e ,,

W. W. NORTON & COMPANY, INC.
Also Publishes

TuE NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF AFRICAN AMERICAN LITERATURE
edited by Henry Louis Gates Jr.-and Nellie Y. McKay et dl.

Tue NORTON ANTHOLOGY, OF AMERICAN LITERATURE
edited by Nina Baym et al.

Tur NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF CHILDREN'S LITERATURE
edited by Jack Zipes et al.

Tur NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF CONTEMPORARY FICTION
edited by B. V. Cassill and Joyce Carol Qates

TrE NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE
edited by M. H. Abrams and Stephen Greenblatt et al.

Tue NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF LITERATURE BY WOMEN
edited by Sandra M. Gilbert and Susan Gubar

Tue NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF MODERN AND CONTEMPORARY PoETRY
edited by Jahan Ramazani, Richard Ellmann, and Robert O'Clair

Tae NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF POETRY
edited by Margaret Ferguson, Mary Jo Salter, and Jon Stallworthy

TruE NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF SHORT FICTION
edited by R. V. Cassill and Richard Bausch

Toe NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF THEORY AND CRITICISM
edited by Vincent B. Leitch et al.

Tue NORTON ANTHOLOGY OF WORLD LITERATURE
edited by Sarah Lawall et al.

TrE NorTON FACSIMILE OF THE FirsT FOLIO OF SHAKESPEARE
prepared by Charlton Hinman

TaE NORTON INTRODUCTION TO LITERATURE
edited by Alison Booth, ]. Paul Huter, and Kelly J. Mays

THE NoRTON INTRODUCTION TO THE SHORT NOVEL
edited by Jerome Beaty

THE NorTON READER
edited by Linda H. Peterson and John C. Brereton

Tue NORTON SAMPLER
edited by Thomas Cooley

Tar NORTON SHAKESPEARE, BASED ON THE OXFORD EDITION
edited by Stephen Greenblatt et al.

For a complete list of Norton Critical Editions, visit

www.wivnorton.com/college/english/nce_home.htm

A NORTON CRITICAL EDITION

KAFKAS SELECTED
STORIES
A\

NEW TRANSLATIONS
BACKGROUNDS AND CONTEXTS
CRITICISM

Translated and Edited by
STANLEY CORNGOLD

PRINCETON UNIVERSITY

=T

W. W. NORTON & COMPANY
New York » London




W. W. Norton & Company has been independent since its founding in 1923,
when William Warder Norton and Mary D. Herter Norton first published lec-
tures delivered at the People’s Institute, the adult education division of New
York City's Cooper Union. The Nortons soon expanded their program beyond
the Institute, publishing books by’ celebrated academics from America and
abroad. By midcentury, the two major pillars of Norton’s publishing program—
trade books and college texts—were firmly established. In the 1950s, the Norton
family transferred control of the company to its employees, and today—with a
staff of four hundred and a comparable number of trade, college, and pro-
fessional titles published each year—W. W. Norton & Company stands as the
largest and oldest publishing house owned wholly by its employees.

This volume is dedicated to Noel Corngold.
Copyright © 2007 by Stanley Corngold

All rights reserved.
Printed in the United States of America.

The text of this book is composed in Fairfield Medium
with the display set in Bernhard Modern.
Composition by PennSet, Inc.
Manufacturing by the Maple-Vail Book Group, Binghamton.
Production manager: Benjamin Reynolds.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data
Kafka, Franz, 1883-1924.
[Short stories. English. Selections.]
Kafka's selected stories: new translations, backgrounds and
contexts, criticism / Kafka; translated and edited by Stanley Corngold.
p. cm. — (A Norton critical edition)
Includes bibliographical references.

ISBN 0-393-92479-3 (pbk.)
1. Kafka, Franz, 1883-1924—Translations into English. 2. Kafka,

Franz, 1883—1924—Criticism and interpretation. 1. Corngold, Stanley.
11, Title. III. Series.

PT2621.A26A226 2005

833'.912—dc22
2005053927

W. W. Norton & Company, Inc., 500 Fifth Avenue, New York, NY 101 10-0017

Www.wwnorton.com

W, W, Norton & Company Ltd., Castle House,
75/76 Wells Street, London WIT 3QT

1 2 3 45 6 7 8 90

Contents

Preface

The Texts of Kafka’s Selected Stories
The Judgment ® A Story
The Stoker ® A Fraginent
In the Penal Colony
A Country Doctor ® Little Stories
The New Lawyer
A Country Doctor
Up in the Gallery
A Page from an Old Document
Before the Law
Jackals and Arabs
The Worry of the Father of the Family
A Fratricide
A Dream
A Report to an Academy
A Starvation Artist ® Four Stories!
_ First Distress
A Starvation Artist
Josefine, the Singer or The Mouse People
[Posthumously Published Stories]
The Bridge
The Hunter Gracchus @ [Two Fragments]
Building the Great Wall of China
The Kriock at the Courtyard Gate
A Crossbreed
1 Everyday Event

_he Question of the Laws
eidon

of these four stories, “A Little Woman,” is not included in this edition.

108
108
109
113
124
125
127
127
129
129
131
132
161



76 KaFka’s SELECTED STORIES
' A REPORT TO AN ACADEMY - 77

stead looked only at the s
e ‘ . tone. In fact, the man dj :
I\thlileisflgl the.li’ buf he gould not go on, there Wa?ionli Z‘(g)(;)tstlealdy
encil sink and again turned toward K o
¢ and - Now K,
?25}115 artist and noticed that the latter was deeply e‘:nbari:liso lc(;IOk
b alson;):efs); wﬁy. All hij former vigor had disappeared Ass Sae I :
- als ' embarrassed; they exchanged help] : N
a terrible mlsunderstanding, which nei%her :fptliisnkc)gllisl; e n

 long when galloped through in the way I have done, accom-
d for stretches by excellent persons, advice, applause, and or-
ral music but basically alone, since all my accompaniment
its distance, to continue the metaphor, from the railing, This
vement would have been impossible had I wanted to cling ob-
tely to my origin, to the memories of my youth. In fact, to give
all such obstinacy was the supreme commandment that 1 had
josed on myself; I, a free ape, accepted this yoke. But as a result,
their part my memories have become more and more closed off
m me. If at first my return—had the world of humans wanted
was open to me through the entire gateway that the sky forms
¢ the earth, at the same time it became ever lower and narrower
er the lash that drove my evolution forward; I felt more com-
3 able and more fully enclosed in the human world; the storm
%Onéln:fh““‘iﬁng- The first i at blew at my back from my past subsided; today it is only a draft
+» but the artist evidently py : : cools my heels; and the far-away gap, through which it comes
tance; the script was al);(l)J lziui::;l lél.only Lvuh t,h € greatest reluc ﬁi{:through)\:vhich i once came, has éi%)»{f)r,n 50 srngall that, if ever my
Se'emed to be lacking in gold; the Il'nge d-so eautiful, above all j rength and will were even adequate to run back to that point, I
tain: the letter merely becam’e very lar ;aflgged on, (Pile and uncer ould have to scrape the hide from my body in order to pass
almost finished, the artis stamped hi % L wasa J.; when it wa rough. To speak frankly, as much as I like to employ figurative im-
s toot furiously into the bura ges for these things, to speak frankly: Your apedom, gentlemen, to
e extent that you have something of the sort behind you, cannot

mound - :
so that the earth flew into the air all around Finally K. g
‘ . un
e more remote from you than mine is from me. But everyone who

der ; :
gizlesto}(:d \:ihat t}ﬁe g}ilrtlst meant; there was no more time ¢ 1
» . 2¢ dug all his fingers into th © apola.
e or . ;
ground, which offered walks about here on earth feels a tickling in his heels: from the tiny
chimpanzee to the great Achilles.

racti coci
gearalgil’y n(; 1e51s}tlance; everything seemed prepared; for me
§ sake a thin crust of dirt h ' '€ ap-
a . )
d been set up; below it a deep In the most limited sense, however, 1 may indeed be able to re-
spond to your inquiry, and I do so with great pleasure. The first

hole wi ;
by : gel;}ilitii};rselifs Izpeneii u]lg)’ and into this, turned onto his back
» 1 sank. But while d ; .
€ down below, his head sl thing that T learned was to shake hands; the handshake signifies
openness. Now, today, at the high point of my career, let frank

raised, he was already being r

hments across the speech be coupled with that first handshake. It will not contribute
anything essentially new to the Academy and will fall far short of
what you have asked of me and which, with the best will in the
world, I cannot tell you—mnonetheless, it should reveal the guide-
line a former ape has followed in penetrating the human world and
establishing himself in it. Yet I certainly would not have been able
to tell you even the trivial things that follow were I not entirely sure
of myself and were my position on all the great vaudeville stages of
the civilized world secure to the point of being impregnable.

I come from the Gold Coast. In describing how I was caught, I
am dependent on the reports of others. A hunting expedition of the
Hagenbeck company'—by the way, since that time I have emptied
more than one good bottle of red wine with its leader—lay in wait

1. In rosser Verle, enhei clearty a Privilege expression for € p. pp
8 g t lear] 1 d Kafka h hrase appears
Y g Xpre
(P 6O)~ , ( ) :

1. Carl Hagenbecl (1844—1923), a German animal dealer, was world famous in Kafka’s
time for his benevolent manner of encouraging the intelligence of the animals he caught
and then trained. He pioneered the creation of open-air zoos.

as well as at the outset of “A Country Doctor”
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in the bushes along the shore when, one evening, running with the
pack, I went to drink. There was a shot; I was the only one hit; 1
was hit twice. ) ' ‘
One shot in the cheek; it was slight; but it left a great hairless,
red scar that has won me the name-——coined, as it were, by a mon-
key—the repulsive, utterly inappropriate name of Red Peter, as if
the only difference between me and that trained animal ape Peter,
who had a minor reputation and who recently croaked, was a red
mark on the cheek.? This by the by.
The second shot struck me below the hip. It was serious, and as
a result T still walk with a slight limp. Recently I read an article by
one of the ten thousand windbags who vent their views about me in
the newspapers: they say that my ape nature has not yet been en-
tirely repressed; the proof is supposed to be that whenever I have
company, I am inclined to lower my pants to show the bullet’s path
of entry. Every tiny finger of that guy’s writing hand ought to be
blown off, one by one. I, T have the right to lower my pants in front
of anyone I like; there is nothing to see there other than a well-
groomed pelt and the scar left by a—let us choose here a specific

word for a specific purpose, a word, however, that should not be

misunderstood—the scar left by a profligate shot. Everything is

open and above board; there is nothing to hide; where it is a ques:
tion of truth, every largezminded person casts off the fanciest man-
ners. If, on the other hand, that scribbler were to lower his pants
whenever he has company, things, I assure you, would look very dif-
ferent, and I will let it stand as a sign of his good sense that he does
not do so. But that being so, let him keep his delicate sensibility off

my back!

After those shots I awoke—and here my own memory gradually
takes over—in a cage in steerage of the Hagenbeck freighter. It was
not a four-sided cage with bars; instead, only three barred sides
were attached to a crate, which thus formed the fourth wall. The
whole was too low for me to stand and too narrow to sit dowmn.
Hence I squatted with bent, continually trembling knees; and since
at first I may not have wanted to see anyone and was eager only to
remain in the dark, I faced the crate while the bars of the cage cut
into the flesh of my backside. This way of keeping wild animals
during the first few days of their captivity is considered effective;
and today, with my experience, I cannot deny that from a human

point of view this is, in fact, the case.

2. Kafka very likely knew of the vaudeville act titled “Peter, the Human Ape,” which openel

at the Ronacher Theater in Vienna in December 1908. Advertisements claimed that P
ter acted “just like a human being, has better table manners than most people, and b
haves so well that even more highly evolved creatures would do well to model themselv
on him.” He smoked, drank, ate on stage, pedaled a bicycle, and rode a horse.

A REPORT TO AN ACADEMY . 79

ﬁr;ﬁttéhe t.ime, h(')wever, I did not think about these matters. For the
movmm; 1T1 m.}(,lhﬁ? I had no way out; at the very least, there was no
movi gt 01bwa1’d; dn‘ect'ly in front of me was the crate, board joined
prm 2115. o board. Admlttfedly, a continuous gap ran between the
bhssful, }1]1(];)‘2;1 ?y first dlscl()wery of the gap, 1 greeted it with the
‘o unreason; but this gap was not by a 1 i
enough to stick even my tail through, and all an ay S i, lihOt i
not widen it. pes might could
Whlzs}tle:hi (v)\;e}llse 1tSoId thlatdldhz}ild made unusually little noise, from
's concluded that either I would i
should I succeed in survivin beriod T would
‘ ‘ g the first critical period, T w ,
err‘ur;:lellﬁtly tramf:lble. I survived this period.PGlun;ly V‘s(:)llzlbdinbe
Eiaml lly sez?rchmg for fleas, wearily licking a coconut knockirig ’
y s cull against the wall of the crate, sticking out my ton,gue When%
fr‘l;?ani;niieonf; caﬁutehnea}l; me—these were the first occupations in
 lite. In all that, however, still only one feelin
: : no
zzfl}ﬁ;lif tt(})ldat)f I can 5186 human words only to skegtch n‘:;?};;il:ﬁ
e time, and so I misstate them; but if
rive at the old apish truth reci ’ e in My
five ot the 0d apish , my recital at least leans in that direction,
nOIn ehald“};?citsolmlafn)}ll Waﬁls out before, and now T was left with
. I'was stuck. If they had nailed me down, I
less freedom of movemen e e hact no
t. Why was that? Scratch
between your toes, and i the restont et ek
, you will not find the r :
backside against the bars ey st oo L
of your cage until they almo i
7 i ’ t
tw o,.znd you stlll'won t find the reason. I had noyway oZt f)lllli %,1213 1n
Erov e r}rllyself with one, for T could not live without it. Always u0
atgz}_luz;te; be vslrall of t}lljlslcrate—-l would inevitably have croakedy BuI;
eck, apes belong up against the wall-—y ‘
' ' —well, so I st
i)letn}gl a(? ape. A clear, beautiful thought that I must someh(fvf %;Ed
aIc e \Vlth my belly, for apes think with their belly, "
undzzt aﬁ(‘iauli that VS"hat. I ‘mean by “a way out” will not be clearl
fhde O?oth. amdumlngcg1 Ilt ];n the most common and also the fulles}tl
e word. I deliberately do not say “freedom.”
mean that great feeling of fr ides. Porhape | A
g of freedom on all sides, Perhaps I 1 i
an ape, and I have known human bei lomg For it, But s far
ho long for it. B :
as [ am concerned, I did not a recdor B on oo o
’ sk for freedom either then
m ' or .
dlr(x)er:n W 27; jlymtan bf(:m%s all too often deceive themselves aborlllcz‘g'eBey
lom;, Just as ireedom counts among the most subli ings,
t ' ublime feel
Ofttgrcl) t.hetiouespc;)ndlllng delusion counts among the mosi siillilfz,
, in the vaudeville theaters, before I I .
tiste couple up at the ceilin Tooli B o i ome
g fooling around on their tr
ey- swung, they rocked, they j d Uinto cach
hor's ongy they o , y jumped, they floated into each
ed the other by the hair with hi
; ~ 1 ‘ is teeth, “Th
0, is human freedom,” T would think, “high-handed movemen?t’,’

i
i
!
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You mockery of holy Nature! No building could stand up to ape-
dom’s laughter at such a sight. ’ ' :

No, it was not freedom [ wanted. Just a way out; to the right, to
the left, wherever; 1 made no other demands; even if the way out
should only be a delusion; my demand was small, the delusion
would not be greater. To move on, to move on! Anything but stand-
ing still with my arms raised, pressed flat against a crate wall,

Today 1 see it clearly: without the utmost inner calm 1 would
never have been able to escape. And in fact, I may owe everything 1
have become to the calm that came over me after the first days on
board ship. And this calm, in furn, I very likely owed to the ship’s
Ccrew.

They are good men, despite everything. To this day I enjoy recall-
ing the sound of their heavy strides that reverberated in my light
sleep. They had the habit of going about things extremely slowly. If
one of them wanted to rub his eyes, he would 1ift his hand like a
weight on a pulley. Their jokes were crude but hearty. Their laugh-
ter was always mixed with a dangerous-sounding cough that did
not, in fact, mean anything. They always had something in their
mouth to spit out, and they didn’t care where their spit landed:
They were always complaining that my fleas jumped on them; and
yet they were never seriously angry with me on that score; they were
aware that fleas thrived in my pelt and that fleas are jumpers; they

came to terms with this fact. When they were off duty, a number of

them would sometimes sit in a semicircle around me; hardly speak-

ing but merely making cooing sounds to each other; stretched out

on crates and smoking their pipes; slapping their knees as soon as 1

made the slightest movement; and every so often one of them would
take a stick and tickle me where I liked to be tickled. If T were in-
vited today to take partin a cruise on this ship, I would certainly de-
cline the invitation, but it is equally certain that, lying there in

steerage, the memories 1 could indulge in would not all be ugly.

It was above all the calm I acquired within the circle of these
people that held me back from any attempt to escape. Now, in'ret-
rospect, it seems to me as i£ 1 had at least suspected that 1 needed
to find a way out if 1 wanted to stay alive, but that this way out was

not to be attained by running away. I no longer know whether e

cape was possible, but 1 believe it was; it ought always to be possi-
ble for an ape to escape. With my teeth the way they are today, 1

have to be careful even at ordinary nutcracking; but at that time
could probably have managed eventually to bite through the door
lock. 1 did not do it. What good would it have done me anywa
The minute I stuck out my head, they would have caught me a
locked me up in an even worse cage; or 1 might have been able
slip away unnoticed to the other animals—for example, to the gian!
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:rr:i?gl}(is oppohsite—band in their embraces breathed my last; ;r I
even have been successful in steali ,
e ‘ aling my way to the upper
ping overboard, and then I Id h

fecls anc Jumping o , would have rocked for a
great ocean before drowning. D -

did not calculate in such e e
' a human way, but under the i

m}i zl?vn'onment I behaved as if I had c,alculated. ¢ influence of

- tl}:ie?ot calculaﬁe; lE)utll did observe matters with great calm. I

e men walk back and forth, alwa :

: ys the same
sainedmovemel‘ﬂs: it often seemed to r,ne that only one ma?lC\?VZS tlllll‘i-3
gza\ied;i‘igédth;s man I(i;'r these men went unmolested. An exalted

n me. No one promised me that if 1 bec i
ame lil
Z}elernZ t}ie cage d’oor would be raised. Promises of that kind }:‘
acir;:n% y 1}r:1p0531bl'e fulfillment, are not given. But if fulﬁllme’nt is
ach e\:zh; rtbe(:aepromls(]els also appear subsequently, just where they
n sought in vain. Now, in themsel h
nothing that especiall : e e
y appealed to me. If T were a d
above-mentioned freedom, 1 wo i e ol the
) uld certainly have preferred
: th
i‘e&t ocean to the way out that showed itself to me inpthe dull gazz
thou;ﬁ :lljen.tln al}lly }clase, I observed them for a long time before I
‘ out such things; in fact, it was the accumulati
selivatlons that first urged me in th,is definite directir:;l aon of ob-
t was so easy to imitate these people. Within a few days I had

learned to spit. We then spat in one another’ i
En(;e being that afterward I licked my facelcslefzrcle:;ut:lhfhznlﬁiglfrfi—
d’e.mellorTg I was smoking a pipe like an old hand, and w}i’en in ad-.
ition pllessed my thumb into the bowl of the pipe, all of ste
cheered; it was only the difference between the em ’t i flraﬁe
filled bowl that I could not grasp for a long time Pepipeand e

It was the brandy bottle that gave me the greatest trouble. The

‘S,‘I,:eln was ttog’tu‘;'effor me; I forced myself with all my might; but

eks went by before I overcame my revulsi i )

ecks went by before | y revulsion. Curiously, the men

; ggles more seriously than anything el

_me. In my recollections, too, I At S

‘ cannot tell these 1 :

e , too, ‘ people apart, but
ere was one of them who came again and again, alone orP V\’iti’l his

;:)rmade.s},l by day, by night, at all hours; set himself down in front

. rtr:iel\:)flft t}'lehbottle and gave me lessons. He could not make head
g dme. e wanted to solve the riddle of my being. He slowl

ncorked the bottle and then looked at me to see if I had under}—/

tood;
,00}(111,1 I confess, | alvsfays watched him with wild, hectic attention;
: man teacher will find such a human student in the wholei

id 14 .
e world; after the bottle was uncorked, he raised it to his

mouth; my glances follow him down into his gullet; he nods, satis-

ed (\in;lth me, and puts t}'xe bottle to his lips; I, ecstatic with gradu-
Z,adt}‘:rnéng understanding, squealing, scratch the length and the
of me, wherever my hand lands; he is pleased, puts the bot-
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tle to his mouth, and takes a swig; 1, impatient and desperate to
emulate him, soil myself in my cage, an act that once aga’\in gives
him great satisfaction; and now, holding the bottle at arm's 1‘ength
and with a swoop bringing it back up again, he leans back with ex-
aggerated pedantry and in one gulp empties it. Fxhausted from ex-
cossive desire, I can follow no longer and hang weakly onto the bars
while he ends the theoretical instruction by rubbing his belly and
grinning. ’ ‘
Only now does the practical exercise begin. Hasn't the theoreti-
cal teaching exhausted me too much? Very likely I'm far too ex-
hausted. That is part of my fate. Nonetheless, I reach as well as 1
can for the bottle that is held out to me; trembling, uncork it; with
this success my strength gradually returns. Already barely diffferent
from my model, I lift the bottle, put it to my lips, and—and with re-
yulsion, with revulsion, even though it is empty and filled only with
the smell—throw it on the ground with disgust. To the sadness of
my teacher, to my own greater sadness; nor do T make things better
cither with him or myself when, even after throwing away the bot-
tle, I do not forget to rub my belly brilliantly and grin.
All too often the lesson went this way. And to my teacher’s credit;
he was not angry with me; true, sometimes he held his burning
pipe against my fur until it began to glow at some ‘spo't I ‘could
reach only with difficulty, but then he would extinguish it himself
with his huge, kindly hand; he was not angry with me, he under-
stood that we were on the same side, fighting my ape nature, and
that my job was the more difficult one. .
What a victory, then, for him as for me, when one evening, be-
fore a large group of spectators—perhaps a party was underway, a
phonograph was playing, an officer was strolling among the men—
when, on this evening, when no one was looking, I grabbed a bottle
of brandy that had accidentally been left outside my cage, amid the
increasing attention of the company uncorked it very correctly, put
it to my lips, and without dawdling, without grimacing, like a pro-
fessional tippler, with round, rolling eyes and swashing throat, re- ‘
ally and truly drank down the entire contents; tossed away t}}e Ut the Wll'ldO‘W. When company comes, I play host as is proper. My
bottle, no longer like someone in despair but like an artist; I did nanager sits in the anteroom; when I ring, he comes and listens to
forget to rub my belly; but in return, because 1 could not help it, hat I have to say. In the evenings there is almost always a per-
because I felt the urge, because all my senses were in an uproar, in ‘mance, and I enjoy successes that can scarcely be surp‘assed_ If 1
short, 1 shouted “Hello!,” broke out in human speech, with this ¢ urn late at night from banquets, from learned societies, from
leaped into the human community and felt its echo, “Just listen to nvivial occasions, a little half-trained chimpanzee is waiting for
that, he’s talking!” like a kiss on my whole sweat-soaked body. i and I have my pleasure of her in the way of all apes. In the day-
I repeat: I was not attracted to the idea of imitating men; I imi ne I do not want to see her; she has the lunatic look of the bewil-
tated because I was looking for a way out, for no other reason. B
sides, 1 accomplished little with this victory. My voice failed ag
immediately; it returned only after several months; my disgust Wi

the brandy bottle returned, even stronger. But my course was irrev-
ocably set.

When I was handed over to my first trainer, in Hamburg, I
quickly recognized the two choices available to me: the zoo ,or
vaudeville. 1 did not hesitate. 1 said to mysell: try with all your
might to get into vaudeville; that is the way out; the zoo is only a
new cage with bars; once you get into it, you're lost.

And, gentlemen, I learned. Oh, you learn when you have to; you
learn when you want a way out; you learn relentlessly. You supervise
yourself, whip in hand; you tear yourself to pieces at the least sign
of resistance. Ape nature, falling all over itself, raced® madly out of
me and away, so that I practically made a monkey of my first
teacher, who was soon forced to give up training and had to be de-
livered to a sanatorium. Fortunately he was soon released.

But I used up many teachers, indeed, even several teachers si-
multaneously. When I had become more confident of my abilities
and the public world followed my progress, I had glimmerings of a
future; I myself hired teachers, seated them in five adjoining rooms,
and managed to study with them all at the same time by leaping in-
cessantly from one room to the other.

This progress! This penetration of rays of knowledge from all
sides into the awakening brain! I do not deny it: it made me happy.
But I also admit: I did not overestimate it, not then, even less today.
Through an effort that has hitherto never been repeated on this
planet, I have reached the average cultural level of a Furopean.
That by itself may be nothing at all, but it is something to the ex-
tent that it helped me out of the cage and gave me this particular
way out, this human way out. There is an excellent German expres-
sion, “to slip off into the bushes”:* that is what I did, I slipped off
into the bushes. I had no other way, presupposing that freedom was
never an option,

When I review my evolution and its goal so far, I can’t complain,
ut neither am I satisfied. My hands in my pants pockets, the wine
ottle on the table, I half-lie, half-sit in my rocking chair and look

The German verb rasen means both to “race” and to “rave.”

e German expression sich in die Biische schla i “
' gen, means, literally, “to smash a path
(stdeways) through the brush or bushes” and hence retains the jungl); image. P
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ally unintelligible words. Otherwise the quiet all around him was
unbroken; now and then a worker who might have wandered one
afternoon into the empty theater would look up thoughtfully into
heights the eye could barely make out, where the trapeze artist,
who could not know that someone was watching him, was practic-
ing his skills or resting,

The trapeze artist could have lived happily this way had it not
been for the unavoidable journeys from town to town; these placed
a great burden on him. To be sure, the manager took pains to spare
the trapeze artist any unnecessary prolongation of his suffering;
they used racing cars for traveling in the cities, and whenever pos-
sible they ran at top speed through the deserted streets at night or
in the earliest morning hours, but of course this was too slow for
the yearning of the trapeze artist; a whole train compartment was
reserved for him, where he spent the trip lying up in the netting of
the baggage rack-—certainly a miserable substitute for his custom-
ary way of life, but at least some sort of approximation; in the next
town on the tour, the trapeze was in its place long before the tra-
peze artist arrived at the theater; all the doors that led into the per-
formance space were thrown wide open, all the corridors kept
free—but the happiest moments in the manager's life always oc-
curred whenever the trapeze artist set his foot on the rope ladder
and in a flash, at last, was once again hanging up above from his
trapeze,

No matter how many trips the manager had successfully man-
aged by now, each new one was still an ordeal, since, aside from
everything else, the tours always damaged the trapeze artist's
nerves, .

And so one day the two of them were once again traveling to-
ether; the trapeze artist lay in the baggage rack dreaming, the
anager was leaning back in the window seat opposite, reading a
ook, when the trapeze artist quietly spoke to him. The manager

dered trained animal; I am the only one who recognizes it, and‘l
) .

Carl;; Ztig(il;fée, 1 have achieved what I wanted to zchievte. Littt}ll(;

one say that it hasn’t been worth it. For th’e rest., I olno sle‘:ii the

judgment of any man, I merely want to disseminate 1mow O%g tile

am merely making a report; to you, too, exalted gentlemen

Academy, 1 have merely made a report.

A STARVATION ARTIST ® FOUR STORIES

First Distress

A trapeze artist—it is generally acknowledged that thTs art fo;'rgé
practiced high in the cupolas of the great variety t}%eatels},llsdon !
the most difficult of those attainable by human bemgs'—— ab S(l) (t)
ganized his life, at first only from striving for perfection li]t ater
from the growing tyranny of habit as w'fell, that as longh?st‘e :;z;s
employed at the same place, he spent night and day .on .1s ' 2}33 fm:
All his needs, which were actually very modest, were glov'l e ;
by orderlies, who took turns keeph}g watch below an 1’lutsmgr S‘E:S
cially constructed containers to hoist up and do'wndv'vfﬁa el\;'e e
needed above. This way of life caused no sPecml. i flu 1((135 for
those around him; it was merely somewhat dls'tractmg that Ermg :
the other numbers on the program he remained ﬂoatlng 1a love; &
which could not be hidden from sight, and although he main yr (e%) ,
still at such times, now and again a glance jﬁ"om the pulilhc \:\oua
stray up to him. But the directors' forgave him, because | e ‘;isder
extraordinary, an irreplaceable artist. It was, of course, }f soh. .
stood that he lived this way not out of wilfuliness 'and that this w 1 aok » ‘ ' . ) T oo

1d keep himself continually in form, the on as imme iately at his service. The trapeze artist, blt%ng his lips,

the only way he CO}?’ t at the level of perfection. . id that instead of the one trapeze he had used up until now, from
e (':Ould' . IT altha lthy up above, and when during th ow on he would need two trapezes for his acrobatics—two tra-
e months the S?d i C}{OWIS) were ,opened all around th es, one across from the other. The manager consented at once.
warmer m'o'nths Elhe1 side -V:}llnthe fresh air the sun powerfully pen as if to show that in this case the manager’s agreement carried
vaulted ceiling an ?Ong,‘tm s even beautiful. Of course his inte litcle weight as, say, his objection, the trapeze artist said that
reions th'e ot s v 1 l‘wa.ted' sometimes an acrobat colleagn m now on he would never again and under no circumstances use

O e clmb b to him on the rope ladder, and both o the 7 ome trapeze in bis act. A the thoumhr thet soeamiroanccs e

of his W‘Ould clim .UP 0 hatting while bracing themselves to th might happen, he seemed to shudder. The manager, hesitant

ot and let on tlap?ze’ C t Ot};gel’ times maintenance men, fixi atchful, once again declared his complete agreement that two
sight ond left }?n thehlOp(:asyaafew words with him through an o ezes were better than one and that the new arrangement would
th'e roof, might E’fc 1ang ctor, checking the emergency lighting the advantage of adding more variety to the performance. At

‘t’;lm(iow; ZZtt}b;Zlc;relymviEild c’all out a few respectful though vir he trapeze artist suddenly burst into tears. Deeply shaken, the

e topm A
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