
the preserves which K. was forced to abandon! But was
not K. abandoning more than was absolutely needful?
While with the vaguest and—he could not but admit it— |
the faintest of hopes, he was rushing away to see an un- |
known painter, his prestige in the Bank was suffering
irreparable injury. It would probably be much better
for him to take off his overcoat again and conciliate at
least the two clients waiting next door for their turn to
receive the Assistant Manager’s attention. K. might ac-
tually have attempted this if he had not at that moment
caught sight of the Assistant Manager himself in K.s
own room, searching through his files as if they belonged
to him. In great agitation K. approached the doorway of
the room and the Assistant Manager exclaimed: “Oh,
you’re not gone yet.” He turned his face toward K.—
the deep lines scored upon it seemed to speak of power
rather than old age—and immediately resumed his
search. “I’'m looking for a copy of an agreement,” he
said, “which the firm’s representative says should be
among your papers. Won’t you help me to look?” K.
took a step forward, but the Assistant Manager said:
“Thanks, now I’ve found it,” and carrying a huge pack-
age of documents, which obviously contained not only
the copy of the agreement but many other papers as
well, he returned to his office.

“I’'m not equal to him just now,” K. told himself, “but
once my personal difficulties are settled he’ll be the first
to feel it, and I’ll make him suffer for it, t0o.” Somewhat
soothed by this thought, K. instructed the attendant, who
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throwing it on the bed after the letter. “It’s a portrait,
A good piece of work, but not quite finished yet.” K. wag
apparently in luck, the opportunity to mention the
Court was being literally thrown at his head, for this wag
obviously the portrait of a Judge. Also it strikingly re
sembled the portrait hanging in the lawyer’s office. True,
this was quite a different Judge, a stout man with a black
bushy beard which reached far up on his cheeks on eithey
side; moreover the other portrait was in oils, while thig
was lightly and indistinctly sketched in pastel. Yet every-
thing else showed a close resemblance, for here too the
Judge seemed to be on the point of rising menacingly
from his high seat, bracing himself firmly on the arms of
it. “That must be a Judge,” K. felt like saying at once,
but he checked himself for the time being and approached
the picture as if he wished to study the detail. A large
figure rising in the middle of the picture from the high
back of the chair he could not identify, and he asked the
painter whom it was intended to represent. It still needed
more detail, the painter replied, and fetched a crayon
from a table, armed with which he worked a little at the
outline of the figure, but without making it any more
recognizable to K. “It is Justice,” said the painter at
last. “Now I can recognize it,” said K. “There’s the band-

age over the eyes, and here are the scales. But aren’t
| there wings on the figure’s heels, and isn’t it flying?”

“Yes,” said the painter, “my instructions were to paint it
like that; actually it is Justice and the goddess of Victory
in one.” “Not a very good combination, surely,” said K,
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smiling. “Justice must stand quite still, or else the scales
will waver and a just verdict will become impossible.”
«] had to follow my client’s instructions,” said the painter. |
«Of course,” said K., who had not wished to give any
offense by his remark. “You have painted the figure as
it actually stands above the high seat.” “No,” said the
painter, “I have neither seen the figure nor the high
seat, that is all invention, but I am told what to paint and
I paint it.” “How do you mean?” asked K., deliberately
pretending that he did not understand. “It’s surely a
Judge sitting on his seat of justice?” “Yes,” said the
painter, “but it is by no means a high Judge and he has
never sat on such a seat in his life.” “And yet he has
himself painted in that solemn posture? Why, he sits
there as if he were the actual President of the Court.”
“Yes, they’re very vain, these gentlemen,” said the painter.
“But their superiors give them permission to get them-
selves Palnted like that. Each one of them gets precise
mstruct;ons how he may have his portrait painted. Only
you can’t judge the detail of the costume and the seat it-
self from this picture, unfmtunately, pastel is really
unsuited for this kind of thing.” “Yes,” said K., “it’s
curious that you should have used pastel.” “My client
wished it,” said the painter, “he intends the picture for
a lady.” The sight of the picture seemed to have roused
his ardor, he rolled up his shirt-sleeves, took several
crayons in his hand, and as K. watched the delicate
crayon-strokes a reddish shadow began to grow round
the head of the Judge, a shadow which tapered off in long
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rays as it approached the edge of the picture. This play
of shadow bit by bit surrounded the head like a halo or 4
high mark of distinction. But the figure of Justice wag
left bright except for an almost imperceptible touch of
shadow; that brightness brought the figure sweeping
right into the foreground and it ro longer suggested the
goddess of Justlce, or even the goddess of Vlctory, but
looked exact_lz hk_e a gg(j.dess of the Hunt in full cry. The

the end he began to reproach hlmself for havmg stayed
so long without even touching on the business that brought
him. “What is the name of this Judge?” he asked sud-
denly. “I'm not allowed to tell,” replied the painter,
stooping over the picture and ostentatiously ignoring
the guest whom at first he had greeted with such con-
sideration. K. put this down to caprice and was annoyed
that his time should be wasted in such a manner. “You’re
in the confidence of the Court, I take it?” he asked. The
painter laid down his crayons at once, straightened him-
'self, rubbed his hands, and looked at K. with a smile,
| “Come out with the truth,” he said. “You want to find
| out something about the Court, as your letter of recom-
| mendation told me, I may say, and you started talking
| about my paintings only to win me over. But I don’t take
[that ill, you could hardly know that that wasn’t the right
way to tackle me. Oh, please don’t apologize!” he said
sharply, as K. tried to make some excuse. And then he
continued: “Besides, you were quite right in what you
said; I am in the confidence of the Court.” He paused, as
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if he wanted to give K. time to digest this fact. Now they
could hear the girls behind the door again. They seemed
to be crowding round the keyhole, perhaps they could
see into the room through the cracks in the door as well.
K. abandoned any attempt at apology, for he did not
want to deflect the conversation, nor did he want the
painter to feel too important, and so become in a sense
inaccessible, accordingly he asked: “Is your position an
official appointment?” “No,”
if the question had cut him short. K., being anxious to |

said the painter curtly, as

keep him going, said: “Well, such unrecognized posts
often carry more influence with them than the official
ones.” “That is just how it is with me,” said the painter, |
knitting his brow and nodding. “The manufacturer men- |
tioned your case to me yesterday, he asked me if I wouldn’t
help you; I said to him: ‘Let the man come and see me
some time,” and I’m delighted to see you here so soon. The
case seems to lie very near your heart, which, of course,
is not in the least surprising. Won’t you take off your
coat for a moment?” Although K. had it in mind to stay
only for a short time, this request was very welcome to
him. He had begun to feel the air in the room stifling,
several times already he had eyed with amazement a little
iron stove in the corner which did not seem even to be
working ; the sultry heat in the place was inexplicable.
He took off his overcoat, unbuttoning his jacket as well,
and the painter said apologetically: “I must have warmth.
It’s very cozy in here, isn’t it? I’'m well enough off in
that respect.” K. said nothing to this, for it was not the
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warmth that made him so uncomfortable, it was rathep
the stuffy, oppressive atmosphere; the room could neg
have been aired for a long time. His discomfort was sti]]
more intensified when the painter begged him to sit down
on the bed, while he himself took the only chair in the
room, which stood beside the easel. Titorelli also seemed
to misunderstand K.’s reasons for sitting on the extreme
edge of the bed, he urged him to make himself comfort-
able and actually pushed the reluctant K. deep down
among the bedclothes and pillows. Then he returned to
his chair again and at last put his first serious question,

~which made K. forget everything else. “Are you inno-

cent?” he asked. “Yes,” said K. The answering of this
question gave him a feeling of real pleasure, particularly
as he was addressing a private individual and therefore
need fear no consequences. Nobody else had yet asked
him such a frank question. T'o savor his elation to the full,
he added: “I am completely innocent.” “I see,” said the
painter, bending his head as if in thought. Suddenly he
raised it again and said: “If you are innocent, then the
matter is quite simple.” K.’s eyes darkened, this man
who said he was in the confidence of the Court was talk-

| ing like an ignorant child. “My innocence doesn’t make

the matter any simpler,” said K. But after all he could
not help smiling, and then he slowly shook his head. “I
have to fight against countless subtleties in which the
Court indulges. And in the end, out of nothing at all, an
enormous fabric of guilt will be conjured up.” “Yes, yes,
of course,” said the painter, as if K. were needlessly in-
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terrupting the thread of his ideas. “But you’re innocenti |

all the same?” “Why, yes,” said K. “That’s the main

thing,” said the painter. He was not to be moved by ar- |

gument, yet in spite of his decisiveness it was not clear
whether he spoke out of conviction or out of mere indif-
ference. K. wanted first to be sure of this, so he said:
“You know the Court much better than I do, I feel cer-
tain, I don’t know much more about it than what I’ve
heard from all sorts and conditions of people. But they

all agree on one thing, that charcres are never made friv-

olously, and that the Court, once it has brought a charge

against someone is ﬁrmly convinced of the guilt of the

accused and can be dislodged from that conviction only ||

with the “greatest dlfﬁculty » “The greatest difficulty?”
cried the painter, flinging one hand in the air. “The
Court can never be dislodged from that conviction. If I
were to paint all the Judges in a row on one canvas and
you were to plead your case before it, you would have

more hope of success than before the actual Court.” “I |

see,” said K. to himself, forgetting that he merely wished
to pump the painter.

Again a girl’s voice piped from behind the door:
“Titorelli, won’t he be going away soon now?” “Quiet,
there!” cried the painter over his shoulder. “Can’t you
see that I'm engaged with this gentleman?”” But the girl,
not to be put off, asked: “Are you going to paint him?”
And when the painter did not reply she went on: “Please
don’t paint him, such an ugly man as that.” The others
yelled agreement in a confused jabbering. The painter
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made a leap for the door, opened it a little—K. coulg
see the imploring, outstretched, clasped hands of the
girls—and said: “If you don’t stop that noise I’ll fling
you all down the stairs. Sit down here on the steps and
see that you keep quiet.” Apparently they did not obey
him at once, for he had to shout in an imperious voice:
“Down with you on the steps!” After that all was still,

“Excuse me,” said the painter, returning to K. again,
K. had scarcely glanced toward the door, he had left it
to the painter to decide whether and in what manner he
was to be protected. Even now he scarcely made a move-
ment when the painter bent down to him and whispered
in his ear, so that the girls outside might not hear: “These
girls belong to the Court too.” “What?” cried K., screw-
ing his head round to stare at the painter. But Titorellj
sat down again on his chair and said half in jest, half

' in explanation: “You see, everything belongs to the
| Court.” “That’s something I hadn’t noticed,” said K,
' shortly; the painter’s general statement stripped his
| remark about the girls of all its disturbing significance.
' Yet K. sat gazing for some time at the door, behind which
' the girls were now sitting quietly on the stairs. One of

them had thrust a blade of straw through a crack between

. the planks and was moving it slowly up and down.

“You don’t seem to have any general idea of the Court
yet,” said the painter, stretching his legs wide in front of
him and tapping with his shoes on the floor. “But since
you’re innocent you won’t need it anyhow. I shall get you
off all by myself.” “How can you do that?” asked K. “For
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you told me yourself a few minutes ago that the Court was
quite impervious to proof.” “Impervious only to proof
which one brings before the Court,” said the painter, rais-
ing one finger as if K. had failed to perceive a fine dis-
tinction. “But it is quite a different matter with one’s ef-
forts behind the scenes; that is, in the consulting-rooms,
in the lobbies or, for example, in this very studio.” What
the painter now said no longer seemed incredible to K., in-
deed it agreed in the main with what he had heard from
other people. More, it was actually hopeful in a high de-
gree. If a judge could really be so easily influenced by
personal connections as the lawyer insisted, then the paint-
er’s connections with these vain functionaries were espe-
cially important and certainly not to be undervalued. ‘
That made the painter an excellent recruit to the ring | ;
o}' helpers which K. was gradually gathering round him.
His talent for organization had once been highly praised
in the Bank, and now that he had to act entirely on his
own responsibility this was his chance to prove it to the 1
uttermost. Titorelli observed the effect his words had pro- |
duced upon K. and then said with a slight uneasiness:
“Perhaps it strikes you that I talk almost like a jurist?
It’s my uninterrupted association with the gentlemen |
of the Court that has made me grow like that. I have many ‘}
advantages from it, of course, but I’m losing a great deal |
of my élan as an artist.” “How did you come in contact
with the Judges to begin with?” asked K.; he wanted to
win the painter’s confidence first, before actually enlisting
him in his service. “That was quite simple,” said the

-
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painter. “I inherited the connection. My father was the
Court painter before me. It’s a hereditary post. New peo-
ple are of no use for it. There are so many complicated
and various and above all secret rules laid down for the
painting of the different grades of functionaries that g
knowledge of them is confined to certain families. Over
there in that drawer, for instance, I keep all my father’s
drawings, which I never show to anyone. And only a man
[who has studied them can possibly paint the Judges.
l:'_Ye’c even if T were to lose them, I have enough rules
}tucked away in my head to make my post secure against
' all comers. For every Judge insists on being painted as
| the great old Judges were painted, and nobody can do
that but me.” “Yours is an enviable situation,” said K.,
who was thinking of his own post in the Bank. “So your
position is unassailable?” “Yes, unassailable,” replied
the painter, proudly bracing his shoulders. “And for that
| reason, too, I can venture to help a poor man with his trial
'now and then.” “And how do you do it?” asked K., as if it
were not himself who had just been described as a poor

man. But Titorelli refused to be sidetracked and went
‘on: “In your case, for instance, as you are completely in-
nocent, this is the line I shall take.” The repeated men-
| tion of his innocence was already making K. impatient. At
l moments it seemed to him as if the painter were offering
,5 his help on the assumption that the trial would turn out
i well, which made his offer worthless. But in spite of his
| doubts K. held his tongue and did not interrupt the man.
| He was not prepared to renounce Titorelli’s assistance
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on that point he was decided; the painter was no more

questionable as an ally than the lawyer. Indeed he very [

much preferred the painter’s offer of assistance, since it
was made so much more ingenuously and frankly.
Titorelli drew his chair closer to the bed and continued
in a low voice: “I forgot to ask you first what sort of ac-
quittal you want. There are three possibilities, that is,
deﬁr‘l}jg acquittal, ostensible agqmttal and indefinite post-
poﬁement Definite acqmt’cal 1s, of course, the best but
I haven’t the slightest influence on that kind of verdict.
As far as I know, there is no single person who could in-
fluence the verdict of deﬁnlte acqu1ttal The only deciding

factor seems to be the innocence of the accused. Smce

e —

you're innocent, of course it would be possible for you to |

ground youﬁ:ase on your innocence alone. But then you
would require neither my help nor help It from anyone.”
This lucid explanation took K. aback at first, but he

replied in the same subdued voice as the painter: “It seems

to me that you’re contradicting yourself.” “In what
way?” asked the painter patiently, leaning back with a
smile. The smile awcke in K. a suspicion that he was now
about to expose contradictions not so much in the painter’s
statements as in the Court procedure itself. However, he
did not retreat, but went on: “You made the assertion
earlier that the Court is impervious to proof, later you
qualified that assertion by confining it to the public ses-
sions of the Court, and now you actually say that an in-
nocent man requires no help before the Court. That alone

implies a contradiction. But, in addition, you said at
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first that the Judges can be moved by personal interven.
tion, and now you deny that definite acquittal, as yoy
call it, can ever be achieved by personal intervention. In
that lies the second contradiction.” “These contradic-

” said the painter. “We must

tions are easy to explain,

distinguish between two things: what is written in the
[ Law, and what I have discovered through personal ex-
perience; you must not confuse the two. In the code of the
Law, which admittedly I have not read, 1t is of course laid
down on the one hand that the innocent shall be acquitted,
but it is not stated on the other hand that the Judges are

open to influence. Now, my experience is diametrically
|

| opposed to that. I have not met one case of definite ac-
iquittal, and I have met many cases of influential inter-
'vention. It is possible, of course, that in all the cases
'known to me there was none in which the accused was
;really innocent. But is not that improbable? Among so
' many cases no single case of innocence? Even as a child
I used to listen carefully to my father when he spoke of
cases he had heard about; the Judges, too, who came to
his studio were always telling stories about the Court, in
our circle it is in fact the sole topic of discussion ; no sooner
did I get the chance to attend the Court myself than I
took full advantage of it; I have listened to countless
cases in their most crucial stages, and followed them as
far as they could be followed, and yet—I must admit it—
I have never encountered one case of definite acquittal.”
“Not one case of acquittal, then,” said K. as if he were
speaking to himself and his hopes, “but that merely con-

192




PAINTER

firms the opinion that I have already formed of this Court.
It is a pointless institution from any point of view. A
single executioner could do all that is needed.” “You
mustn’t generalize,” said the painter in displeasure. “1
have only quoted my own experience.” “That’s quite
enough,” said K. “Or have you ever heard of acquittals in |
earlier times?” “Such acquittals,” replied the painter,
“are said to have occurred. Only it is very difficult to
prove the fact. The final decisions of the Court are never
recorded, even the Judges can’t get hold of them, conse-
quently we have only legendary accounts of ancient cases.
These legends certainly provide instances of acquittal;
actually the majority of them are about acquittals, they |
can be believed, but they cannot be proved. All the same,
they shouldn’t be entirely left out of account, they must
have an element of truth in them, and besides they are
very beautiful. I myself have painted several pictures
founded on such legends.” “Mere legends cannot alter

my opinion,” said K., “and I fancy that one cannot ap-
peal to such legends before the Court?” The painter
laughed. “No, one can’t do that,” he said. “Then there’s

no use talking about them,” said K., willing for the time
being to accept the painter’s opinions, even where they
seemed improbable or contradicted other reports he had
heard. He had no time now to inquire into the truth of

all the painter said, much less contradict it, the utmost he
could hope to do was to get the man to help him in some
way, even should the help prove inconclusive. Accordingly

he said: “Let us leave definite acquittal out of account,
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then; you mentioned two other possibilities as well.” “Qs-
tensible acquittal and postponement. These are the only

* said the painter. “But won’t you take off

possibilities,’
your jacket before we go on to speak of them? You look
very hot.” “Yes,” said K., who had been paying no at-
tention to anything but the painter’s expositions, but now
that he was reminded of the heat found his forehead
drenched in sweat. “It’s almost unbearable.” The painter
nodded as if he comprehended K.’s discomfort quite well,
“Couldn’t we open the window?” asked K. “No,” re-
plied the painter. “It’s only a sheet of glass let into the
roof, it can’t be opened.” Now K. realized that he had been
hoping all the time that either the painter or he him-
self would suddenly go over to the window and fling it
open. He was prepared to gulp down even mouthfuls of
\ fog if he could only get air. The feeling of being com-
pletely cut off from the fresh air made his head swim,
| He brought the flat of his hand down on the feather bed
' and said in a feeble voice: “That’s both uncomfortable
| and unhealthy.” “Oh, no,” said the painter in defense of
f his window. “Because it’s hermetically sealed it keeps the
| warmth in much better than a double window, though it’s
only a simple pane of glass. And if I want to air the
| place, which isn’t really necessary, for the air comes in
. everywhere through the chinks, I can always open one of
“.‘ the doors or even both of them.” Somewhat reassured by
this explanation, K. glanced round to discover the second
door. The painter saw what he was doing and said: “It’s
behind you, I had to block it up by putting the bed in
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front of it.” Only now did K. see the little door in the wall.
“This is really too small for a studio,” said the painter, as
if to forestall K.’s criticisms. “I had to manage as best I
could. Of course it’s a bad place for a bed, just in front of
that door. The Judge whom I’m painting just now, for in-
stance, always comes in by that door, and I’ve had to give
him a key for it so that he can wait for me in the studio if
I happen to be out. Well, he usually arrives early in the
morning, while ’m still asleep. And of course however
fast asleep I am, it wakes me with a start when the door
behind my bed suddenly opens. You would lose any re-
spect you have for the Judges if you could hear the curses
that welcome him when he climbs over my bed in the early
morning. I could certainly take the key away from him
again, but that would only make things worse. It is easy
enough to burst open any of the doors here.” All during
these exchanges K. kept considering whether he should
take off his jacket, but at last he realized that if he did not
he would be incapable of staying any longer in the room,
so he took it off, laying it, however, across his knee, to
save time in putting it on again whenever the interview
was finished. Scarcely had he taken off his jacket when
one of the girls cried: “He’s taken off his jacket now,”
and he could hear them all crowding to peer through the
cracks and view the spectacle for themselves. “The girls
think,” said the painter, “that I’m going to paint your
portrait and that’s why you are taking off your jacket.”
“I see,” said K., very little amused, for he did not feel
much better than before, although he was now sitting in
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his shirt-sleeves. Almost morosely he asked: “What dig
you say the other two possibilities were?”” He had already
forgotten what they were called. “Ostensible acquitta]
|and indefinite postponement,” said the painter. “It lies
| with you to choose between them. I can help you to either
| of them, though not without taking some trouble, and, as
| far as that is concerned, the difference between them js
| that ostensible acquittal demands temporary concentra-
tlon, “while postponement ‘taxes your strength less but
means a steady strain. First, then, let us take ostensible
acquittal. If you decide on that, I shall write down on a
sheet of paper an affidavit of your innocence. The text
for such an affidavit has been handed down to me by my
Tather and is unassallable Then with this afidavit I shall
make a round of the J udges I know, beginning, let us say,
with the Judge I am painting now, when he comes for
his sitting tonight. I shall lay the affidavit before him,
. explain to him that you are innocent, and guarantee your
innocence myself. And that is not merely a formal guar-
antee but a real and binding one.” In the eyes of the
| painter there was a faint suggestion of reproach that K.
| should lay upon him the burden of such a responsibility.
“That would be very kind of you,” said K. “And the
 Judge would believe you and yet not give me a definite
acquittal?” “As I have already explained,” replied the
painter. “Besides, it is not in the least certain that every
Judge will believe me; some Judges, for instance, will
ask to see you in person. And then I should have to take
you with me to call on them. Though when that happens
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the battle is already half won, particularly as I should
tell you beforehand, of course, exactly what line to take
with each Judge. The real difficulty comes with the Judges
who turn me away at the start—and that’s sure to hap-|
pen too. I shall go on petitioning them, of course, but!
we shall have to do without them, though one can afford
to do that, since dissent by individual Judges cannot af-|
fect the result. Well then, if I get a sufficient number of
Judges to subscribe to the affidavit, I shall then deliver |
it to the Judge who is actually conducting your trial. Pos-
sibly I may have secured his signature too, then every-
thing will be settled fairly soon, a little sooner than usual.
Generally speaking, there should be no difficulties worth
mentioning after that, the accused at this stage feels su-
premely confident. Indeed it’s remarkable, but true, that
people’s confidence mounts higher at this stage than after
their acquittal. There’s no need for them to do much more.
The Judge is covered by the guarantees of the other
Judges subscribing to the affidavit, and so he can grant
an acquittal with an easy mind, and though some formal-
ities will remain to be settled, he will undoubtedly grant
the acquittal to please me and his other friends. Then
you can walk out of the Court a free man.” “So then I’m
free,” said K. doubtfully. “Yes,” said the painter, “but
only ostensibly free, or more exactly, provisionally free.
For the Judges of the lowest grade, ‘to whom my acquaint- ||
ances belong, haven’t the power to grant a final acquittal, ||
that power is reserved for the highest Court of all, which is ||
quite inaccessible to you, to me, and to all of us. What the
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prospects are up there we do not know and, I may say in
passing, do not even want to know. The great privilege,
then, of absolving from guilt our J u@gg @g?possess
but they do have the right to take the burden of the charge
'off your shoulders. That is to say, when you are acquitted
in this fashion the charge is lifted from your shoulders
for the time being, but it continues to hover above you

and can, as soon as an order comes from on high, be laid

upon you again. As my connection with the Court is such
a close one, I can also tell you how in the regulations of
the Law Court offices the distinction between definite and
ostensible acquittal is made manifest. In definite acquittal
the documents relating to the case are said to be com-
R@_Lulled they snnply  vanish from srht not only
the charge but also the records of the case and even

»the acqmttal are destroyed, everything is destroyed.

That’s not the case with ostensible acquittal. The docu-
ments remain as they were, except that the affidavit is
added to them and a record of the acquittal and the
grounds for granting it. The whole dossier continues to
circulate, as the regular official routine demands, passing
on to the higher Courts, being referred to the lower ones
again, and thus swinging backwards and forwards with
greater or smaller oscillations, longer or shorter delays.
These peregrinations are incalculable. A detached ob-
server might sometimes fancy that the whole case had been
forgotten, the documents lost, and the acquittal made
absolute. No one really acquainted with the Court could
think such a thing. No document is ever lost, the Court
never forgets anything. One day—quite unexpectedly—
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some Judge will take up the documents and look at them
attentively, recognize that in this case the charge is still
valid, and order an immediate arrest. I have been speak-
ing on the assumption that a long time elapses between
the ostensible acquittal and the new arrest; that is pos-
sible and I have known of such cases, but it is just as
possible for the acquitted man to go straight home from
the Court and find officers already waiting to arrest him
again. Then, of course, all his freedom is at an end.”
“And the case begins all over again?” asked K. almost

incredulously. “Certainly,”

begins all over again, but again it is possible, just as

before, to secure an ostensible acquittal. One must again
apply all one’s energies to the case and never give in.”
These last words were probably uttered because he
noticed that K. was looking somewhat collapsed. “But,”
said K., as if he wanted to forestall any more revelations,
“isn’t the engineering of a second acquittal more difficult
than the first?” “On that point,” said the painter, “one
can say nothing with certainty. You mean, I take it, that
the second arrest might influence the Judges against the
accused? That is not so. Even while they are pronouncing

the first acquittal the Judg_s foresee the possﬂnhty of

comes into questlon But it may happen, for hundreds |
of reasons, that the Judges are in a different frame of |
mind about the case, even from a legal viewpoint, and |

said the painter. “The case

one’s efforts to obtain a second acquittal must conse-|

quently be adapted to the changed circumstances, and in|

general must be every whit as energetic as those that se-
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cured the first one.” “But this second acquittal isn’t fing]
2

!d either,” said K., turning away his head in repudiation,
|| “Of course not,” said the painter. “The second acquitta]
l is followed by the third arrest, the third acquittal by

the fourth arrest, and so on. That is implied in the very

conception of ostensible acqulttal » K. said nothmg
“Ostensible acquittal doesn’t seem to appeal to you,” said
the painter. “Perhaps postponement would suit you
better. Shall I explain to you how postponement works?”
K. nodded. The painter was lolling back in his chair,
his nightshirt gaped open, he had thrust one hand inside
it and was lightly fingering his breast. “Postponement,”
he said, gazing in front of him for a moment as if seeking
a completely accurate explanation, “postponement con-
_sists in preventing the case from ever getting any further
i ‘than its ﬁrst»étages To achieve that it is necessary for
the accused and his agent, but more particularly his agent,

| to remain continuously in personal touch with the Court.
" Let me point out again that this does not demand such
intense concentration of one’s energies as an ostensible
acquittal, yet on the other hand it does require far greater
vigilance. You daren’t let the case out of your sight, you
visit the Judge at regular intervals as well as in emer-
O'e}I:Teé and must do all that is in your power to keep him |
frlendly, if you don’t know the Judge personally, then

| you must try to influence him through other Judges whom
you do know, but without giving up your efforts to secure

é a personal interview. If you neglect none of these things,
| then you can assume with fair certainty that the case
| will never pass beyond its first stages. Not that the pro-
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ceedings are quashed, but the accused is almost as likely
to escape sentence as if he were free. As against ostensible
acquittal postponement has this advantage, that the
future of the accused is less uncertain, he is secured from
the terrors of sudden arrest and doesn’t need to fear
having to undergo—perhaps at a most inconvenient mo-
ment—the strain and agitation which are inevitable in
the achievement of ostensible acquittal. Though post-
ponement, too, has certain drawbacks for the accused,
and these must not be minimized. In saying this I am
not thinking of the fact that the accused is never free;
he isn’t free either, in any real sense, after the ostensible
acquittal. There are other drawbacks. The case can’t be
held up indefinitely without at least some plausible
grounds being provided. So as a matter of form a certain
activity must be shown from time to time, various meas-
ures have to be taken, the accused is questioned, evidence
is collected, and so on. For the case must be kept going |
all the time, although only in the small circle to which |
it has been artificially restricted. This naturally involves (
the accused in occasional unpleasantness, but you must;'
not think of it as being too unpleasant. For it’s all a :'g
formality, the interrogations, for instance, are only short!
ones; if you have neither the time nor the inclination to
go, you can excuse yourself; with some Judges you can
even plan your interviews a long time ahead, all that
it amounts to is a formal recognition of your status as
an accused man by regular appearances before your
Judge.” Already while these last words were being
spoken K. had taken his jacket across his arm and got
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up. “He’s getting up now,” came the cry at once from

behind the door. “Are you going already?” asked the
painter, who had also got up. “I’m sure it’s the air here
that is driving you away. I’m sorry about it. I had g
great deal more to tell you. I have had to express myself
very briefly. But I hope my statements were lucid
enough.” “Oh, yes,” said K., whose head was aching with
the strain of forcing himself to listen. In spite of K.J§
confirmation, the painter went on to sum up the matter
again, as if to give him a last word of comfort: “Both
methods have this in common, that they prevent the ac-
cused from coming up for sentence.” “But they also pre-
ent an actual acquittal,” said K. in a low voice, as if
mbarrassed by his own perspicacity. “You have grasped
the kernel of the matter,” said the painter quickly. K,
laid his hand on his overcoat, but could not even summon
the resolution to put on his jacket. He would have liked
best of all to bundle them both together and rush out
with them into the fresh air. Even the thought of the
girls could not move him to put on his garments, although
their voices were already piping the premature news that
he was doing so. The painter was anxious to guess K.’s
intentions, so he said: “I take it that you haven’t come
to any decision yet on my suggestions. That’s right. In
fact, I should have advised you against it had you at-
tempted an immediate decision. It’s like splitting hairs
to distinguish the advantages and disadvantages. You
must weigh everything very carefully. On the other hand
you mustn’t lose too much time either.” “I’ll come back
again soon,” said K., in a sudden fit of resolution putting
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on his jacket, flinging his overcoat across his shoulders,

and hastening to the door, behind which the girls at once

began shrieking. K. felt he could almost see them through

the door. “But you must keep your word,” said the
| painter, who had not followed him, “or else I’ll have to
1 come to the Bank myself to make inquiries.” “Unlock
| this door, will you?” said K., tugging at the handle, |
!‘ which the girls, as he could tell from the resistance, were

e —.

hanging on to from outside. “You don’t want to be
‘ bothered by the girls, do you?” asked the painter. “You

had better take this way out,” and he indicated the door
\ behind the bed. K. was perfectly willing and rushed back
to the bed. But instead of opening the bedside door the
painter crawled right under the bed and said from down
there: “Wait just a minute. Wouldn’t you like to see
a picture or two that you might care to buy?” K. did
not want to be discourteous, the painter had really taken
an interest in him and promised to help him further, also
it was entirely owing to K.’s distractedness that the matter
of a fee for the painter’s services had not been mentioned,
consequently he could not turn aside his offer now, and
so he consented to look at the pictures, though he was
trembling with impatience to be out of the place. Tito-
relli dragged a pile of unframed canvases from under
the bed ; they were so thickly covered with dust that when
he blew some of it from the topmost, K. was almost 1
blinded and choked by the cloud that flew up. “Wild
Nature, a heathscape,” said the painter, handing K. the
picture. It showed two stunted trees standing far apart
from each other in darkish grass. In the background was
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a many-hued sunset. “Fine,” said K., “T’ll buy it.” K5
curtness had been unthinking and so he was glad whep
the painter, instead of being offended, lifted another can-
vas from the floor. “Here’s the companion picture,” he
said. It might be intended as a companion picture, but
there was not the slightest difference that one could see ‘
between it and the other, here were the two trees, here
the grass, and there the sunset. But K. did not bother
about that. “They’re fine prospects,” he said. “I’ll buy
both of them and hang them up in my office.” “You seem
to like the subject,” said the painter, fishing out a third
canvas. “By a lucky chance I have another of these
studies here.” But it was not merely a similar study, it
was simply the same wild heathscape again. The painter
was apparently exploiting to the full this opportunity
to sell off his old pictures. “I’ll take that one as well,”
said K. “How much for the three pictures?” “We’ll
settle that next time,” said the painter. “You’re in a
hurry today and we’re going to keep in touch with each
other anyhow. I may say I’'m very glad you like these
pictures and I’ll throw in all the others under the bed
| as well. They’re heathscapes every one of them, I’ve
painted dozens of them in my time. Some people won’t

have anything to do with these subjects because they’re
| too somber, but there are always people like yourself
who prefer somber pictures.” But by now K. had no mind
to listen to the professional pronouncements of the ped-
dling painter. “Wrap the pictures up,” he cried, inter-
rupting Titorelli’s garrulity, “my attendant will call to-
morrow and fetch them.” “That isn’t necessary,” said
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the painter. “I think I can manage to get you a porter
to take them along with you now.” And at last he reached
over the bed and unlocked the door. “Don’t be afraid
to step on the bed,” he said. “Everybody who comes here
does that.” K. would not have hesitated to do it even
without his invitation, he had actually set one foot plump
on the middle of the feather bed, but when he looked out
through the open door he drew his foot back again.
“What’s this?” he asked the painter. “What are you
surprised at?” returned the painter, surprised in his turn.
“These are the Law Court offices. Didn’t you know that
there were Law Court offices here? There are Law Court
offices in almost every attic, why should this be an ex-
cel)tlon ? My studio really belongs to the Law Court offices,
but the Court has put it at my disposal.” It was not so
much the discovery of the Law Court offices that startled
K.; he was much more startled at himself, at his com-
plete 1gnorance of all thmgs concermng the Court ‘He
accepted it as a fundamental principle for an accused
man to be always forearmed, never to let himself be caught |
napping, never to let his eyes stray unthinkingly to the |
right when his judge was looming up on the left—and
against that very principle he kept offending again and
again. Before him stretched a long passage, from which
was wafted an air compared to which the air in the
studio was refreshing. Benches stood on either side of
the passage, just as in the lobby of the offices that were
handling K.’s case. There seemed, then, to be exact reg-
ulations for the interior disposition of these offices. At
the moment there was no great coming and going of clients.
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