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[...]
My burrow takes up too much of my thoughts. I fled
from the entrance fast enough, but soon I am back at it
again. I seek out a good hiding place and keep watch on
the entrance of my house — this time from outside — for
whole days and nights. Call it foolish if you like; it gives me
infinite pleasure and reassures me. At such times it is as if I
were not so much looking at my house as at myself sleeping,
and had the joy of being in a profound slumber and simultaneously of keeping vigilant guard over myself. I am privileged, as it were, not only to dream about the specters of the
night in all the helplessness and blind trust of sleep, but also
at the same time to confront them in actuality with the calm
judgment of the fully awake. And strangely enough I discover that my situation is not so bad as I had often thought,
and will probably think again when I return to my house.
[...]
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There have been happy periods in which I
could almost assure myself that the enmity of the
world toward me had ceased or been assuaged, or
that the strength of the burrow had raised me
above the destructive struggle of former times.
The burrow has probably protected me in more
ways than I thought or dared think while I was
inside it. This fancy used to have such a hold
over me that sometimes I have been seized by
the childish desire never to return to the burrow
again, but to settle down somewhere close to the
entrance, to pass my life watching the entrance,
and gloat perpetually upon the reflection — and
in that find my happiness — how steadfast a
protection my burrow would be if I were inside it.
Well, one is soon roughly awakened from childish dreams. What does this protection which I
am looking at here from the outside amount to
after all? Dare I estimate the danger which I run
inside the burrow from observations which I
make when outside? Can my enemies, to begin
with, have any proper awareness of me if I am
not in my burrow? A certain awareness of me
they certainly have, but not full awareness. And
is not that full awareness the real definition of a
state of danger? So the experiments I attempt
here are only half-experiments or even less, calculated merely to reassure my fears and by giving me false reassurance to lay me open to great
perils. No, I do not watch over my own sleep, as
I imagined; rather it is I who sleep, while the
destroyer watches. Perhaps he is one of those who
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pass the entrance without seeming to notice it,
concerned merely to ascertain, just like myself, that the door is still untouched and waits
for their attack, and only pass because they
know that the master of the house is out, or
because they are quite aware that he is guilelessly lying on the watch in the bushes close
by. And I leave my post of observation and
find I have had enough of this outside life; I
feel that there is nothing more that I can learn
here, either now or at any time. And I long to
say a last goodbye to everything up here, to go
down into my burrow never to return again,
let things take their course, and not try to
retard them with my profitless vigils.
[...]
But spoiled by seeing for such a long time everything that happened around the entrance, I find great
difficulty in summoning the resolution to carry out the
actual descent, which might easily draw anyone’s attention, and without knowing what is happening behind my
back and behind the door after it is fastened.
[...]
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In consequence of all this I have not yet summoned the resolution to make my actual descent,
and am thrown into despair at the necessity of
doing it soon. I almost screw myself to the point
of deciding to emigrate to distant parts and take
up my old comfortless life again, which had no
security whatever, but was one indiscriminate
succession of perils, yet in consequence prevented
one from perceiving and fearing particular perils, as I am constantly reminded by comparing
my secure burrow with ordinary life. Certainly
such a decision would be an arrant piece of folly,
produced simply by living too long in senseless
freedom; the burrow is still mine, I have only to
take a single step and I am safe. And I tear myself
free from all my doubts and by broad daylight
rush to the door, quite resolved to raise it now;
but I cannot, I rush past it and fling myself into
a thorn bush, deliberately, as a punishment, a
punishment for some sin I do not know of.
[...]

Excerpts from Franz Kafka’s “The Burrow” [Der Bau] in
Franz Kafka: The Complete Stories, ed. Nahum N. Glatzer,
trans. Edwin and Willa Muir and James and Tania Stern
(New York: Schocken Books, [1931] 1971), available at:
aaaaarg.fail.
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