
Gregor’s Death 
Compare the ways in which death is presented in Kafka’s Metamorphosis and Chris Swanton’s film interpretation.  

London Nautical School - Department of English - Gregor’s Death - Monday, 8 June 2015

EXTRACT B - Part 3, Page 71; The Metamorphosis, Franz Kafka

 Only when he was already in the door did he turn his head, 
not completely, because he felt his neck growing stiff. At any rate he 
still saw that behind him nothing had changed. Only the sister was 
standing up. His last glimpse brushed over the mother who was now 
completely asleep. Hardly was he inside his room when the door 
was pushed shut very quickly, bolted fast, and barred. Gregor was 
startled by the sudden commotion behind him, so much so that his 
little limbs bent double under him. It was his sister who had been in 
such a hurry. She had stood up right away, had waited, and had 
then sprung forward nimbly. Gregor had not heard anything of her 
approach. She cried out ‘Finally!’ to her parents, as she turned the 
key in the lock. 
 ‘What now?’ Gregor asked himself and looked around him in 
the darkness. He soon made the discovery that he could no longer 
move at all. He was not surprised at that. On the contrary, it struck 
him as unnatural that he had really been able up to this point to 
move around with these thin little legs. Besides he felt relatively 
content. True, he had pains throughout his entire body, but it 
seemed to him that they were gradually becoming weaker and 
weaker and would finally go away completely. The rotten apple in 
his back and the inflamed surrounding area, entirely covered with 
white dust, he hardly noticed. He remembered his family with deep 
feeling and love. In this business, his own thought that he had to 
disappear was, if possible, even more decisive than his sister’s. He 
remained in this state of empty and peaceful reflection until the 
tower clock struck three o’clock in the morning. From the window he 
witnessed the beginning of the general dawning outside. Then 
without willing it, his head sank all the way down, and from his 
nostrils flowed out weakly his last breath.

EXTRACT A - Part 3, Page 69-70; The Metamorphosis, Franz Kafka

 ‘We must try to get rid of it,’ the sister now said decisively to the father, for the mother, in 
her coughing fit, wasn’t listening to anything, ‘it is killing you both. I see it coming. When people 
have to work as hard as we all do, they cannot also tolerate this endless torment at home. I just 
can’t go on any more.’ And she broke out into such a crying fit that her tears flowed out down onto 
her mother’s face. She wiped them off her mother with mechanical motions of her hands. 
 ‘Child,’ said the father sympathetically and with obvious appreciation, ‘then what should 
we do?’ 
 The sister only shrugged her shoulders as a sign of the perplexity which, in contrast to her 
previous confidence, had come over her while she was crying. 
 ‘If only he understood us,’ said the father in a semi-questioning tone. The sister, in the 
midst of her sobbing, shook her hand energetically as a sign that there was no point thinking of 
that. 
 ‘If he only understood us,’ repeated the father and by shutting his eyes he absorbed the 
sister’s conviction of the impossibility of this point, ‘then perhaps some compromise would be 
possible with him. But as it is …’ 
 ‘It must be gotten rid of,’ cried the sister; ‘That is the only way, father. You must try to get 
rid of the idea that this is Gregor. The fact that we have believed for so long, that is truly our real 
misfortune. But how can it be Gregor? If it were Gregor, he would have long ago realized that a 
communal life among human beings is not possible with such an animal and would have gone 
away voluntarily. Then we would not have a brother, but we could go on living and honour his 
memory. But this animal plagues us. It drives away the lodgers, will obviously take over the entire 
apartment, and leave us to spend the night in the alley. Just look, father,’ she suddenly cried out, 
‘he’s already starting up again.’ With a fright which was totally incomprehensible to Gregor, the 
sister even left the mother, pushed herself away from her chair, as if she would sooner sacrifice 
her mother than remain in Gregor’s vicinity, and rushed behind her father who, excited merely by 
her behaviour, also stood up and half raised his arms in front of the sister as though to protect her.


