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         Clara felt a change. A strong scream from the inside. A longing that was as clear as the light of the sun. It convinced her that she wanted a child.

         From then on, she heard children on the playgrounds who laughed and screamed and were a part of this world which no longer seemed to be for adults only. She saw them in the bus on the way to work, in the waiting room of the hospital where she worked, and on the pavement where they marched past her in their small migrations in their yellow reflector vests while they talked over each other so all you could hear was a prattle of lively voices. They spread joy and they showed in their natural way that there was so much about the world to be astonished over. Clara wanted to see a new person coming to life. She wanted to see life being created. New life. A child saw everything for the first time. A child was love.

         She was scared by the thought too. The lifelong responsibility. The dangers. This world – could you bring a child into it? What if something horrible happened, an accident? Her stomach hurt at the thought. But fear always disappeared. The drive, the strong will to get pregnant, that never went away. The worst thing she knew was people who had children because their friends did. Or because they were bored. Because they felt lonely. She wanted to scream at them. A child is not a toy or something to amuse yourself with if you are bored. 

         One day, Clara told a coworker that she had suddenly realized how important it was to her. That she had noticed children everywhere for the past several weeks, which she had never done before. The coworker said that it was not weird for Clara to hear her biological clock ticking. It is about time, she said, and sent her a sharp smile, patted her stomach and started excitedly talking about the latest TV-show she was watching. Afterwards, Clara did not say anything else about it. She did not want to ruin the beauty of her dream.

         But of course she talked to her husband about it. After dinner, she opened a bottle of wine and asked him to stay seated. Then she told him what was bothering her:

         “Richard, I want to be pregnant.”

         “Now!?”

         She started laughing, but then she became serious. It was necessary that he took this seriously. 

         “Yes, I’m completely serious. I love you Richard, and I want us to have a child… I feel it. I want it so much.”

         He touched his chin silently. “I thought we were over that,” he said.

         “What do you mean!?”

         “I mean, you’re 36 and I’m getting old…”

         “You’re 42!”

         He writhed awkwardly around the chair and drank his half-filled glass of wine in two sips. “I don’t want to,” he said and shook his head determinedly. “I don’t want a child. I love you, you know that, but having children… no.” Again, he shook his head. “Family life is not for me… I don’t know how to say it, but it’s not my cup of tea…”
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