OUT OF REACH

One day a little boy with a round head, a small nose and big eyes called Scott, was helping his Mummy wash the dishes.

He stood on a chair at the sink and dunked plates and cups into the warm, soapy water.  He stopped every minute or so to blow bubbles around the kitchen.

“Last one!” Scott said triumphantly as he put a plate dripping with soapy bubbles on the draining board.  “Except for those glasses.”

“I’ll do those,” his Mummy told him.  “Glasses are easy to break and you might cut yourself.  Leave them to me.”

She handed Scott a towel and he dried his hands.  “Thank you, Scott.  You’ve done a good job there.”

Scott had a big grin on his face as his Mummy helped him down from the chair.

A little later Scott and his Mummy were sat at the kitchen table having a little snack.  Scott was having milk from a plastic beaker and a chocolate muffin; his favourite.  His Mummy was having a cup of tea and a digestive biscuit.

“I’ve got a bit of a headache,” his Mummy said, “I think I’ll have a tablet.”

Scott watched his Mummy try three times before she was able to twist the cap off the bottle of tablets.  She was just about to take some when the doorbell rang.

“Oh, dear, I wonder who this can be?” she said as she got up to answer the door.  “Don’t go near that cup of tea, Scott, it’s very hot!”

It was Suzy the Milk Lady at the door, coming to collect her money.

“Can I have some eggs tomorrow?” Scott’s Mummy asked.

“Yes, of course.  How many would you like?”

“Six will do nicely, thank you.”

After saying goodbye to Suzy the Milk Lady, Scott’s Mummy went back to the kitchen to finish her cup of tea.  As she entered the room she saw Scott putting the little bottle of tablets down on the table.

“Scott!  Have you eaten any of those?” his Mummy asked sharply.

Scott looked sheepish but shook his head.

“You have haven’t you?”

Scott shook his head again but his Mummy picked up the bottle and looked inside.

“How many have you had?  Look Scott, these aren’t sweets and if you take too many of them they can make you very ill.  How many have you had?”

“Three,” Scott said very quietly, not daring to look at his Mummy.

“We need to go to the hospital right away!” Scott’s Mummy said, and picked up the bottle of tablets to take with her.

She dressed Scott quickly in his coat and shoes.  “It was Mummy’s fault, I shouldn’t have left them there.”  She smiled at him reassuringly.  “I’m sure you’ll be all right, Scott, but taking any kind of medicine can be very dangerous if it’s not meant for you, especially if you take too much.  But we’ve got to get to the hospital as quick as we can.”

At the hospital Scott’s Mummy told the Nurses what had happened and showed them the bottle of tablets.

“Sorry Scott,” one of the Nurses said kindly, “We’re going to have to take some blood from you so that we can do some tests that will tell us how poorly these tablets have made you.  We’ll have to use a needle to take the blood – it might hurt a little bit, but only a little.”

Scott felt scared and wanted to go home.

The Nurse smiled.  “Don’t worry, Scott.  Your Mummy will be with you the whole time.”

Scott, who was now having some pain in his stomach and his side, was pushed quickly on a bed with wheels, to a special room.  His Mummy held his hand while he watched the Nurse wet some cotton wool from a small bottle.  She pushed up his sleeve and rubbed a small part of his arm with the cotton wool.  It felt damp and tingly.  Then the Nurse took out a syringe with a long needle and stuck it quickly and gently into his arm, exactly where she had rubbed it with the cotton wool.

Scott felt the prick of the needle and just stopped himself from pulling his arm away.  He began to feel a little sick but watched with anxious fascination as the Nurse drew blood out of his arm.

It was all over in less than a minute and both the Nurse and his Mummy told Scott that he had been a very brave boy.

“We’re going to have to keep him in overnight for observation,” the Nurse told Scott’s Mummy.  “You can stay too, of course.”

Scott’s Mummy managed to talk to Scott’s Daddy on his mobile ‘phone and told him what had happened.  She asked him to bring night things for her and for Scott.

Scott was feeling a little nervous about staying in hospital and was really glad that his Mummy was staying with him.

“Well you won’t do that again, will you Scott?” his Daddy said when he sat on Scott’s bed in the hospital some time later.

“ No.  And neither will I,” his Mummy replied.

When Scott’s Daddy got home again he put the bottle of tablets high up in a cupboard, well out of reach of Scott or any other child.

“That’s where they stay from now on,” he said.
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