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No Words

Sarah checked the clock for the sixtieth time. She expected Jenny to have arrived by now, 

but she didn't want to be presumptuous: after all, it was her first day back.

Sarah leaned back in her office chair, forcing herself to relax. She wasn't sure what she  

was going to say to her work mate when she finally did arrive. What did you say to  

someone who had lost their newborn child in a car accident on the way home from the 

hospital? 

Jenny had been off  work for almost eight months; corresponding almost exactly with 

what she had planned to take in maternity leave. She should have been bursting into the 

office that the two of them shared with a rosy joy, chattering about all the amazing things  

her daughter had already learned in her precious few months. Instead she was returning in  

the hopes that she could distract herself from the terrible reality that encompassed the 

biggest change in her life - entirely the opposite of what she had been expecting.

Sarah glanced at the clock again. She was worried. Jenny had texted to say she would be  

in at 9.30am. It was now 10.08am and there was no sign of her. Perhaps she had decided 

that it was too soon, that she couldn't face it today. Sarah couldn't help but feel potentially 

relieved at such a delay, after all, she had no idea how to act around Jenny any more.  

Surely it would be insensitive to continue as if nothing had happened, but then wouldn't it  

be devastating for Jenny if Sarah asked her about the ordeal she had been though? It was  

none of her business really. 

She let out an irritated breath and then picked up her desk 'phone. She would call down to 

reception and ask them if they'd seen Jenny arrive at all. 

"Yeah," Gavin drawled, "she was here 'bout fifteen minutes ago. Didn't seem too well. 



Cat Lumb 2013

Can't say I blame her."

Sarah rolled her eyes, Gavin saw everything and told everything, he was not a reliable 

source. 

"Do you know where she went?"

"She was collared by Wendy in finance. Think she took her for a chat."

Sarah mumbled a thank you and put the receiver down. Wendy. Jenny would not have 

gone willingly, she had already stressed to Sarah that she wanted a low key return to work  

with as little fuss as possible. That was part of the reason Sarah was so unsure about what 

to say to her when she did arrive; was that a request to act normally, or to skate over the 

obvious tragedy of Jenny's loss?

She made her way to Wendy's office, in no doubt that if Jenny was still there she would  

need to be physically extricated. Wendy was not one to let go easily, especially not if it 

meant an extra tea break and the opportunity to 'empathise'  instead of work. Not that  

Wendy was the sympathetic type, she just wanted a chance to talk about herself and poor 

Jenny would be an ideal candidate at such a vulnerable time. 

She strode into Wendy's office without knocking. There was a flurry of tapping keys that  

didn't resemble the actual sound of true typing work. 

"Where's Jenny?" Sarah asked, looking around the room for any evidence of biscuits or  

beverages. 

"She popped off to the loo before I could say a proper hello." Wendy punctuated this with 

a flourish of her hand and a pout. "Think she still might be a bit upset."
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Sarah rushed out of the office and hurried down the corridor to the bathroom. No wonder 

Jenny hadn't gotten to the office yet, with Wendy's casual attitude to such a serious event 

why would she want to be in work?

As she entered the bathroom she heard a toilet flush and then a distinctive sniff. What if  

she was crying? What if Gavin or Wendy had said something inappropriate and upset her? 

What did Sarah know about losing a child, she hated children. She couldn't  sympathise, 

not really, she would never understand what it meant to lose a part of yourself like that.  

How do you deal with the loss of someone you carried for nine months, gave birth to, 

cradled in your arms and then was inexplicably taken from you in a mindless second? She 

didn't know how to respond to a sobbing Jenny, she wasn't the person for this. She didn't  

know what to say.

Before she had time to turn and run, Jenny had appeared in the stall doorway. She looked 

pale  and thin  and there  were  dark  circles  under  her  eyes.  Her  previously  snug work 

clothes now hung limply from her shoulders and her expression was so far away from 

what Sarah remembered when she had announced her pregnancy she could have been a 

different person.

Sarah was struck dumb. She had no words. 

But then it occurred to her that words would not comfort Jenny. Words would not soothe 

her suffering or change the past. No, the only thing Sarah had of any worth to Jenny was  

compassion. Not words. Words were cheap. Compassion was kinder. And so, Sarah kept 

her mouth firmly closed and opened her arms instead. Jenny bent into them with the  

vaguest glimpse of smile, as though no one else had yet thought up such a considerate  

gesture, and rested her head on Sarah's shoulder to cry for her dead child.
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