THE TRIAL

undisturbed except for the ringing noise that his lightest
footstep made on the stone flags and the echoes that
sounded from the vaulted roof faintly but continuously, in
manifold and regular progression. I felt a Hittle forlorn
as he advanced, a solitary figure between the rows of
empty seats, perhaps with the priest’s eyes following him;
ond the size of the Cathedral struck him as bordering

on the limit of what human beings could bear. When hLe

came to the seat where he had left the album he simply
enatched the book up without stopping and took it with
him. (e had almost passed the last of the pews and Was
emerging into the open space between himself and the
doorway when he heard the priest lifting up his voice,
A resonant, well-trained voice. How it rolled through
L the expectant Cathedral! But it was no congregation the
priest was addressing, the words were unambiguous and
inescapable, he was calling out: “Joseph K.!”

K. paused and stared at the ground before him. For |

the moment he was still free, he could continue on his
way and vanish through one of the small, dark, wooden
doors that faced him at no great distance. It would sumply
indicate that he had not understood the call, or that he

had understood it and did not care. But if he were to .
turn round he would be caught, for that would amount
to an admission that he had understood it very well,
that he was really the person addressed, and that he was
ready to obey. Ilad the priest called his name a second
time K. would certainly have gone on, but as everything.
remained silent, though he stood waiting a long time,
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he could not help turning his head a little just to see
what the priest was doing. The priest was standing calmly
in the pulpit as before, yet it was obvious that he had
observed X.’s turn of the head. It would have been like a
childish game of hide-and-seek if K. had not turned right
round to face him. He did so, and the priest beckoned
bhim to come nearer. Since there was now no mneed for
evasion, X. hurried back—he was both curious and eager

" to shorten the interview—with long flying strides toward

the pulpit. At the first rows of seats he halted, but the
priest seerqed to think the distance still too great; he
stretched out an arm and pointed with sharply bent fore-
finger to a spot immediately before the pulpit. K. fol-

~lowed this divection too; when he stood on the spot in-
~ dicated he had to bend his head far back to see the priest
- at all. “You are Joseph K.,” said the priest, lifting one
~hand from the balustrade in a vague gesture. “Yes,”
- said K., thinking how frankly he used to give his name
-~ and what a burden it had recently become to him; now-
. adays people he had never seen before seemed to know
-~ his name. How pleasant it was to have to mtroduce one-
_gelf before being recognized! “You are an accused man,”
said the priest in a very low voice. “Yes,” said K,

“so I have been informed.” “Then you are the man I

] seek,” said the priest. “I am the prison chaplain.” “In-
deed,” said K. “I had you summoned here,” said the

priest, “to have a talk with you.” “I didn’t know that,”
said K. “I came here to show an Italian round the Cathe-
dral.” “That is beside the point,” said the priest. “What i1s
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that in your hand? Is it a prayer book?” “No,” replied
K., “it is an album of sights worth seeing in the town.”
“Lay it down,” said the priest. K. threw 1t away so
violently that it flew open and slid some way along the
floor with disheveled leaves. “Do you know that your case
is going badly?” asked the priest. “I have that idea my-
self,” said K. “I’ve done what T could, but without any

success so far. Of course, my petition isn’t finished yet.”

“How do you think it @il end?” asked the priest.
«At first T thought it must turn out well,” said K., “but
now I frequently have my doubts. I don’t know how it
will end. Do you?” “No,” said the priest, “bub I fear it
will end badly. You are held to be guilty. Your case will
perhaps never get beyond a lower Court. Your guilt is
supposed, for the present, at least, to have been proved.”

«But I am not guilty,” said X.; “it’s a mistake. And,

if it comes to that, how can any man be called guilty?
We are all simply men here, one as much as the other.”
«That is true,” said the priest, “hut that’s bow all
guilty men talk.” “Are you prejudiced against me too?”
asked K. “I have mo prejudices against you,” said the
priest. “Thank you,” said K.; “but all the others who
are concerned in these proceedings are prejudiced against
me. They are influencing outsiders too. My position s
becoming more and more Jifficult.” “You are misinterpret-
ing the facts of the case,” said the priest. “The verdict
‘s not suddenly arrived at, the proceedings only gradually
merge into the verdict.” “So that’s how it is,” said K.,

letting his head sink. «What is the next step you proposé
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to take in the matter?” asked the priest. “I’m going to
get more help,” said K., looking up again to see how
the priest took his statement. “There are several possi-
pilities I haven’t explored yet.” “You cast about too

_ much for outside help,” said the priest disapprovingly,

s«ggpecially from women. Don’t you see that it isn’t the
right kind of help?” “In some cases, even in many I could
agree with you,” said K., “but not always. Women have
great influence. If T could move some women I know to
join forces in working for me, I couldn’t help winning
through. Especially before this Court, which consists al-
most entirely of petticoat-hunters. Let the Examining
Magistrate see a woman in the distance and he lknocks
down his desk and the defendant in his eagerness to get
ot her.” The priest leaned over the balustrade, apparently

- feeling for the first time the oppressiveness of the can-

opy above his head. What fearful weather there must be

. outside! There was no longer even & murky daylight;

black night had set in. All the stained glass in the great
window could not illumine the darkness of the wall with
one solitary glimmer of Tlight. And at this very moment
the verger began to put out the candles on the high altar,

one after another. “Are you angry with me?” asked K. of

the priest. “It may be that you don’t know the nature of
the Court you are serving.” He got no answer. “These
are only my personal experiences,” said K. There was
still no answer from above. «T wasn’t trying to insult you,”
said K. And at that the priest shrieked from the pulpit:

. “Can’t you see one pace before you?” It was an angry
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cry, but at the same time sounded like the unwary shriek
of one who sees another fall and is startled out of hig
senses.

Both were now silent for a long time. In the prevailing
darkness the priest certainly could not make out I(.%s fea-

tures, while K. saw him distinetly by the light of the

small lamp. Why did he not come down from the pulpit?
He had not preached a sermon, he had only given K. some
mmformation which would be likely to harm him rather
than help him when he came to consider it. Yet the priest’s
good intentions seemed to K. beyond question, it was not
impossible that they could come to some agreement if the
man would only quit his pulpit, it was not impossible that
K. could obtain decisive and acceptable counsel from him
which might, for instance, point the way, not toward some
influential manipulation of the case, but toward a circumn-
vention of it, a breaking away from it altogether, a mode
of living completely outside the jurisdiction of the Court.
This possibility must exist, K. bad of late given much
thought to it. And should the priest know of such a possi-
bility, he might perhaps tmpart his knowledge if he were
appealed to, although he himself belonged to the Court
and as soon as he heard the Court impugned had forgotten
his own gentle nature so far as to shout K. down.

“Won’t you come down here?” said K. “You haven’t
got to preach a sermon. Come down beside me.” “I can
come down now,” said the priest, perhaps repenting of his
outburst. While he detached the lamp from its hook he
said: “I had to speak to you first from a distance. Other-
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wise I am too easily influenced and tend to forget my
duty.”

K. waited for him at the foot of the steps. The priest
stretched out his hand to K. while he was still on the way
down from a higher level. “Have you a little time for me?”
asked K. “As much time as you need,” said the priest,
giving K. the small lamp to carry, Even close at hand he
still wore a certain air of solemnity. “You are very good
to me,”” said IC. They paced side by side up and down the
dusky aisle. “But you are an exception among those who
belong to the Court. I have more trust in you than in any
of the others, though I know many of them. With you I
can speak openly.” “Don’t be deluded,” said the priest.
“How am I being deluded ?” asked K. “You are deluding
_ yourself about the Court,” said the priest. “In the writ-
ings which preface the Law that particular delusion is

*udescribed thus: before the Law stands a doorkeeper. To

this doorkeeper there comes a man from the country who
begs for admittance to the Law. But the doorkeeper says
that he cannot admit the man at the moment. The man, on
reflection, asks if he will be allowed, then, to enter later.
‘It is possible,” answers the doorkeeper, ‘but not at this
moment,” Since the door leading into the Law stands open
as usual and the doorkeeper steps to one side, the man
bends down to peer through the entrance. When the doox-
keeper sees that, he laughs and says: ‘If you are so
strongly tempted, try to get in without my permission.
- But note that I am powerful. And I am only the lowest
doorkeeper.. From hall to hall, keepers stand at every
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door, one more powerful than the other. And the sight of
the third man is already more than even I can stand.
These are difficulties which the man from the country has
not expected to meet, the Law, he thinks, should be acces-
sible to every man and at all times, but when he looks more
closely at the doorkeeper in his furred robe, with his huge

pointed nose and long thin Tartar beard, he decides that

he had better wait until he gets permission to enter. The
doorkeeper gives him a stool and lets him sit down at the
side of the door. There he sits waiting for days and years.
He makes many attempts to be allowed in and wearies the
doorkeeper with his importunity. The doorkeeper often
engages him in brief conversation, asking him about his
home and about other matters, but the questions are put
quite impersonally, as great men put questions, and al-
ways conclude with the statement that the man cannot he
allowed to enter yet. The man, who has equipped himself
with many things for his journey, parts with all he has,
however valuable, in the hope of bribing the doorkeeper,
The doorkeeper accepts it all, saying, however, as he
takes each gift: ‘I take this only to keep you from feeling
that you have left something undone.” During all these
long years the man watches the doorkeeper almost inces-
santly., Ile forgets about the other doorkeepers, and this
one seems to him the only barrier between himself and the
Law. In the first years he curses his evil fate aloud ; later,
as he grows old, he only mutters to himself. e grows
childish, and since in his prolonged study of the door-
keeper he has learned to know even the fleas in his fur
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collar, he begs the very fleas to help him and to persuade
the doorkeeper to change his mind. Finally his eyes grow
dim and he does not know whether the world is really dark-
ening around him or whether his eyes are only deceiving
him. But in the darkness he can now perceive a radiance
that streams inextinguishably from the door of the Law,
Now his life is drawing to a close. Before he dies, all that
he has experienced during the whole time of his sojourn
condenses in his mind into one question, which he has
never yet put to the doorkeeper. He beckons the door-
keeper, since he can no longer raise his stiffening body.
The doorkeeper has to bend far down to hear him, for the
difference in size between them has increased very much
to the man’s disadvantage. “‘What do you want to know
now?” asks the doorkeeper, ‘you are insatiable.’ ‘Everyone
strives to attain the Law,’ answers the man, ‘how does it
come about, then, that in all these years no one has come
seeking admittance but me? The doorkeeper perceives
that the man is nearing his end and his hearing is failing,
so he bellows in his ear: ‘No one but you could gain ad-
mittance through this door, since this door was intended
for you. I am now going to shut it.’ »

“So the doorkeeper deceived the ma.li,” sald K. 1mme-
diately, strongly attracted by the story. “Don’t be too
hasty,” said the priest, “don’t take over someone else’s
opinion without testing it. I have told you the story in
the very words of the scriptures. There’s no mention of
deception in it.” “But it’s clear enough,” said K., “and
your first interpretation of it was quite right. The door-
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Leeper gave the message of salvation to the man only
when it could no longer help him.” “He was not asked the
question any earlier,” said the priest, “and you must con-
sider, too, that he was only a doorkeeper, and as such ful-
filled his duty.” “What makes you think he fulfilled his
duty?” asked K. “He didn’t fulfill it. His duty might have
been to keep all strangers away, but this man, for whom
the door was jntended, should have been let in.” “You
have not enough respect for the written word and you are
altering the story,” said the priest. “The story contains
two important statements made by the doorkeeper about
admission to the Law, one at the beginning, the other at
the end. The first statement is: that he cannot admit the
man at the moment, and the other is: that this door was
intended only for the man. If there were a contradiction
between the two, you would be right and the doorkeeper
would have deceived the man. But there s no contradic-
tion. The first statement, on the contrary, even aplies
the second. One could almost say that in suggesting to
the man the possibility of future admittance the door-
keeper is exceeding his duty. At that time his apparent
duty is only to refuse admittance and indeed many com-
mentators are surprised that the suggestion should be
made at all, since the doorkeeper appears to be a precisian

with a stern regard for duty. He does not once leave his

post during these many years, and he does not shut the
door until the very last minute; he is conscious of the -
portance of his office, for he says: ‘I am powerful’; he is
respectful to his superiors, for he says: ‘1 am only the
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lowest doorkeeper’; he is not garrulous, for during all
these years he puts only what are called ‘impersonal ques-
tions’; he is not to be bribed, for he says in accepting a
gift: ‘I take this only to keep you from feeling that you
have left something undone’; where his duty is concerned
he is to be moved neither by pity nor rage, for we are told

. that the man ‘wearied the doorkeeper with his importu-

nity’; and finally even his external appearance hints at a
pedantic character, the large, poihted nose and the long,
thin, black, Tartar beard. Could one imagine a more
faithful doorkeeper? Yet the doorkeeper has other ele-
ments in his character which are likely to advantage any-
one seeking admittance and which make it comprehensible
enough that he should somewhat exceed his duty in sug-
gesting the possibility of future admittance. For it can-

- not be denied that he is a little simple-minded and conse-

quently a litile conceited. Take the statements he makes
about his power and the power of the other doorkeepers

" and their dreadful aspect which even he cannot bear to
- see—1 hold that these statements may be true enough,

but that the way in which he brings them out shows that
his perceptions are confused by simpleness of mind and

. conceit. The commentators note in this connection: “The

right perception of any matter and a misunderstanding

- of the same matter do not wholly exclide each other.’
 One must at any rate assume that such simpleness and
~ conceit, however sparingly manifest, are likely to weaken
his defense of the door; they are breaches in the character
. of the doorkeeper. To this must be added the fact that
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the doorkeeper seems to be a friendly creature by nature,
he is by no means always on his official dignity. In the
very first moments he allows himself the jest of inviting
the man to enter in spite of the strictly maintamed veto
aganist entry; then he does not, for instanee, send the
man away, but gives him, as we are told, a stool and lets
him sit down beside the door. The patience with which he

endures the man’s appeals during so many years, the

brief conversations, the acceptance of the gifts, the po-
liteness with which he allows the man to curse loudly in
his presence the fate for which he himself is responsible—
all this lets us deduce certain feelings of pity. Not every
doorkeeper would have acted thus. And finally, in answer
to a gesture of the man’s he bends down to give him
the chance of putting a last question. Nothing but mild
impatience-—the doorkeeper knows that this is the end of
it all—is discernible in the words: ‘You are insatiable.’

Some push this mode of interpretation even further and.

hold that these words express a kind of friendly admira-
tion, though not without a hint of condescension. At any
rate the figure of the doorkeeper can be said to come out
very differently from what you fancied.” “You have
studied the story more exactly and for a longer time than X
have,” said X. They were both silent for a little while.
Then XK. said: “So you think the man was not deceived?”
“Don’t misunderstand me,” said the priest, “I am only
showing you the various opinions concerning that point.
You must not pay too much attention to them. The scrip-
fures are unalterable and the comments often enough
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mevely express the commentators’ despair. In this case
there even exists an interpretation which claims that the
deluded person is really the doorkeeper.” “That’s a far-
fetched interpretation,” said K. “On what is it based?”
“It is based,” answered the priest, “on the simple-mind-
edness of the doorkeeper. The argument is that he does
not know the Law from inside, he knows only the way that
leads to it, where he patrols up and down. His ideas of the
interior are assumed to be childish, and it is supposed
that he himself is afraid of the other guardians whom he
holds up as bogies before the man. Indeed, he fears them
more than the man does, since the man is determined to
enter after hearing about the dreadful guardians of the
interior, while the doorkeeper has no desire to enter, at
least not so far as we are told. Others again say that he
must have been in the interior already, since he is after
all engaged in the service of the Law and can only have
been appointed from inside. This is countered by arguing
that he may have been appointed by a voice calling from
the interior, and that anyhow he cannot have been far in-
side, since the aspect of the third doorkeeper is more than
he can endure. Moreover, no indication is given that dur-
ing all these years he ever made any remarks showing a
knowledge of the interior, except for the one remark about
the doorkeepers. He may have been forbidden to do so,
but there is no mention of that either. On these grounds
the conclusion is reached that he knows nothing about the
aspect and significance of the interior, so that he is in a -
state of delusion. But he is deceived also about his relation
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%o the man from the country, for he is inferior to the man
and does not know it. He treats the man instead as his
own subordinate, as can be recognized from many details
that must be still fresh in your mind. But, according to
this view of the story, it is just as clearly indicated that
he is really subordinated to the man. Tn the first place, a
bondman is always subject to a free man. Now the man
from the country is really free, he can goiwhere he likes,
it is only the Taw that is closed to him, and access to the
Law is forbidden him only by one individual, the door-
keeper. When he sits down on the stool by the side of the
door and stays there for the rest of his life, he does it of
his own free will; in the story there is no mention of any
compulsion. But the doorkeeper is bound to his post by
his very office, he does not dare go out into the country,
nor apparently may he go into the interior of the Law,
even should he wish to. Besides, although he is in the serv-
ice of the Law, his service is confined to this one entrance;
that is to say, he serves only this man for whom alone the
entrance is intended. On that ground too he is inferior to
the man. One must assume that for many years, for as
long as it takes a man to grow up to the prime of life, his
service was m a sense an empty formality, since he had to
wail for a man to come, that is to say someone in the prime
of Jife, and so he had to wait a long time before the pur-
- pose of his service could be fulfilled, and, moreover, had
to wait on the man’s pleasure, for the man came of his
own free will. But the termination of his service also de-

pends on the man’s term of life, so that to the very end he
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is subject to the man. And it is emphasized throughout
that the doorkeeper apparently realizes nothing of all
th%s. That is not in ifself remarkable, since acco_:dincr to
this ir.lterpreta,tion the doorkeeper is deceived in a nzjuch
more mmportant issue, affecting his very office. At the end
for example, he says regarding the entrance to the Law?
‘I am now going to shut it,” but at the beginning of the
- story we are told that the door leading into the Law al-
ways stands open, and if it always stands open, that is
- to say at all times, without reference to the life or death
of the man, then the doorkeeper cannot close it. There is
some difference of opinion about the motive behind the
doorkeeper’s statement, whether he said he was going to
close the door merely for the sake of giving an answer, or
- to emphasize his devotion to duty, or to bring the man i,nto
- a state of grief and regret in his last moments. But there
1s no lack of agreement that the doorkeeper will not be
able to shut the door. Many indeed profess to find that he
is subordinate to the man even in knowledge, toward
the end, at least, for the man sees the radiance tl:at issues
from the door of the Law while the doorkeeper in his offi-
cial position must stand with his back to the door, nor
does he say anything to show that he has perceiveé the
change.” ““That is well argued,” said K., after repeating
to himself in a low voiee several passages from the'priest’i
exposition. “It is well argued, and I am inclined to agree
that the doorkeeper is deceived. But that has not made
me abandon my former opinion, since both conclusions
are to some extent compatible. Whether the doorkeeper is
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clear-sighted or deceived does not dispose of the matter,

I said the man is deceived. If the doorkeeper is clear-
sighted, one might have doubts about that, but if the
doorkeeper himself is deceived, then his deception must

of necessity be communicated to the man. That makes the '

doorkeeper not, indeed, a deceiver, but a creature so
simple-minded that he ought to be dismissed at once
from his office. You mustn’t forget that the doorkeeper’s
deceptions do himself no harm but do infinite harm to the
man.” “There are objections to that,” said the priest.
“Many aver that the story confers no right on anyone to
pass judgment on the doorkeeper. Whatever he may seem
to us, he is yet a servant of the Law; that is, he belongs
+o the Taw and as such is beyond human judgment. In
that case one must not believe that the doorkeeper is
subordinate to the man. Bound as he is by his service,
even only at the door of the Law, he is incomparably
greater than anyone at large in the world. The man is
only secking the Law, the doorkeeper is already attached

to it. Tt is the Law that has placed him at his post; to-

Joubt his dignity is to doubt the Law itself.” “I don’t
agree with that point of view,” said K., shaking his
head, “for if one aceepts it, one must accept as true every-
thing the doorkeeper says. But you yourself have suffi-
ciently proved how impossible it is to do that.” “No,”
said the priest, “it is not necessary to accept everything
as true, one must only accept it as necessary.” “A melan-
choly conclusion,” said K. “Tt turns lying into a uni-

versal principle.” #
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K. said that with finality, but it was not his {inal judg-
ment. He was too tired to survey all the conclusions ar:iz-
ing from the story, and the trains of thought into which
it was leading him were unfamiliar, dealing with impal-
pabilities better suited to a theme for discussion among
Court officials than for him. The simple story had lost itbs
clear outline, he wanted to put it out of his mind, and the
priest, who now showed great delicacy of feeling, suffered
him to do so and accepted his comment in silence, although
undoubtedly he did not agree with it. .

They paced up and down for a while in silence, K.
walking close beside the priest, ignorant of his where-
abouts. The lamp in his hand had long since gone out.
The silver image of some saint once glimmered into sight
immediately before him, by the sheen of its own sil?er,

- and was instantaneously lost in the darkness again. To

keep himself from being utterly dependent on the priest,

: K asked : “Aren’t we near the main doorway now?” “No,”
~ said the priest, “we’re a long way from it. Do you Wa,1’1t
| to leave already?” Although at that moment K. had not
. been thinking of leaving, he answered at once: “Of course
I must go. Pm the Chief Clerk of a Bank, they’re:
 waiting for me, I only came here to show a business

friend from abroad round the Cathedral.” “Well,” said
the priest, reaching out his hand to K., “then go.” “But 1
can’t {find my way alone mn this darkness,” said X. “Turn
left to the wall,” said the prieét, “then follow the wall
without leaving it and you’ll come to a door.” The priest
had already taken a step or two away from him, but K.
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. . : : ’
cried out in a loud voice, “Please wait a moment.” “T

am waiting,” said the priest. “Don’t you want anything
more from me?” asked K. “No,” said the priest. “You

were so friendly to me for a time,” said K., “and explained

so much to me, and now you let me go as if you cared noth-
ing about me.” “But you have to leave now?” said the
priest. “Well, yes,” said K., “you must see that I can’t
help t.”” “You must first see who I am,” said the priest.
“You are the prison chaplain,” said K., groping his way
nearer to the priest again; his immediate return to the
Bank was not so necessary as he had made out, he could
quite well stay longer. “That means I belong to the
Court,” said the priest. “So why should I want anything
from you? The Court wants nothing from you. It re-
ceives you when you come and it dismisses you when you
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pallid and plump, with top hats that were apparently

CHAPTER TZEN

ON THE evening before K.’s thirty-first birthday—it
was about nine o’clock, the time when a hush falls on the
streets—two men came to his lodging. In frock coats,

irremovable. After some exchange of formalities re-
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