ACT I

Nr. 1    Babytalk – Intro (instr.)

Scene 1

Robert and Charlotte seated next to each other.  Relaxed.  They emit an unexpressed air of agreement, perhaps flirting with each other just a little.  At the conclusion of the first scene, one should like them.

Charlotte:  pensively


Happiness.

Robert:  questioning

Health? 

Charlotte:  grinning

Money.

Robert:  also grinning

That too.

Charlotte:  

To be satisfied.  With yourself.

Robert:  


And with life.

Charlotte:


Quiet.

Robert:


Quiet?

Charlotte:


Yes, quiet.

Robert:  not convinced

Hm.

Charlotte:


And excitement.  Excitement, of course, too.

Robert:  grinning again

Sex.

Charlotte:

But no stress.

Robert:  


Often.

Charlotte:

I’ve stricken that word from my vocabulary.

Robert:  


Success.  Of course.

Charlotte:  


Coming home, and there’s someone there.

Robert:


But for things that are important to ME.

Charlotte:


Fighting!

Robert:


And sex.

Charlotte:


I’ve learned how to fight really well.

Robert:


I haven’t.

Charlotte:  laughing

True.

Robert:


A million in the lottery?

Charlotte:


No.

Robert:


No.  A BMW?

Charlotte:


Shakes her head

Robert:  sarcastically

A dishwasher.

Charlotte:  dryly

We already have one.

Robert:  


Getting old together.

Charlotte:  sighing happily

Mm.

Robert:  pensively

Anything else?

Charlotte:  also thoughtful


Nah.

Robert:  grinning

Sex.

Charlotte:  determined


Love.

Robert:


Exactly.

A moment lost in thought...

Robert:


A child.

A bell rings.  Charlotte looks around alarmed.

Charlotte:


Hm.

Black.  The theme of „I Want a Child“.  Charlotte looks irritatedly at the band, catches herself and, laughingly and definitively, shakes her head.  She takes her coat and puts it on.  Suddenly the music stops.

Scene 2

Robert:


Why not?

Charlotte:


Because.

Robert:


I want to though.

Charlotte:


I don’t have time for that.

Robert:


Ok.  It doesn’t have to be immediately.  Later.

Charlotte:


I won’t have any time then either.

Robert:


How do you know that?

Charlotte:


Because I never have any time.  Where are my keys?

Robert:


What’s the problem?  I’m healthy.  You’re healthy.  We have two rooms too many.

Charlotte:


Have YOU seen my keys?

Robert:


It would do us good.

Charlotte:


Where in the hell are my keys?

Robert:


Bring a little peace into our lives.

Charlotte:


I have all the peace in the world.

The ticking vamp begins again quietly.

Robert:


If not us, then who?

Charlotte:


Leon and Brigitte.

Robert:


You’re not serious.

Charlotte:


Leon and Brigitte would be wonderful parents.

Robert:


Never.  Leon is much too immature.

Charlotte:


He would learn.  Robert, where are my keys?

Robert:


You shouldn’t have a child until you’ve straightened out your life.

Charlotte:  looks directly at him

Exactly.

Nr. 2  Babytalk – Opening 1

Robert: singt

I want a child!

Charlotte:


I don’t have the time.

Robert:


I want a child!
Charlotte:


But not now.

Robert:


I want a child!

Charlotte:  forced to laugh


Robert!

Robert:


With YOU!


Baby, Baby, Baby!


There’s a cry from up above.


Last week, not a single sound.


Now, it’s crying, „Bring me down!


Hey, you two,


It’s finally true!“


Baby, Baby, Baby – 


We’ve got lots to do!

Charlotte:  to the audience


I have nothing against children, because I don’t have any.

Robert:


Baby, Baby, Baby!


Lately I’m a different guy.


Yesterday, a single turtle.


Now I’m feeling ultra-fertile.


Nothing is


Like before,


Oh my Baby –

Charlotte:


Yeah?!

Robert:  into an imaginary telephone


With a brat you can’t ignore.

In the next scene, Charlotte plays „Office“ with the band.

Charlotte:

I like children.  Really.  I just don’t want to have them.  Bearing children is like recycling.  Everyone knows they should do it, but no one really wants to start.

Robert:


You and Me and Baby


We’re the winning team, we three.


Jesus, Joseph, and Maria – 

Charlotte:

And since Robert’s birthday – to a musician – that’s good, but unfortunately technically wrong – again to the audience – I need every free minute that I can find to deal with this situation, and to think up reasons why I currently don’t have any desire whatsoever to deal with this situation – to a musician – thanks, no sugar – 35 year old men are so prone to fixation.

Robert:


Have you thought about it?

Charlotte:


I have a career.

Robert:


In this day and age, your interests are all legally protected.

Charlotte:


I have a career,


And I have no desire


To be a blimp for 9 whole months


And still continue working.


I have a career,


And I have no desire


To be deformed eternally


And dress for my maternity


With all my hard-earned money

Robert:


Oh, you can definitely get some kind of financial aid.

Charlotte:




Robert:

I have no desire


Baby, Baby, Baby!


To be bound to a crier


There’s a cry from up above.


With just a couple hours a day
Last week, not a single sound.


To finally put my feet up.

Now it’s crying, „Bring me down!


I have no desire


Hey, you two,


And I mean no desire


It’s finally true!“


To serve the little glutton’s lust
Baby, Baby, Baby –


‚Cause my lactation says I must,
We’ve got lots to do.


And I’m cuffed to the cradle


With boobs set to burst!

Charlotte is back home again.  While
 Robert massages her feet:

Robert:  lovingly


We’ll buy a milk pump.

Charlotte:  resigned

It’ll throw up all over my trial papers, scream and cry while I’m talking to clients on the phone, and when they read the verdict, it’ll have whooping cough.

Robert:


We’ll immunize him for all those things.

Charlotte:


Him?

Robert:


It.

Charlotte:


Then IT will get the mumps.

Robert:


I’m here too.

Charlotte:

Robert, this is the Stone Age.  You’ll be busy out in the jungle, hunting and gathering to put food on our table.  And, I’ll be trying, with one hand firmly on the cradle, mind you, to hang the freshly-washed drapery on the curtain rod of our cave…in vain!  Forget it, Robert.

Robert:


Don’t you think you’re overexaggerating just a bit?

Charlotte:


I’m a lawyer.  I want to win my case.

Robert:


Can we please forget your career for just a minute.

Charlotte:


With a kid, I can forget my job for three years.

Nr. 3  Babytalk – Opening II

Robert:


I want a child!

Charlotte:  to the audience


I could kick myself in the head daily that I wasn’t the one to bring up this topic.

Robert:


I want a child!
Charlotte:

Then he would be the one racking his brains over the thankless subject, and I would finally have time again for the beautiful things in life.

Robert:


I want a – 

Charlotte:  interrupting him, a half note higher


I want a child.

Robert:


What?

Charlotte:


I want a child.

Robert:


Now?

Charlotte:


I want a child


With you!

Robert:  shocked


Oh ... theoretically, there’s nothing wrong with that.

Robert fades out and keeps talking silently.  With a look of enjoyment, Charlotte puts her legs on his lap and looks into the audience.

Charlotte:


Baby, Baby, Baby


Going on about four weeks


I feel something in the air.


Invisible, but still it’s there.


On the go,


To and fro,


Baby, Baby, Baby.


I can see it start to grow

Robert:

I mean, that would be great, both of us, you and I – but there’s really a great deal to consider.  It would be for me, as the man, an immense responsibility.  I don’t want to automatically fall back into chauvinistic thinking -

Charlotte:  to the audience


One should always attempt to force the opponent onto the defensive.

Robert:

- but, were we to have a child -  

Charlotte:  expectantly


Yeah?

Robert:

- Whew!

Charlotte:


Baby, Baby, Baby,


No one asked for company.


It’s similar to mice and roaches,


Permanent and quite atrocious.


Once it’s here


It will stay.


Baby, Baby, Baby.


And the fat won’t go away.


So, not child then?

Robert:


That is not EXACTLY what I said.

Charlotte:


And I always thought you wanted one – and then I agree to it – 

Robert:


Of course I want a child.  I’m just saying it’s a difficult decision.

Charlotte:


Yes.  It really is.

Robert:


That’s what I’m saying.

Charlotte:


And for me it’s more difficult than for you.

Robert:


Sure.  How?!

Charlotte:




Robert:

I have a job



I want a child


He wants a child


I cannot seem


I want one, too


To get it straight, still


What more’s he want?


I cannot seem 



      


To get it straight, still



I want a kid



I want a kid







She has a job







A job, so what?







I have one, too

I have a job



I want a kid

I get the brat



She wants one, too

I’m a balloon



What more’s she want?


Oh, mommy, mommy, mommy
Oh, I want a child with you


Do you hear it call my name?

Baby, Baby, Baby


Everywhere, in every hallway,
Daddy, Daddy, Daddy


Morning, noon, and night,

Mommy, Mommy


And all day

Both:


Sometimes I’m in the stall, 


and I hear Mother Nature’s call

Robert:


Mommy, Mommy, Mommy

Charlotte:


Daddy, Daddy, Daddy 

Both:


Baby, Baby, Baby!


I want a child!

Abrupt light change.


Scene 3

Charlotte and Robert seated on the sofa, Charlotte with her hands folded over her stomach, Robert with his arm around her.  Speaking to an imaginary listener.

Charlotte:


So, for both of us it was pretty clear right away that we both want this child.

Robert:


There was absolutely no conflict.

Charlotte:


When the idea first arose, we naturally sat down together –

Robert:

It wasn’t easy at all for Charlotte.  She had just taken this very well-paid job

in Berlin –

Charlotte:

And you don’t move to Berlin to get to know the playgrounds.  But that wasn’t really the main problem –

Robert:


No?

Charlotte:  seriously
I cannot stand women who hide behind their jobs when it comes to the decision of whether or not to have a child.  It’s all just a question of self-confidence.  When I want to have a child, I’ll simply have it.

Robert:


We.

Charlotte:


What?

Robert:


We.  We will have the child.

Charlotte:


When we want to have a child, I’ll simply have it.

Pause.  Both deep in thought.

Robert exits.  Charlotte unhappy on the sofa.  She then searches frantically under the sofa and finds a book, which she reads greedily.  Over the music

Nr. 4    Underscoring Fairy Tale

Charlotte:  reading
Once upon a time, there was a King and a Queen who wished for a child.  reading quietly further  One day, as the King ... with skin as white as linen and lips as red as blood ... And verily, over the course of the year, the Queen carried a child next to her heart ... and lips as red as blood.  But the Queen was to have no joy through her daughter.  She pressed the child to her breast, whispered „Snow White“ and ... died.  Charlotte gulps.
Scene 4

Charlotte:


Robert?

Robert:  from off

What’s the matter?

Charlotte:  calling

Have you ever thought about... adopting a child?

Robert:  coming back in

What do you mean, adopt?

Charlotte:

There are so many poverty-stricken children living in truly abominable social conditions –

Robert:


Since when were you interested in social conditions?

Charlotte:

Wouldn’t it be horribly irresponsible of us to fully unnecessarily have a child when there are so many other children without parents that actually need to be adopted?

Robert:


There are?

Charlotte:


Africa is full of them.  At least 4 million, I think.

Robert:


And you want to adopt them all?

Charlotte:


I think something like that needs to be considered.

Robert:


Not needs to be.  Can be.

Charlotte:


You get to meet the mother of your child,

Robert:


If it CAN’T be, maybe it’ll have to be.

Charlotte:  undeterred
-- and the social environment,

Robert:


I already know the mother of my child.

Charlotte:

And I think you can also select whether you want a little girl or a little boy.  There are certain agencies where you can have your choice.

Robert:


What are you TALKING about?

Charlotte:  panicked

Robert, let’s adopt!

Robert:


What are you reading there?

Charlotte:


It’s none of your business.

Robert takes the book away from her and reads the title.

Robert:


„Pregnancy – Danger and Opportunity for the Female Body“.


Is this good?

Charlotte:  seriously
Outstanding.  Very well-researched.  32% of the female population in Germany die while giving birth.

Robert:


During the 30-Years War.

Charlotte:  

That’s not even 150 years ago, Robert.

Robert:


People don’t die while giving birth anymore.

Charlotte:  

People, no.  Women, yes.  And if you don’t die, you have a Caesarian section from here to here, and if you don’t have a Caesarian, they cut you open like a chicken, and it takes months to heal, and maybe it doesn’t heal at all, and you can never have sex again.

Robert:


I would love you just as much without sex.

Charlotte:  


Ok.  But the way a woman’s body looks after pregnancy!  Look.

She points to the book.


Before.  She turns the page.  After.

Robert is affected.

Robert:


Your body would never do that.

Charlotte:  

You don’t know my body.  My body hates me.  It’s just waiting for me to give it the chance to age prematurely.

Robert:


Then you have to take care of it.

Charlotte:  


I’ll turn into a hag!

Robert:


It’s only 9 months.

Charlotte:  


No deal.  Not with my body.

Robert:


There’s no other way.

Charlotte:  


Oh yes there is.

Robert:


I don’t want to adopt.  I want my own child.

Charlotte:  

And to his side, the King took a new wife, one just as beautiful as the first.  But she had a heart of stone.  She begins to cry.
Robert:


What are you saying?

Charlotte:  


Nothing.

Robert:


I love you.

Charlotte:  


You’re not listening.

Charlotte turns to the audience.  Robert freezes.
Nr. 5   My Body and I

Charlotte:


I’m open when it comes to


Chums who



Need me (it’s never problematic)


Diplomatic.


And love is part of all my 


Feeling-dealings.


I am, in any case,


A social ace.


So – with other people, I’m at ease,

With wisdom riv’lling Sophocles.


To all, I’ll lend a helping hand,


But one, 


Whom I can NOT stand!


My body and I


Are not a good team.


My body’s more nightmare


Than I could dare to dream.


I know that it’s sad.


I really should try to train 
These lost, lethargic limbs.


But I detest gyms.

Charlotte and Robert begin getting ready for bed, without Robert overhearing Charlotte.


We were never bosom buddies,


More like enemies since birth.


All my plans to reach the heavens


All come crashing to the Earth.


My brain always had the muscle,


But my legs had two left feet,


And to get revenge on me,


It had 8 years of puberty.


And since then I’ve had to battle


With its hormone problems, myriad.


You can track it like the moon each month


To see the problem – period!


My body and I


Don’t really connect.


I don’t understand


It’s physical dialect.


It’s gobbledygook,


‘cause when I attempt 


To start an inner dialogue – 


It sounds like a frog.


Oh, my body drives me crazy.


I’d divorce it in a sec,


But my future would be hazy


As a soul without a neck.


Its proportion, I can’t stand it,


And its size makes me insane.


And, whenever I get naked


I know nothing is to gain.


Both my boobs and ass are hanging


Over both my knobby knees,


And my ideal weight is buried


Under thighs of cottage cheese.


My body and I,


We live separate lives,


But when we do meet


My body has yet to arrive.


It shouldn’t be so:


The mind and the matter


Need to get together now – 

The question is ‘How?’


In this war, I’ll keep the oil lit



‘cause my enemy is mean.


He’ll wreak havoc on the toilet;


I’ll strike back with nicotine.


He who says I stretch the truth


I offer up this exposé:


One is awkward, one is graceful – 


Adam followed Eve astray.
Charlotte hums, while lighting herself a cigarette, which Robert visibly frowns upon.


I know it’s not right – 


I really should learn to love 


This flailing, frumpy frame…  (Charlotte coughs)


But I’m losing the game.

Charlotte exits.  Robert turns to the audience.

Nr. 6   Well. Yes.

Robert:

I think a boy would be the best.

Well. Yes.

‘Cause he and me, you see,

Would be

Like no one else.

With girls, I’m always in the dark.

My cat’s meow is not their bark.

Hormonally

It’s plain to see

That women break so easily.

Yes, it could be

A boy.  That’s for me!

Though it might sound chauvinistic,

The wish I’d make

If I could bake

A baby-cake

Would be the flavor:

Masculine.

I know it’s not 

The thing to do,

But man to man

I’d like to say:

I would enjoy

A boy

To talk to night and day.

Male - all the way!

Together with my chromosomes,

I’ll plot and plan the future

And then transform my letter “Y”

(I kid you not) into x-million

Tiny sperm

That writhe and squirm

To reach the battlefield.

And with this little trick of mine,

The gender will be sealed.

The truth is every now and then

I feel

That as a man I am reduced 

To nothing more

Than just a semen factory

With legs attached (thank God, for me!)

So that my genes

Can walk around

And such a headless chromosome

Would be my son?

And how!

And if you think that man

Can just be

Forgotten, then

I must remind

You all to view

The population of the world.

The half of all our offspring

Are lacking just that one thing

That fills a healthy boy’s tool

With drops from daddy’s gene pool.

(Together with the male members of the band)

All:


Oh, we’ll decide the final score


No magic tricks, no hexes.


The composition of the world


Has far too many letter “X’s”


So, it’s man


That God has planned


As evolution’s cure.

Robert:


Which makes my little letter “Y”


The chromosome du jour.


I think a boy would be the best.


Well.  Yes!

Scene 5
Charlotte enters again, awakened by noise.  During the night, in the kitchen:
Charlotte:  


This is just too stupid for me.

Robert:


You’re allowed to tinker with the idea.

Charlotte:  


This whole discussion is definitely beneath me.  As a woman, I feel slandered.

Robert:


But, it’s a completely normal biological process.  Nature pure!

Charlotte:  goes to the refrigerator and pulls out something to eat
What is he supposed to be?  The ecologically-cultivated Heir to your Throne?  I, personally, don’t see myself as a sack of Mother Earth, where you just stick a little carrot in and a little later on a big carrot pops out.

Robert:

I don’t understand you.  We’re quietly discussing the future, and I simply express my opinion that if – and I emphasize IF – we were to have a child, I would, under certain circumstances, have nothing against a son.

Charlotte:  


And why not a daughter?

Robert:


For my money, a girl, too.

Charlotte:  


For your money?!

Robert:


I mean, it doesn’t matter.

Charlotte:  


What our child will be doesn’t matter to you?

Robert:


The gender.  The gender doesn’t matter.

Charlotte:  


The gender doesn’t matter, but you’d rather have a son.

Robert:


Exactly.

Charlotte:  


Go and have yourself cloned.

Robert:


That doesn’t work with humans yet.

Charlotte:  

But they’ve already succeeded with sheep and monkeys.  Maybe you’re the missing link in the evolutionary chain.

Robert:  singing
I think a clone would be the best.

Well. Yes.

‘Cause he and me, you see,

Would be

Like no one else.

Charlotte:  


Fuck you, Robert.

Robert:  precociously

That won’t help either of us have a child.

Charlotte:  


Chauvinist asshole.

Robert:


What is with this post-feminist mood today?

Charlotte:  


None of your business.

Robert:


I’m just the sperm donor.

Charlotte:  


Yeah.

Pause.
Robert:


Were you at the doctor?

Charlotte:  


At which doctor?

Robert:


You wanted to go to the doctor.

Charlotte:  


I go to the doctor when I want to, ok?

Robert:


I’m just saying, you wanted to go to the doctor.  This week.

Charlotte:  


We have ALL the time in the world.  The sound of ticking begins.

Robert:


I know I do.

Charlotte is speechless.  Robert exits, completely tranquil.

Nr. 7  Like This Ticking in My Mind

Charlotte:

“You must!”


Please don’t tell me that.


I will leave


Those who bellow that.


You can go 


Straight to hell with that.


No time for that.


Not now.


“You must!”


Is like death to me.


“You should”


Brings up the hate in me.


“You will”


Can only mean – 


I never will!


What pushes others can’t push me.


It’s so ridiculous to see


In other cities, other countries.


The earth is spinning backwards, and


No living soul asks how it can –


But still I feel that I can change things.


So I thought.


That roses and carnations


Just die with little patience.


That years will come and bend you


For death to come and end you.


That someone’s love will disappear.


There always will be something


That will silently and stubbornly


Do as it will,


Like this ticking in my mind.


That marble, stone, and iron


Let weather compromise them.


That aging bridges tumble,


And promises can crumble.


That passing time can make no sense.


The world has many things to show


That effortlessly seem to go


And do as they please,


Like this ticking in my mind.


The obstacles that make me crash


The bolted doors that block my path


The needing to be cautious.


The curve that sets my nerves on edge


The cliff that lies beyond the hedge

Infuriating losses.

The man whose coldness makes me weep

The happiness that’s not to keep

The feel of suffocation.

And that I’ll never take to flight

Just makes me sit regretfully

And grieve my inability

And hear the counter ticking.

The fact is no illusion:

All things will reach conclusion.

That aging men and flowers

Succumb to higher powers.

And most of all the things we love…

It seems that every person has

A thing which gently forces them

To live, to live their life

Like this ticking in my mind

Like this ticking in my mind…

And peace will only come to those

Who go the way the ticking goes,

Which doesn’t mean they have to love it.

And those who don’t agree, they lie.

There are things which can never be altered –

I hope one day I’ll learn that.

Scene 6

There is ringing.  Robert enters and answers an imaginary telephone.

Robert:


Hello?

A long passage on the other end of the line.

No, not yet.  We are still in the middle of the hearing.


…

No, I don’t think Charlotte is over-exaggerating.  As a woman, this is an extremely difficult situation for her.

Charlotte runs, beaming, onto the stage.  She MUST tell Robert something.

Of course, it’s easier for us men.  We’re just walking around with our genes all ready to go, and we basically don’t give a shit where we leave them – the most important thing is, she knows how to shake it.  I don’t think she’s being hysterical; she’s just going through a difficult phase.

Charlotte:  


Who are you talking to?

Robert:  into the telephone
I say my Hail Mary’s three times a day that I’m not a woman.  For 9 months, you’re crippled and lying in bed throwing up!  And Charlotte’s already got that morning thing.    

Charlotte:  


Who are you talking to?!

Robert:


I would have wanted that, too –

Charlotte:  


Robert!

Robert:

           - with your mother.  into the receiver.  But, as a man, I just don’t have the right - … laughing  That would be nice. … No, I think that’s Charlotte’s decision ... of course you have a different opinion about that ... Yes, I’ll tell her … laughing again  I don’t think I’ll tell her that … Me too!


Your mother says “Hi”.


Charlotte:  


“Hi” back.

Silence

Charlotte:  almost exploding


I’ve made a decision.

Robert:


To do what?

Charlotte:  


To do THAT.

Robert:

 
Oh.

Charlotte:  glowing


Are you happy?

Robert:


It’s a bit sudden.

Charlotte:  happy


Not at all.  I always wanted to.  I just didn’t know it.

Robert:  correcting himself


I mean, of course I’m happy.

Charlotte:  

I’ve always wanted to have kids.  I just never knew when.  And when you started to pressure me, I just got panicky.

Robert:


Of course you got panicky.

Charlotte:  


You’re completely right.  If not us, then who?

Robert:


Leon and Bridget.

Charlotte:  


And when, if not NOW?  Charlotte sits down on his lap.

Robert:


Right now?

Charlotte:  


We’re already totally late.

Robert:


Are we?

Charlotte:  


Do the math.


I am –

Robert:


34.

Charlotte:  


and almost 11 months.  And you are even two years older than I am.  Ok, assuming I get an appointment next week with Dr. Pyramowski, then I can get my IUD out by the end of the month, and a week later I’ll be 35.  Then it will be at least 5 months before my body is hormonally even halfway ready for the situation.  Then, there will be the two months of psychological blocks, two months of no luck, and two ovulations, where you might not be horny –

Robert:


Me?

Charlotte:  


Or you’ll be in Mannheim –

Robert:


That’s true.

Charlotte:  

And all of that before it even works.  At 36 and ¾, I will finally be pregnant.  The first try for women bearing children for the first time in my age group VERY OFTEN results in miscarriage, and until I’ve gotten over that, and let’s be optimistic here, a year down the road, if everything runs really smoothly, will mean that I will have my first child shortly before my 40th birthday.  If I decide to give myself a little break after that, and then, perhaps, even test the waters at work for a half year or so, then I’ll already be 43 by the time I have the second!

Robert:  deeply affected


And I’ll be 45.

Charlotte:  


See what I mean!  And with the third, I’ll clearly be a member of the high risk group.

Robert:


With the third?

Charlotte:  

I mean, I find that really intense.  When our first child graduates, I will be 58, and when our last is finally through school, I will be 73.  Are you’ll be much older!

Robert:


Two years.

Charlotte:  playing the angry mother

And all of that, only if our youngest doesn’t decide in the last minute to switch majors.

Robert:  shattered


I have no idea how we’re going to finance it all.

Charlotte:  


This is what I’m saying.  We’re much too late getting started.

Robert:


But what can we do?

Charlotte:  seriously


I can call Dr. Pyramowski, and see if I can get an appointment this week.

Robert:


Do that.

Silence.  Charlotte looks at Robert as though in love for the first time.

Charlotte:  


We’re having a baby!

Robert:  with an empty look


Three.

Charlotte:  


You’ll be a wonderful father.

Robert:


With you as the mother.
Charlotte:  


I am so happy.  You too?

Robert:


Totally.

Charlotte:  


I’ve got this feeling in my belly – I can’t even begin to describe it.

Robert:


Me neither.

Charlotte:  


Let’s make a baby!

Robert:


Ok!

Charlotte:  


Robert?

Robert:


Yeah?

Charlotte:  


I think this is happiness.

She kisses him.  Robert turns to the audience with a look of complete disgust.  During the 

following number, Charlotte hangs the entire time, like a doll, on Robert.



Nr. 8  Deadline Panic
Robert:


I’M  NOT PREPARED FOR THIS!


I haven’t played a game of darts


With manly men in Zanzibar.


I’ve never felt completely free.


I’ve never had the kind of life


Where life cries out outrageously


Not me!


It’s way too early I can see.


I can’t deal with this yet.


I’ve had some sex, but not enough!


Money and women everywhere


And tropic beaches here and there


And cocktails swallowed in one gulp –


I’ll never see these things again.


It’s wrong!


I’ve done it backwards all along.


No more soaring freely on the wind.


No more stomach butterflies.


With a ball and chain, 


It’s hard to improvise!


That’s it!  I call it quits!


I’ll play Monopoly again


And take the plane that leaves at ten


To taste the tea in Tokyo.


And that which stops my being cold


And holds me from success untold,


The teaching post that makes me old,


I’ll leave it all and slam the door!!!


And I –


Won’t even need ME anymore!

Scene 8

Robert and Charlotte are sitting on the sofa, as in the beginning of the piece.  There is a relaxed atmosphere of agreement.

Charlotte:  to the audience

 
Well, aside from the biological circumstances that can’t be changed –

Robert:


Not yet –

Charlotte:  


Unfortunately –

Robert:  sarcastically


Why, unfortunately?

Charlotte:  undistracted

Well, aside from the fact that for the next nine months, as it states in our marriage
contract under Section C.3., I will be considered “immovable goods”, we’re very excited about the child.

Robert:  referring to Charlotte


My favorite piece of real estate.

Charlotte:  playing the courteous lawyer

If you gain even the slightest advantage out of my incapacitation, I will deliver the child immediately, throw the thing in the Babyklappe, and heavily consider going into politics.

Robert:


50-50.

Charlotte:  


50-50.

Robert:


Like we said.

Charlotte:  


Shared sorrow is sorrow in half.

Robert:


Like it says in the Bible.

Charlotte:  


In any case, now that we’ve accepted all of the invariables –

Robert:

- that is, suppressed them – 

Charlotte:  


We can have a baby.

Pause.  Charlotte scrutinizes Robert.

Charlotte:


If we can.

There is a ring.  Robert looks alarmed.

Blackout

Scene 9

Charlotte is talking on the telephone.  Alone.

Charlotte:

No, he doesn’t feel good.  He’s reading old diaries. … No, his!  All teachers write poetry when they’re seventeen and demonstrate against nuclear energy plants. … I kid you not!  I would be thrilled if I had such a creative vein. …  Of course Robert demonstrated.  We both did.  We met each other in Brockton.  What type of energy do we use?  laughing  Since then, I’ve kept all of my contacts to the nuclear energy lobby! … I know that so well NOW, because, for two weeks he’s talked about nothing else other than THEN.  Just masculine blah-blah-blah. … Yeah, you’re a man, too, but you’re more evolved.  Hey – I have to hang up now.

Charlotte hangs up and looks rather guiltily at Robert, who enters with a book in his hand.

Robert:  reading


The endless strip of asphalt


That brought us to the future of the Earth.


Our generation marches


To the West,


Yet we sit


Smiling toward the East

With legs crossed.


We will block you


And seek our own


Way


Toward freedom,


As the water


Seeks to find


The ocean of free love.

To Charlotte:


Good, huh?

Charlotte:  nodding


Mm.

Robert:


That’s the kind of thing I used to write.

Charlotte:  


I know.  For Stephanie Karmanowski.  Back then, I didn’t like it.

Robert:


Nonsense.  I –

Charlotte:  

Stephanie Karmanowski, New Year’s Eve 1987, 4:30 in the morning, dedicated on a pack of cigarettes, in the hope that she would, after all, actually take you home with her.

Robert:


Who is Stephanie Karmanowski?

Charlotte:  

After you stuck through “Lyrics as a Political Instrument” for half of the winter semester just to sit next to her.

Robert:


See how old I’ve gotten.  I can’t even remember that.

Charlotte:  


That wasn’t our best time back then.

Robert:


What happened to us?

Charlotte:  


To us?

Robert:


To Stephanie and me?

Charlotte:  


She was a lesbian.

Robert:


Oh, her!


But the poem is good.

Charlotte:  


It has depth.

Robert:


Everything changes.  Tempi passati!

Charlotte:  


Robert!

Robert:


He who sleeps with the same one twice,


Belongs to Establishment’s iron vice.

Charlotte:  

That’s not quite so deep.  Tell me, whose diaries are you reading, actually?  Your father’s?

Robert:


I feel old.

Charlotte:  


You’re still not a beat-up old ’68.
Robert:


No?

Charlotte:  

You’re a beat-up old ’88.  Your brother says “Hi”.  Freddy says you shouldn’t mope so much, and to stop crying back to your wild-oats days, because you didn’t actually sow any.

Robert:

Before he says anything, he should try to find a relationship that lasts longer than six weeks.

Charlotte:  


Anyway, mature men are much more attractive.

Robert:


Great, that’s just what I need.  Psychological support from the gay activist corner.

Charlotte:  


Freddy says that even at 40, you can lead a full and exciting life.

Robert:


I am not 40!

Charlotte:  

You should just buy yourself a couple new pairs of pants, ‘cause nothing’s sadder than watching men get old in the fashion of their youth.

Robert:


In the fashion of their youth?

Charlotte:  


501’s are totally out.

Robert:  panicked


501’s are NEVER out.

Charlotte:  


That just shows how OLD you are.

Robert:


At least I’m slowly turning into the erotic ideal held by my gay brother.

Charlotte:  


He means well.  We all do.

Robert:

He doesn’t have to break open his head thinking about existential, multi-generation spanning, lifepath-deciding problems, either.

Charlotte:  


He’s worried about you.

Robert:

Well, if my most important decision was whether to waste this year’s net surplus on an island vacation or a new Ligne Roset living room, I would have time to worry about him, too.  And then we’d see who’d laugh last.

Charlotte:  

We’ll waste our money on a child.  It doesn’t matter anyway.  Do you have any idea how envious your brother will be?  He already is.

Robert:

But we’ll never own a Ligne Roset living room!  Our child will never have a Ligne Roset living room!

Charlotte:  


Of course she will.  She’ll inherit it from Freddy.

Robert:


Huh?

Charlotte:  


He already told me.  Amber will get everything.

Robert:


Amber?

Charlotte:  glowing


You like the name?

Robert collapses, groaning.

Nr. 9  Nomen est Omen

Charlotte:  


Girls today are all called Amber.

Robert:


Well, I’m not so sure of that…

Charlotte:  


It’s a name you can remember.

Robert:


Yeah, like Uncle Willie’s cat

Charlotte:  


Amber sounds like gentle whispers.

Robert:

And a rather fat behind.

Charlotte:


Amber’s hair is long and wavy –

Robert:


Let’s just wave that name “Goodbye!”

II.

Charlotte:


For a boy, I have the answer.

Robert:


We’ll, he’ll have my name, of course.

Robert:


No, he won’t, he’ll have my father’s.

Charlotte:


Then he’ll sound just like a horse.


Let’s be safe and stick with Amber.

Robert:


How ‘bout Jud or maybe Zeke?

Charlotte:


Great!  He’ll drive the kids from pre-school 

to the drinking well six times a week.

III.

Robert:


Steven?

Charlotte:



Only male nurses.

Robert:


Wilhelmina?

Charlotte:



Not a child!

Robert:


Percy?

Charlotte:



Zits and real thick glasses.


Robert:


Titus?

Charlotte:



No! He’ll be reviled!

Both:


Sharon, Jennifer, or Doris

Means our kid would end up plain.

Robert


Archibald is prehistoric.

Charlotte:


John is simply too mundane.

IV.

Robert:

Carmen!

C



Scarlett!

R




And – 

Bothe





Marlene!


That’s the stuff of fantasy!

R


Legs forever!

C




Drinks whenever!

Both


All the way to therapy! 

C


Nickolas could be his stage name.

R


Let’s just trim that Christmas tree.
Both


How ‘bout Charlotte or Rob Jr.?

Then we’ll never disagree!

Scene 10

Robert and Charlotte are jogging.  Charlotte is clearly in better condition than Robert.

Robert:


Maybe we won’t even be able to have children.

Charlotte:  


Nonsense.  Of course we can!

Robert:

Since 1972, every man in this country produces on the average 20,000 fewer sperm per year!

Charlotte:


I didn’t even notice.

Robert:  gives up and falls to the floor

And the ones that he does produce are meager, small, and shrunken, and have no energy in their tails.

Charlotte:


Oh, stop it!


Robert:

 
and the three or four disabled sperm that finally, limpingly, do get through to the egg hardly even have the energy to break the egg’s wall, which at this point, to a poor, degenerated representative of the semen community, seems like concrete.  At which point, he dies miserably.  And that is why this country’s population is shrinking.
Charlotte:


But a couple of them do get through!

Robert:


They’re immigrants.
Charlotte:  stops jogging and joins Robert doing calisthenics


I think you should go to the doctor.

Robert:


Or guys who work out, I bet.
Charlotte:


They’ll do a sperm count, and then you can rest easy.

Robert:


But not the really big Mr. Olympias – steroids are just as deadly.
Charlotte:


If your sperm is only half as eloquent as you, you don’t need to worry at all.
Robert:


And it’s the same for women.  Electrosmog is screwing everything up.  Microwaves are poison for the phillopian tubes.

Charlotte:


We don’t have a microwave.

Robert:


But you have a cell phone.

Charlotte:


Don’t worry.  I’m as fertile as a dairy cow.  I get pregnant from being looked at.
They both stop exercising.

Robert:


How do you know?

Charlotte:


I just know.

Robert:


You can’t just know.
Charlotte:


Women feel things like that.

Robert:


Just stop with all that spiritual crap.  You don’t just “feel” stuff.  You either get pregnant, or you don’t.

Charlotte:


Exactly. 

Robert:


And if you were really such a supermommy, something would have already happened before your mid-30’s.

Charlotte:


Right.

Robert understands.

Robert:


When?

Charlotte:


Like you said.  Already.

Robert:


When!!?

Charlotte:


It doesn’t matter.

Robert:



WHEN!!!???

Charlotte:


Three days before my 17th birthday, Mr. Know-It-All.  Are you happy now?

Robert:


---

Charlotte:


His name was Bobby Meyer, he was the son of our neighbor, he kissed like a windshield wiper, and I did it because my best friend, Sylvia Colucci, had done it three months before I did, which of course turned out to be a dirty lie.

Robert:


How come I don’t already know that?

Charlotte:


Because it’s not important.

Robert:


Charlotte!

Charlotte:


What?

Robert:


But that must have really hurt you.
Charlotte:


Nonsense.  It was just a load of crap.

Robert:


You were 17!

Charlotte:


16.  And at that age, you’re still just too stupid to have a bad conscience.

Robert:


You didn’t cry?

Charlotte:


My mother cried enough for both of us.

Robert:


You’ve been withholding from me.

Charlotte:


I have not.  I just wanted it behind me.  My mother almost killed me, then dragged me to therapy, and started stirring the pill into my oatmeal every morning.

Robert:


I don’t believe that.

Charlotte:


In any case, I there were no more incidents after that.

Robert:


I simply can’t believe that you never told me any of that.

Charlotte:


It has nothing to do with us.

Robert:


But, don’t you sometimes think, I mean, every now and then, you hear – I mean, that women think “He would be such and such years old…”.

Charlotte:


Stop, ok?

Robert:


…and “What would he have become…?”.  I mean, you were – he would be…  He would be 18!

Charlotte:


Yeah, and a car mechanic down at Meyer, Meyer and Heringsdorf.  No, I don’t think so.  It wouldn’t be real.  I wouldn’t have even been possible.

Robert:


Wow…

Charlotte:


The second time, it was different.

Robert looks stunned.

Charlotte:


That time, it was a little like you said.  It was a little bit of an accident, but inside I maybe, actually, secretly did want to keep it.  But, I was probably only hoping to snare Pascal with it, and that wouldn’t really have been the healthiest way to do that.
Robert:


Pascal?

Charlotte:


And you’re right.  I do think sometimes “He would be… six now.”.  Strange, but always say “he”.  Maybe that’s the reason I’m hoping for a daughter.

Robert:


Six?  That was – we’ve been together for nine years.

Charlotte:


No, that was the year we were taking a break – my year abroad in Lyon.
Robert:


You were there – ?

Charlotte:


I wasn’t trying for it, that you can believe.  It happened despite the pill.  Since then, my belief in my fertility is unshakeable.
Robert:


I didn’t know ANY of that.

Charlotte:


Of course I told you about Pascal!  The guy from Brittany, in northern France.

Robert:


But not, that – 

Charlotte:


Ok, first of all, after Nora brutally threw you out, you didn’t really ask me many questions about my year in France – 

Robert:


And, second of all?

Charlotte:


Perhaps I was also a little ashamed.

Robert:


At least that.

Charlotte:


No.  Not ashamed.  Embarrassed.  I didn’t really have the feeling that in the middle of your wild oat years, you would really have any interest in an ex-girlfriend with the desire to have kids.

Robert:


I feel so… blind.

Charlotte:  trying to excuse herself


But, you have to admit I am truly a promising mother, right?

Robert:


Your case is airtight.

Charlotte:  with intention

 
And you will be a wonderful father.
Robert:  rising and going to the door

Maybe you should go back to the French guy.  My sperm is feeling very tired today.

Charlotte:


Robert – 

Robert turns around.  He is truly hurt.

Robert:


Is there still someone between six and 23 that you may have forgotten?  Someone around 15, maybe, who is thankful to you that he’s not addicted to heroin today, because he didn’t happen to fit into your schedule back then?

Charlotte remains deep in thought.

Charlotte:


I shouldn’t have told you.

Robert begins to leave.

Charlotte:


Your diary.

Robert:


You can keep it.  The way it looks, I’ll have to rewrite several of the chapters.

Charlotte says sitting, unsure of the moment.  She pages through the book, looks shortly at the band, and then begins to sing.
Nr. 10  Father, Mother, Child

Charlotte:


I used to play that all the time,


Father, Mother, Child.


I always played the Mom, though I


Was rather juvenile.


And Bobby Meyer was the Dad,


Although it ticked him off.


The baby never said a word;


His tongue was made of cloth.


When Bobby had to go work


I’d make his lunchtime snack,


And in the evening, he’d repair


The sink to pay me back.


I always had the chores to do.


The baby suffered fever,


And he’d fall off the table-edge,


Which meant his life was over.


Then came the baby’s funeral,


The part I loved the best.


And Bobby’d say, “Dear Wife” to me,


“With health we have been blessed.”


Then we would lay the young deceased


Into a cardboard box,


And put it in a hole we’d dug


And cover it with rocks.


We played that game a million times,


Father, Mother, Baby corpse.


Now that my dolls have disappeared,


All I feel is deep remorse.

Charlotte exits, lost in thought.  Robert enters, highly strung.

Scene 11

Robert:

I am a relatively balanced person, and I don’t believe in coincidences.  One thing simply leads to another.  There are no sudden changes; life is a river that flows smoothly.  HERE!  He holds his hand out to the audience.  My lifeline extends from TOP TO BOTTOM!  Small forks on either side, as you can see, little tributaries that take my life up on occasion, or down, as the case may be.  Ok, I can live with that.  But there is no BREAK!

And then you wake up one morning, and the whole world has changed.  Nothing is like it was before.  Things aren’t what they used to be.  No one will ever become what they wanted to be just the night before.

Your best friend never loved you.

The pain in your muscles is multiple sclerosis.

And for three years, no one mentioned it.


Your driver’s license is officially invalid.


The world is flat!


And my wife is –


singing

Nr. 11  The Unknown Woman in My Bed

During the number, Charlotte goes about her business normally, as though returning home from the office.  Everything is the same, while Robert, unnoticed by Charlotte, cries out in desperation.

Robert:


The unknown woman in my bed!


That dark, forbidding nameless shadow


The one who tells me everything


The one I’ve loved with passion’s sting,


Whose trust and kisses have been mine:


She is an


Alien enzyme.

The freak beside me when I bathe

The stranger that I once believed in

Whom I could read just like a book

And see right through with just one look


Is now a galaxy away!

Her home is in the Milky Way!

I’ve caught her lying to me coldly.

Could be, she’s lying constantly.

Have I committed, soul and body,

To one who fibs obsessively?

Doubt hunts me through the long,cold nighttime.

Mornings, the chill remains intact.

I can’t escape the ill suspicion

Satan and I have made a pact.

Aaaaah!

I always knew her every thought.

At least that was my firm impression.

From my perspective, she’s breathing,

But image isn’t everything.

She might be pot roast-in-a-bag.

Or maybe she’s a rock in drag.

Her head is like a granite bust

That lies opaque upon the pillow.

I helplessly X-ray her hair

And think that maybe every year

My Christmas gifts were off the mark.

Her brain just leaves me in the dark.

Could be she’s just a home appliance,

Mother-to-be and looming menace,

And all the babies that she’ll bear will

Go through their lives with large antennas.

But maybe she’s an angel also,

And I am just too sceptical.

Then all our flock will sprout big wings, and

I’ll need a padded cubicle.

Aaaaah!

God and the media were my heroes.

But, now I’m grown, and that’s all past.

Money has lost it’s hold on me.

I need a female vis-à-vis.

And now my wife is somebody

Who’s not my kin, celestially.

I want to be a firm believer.

Oh Lord, just let me once believe her.

Let me believe her!

Amen.

Charlotte hears the last verse of the song.  There is a sudden cut to a dialogue that the two have obviously had quite often in the preceding weeks.

Charlotte:  irritated


Don’t you think you’re overexaggerating just a bit?

Robert:


I’m just insecure and letting it out.

Charlotte:


I haven’t told you everything, and you know it.  No lawyer would do that.

Robert:


Of course I know that.


Charlotte:

All that would lead to is my only being able to speak out under oath, and, in the eyes of the people,  - she points at Robert -   walking around like a morally-compromised asshole for 4 weeks.   

Robert:


I’m sorry.

Charlotte:


Discretion is always the better part of any relationship.  In every relationship.

Robert:  positively


But not anymore.

Charlotte:


You tell me even less.

Robert:


Everything is different now.

Charlotte:

Which, in my opinion, can stay that way.  And why is everything so different all of a sudden?

Robert:


Because now we’re going to have a child.  We can’t continue living a lie.

Charlotte:


No?

Robert:

We have to be honest.  Recklessly honest.  We have to set a good example for our child.

Charlotte:


I want to be a mother, not a nun.

Robert:


We haven’t been open with each other.  Let’s start to be open.

Charlotte:


I don’t know if that’s such a good idea.

Robert:


Why not?  Is there something else I don’t know?

Charlotte:


What do you mean “else”?  There was never anything!

Robert:


You’re becoming aggressive.  That’s not a good sign.  You’re hiding something.  You 


have a secret!

Charlotte:  going along with it


Yes, I have a secret.

Robert:


Aha!

Charlotte:  menacingly


Here in my purse.

Robert:


I think I don’t want to know.

Charlotte:


I’m going to tell you anyway.

She pulls a small metal item out of her purse and throws it onto the table.

Robert:  taking it in his hand


What is it?

Charlotte:


It’s called an IUD.

Robert stares at her.  The music to “Baby, Baby, Baby!” begins quietly.

Nr. 12  Babytalk – Finale 1
Charlotte:


We wear these in our bellies, so that –

Robert:


You DID it!  - he glows at her -  YOU REALLY DID IT!

Charlotte:  crossing her heart


Against my will!

Robert:  to himself


But why did she do it?

Charlotte:  furious with herself


Oh shit!

Robert:


Why did you do it?

Charlotte:


You know why. 

Robert:


At this stage, I don’t anything anymore.

Charlotte:


No one knows better than you.

Robert:


Because I hounded you so much?

Charlotte:


No.

Robert:


Because your mother hounded you so much?

Charlotte:


NO!!

Robert:


Then say it.

Charlotte:


Robert –

Robert:


Say it!

Charlotte:  singing softly


I want a child –

Robert:


Again!

Charlotte:


I want a child!

Robert:


Louder!

Charlotte:


I WANT A CHILD –

Robert:  thrilled


I CAN’T HEAR YOU!


Charlotte:


WITH YOU!

The band comes in strongly.  Robert kisses Charlotte and carries her over an imaginary threshold.

Both:


Baby, Baby, Baby!


There’s a cry from up above.


Last week, not a single sound.


Now, it’s crying, „Bring me down!


Hey, you two,


It’s finally true!“


Baby, Baby, Baby – 


We’ve got lots to do!

Robert:


I want a child!

Charlotte:


I want a child!

Both:


I want a child


With you!

END OF ACT I

______________________________________________________________________________

ACT II


Scene 12

In the bedroom.  Charlotte is alone and climbs into bed.  Robert enters, very pregnant.

Robert:


My back is killing me.

Charlotte:


I told you, you should have the groceries delivered.

Robert:


With other guys, after six months you don’t even see the slightest belly.

Charlotte:


It’s all genetic.  You can’t do anything about it.

Robert:


I hate it.
Charlotte:


Nonsense.  Enjoy it.  My father told me it was the happiest time in his life.

Robert:


Ha ha.

Charlotte:


Will you turn the light out?

Robert:

Three months of vomiting, two months being addicted to nachos and lemon sherbet, and in the last four weeks, my body has produced an extra six square feet of abdominal fat that will never go away and, after the birth, will rhythmically slap against my knees when I go jogging.  Slap, slap, slap.

Charlotte:


Not if you do your exercises regularly…

Robert:


I look like a walrus.

Charlotte:


You look like every other normal pregnant man.

Robert:


Look at me!  Do you find me attractive?  I don’t!

Charlotte:


Then buy yourself a pretty sweater.

Robert:  whining

For you, it’s all just so easy.

Charlotte:


I’m turning the light out now, ok?

Robert starts crying.

Charlotte:  beggingly

Please don’t cry!

Robert:


I’m not crying!

Charlotte:


Of course you’re crying.  You cry every night.

Robert:


My hormones are crying.  Excuse me.

Charlotte:


I’m turning off the light now, ok?

She turns the light out.

Robert:


It probably won’t be normal.

Charlotte:


Of course it will be normal.

Robert:


You said it yourself.  It’s all genetic.  I’m going to give birth to baby walrus.
Charlotte:


Robert, I have a heavy day tomorrow.

Robert:


I don’t know how I should position myself.

Charlotte:  not answering anymore

Hm.

Robert:


Charlotte?

Charlotte:


No.

Robert:


I’m horny.

Charlotte:  groaning

Oh no!

Robert:


We haven’t had sex in four months.

Charlotte:


Robert, I am dead-tired!

Robert:


You’ve been dead-tired for four months.

Silence.


You’re not attracted to me anymore.

Charlotte:  coldly

You’re right.

Robert:


What did you say?

Charlotte:

I think your unshapely body is unattractive and repulsive.  Your pregnancy has created a barrier between us which I don’t think will ever be overcome.

Robert:


But –

Charlotte:

The erotic feelings I once had for you are dead, and nothing in the world will ever bring them back to life.

Robert:


But –

Charlotte:


We will never, ever have sex again together.

Robert:


AAAAAAAHH!!

Robert lets out a panicked scream.  Charlotte starts out of her sleep and turns the light on.  Robert lies next to her, breathing heavily, his belly flat once again.

Scene 13

Charlotte:


Oh Lord!  What’s the matter?

Robert:


I…  I – think, I had a…  nightmare.

Charlotte:


You’re completely soaked.

Robert:


There’s no need to panic…

Charlotte:


Should I run and get you a glass of water?

Robert:


That’s not necessary.  Really.

Charlotte:


What did you dream that was so horrible?

Robert:


Nothing –

Charlotte:


Don’t lie.

Robert:  lying
There was a man with many knives, and then this truck came barreling toward me, and then the explosion and all that fire –

Charlotte:


My poor baby.

Robert:  reacting to her words


Aah!

Charlotte:


Are you ok?

Robert:


I’m ok.

Charlotte:


Ok.

Silence.

Charlotte:


Should we try again?

Music cue.  Robert looks panicky.

Nr. 14  Pressure
Robert:


Now?

Charlotte:


I mean, since we’re awake?

Robert:


But, last night we already did it twice –

Charlotte:


But without much success, right?

Robert:


I know.

Charlotte:


You shouldn’t blame yourself.

Robert:


I KNOW!

Charlotte:


There’s no pressure, ok?

Robert:


Never.

Charlotte:


Although, it’s not everyday that a woman ovulates.

Robert:


I’m sorry.

Charlotte:


You don’t have to be sorry.  It’s just –

Robert:


What?

Charlotte:


After four months, I’m starting to worry –

In the following number, the verses and dialogue are cut together in a way reminiscent of film:  a pictorial diary of the last four months.

Robert:


Have you ever had the will?


But not the way?


Have you ever lacked the skill?


Did you ever have a block?


No direct line to your cock?


A lifeless jock?

Flashback.  Four months ago.

Charlotte:

Ok, listen.  It’s really easy.  If the conception takes place in the first half of the allotted timeframe, then the probability that the child will be masculine grows to 78%.

Robert:


Uh-huh.

Charlotte:

Other than that, it will be a girl.  But I would say that we should, anyway, just give it another try – maybe it won’t work this way either.

Robert:  deflated


Well, why wouldn’t it work?

Robert and Charlotte assume a very bizarre position, costing them much effort.  Freeze.

Robert:  desperate


Have you ever had the the thrill


Of a triple red alert?

Charlotte:


Though I hate to be a pill,


I have yet to see you squirt.

Both:


Seems our seas are just too calm.


What should really be the bomb


Lacks the fire of napalm

Charlotte:


A false alarm!

Charlotte:  with a thermometer in her mouth


When I think back to when I waited for these three days to be over –

Robert:


Three days?

Charlotte:


And four hours.  Which means we have exactly – 
Robert:


76 hour’s time?
Charlotte:

And that as of  - an egg timer rings -  NOW!


Have you had the rare delight


To feel the plight


Of your bosom’s downward flight?


Men who lose their appetite


As your youth slides out of sight?


An empty night?
on the phone
I know you’re in Düsseldorf, but can’t you take an earlier flight?  I mean, it’s OUR project together – or not?  And I have to take this opportunity to state right now that as far as my end of the bargain is concerned, I’ve done my duty…

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
Charlotte:


The only problem is that I can’t do a handstand.

Robert:


What do you mean?

Charlotte:


I couldn’t even do it back in school.

Robert:


What do you mean, handstand?

Charlotte:


15 minutes after the insemination.  Then it goes deeper.

Robert:  looking between his legs


Maybe I should do the handstand.

Charlotte:


Oh, darling, don’t put so much pressure on yourself!

Robert:


Have you ever had the will?

Charlotte:


Although –

Robert:


And not the way?

Charlotte:


It would be worth a try.

Robert:

Have you ever lacked the skill?

Both:


Did you ever have a block?


No direct line to your cock?


A lifeless jock?

Charlotte:


Robert!

Robert:


Have you ever had the thrill

Charlotte:


ROBERT!

Robert:


Of a loaded firearm?

Charlotte:


I’M OVULATING!

Robert:


Pressure building up until –

Charlotte:


Shit!

Robert:


What is it?

Charlotte:


I’m starting my period again.

Robert:

· A false alarm!

Charlotte:  abruptly

We have to talk.

Robert:


About what?

Charlotte:


We can’t go on this way.

Robert:


We can’t go on what way?

Charlotte:


When we started this whole thing, I assumed it was going to be a mutual action project.  But, for that to happen, there has to be a basic level of trust between us.
Robert:


My trust in you in limitless – my trust in myself is nonexistent.

Charlotte:


And if I find out you are cheating – 

Robert:


I am not cheating!

Charlotte:


– and that, behind my back –   

Robert:


I haven’t called Ingrid in six months.

Charlotte:


Don’t lie to me – aware  Why did you just bring up Ingrid?

Robert:


I didn’t mean to bring up Ingrid.
Charlotte:


Can we please leave Ingrid out of this?

Robert:


No one is talking about Ingrid.

Charlotte:


Don’t change the subject.

Robert:


YOU said that behind your back, I – yeah, what did I do, then?

Charlotte:  formulated with effort

Masturbated.

Robert:


Huh?

Charlotte:


Don’t even try to deny it.  In the bathroom.  I heard.

Pause 

Robert:


Ok.

Charlotte:


And you think that’s ok, do you?
Robert:


This is just ridiculous.

Charlotte:  hysterical

We have been trying everything for four months to conceive a child, and you don’t have anything better to do than go into the bathroom – 

Robert:


And toss my semen down the can.

Charlotte remains quiet.


Sorry.  I didn’t realize we were trying for a catholic child.

Charlotte:  hysterical

Why do you think I have been eating all this macrobiotic stuff?  I haven’t seen a piece of meat in over four months.  I’ve been pouring hormones down my throat like a Russian decathlete – 

Robert:  yelling back

Yeah, but I’m not a high-performance athlete.  I’m happy for you if it’s possible to have without it, but with me, sex also has a little bit to do with love.

Pause

Sorry.

Charlotte:


Have you met with Ingrid lately?

Robert:


No.

Charlotte:  calculatedly

You can be honest with me.  I mean, she’s my best friend – that is, she was my best friend, but if she’s the reason that you’ve been so drawn recently – 

Robert:


I told you, I haven’t seen Ingrid in a half a year.

Charlotte:


Someone else?

Robert:


Oh my God.

Charlotte:  not aggressive

Don’t be mad, but your being extremely faithful was never an outstanding trait of our relationship.

Robert wants to speak.  Charlotte interrupts him.

Charlotte:

 
Which was never a problem for me.

Robert:


I have always been honest, ok?

Charlotte:


It basically doesn’t matter to me if you screw my best friend, or if you beat off in the bathroom.  But if we have a child together, I will be dependent on you for the next 18 years, and it makes me very queasy to think of you suddenly getting an attack of “needing to be free” right in the middle of raising our child, when I desperately need three months of help from you – even if it’s just financial.
Robert:  decidedly cool

And what does that mean in concrete terms?

Charlotte:


I don’t trust you.

Robert:


So, no child?

Charlotte:


A child, yes.  Definitely.  But for better or worse, I have to adjust to the fact that I may be forced to do it without you.

Robert:


Don’t do that!

Charlotte:


I want ONE child.  Not two.

Robert:


And you don’t think I can do it?

Charlotte:


No.  Not even apart from technical difficulties.

Robert:


And if I don’t do it?

Charlotte:


Then, I’ll do it without you.  Music cue.
Nr. 15   Left Behind
Robert:


Alone

Charlotte:


I want a child, Robert.

Charlotte rolls over and falls asleep.  Saddened, Robert lies down next to her.

Robert:

Left behind


Apparently, I will be


Left behind.


She’ll get the things she needs, and


I will find


She’s long since passed me by.


Next year will come again – July,


The snow, the sky –


But where on earth am I ?


Left behind


The world’s her oyster, but I’ve


No such kind.


To her: champagne, to me: just


Salty brine.


To her, I’m just a pet – 


A sure, but quite forgotten, bet


Who’ll sometimes get


The chance to make her wet.

Charlotte turns over, then gets up and goes into the bathroom.  Robert begins to masturbate and groan.  Shorty before Robert climaxes, Charlotte reenters and lies back down next to him.

Robert:

Just a cock


With limbs attached to help facilitate,


I can’t decide which way to advocate:


To be a human in her eyes


That she can hate


As her mind’s state


Says to.
Or to be seen as just a fool,

A dangling tool,


Some family jewel,


Whose love comes in the form of ridicule.
After a short silence:

Charlotte:

Robert?

Robert:

Hm?

Charlotte:

I’m sorry.

Robert:  grumpy


Me too.

Charlotte:

It’s just nerves.

Robert:

You must mean my nerves.

Charlotte:

Do you still love me?

Robert:

Unfortunately.

Charlotte’s fingers walk their way across the bedspread.

Nr. 16  Last Night I Couldn’t Think of Sleeping
Charlotte:


Baby, baby, baby


Last night I couldn’t think of sleeping,


And the reason why is you.


I dreamed that you 


Were in the mood.


I had a dream 


Your attitude


Was lewd



And slightly crude,


And one of us, my


Baby, baby, baby


Was nude.


Baby, baby, baby


My dreams were hot ‘n wild ‘n horny,


But as of now, my lips are sealed.


I wanted your testosterone,


But you just left me all alone,


Unkissed, without a tryst.


Baby, baby, baby


You just don’t know what you missed.


And late at night I hug my pillow


While my best assets go to waste.


But now, I feel I’ve found the fella


Who’ll show me how excitement tastes.


Robby, Bobby, Robbity, Bobbity, etc.


Robby, Bobby, baby


Last night I couldn’t think of sleeping,


And the reason why is you.


Let me go to bed,


Now won’tcha?!


You want to come,


Now don’tcha?!


I’ll close my eyes and count to two –


Baby, baby, baby


Eenie, meenie, minie –


You!


Baby, baby, baby, baby


Just you.

Kissing wildly, Charlotte and Robert fall backwards onto the bed.  Blackout.

Scene 14

Charlotte and Robert speak while they put their clothes back on.

Charlotte:


See, that’s the way you it works.

Robert:


Good things come to those who wait.

Charlotte:


I knew it right away – in the exact moment.  It just went “pling!”.

The sound “pling”

Robert:


You said that every single time before, too.
Charlotte:


But this time it was different.  I felt it clearly.  It was – magic!

Robert:


It’s really an amazing thought –

Charlotte:


I can’t describe it…

Robert:


To imagine, something is growing – 

Charlotte:


Not from this world. 

Robert:


– that wasn’t there before! 

Charlotte:


It’s holy.  That’s what it is.

Robert:


And WE created it.

Charlotte:


Together.

Robert:


Yeah.  Together. 

Pause.  Both lost in thought.  Then, suddenly together:

Both:


What will it be?

Both stop.  Then begin again.

Both:


I hope – 

Again, they stop.

Both:  to each other

What do you hope?

Nr. 17  Inheritance
____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
Nr. 18   Salutation

Robert:


You’re still so far away,


The child I can’t imagine.


But can it be


That one can fall,


Without a soul around,


Nor sight, nor sound,


So thoroughly in love?


You haven’t met me yet.


I really hope we’ll change that.


I wonder now


And ask myself


If ever you, like me,


Fell suddenly


And thoroughly in love.


When the sun shines,


My light will guide your day.


In the moon’s rhyme,


My warmth will fill


The nighttime’s chill,


My arms will stay


Sickness‘ sway,


And you will know


I love you so.



Wherever you may go,


I promise I’ll protect you.


I hope that you


Can trust in me


And that it’s really true


That I can say


The words I’m thinking of.


And just because


I’m thoroughly in love.

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
Nr. 21   Not Enough

Charlotte:


Where have you gone?


I’m all alone.


Why did you feel you had to go?


Who dared to chase you out the door?


Did I remark sometime before


That I was done with you?


You were so here.


Now it’s all through.


Where will you go?


Who’ll take you in?


Who’ll care for you when night arrives?


What part of me was hard to bear?


What made you think I didn’t care?


Have you completely gone away?


Or is there hope


You’ll return another day?


I wanted to, wanted to


Make a gift of everything


I thought you’d ever need.


But it was clearly not enough.


Just give us one more chance


To try again.


‚Cause when you look for me,


I will appear.


I’m waiting here.


My only wish tonight will be


That you’ll be cared for lovingly


Will you return and lift this spell?


You were so here.


I wish you well.

Charlotte exits.  Music change.  Jazzy swing.  „Baby, Baby, Baby“.

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
Scene 18

The next morning.  A key in the door.  Robert enters, rather drunk.  Charlotte awakens abrubtly.

Charlotte:

Where were you?

Robert doesn’t answer.

Charlotte:  hysterical


I asked you where you were.

Robert:


At Ingrid’s.

Charlotte swallows.

Charlotte:

Well, at least you’re honest.

Robert:


Not everyone is the same.

Charlotte:

Can we please discuss this like two reasonable people?

Robert:  screaming

NO, WE CAN’T!  That would take two of us.

Charlotte:

I was here.

Robert:


Why didn’t you tell me?  Why in the hell didn’t you tell me?!

Charlotte:

I don’t know.

Robert:

What did you do when you lost it?  Put your call on hold and run to the bathroom, grab a cigarette on the way back, and take the call again?

Charlotte:

You have no idea.

Robert:

How should I?  No one here talks to me.  Why do you think I wanted a kid?  So that at least one person in this household would notice me.

Charlotte:
THEN BE HERE, YOU ASSHOLE!  Do you think I have any desire to tell you about my miscarriage when you just happen to pop home to change your underwear between fucks?

Robert:


I didn’t sleep with Ingrid.  Or with anybody else, for that matter.

Charlotte:

I actually don’t care.

Robert:

It’s just a nice change of pace to actually spend an evening with somebody who doesn’t have a heart like some mysterious Swiss bank account.  What do you have in there that’s so damn valuable you won’t let anybody in?

Charlotte:

Nothing.  It’s completely empty.

Robert:


I’m starting to feel that way, too.

Charlotte:

I’m broke.  A failed investment.  You should look for something with better dividends.

Robert:


And you just love to wallow in it, don’t you?

Charlotte:

Just look – not even our child could stick it out.

Robert:  quieter


It’s not about the child.

Charlotte:

Excuse me.  Did I miss something?  I thought it was ONLY about the child.

Robert is silent.  Charlotte grows insecure. 

Scene 19
3 months later.  Outside.  Winter.  Neutral territory.

Robert:


You look good.

Charlotte:

Thanks.  You don’t.

Robert:


You should see the apartment before you say that.

Charlotte:

Not really.

Heavy silence.

Charlotte:

And other than that, how are you?

Robert:


I’ve been waiting for you.

Charlotte:

I couldn’t find a place to park.
Robert:


For the last three months.

Charlotte:  mock reproachfully

Robert!

Robert:

Why haven’t you told me where you’ve been hiding?  I only wanted to write you a letter.  I DID write you a letter –

Robert takes a letter out of his jacket pocket.

Charlotte:

I’ve been at Ingrid’s.

Robert:


Oh shit.

Charlotte:

You don’t have to write me a letter.

Robert:

I promise, everything will be different.  When, I mean, if we both – um, I’ve decided that in the future –

Charlotte:

What?

Robert:


No secrets.  Never again.

Charlotte:

I can’t come back to you, Robert.

Robert:


What are you talking about?

Charlotte:

I think we succeeded in ruining it.

Robert:


You’re not coming home with me?

Charlotte:

It was hard work, but I think we really did it.

Robert:  aggressive

Why did you call me then?

Charlotte:

Like you said, no secrets.  I’m pregnant.

Robert:


From whom?

Charlotte:

From you, you numbskull.

Music begins.  The idea dawns on Robert slowly.

Robert:  talking himself into a frenzy
You’re – oh my God!  Charlotte!  Is everything ok?  I mean, are you ok?  We’re pregnant!  I’m gonna be a father!  You’re gonna be a mother!  We’re gonna be parents!

Charlotte doesn’t react.  Robert sees her expression and quiets down.


When – 

Charlotte:

Well, it’s not exactly a lovechild, but I like it anyway.  What about you?

Robert:


If I - ?  How can you ask that?  I will worship him.  I worship him already!

Charlotte:

Amber.  Her name is Amber.

Robert:  overjoyed

Amber!

Charlotte:

Of course, you can visit her as often as you like.  I won’t cause any problems.

The music stops abruptly.  Robert looks as though someone has thrown a bucket of cold water over his head.

I think it’s important that our daughter have a representative of each sex to turn to.  And you’ll be a wonderful father.  That I know.

Robert:


Thank you.

Charlotte:

And don’t worry about the money part of it.  My mother –

Robert:


We can talk about that later, ok?

Charlotte:
The first three years, I’ll only be able to work half-days, but I still have both accounts with the money I was saving to help buy a house –

Robert:


And you don’t need them anymore.

Charlotte:

Robert –

Pause.
Robert:


I have an appointment.

Charlotte:

Right.

Robert:


Where can I get a hold of you, if –

Charlotte:
For the next three weeks, I’ll definitely be at Ingrids’s.  I’ll start looking for something else, but I’d really like something with sun –

Robert:


Right.

Charlotte:

You have her number?

Robert:


I have her number.

Robert and Charlotte look at each other.

Robert:


Good luck.

Charlotte:

You too.

Robert and Charlotte stare at each other without moving.

Nr. 25   Together Never More
Charlotte:

Together never more


Just one bath towel left


No one who’ll ask,


“Will you be late this evening?”


And, “Could I come and get you?”

Robert:


No bitter weekly fight


And finally space to breathe


And, thank God, no one more


Who’ll hear me calling,


“My darling…”

Charlotte:


Free time that never ends


A bed that’s coffin-sized


And 14 times a day


One thought, recurring –


“Oh, how he’ll love to hear that.”

Robert:




Charlotte:


And all there is that’s left


And all there is that’s left


Is lost or torn in half



Is lost or torn in half

Both:


You know that once you laughed


But, where’s the punch line?

Robert:


Who cares?


The joke is over…

Both:


And everything that was


Belongs now to the past,


A worthless model-life


That neither of us two


Can claim.


What will I do alone


Now that our time is through?


Together never more


With you.

Robert hands the letter to Charlotte and exits.  Charlotte looks at the letter, wants to put it in her purse, but begins instead to open it as the lights slowly darken.

Scene 23

The apartment.  Robert enters, not knowing where to put himself, finally sitting down on the sofa sadly.  Nothing is playing on the television, the milk in the refrigerator has soured, etc.  A long pause.  Charlotte enters.  She approaches the sofa and sits down next to Robert.

Charlotte:  thoughtfully


Happiness.

Robert:


Quiet.

Charlotte:  


Quiet?

Robert:


Yes, quiet.

Charlotte:  not convinced


Um…

Robert:


And excitement.  Excitement, too, of course.

Charlotte:  


Coming home, and finding someone there.

Robert:


Arguing.  In the meantime, I can really fight wonderfully.

Charlotte:  


I can’t.

Robert:


Growing old together.

Charlotte:  thoughtfully

Anything else?

Robert:  also thoughtfully

Huh-uh.

Charlotte:  grinning

Sex.

Robert:  definitively

Love.

Charlotte:  


Exactly.

A moment lost in thought.  A musical accent.

Both:


A child.

Robert and Charlotte look at each other with surprise.  Slowly the lights darken.






THE END

