He heard quiet steps behind him. That didn't bode well. Who could be following him this late at

= night and in this deadbeat part of town? And at this particular moment, just
after he pulled off the big time and was making off with the greenbacks.
Was there another crook who'd had the same idea, and was now watching
him and waiting for a chance to grab the fruit of his labor? Or did the steps
behind him mean that one of many law officers in town was on to him and
just waiting to pounce and snap those cuffs on his wrists?

He nervously looked all around. Suddenly he saw the alley. Like lightning he darted off to the left
and disappeared between the two warehouses almost falling over the ‘ .

trash can lying in the middle of the sidewalk. He tried to nervously tap
his way along in the inky darkness and suddenly stiffened: it was a
dead-end, he would have to go back the way he had come. The steps got
louder and louder, he saw the black outline of a figure coming around  §
the corner. Is this the end of the line? he thought pressing himself back
against the wall trying to make himself invisible in the dark, was all that
planning and energy wasted?

He was dripping with sweat now, cold and wet, he could smell the fear coming off his clothes.
Suddenly next to him, with a barely noticeable squeak, a door swung quietly to and fro in the night's
breeze. Could this be the haven he'd prayed for? Slowly he slid toward the door, pressing himself
more and more into the wall, into the dark, away from his enemy. Would this door save his hide?

One morning, when Gregor Samsa woke from troubled dreams, he found himself transformed in his
bed into a horrible vermin. He lay on his armour-like back, and if he lifted his head a little he could
see his brown belly, slightly domed and divided by arches into stiff sections. The bedding was
hardly able to cover it and seemed ready to slide off any moment. His many legs, pitifully thin
compared with the size of the rest of him, waved about helplessly as he looked. "What's happened
to me?" he thought.

It wasn't a dream. His room, a proper human room although a little too small, lay peacefully
between its four familiar walls. A collection of textile samples lay spread out on the table - Samsa
was a travelling salesman - and above it there hung a picture that he had recently cut out of an
illustrated magazine and housed in a nice, gilded frame. It showed a lady fitted out with a fur hat
and fur boa who sat upright, raising a heavy fur muff that covered the whole of her lower arm
towards the viewer. Gregor then turned to look out the window at the dull weather.



