
A&E by Sammy Davies
 

Based on the original Short-Story by Charlotte Cobby, 

‘Accident and Emergency.’

 

Sarah sat in her living room waiting. She’d been 

waiting for the best part of 6 hours. And she 

continued to wait. Not the sort of waiting a person 

does casually, perhaps with a crossword puzzle or the 

television flickering in the background. It was the 

sort of hand wringing waiting that is done in total 

silence, without distraction. Yet the ticking of the 

wall clock which hung above her head was spoiling 

that silence. “Why does it have to be so loud?” She 

thought. 

 

Sarah was waiting for her son, Tonee. A typical 

Thursday night in the Monroe house consisted of 

Sarah arriving home from school at around 4:30pm 

and immediately setting about the task of preparing 

a meal for herself and Tonee. Tonee would normally 

arrive home at about 5:50pm and was always keen to 

eat early on a Thursday night as he hated to exercise 

on anything like a full stomach. Thursday was 5-a-

side night on the astroturf pitch at Myton School, 9-

10pm. 

 

More often than not Tonee would call his mother from 

the Post Office car park where he worked to let her 

know that Steve was joining them for dinner. Steve 
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was Tonee’s best friend and he looked to Tonee as if 

an older brother. Sarah was so used to looking after 

the pair together that she would often tell people 

that she had two sons. 

 

People were surprised enough to learn that Sarah had 

a son at all. Even at 36 she she was easily mistaken 

for a woman in her mid-twenties. People were further 

surprised when she revealed the age of her son, 19. 

It was a surprise to her too. Where had the time 

gone? 19 years, not easy raising a child alone, but 

she wouldn’t change a moment of it. 

 

Sarah waited. She hadn’t received a call. Tonee 

hadn’t sent a text. The smell of tonights pasta bake 

had long left the kitchen, the flour from her baking 

was crusting under her nails and the lights in the 

neighbor's windows were beginning to go out one by 

one as they each in turn retired to bed. She waited, 

in total silence save the ticking clock, perched on 

the edge of her arm chair, phone in hand, eyes fixed 

on the drive way. She waited. 

 

A shrill, piercing tone suddenly cut through the 

evenings silence. Sarah sprang to her feet and dashed 

towards the kitchen. “Odd,” she thought, “That Tonee 

would call the house phone.” Like most teenagers 

he was totally dependant on his mobile phone and 

prefered to make the most of his free ‘mobile to 
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mobile’ minutes.

“Tonee?! Why haven’t you called?”

“Ms. Monroe?” The reply wasn’t Tonee. It was an 

official, professional sounding voice.

“Ms. Sarah Monroe?”

“This is she.” Sarah could hardly force the words 

out. Here mind was filling with all manner of morbid 

possibilities. “What’s this all about? Where’s 

Tonee?” She knew in her gut that this phone call was 

about him.

“Ms. Monroe, I’m calling from Warwick Hospital A&E 

department. Tonee’s been involved in an...”

The unnamed caller continued to speak, not knowing 

that Sarah could no longer hear him, the phone 

receiver left swinging in thin air as she snatched up 

her keys. If Tonee was hurt she wasn’t going to waste 

a single second on the phone to a stranger. 

 

By the time she reached the hospital car park Sarah 

was a blubbering wreck. A typical journey from 

her home in Kenilworth to Warwick Hospital would 

take about 20 minutes. That in itself would have 

provided more than enough time to play through 

several horrific scenarios in her mind. But Sarah’s 

journey hadn’t been typical. The A46 was closed 

southbound and she was forced to follow a convoluted 

diversion. “Please God, please let it be road 

works.” She parked as near the A&E entrance as she 

could nearly 50 minutes after leaving. Climbing out 
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of her car she stumbled past the pay and display 

instructions. “Let them clamp me, I don't care.”

 

Why were hospitals so badly signposted? Sarah bounced 

from one wall to another as she searched in vain for 

a map which would lead here to reception. Her stomach 

was already upset with worry and the antiseptic 

smell of the washed floors did nothing to help. She 

gave up looking for a map and ran straight down the 

corridor. “I’ll search every room in this place if I 

have to.” Turning a corner she slammed into a middle 

aged woman in blue scrubs and a white coat.

“Slow down, slow down. What’s going on?”

“Where’s Tonee? What’s happened to him?”

“Madam take a moment, breathe. Who are you looking 

for?”

“Tonee Monroe, I’m his mother. I got a call 

saying he was here I think, maybe there’s been an 

accident...Where is he?!”

Was it any wonder that Sarah was so distraught. Tonee 

was all she had. She’d put her entire life on hold 

to raise him on her own. Over half her life had been 

spent as a single mother.

“Madam, calm down, I don’t know all the details but 

your son was definitely one of the survivors.”

“Survivors?!? What the hell’s happened? Where’s 

TONEE!?” 

The doctor, realising that Sarah was more in the 

dark about the evenings events than she’d realised, 
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motioned that the two of them should take a seat on 

the red cushioned benches that ran the length of the 

corridor.

“Ms. Monroe, earlier this evening there was a road 

traffic collision involving 3 cars on the A46 

southbound...”

Southbound? That’s the wrong way? Why was Tonee 

driving away from home?

“Your son was a passenger in a car being driven by 

another individual...”

“Steve!”

“Yes, Steve James was driving the car that was struck 

from the side by another vehicle.”

“Just spit it out, are they okay?” Sarah didn’t need 

a police report, she just wanted to know her boys 

were safe.

“Tonee, your son, is probably in recovery. We had to 

do a minor operation to repair some damage done to 

his left wrist. You should be able to speak to him in 

about half an hour when the anesthetic wears off.”

 

A surge of relief flowed through Sarah’s veins. For 

the first time since her silent waiting had been 

interrupted by the penetrating ring of the phone she 

felt as if she was finally getting enough air.

“Mr. James on the other hand...”

Two sons, that’s what she’d joke, “He’s around so 

often I think I should get double the child benefit.” 

Yet now, as she sat in this sterile hospital corridor 
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it didn’t feel like a joke. She really did care for 

Steve.

“Mr. James is currently in an induced coma. He 

suffered severe head trauma as a result of the 

collision. I can’t tell you more than that.”

 

Sarah didn’t know where to look. Her eyes were 

smiling with the news that Tonee was okay but 

her mouth was sobbing as she thought about Steve 

hooked up to all those machines that hospitals 

use to monitor their patients. The doctor rested a 

sympathetic hand on Sarah’s shoulder, “I’ll show you 

to the waiting area. There are a number of other 

relatives are already here, some of whom have been 

bereaved.”

 

Bereaved. Survivors. Suddenly the enormity of what 

must have happened hit Sarah. It didn’t seem real to 

her somehow. She was used to seeing news stories, 

passing floral tributes by the roadside, but to 

be caught in the middle of such a tragedy seemed 

unbelievable. 

 

Sarah stepped into the poorly adorned waiting area. 

It was at the same time eerily silent and filled with 

the sound of anguished tears. Sarah didn’t notice the 

dull grey floor nor did she notice that the room was 

distinctly lacking in seating with just a few plastic 

chairs hurriedly added to the room to make up for 
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the influx of relatives indirectly affected by the 

accident. None of this caught her eye, all she could 

think about was her son. 

 

There were already 9 people gathered in the small 

square space. She didn’t recognise any of them. A 

room of absolute strangers drawn together by an 

horrific event. She didn’t want to know their names 

or the names of their loved ones. The whole situation 

was already more than she could cope with without the 

added effort of empathising with a room of people, 

some of whom had relatives in operating theaters, 

on ventilators or worst of all gone forever. Sarah 

turned around and left the waiting area. 

 

Sarah noticed that Steve’s real mother wasn’t 

there and she wondered whether the hospital had 

been in contact. She moved from the waiting room 

to the nurses station and tried to catch someone’s 

eye. Everyone seemed so absorbed in what they were 

doing. “I don’t want to bother them if they’re 

looking after one of my boys.” Eyeing a telephone on 

the edge of the counter she lifted the receiver and 

dialled. One ring, two ring, an answer. “Hello? Who’s 

calling so late?” 

“It’s me, Sarah.”

“Oh hiya Sarah, is Steve staying at yours tonight is 

he? What a cheek making you phone for him.”
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“You haven’t heard from either of the boys tonight 

have you? No one else has called?”

“No, of course not. What’s going on Sarah?”

“I’m sorry to be the one who has to tell you this but 

I’m in the hospital. Steve and Tonee have been hurt.”

 

While Sarah was relaying the details that the doctor 

had given her, the medical staff who had been 

blending into the background so well up until that 

point suddenly sprang into action. Double doors burst 

open, alarms began to ring over head. A youngish 

man, Tonee’s age perhaps, brushed past Sarah as he 

hurriedly pushed a trolley carrying a defibration 

machine into a private room. For the second time 

that evening she left a phone hanging in midair. 

She rushed after the young man and followed him to 

Steve’s side. 

 

Like an F1 pit team the doctors and nurses worked and 

moved in total unison. Shifting cables and drips, 

repositioning his limp body, attaching the paddles 

to his chest. In spite of the flurry of activity 

immediately before her, Sarah’s eyes were fixed on 

the small monitor in the corner of the room. A single 

flat line was being traced out by a small green dot. 

“That’s just something from the movies.” She tried to 

reason with herself, “In real life it doesn’t mean 

anything.” But still the solitary green dot traced 

out a perfectly flat line. 
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The busy endeavours of the hospital staff began to 

slow. One by one they completed their jobs and stood 

motionless, watching the young man with the trolley 

operating the machine he’d transported.

 

“Clear.”

“Again!”

“Clear.”

 

“It’s nothing like the movies.” Sarah resigned 

herself to what was obvious to everyone in the 

room. “In the movies the paddles always work.” Now 

even the young man stood still, breathing heavily as 

a result of his endeavours. A small green dot tracing 

out a perfectly flat line and then nothing. The young 

man reached out and turned the monitor off. 

 

Only now did the hospital employees notice Sarah 

standing there in the doorway. “Excuse me miss, you 

can’t be here, we’ve things we need to do.” The nurse 

ushered Sarah out and she put up no resistance. Sarah 

didn’t want to see Steve like that. It wasn’t Steve 

anymore. 

 

------

 

Steve had picked Tonee up from work as it was his 

turn to drive to football that week. As he pulled out 
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of the car park another car, also containing 2 young 

men, narrowly missed Steve’s blue Saxo as they rushed 

to beat them to the lights. What followed was a race 

of sorts, a highly dangerous game of chicken. The two 

cars trading dangerous maneuvers as they sped from 

the town centre towards the dual carriageway. Steve 

was determined to prove a point, especially with 

Tonee sitting next to him. He followed the second car 

onto the A46.

 

Driving at nearly 90 mph the second car slammed on 

its brakes. Steve was too close to brake in time 

and was forced instead to turn sharply. The wheels 

of the Saxo locked, Steve and Tonee were in an 

uncontrollable spin. As the bonnet of the Saxo hit 

the central reservation a VW Passat slammed into 

Steve’s driver door. Immediately another car ploughed 

into the rear of the Passat, changing its appearance 

from impressive executive saloon to a Smart Car copy. 

 

Tonee, on the other side of the accident, was well 

protected and suffered only from being tossed around 

at impact. Steve sat at the very heart of the 

accident, pinned by the Passat, blood streaming from 

his wounded head.

 

-------
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The sound of rushing water rang in Sarah’s ears. 

She stood by the kitchen sink, swilling out the 

tins she’d just used to bake her delicious cupcakes. 

She liked to bake, it was therapeutic. The smell 

from the cupcakes filled the kitchen and spilled 

over throughout the rest of the house. “Tonee, do 

you want to try one of these cup cakes?” No reply 

came. Sarah turned the tap off to silence the 

running water. “Tonee? I’ve just finished making the 

cupcakes. Do you fancy one?” Not a sound. She turned 

and slowly made her way towards the living room 

door. “Tonee?”

 

Sat perfectly still on the sofa was Tonee. He’d 

had the cast removed that morning and his arm was 

feeling weak. “Tonee...” Sarah spoke gently but she 

could tell her son wasn’t listening. He hadn’t been 

listening or responding much since he was discharged 

from the hospital. Sarah leaned her head against the 

door frame and observed her son. His arm was healing 

but his other scars would last a lifetime. In the 

silence Sarah noticed just how loud the ticking of 

the clock was. “Why do they make them so loud?”
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