
He remained in this state of empty and 
peaceful rumination until he heard the 
clock tower strike three in the morning. 
He watched as it slowly began to get 
light everywhere outside the window too. 
Then, without his willing it, his head 
sank down completely, and his last breath 
flowed weakly from his nostrils.

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. Drops of rain 
could be heard hitting the pane, which made him feel quite sad. “How about if I 
sleep a little bit longer and forget all this nonsense”, he thought, but that was some-
thing he was unable to do because he was used to sleeping on his right, and in his 
present state couldn’t get into that position. However hard he threw himself onto 
his right, he always rolled back to where he was. He must have tried it a hundred 
times, shut his eyes so that he wouldn’t have to look at the floundering legs, and 
only stopped when he began to feel a mild, dull pain there that he had never felt 
before.
 “Oh, God”, he thought, “what a strenuous career it is that I’ve chosen! Trav-
elling day in and day out. Doing business like this takes much more effort than 
doing your own business at home, and on top of that there’s the curse of travelling, 
worries about making train connections, bad and irregular food, contact with dif-
ferent people all the time so that you can never get to know anyone or become 
friendly with them. It can all go to Hell!” He felt a slight itch up on his belly; 
pushed himself slowly up on his back towards the headboard so that he could lift 
his head better; found where the itch was, and saw that it was covered with lots of 
little white spots which he didn’t know what to make of; and when he tried to feel 
the place with one of his legs he drew it quickly back because as soon as he touched 
it he was overcome by a cold shudder.
 He slid back into his former position. “Getting up early all the time”, he 
thought, “it makes you stupid. You’ve got to get enough sleep. Other travelling 
salesmen live a life of luxury. For instance, whenever I go back to the guest house 
during the morning to copy out the contract, these gentlemen are always still sit-
ting there eating their breakfasts. I ought to just try that with my boss; I’d get 
kicked out on the spot. But who knows, maybe that would be the best thing for 
me. If I didn’t have my parents to think about I’d have given in my notice a long 
time ago, I’d have gone up to the boss and told him just what I think, tell him ev-
erything I would, let him know just what I feel. He’d fall right off his desk! And it’s 
a funny sort of business to be sitting up there at your desk, talking down at your 
subordinates from up there, especially when you have to go right up close 
because the boss is hard of hearing. Well, there’s still some hope; once I’ve 
got the money together to pay off my parents’ debt to him — another five or 
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Redesigning “The Metamorphosis” by Franz Kafka
Caitlyn Scaman

Abstract
The process of redesigning “The Metamorphosis” by Franz Kafka. This is a dark, Ger-
man classic that has been designed countless times before. The main goal of this project 
was to create something unique that would stand out. Brainstorming, mind mapping, 
and visual analysis were all used in the creation of this book. The manipulation of text, 
image, and layout enhance the twisted narrative by adding to the reading experience.

Question
How do you redesign a classic book in a new unique way?

Methods
Mindmapping
In creating this, you branch off from one main idea into smaller, more specific ones. 
Then, by combining these ideas, you can create new, interesting concepts that could 
be incorporated into the mindmap visually, or sketched separately. This enables more 
creativity by allowing us to explore further to find deeper concepts, rather than com-
mon surface-level ones that are likely overused.

Moodboards
Collections of found pieces that allow designers to visually explore and communicate 
their desired look. This can include colours, textures, inspirations, and other visuals 
that add to the effects and mood they want to portray.

Visual Analysis 
By analyzing what is already out there, we can determine common design character-
istics. When looking at previous cover design for the novel, many books used decora-
tive typefaces, illustrated art, and dramatic colours. Many of these covers use texture 
and colour to look like old paper. 

Results
To separate my design, I used limited colour to allow the reader to engage with the 
imagery by moving the book and seeing its interaction with the light. The cover is 
illustrated in a way that creates a 3D effect, bringing the audience into the madness. 
As the story progresses, the type becomes distorted almost glitching into a typewrit-
er styled font that overlaps the original in a messy way. The end of chapters is shown 
through the repetition of a phrase over and over, as if echoing or being repeated to the 
point of insanity. When Gregor dies, the story pauses, and the next page is black. This 
helps slow the reader down to let this death and the despair sink in.

Conclusion
This redesign of Metamorphosis provided me with a better understanding of the book 
and of working with type as well. Being able to incorporate the design process helped 
me to created a more unique and modern take on an old classic. 
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in town for a week now but stayed home every evening. He sits with us in the kitch‑

en and just reads the paper or studies train timetables. His idea of relaxation 

is working with his fretsaw. He’s made a little frame, for instance, it only took 

him two or three evenings, you’ll be amazed how nice it is; it’s hanging up in his 

room; you’ll see it as soon as Gregor opens the door. Anyway, I’m glad you’re here; we 

wouldn’t have been able to get Gregor to open the door by ourselves; he’s so stubborn; 

I’m sure he isn’t well, he said this morning that he is, but he isn’t.” “I’ll be there 

in a moment”, said Gregor slowly and thoughtfully, but without moving so that he 

would not miss any word of the conversation. “Well I can’t think of any other way of 

explaining it, Mrs. Samsa”, said the chief clerk, “I hope it’s nothing serious. But 

on the other hand, I must say that if we people in commerce ever become slightly 

unwell then, fortunately, or unfortunately as you like, we simply have to overcome 

it because of business considerations.” “Can the chief clerk come in to see you now 

then?”, asked his father impatiently, knocking at the door again. “No”, said Gregor. 

In the room on his right there followed a painful silence; in the room on his left, 

his sister began to cry.

sensible person, and now you suddenly seem to be showing off with 
peculiar whims. This morning, your employer did suggest a possible 
reason for your failure to appear, it’s true — it had to do with the mon-
ey that was recently entrusted to you — but I came near to giving him 
my word of honour that that could not be the right explanation. But 
now that I see your incomprehensible stubbornness I no longer feel 
any wish whatsoever to intercede on your behalf. And nor is your po-
sition all that secure. I had originally intended to say all this to you 
in private, but since you cause me to waste my time here for no good 
reason I don’t see why your parents should not also learn of it. Your 
turnover has been very unsatisfactory of late; I grant you that it’s not 
the time of year to do especially good business, we recognize that but 
there simply is no time of year to do no business at all, Mr. Samsa, we 
cannot allow there to be.”
    “But Sir”, called Gregor, beside himself and forgetting all else in 
the excitement, “I’ll open up immediately, just a moment. I’m slightly 
unwell, an attack of dizziness, I haven’t been able to get up. I’m still 
in bed now. I’m quite fresh again now, though. I’m just getting out of 
bed. Just a moment. Be patient! It’s not quite as easy as I’d thought. I’m 
quite all right now, though. It’s shocking, what can suddenly happen 
to a person! I was quite all right last night, my parents know about it, 
perhaps better than me, I had a small symptom of it last night already. 
They must have noticed it. I don’t know why I didn’t let you know at 
work! But you always think you can get over an illness without stay-
ing at home. Please, don’t make my parents suffer! There’s no basis for 
any of the accusations you’re making; nobody’s ever said a word to me 
about any of these things. Maybe you haven’t read the latest contracts I 
sent in. I’ll set off with the eight o’clock train, as well, these few hours 
of rest have given me strength. You don’t need to wait, sir; I’ll be in the 
office soon after you, and please be so good as to tell that to the boss 
and recommend me to him!”
    And while Gregor gushed out these words, hardly knowing what 
he was saying, he made his way over to the chest of drawers — this 
was easily done, probably because of the practice he had already had in 
bed — where he now tried to get himself upright. He really did want to 

 So why did his sister not go and join the others? She had probably 
only just got up and had not even begun to get dressed. And why was 
she crying? Was it because he had not got up, and had not let the chief 
clerk in, because he was in danger of losing his job and if that happened 
his boss would once more pursue their parents with the same demands 
as before? There was no need to worry about things like that yet. Gre-
gor was still there and had not the slightest intention of abandoning 
his family. For the time being, he just lay there on the carpet, and no-
one who knew the condition he was in would seriously have expected 
him to let the chief clerk in. It was only a minor discourtesy, and a suit-
able excuse could easily be found for it, later on, it was not something 
for which Gregor could be sacked on the spot. And it seemed to Gregor 
much more sensible to leave him now in peace instead of disturbing 
him with talking at him and crying. But the others didn’t know what 
was happening, they were worried, that would excuse their behaviour.
    The chief clerk now raised his voice, “Mr. Samsa”, he called to him, 
“what is wrong? You barricade yourself in your room, give us no more 
than yes or no for an answer, you are causing serious and unnecessary 
concern to your parents and you fail — and I mention this just by the 
way —  you fail to carry out your business duties in a way that is quite 
unheard of. I’m speaking here on behalf of your parents and of your 
employer, and really must request a clear and immediate explanation. 
I am astonished, quite astonished. I thought I knew you as a calm and 
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occur to his father to open the other of the double doors so that Gregor 
would have enough space to get through. He was merely fixed on the 
idea that Gregor should be got back into his room as quickly as pos-
sible. Nor would he ever have allowed Gregor the time to get himself 
upright as preparation for getting through the doorway. What he did, 
making more noise than ever, was to drive Gregor forwards all the 
harder as if there had been nothing in the way; it sounded to Gregor as 
if there was now more than one father behind him; it was not a pleas-
ant experience, and Gregor pushed himself into the doorway without 
regard for what might happen. One side of his body lifted itself, he lay 
at an angle in the doorway, one flank scraped on the white door and 
was painfully injured, leaving vile brown flecks on it, soon he was 
stuck fast and would not have been able to move at all by himself, the 
little legs along one side hung quivering in the air while those on the 
other side were pressed painfully against the ground. Then his father 
gave him a hefty shove from behind which released him from where 
he was held and sent him flying, heavily bleeding, deep into his room. 
The door was slammed shut with the stick, then, finally,all was quiet.
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one, was available from 

the old times. The money 

which Gregor had brought 

home every month (he had 

kept only a few florins for 

himself) had not been com-

pletely spent and had grown 

into a small capital amount. 

Furthermore, the interest 

(which had not been touched) 

had in the intervening time 

gradually increased. Gre-

gor, behind his door, nodded 

eagerly, rejoicing over this 

unanticipated foresight and 

frugality. True, with this 

excess money, he could have 

paid off more of his father’s 

debt to his employer and the 

day on which he could be rid 

of this position would have 

been a lot closer, but now 

things were doubtless bet-

ter the way his father had 

arranged them.

 At the moment, however, 

this money was not nearly 

sufficient to permit the 

family to live on the in-

terest payments. Perhaps it 

would be enough to main-

tain the family for one or 

at most two years, that’s all. 

Thus it only added up to an 

amount which one should not 

really draw upon and which 

must be set aside for an 

emergency. But the money to 

live on must be earned. Now, 

although his father was old, 

he was a healthy man who had 

not worked at all for five 

one, was available from the old times. The money which Gregor had 
brought home every month (he had kept only a few florins for him-
self) had not been completely spent and had grown into a small capital 
amount. Furthermore, the interest (which had not been touched) had 
in the intervening time gradually increased. Gregor, behind his door, 
nodded eagerly, rejoicing over this unanticipated foresight and frugal-
ity. True, with this excess money, he could have paid off more of his 
father’s debt to his employer and the day on which he could be rid of 
this position would have been a lot closer, but now things were doubt-
less better the way his father had arranged them.
 At the moment, however, this money was not nearly sufficient to 
permit the family to live on the interest payments. Perhaps it would be 
enough to maintain the family for one or at most two years, that’s all. 
Thus it only added up to an amount which one should not really draw 
upon and which must be set aside for an emergency. But the money 
to live on must be earned. Now, although his father was old, he was 
a healthy man who had not worked at all for five years now and thus 
could not be counted on for very much. He had in these five years, the 
first holidays of his trouble-filled but unsuccessful life, put on a good 
deal of fat and thus had become really heavy. And should his old moth-
er now maybe work for money, a woman who suffered from asthma, 
for whom wandering through the apartment even now was a great 
strain and who spent every second day on the sofa by the open window 
labouring for breath? Should his sister earn money, a girl who was still 
a seventeen-year-old child, whose earlier lifestyle had been so very de-
lightful that it had consisted of dressing herself nicely, sleeping in late, 
helping around the house, taking part in a few modest enjoyments and, 
above all, playing the violin? When it came to talking about this need 
to earn money, at first Gregor went away from the door and threw 
himself on the cool leather sofa beside the door, for he was quite hot 
from shame and sorrow.
 Often he lay there all night long. He didn’t sleep a moment and just 
scratched on the leather for hours at a time. He undertook the very 
difficult task of shoving a chair over to the window. Then he crept up 
on the window sill and, braced in the chair, leaned against the window 

become, almost overnight, a travelling salesman, who naturally had 
entirely different possibilities for earning money and whose successes 
at work were converted immediately into the form of cash commis-
sions, which could be set out on the table at home in front of his aston-
ished and delighted family. Those had been beautiful days, and they 
had never come back afterwards, at least not with the same splendour, 
in spite of the fact that Gregor later earned so much money that he was 
in a position to bear the expenses of the entire family, expenses which 
he, in fact, did bear. They had become quite accustomed to it, both the 
family and Gregor as well. They took the money with thanks, and he 
happily surrendered it, but the special warmth was no longer present. 
Only the sister had remained still close to Gregor, and it was his secret 
plan to send her next year to the conservatory, regardless of the great 
expense which that must necessitate and which would be made up in 
other ways (in contrast to Gregor she loved music very much and knew 
how to play the violin charmingly). Now and then during Gregor’s 
short stays in the city, the conservatory was mentioned in conversa-
tions with his sister, but always only as a beautiful dream, whose re-
alization was unimaginable, and their parents never listened to these 
innocent expectations with pleasure. But Gregor thought about them 
with scrupulous consideration and intended to explain the matter cer-
emoniously on Christmas Eve.
 In his present situation, such futile ideas went through his head, 
while he pushed himself right up against the door and listened. Some-
times in his general exhaustion he couldn’t listen anymore and let his 
head bang listlessly against the door, but he immediately pulled him-
self together, for even the small sound which he made by this motion 
was heard nearby and silenced everyone. “There he goes on again,” said 
his father after a while, clearly turning towards the door, and only 
then would the interrupted conversation gradually be resumed again.
 Gregor found out clearly enough (for his father tended to repeat 
himself often in his explanations, partly because he had not personally 
concerned himself with these matters for a long time now, and partly 
also because his mother did not understand everything right away the 
first time) that, in spite all bad luck, a fortune, although a very small 
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we have to try and get rid of it. We’ve done all that’s humanly possible 
to look after it and be patient, I don’t think anyone could accuse us of 
doing anything wrong.”
 “She’s absolutely right”, said Gregor’s father to himself. His mother, 
who still had not had time to catch her breath, began to cough dully, 
her hand held out in front of her and a deranged expression in her eyes.
 Gregor’s sister rushed to his mother and put her hand on her fore-
head. Her words seemed to give Gregor’s father some more definite 
ideas. He sat upright, played with his uniform cap between the plates 
left by the three gentlemen after their meal, and occasionally looked 
down at Gregor as he lay there immobile.
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