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There is a frown on the brow of the young woman. She is sitting in the waiting room at the 

local doctor's surgery with a magazine open in her lap and her foot tapping slightly. Does 

'young' best describe her? - it's so hard to tell these days. There is a soft bloom on her skin 

and she looks well, but there are fine lines at the corners of her eyes and little creases 

radiating from the wings of her nose. Perhaps over thirty then, but this side of the hill...

She is not reading the magazine, her eyes are unfocused in some personal 'middle 

distance'. She sighs. Her attention returns to the room, then to the magazine which she 

closes with a slight slapping sound as the shiny pages meet. She looks up, making eye 

contact with an older woman sitting a few seats away. They exchange friendly closed-lip 

grins. Both women then look away, each engaged with the business of the waiting. The 

room for waiting in: it can be a long wait for life-changing news.

There is a burst of white noise before a name is called, "Mrs Jenkinson, would Mrs 

Jenkinson please come to room 3... thank you."

The young woman gets up, plops the magazine back on a heap at the end of the row of 

seats and smiles again at the older woman as she passes by. Through the main door into 

a corridor, 'Room 3' is to the left. She knocks at the door. It is opened by a friendly looking 

nurse who beckons her in with fluttered greetings: "Hello Mrs Jenkinson... do take a seat... 

How are you feeling?" Perhaps 15 minutes later she comes out again. Her face is slightly 

pink and it looks as though she has recently shed tears. 

Room 3 at the Doctor's on a Wednesday morning from 11am until 2.30pm: Nurse run 

fertility clinic. Mrs Jenkinson wants to conceive, she cannot. Her husband is losing 

patience. 

There is the unsaid - the utterly inconceivable - perhaps they won't. If she cannot bear a 

child , then what? There are babies and children that need loving homes, but he wants 

them to have their own. It costs so dear, financially and romantically, the treatment permits 

no second thoughts once under way. The commitment is terrifying, the yearning even 

worse...



Has a total stranger ever handed you their baby to hold? 

Mrs Jenkinson  heads out of the Surgery, gets into her car, drives to the local supermarket 

and parks again. Her face looks pale. She is on a mission and the recent pained 

discussion about fertility options seems to have been put aside. She heads into the store, 

straight to the baby clothes and toys section. She spends several minutes walking slowly 

along the banks of pinks, blues, ivories and soft fleecy multicoloureds. She doesn't touch 

anything, except her lower lip, which she periodically pulls into a point with the finger and 

thumb of her right hand. She is totally focused. Her attention is so rapt that she bumps into 

the back of a young mother, leaning into her shopping trolley: "oops, so sorry" - she seems 

rather shocked by her own distraction.

The young woman lifts a smiling face: "that's alright love, my arse is always in the way 

these days!"

Mrs J doesn't answer, but looks perplexed: "...well, since I pushed this out of it, it's never 

been the same" the mother chuckles jovially, busily tidying folds of soft blankets around a 

very small baby in a carrier on top of the Trolley. Mrs Jenkinson laughs a little too, the 

smile lingering as she watches the mother busy with her baby's care. The young mum 

huffs, "Oh, no good, you've wiggled all your bedding down the bottom, come on up little 

man". She lifts the babe out of his nook and one-handed starts pulling at soft folds of 

cotton and wool.

"May I hold him, do you think?" 

"Aw that would be great, here you are, he might puke on you though"

"That's OK, I can cope!" The young mother hands over the baby to Mrs Jenkinson who 

takes him, cradling him so she can see into his face.

The Mother takes a deep breath: "Phew, it's great when someone else wants a hold. He's 

no weight now - but I am!" She chuckles again, unselfconsciously and full of simple 

humanity. Mrs Jenkinson is gently swaying with the little baby in her arms and grins wide 

at the young mum. 

"What's his name?"

"He's called Stockport Arnold Chancery Thomson. My name's Geraldine - call me Gerry". 

she turns back to the carry-cot and lifts everything out, draping the trolley with baby 

bedclothes. Mrs Jenkinson is now gazing deeply at the little chap with the long name.  Her 

eyebrows are raised, "Stockport eh?" to the child, then lifts her head and to the young 

mothers' fat behind: "I'm Janet, call me Jan..."



"Great Jan, I won't be long, just watch he doesn't puke up, I only fed him twenty minutes 

ago."

"How old is he?" Jan Jenkinson's voice is softer now, as she gives all her attention to the 

child.

"He's four and a half weeks; weighed 7lb 8ozs when he popped out. I've got to get new 

babygros again, only bought him some a fortnight ago". Her attention is taken up with her 

task: there is puke in the cot and she delves into a shopping bag, coming up with wet 

wipes. She then proceeds to clean up the mess and is quiet for a couple of minutes. As 

much time as it might just take...

Jan Jenkinson stands, perhaps two feet behind the young mother, in front of racks of tiny 

baby clothes and outfits. She is gazing at the bundle of joy called Stockport. His eyes 

focus on hers.

That thing, the thing that can be scary about new babies; the 'million year old' stare, know 

the one? Well Stockport can do that. His eyes still have the milky blueness of the newborn, 

another week or so and it will be gone. He can see eyes and nipples; his whole tiny new 

being can focus completely on the source of pleasure or attention. All the energy of a new 

soul focused directly on... Jan Jenkinson's eyes. She is lost in his gaze. 

Her insides sink and her womb is aching. She looks away for the briefest moment and 

realises something previously unimagined is perfectly possible. Chubby, jovial Gerry is 

concentrating deeply on cleaning dried milk-puke off the inside of the carrier. She is 

humming to herself and completely oblivious to Jan's state. Jan Jenkinson can see that if 

she walked quietly away, turned around the bottom of the aisle and then... Gerry? She 

wouldn't notice...  too busy scraping baby sick off the carrier and making things tidy. Jan 

need only walk away.

She looks back down to the little mite in her arms. Again that stare... she is hauled in. Her 

whole attention is drawn... there is a tug at something far more profound than a 

heartstring. A DNA string maybe... genes calling for replication; the million years of 

evolution, a human eye: a stare from the ascent of man. She feels a panic deep in the 

bottom of her innards and again wrenches herself from the power of his thieving gaze. Her 

breath shortens and her pulse quickens. She looks around and realises she has actually 

been walking away from Gerry's broad posterior. She is nearing the end of the aisle... It 



would be so simple... so easy to carry on, to carry him off... to...

To what, make him her own? Imprint herself on his consciousness? Steal something so 

precious from another... made in another?

Jan Jenkinson bobs down; a small baby cradled in her arms. She is facing the 'blue' 

section of the aisle, where boys' futures are softened in fleece and teddy bears. Leaning 

forward, she pulls something from the rack of goods. She straightens and walks slowly 

back to where the child's mother is still faffing about among the stuff of her baby's life. She 

clears her throat: "how are you doing?"

"Aw, I nearly forgot all about him!" Gerry turns her head and beams at Jan; she has just 

finished pushing soiled wet wipes into a plastic bag and is pressing baby bedclothes into 

place in the carrier. "Hope you don't mind another mo?" She is slightly breathless from 

leaning into the cot and trolley. "...very grateful, er... Jan..."

She finishes with a huff and turns to face Jan Jenkinson. The baby has dozed off, having 

used up all the energy of his recent feed seducing another humans' simple desire to 

procreate. She looks expectantly at Jan, who takes a breath and carefully hands him back 

to his mother. The women exchange a look... Jan smiles at Gerry, but Gerry's own smile is 

guarded. As she takes Stockport back, there is a possessive and protective shape to her 

arms as she too cradles the boy. She looks carefully into his sleeping face, then seeming 

relieved, looks back towards Jan, but Jan is walking very quickly away. 

Gerry shrugs slightly, carefully places the baby back in his carrier, then picks up her train 

of thought and starts humming to herself: a little song about babygros that she has made 

up. 

Jan has walked briskly away from the young mother, out of the aisle and spotted a sign for 

the toilets. She heads there and finds herself a cubicle: her need is urgent. She sits feeling 

cold, hot, shuddery and sick. Her bowels have liquidised and it is several minutes before 

she recovers and is able to stand again. The flushing of the loo provides a kind of comfort, 

drowning the sound of her own awkward breath. 

Jan Jenkinson washes her hands carefully and pats her wet fingers to her face and neck. 

Her breath has slowed, her face looks blotchy. She finishes drying her hands by running 



them down her front, smoothing out the crinkles where Stockport had so gently lain.

Jan Jenkinson makes her way out, picking up a newspaper at the kiosk, paying with coins 

and dropping the change into a charity tin: 'Save the Children'. She walks to her car, drives 

home, lets herself into the house. 

Everything is quiet: no one to greet; husband at work, time alone. She goes to the kitchen 

and makes herself a cup of tea. She takes a couple of biscuits from an open packet next to 

the kettle, carries tea and biscuits into the living room, sits in a favourite chair. She makes 

movements to settle down, but there is something uncomfortable... she wriggles and puts 

her hand down to the front pocket of her trousers. Something is in there... she pulls it out.

In her hand is a tiny plastic baby on a key ring. He is dressed in a blue fluffy babygro outfit, 

the head large on the little blue body. The label and price tag are still on the thing, it should 

have cost her £1.99 but she hadn't paid for it. Shoplifting a tiny baby boy toy - better than 

nicking a tiny baby boy...

Jan Jenkinson starts to chuckle, turning the sad little toy in her fingers. She sighs, and still 

smiling puts the thing on the table beside her, making sure it can sit up... "Alright there 

Stockport?" She chuckles again. There is a pile of diaries, medical documents and notes 

on the table. She picks up the top sheet: fertility notes. She looks at the date on a calendar 

nearby, there are red circles and blue stars dotted about the months. Another sigh, another 

rueful smile at tiny Stockport: "time for another try eh?". 

She drinks her tea, dunks her biscuits and writes on the calendar. The little boy doll smiles, 

vacantly, ever optimistic.


