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DEATH COMES SOFTLY

»Come, my angel,« I say with voice sweet as honey, »let’s do it 
now.«

»Aren’t we going to kiss first?«
I guess we have to. I lean towards her, and press my lips against 

her slightly open mouth. Immediate her tongue pushes into the ca-
vity, like a sliding slippery eel, and her hand grips my shoulder so 
tightly that it hurts. No, she won’t drink unless I do what she wants. 
I’d really like to force the stuff down her, but I keep myself under 
control, just for one last time. I free myself, take her hand which is 
holding the glass, and raise it half way up to her mouth. I whisper 
things in her ear that she wants to hear.

»My angel, soon we’ll be united for ever. Isn’t our love worth just 
a little pain?«

She nods and gazes at me with that dumb doggy look of hers. 
A long moment passes. Then another. She wants to say something, 
but I close her mouth with two fingers.

»Don’t say anything,« I whisper. »Die softly, my angel.«
At last she raises the glass to her lips.
»We’ll meet again on the other side,« I say, and even give her 

a little wave. Tears flow out of the corners of her eyes as the Coke 
runs down her throat. Should I be kind and drink as well, so that 
she can find comfort in her last minutes, thinking that we really are 
going together? Everything inside me says no. I put my glass on the 
bedside table, fold my arms over my chest, and wait until at long, 
long last it happens.

How much time has passed since she last moved? Is she still 
breathing? These sightless eyes make me feel uncomfortable. She’s 
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dead. I think she’s dead. With two fingers I pull her hand up by the 
sleeve and then let go. It falls, as heavy as a stone. What difference 
is there now between her and a stone? And what she was a moment 
ago – where is it now? Something has happened here, but I can’t 
really understand exactly what. Am I going to be sick?

No.
I must stop staring at her. Maybe that’ll bring bad luck. Maybe 

I’m cursed now. Rubbish! Things like that don’t happen. I’ve got to 
get a grip on things. Focus. I need all my senses now, and all my 
brain. This is the phase when mistakes get made. Stupid mistakes. I 
mustn’t make any mistakes. 

So I pull myself together, take my glass into the kitchen, wash it 
out and put it in the appallingly ugly wall cupboard. Then I go back 
into her room, and head straight for the desk without looking at 
the bed. My hand is trembling just a little as I pull my suicide note 
out from under the black rose and put it in my pocket. I slip into 
my shoes and jacket, and put on my baseball cap and sunglasses.

Final check: have I left anything of mine lying around? No. It 
doesn’t matter if my fingerprints are on her glass and my DNA is 
everywhere. After a suicide the police don’t bother to send for the  
forensic people. And even if they do, I’ve got no previous record – 
never been in trouble with the police. They couldn’t do anything with 
my fingerprints and DNA. So it’s a calculated risk.

It’s just gone two. I’ve got plenty of time. Before I leave, I take 
one last look around.

I haven’t left anything behind.
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Have you heard, Smithy?«
Jan came straight towards Sam. But he didn’t look as 

if he wanted to say any of the usual things. His face was as grim 
as a funeral.

»What?« asked Sam.
»Someone from our school’s killed herself.« He allowed his 

serious face to break into a quick grin. »Unfortunately it’s not 
one of the teachers.«

Sam stopped. There it was again – the fear. »Who?«
»No idea. Someone from 10a, I think.« 
10a. That was Natalie’s class.
»A girl?«
»I think so. One of those quiet ones. You don’t happen to have 

done the maths, do you?«
Natalie! That was his first thought. It’s Natalie!
Sam let the strap of his satchel slide down from his shoulder. 

Mechanically he unzipped it, put his hand in, pulled out an exer-
cise book and handed it to Jan.

»Hey, kid, what’s the matter? You’re trembling like a with-
drawn junkie.«

Sam didn’t answer. He just walked past Jan towards the school 
entrance. Slowly at first, and then faster and faster. Like a robot. 
A robot that was scared stiff.

The door to 10a was shut. Three minutes before the second 
bell. Did that mean something? Sam stopped and took a deep 
breath. His heart was hammering. Dr Androsch’s tricks were no 
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use now – he’d thought of them too late, when the circle of fear 
had already closed. He pulled the door open. He’d make it seem 
as if he’d come to the wrong room. The silence that met him was 
like the silence in the mortuary where his father had lain in the 
coffin. The silence at the heart of a block of ice. Ms. Beyerle, who 
according to Natalie was the world’s worst teacher, was stan-
ding by the empty blackboard, and looked at him with wide eyes. 
As did about twenty-five other pairs of wide eyes. It seemed as 
though some of them were wet with tears.

»Yes?« asked Ms. Beyerle.
He knew roughly where Natalie sat – he’d sometimes seen 

her from the playground. By the window, somewhere around the 
third row. There was an empty seat. Her seat.

»Sorry,« he mumbled, and closed the door behind him.
Then the second bell rang.

Sam pedalled as fast as he could. He didn’t bother about red 
lights. Twice he almost ended up on the bonnet of a car. 

Screeching brakes. Furious hooters. He heard them, but took no 
notice. What did they matter? Only one thing mattered – that it 
hadn’t happened again. It mustn’t happen again!

Although he’d never been to Natalie’s house, he knew where 
she lived. He turned into her street. Number seventeen. It must 
be on the left. When he saw the number over the front door, he 
felt uneasy. »Supposing you’re imagining things, and she’s just 
skipped classes?« he asked himself. That would be mega-awful. 
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Without locking it, he leaned his bike against the entrance, and 
looked for the name Wagner on the list of doorbells. Found it. 
Pressed the bell. Waited.

»Come on up. Second floor on the left.«
It was a woman’s voice, very soft, very indistinct. Natalie? Her 

mother? They were apparently expecting someone.
Before Sam could reply, the buzzer opened the door. He  

pushed and went in. So he was here now. On a staircase that 
stank like a sweaty T-shirt. And what was he doing here? 
Whoever runs away from fear runs straight into its arms. Dr 
Androsch’s aphorism came into his head. It was only now that 
he really understood it. And understood just how true it was.

He went up step by step. On the second floor he took the pas-
sage to the left. A door was half open. On a sign next to the bell 
was the name Wagner. He pushed the door open and went in.

»Hello?«
And there she was, standing in front of him. Natalie.
Her face was stained with tears, and she was as white as a piece 

of chalk, but…she was alive!
A great pile of stones fell from his heart.
Huge relief.
For five or ten seconds. But then…
»Oh, it’s you.” She seemed disappointed. “What are you doing 

here?«
»I thought…«
»What?«
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»Ugh…at school, people were saying…a girl in your class is 
supposed to have…« He waggled his fingers »And you weren’t 
there…«

»So you thought it was me?«
He stood there, red with embarrassment. »I was worried…«
She breathed heavily. »Alina,« she whispered then. »It’s 

just…It’s terrible…I…I just can’t believe it…I can’t…«
Her lips tightened and her chin trembled as tears filled her 

eyes. But before they took over, she managed to control herself.
»I didn’t know Alina was in your class.«
»Only till last February. Then her parents took her out of 

school, because she wouldn’t have got through the exams.«
»I see.«
»Can we talk about it later, Sam? We’ve got someone  

coming.« Sam didn’t move. Why had she said someone, and not 
my uncle or a friend? What was she hiding? 

»I’m really sorry about yesterday – I mean the cinema and 
things. I’m not usually like that. But I only heard about it just be-
fore – the business with Alina, and I couldn’t think of anything 
else, not even phoning you. I was in complete shock. You under-
stand? Complete shock. But you’ve got to go now. I’ll ring you.«

As she talked, she pushed him towards the door, which was 
still open, and then out into the passage. »Thank you for coming, 
Sam. It’s really nice of you.« She kissed him on the cheek, and 
then shut the door in his face.

What was the matter with her? He wondered if he was now 
a hero or an idiot.

On the way downstairs he could hear hurrying footsteps. 
When he rounded the next bend in the staircase, he saw a man 
rushing upstairs. It was a man he knew very well. Dr Androsch. 
When the psychiatrist saw him, he stopped dead in his tracks. So 
this is the someone, thought Sam. Since when did shrinks make 
house calls?

I wait. Every so often I look across at the girl and the handsome 
boy with the dark curls, sitting on the grass under the spreading 
branches of the lime tree, apparently doing their homework to-
gether. Although I’m here because of her, I can’t stop looking at him. 
Sometimes he touches her, but she doesn’t show much reaction. He 
won’t be able to stand it much longer. He’s in love with her, but 
she’s not in love with him. She only likes him as a friend. I know 
exactly what he’s thinking. And her. She keeps him hopeful because 
she doesn’t want to be alone. When she’s alone, the abyss opens up 
in her. But don’t be afraid, you won’t be alone for much longer. And 
you, my pretty boy, you will find someone worthy of your love.

In frustration, he packs his things and stands up. He’s about to 
go, but she jumps to her feet, throws her arms round his neck, and 
kisses him. Not on the lips but on the cheek. Then she immediately 
lets him go and sits down again on the grass. She feeds the flames 
just enough to keep the fire burning. No more. The boy grabs his 
bike, which is leaning against the tree, climbs on and pedals away.

Now she’s alone. I wait a little while, enjoying the moment. Very 
soon you’re going to have the most important meeting of your life. 
Very soon you’re going to meet your Angel of Death. There are just 
a few seconds now between you and him.

98



Andreas Götz

Andreas Götz was born in 1965, 
studied German, and now works as 
a freelance writer of radio plays for 
several broadcasting companies, and 
also as a journalist and translator. Die 
Softly, My Angel is his first novel for 
young people.
 

I take off my trainers, get up off the bench, and step onto the 
lawn. The grass tickles the soles of my feet. It feels good. Full of life. 
I stand in the shade of the lime tree, in front of the girl. She looks up 
from the open pages of her maths book, and gazes straight at me.

»Something wrong?« she asks.
»I’ve been watching you,« I say, fixing my eyes on the tiny mouth, 

which is much too red.
Shy girls like confident boys.
She looks at me, checking me over for a few seconds.
»OK, it’s a free country, and people can sit wherever they want 

to.« She pretends to be more self-assured than she really is. She 
obviously wants to impress me. She likes me.

I sit down next to her. Look at her maths book – at the curves in 
the coordinate systems.   

»Sines and cosines,« I say.
»Afraid so. You don’t happen to know anything about it, do you?«
»It’s not difficult. Let’s see.« No, I’m not just good at chemistry – 

I’m good at maths too. Ha, ha. I lean forward, seeming as if I just 
want to look at the book. In fact I want to get closer to her. And she 
should come closer to me. So that it can spark across. The force that 
will make her powerless. »Was that your boyfriend? The guy with 
the bike, I mean.«

»Him? No. Not really. Just a friend. Why do you want to know?« 
»Just asking. By the way, I’m Tristan.«

»I’m Natalie.«
I know, Natalie, I know.
I know everything.

Sam is happy that Natalie, with whom he is in love, is still alive. 
But she is hiding something from him – and that ‘something’ will 
put her life in danger.
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Munich, at the end of a hot summer. Three girls 
die within a few weeks – apparently by their own 
hand. But that is only half the story…
A breathtakingly exciting thriller built round a 
devilish game.


