FORREST by Rosie Francis Dallanstorm

(nosex – yet)

email me at stormyroses@hotmail.com 

Intro:

The idea for this came about when I was doing a shift with my brother at his chemist’s shop. A boy came in, and he looked so very scared and sad I wanted to hug him right then and there. I didn’t, of course, because you can’t just go around hugging strangers because they look sad. At least you can’t unless you don’t mind getting smacked in the nose. ;)

When I looked at his prescription, I understood why he was scared and sad. And I thought, What on earth would *I* do if I were in a position like that? I tried to write that story for awhile, and it didn’t work out – principally because I’ve never been in that situation.

What situation is that, you ask? You’ll just have to wait and see, although I think it’s fairly obvious.

So anyway, I tried it this way, and it worked out somewhat better. Not wonderfully. I’m still refining it a lot, and what with all the doing and redoing, I don’t get a whole lot written. But then that’s always been a problem with me, as anyone who’s read any of my work knows only too well. (
It will probably end up a romance, with little or no sex. But that’s okay with me, and hopefully it’ll be okay with you guys too.

Enjoy.

The Story:

I clearly remember the day my life became complicated.

That’s probably not something that a lot of teenagers – particularly teenage girls – can claim, since most of us think – or at least like to think – that our lives have been complicated for ever. Certainly, most of the girls I know can sigh and say wistfully how nice it would be if things were still simple, but few if any can actually remember feeling that everything was simple and right. It’s part of the human condition, I think, to look back at the past with a certain nostalgia, not realizing that in days or months or years, we’ll be looking back at this day and feeling the same way. I suppose it’s a form of discontentment, although that’s not really the right word for it. Most people I know – and probably most that I don’t – find it difficult to fully appreciate the moment without having some sadness for days gone by.

I’m no different from the rest of the world in that sense, although I probably am – or was – more content with my life than most kids my age. I can clearly remember the simplicity of my previous life, and I remembering enjoying it, too. I liked things to be straightforward and easy to deal with.

And then, as things tend to do, it all fell apart.

I was 18 at the time, and a pretty average 18-year-old, as they go. I went to school, working hard – and often not-so-hard, to the chagrin of my parents – at my A-Levels; I read a lot of books; I spent hours at my computer or in my bedroom, listening to an odd blend of soft rock, gangsta rap and classical music that amused my friends and drove my mother crazy. And I worked three shifts a week at the Stamp Pharmacy on the high street.

I was working my last shift of the week when Forrest Brown came in. He walked through the door, took one look at me and promptly turned around and exited. That surprised me, but not all that much. ‘Flu season tends to make the most even-tempered of us crotchety and impatient and generally incapable of standing in a 10-person queue, and Forrest wasn’t the most even-tempered of us at the best of times. I’d known him since primary school, swapped Christmas cards a few times, giggled my way through a month’s secret crush on him in year 8, and not spoken much since then. I’d grown into a quiet, slightly shy young woman who planned to go to Uni and become a doctor. He spent his days chilling outside the school or the supermarket or the cinema, loose jeans hanging off his butt and a probably even looser girl hanging off his arm, smoking weed, swearing and drinking beer. I admired his good looks, occasionally envied his apparent freedom, but generally didn’t think of him much at all.

That afternoon I took in a hundred or so prescriptions, sold a thousand bottles of cough syrup and a few million tubes of throat pastilles, handed out several sets of amusing photographs that were presumably taken at the pre-Christmas office parties, and was just thanking the Lord that we closed early on Sundays and I only had another hour to go, when the door opened and Forrest came back in. His eyes flickered over to me, scanned the shop, and then fixed on me again. I laughed tentatively.

“Not so busy now, thank God. Most everyone’s gone home by this time on a Sunday.”

He nodded, but didn’t speak, didn’t come up to the counter. I did my best to look busy – not that I had to pretend too hard – checking out various orders that had come in, serving another two customers and fielding a call from the pharmacist’s ex-wife while Forrest fingered the shower gels, boxes of condoms, hair decorations, deodorant and pregnancy test kits. He looked nervous, and for a second I wondered vaguely what it was that made him uncomfortable. Not the condoms, surely. He’d probably been having sex for years. The pregnancy tests? Had he knocked some girl up and now needed a test to make sure? The next moment I mentally smacked myself for having such an uncharitable thought about a boy I barely knew.

Perhaps 20 minutes had passed since Forrest had come in this second time, and he’d done little more than clear his throat and rifle through products that he clearly had no interest in buying, so I was surprised when he approached the counter. I laughed, as nervous as he was.

“Decided not to go for the tortoiseshell barrette, huh? Shame, I thought it’d go well with your eyes.”

He didn’t smile. “Got a pen?”

Could it be that he’s nervous because he wants to ask me out, and now he’s writing down his ‘phone number? I rummaged through the debris on the counter and came up with a black biro.

“Here.”

I watched as he printed slow, careful letters on the back of the green form. Not a ‘phone number. Just a prescription. D’oh.

When he finished writing, he handed the form to me, turning away as he did it. Offended by the barrette crack? I wondered. Boys can be so testy. My eyes scanned the piece of paper quickly, making sure all the right boxes were checked and the info was all given. I barely glanced at the front as I handed it to Carl to fill, but the glance was enough to register the names of the drugs, and my heart stopped.

Zidovudine. Didanosine.

Oh, jeez.

The room drifted out of focus slightly, and I concentrated on rubbing the blisters on my toes against the underside of the counter in an effort to keep myself from turning into a blabbering idiot. Two minutes and twenty thousand years later, I handed Forrest the paper bag of meds and forced a smile.

“It’s cold out there. Hope your journey home isn’t too long.”

I didn’t look right into his eyes, but I could see he knew that I knew.

That last half hour before closing was the longest half hour of my life.

More soon, I promise you this time. ( My research for this story is a few years old, so the drug names may have to be changed. If you are a med student or pharmacist or just know of a common combination of drugs that might be given in this case, please email me – I do like to have everything as accurate as possible. Thanks.
