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Franz Kafka 
Before the Law 

 
Before the law sits a gatekeeper.  To this gatekeeper comes a man from the country who asks to gain entry into 
the law.  But the gatekeeper says that he cannot grant him entry at the moment.  The man thinks about it and 
then asks if he will be allowed to come in later on.  “It is possible,” says the gatekeeper, “but not now.”  At the 
moment the gate to the law stands open, as always, and the gatekeeper walks to the side, so the man bends over 
in order to see through the gate into the inside.  When the gatekeeper notices that, he laughs and says: “If it 
tempts you so much, try it in spite of my prohibition.  But take note: I am powerful. And I am only the most 
lowly gatekeeper.  But from room to room stand gatekeepers, each more powerful than the other.  I can’t 
endure even one glimpse of the third.”  The man from the country has not expected such difficulties: the law 
should always be accessible for everyone, he thinks, but as he now looks more closely at the gatekeeper in his 
fur coat, at his large pointed nose and his long, thin, black Tartar’s beard, he decides that it would be better to 
wait until he gets permission to go inside.  The gatekeeper gives him a stool and allows him to sit down at the 
side in front of the gate.  There he sits for days and years.  He makes many attempts to be let in, and he wears 
the gatekeeper out with his requests.  The gatekeeper often interrogates him briefly, questioning him about his 
homeland and many other things, but they are indifferent questions, the kind great men put, and at the end he 
always tells him once more that he cannot let him inside yet.  The man, who has equipped himself with many 
things for his journey, spends everything, no matter how valuable, to win over the gatekeeper.  The latter takes 
it all but, as he does so, says, “I am taking this only so that you do not think you have failed to do anything.”  
During the many years the man observes the gatekeeper almost continuously.  He forgets the other gatekeepers, 
and this one seems to him the only obstacle for entry into the law.  He curses the unlucky circumstance, in the 
first years thoughtlessly and out loud, later, as he grows old, he still mumbles to himself.  He becomes childish 
and, since in the long years studying the gatekeeper he has come to know the fleas in his fur collar, he even asks 
the fleas to help him persuade the gatekeeper.  Finally his eyesight grows weak, and he does not know whether 
things are really darker around him or whether his eyes are merely deceiving him.  But he recognizes now in 
the darkness an illumination which breaks inextinguishably out of the gateway to the law.  Now he no longer 
has much time to live.  Before his death he gathers in his head all his experiences of the entire time up into one 
question which he has not yet put to the gatekeeper.  He waves to him, since he can no longer lift up his 
stiffening body.  The gatekeeper has to bend way down to him, for the great difference has changed things to 
the disadvantage of the man. “What do you still want to know, then?” asks the gatekeeper. “You are insatiable.”  
“Everyone strives after the law,” says the man, “so how is that in these many years no one except me has 
requested entry?”  The gatekeeper sees that the man is already dying and, in order to reach his diminishing 
sense of hearing, he shouts at him, “Here no one else can gain entry, since this entrance was assigned only to 
you.  I’m going now to close it.” 
 
This translation, which has been prepared by Ian Johnston of Malaspina University-College, Nanaimo, BC, 
Canada, is in the public domain and may be used by anyone, in whole or in part, without permission and 
without charge, provided the source is acknowledged, released October 2003.  For more links to Kafka e-texts 
in English click here] 
 

<http://www.mala.bc.ca/~johnstoi/kafka/beforethelaw.htm> 
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A Continuity of Parks 
Julio Cortazar  

He had begun to read the novel a few days before.  He had put it down because of some urgent business 
conferences, opened it again on his way back to the estate by train; he permitted himself a slowly growing 
interest in the plot, in the characterization.  That afternoon, after writing a letter giving his power of attorney 
and discussing a matter of joint ownership with the manager of his estate, he returned to the book in the 
tranquillity of his study which looked out upon the park with its oaks.  Sprawled on his favorite armchair, its 
back toward the door--even the possibility of an intrusion would have irritated him, had he thought of it--he 
let his left hand caress repeatedly the green velvet upholstery and set to reading the final chapters.  He 
remembered effortlessly the names and his mental image of the characters; the novel spread its glamour over 
him almost at once.  He tasted the almost perverse pleasure of disengaging himself line by line from the things 
around him, and at the same time feeling his head rest comfortably on the green velvet of the chair with its 
high back, sensing that the cigarettes rested within reach of his hands, that beyond the great windows the air of 
afternoon danced under the oak trees in the park.  Word by word, licked up by the sordid dilemma of the hero 
and heroine, letting himself be absorbed to the point where the images settled down and took on color and 
movement, he was witness to the final encounter in the mountain cabin.  The woman arrived first, 
apprehensive; now the lover came, his face cut by the backlash of a branch.  Admirably, she stanched the blood 
with her kisses, but he rebuffed her caresses, he had not come to perform again the ceremonies of a secret 
passion, protected by a world of dry leaves and furtive paths through the forest.  The dagger warmed itself 
against his chest, and underneath liberty pounded, hidden close.  A lustful, panting dialogue raced down the 
pages like a rivulet of snakes, and one felt it had all been decided from eternity.  Even to those caresses which 
writhed about the lover's body, as though wishing to keep him there, to dissuade him from it; they sketched 
abominably the frame of that other body it was necessary to destroy.  Nothing had been forgotten: alibis, 
unforeseen hazards, possible mistakes.  From this hour on, each instant had its use minutely assigned.  The cold-
blooded, twice-gone-over reexamination of the details was barely broken off so that a hand could caress a 
cheek.  It was beginning to get dark. 
 
Not looking at one another now, rigidly fixed upon the task which awaited them, they separated at the cabin 
door.  She was to follow the trail that lead north.  On the path leading in the opposite direction, he turned for a 
moment to watch her running, her hair loosened and flying.  He ran in turn, crouching among the trees and 
hedges until, in the yellowish fog of dusk, he could distinguish the avenue of trees which led up to the house.  
The dogs were not supposed to bark, they did not bark.  The estate manager would not be there at this hour, 
and he was not there.  The woman's words reached him over the thudding of blood in his ears: first a blue 
chamber, then a hall, then a carpeted stairway.  At the top, two doors.  No one in the first room, no one in the 
second.  The door of the salon, and then, the knife in hand, the light from the great windows, the high back of 
an armchair covered in green velvet, the head of the man in the chair reading a novel. 
 

<http://www.geocities.com/muna_qudah/cortazar.html> 
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To His Coy Mistress 
Andrew Marvell. 1621–1678 

 
HAD we but world enough, and time,   
This coyness, Lady, were no crime   
We would sit down and think which way   
To walk and pass our long love's day.   
Thou by the Indian Ganges' side          5 
Shouldst rubies find: I by the tide   
Of Humber would complain. I would   
Love you ten years before the Flood,   
And you should, if you please, refuse   
Till the conversion of the Jews.   10 
My vegetable love should grow   
Vaster than empires, and more slow;   
An hundred years should go to praise   
Thine eyes and on thy forehead gaze;   
Two hundred to adore each breast,   15 
But thirty thousand to the rest;   
An age at least to every part,   
And the last age should show your heart.   
For, Lady, you deserve this state,   
Nor would I love at lower rate.   20 
  But at my back I always hear   
Time's wingèd chariot hurrying near;   
And yonder all before us lie   
Deserts of vast eternity.   
Thy beauty shall no more be found,   25 
Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound   
My echoing song: then worms shall try   
That long preserved virginity,   
And your quaint honour turn to dust,   
And into ashes all my lust:   30 
The grave 's a fine and private place,   
But none, I think, do there embrace.   
  Now therefore, while the youthful hue   
Sits on thy skin like morning dew,   
And while thy willing soul transpires   35 
At every pore with instant fires,   
Now let us sport us while we may,   
And now, like amorous birds of prey,   
Rather at once our time devour   
Than languish in his slow-chapt power.   40 
Let us roll all our strength and all   
Our sweetness up into one ball,   
And tear our pleasures with rough strife   
Thorough the iron gates of life:   
Thus, though we cannot make our sun   45 
Stand still, yet we will make him run.   
  
GLOSS:  slow-chapt] slow-jawed, slowly devouring.  Quiller-Couch, Arthur Thomas, Sir. The Oxford Book of English Verse. Oxford: 
Clarendon, 1919, [c1901]; Bartleby.com, 1999. www.bartleby.com/101/. [Date of Printout]. 
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Sun, Moon, and Talia 
Giambattista Basile 

 
There once lived a great lord, who was blessed with the birth of a daughter, whom he named Talia. He sent for 
the wise men and astrologers in his lands, to predict her future. They met, counseled together, and cast her 
horoscope, and at length they came to the conclusion that she would incur great danger from a splinter of flax. 
Her father therefore forbade that any flax, hemp, or any other material of that sort be brought into his house, so 
that she should escape the predestined danger. 
 
One day, when Talia had grown into a young and beautiful lady, she was looking out of a window, when she 
beheld passing that way an old woman, who was spinning. Talia, never having seen a distaff or a spindle, was 
pleased to see the twirling spindle, and she was so curious as to what thing it was, that she asked the old woman 
to come to her. Taking the distaff from her hand, she began to stretch the flax. Unfortunately, Talia ran a 
splinter of flax under her nail, and she fell dead upon the ground. When the old woman saw this, she became 
frightened and ran down the stairs, and is running still. 
 
As soon as the wretched father heard of the disaster which had taken place, he had them, after having paid for 
this tub of sour wine with casks of tears, lay her out in one of his country mansions. There they seated her on a 
velvet throne under a canopy of brocade. Wanting to forget all and to drive from his memory his great 
misfortune, he closed the doors and abandoned forever the house where he had suffered this great loss. 
 
After a time, it happened by chance that a king was out hunting and passed that way. One of his falcons escaped 
from his hand and flew into the house by way of one of the windows. It did not come when called, so the king 
had one of his party knock at the door, believing the palace to be inhabited. Although he knocked for a length 
of time, nobody answered, so the king had them bring a vintner's ladder, for he himself would climb up and 
search the house, to discover what was inside. Thus he climbed up and entered, and looked in all the rooms, 
and nooks, and corners, and was amazed to find no living person there. At last he came to the salon, and when 
the king beheld Talia, who seemed to be enchanted, he believed that she was asleep, and he called her, but she 
remained unconscious. Crying aloud, he beheld her charms and felt his blood course hotly through his veins. 
He lifted her in his arms, and carried her to a bed, where he gathered the first fruits of love. Leaving her on the 
bed, he returned to his own kingdom, where, in the pressing business of his realm, he for a time thought no 
more about this incident. 
 
Now after nine months Talia delivered two beautiful children, one a boy and the other a girl. In them could be 
seen two rare jewels, and they were attended by two fairies, who came to that palace, and put them at their 
mother's breasts. Once, however, they sought the nipple, and not finding it, began to suck on Talia's fingers, 
and they sucked so much that the splinter of flax came out. Talia awoke as if from a long sleep, and seeing 
beside her two priceless gems, she held them to her breast, and gave them the nipple to suck, and the babies 
were dearer to her than her own life. Finding herself alone in that palace with two children by her side, she did 
not know what had happened to her; but she did notice that the table was set, and food and drink were brought 
in to her, although she did not see any attendants. 
 
In the meanwhile the king remembered Talia, and saying that he wanted to go hunting, he returned to the 
palace, and found her awake, and with two cupids of beauty. He was overjoyed, and he told Talia who he was, 
and how he had seen her, and what had taken place. When she heard this, their friendship was knitted with 
tighter bonds, and he remained with her for a few days. After that time he bade her farewell, and promised to 
return soon, and take her with him to his kingdom. And he went to his realm, but he could not find any rest, 
and at all hours he had in his mouth the names of Talia, and of Sun and Moon (those were the two children's 
names), and when he took his rest, he called either one or other of them. 
 
Now the king's wife began to suspect that something was wrong from the delay of her husband while hunting, 
and hearing him name continually Talia, Sun, and Moon, she became hot with another kind of heat than the 
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sun's. Sending for the secretary, she said to him, "Listen to me, my son, you are living between two rocks, 
between the post and the door, between the poker and the grate. If you will tell me with whom the king your 
master, and my husband, is in love, I will give you treasures untold; and if you hide the truth from me, you will 
never be found again, dead or alive." The man was terribly frightened. Greed and fear blinded his eyes to all 
honor and to all sense of justice, and he related to her all things, calling bread bread, and wine wine. 
 
The queen, hearing how matters stood, sent the secretary to Talia, in the name of the king, asking her to send 
the children, for he wished to see them. Talia, with great joy, did as she was commanded. Then the queen, with 
a heart of Medea, told the cook to kill them, and to make them into several tasteful dishes for her wretched 
husband. But the cook was tender hearted and, seeing these two beautiful golden apples, felt pity and 
compassion for them, and he carried them home to his wife, and had her hide them. In their place he prepared 
two lambs into a hundred different dishes. When the king came, the queen, with great pleasure, had the food 
served. 
 
The king ate with delight, saying, "By the life of Lanfusa, how tasteful this is"; or, "By the soul of my ancestors, 
this is good." 
 
Each time she replied, "Eat, eat, you are eating of your own." 
 
For two or three times the king paid no attention to this repetition, but at last seeing that the music continued, 
he answered, "I know perfectly well that I am eating of my own, because you have brought nothing into this 
house"; and growing angry, he got up and went to a villa at some distance from his palace, to solace his soul and 
alleviate his anger. 
 
In the meanwhile the queen, not being satisfied of the evil already done, sent for the secretary and told him to 
go to the palace and to bring Talia back, saying that the king longed for her presence and was expecting her. 
Talia departed as soon as she heard these words, believing that she was following the commands of her lord, for 
she greatly longed to see her light and joy, knowing not what was preparing for her. She was met by the queen, 
whose face glowed from the fierce fire burning inside her, and looked like the face of Nero. 
 
She addressed her thus, "Welcome, Madam Busybody! You are a fine piece of goods, you ill weed, who are 
enjoying my husband. So you are the lump of filth, the cruel bitch, that has caused my head to spin? Change 
your ways, for you are welcome in purgatory, where I will compensate you for all the damage you have done to 
me." 
 
Talia, hearing these words, began to excuse herself, saying that it was not her fault, because the king her 
husband had taken possession of her territory when she was drowned in sleep; but the queen would not listen 
to her excuses, and had a large fire lit in the courtyard of the palace, and commanded that Talia should be cast 
into it. 
 
The lady, perceiving that matters had taken a bad turn, knelt before the queen, and begged her to allow her at 
least to take off the garments she wore. The queen, not for pity of the unhappy lady, but to gain also those 
robes, which were embroidered with gold and pearls, told her to undress, saying, "You can take off your 
clothes. I agree." Talia began to take them off, and with every item that she removed she uttered a loud scream. 
Having taken off her robe, her skirt, the bodice, and her shift, she was on the point of removing her last 
garment, when she uttered a last scream louder than the rest. They dragged her towards the pile, to reduce her 
to lye ashes which would be used to wash Charon's breeches. 
 
The king suddenly appeared, and finding this spectacle, demanded to know what was happening. He asked for 
his children, and his wife -- reproaching him for his treachery -- told him that she had had them slaughtered 
and served to him as meat. When the wretched king heard this, he gave himself up to despair, saying, "Alas! 
Then I, myself, am the wolf of my own sweet lambs. Alas! And why did these my veins know not the fountains 
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of their own blood? You renegade bitch, what evil deed is this which you have done? Begone, you shall get 
your desert as the stumps, and I will not send such a tyrant-faced one to the Colosseum to do her penance!" 
 
So saying, he commanded that the queen should be cast into the fire which she had prepared for Talia, and the 
secretary with her, because he had been the handle for this bitter play, and weaver of this wicked plot. He was 
going to do the same with the cook, whom he believed to be the slaughterer of his children, when the man cast 
himself at his feet, saying, "In truth, my lord, for such a deed, there should be nothing else than a pile of living 
fire, and no other help than a spear from behind, and no other entertainment than twisting and turning within 
the blazing fire, and I should seek no other honor than to have my ashes, the ashes of a cook, mixed up with the 
queen's. But this is not the reward that I expect for having saved the children, in spite of the gall of that bitch, 
who wanted to kill them and to return to your body that which was of your own body." 
 
Hearing these words, the king was beside himself. He thought he was dreaming, and he could not believe what 
his own ears had heard. Therefore, turning to the cook, he said, "If it is true that you have saved my children, 
be sure that I will take you away from turning the spit, and I will put you in the kitchen of this breast, to turn 
and twist as you like all my desires, giving you such a reward as shall enable you to call yourself a happy man in 
this world." 
 
While the king spoke these words, the cook's wife, seeing her husband's need, brought forth the two children, 
Sun and Moon, before their father. And he never tired at playing the game of three with his wife and children, 
making a mill wheel of kisses, now with one and then with the other. He gave a generous reward to the cook, 
he made him a chamberlain. He married Talia to wife; and she enjoyed a long life with her husband and her 
children, thus experiencing the truth of the proverb: 
 
    Those whom fortune favors 
    Find good luck even in their sleep. 
 
    * Source: The Pentameron of Giambattista Basile, translated by Richard F. Burton (Privately printed, 1893), 
day 5, tale 5. Translation revised by D. L. Ashliman. 
 
    * Giambattista Basile was born about 1575 in Naples and died 1632 in Giugliano, Campania. His Lo cunto de li 
cunti (The Story of Stories) was published in 1634, and named Il pentamerone because of its similarity to 
Boccaccio's Decamerone. The framework of Lo cunto de li cunti provides a context for ten women to tell one 
story each every day for five days. The fifty resulting stories, all based on oral tradition, comprise one of the 
monumental folktale collections of all time. 
<http://www.pitt.edu/~dash/type0410.html#basile> 
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Little Brier-Rose 
Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm 

 
A king and queen had no children, although they wanted one very much. Then one day while the queen was 
sitting in her bath, a crab crept out of the water onto the ground and said, "Your wish will soon be fulfilled, and 
you will bring a daughter into the world." And that is what happened. 
 
The king was so happy about the birth of the princess that he held a great celebration. He also invited the 
fairies who lived in his kingdom, but because he had only twelve golden plates, one had to be left out, for there 
were thirteen of them. 
 
The fairies came to the celebration, and as it was ending they presented the child with gifts. The one promised 
her virtue, the second one gave beauty, and so on, each one offering something desirable and magnificent. The 
eleventh fairy had just presented her gift when the thirteenth fairy walked in. She was very angry that she had 
not been invited and cried out, "Because you did not invite me, I tell you that in her fifteenth year, your 
daughter will prick herself with a spindle and fall over dead." 
 
The parents were horrified, but the twelfth fairy, who had not yet offered her wish, said, "It shall not be her 
death. She will only fall into a hundred-year sleep." The king, hoping to rescue his dear child, issued an order 
that all spindles in the entire kingdom should be destroyed. 
 
The princess grew and became a miracle of beauty. One day, when she had just reached her fifteenth year, the 
king and queen went away, leaving her all alone in the castle. She walked from room to room, following her 
heart's desire. Finally she came to an old tower. A narrow stairway led up to it. Being curious, she climbed up 
until she came to a small door. There was a small yellow key in the door. She turned it, and the door sprang 
open. She found herself in a small room where an old woman sat spinning flax. She was attracted to the old 
woman, and joked with her, and said that she too would like to try her hand at spinning. She picked up the 
spindle, but no sooner did she touch it, than she pricked herself with it and then fell down into a deep sleep. 
 
At that same moment the king and his attendants returned, and everyone began to fall asleep: the horses in the 
stalls, the pigeons on the roof, the dogs in the courtyard, the flies on the walls. Even the fire on the hearth 
flickered, stopped moving, and fell asleep. The roast stopped sizzling. The cook let go of the kitchen boy, whose 
hair he was about to pull. The maid dropped the chicken that she was plucking. They all slept. And a thorn 
hedge grew up around the entire castle, growing higher and higher, until nothing at all could be seen of it. 
 
Princes, who had heard about the beautiful Brier-Rose, came and tried to free her, but they could not penetrate 
the hedge. It was as if the thorns were firmly attached to hands. The princes became stuck in them, and they 
died miserably. And thus it continued for many long years. 
 
Then one day a prince was traveling through the land. An old man told him about the belief that there was a 
castle behind the thorn hedge, with a wonderfully beautiful princess asleep inside with all of her attendants. 
His grandfather had told him that many princes had tried to penetrate the hedge, but that they had gotten stuck 
in the thorns and had been pricked to death. 
 
"I'm not afraid of that," said the prince. "I shall penetrate the hedge and free the beautiful Brier-Rose." 
 
He went forth, but when he came to the thorn hedge, it turned into flowers. They separated, and he walked 
through, but after he passed, they turned back into thorns. He went into the castle. Horses and colorful hunting 
dogs were asleep in the courtyard. Pigeons, with their little heads stuck under they wings, were sitting on the 
roof. As he walked inside, the flies on the wall, the fire in the kitchen, the cook and the maid were all asleep. 
He walked further. All the attendants were asleep; and still further, the king and the queen. It was so quiet that 
he could hear his own breath. 
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Finally he came to the old tower where Brier-Rose 
was lying asleep. The prince was so amazed at her 
beauty that he bent over and kissed her. At that 
moment she awoke, and with her the king and the 
queen, and all the attendants, and the horses and the 
dogs, and the pigeons on the roof, and the flies on the 
walls. The fire stood up and flickered, and then 
finished cooking the food. The roast sizzled away. The 
cook boxed the kitchen boy's ears. And the maid 
finished plucking the chicken. Then the prince and 
Brier-Rose got married, and they lived long and 
happily until they died. 
 
    * Source: Kinder- und Hausmärchen, 1st ed. (Berlin, 
1812), v. 1, no. 50. 
http://www.pitt.edu/~dash/type0410.html#grimm
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