DIE ANGST

by Andrea Offermann

MY EYES SNAP OPEN. LIKE A MIRROR FACING INWARD
they reflect the fear that pulses through my brain.

It’s thrown from one side to the other,
and grows and grows until it finally
hits my neck, like a fist.

From there it travels slowly

along
my
spine

and streams into every cell
of my body. Wherever it goes
it ignites millions of blows,
like needle points.

I hear them. The quiet stroking
of tiny feet on the wooden floor.

{The flutter of delicate wings in the walls.}

Sweat oozes out of my body

and covers me with a sticky film.
My eyes glide over the white
cracked walls. Nothing.

The fluttering is louder now.

My hands start shaking. With
aloud hiss I catch my breath,
my nostrils stretch, as if grasping
for help. As long as I don’t open
my mouth.

Rules, I think. I need rules. I will
stay here. I cannot move. Nothing
will happen if I don’t move. I will
just lie here.

Lie.
I know tomorrow I will wake up and it will all be over.

The flutter of the wings is getting
louder, it changes to a constant hum.
My eyes snap in its direction. Slowly
they are gliding out of the cracks in
the wall, glittering in the moonlight.
Their bodies color the walls black.
Like blood coming out of a wound,
more and more of them gush out of
the walls,down to the floor and
towards my bed. I will stay still.

If I stay nothing will happen.

Just lie here.
Do not move.

My brain repeats these lines like

a prayer, again and again, while my eyes
are following the shimmering black
bodies flooding towards me, up the bed
posts and onto my blankets. I tense

my body into a knot.

The first cold shell strokes past my toe,
the touch stabs through my body like
an icicle and plunges into my brain.
Into the center of the circling prayer.

Just keep lying here.
Keep lying here.
Just lie here.

Just lie.

Lie.

DO NOT MOVE.



