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REFLECTING AND EXPLORING LIFE IN 21st - CENTURY MONTRÉAL
Infinithéâtre’s mission is to develop, produce and broker new Québec theatre to
ever-widening audiences. We are dedicated to staging theatre that is as entertaining
as it is relevant. We believe that live theatre is an essential part of our society’s
democratic discourse and that great theatre speaks to and about its own community.
Great theatre begins with great writing. We challenge writers from other media—
journalists, poets, and novelists—to write for the stage. We seek out innovative
Québec plays, playwrights, and new theatrical styles. In addition, we tackle and
adapt classic plays when the themes and characters are relevant.
Anglophone artistic expression is Infinithéâtre's mother tongue. However, as life in
the great creative crucible of Montréal is primarily conducted in French, inevitably
some of our work is bilingual, even multilingual. Language, and the paradox of
creating in English in Québec, a linguistic minority within a linguistic minority, helps
shape our identity and fuels our creative work.
With our unique record of longevity and achievement as an independent Anglophone
theatre company in Montréal, we play a leadership role in the relève of Québécois
theatre in English. With the digital screens of our wired universe dominating the
mindset and quality of contemporary life, we strive to celebrate live human
connection. We believe it is especially important to ensure a younger generation of
theatregoers has a chance to celebrate community and collectivity through the
experience of live theatre.
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“Sprung's adaptation is smoothly done, reinventing the story for today using the
elements of contemporary culture. Howard Rosenstein knocks it out of the park in the
title role. Bravo! Kafka's Ape is fascinating, provocative and funny”.
Pat Donnelly, Montreal Gazette
Warning: This play was directed by an Ape. Yes, and you, dear theatre-goer, you are
an Ape too. Humans live blinkered by the comfortable entitlement of being king and
queen of the evolutionary castle. Thus, we presume we are superior in every
possible way to animals, conveniently forgetting that we are actually animals
ourselves:
Hominids, members of the family of Great Apes. When Kafka’s piece, Ein Bericht für
eine Academie (Report for an Academy) was first published in 1917, the Great War
was still raging, and the millions and millions of idiotic humans plunged into the
serious business of killing each other were proving Homo Sapiens to be vastly
superior to Chimpanzees when it comes to mass murder and genocide.
In Kafka’s original short story, Redpeter’s successful journey from Apehood to
Humanhood culminates with him as a celebrated variety act on the stages of the
world. Kafka’s themes of assimilation, freedom and civilization, posit the
ultimate irony that Redpeter is much more humane than any human. I have taken the
liberty, for our adaptation of the story, to have Redpeter end up as a celebrated
member of the ‘private security industry’, a euphemism that white-washes
his reality as a mercenary soldier. Kafka, I hope will not object too much to this
contemporizing of his work.
Redpeter has been assimilated into one of the most heinous occupations that Homo
Sapiens has embraced on its evolutionary journey, that of privatizing the killing and
the subjugating of other human beings – or profit. Just as Redpeter, in the original
had to distort his animal nature to be accepted into humanhood, so in our version, he
has to distort his nature even more to become a successful corporate military citizen.
A good 85% of the text is still true to Kafka’s original. I have blended in the dark
humor and the central maxim of “obedience” from one of his other stories, The Penal
Colony. And the Statue of Liberty with a sword, not a torch, in her hand which is the
logo of Redpeter’s employer, Graywater Corporation, we took from a description of
the statue in Kafka’s unfinished novel, Amerika. Kafka’s central thesis, that other
animals have a dignity and a respect for their own species and Mother Nature which
Homo Sapiens, on its evolutionary journey, has lost, has been
nudged into the 21st Century.
Guy Sprung

Kafka’s Ape Study Guide | Infinithéâtre February 2019.

4

BORN ON 3 JULY 1883 IN PR AGU E – DIED ON 3 JUNE 1924
IN KIERLIN G, AUSTRIA
Best known and world-renowned representative of Prague German literature, one of
the most significant fiction writers in 20th-century world literature. After graduating in
law from Prague’s German University, he worked as an official in two insurance
associations between 1907-1922. He regarded writing as his main purpose in life
and found it hard to reconcile it with his work at the office which he performed
conscientiously. He fell ill with a lung disease in 1917 and battled in vain with the
illness for seven years. He was extremely self-critical about his literary output,
releasing only a small segment for publication, mostly unwillingly. The majority of his
works, the part which was to ensure his international reputation, was published from
his estate thanks to the refusal of Kafka’s closest friend Max Brod to respect the
author’s wish that the manuscripts be burned without mercy.
Kafka’s literary work includes short stories and many fragments thereof, three
unfinished novels, diaries and correspondence. Kafka was only satisfied with a few
works of his to the extent that he would agree to having them published. He only
published at the insistence of his friends and even this was not very frequent. He
burned many manuscripts before his death and demanded that all that he could not
destroy himself would be destroyed on his behalf. It was Max Brod, Kafka’s friend,
who facilitated the posthumous publication of his works, first by the Schocken
Publishers in Berlin, then by the Mercy Publishers in Prague, and even later,
expanded by new findings and deciphered fragments by the Schocken Publishers in
New York and concurrently also by the S. Fischer Publishing House in Frankfurt,
Germany.

When in 1939 Brod was fleeing Prague to escape from the Nazis, he took most of
Kafka’s manuscripts to Palestine. What remained in the possession of his family in
Prague included letters to family members and the manuscript of the Letter to His
Father and The Metamorphosis, Willy Haase’s relatives kept Letters to Milena that
Milena Jesenská deposited at Haase’s in 1939. After World War II, Brod deposited
most of the Kafka’s estate he had in his holding to the Schockner Library Archive in
Tel Aviv. Later, during the Suez Crisis, it was transferred to the safety of a Swiss
bank and in 1961 handed over to Kafka’s niece, Marianna Steiner in London, who
entrusted it to the care of the Bodleian Library in Oxford. Some of Kafka’s
manuscripts remained at Brod’s collaborator, Esther Hoffe. Brod had given several
minor manuscripts to his friends and collaborators.
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Throughout his life, Kafka’s writing consisted of a succession of fertile and futile
periods, times of ability and disability to write, short periods of relative satisfaction
and long periods of despair over what he had and hadn’t written, marked by crossing
out and destroying texts that he rejected. Scholars interpreting Kafka’s works often
find it difficult to find reasons that may have led Kafka to reject certain passages or
even whole works. Later editors often printed crossed-out passages as addenda to
texts he had not rejected. Writing was for Kafka not only an existential need, but also
a subject of incessant reflection.
Franz Kafka did not consider himself a writer. He referred to writers as literary
professionals who write regularly or even make a living by writing. He admired such
writers, at least outwardly. He would always refer to his literary output as “writing.”
Writing without practical goals, the act of writing rather than the result, soon became
a primal, deeply rooted urge.
In the office, Kafka stood out for his anxious dutifulness and the diligent fulfilment of
his duties. The preserved documents he had written attest to his work as a model
clerk. Although his diaries and letters reveal that the office was a burden and an
obstacle for him, this was not due to the work in the office, but rather due to the fact
that his office work prevented him from engaging in the activity that he soon
determined to be his main, and later when his hopes fell through, his life’s only task:
writing.
Franz Kafka died more than ninety years ago. Despite this, and as a rare
phenomenon in world literature, his work remains in the centre of vivid interest of
readership in different parts of the world. Particularly, young generations keep
discovering Kafka again and again.
What do they find in him? There are many answers to this question. Briefly speaking,
it introduces them to the world in which they live, a world in which they cannot rely on
old certainties, in which the belief in constant progress has disappointed them; to the
world, which corrodes traditional human societies, drives individuals into solitude,
causes them to feel guilty as well as a desire to break through their isolation and
become part of a new society that reflects the times, to find in it a spiritual home and
the order of living and dying.
Kafka’s work consists of incessant expeditions seeking a renewal of the lost
strengths or finding new ones, which cemented and maintained meaningful human
communities. Although in Kafka’s works these expeditions have a tragic ending, they
encourage unyieldingness and shed perhaps even brighter light into the spiritual
worries of the time that is still ours.
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Above: Franz Kafka in his late twenties

Captured on the Gold Coast and imprisoned in a cage, Redpeter's only escape route
is to become a walking, talking, spitting, hard-drinking member of the Peace
Industry, the entrepreneurial world of mercenary soldiers that is one of the biggest
growth industries of the 21st century. In detailing the journey of his enforced
evolution from Apedom to Humandom, Mr. Redpeter is a living embodiment of the
irony that perhaps now he is more animal than he ever was as an Ape.
In his original, Redpeter is captured by the firm of Hagenbeck. This is a deliberate
dig at the German entrepreneur Carl Hagenbeck and his company, infamous for its
vile treatment of, and fortune made from, exhibiting exotic animals, including exotic
humans captured in far flung corners of the world. In our version Redpeter is
captured by the firm of Graywater, a simulacrum of the hundreds of Private Military
Corporations (PMC’s) that have mushroomed internationally in the last fifteen years.
Facts: One of the largest of the private security contractors the U.S. State
Department currently hires is a company called ACADEMI. Incidentally the founding
corporate name of ACADEMI was Blackwater. But in 2009, after Blackwater
employees were involved in numerous incidents while serving in Iraq, including the
killing of 17 Iraqi civilians, the name of the company was changed to Xe Services. In
2011, after five officials at Xe, including former CEO Gary Jackson, were indicted on
felony weapons charges, the corporate name was changed again to ACADEMI.
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Guy Sprung, Director and Adapter
Starring Howard Rosenstein as Redpeter
Kate Hagemayer, Stage Manager
Vladimir Alexandru Cara, Creature make-up
Ariane G de Miomandre, Original set design
Rebecca Durocher, Lighting Design
Nikita U, Original Video Design
Anana Rydvald and Zach Fraser, Movement coaches

For the maximalist that Kafka was, writing represented his struggle for achieving the
highest possible goals, a struggle against the impossible. This is the source of
Kafka’s incessant dissatisfaction with almost everything he had written, why there
are so many short and longer opening passages that he never followed up, and why
his work is so fragmentary. This is the reason for weeks and months of vain struggle
without any results and so much waiting for the right moment. And then euphoric
periods of incredible exertion and productivity. This is the origin of strict criteria
applied to works of others’. Writing was his salvation and damnation at the same
time, once a sweet reward, at another time serving the devil, a source of strength
and torment, happiness and despair, an obstacle on his life’s journey as well as a
refuge at the times of hopelessness and defeats.
Albert Camus once said that "the whole of Kafka's art consists in compelling the
reader to re-read him." Since the interpretations of Kafka are many and the search
for the meaning of his stories seemingly endless, the reader will return to the story
itself in the hope of finding guidance from within. Thus a second reading will -hopefully -- become a commentary on the first, and subsequent readings will -- again
hopefully -- shed light on the preceding ones. It is the purpose of this volume to
provide ready access to the entire corpus of Kafka's stories; they, rather than the
novels, constitute the very core of his brief life's work.
A critical edition of Kafka's complete works is being planned. This edition will make
use of the original manuscripts deposited in the Bodleian Library, Oxford, and of
other collections.
NAHUM N. GLATZER June 1971
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Text 1
‘’My achievement would not have been possible if I had stubbornly chosen to retain
my primal self, -the memories of my youth. In fact, the very first Commandment I
gave myself, the prime directive of my existence, post-Apehood, was to deny all
traces of my past reality. To use Owugh-man terminology I, a free Ape, I affixed this
burden of denial onto my soul, I harnessed this yoke of self-deception onto my
existence, of my own ‘free’ will. The collateral damage was that my memories of my
previous self started to fade. If at first the gate to my return to Apehood, assuming
my Owugh-man mentors would have permitted my repatriation, he sneaks a look to
the booth, was as wide as the heavens above, then with every mile on the enforcèd
path of my Progress, my evolution, that opening shrunk in height and width. I sensed
myself more and more content contained in the world of Owugh-manity. The wind
that raged from my past abated and today is a mere draft that tickles my heels. And
the crack in the past through which this draft arrives and through which I myself once
came, that crack has become so small that if I ever had the energy and the will
power to rendition myself, I would have to scrape the hide off my backside to be able
to squeeze through and return.’’
Text 2
‘’The very first thing I learned on my journey to Owugh-manhood was how to give
and take a handshake. A handshake is a token, a signifier, an embodiment of that
great virtue Owugh-mans prize above all else, frankness; openness. The very
sensation which gives Owugh-mans their edifying presumption of moral legitimacy.
Redpeter has limped into the audience and demonstrates his handshaking
proficiency to a few Shareholders by shaking their hands. “Very pleased to meet you.
How is your mother these days? Excellent! Very honoured to make your
acquaintance. You look very beautiful tonight!” He waves and smiles and presses
flesh like a politician at a photo op. You see! I am not too bad at it! Always
remembering to look Owugh-man Beings right in the eye as you shake their hands,
and remembering not to pinch too many women’s bottoms while you are at it.
Redpeter has a brief moment where he plays with the possibility of pinching the
mellifluous derrière of one of the female Shareholders. He is back at the Lectern.
And today, now that I have reached the ‘Ape’x – another quick freeze, of my career
as a Owugh-man Being, he chuckles again, to that frank handshake I now add frank
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Owugh-man discourse. Redpeter looks at the Shareholders with a surreptitious
smile. He lets out a small Ape grunt. The Security Guards look at each other a little
uncomfortably. They decide not to intervene. Of course I am certain I can add very
little that is new to the collective wisdom of our exalted corporation, and will, I
suspect, fail miserably in what I have been tasked here to deliver, but I will try my
best to sketch out the path this one particular Ape took to infiltrate and occupy the
world of Owugh-man Beings. Redpeter clicks the remote, a logo appears on the
screens. “Hard work and strict obedience make you free”, is the motto of Graywater
Corporation, and I, like all our employees, have it, as it were, invisibly tattooed on my
skin. He clicks the remote again, a new logo appears. “We focus on Morals and
Ethics and Integrity.”
Texte 3
‘’Recently I read a piece by one of those thousands of mad-dog journalists who sell
their papers with op-ed articles about me, claiming my, ‘Ape Nature’ has not been
‘entirely repressed’. The supposed proof is that whenever visitors come by I enjoy
dropping my trousers to show them the entry wound of that second shot.
Someone should pull out the fingernails of that journalist, one by one, slowly. And
then waterboard him for a month in Guantanamo. I can drop my trousers any time,
anywhere, for anyone I choose. You won’t find anything except a nicely groomed
Ape hide with the scar from a, Redpeter looks around furtively, and I will make sure
to choose my words diplomatically here, with the scar from a vicious, cowardly shot.
Everything is up front here, I have nothing to hide. oha oha! But, those keyboard
thumping jokers parrot some airy-fairy etiquette and then invoke it as the Truth. If
that journalist were to drop his pants in front of his house guests it would be a
different thing, and I recognize it as a mark of his discretion that he does not expose
his miniscule self in that manner. But he should keep his hypocritical sensitivity to
himself. Redpeter lifts the lectern with a growl and it seems as if he might throw it
into the audience. He calms down. Slightly guilty look up to the booth.’’
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Once you see Kafka’s Ape, respond and discuss what you saw.
•

What does evolution mean in this play?

•

Redpeter works for what we call the ‘’peace industry’’, how did he evolve to
become CEO of a private military corporation from an African Ape?

•

How do you feel about the use of private military corporations in war? How
would you feel if our country contracted PMC’s?

•

What are some of the possible interpretations of the play?

•

In what way does the actor make the Ape character believable? Did you
sympathize with Redpeter? Why or why not?

•

What is the central theme in this play?

•

Other than the central theme, are there sub-themes you can identify?

•

Compare the original texts of A Report for an Academy and Kafka’s Ape.
What are the main differences?

•

Violence is omnipresent in this play, identify three different incidents when it
was present. How did you react to these moments?

A Report for an Academy (1917)
Esteemed Gentlemen of the Academy!
You show me the honor of calling upon me to submit a report to the Academy
concerning my previous life as an ape.
In this sense, unfortunately, I cannot comply with your request. Almost five years
separate me from my existence as an ape, a short time perhaps when measured by
the calendar, but endlessly long to gallop through, as I have done, at times
accompanied by splendid people, advice, applause, and orchestral music, but
basically alone, since all those accompanying me held themselves back a long way
from the barrier, in order to preserve the image. This achievement would have been
impossible if I had stubbornly wished to hold onto my origin, onto the memories of
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my youth. Giving up that obstinacy was, in fact, the highest command that I gave
myself. I, a free ape, submitted myself to this yoke. As a result, however, my
memories have increasingly closed themselves off against me. If people had wanted
it, at first the entire gateway which heaven builds over the earth would have been
available to me for my journey back, but as my development was whipped onwards,
the gate simultaneously grew lower and narrower all the time. I felt myself more
comfortable and more enclosed in the world of human beings. The storm which blew
me out of my past eased off. Today it is only a gentle breeze which cools my heels.
And the distant hole through which it comes and through which I once came has
become so small that, even if I had sufficient power and will to run back there, I
would have to scrape the fur off my body in order to get through. Speaking frankly,
as much as I like choosing metaphors for these things—speaking frankly: your
experience as apes, gentlemen—to the extent that you have something of that sort
behind you—cannot be more distant from you than mine is from me. But it tickles at
the heels of everyone who walks here on earth, the small chimpanzee as well as the
great Achilles.
In the narrowest sense, however, I can perhaps answer your question, nonetheless,
and indeed I do so with great pleasure.
The first thing I learned was to give a handshake. The handshake displays candor.
Today, when I stand at the pinnacle of my career, may I add to that first handshake
also my candid words. For the Academy it will not provide anything essentially new
and will fall far short of what people have asked of me and what with the best will I
cannot speak about—but nonetheless it should demonstrate the direct line by which
someone who was an ape was forced into the world of men, in which he established
himself firmly. Yet I would certainly not permit myself to say even the trivial things
which follow if I were not completely sure of myself and if my position on all the great
music hall stages of the civilized world had not established itself unassailably.
I come from the Gold Coast. For an account of how I was captured I rely on the
reports of strangers. A hunting expedition from the firm of Hagenbeck—incidentally,
since then I have already emptied a number of bottles of good red wine with the
leader of that expedition—lay hidden in the bushes by the shore as I ran down in the
evening in the middle of a band of apes for a drink. Someone fired a shot. I was the
only one struck. I received two hits.
One was in the cheek—that was superficial. But it left behind a large hairless red
scar which earned me the name Red Peter—a revolting name, completely
inappropriate, presumably something invented by an ape, as if the only difference
between me and the recently deceased trained ape Peter, who was well known here
and there, was the red patch on my cheek. But this is only by the way.
The second shot hit me below the hip. It was serious. It’s the reason that today I still
limp a little. Recently I read in an article by one of the ten thousand gossipers who
vent their opinions about me in the newspapers that my ape nature is not yet entirely
repressed. The proof is that when visitors come I take pleasure in pulling off my
trousers to show the entry wound caused by this shot. That fellow should have each
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finger of his writing hand shot off one by one. So far as I am concerned, I may pull
my trousers down in front of anyone I like. People will not find there anything other
than well cared-for fur and the scar from—let us select here a precise word for a
precise purpose, something that will not be misunderstood—the scar from a wicked
shot. Everything is perfectly open; there is nothing to hide. When it comes to a
question of the truth, every great mind discards the most subtle refinements of
manners. However, if that writer were to pull down his trousers when he gets a
visitor, that would certainly produce a different sight, and I’ll take it as a sign of
reason that he does not do that. But then he should get off my back with his delicate
sensibilities.
After those shots I woke up—and here my own memory gradually begins—in a cage
between decks on the Hagenbeck steamship. It was no four-sided cage with bars,
but only three walls fixed to a crate, so that the crate constituted the fourth wall. The
whole thing was too low to
stand upright and too narrow for sitting down. So I crouched with bent knees, which
shook all the time, and since at first I probably did not wish to see anyone and
wanted to remain constantly in the darkness, I turned towards the crate, while the
bars of the cage cut into the flesh on my back. People consider such confinement of
wild animals beneficial in the very first period of time, and today I cannot deny, on
the basis of my own experience, that in a human sense that is, in fact, the case.
But at that time I didn’t think about that. For the first time in my life I was without a
way out— at least there was no direct way out. Right in front of me was the crate, its
boards fitted closely together. Well, there was a gap running right between the
boards. When I first discovered it, I welcomed it with a blissfully happy howl of
ignorance. But this hole was not nearly big enough to stick my tail through, and all
the power of an ape could not make it any bigger.
According to what I was told later, I am supposed to have made remarkably little
noise. From that people concluded that either I must soon die or, if I succeeded in
surviving the first critical period, I would be very capable of being trained. I survived
this period. Muffled sobbing, painfully searching out fleas, wearily licking a coconut,
banging my skull against the wall of the crate, sticking out my tongue when anyone
came near me—these were the first occupations in my new life. In all of them,
however, there was only one feeling: no way out. Nowadays, of course, I can portray
those ape-like feelings only with human words and, as a result, I misrepresent them.
But even if I can no longer attain the old truth of the ape, at least it lies in the
direction I have described—of that there is no doubt.
Up until then I had had so many ways out, and now I no longer had one. I was tied
down. If they had nailed me down, my freedom to move would not have been any
less. And why? If you scratch raw the flesh between your toes, you won’t find the
reason. If you press your back against the bars of the cage until it almost slices you
in two, you won’t find the reason. I had no way out, but I had to come up with one for
myself. For without that I could not live. Always in front of that crate wall—I would
inevitably have died a miserable death. But according
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to Hagenbeck, apes belong at the crate wall—well, that meant I would cease being
an ape. A clear and beautiful train of thought, which I must have planned somehow
with my belly, since apes think with their bellies.
I’m worried that people do not understand precisely what I mean by a way out. I use
the word in its most common and fullest sense. I am deliberately not saying freedom.
I do not mean this great feeling of freedom on all sides. As an ape, I perhaps
recognized it, and I have met human beings who yearn for it. But as far as I am
concerned, I did not demand freedom either then or today. Incidentally, among
human beings people all too often are deceived by freedom. And since freedom is
reckoned among the most sublime feelings, the corresponding disappointment is
also among the most sublime. In the variety shows, before my entrance, I have often
watched a pair of artists busy on trapezes high up in the roof. They swung
themselves, they rocked back and forth, they jumped, they hung in each other’s
arms, one held the other by the hair with his teeth. “That, too, is human freedom,” I
thought, “self-controlled movement.” What a mockery of sacred nature! At such a
sight, no structure would stand up to the laughter of the apes.
No, I didn’t want freedom. Only a way out—to the right or left or anywhere at all. I
made no other demands, even if the way out should also be only an illusion. The
demand was small; the disappointment would not be any greater—to move on
further, to move on further! Only not to stand still with arms raised, pressed against a
crate wall.
Today I see clearly that without the greatest inner calm I would never have been able
to get out. And, in fact, I probably owe everything that I have become to the
calmness which came over me after the first days there on the ship. And, in turn, I
owe that calmness to the people on the ship.
They are good people, in spite of everything. Today I still enjoy remembering the
clang of their heavy steps, which used to echo then in my half sleep. They had the
habit of tackling everything extremely slowly. If one of them wanted to rub his eyes,
he raised his hand as if it were a hanging weight. Their jokes were coarse but hearty.
Their laughter was always mixed with a rasp which sounded dangerous but meant
nothing. They always had something in their mouths to spit out, and they didn’t care
where they spat. They always complained that my fleas sprung over onto them, but
they were never seriously angry at me because of it. They understood well enough
that fleas liked being in my fur and that fleas are jumpers. They learned to live with
that. When they had no duties, sometimes a few of them sat down in a semi-circle
around me. They didn’t speak much, but only made noises to each other and
smoked their pipes, stretched out on the crates. They slapped their knees as soon
as I made the slightest movement, and from time to time one of them would pick up
a stick and tickle me where I liked it. If I were invited today to make a journey on that
ship, I would certainly decline the invitation, but it’s equally certain that the memories
I could dwell on of the time there between the decks would not be totally hateful.
The calmness which I acquired in this circle of people prevented me above all from
any attempt to escape. Looking at it nowadays, it seems to me as if I had at least
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sensed that I had to find a way out if I wanted to live, but that this way out could not
be reached by escaping. I no longer know if escape was possible, but I think it was:
for an ape it should always be possible to flee. With my present teeth I have to be
careful even with the ordinary task of cracking a nut, but then I must have been able,
over time, to succeed in chewing through the lock on the door. I didn’t do that. What
would I have achieved by doing it? No sooner would I have stuck my head out, than
they would have captured me again and locked me up in an even worse cage. Or I
could have taken refuge unnoticed among the other animals—say, the boa
constrictors opposite me—and breathed my last in their embraces. Or I could have
managed to steal way up to the deck and to jump overboard. Then I’d have tossed
back and forth on the ocean for a little while and would have drowned. Acts of
despair. I did not think things through in such a human way, but under the influence
of my surroundings conducted myself as if I had worked things out.
I did not work things out, but I did observe things with complete tranquility. I saw
these men going back and forth, always the same faces, the same movements.
Often it seemed to me as if
there was only one man. So the man or these men went undisturbed. A lofty purpose
dawned on me. No one promised me that if I could become like them the cage would
be removed. Such promises, apparently impossible to fulfill, are not made. But if one
makes the fulfillment good, then later the promises appear precisely there where one
had looked for them earlier without success. Now, these men in themselves were
nothing which attracted me very much. If I had been a follower of that freedom I just
mentioned, I would certainly have preferred the ocean to the way out displayed in the
dull gaze of these men. But in any case, I observed them for a long time before I
even thought about such things—in fact, the accumulated observations first pushed
me in the proper direction.
It was so easy to imitate these people. I could already spit on the first day. Then we
used to spit in each other’s faces. The only difference was that I licked my face clean
afterwards. They did not. Soon I was smoking a pipe like an old man, and if I then
also pressed my thumb down into the bowl of the pipe, the entire area between
decks cheered. Still, for a long time I did not understand the difference between an
empty and a full pipe.
I had the greatest difficulty with the bottle of alcohol. The smell was torture to me. I
forced myself with all my power, but weeks went by before I could overcome my
reaction. Curiously enough, the people took this inner struggle more seriously than
anything else about me. In my memories I don’t distinguish the people, but there was
one who always came back, alone or with comrades, day and night, at all hours.
He’d stand with the bottle in front of me and give me instructions. He did not
understand me. He wanted to solve the riddle of my being. He used to uncork the
bottle slowly and then look at me, in order to test if I had understood. I confess that I
always looked at him with wildly over-eager attentiveness. No human teacher has
ever found on the entire earthly globe such a student of human beings. After he’d
uncorked the bottle, he’d raise it to his mouth. I’d gaze at him, right into his throat. He
would nod, pleased with me, and set the bottle to his lips. Delighted with my gradual
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understanding, I’d squeal and scratch myself all over, wherever it was convenient.
He was happy. He’d set the bottle to his mouth and take a swallow. Impatient and
desperate to emulate him, I would defecate over myself in my cage—and that again
gave him great satisfaction. Then, holding the bottle at arm’s length and bringing it
up once more with a swing, he’d drink it down with one gulp, exaggerating his
backward bending as a way of instructing me. Exhausted with so much great effort, I
could no longer follow and would hang weakly onto the bars, while he ended the
theoretical lesson by rubbing his belly and grinning.
Now the practical exercises first began. Was I not already too tired out by the
theoretical part? Yes, indeed, far too weary. That’s part of my fate. Nonetheless, I’d
grab the proffered bottle as well as I could and uncork it trembling. Once I’d
managed to do that, a new energy would gradually take over. I lifted the bottle—with
hardly any difference between me and the original—put it to my lips—and throw it
away in disgust, in disgust, although it was empty and filled only with the smell, throw
it with disgust onto the floor. To the sorrow of my teacher, to my own greater sorrow.
And I still did not console him or myself when, after throwing away the bottle, I did
not forget to give my belly a splendid rub and to grin as I do so.
All too often, the lesson went that way. And to my teacher’s credit, he was not angry
with me. Well, sometimes he held his burning pipe against my fur in some place or
other which I could reach only with difficulty, until it began to burn. But then he would
put it out himself with his huge good hand. He wasn’t angry with me. He realized that
we were fighting on the same side against ape nature and that I had the more
difficult part.
It was certainly a victory for him and for me when one evening in front of a large
circle of onlookers—perhaps it was a celebration, a gramophone was playing, an
officer was wandering around among the people—when on this evening, at a
moment when no one was watching, I grabbed a bottle of alcohol which had been
inadvertently left standing in front of my cage, uncorked it just as I had been taught,
amid the rising attention of the group, set it against my mouth and, without hesitating,
with my mouth making no grimace, like an expert drinker, with my eyes rolling
around, splashing the liquid in my throat, I really and truly drank the bottle empty,
and then threw it away, no longer in despair, but like an artist. Well, I did forget to
scratch my belly. But instead of that, because I couldn’t do anything else, because I
had to, because my senses were roaring, I cried out a short and good “Hello!”
breaking out into human sounds. And with this cry I sprang into the community of
human beings, and I felt its echo— “Just listen. He’s talking!”—like a kiss on my
entire sweat-soaked body.
I’ll say it again: imitating human beings was not something which pleased me. I
imitated them because I was looking for a way out, for no other reason. And even in
that victory little was achieved. My voice immediately failed me again. It first came
back months later. My distaste for the bottle of alcohol became even stronger. But at
least my direction was given to me once and for all.
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When I was handed over in Hamburg to my first trainer, I soon realized the two
possibilities open to me: the zoological garden or the music hall. I did not hesitate. I
said to myself: use all your energy to get into the music hall. That is the way out. The
zoological garden is only a new barred cage. If you go there, you’re lost.
And I learned, gentlemen. Alas, one learns when one has to. One learns when one
wants a way out. One learns ruthlessly. One supervises oneself with a whip and
tears oneself apart at the slightest resistance. My ape nature ran off, head over
heels, out of me, so that in the process my first teacher himself almost became an
ape and soon had to give up training and be carried off to a mental hospital.
Fortunately he was soon discharged again.
But I went through many teachers—indeed, even several teachers at once. As I
became even more confident of my abilities and the general public followed my
progress and my future began to brighten, I took on teachers myself, let them sit
down in five interconnected rooms, and studied with them all simultaneously, by
constantly leaping from one room into another.
And such progress! The penetrating effects of the rays of knowledge from all sides
on my awaking brain! I don’t deny the fact—I was delighted with it. But I also confess
that I did not overestimate it, not even then, even less today. With an effort which up
to this point has never
been repeated on earth, I have attained the average education of a European man.
Perhaps that in itself would not amount to much, but it is something insofar as it
helped me out of the cage and created this particular way out for me—the way out of
human beings. There is an excellent German expression: to beat one’s way through
the bushes. That I have done. I have beaten my way through the bushes. I had no
other way, always assuming that freedom was not a choice.
If I review my development and its goal up to this point, I do not complain, but I am
not content. With my hands in my trouser pockets, the bottle of wine on the table, I
half lie and half sit in my rocking chair and gaze out the window. If I have a visitor, I
welcome him as is appropriate. My impresario sits in the parlor. If I ring, he comes
and listens to what I have to say. In the evening I almost always have a
performance, and I could hardly be more successful. When I come home late at
night from banquets, from scientific societies, or from social gatherings in someone’s
home, a small half-trained female chimpanzee is waiting for me, and I take my
pleasure with her the way apes do. During the day I don’t want to see her, for she
has in her gaze the madness of a bewildered trained animal. I’m the only one who
recognizes that, and I cannot bear it.
On the whole, at any rate, I have achieved what I wished to achieve. You shouldn’t
say it was not worth the effort. In any case, I don’t want any human being’s
judgment. I only want to expand knowledge. I simply report. Even to you, esteemed
gentlemen of the Academy, I have only made a report.
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Two Introductory Parables
Before the Law*
An Imperial Message*
The Longer Stories
Description of a Struggle
Wedding Preparations in the Country
The Judgment*
The Metamorphosis*
In the Penal Colony*
The Village Schoolmaster [The Giant Mole]
Blumfeld, an Elderly Bachelor
The Warden of the Tomb
A Country Doctor*
The Hunter Gracchus
The Hunter Gracchus: A Fragment
The Great Wall of China
The News of the Building of the Wall: A Fragment A Report to an Academy*
A Report to an Academy: Two Fragments The Refusal
A Hunger Artist*
Investigations of a Dog
A Little Woman*
The Burrow
Josephine the Singer, or the Mouse Folk*
The Shorter Stories
Children on a Country Road*
The Trees*
Clothes*
Excursion into the Mountains*
Rejection*
The Street Window*
The Tradesman*
Absent-minded Window-gazing*
The Way Home*
Passers-by*
On the Tram*
Reflections for Gentlemen-Jockeys*
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The Wish to Be a Red Indian*
Unhappiness*
Bachelor's Ill Luck*
Unmasking a Confidence Trickster*
Sudden Walk*
Resolutions*
Dream*
Up in the Gallery*
A Fratricide*
The Next Village*
A Visit to a Mine*
Jackals and Arabs*
The Bridge
The Bucket Rider
The New Advocate*
An Old Manuscript*
The Knock at the Manor Gate Eleven Sons*
My Neighbor
A Crossbreed [A Sport]
The Cares of a Family Man*
A Common Confusion
The Truth About Sancho Panza
The Silence of the Sirens Prometheus
The City Coat of Arms Poseidon
Fellowship
At Night
The Problem of Our Laws
The Conscription of Troops
The Test
The Vulture
The Helmsman
The Top
A Little Fable
Home-Coming
First Sorrow*
The Departure
Advocates
The Married Couple

Give it Up!
On Parables
* Published during Kafka's lifetime.
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The Action Infini program makes theatre accessible, affordable and engaging.
Student tickets are $14 tax included per student and educators are invited to attend
for free. We are happy to help accommodate your scheduling needs by staging extra
matinee performances upon request.
If you are interested in bringing your classes to new, cutting-edge theatre in Montréal,
please contact us. Infinithéâtre will foster a love of culture in your students and get
them talking about current events, social issues, and literature like never before! For
more information about the Action Infini program or to reserve, please contact
education and outreach at education@infinitheatre.com

WHAT TEACHERS HAVE SAID ABOUT THE PROGRAM
“My colleagues and our students appreciated the unique elements
incorporated within the production. (…) Thank you for the Study Guide and to
Guy Sprung for opening the production with his directorial notes. All combined
to make the event both enjoyable and pedagogical (Villa Maria falls 2018).”
WHAT STUDENTS HAVE SAID ABOUT THE PROGRAM
“What I really enjoyed was all the questions that popped into my head during
the play.” “I don’t know how the actors did it, but I truly felt the emotions, the
fears... I could.”

We look forward to seeing you again soon! - The Infinithéâtre Team
Action Infini is generously supported by
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•

The Complete Stories by Franz Kafka
NAHUM N. GLATZER June 1971
Published in the United States by Schocken Books Inc., New York. Distributed
by Pantheon Books, a division of Random House, Inc., New York. The
foreword by John Updike was originally published in The New Yorker.
Foreword copyright © 1983 by John Updike.
Collection first published in 1971 by Schocken Books Inc.

•

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data
Kafka, Franz, 1883-1924.
The complete stories.
(Kafka Library)

•

British Library 20th literature.

•

Franz Kafka, A Report for an Academy (1917).
Translation by Ian Johnston of Vancouver Island University, Nanaimo, BC,
Canada, June 1995.

•

Eduard Goldstücker Copyright © 2018 FRANZ KAFKA MUSEUM.

WHAT’S NEXT….
Find our website info for Fight On! Part Two
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Written and directed by Guy Sprung
With ironic and iconic comments by Drew Hayden Taylor (Ojibway, Curve Lake)

Starring: Patrick Abellard, Danny Brochu, Shawn Campbell, Brefny Caribou-curtin,
Carmen Grant, Tyson Houseman, Howard Rosenstein, Anana Rydvald, Ivan Smith

INFINITHÉÂTRE OFFICE
5413 Boul. St-Laurent, Suite 203 (Ring Buzzer #404)
Montréal, QC H2T 1S5
T 514.987.1774
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