
38 BOEING BOEING 

GRETCHEN. I'm all alone there, you see. And I look out 
of the porthole and stare at the stars dancing and the 
moon out there in the sky. And I say to myself that my 
Bernard is looking at them too. And I feel as though 
we are looking into each other's eyes across the layers 
of planets and meteorites and the nebulae. I'm madly 
romantic, you see. 

BERTIIE. I can see you are. Madly. 

GRETCHEN. And does he do that too? 
BERTHE. Do what? 

GRETCHEN. Stare at the moon while I'm away. 

BERTHE. Oh, I'm sure he gives it a glance now and then. 
Mind you I'm not always there when he's doing it. 

GRETCHEN. No. I suppose he prefers to keep it a secret. 
BERTIIE. And I should hope so. I mean life's complicated 

enough without dragging in the nebulae. 

GRETCHEN. But you understand these things, don't you, 
Berta? I always like talking to you. You know about life. 
You're a woman. 

BERTIIE. Well, thank you very much, Mademoiselle. I'm 
more than that I'm a domestic servant. And believe 
me, Mademoiselle Gretchen, we domestic servants get 
to know a great deal. And what we know we keep to 
ourselves - we never say anything. Mind you, very few 
people ever ask us. 

GRETCHEN. Nein, you're something very special, Berta. 
BERTIIE. Do you think so? 

GRETCHEN. I am certain. You're the virgin in the legend of 
the Grail in the story of the Nibelungen. 

BEIITHE. Well, I've been called worse. 

GRETCHEN. You're a guardian. You keep me alive in 
Bernard's thoughts. You keep the flame of love burn
ing in his heart~ 

BERTHE. I do? 

GRETCHEN. You're like me- capable of great passion. 
BERTHE.It's very nice of you to say so. 
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GRETCHEN. I love him so much! Every time I come home, I 
seem to love him more, and every time I go it just tears 
me to tiny pieces. 

BERTHE. You're vety intense, aren't you? 
GRETCHEN. I'm worse than that- I'm passion itself. 
BERTHE. Don't get yourself into a state. Save your passions 

for Monsieur Bernard. He'll be back soon. 
GRETCHEN.Ja . .]a. You're right. Oh no, I have forgotten to 

buy cigarettes. Would you, could you, would you? 

BERTHE. Straight away. I'll be back in five minutes. 
GRETCHEN. You're a darling, Berta. I'll get settled in while 

I'm waiting. I'm mad wit11 happiness. Berta, mad with 
happiness! 

BERTHE. And so am I, Mademoiselle, so am I! 

(GRETCHEN goes out Door # 1 and closes the door as 
BERTIIE goes out Door #4. Enter ROBERT DoiYr #5. He 
goes to the bathroom and washes his face. With a trrwel 
round hi.s should en he impersonates Bernard. He tries 
some of Bernards aftmhave which he accidentally spmys 
in his ,ryes. He sits d<Jum with the towel 011er his head to 
rmwve ihe aftershave. GRETCHEN comes out of Door # 1 
and not '/!'cognizing ROBERT throws herself at him.) 

GRETCHEN. My love! My darling lover! You're home. 

ROBERT. Oh God! 
GRETCHEN. Excuse me. Sorry, sorry. 

ROBERT. No, really. Don't mention it. 
GRETCHEN. Bu~ oh Monsieur, I'm so sorry. 
ROBERT. No harm done, Mademoiselle, on t11e contrary. 

GRETCHEN. What are you doing in my flat? 

ROBERT. Your flat? Don't you mean Bernard's flat? 
GRETCHEN. If you like. But it's still mine - mine or 

Bernard's, it's the same thing. 
ROBERT. I'm an old friend of Bernard's, An old school 

friend. 
GRETCHEN. Oh? 
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ROBERT. My name's Robert- I've forgotten my own name. 
Robert Lambert. 

GRETCHEN. How do yon do? 

ROBERT. How do you do? And you must be Gretchen? 
GRETCHEN. He's told you about me? 
ROBERT. Told me! Oh, you bet. It's Gretchen this, Gretchen 

that; here a Gretchen, there a Gretchen. It's Gretchen 
- Gretchen - everywhere. 

GRETCHEN. How divine! 

ROBERT. He hardly mentions anybody else. 

GRETCHEN. But how come you are here when he's not? 
ROBERT. Well - Bernard had to go out. 
GRETCHEN. On business. 

ROBERT. Yes, that's right! ~on business. And he told me to 
wait for him. I just arrived- you see- I'm on my way to 
Aix to visit my uncle's horne. 

GRETCHEN. In Aix! 
ROBERT. Yes. 
GRETCHEN. It's not u·uel 

ROBERT. Oh! Yes, it's true - this afternoon on a train - to 
Aix. 

GRETCHEN. But that's marvellous. 
ROBERT. Yes, I like trains. 
GRETCHEN. My mother lives in Aix. 
ROBERT. Not really. 

GRETCHEN. She's lived there for years. Whereabouts is 
your uncle in Aix? 

ROBERT. Near the station. Number 27. 
GRETCHEN. It's not uue! The Bahnhofstrasse! 
ROBERT. The Bahnhofwhat? 
GRETCHEN. The Bahnhofstrasse. 
ROBERT. Oh! You mean the station. 

GRETCHEN. You must know my mother's house. It's on the 
corner of the Friedenstrasse. 
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ROBERT. The Frieden - what? 
GRETCHEN. The Friedensrrasse. 
ROBERT. I never heard of that one ... 
GRETCHEN. But you have. It's the next street down from 

the Bahnhofsrrasse. 
ROBERT. Well possibly so ... 
GRETCHEN. Come on! You know it. 
ROBERT. Know it! I can't even pronounce it. 
GRETCHEN. Well, you know the corner? Where Napoleon 

is? 
ROBERT. Napoleon? 
GRETCHEN. You're not trying. 

ROBERT. I am n,;ng. 
GRETCHEN. Napoleon, the chap on a horse. Enormous! 

ROBERT. I've never seen it. I assure you. 
GRETCHEN. Liar! 
ROBERT. Please I I swear! I swear! I'll tell you everything I 

know. My family has lived all their lives in Aix! I can 
show you my papers, I can show you my credentials. 
My great grandfather made olive and sunflower oil, 
my grandfather did almond oil and my uncle walnut.. 
Walnut oil I mean. My family's oiled the whole of 
Provence! But I haven't been there yet! 

GRETCHEN. Provence? 
ROBERT. Yes. Aix is in Provence, isn't it? 
GRETCHEN. But I was talking about Aix-la-Chapelle in 

Gennany. 
ROBERT. I was talking about Aix-en-Provence in France. 

GRETCHEN. Obviously. 
ROBERT. So botl1 our families are from Aix, but not the 

same Aix. 
GRETCHEN. I suppose so. I really am very sorry. 
ROBERT. It's roo disappointing. You would have made a 

marvellous new neighbour. 
GRETCHEN. You're very kind. 
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